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Spinoffs, which usually feature a pe-
ripheral element from a main run, 
are fascinating if not essential to a 
collector. They can expand a charac-
terĦs background, making them more 
three-dimensional than one comic or 
TV adventure allows. Or, as in the 
case of Abslom Daak ģ Dalek Killer 
or Kroton the cyberman with a soul, 
bring a new twist to a situation. 
 
Beyond the comic book ńeld, Doctor 
Who has spawned its own offshoots, 
which we take a look at in this issue. 
ItĦs also inspired audio adventures 
and stage plays that focus on ene-
mies and companions who ńnally get 
to shine on their own.   
 
Cutaway Comics is taking the 
spinoff strip idea a step further, ex-
pending the exploits of Orcini, Lyt-
ton and even the rezzies of Paradise 
Towers. We talk to the Cutaway 
team and get a glimpse of their ex-
cellent artwork, which hearkens 
back to the back-up strips of Doctor 
Who Weekly. 
 
You can also read Jordan ShortmanĦs 
review of the ńrst Doctor Who Com-
ic miniseries, collected as the graph-
ic novel ĨAlternating Current,ĩ and 
the ńnal issue of TitanĦs Missy. We 
get a behind-the-scenes hint of what 
it was like to be a stone-cold nun in 
The Sarah Jane Adventures, courte-
sy of actress Elesia Marie and learn 
about the Big FinishĦs ńrst Christo-
pher Eccleston-starring audio in a 
review by Paul Winter. 
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IĦm in the middle of rural Tennessee, 
ńlming a TV show. The star wants a 
bottle of TitoĦs vodka and IĦve got 
time to kill before a production 
meeting, so I drive past barns and 
rusty tractors looking for booze. ItĦs 
a beautiful part of the country, all 
pleasant green rolling hills. But 
thereĦs no sign of alcohol in them 
thar valleys.  
 
IĦm about to give up and turn around 
when I see a strip of shops with a 
liquor store.  They have TitoĦs. They 
also have a neighbouring store 
called Heroes Wanted. I still have a 
little time so, what the heck, I pop in 
for a browse. 
 
Inside is a considerable collection of 
comics. As if by magic, the shopkeep-
er appears and asks me if IĦm looking 
for anything in particular. I take a 
leap and ask him if he has Doctor 
Who Comic number 4, an issue I 
canĦt ńnd in my LCS. He smiles and 
itĦs then that I notice his door behind 
the counter. ItĦs decorated like the 
doors to the TARDIS and, yes, he has 
that missing issue. 
 
Turns out the guy runs the store 
with his dad, who is a big comic book 
fan. He talks about the comics he 
wished heĦd picked up, specińcally 
some rare spinoffs. 

https://www.heroeswantedcomics.com/
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Over in the Land of Fiction, Stephen 
Hatcher presents three excellent 
prose stories and part one of a highly 
imaginative script by Paul Ebbs. 

 
Back in Tennes-
see, the Comic 
Book Guy ex-
plains to me that 
the store is a 
family affair; his 
father has passed 
his passion down 
to his sons ģ his 
own spinoffs, so 
to speak. His leg-
acy continues to 
grow, passed on 

to the people who visit the store, 
even when itĦs by accident. 
 
The TV star gets his TitoĦs and I get 
my comic. Since that happy time and 
place, I have been looking out for 
more TARDIS doorways and IĦm sur-
prised how many IĦve found across 

the United States, from a tattoo par-
lour in Portland, Oregon to a toy 
store in Old Sacramento, California. 
I would love to hear about the TAR-
DIS doors youĦve found, and where 
they spun off to...  

Nick  

Editor and companion in Sacramento 

<¶ß¬o<ʵ¬ ßØîKʵĊoĄ 
 

Edited by Nick Smith  
Fiction Editor Stephen Hatcher 

 

Front Cover by Megan Keyser, Rear Cover by David May 
Layout by Paul Winter 

 

Published by the Doctor Who Appreciation Society  
All content is © relevant contributor/DWAS 
No copyright infringement is intended 

CONTACT US: 
DWAS, PO Box 1011, 
Horsham, RH12 9RZ, UK 

 

 
The appearance of a link, product or supplier in Cosmic Masque is not an endorsement and ia provided for 

convenience only. Readers are urged to exercise caution when buying and browsing online  

 

4 

aK èîÙKß ao<èo¶® 
10 Things I Like  
About Who         6 
 

Best in Class         8 
 

Betamax Memories    10 
 

Birthday Boy      13 
 

The Revolution Will 
Be Colourised     15 
 

Cutaway Comics     98 
 

Alternating Current 109 
 

Tin Soldier: K9  112 
 

Missy Issue 4   114 
 

Serving the Gorgon 117 
 

DALEKS!   119 
 

JNT Uncut   121 
 

The Ninth Doctor: 
Ravagers    123 
 

The Black Archive  126 
 

Summoned by  
Shadows    128 
 

Star Interview  129 

From the Land  

of Fiction     23 
 

Flying With the Stones  

by Alan Darlington   25 
 

Formation Episode 1 

By Paul  Ebbs     39 
 

Passage of Time by 

Robert John Cumming   92 
 

Truly Nothing in the 

Dark  

by Katherine Ioffe    95 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
If you are interested in contributing to Cosmic Masque please contact us here 

http://www.dwasonline.co.uk
mailto:cm@dwasonline.co.uk?subject=Cosmic%20Masque%20Contribution%20Enquiry


5 

 

By Ruthann Stubbleńeld 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

6 

10 characters, moments, relationships 
and remarkable things that sum up 
what makes Doctor Who special. 
 
The Doctor/Donna 
 
Donna Noble and the Tenth DoctorĦs 
emotional connection raises the 
stakes and always makes the com-
panionĦs departure hard to watch. 
Luckily, even though she has to for-
get him, he does not forget her and 
has a chance to bid her farewell from 
a distance in The End of Time. 
 
WilfĦs Jig 
 
Echoing BinroĦs joy at learning Ribos 
is a planet orbiting a star, DonnaĦs 
granddad Wilfred Mott gazes at the 
night sky through his telescope, hop-
ing thereĦs more out there than com-
mon knowledge allows. Thanks to 
Bernard CribbinsĦ performance, the 
excitement is palpable when Wilf 
ńnds out that what he yearns for ac-
tually exists ģ and he dances a jig. 
 
TARDIS shower curtains 
 
IĦd just started watching the show in 
2015 when I visited my friend Jeddie 
and noticed her TARDIS shower cur-
tain. I realized there was as a whole 
universe ģ or Whoniverse ģ out 
there I didnĦt know about, and I was 

not alone in being captivated by the 
DoctorĦs travels.  
 
ElevenĦs Childlike Joy 
 
Scoring in a football match. Fixing up 
a house for fatherless children. Ap-
preciating hats. Matt SmithĦs childish 
moments balance with the solemn 
aspects of his ĥcosmic old manĦ por-
trayal of the Doctor. His silly, fez-
loving scenes make his sad moments 
(for example, in The Snowmen) all 
the more poignant. 

Sarah JaneĦs Continuity 
 
Sarah Jane Smith is one of only a few 
characters who carried over from 

ɺɹʵèko®cßʵoʵ¤o¡Kʵ
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Classic to New Who, and she did it 
effortlessly. 
 
K9 
 
Even though heĦs a machine he has a 
heart, heĦs loyal like a real pet and he 
makes me want to have my own 
GirlĦs Best Friend. 
 
The Messy Charm of Two 
 
One collar in, one out; scruffy hair; a 
big honkinĦ fur coat; this scruffy 
monochrome marvel is kind and in-
stantly appealing. 
 
River Song 
 
River is unique in the complete 
Whoniverse, since she actually had a 

relationship with the Doctor and 
knows his name. She is a child of 
time even though sheĦs not a Time 
Lord. Best of all, sheĦs a bad girl 
turned goodĮ but not too good. 
 
SevenĦs Accent 
 
When I think of Sylvester McCoyĦs 
Doctor, I hear his rolling Rs and pic-
ture his question mark umbrella. He 
is fun! I always enjoy the light-
heartedness of his era. 
 
 
Tom Baker in The Day of the Doctor 
 
With that grin of his, Tom Baker had 
such charm as the Fourth Doctor 
that you always wanted to follow 
him and ńnd out what he was doing. 
He was THE Doctor. To see him 
again as the Curator gave all the 
feels, and to see him with the Elev-
enth Doctor was extra special. His 
joy was infectious. 
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ThereĦs an art to writing an original 
Doctor Who novel. The Doctor and 
companions have to be recognizable 
and make choices that ńt their char-
acters as established on TV. Yet they 
need to have enough freedom of 
movement to make the story engag-
ing and unpredictable. Some authors 
are more successful at this than oth-
ers but if the protagonists are well-
deńned in the show, theyĦre easier to 
recognise on paper. 
 
The Class crew doesnĦt just exist on 
TV and Big Finish audio. TheyĦve also 
had three prose adventures, ńtting 
since their creator Patrick Ness is 
known for YA novels like The Rest of 
Us Just Live Here and A Monster 
Calls. Although the spin-off Class 
novels, published in 2016, are writ-
ten by three different authors, they 
all rise to the challenge of Ņeshing 
out the world of Cole Hill Academy 
without making any ground-
breaking changes to that world. 
 
The books are set during ClassĦ ńrst 
and only season so thereĦs no grand 
progression and no payoff after the 
startling cliffhanger ending of the TV 
series. The books are true to the 
show and capture the characters in 
an authentic manner. The intended 
readership is skewed a little younger 

than the series; there are no saucy 
bedroom scenes or bad language 
worth crying to Mary Whitehouse 
about. Instead, the focus is on pace, 
atmosphere and solid storytelling, 
making each book in the collection 
worth reading.  
 
Joyride by Guy Adams is the most 
traditional story in the series. Kids at 
Cole Hill are possessed. One steals a 
car and drives it through a shop win-
dow.  Another sets ńre to his house 
with his family inside. When the 
headstrong athlete Ram SinghĦs 
body is taken over, his friends Char-
lie, Tanya, April and Mateusz have to 
help him. There are aliens involved, 
which is no surprise to Charlie, last 
Prince of the Planet Rhodia, or his 
long-suffering guardian Miss Quill. 

Joyride happens soon after Charlie 
and Miss Quill have arrived on Earth, 
courtesy of the Twelfth Doctor. 
Quill is still begrudgingly coming to 
grips with human food and customs. 
Ram is adapting to a new prosthetic 
leg and mourning the murder of his 
girlfriend Rachel; both his leg and his 
squeeze were lost in For Tonight We 
Might Die, the pilot episode of Class. 
ItĦs intriguing to read more about the 

èŤŃʵ¶ǂŤŃƳʵąƐƳſļƹʵƐŚʵBƐĶǂƐƳʵąŤƐ 
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burgeoning relationship between 
the main characters, even though 
they canĦt be developed too much. 
The story moves quickly with some 
commentary on entrepreneurs and 
the money-hungry values of society. 
While Joyride is told in a straight-
forward manner, A. K. BenedictĦs 
The Stone House has a more varied 
structure. At ńrst blush itĦs about an 
old house haunted by a child; the 
book switches from the childĦs view 
back to the main narrative. Tanya is 
this storyĦs central protagonist, tak-
ing an interest in the house and en-
couraging her pals to investigate. 
Tanya is not the most interesting or 
likeable character in Class, The 
Stone House shines a rare spotlight 
on the young computer geek. 
 
What She Does Next will Astound 
You, by prolińc Who writer James 
Goss, has similarities to Doctor Who 
novels Toy Soldiers and Winner 
Takes All as well as the Season One 
Sarah Jane Adventure, Warriors of 
Kudlak.  In that romp, game-playing 
kids are kidnapped to ńght an alien 
war by a bad, literally bug-eyed crea-
ture. In this book the abductors have 
a different motive and mode of pick-
ing their targets. 
 
GossĦ story puts the heroes in action
-heavy, violent situations that make 
them question their morals and hu-
manity. The best element of the 
book, however, is its pastiches of 
internet personalities, memes and 
ice bucket-style challenges ģ essen-
tially, the dangers of kneejerk social 

media and crowd mentality. Even 
the chapter headings are written like 
clickbait: 
 
After You Read This YouĦll Want a 
Shower 
This Girl Wanted an Adventure Holi-
day. You WonĦt Believe Where She 
Ended Up. 
You Are Being Lied to About Dogs 
 
And my personal favourite, because 
itĦs so wonderfully out-of-place: 
 
How Toast is Like Lady Gaga 
 
The internet riffs are loads of fun 
and the author makes the conceit 
work without being condescending, 
tough in even the most pedestrian 
Young Adult novels. What She Does 
Next has just enough twists and 
memorable moments to make it the 
best book in the series. Also worth 
celebrating ģ or at least noting ģ is 
that in the US edition, Coal Hill 
AcademyĦs name has been changed 
back to what it always should be, 
Coal Hill School. 

The three books really show the dif-
ferent directions Class can take, 
from spooky Scooby mystery to 
bodysnatching thriller to fringe 
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space opera. As in the show, Miss 
Quill is a stand-out; trapped in a role 
she despises, cynically kicking ass 
with a slew of sour, hilarious com-
ments. Schoolmates April, Tanya and 
Ram are also well depicted and the 
writers have fun with CharlieĦs ńsh-
out-of-water cluelessness. His boy-
friend Mateusz get shortest shrift, as 
if the authors arenĦt sure what to do 
with him other than use him as Char-
lieĦs foil and guide to being human. 
 
On TV, Class didnĦt quite capture the 
authentic teen viewpoint it aimed 
for, although it was a welcome addi-
tion to the expanded Doctor Who 
oeuvre. The novels are a solid con-
tinuation of NessĦ vision, thanks to 
some enthralling writing, wild ideas 
and heroics worthy of our favourite 
Time Lord. 
 

Up until the mid-ĥ80s, there were 
only two ways for most fans to 
watch Doctor Who ģ on transmis-
sion or during a repeat run like Doc-
tor Who and the Monsters. For me 
that changed in 1987, when I got in-
to an exciting new routine thanks to 
my Uncle Robin. 
 
Robin was and always will be a gen-
tle soul, a homebody who wore thick 
glasses and Swiss cheese cardigans. 
Occasionally he used contact lenses, 
which he called Ĩputting his eyes in.ĩ 
He played piano like a maestro. But 
our main bond was our love of mov-
ies ģ he introduced me to my ńrst 
modern horror ńlm, The Return of 
the Living Dead, which we watched 
with the aid of a magnińcent silver 
machine called a Betamax Player. 
 
The new routine went like this: on 
Mondays after school, I walked to 
GrandmaĦs house at 274 Wells Road. 
It was an old house, Victorian style, 
with a lobby area where I hung my 
duffel coat. After saying hello to 
Grandma, I made a beeline for a 
spare room on the ground Ņoor that 
served as a second sitting room, with 
a love seat and a small box TV.  
 
Beside the TV in all its chunky top-
loading glory was the Betamax vide-
otape recorder. It was the only one 
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IĦd ever seen and its potential 
amazed me. For the ńrst time ever, I 
could watch my favourite show 
whenever I wanted, as many times 
as I wanted. Thanks Uncle Robin! 
 
With great anticipation, I took a 
large cassette from my school bag, 
put it into the top loader and gently 
pushed it down, listening to a satis-
fying clunk and whir. I turned on the 
TV and ģ just in time! ģ Doctor Who 
would soon begin. I started this ritu-
al with a special episode with a new 
Doctor, new opening credits and a 
new story. It was hard not to get en-
thusiastic about Time and the Rani.  
 
I worried that I was being antisocial, 
shutting myself in a room alone, with 
family so close by. But they knew 
where to ńnd me and IĦd only be se-
questered for 25 minutes.  
 
As the credits of Wogan rolled, the 
skin on my arms goose-bumped and I 
hit record on the Beta. Robin had 
always been an iconoclast; while 
everyone else was rushing out buy-
ing a VHS machine, he preferred the 
superior quality and underdog rep of 
Betamax. Although Sony was putting 
its marketing might behind the less 
popular format, initially pitching it as 

a Ĩtime-shift machine,ĩ VHS often 
had more room on a tape (originally, 
120 minutes compared to 60) and its 
machines were cheaper. 
  
1987Ħs home video releases included 
Star Trek IV, Flight of the Navigator, 
Labyrinth and Top Gun, with a deń-
nite focus on blockbusters rather 
than classics (The Red Shoes being a 
notable exception). But it was the 
recordability of the tapes that really 
grabbed me at the time. As Time and 
the Rani marched on, I recognized its 
Ņaws ģ the writing lacked Ņair or 
complexity, the companion squealed 
her way across a dull landscape, the 
aliens were goofy and the Doctor 
didnĦt make an impression in the ńrst 
episode. Since I was able to rewatch 
the story, though, I was able to ap-
preciate details and quirks in a brand 
new way. 

The show was fast-paced for its day, 
brash and fun. Like my viewing hab-
its, Doctor Who was changing, and 
when Sylvester McCoy did wake up 
he was instantly likeable. Through 
no fault of the actor, after Colin 
BakerĦs cranky characterization, 
calling McCoy a breath of fresh air 
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viewing. You could catch that whole-
sale destruction in your very own 
reruns, folks! 
 
By 1989 it was very obvious who 
had won the videotape war and even 
Uncle Robin was eyeing up a VHS 
recorder. Sony decided to add VHS 
to its line of VCRs. The last Beta unit 
was made in 2002, although amaz-
ingly, blank tapes were still being 
made until 2016. 
 
As a teenager, the only way for me 
to watch Seasons 24 to 26, though, 
was on that clunky old Beta ma-
chine. I kept visiting Grandma and 
Robin, revelling in the complexities 
of stories like Ghost Light. 
 
I moved away and lost touch with 
Robin, the man who liked lame duck 
formats and wanted to be different, 
too. The Betamax memories faded 
until I caught Survival on Twitch. 
When Ace turned to the camera, her 
eyes weird and feline, I was hit by a 
tidal wave of nostalgia. Those hours 
spent watching, analysing and hop-
ing for more, bookended by family 
visits, were still there ready to be 
rewound and enjoyed all over again. 

was a huge understatement. 
 
It was hard not to get caught up in 
the hoo-ha of a new Doctor, from his 
photo appearing on the cover of 
Doctor Who Magazine to the Ņashy 
new logo and tabloid tales of 
McCoyĦs ferret-wrangling past. IĦd 
already taken a shine to McCoy 
since his goofball appearances in the 
BBC kidsĦ show, Eureka. So I 
watched and enjoyed his inaugural 
Doctor Who adventure, returning 
every Monday to tape the rest of the 
season. It was hardly a big commit-
ment, since there were only 14 epi-
sodes to catch.  
 
But then there was the re-viewing, 
which took me into 1988 and anoth-
er exciting year for Doctor Who 
watchers and tapers ģ it was, after 
all, the showĦs 25th anniversary and 
the DoctorĦs air of mystery was 
thankfully renewed. 
 
As I watched the tapes over and 
over, I was able to gain a deeper un-
derstanding and appreciation of sto-
ries like Remembrance of the Da-
leks, which remains a go-to of mine 
to this day. At the time, Keff McCul-
lochĦs music and the relationship be-
tween the Doctor and Ace kept me 
coming back for self-scheduled re-
peats. Ace herself seemed to 
acknowledge the new era of video 
playback when she mentioned that 
the DoctorĦs ńnal gambit in Silver 
Nemesis was the same as that of Re-
membranceĮ a reiteration that was 
more noticeable on a second or third 
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While watching Doctor Who, itĦs al-
ways fun to recognize the familiar face 
of a supporting actor. Novia Scotian 
Brad Filippone has spent years cele-
brating those faces ģ and the behind-
the-scenes faces we donĦt see, too - 
with birthday-themed memes, using 
images and quotes from the stories 
they worked on. 
 
Brad told Cosmic Masque how he got 
involved in this important endeavour, 
and why itĦs so important to 
acknowledge the showĦs cast and crew. 
  
Several years back I noticed a Face-
book friend posting picture montag-
es of Star Trek actors posting daily 
to some Star Trek groups. After 
thinking about it for a while I decid-
ed I could do the same with the long 
history of Doctor Who. My main 
source for the birthdays was 
imdb.com, though it's not always ac-
curate and I've had to make a few 
corrections to my birthday list over 
the years.  
 
I started posting them in 2014, in 
fact, we've just passed the anniver-
sary of my beginning - the ńrst birth-
day I posted was Colin Baker's (his 
was not on the Missing Episodes 
group of course). I used Microsoft 
Paint on the advice of my Star Trek 
friend. Often that ńrst year I waited 

too long before putting the birthday 
posts together each day and some-
times I discovered just before I 
turned in for the night that I had as 
many as ńve or six to make, and 
went scrambling for my DVDs (most 
of the images are screen captures 
from the DVDs, though in the case of 
missing episodes I had to ńnd other 
sources). Also, that ńrst year I would 
consult one of the admins on the 
Missing Episodes Discussion Group 
as to what non-Who roles a given 
actor was famous for, since I live in 
Canada and I don't know their ca-
reers outside of our favourite show.  
When the ńrst year was done, it got 
much easier, since I could simply re-
use the ones from the year before. 
Occasionally, I have to update the 
posts, such as when the subject of 
the post passes away, or appears in a 
second story. Also, there are many 
actors on the show that I don't have 
posts for simply because I have nev-
er been able to ńnd any online 
source that has their birthdays.  
 
I occasionally do new searches for 
them to see if their birthdays have 
become known in the past year and 
occasionally, I'm able to add a new 
post. As well, every time a new se-
ries airs, I have new posts to make 
although I'm sometimes slow at get-
ting them made - I still haven't got 
birthdays for Series Twelve complet-
ed. After a couple of years, I started 
making birthday posts for the New-
Who people.  
 
I currently post them to twelve 
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groups, some specialized, such as the 
Missing Episodes group, another 
group that specializes in 1980s Who 
and a couple of groups that are spe-
cińcally about the women who 
worked on and appeared on the 
show. 
 
I do it because it's fun and because 
of all the positive responses I've got-

ten in the various groups over the 
years. It does seem to be very appre-
ciated. 
 
A special thank you to Brad Filip-
pone for helping to untangle the 
knotty web of Doctor Who produc-
tion history ģ keep up the good 
memes! 
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Cosmic Masque: Why are you interest-
ed in Doctor Who in general? What got 
you hooked on Who? 
 
David May: Well I'm a fan who can 
never answer the question 'Which 
was the ńrst episode you ever saw?' 
because I was already watching it 
from as far back as I can remember. I 
was born when Doctor Who And 
The Silurians was enjoying its origi-
nal broadcast and was already a reg-
ular viewer by the time Season 11 
came along, so that's remembering 
back a long way! 
 
I usually say that Doctor Who is the 
show I grew up with but never grew 
out of. Quite why it's held my inter-
est for so long, I'm not sure... I sup-
pose it's the ultimate fantasy, isn't it? 
Who wouldn't want to have their 
own TARDIS and be able to travel 
anywhere in time and space? Who 
wouldn't want to be able to outwit 
any opponent, be virtually immortal 
and have a succession of pretty girls 
along for the ride? 
 
CM: Why are you interested in colouri-
sation specińcally? 

DM: Whilst there's no doubting that 
black and white images can have a 
certain mystique to them, ultimately 
we live in a world of colour and 
that's how things are and should be. 
Doctor Who was never made in 
black and white for artistic reasons, 
it was a compromise because of 
costs and available technology at the 
time. Television programmes and 
ńlms have been made almost exclu-
sively in colour for the past forty or 
ńfty years, because that's what peo-
ple want and expect. The very few 
exceptions, such as Young Franken-
stein, The Artist, or the opening few 
seconds of The Two Doctors, are 
usually to invoke the feeling of a by-
gone era. That's what black and 
white is regarded as now, something 
from the past.  
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I remember as an eleven-year-old 
watching The Five Faces of Doctor 
Who, and there was The Krotons, 
which was all of 12 years old at the 
time, and because it was in black and 
white it seemed like a piece of an-
cient history, much more so than the 
full-colour The Carnival of Monsters 
which followed it. Now I'll happily 
watch black and white material, but 
then I even watch a lot of ńlms from 
the silent era, yet I know many peo-
ple who insist they can't enjoy silent 
ńlms and you rarely get silent ńlms 
showing on television. And it's be-
coming the same with black and 
white material, each new generation 
ńnds it more and more of a turn-off. 
Prime-time television won't touch 
black and white... Other than the one
-off repeat of the third episode of 
Planet of the Daleks in 1993, I don't 
think BBC1 here in the UK has aired 
a complete black and white pro-
gramme in a prime-time evening slot 
since a repeat run of old Tony Han-
cock shows back in the mid-1980s. 
So as well as my own desire to see 
monochrome images presented in a 
'real life' way, I think there's poten-
tial for the addition of colour to 
bring things to the attention of new 
audiences that they might otherwise 
resist. 
 
CM: How do you colour pics, choose 

your subjects? 
 

DM: There are many different ways 
to colourise pictures and if any read-
ers are interested in trying their 
hand at it but arenĦt sure how to do 

it, IĦd recommend searching on 
YouTube where there are lots of in-
structional videos.   
  
For me, IĦm still using the same tool I 
was using back in 2005 ģ namely a 
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very old version of Photoshop!  But 
IĦve changed my technique several 
times over the years.   The ńrst thing 
you need to produce a good colouri-
sation is your starting image, which 
should have a good resolution and a 
nice tonal range of greys between 
the black and the white.  If you start 
with a substandard photo where, for 
example, an individualĦs face is over-
exposed and just shows as a big area 
of white, then youĦre not going to get 
your colour to ĥstickĦ to any-
thing.  And the more individual 
ĥelementsĦ there are in a photograph, 
the more individual things youĦll 
have to colour and the longer it will 
take.  A crowd scene is going to take 
you much longer to work on than a 
head-and-shoulders portrait.  A sim-
ple picture might only take me half 
an hour to do, a complicated one 
could take me half a day, or more.  So 
IĦll frequently opt for the former! 
  
One of the big giveaways to me 
when I see a lot of colourised images 
is how ĥŅatĦ they look.  ItĦs a trap 
even a lot of experienced colourisers 
fall into ģ they do a sort of ĥpainting 
by numbersĦ job on an image, so if 
you have a wall in the background 

they will apply the exact same shade 
of the same colour to the whole of 
that wall, and assume that the light 
and dark areas showing through 
from the underlying monochrome 
image will be sufńcient to express 
the shadows and highlights.  This 
works to a point, but in reality you 
have light (and therefore colour) re-
Ņecting off all manner of objects and 
so your background wall would show 
lots of subtle changes of colour.  So 
for me, nowadays, itĦs never a simple 
job of just applying a colour to each 
item in the image and then consider-
ing it ńnished, itĦs a process of adding 
numerous layers and building col-
ours up and up whilst thinking about 
the effects of direct and ambient 
light hitting objects, and how reŅec-
tive those objects are.   
 
There are some people out there 
who fully understand these princi-
ples and produce exceptional work 
such as Stuart Humphryes 
[BabelColour] and Clayton Hickman 
in the Doctor Who fold, and thereĦs a 
lady named Olga Shirnina who up-
loads stuff to places like Deviant Art 
and Tumblr under the name of 
Klimbim, she mainly tackles histori-
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cal photos but her colourisations are 
stunningly realistic and an inspira-
tion to us all. 
 
CM: What was the ńrst pic or piece of 
footage you coloured? 
 
DM: Thinking about it now, I can re-
member dabbling in colourisation 
back around 1990, applying some 
colour to some screencaps on my old 
Atari ST computer. But that didn't 
allow for a very varied colour palette 
so those weren't really serious at-
tempts. 

My interest really started back in 
April 2005. At that time there was a 
lively discussion thread on the old 
Outpost Gallifrey forum dedicated 
to colourisation of photos. Some in-
dividuals were uploading images 
which looked quite impressive, for 
the time at least, and among them 
was Stuart Humphryes who was pro-
ducing some fantastic stuff and giv-
ing lots of advice as to how he creat-
ed them. (Stuart went on to create 
the colour for the restored The Mind 
of Evil episode 1 on the 2013 DVD 
release).  
 
I think I was just inspired to have a 
go myself and was spurred on be-
cause there was lots of interest from 
others at the time, plenty of people 
were having a go and having fun with 
it, and exchanging feedback. As far 
as I recall, my ńrst one was a still of 
Susan and Barbara from The Reign 
of Terror, which I probably chose 
because it was a good resolution dig-
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ital image I already had to hand and 
which was a fairly simple one to 
tackle in that it didn't have lots of 
ńddly details to attend to. I was pret-
ty pleased with how it turned out at 
the time, but it looks rather ropey 
now! 
  
CM: What is your favourite image or-
clip? 
 
DM: Unlike some fans, who I salute 
for their hard work, I've not yet in-
vested the required time and effort 
in producing a colourised clip, I've 
only done still images, but I keep 
saying I'll try it one day.  
 
As for the colourised pictures I'm 
most proud of having produced, on 
the Doctor Who front I'd say either 
one of Jamie and Victoria outside 
the TARDIS in The Abominable 
Snowmen or a lovely 1960s photo of 
two Daleks squabbling over a cauli-
Ņower in a London market, which 
took an age to do because there was 
so much detail in it. I've tackled plen-
ty of non-Doctor Who images also. It 
is sometimes the case that you 
spend ages working on something 
only for the end result to turn out 

looking less than satisfactory, so 
when you slave away at something 
which has lots of detail, and it turns 
out well, that gives you the most sat-
isfaction. 

 
CM: The Facebook Group Doctor Who 
Colourisations has 1.7K members and 

growing ģ why do you think there is 

such a fascination with this topic? 

 

DM: I can only assume it's for similar 

reasons to those I outlined for my 

own interest in colourisation. The 

addition of colour adds a new dimen-

sion and brings a new lease of life to 
old material. 

CM: Do group members challenge each 

other, or is there a sense of competition 

to ńnd the best photo or do the best 

colourisation? 

 
DM: There have been some friendly 

'challenges', both in the Facebook 
group and even going back to the old 

discussion thread from Outpost 

Gallifrey that I mentioned, that is 

where a particular monochrome im-
age is chosen and any willing partici-

pants have a week of whatever to  
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colourise it and upload their version. 
On the one hand it's good because 

it's always interesting to see other 

people's takes on a particular image 

and it can sometimes highlight one's 

own shortcomings and help you im-
prove. But I also have to admit that 

'fun and friendly' competition has 
turned sour on occasions with accu-

sations of using other people's work 
and so forth. And some people up-

loaded pieces as 'their own work' 
when what theyĦd actually done was 

use an online app to automatically 
colour the image for them. So it's 

something I tend to shy away from 
now, sadly. 

 

CM: Is there controversy from die-hard 
fans who believe the black and white 
era should be left un-regenerated? 
 
DM: To say there is would be putting 
it mildly! And it's not restricted to 
Doctor Who fans either, as the tech-
nology is improving I'm seeing more 
and more colourisations of old pho-
tos and ńlms appearing on social me-
dia and with each one inevitably 

comes the online equivalent of an 
angry mob brandishing Ņaming 
torches intent on seeing that the cul-
prit pays for their sacrilege! It really 
does stir up strong feelings in some 
people. 
 
Let me say this categorically ģ I am 
not for one moment advocating col-
ourisation as a replacement for the 
original black and white material, it 
is merely the creation of a new alter-
native version. A new option which a 
great many people enjoy, if feedback 
left on sites such as YouTube is any-
thing to go by, which is why I think it 
is downright selńsh of those people 
who say it should not be done. I fully 
respect an individual's choice to 
have no interest in colourisation, but 
no one's depriving them of their 
black and white versions so they 
shouldn't be hell-bent on denying 
others their pleasures. And in any 
case their protestations are some-
what pointless since it's clear that 
advancing technology means that 
colourisation is never going to go 
away now. 
 
Here are some of the oft-cited argu-
ments I see against the concept of 
colourisation, and my take on them: 
 
ĨI saw the Laurel and Hardy ńlms 
colourised and they looked awful.ĩ 
Bad example to choose. Those ńlms 
were colourised over 30 years ago 
and technology has moved on since 
then. Furthermore, the process was 
applied by ńrst transferring the ńlm 
images to 525-line videotape, which 
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resulted in a signińcant drop in pic-
ture quality even before the colour 
was added.  
 
I agree that there's a lot of bad col-
ourisation out there, and sadly it's 
increasing because of all the tools 
which use intelligent algorithms to 
apply colour which still produce very 
unsatisfactory results in my opinion. 
But there are good examples too. 
The addition of colour to the ńrst 
season of Bewitched, for example, 
was highly praised. 
 
ĨI will only watch something in the 
way it was originally intended to be 
seen.ĩ Really? 1960s Doctor Who 
episodes were intended to be 
watched just once, at the rate of one 
per week, on a television screen no 
bigger than 20 inches. I'll bet your 
principles don't apply to those rules! 
 
ĨOld television programmes like 
Doctor Who episodes were de-
signed and lit for black and white, 
not colour, and so that's how they 
should be watched.ĩ I've actually dis-
cussed this with some industry pro-
fessionals, and it's a myth, for the 

most part. There's no difference in 
light sensitivity between mono-
chrome and colour cameras, the only 
difference that might come into play 
with regards to lighting would be if 
you were a director who, being re-
stricted to monochrome images, 
would use expressive lighting effects 
to try and exploit the limitations of 
that medium to best effect. Think 
ńlm noir, with characters shrouded 
in shadows. And that would take a 
lot of planning for individual shots to 
realise the director's vision. On a 
hastily-produced weekly TV series 
like Doctor Who? No chance. 
 
It's highly unlikely any lighting deci-
sion was ever made on the basis of 
whether the episode would be seen 
in colour or black and white. For oth-
er considerations yes, but not for 
that. They didn't apply special light-
ing for the coronation of Queen Eliz-
abeth in 1953 or the World Cup Fi-
nal at Wembley Stadium in 1966 on 
the basis that people would be 
watching on black and white televi-
sion. Similarly, throughout the 
1970s, Doctor Who was being 
broadcast in colour but a signińcant 
proportion of its audience was still 
watching those episodes on black 
and white TV sets, even into the 
1980s, which demonstrates how the 
two formats operate on the same 
level.  
 
In respect of design, there was more 
of a consideration when moving to 
colour, because certain colours 
could become indistinguishable on a 
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monochrome screen where they ap-
peared to be the exact same shade 
of grey. As colour on-set photos, par-
ticularly from stories such as Marco 
Polo and The Celestial Toymaker 
show, the fact that these episodes 
were going out in black and white 
did not mean that the design of sets 
and costumes was compromised. 
  
CM: Doctor Who is a creative and im-

aginative show that, at its best, can 

explore new ideas and imagery. Are you 

ever concerned about recycling the 

past rather than creating new materi-

al? 

 

DM: No, I'm not worried at all. There 

are so many talented and creative 

Doctor Who fans out there that 

things will always be moving in all 

directions. I myself have been busily 
working on a new annual for the 

First Doctor, but that's another sto-
ry! 

CM: What software developments are 

you excited about? How do feel about 

Metahuman [an Unreal Engine app to 

build photorealistic digital humans] 
and other advances? 

 
DM: It's mind-boggling, isn't it? You 

just wonder what's going to appear 

next. I think Metahuman and similar 

technology deńnitely represents ex-
citing possibilities regarding recreat-

ing missing episodes or even produc-
ing brand new adventures for the 

earlier Doctors. And colourisation 

algorithms will hopefully get better 

and better, so that we start seeing 

improvements in their results.  
 

The downside of all this, of course, is 

for technology such as Metahuman 

to be misused, and naturally there's 

an argument as to whether it's mor-

ally right or wrong to be recreating 

deceased actors in this way. 

 

  
CM: And ńnally - What are your hopes, 

expectations for the future of classic 
Who and colourisations?  

 
DM: Quite simply the ultimate 

dream is to be able to watch the en-
tire 1960s era of Doctor Who in 

pristine colour ģ and let's include all 
the missing episodes in that, too! 

More realistically over the shorter 

term, perhaps a complete story 

apiece from the Hartnell and 

Troughton eras available on DVD in 

decent colour copies ģ but even 
that's some way off, I feel. 

 

Thank you David.  
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
DavidĦs colourised picture of Peter 

Cushing as Sherlock Holmes  



23 

aÙ¶¬ʵèkKʵ¤ ®Bʵ 
¶aʵao<èo¶® 
KBoè¶Ùo ¤ 

 

:ǥʵßǂŃƯŤŃƈʵkĘǂĶŤŃƳ 

Welcome again to another Cosmic 
Masque Fiction Section, in which I 
am proud to present four more pre-
viously unpublished Doctor Who 
stories, written by our members and 
readers. 
 
The Great Plague of 2020/21 is still 
very much with us and although 
here in the UK, the success of the 
vaccination programme is offering 
us hope for a way out of these dark 
days, the threat posed by new vari-
ants of the virus still hangs over us. 
However, Lockdown has ended, the 
summer has arrived, and people are 
once more beginning to plan for 
events. Speaking personally, I am 
very hopeful that the Whooverville 
convention, which I organise, will be 
able to go ahead, as planned, in Sep-
tember; and after that we can begin 
to look forward to the return of The 
Doctor Who Appreciation SocietyĦs 
own event, The Capitol, next sum-
mer. 
 
Meanwhile, our writers continue to 
delight with their imagination and 
originality, with the quality of their 
output and with their generosity in 
allowing us to use their stories in 

Cosmic Masque. I am delighted that 
this issueĦs selection very much lives 
up to the high standard of previous 
issues.  
 
Alan DarlingtonĦs Flying with the 
Stones is his ńrst story for CM. It 
features Doctor Elizabeth Shaw and 
Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart and is 
set after Liz has left UNIT. With the 
Doctor away, it is left to Liz and the 
Brig to investigate a spate of deaths, 
which may be connected to a myste-
rious research establishment and 
some strange stones. This is a lovely 
example of how to write a Doctor 
Who story without the Doctor; and 
Alan has captured both the Brig and 
Liz beautifully. 
 
Robert John Cumming is one of our 
regular writers (with more to come) 
and seems to get better with every 
story of his we publish. Passage of 
Time is a lovely little piece (although 
one that I suspect may be controver-
sial with some of our readers), which 
allows us a glimpse into the future of 
one of the DoctorĦs nearest and 
dearest companions. I hope you will 
love it as much as I do. 
 
Katherine Ioffe is one of our young-
est, and certainly most talented con-
tributors. In her little gem of a story, 
Truly Nothing in the Dark, the Doc-
tor must face very much his ultimate 
foe ģ the one from whom he can 
never escape. 
 
Paul Ebbs is a professional writer 
and is well-known in Doctor Who 
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circles for his work for BBV and Big 
Finish and for his 2002 BBC Eighth 
Doctor novel The Book of the Still. 
Beyond our corner of the universe, 
Paul is a prolińc screenwriter and 
novelist, having written books for 
children and adults in many genres 
and contributed scripts to Casualty, 
The Bill and Doctors. In his new pod-
cast #SLEDGEHAMMER, (available 
on all the usual platforms and direct-
ly here). Paul is joined by a range of 
distinguished contributors to dis-
cuss the writing of specińc Doctor 
Who episodes. Katherine Ioffe and I, 
together with another of our regular 
CM writers, Trinah Eke, were de-
lighted to join him recently to record 
an upcoming episode, focussing on 
Fan Fiction. 
 
As a part of his work as a freelance 
writer, Paul routinely produces 
ĥcalling cardĦ scripts, which his agent 
circulates to TV producers, to show-
case his skills. One such script is For-

mation, a two-part Doctor Who sto-
ry written some years ago and fea-
turing the Twelfth Doctor and Clara. 
Paul recently retired the script from 
his ĥcalling cardĦ pile and has been 
kind enough to allow us to include it 
in Cosmic Masque. Part One is pre-
sented here with Part Two to follow 
in CM XV. 
 
So, once more we have an eclectic 
selection of stories from some tal-
ented writers. I do hope you will en-
joy them as much as I have.  
 
With the annual Big Finish Paul 
Spragg Memorial New Writers com-
petition now in full swing, many of 
you will be putting together your 
own entries. Remember, if you are 
unlucky in the competition, that 
doesnĦt have to be the end for your 
story. Get in touch and you could see 
your work in a future issue of Cos-
mic Masque. 

Stephen 

https://podcast.app/sledgehammer-p2164991/
https://podcast.app/sledgehammer-p2164991/
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Liz Shaw glanced at her watch as she 
left the station. Plenty of time, she 
decided and walked past the taxi 
rank. It was a while since she had last 
seen Brigit and she was looking for-
ward to her visit. Hoping that she 
could remember the route to the 
pub where they were due to meet, 
she set off. Fulchester was a mid-
sized market town with little to sin-
gle it out other than the Hethering-
ton Research Institute, the small but 
inŅuential establishment that Dr 
Brigit Marlowe worked at.  

As Liz walked along the main street, 
she recalled some of the things that 
she and Brigit had got up to during 
their student days ģ nothing outra-
geous, but good memories. She was 
roused from her reverie by a hubbub 
of noise from a side street. A small 
crowd was starting to gather outside 
a department storeĦs side entrance. 
Curious, she moved to investigate. 

ĨMikey! Mikey! Come down luv!ĩ a 
woman in her forties was calling. Liz 
followed her gaze to where a youth 
was standing on the roof of the three
-storey building.  

ĨYes, yes, IĦll come down,ĩ the youth 
replied. The crowd heaved a collec-
tive sigh of relief until he added, ĨIĦll 
Ņy down to you.ĩ 

ĨNo Mikey!ĩ the woman said quickly. 
ĨThe ńremen are coming ģ theyĦll get 

you down.ĩ 

ĨI can Ņy down - Ņy through the stars 
- Ņy round and round and round.ĩ 

Liz looked around. There was no sign 
of police or ńre brigade. A ńre es-
cape ran down the side of the store 
and she hurried towards the rusty 
iron steps. 

ĨMikey! No!ĩ his mother pleaded. 

ĨDrugs, I bet!ĩ a man in the crowd 
commented to his wife. ĨServe him 
right if he cops it if you ask me.ĩ 

ĨMy Mikey doesnĦt do drugs! HeĦs a 
good boy!ĩ the woman snapped in-
dignantly. 

Panting, Liz had reached the top of 
the ńre escape and clambered onto 
the roof, edging towards Mikey. She 
suddenly realised that she had no 
idea what she was going to do.  She 
was so used to taking action that she 
had just reacted instinctively. Now, 
she could hear a distant siren. She 
wondered whether she should leave 
it to them, but then, Mikey took an-
other step towards the edge. 

ĨRed and orange and yellow, twist-
ing, spiralling, in and out - IĦm Ņying - 
Ņying like a stone,ĩ he panted. 

ĨEr, hello, Mikey is it?ĩ Liz asked hes-
itatingly. 

ĨRound and round. Faster. Faster. 
Green. Blue  ... Faster. Lines speed-
ing  ... speeding through the stars. Ĩ 

Liz frowned. MikeyĦs words seemed 
to remind her of something, but she 
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couldnĦt quite work out what. She 
spoke softly, ĨMikey. Listen to me. 
Listen to me carefully. YouĦre con-
fused. Focus. Focus on me. Concen-
trate.ĩ 

ĨPurple. Darker. Darker. Faster. 
Faster. Violet! Ultra-violet! Ĩ 

ĨThat sounds beautiful Mikey, why 
donĦt you tell me more.ĩ 

ĨFlying! Flying with the stones!ĩ 

That didnĦt sound good. Liz spoke 
quickly, ĨTell me more inside Mikey.ĩ 
Then, she realised what was familiar 
about his words. A few months be-
fore she left UNIT, a Kovanian space 
ship had landed in Sherwood Forest. 
The pilotĦs form of communication 
was to describe experiences and she 
had described travelling through 
hyperspace in words very similar to 
MikeyĦs. 

ĨFlyingĦs good Mikey ģ but not here. 
Come back from the edge with me 
and IĦll tell you about how the Ko-
vanians Ņy between worlds.ĩ 

ĩKovanians?ĩ Mikey murmured. ĨFly. 
Yes. Fly.ĩ 

ĨAnd IĦll tell you about the Domina-
tors and their spaceships ģ or the 
Grand Moxans.ĩ 

ĨFly! Fly with the stones!ĩ Mikey 
said. He spread out his arms and 
shouted; ĨKioptra!ĩ 

ĨMikey!ĩ his mother screamed from 
below. 

Liz knew at once that she had only 

one chance. She lunged forward as 
Mikey lifted a foot to walk from the 
edge of the building. LizĦs momen-
tum, combined with the fact that 
Mikey was not fully balanced, ena-
bled her to push him back onto the 
roof. She fell on top of him. He lay 
still, muttering again and again, ĨFly. 
Fly. Fly.ĩ Liz froze where she was, all 
too aware that if she moved from 
Mikey then he could easily push him-
self from the building. She doubted 
that she would be able to manhandle 
him away from the edge. However, if 
he started to struggle, they could 
both go over. For the moment, 
Mikey seemed docile, so she waited 
exactly how she was. A couple of 
minutes later, she heard the rattle of 
the ńre escape and a pair of ńremen 
arrived, carefully easing them both 
to safety. 

With LizĦ visit to Brigit somewhat 
disrupted by the statements that she 
had to make to the police, they had 
planned another reunion a few 
weeks later, this time for a weekend. 
Finally, they were sharing a drink 
and a catch up. 

At a quick glance, Liz and Brigit 
could have been sisters. They were 
about the same height and build. 
They both wore fashionable but sen-
sible clothing and carried them-
selves with a conńdent air. The main 
difference was that BrigitĦs hair was 
long, blonde and tied back. 

ĨEnough of me,ĩ Liz said after she 
had related a highly redacted ver-
sion of her work with UNIT and 
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since she had returned to Cam-
bridge. ĨWhat are you getting up to?ĩ 

ĨIĦm afraid I canĦt tell you much. 
HetheringtonĦs got the whole insti-
tute working on a new project ģ all 
very hush hush.ĩ 

Liz smiled inwardly ģ for quite a time 
her life had been all hush hush ģ if 
Brigit only knew! 

ĨAll our own research is on the back 
burner. CanĦt even talk to other re-
searchers about what they are doing 
without permission.ĩ 

Suddenly, a bleeping sounded from 
her handbag. She grimaced. ĨSorry 
Liz, thatĦll be Keith, my assistant. 
WeĦve been waiting for some com-
puter time. I told him to page me 
when we were nearly ready for ac-
cess. IĦm going to have to go. Let 
yourself into the cottage and make 
yourself at home. IĦll see you to-
night.ĩ 

  

Liz didnĦt go straight to BrigitĦs. She 
had arranged to visit Mikey to see 
how he was getting on. 

ĨThanks for coming luv,ĩ his mum 
said as she showed Liz into the front 
room. ĨMikeyĦs out at the minute. 
Doctors said the fresh air would do 
him some good.ĩ 

ĨHave they said anything thatĦll help 
Mrs Newsom?ĩ 

ĨIt wasnĦt drugs!ĩ the reply came 
quickly. Mrs Newsom had clearly 
heard that allegation more than 

once. ĨThey checked his blood. I 
knew it wasnĦt, but they said they 
had to check.ĩ 

ĨIs he depressed or worried about 
anything?ĩ Liz asked. ĨI know some 
people he could talk toĮĩ 

ĨNo, luv, thatĦs just it. HeĦs absolutely 
ńne now. Top of the world. HeĦs 
been referred to a psychiatrist, but 
he says that Mikey appears to be 
perfectly normal and well adjusted. 
Only thing is, he seems ńxated on 
that stone he found.ĩ 

ĨStone?ĩ 

ĨYes. It was a nice-looking thing, 
about the size of your hand, shiny, 
lovely orange colour. He found it at 
the edge of Hansop Woods. I reckon 
thatĦs where he goes for his walks, 
trying to ńnd more. He reckons it 
could be worth a pretty penny. Nev-
er lets it out of his sight.ĩ 

ĨWell, IĦm glad heĦs feeling better.ĩ 

ĨHe is, luv, thanks to you. IĦm not 
sure how long heĦll be but youĦre 
welcome to stay for some tea.ĩ 

ĨNo, thatĦs ńne thank you Mrs New-
som. IĦve staying with a friend, and I 
thought IĦd whip up something spe-
cial for her when she gets in from 
work.ĩ 

ĨThatĦs nice. Just you be careful ģ 
young lady out by herself with all 
these murders.ĩ 

ĨMurders?ĩ 

ĨYes. First one was the week after 
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MikeyĦs turn. IĦm glad he was still in 
hospital ĥcos it was Mrs Fordyke and 
she lives near the woods. You know 
what people would say.ĩ 

Keith Hardaker looked like a stereo-
typical Seventies student with long 
hair and denim jacket. This was 
hardly surprising as that was exactly 
what he had been until he started 
work at the Hetherington Institute 
six months previously. He handed 
Brigit the computer printout. Her 
eyes lit up. ĨExcellent! Just what we 
predicted. We can move onto phase 
three.ĩ 

ĨDonĦt forget you said I could go ear-
ly ģ IĦm off into Wensham for that 
gig.ĩ 

ĨOf course, just help me set up the 
equipment and then get off. IĦve got 
Liz staying so I donĦt want to be late 
either.ĩ 

It took the best part of an hour to 
connect up and calibrate the com-
plex sensor array that occupied a 
couple of benches in BrigitĦs lab.  

ĨAll systems check!ĩ Keith pro-
claimed. 

Brigit nodded and stepped back. 
ĨOkay, off you go. IĦll do the ńrst run 
before I go, and we can analyse it in 
the morning while the second run is 
passing through. DonĦt drink too 
much ģ I need you with a clear head 
in the morning.ĩ 

Consulting her clipboard, Brigit set 
the apparatus and activated the 
scanner. Satisńed she stepped back 

and perched on her stool, making 
some more notes. The apparatus 
hummed and whined and ran its 
tests, occasionally chattering out 
ticker tape. She glanced at her watch 
ģ just ńve minutes to go and then 
she would be off for her proper re-
union with Liz. A whine started from 
the equipment, quiet at ńrst but 
growing more insistent, like a distant 
scream. She rubbed her eyes. The 
scream seemed to be getting right 
into her head. She checked some of 
the settings and decided that she 
would need to get Keith to check his 
wiring before the next run. She de-
cided that she could put up with the 
noise until the test was over and re-
turned to her clipboard. She 
frowned as she saw what she had 
just written: ĥKioptraĦ. What on 
Earth? Then, she heard something 
else. She turned and gasped as a 
heavy clamp stand Ņew at her. She 
fell from her stool, blood running 
from her scalp. The whine of the ma-
chine rose to a crescendo. Then, the 
test run automatically ended. The 
scream continued for a few seconds 
and then faded. 

ĨThanks for coming,ĩ Liz said as she 
joined Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart 
in the bar of the pub where she was 
staying, the same pub where she had 
shared her reunion drink with Brigit. 
The plan had been to stay at BrigitĦs 
cottage but, somehow, that didnĦt 
seem right. ĨThe police wonĦt say an-
ything, and Hetherington wonĦt let 
me into the Institute.ĩ 

ĨIĦm not sure that IĦll do much bet-
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ter,ĩ the Brigadier replied. ĨI tried to 
do a bit of research into the place 
before I came down, left Yates doing 
some more poking around. Every-
thing seems highly classińed. IĦll 
probably be able to bluff our way in 
by saying that the Ministry sent us 
but, if Hetherington starts checking 
up on our credentials, heĦll soon ńnd 
we have no right to be there.ĩ 

Liz nodded. ĨUnderstood.ĩ 

She paused, desperate to ask some-
thing but not wanting to offend the 
Brigadier. He guessed what she was 
deciding whether or not to mention. 
ĨThe DoctorĦs off on one of his jaunts 
too, so IĦm afraid youĦre stuck with 
just me. Yates will appraise him of 
the situation if he reappears.ĩ 

Liz nodded. Much as she appreciated 
the help of her former CO, she really 
would have liked the DoctorĦs input. 
ĨWeĦd better be off.ĩ 

The BrigadierĦs bluff did manage to 
get them into the ofńce of Gerald 
Hetherington. The thin-faced Scot 
was not pleased to see them. ĨThe 
police are handling the matter ģ that 
should be enough!ĩ 

ĨYou must admit that the, er, special 
nature of your work does mean that 
things need to be handled very care-
fully,ĩ the Brigadier replied, wishing 
that he knew what the ĥspecial na-
tureĦ actually was. 

ĨIndeed,ĩ Hetherington replied, Ĩmy 
own security people are liaising di-
rectly with the police. I see no need 

for your unit or platoon or whatever 
it is to be involved.ĩ 

ĨAnd I hope that I will agree, once 
IĦve had a chance to make my report. 
Of course, if I decide that they can-
not cope, I can call down a battalion 
of my men to help out.ĩ He glanced 
at Liz, ĨWe could have them down by 
noon tomorrow, couldnĦt we Dr 
Shaw?ĩ 

ĨOr even sooner ģ if you deemed it 
necessary.ĩ 

Hetherington glared, recognising 
the threat if not the fact that the 
Brigadier may not have been able to 
back it up. ĨVery well. I will give you 
both limited access to my facilities 
until either you or I can convince the 
Minister that it is not needed.ĩ He 
reached for the intercom on his 
desk. ĨMiss Dinwoody, please have 
Mr Hardaker come to see me imme-
diately.ĩ 

Keith Hardaker stood nervously 
over Liz as she peered at BrigitĦs 
equipment. 

ĨThis is obviously set up to run a PTK 
investigation into something,ĩ Liz 
observed. ĨInto what?ĩ 

ĨSorry, IĦd be out on my ear if I told 
you,ĩ Keith replied, ĨI donĦt even 
know whether the people down the 
corridor know what weĦre doing and 
theyĦre working on the same pro-
ject.ĩ 

ĨWe do have Ministry clearance,ĩ 
the Brigadier put in. 
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ĨSorry ģ unless Hetherington okays 
it, IĦm not saying anything.ĩ 

ĨBut weĦre trying to ńnd out who is 
responsible for BrigitĦs death ģ sure-
ly that matters to you!ĩ Liz insisted. 

ĨAnd keeping this job matters too ģ 
if Hetherington sacks me, I may as 
well wave goodbye to any career in 
research.ĩ 

They met with similar obstinacy 
wherever they went. Liz managed to 
see a few experimental set-ups but 
could not work out what the project 
was as a whole. They had followed a 
fruitless visit to the Institute with an 
equally fruitless one to the police. 
All that they picked up was what 
Mrs Newsom had said: that there 
had been a number of other killings 
in the area. The Superintendent did 
reveal that the only linking factor 
was geography and they had not 
uncovered any forensic evidence 
anywhere.  

The Brigadier nursed his pint 
thoughtfully and came to a decision. 
ĨWeĦre not going to get anything 
ofńcially. IĦm going to have to break 
in tonight and see if I can ńnd any-
thing.ĩ 

ĨYouĦre crazy!ĩ Liz protested. 

ĨI think if we carry on poking our 
noses in tomorrow, Hetherington 
will contact the Ministry and weĦll 
be kicked out. TonightĦs our only 
chance, otherwise IĦd get Yates or 
Benton down to lend a hand. YouĦve 
still got the key to BrigitĦs cottage ģ 

do you think sheĦs got any wire cut-
ters?ĩ 

Liz drove the BrigadierĦs car and 
dropped him off at the edge of the 
InstituteĦs grounds before moving a 
safe distance away. Dressed in black 
clothes hastily bought from the high 
street, he edged through the bushes 
to the mesh fence. He waited until a 
security guard had passed by and 
quickly cut through the wire. He 
paused until the next patrol had 
passed by and then pushed his way 
through, scurrying to the main build-
ing, heading for a delivery area. 
There was a large set of double 
doors to accommodate a truck and a 
side door. Liz had been allowed to 
collect BrigitĦs personal effects 
which included a bunch of keys. 
They had eliminated a number as 
belonging to doors at the cottage 
but there were still several to try 
before he managed to unlock the 
side door. He ducked inside seconds 
before the security guard turned the 
corner. 

The Brigadier paused inside, getting 
his bearings and recalling the layout 
of the building. He wished he had 
planned this earlier so that he could 
have taken more notice of where 
things were. The corridors were 
gloomy but illuminated by night 
lighting. His ńrst port of call was 
BrigitĦs lab, hoping to ńnd some 
notes; but everything was locked 
away. He was about to leave when 
he spotted a waste bin. He quickly 
retrieved a couple of screwed up 
pieces of paper. One was a memo 
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reminding everyone that they were 
not to reveal anything about the 
projects. The second was a printout 
headed ĨPROJECT KIOPTRA SEC-
TION 4ĩ and a list of numbers. Hop-
ing that it would mean something to 
Liz, he pocketed it and hurried out. 

The keys included a couple more 
that were similar to the one that un-
locked BrigitĦs lab, so he moved 
along, trying them hopefully in each 
door he came to. One unlocked 
nothing more exciting than a sta-
tionery cupboard but the other 
opened another lab. The BrigadierĦs 
torchlight showed a board on the 
door with BrigitĦs name crossed out 
and a Dr T McKenna added. The 
equipment in BrigitĦs former lab 
meant nothing more to the Brigadier 
than in the other one. He had asked 
Liz what a PTK test was and, half an 
hour later, was none the wiser. He 
regretted not having brought Liz 
with him tonight but the risk of them 
both getting caught was too great. 

The main bench held a tower of 
equipment with a circle of small 
cone-shaped devices focussing on a 
plinth. To the side of the plinth was a 
smooth, semi-translucent blue 
stone. Curiously, the Brigadier 
picked it up, peered at it and then 
put it down on the plinth. He had just 
started to move away to look for pa-
perwork when there was a faint 
whining noise. He turned and a large 
shape loomed at him from the shad-
ows. He gave a cry of shock ģ how 
had it crept up on him so quietly? He 
backed off and clattered into a stool. 

The shape continued to advance.  

ĨKeep back. I am an ofńcer of Her 
MajestyĦs Armed Forces!ĩ The Briga-
dier moved his torch into his other 
hand and reached for his gun. The 
shape advanced. At ńrst, the Briga-
dier couldnĦt make out what it was. 
Then, as it moved, to his shock, he 
saw that it was a Yeti. It blocked his 
route to the door, so he tried to back 
around the lab towards the window, 
sending a rack of equipment Ņying. 
As the Yeti lunged forward, the Brig-
adier opened ńre, realising how fu-
tile his actions would be. 

From a road half a mile from the In-
stitute, Liz kept watch. She tensed as 
she saw lights Ņare and an alarm 
sound. 

The lights in McKennaĦs lab came on. 
The Brigadier blinked and the Yeti 
was gone. Instead, a security man 
was aiming a riŅe at him. ĨDrop it!ĩ 
the guard ordered, indicating the 
BrigadierĦs gun. The Brigadier sighed 
and raised his hands. 

The Brigadier stood before a furious 
Hetherington feeling rather like a 
naughty schoolboy. Remembering 
the rants of his superiors when he 
was at Sandhurst, he kept his eyes 
down and remained silent. In doing 
so, he noticed a smooth stone on the 
desk, similar to the one in the lab, 
but green. At last, Hetherington 
paused, and the Brigadier took his 
opportunity; ĨUnder Section 17 of 
the Peace Time Įĩ 

ĨDamn Section 17!ĩ Hetherington 
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shouted. ĨI have direct authority 
from the Ministry of Defence to con-
duct my research without let or hin-
drance. Their support runs to the 
offer of a full security detachment. I 
assure you that I will be calling them 
in ńrst thing in the morning and 
evoking their full powers ģ including 
shoot to kill against anyone threat-
ening the project! The Minister will 
be in touch with your superiors to 
conńrm this. I donĦt think I need to 
warn you further about the conse-
quences of any interference from 
you or Dr Shaw!ĩ 

Back at the cottage, Liz looked at the 
piece of paper that the Brigadier had 
found. The numbers meant nothing 
without a context but the word ģ 
Kioptra ģ where had she heard that?  

ĨIĦm sorry, Liz, but I wonĦt be able to 
go against direct orders,ĩ the Briga-
dier said. ĨIf we canĦt come up with 
anything by ńrst thing in the morn-
ing then we have to pull out.ĩ 

Sadly, Liz nodded. ĨI have one last 
thing to try but itĦll have to wait until 
the morning.ĩ 

Keith groggily hit his alarm clock and 
heaved himself out of bed. He had 
just dressed and popped some bread 
in the toaster when the phone rang. 

ĨHello, Keith, sorry to disturb you at 
home,ĩ LizĦs voice said. ĨIĦm heading 
home today and just wanted to 
thank you for carrying on BrigitĦs 
work with Kioptra.ĩ 

ĨWhat ģ oh ģ yes, thatĦs ńne,ĩ he re-

sponded. ĨSo, HetheringtonĦs told 
you about it?ĩ 

ĨAs much as he can. Just wondered if 
there was any equipment, I could try 
to rustle up for you?ĩ 

ĨWeĦve been really well sourced, 
thanks,ĩ Keith replied, Ĩunless you 
could get hold of one of those psion-
ic resonators that the Yanks are de-
veloping ģ still on the Top Secret list 
but Brigit had picked up rumours 
from a friend at MIT.ĩ 

ĨProbably beyond my people,ĩ Liz 
replied. ĨHow would you use it ex-
actly ģ perhaps I can ńnd an alterna-
tive on our own Top-Secret list?ĩ 

ĨWell, Brigit wanted to feed impuls-
es from a human brain into one of 
the stones,ĩ Keith replied. He 
paused. ĨHetherington has OKĦd this 
conversation, hasnĦt he?ĩ 

ĨHow else would I know about Kiop-
tra?ĩ Liz asked. She decided not to 
play her bluff further. ĨAnyway, I 
ought to be going. IĦll see what I can 
do.ĩ 

ĨA psionic resonator,ĩ Liz muttered 
thoughtfully, Ĩfor the stones.ĩ 

ĨThere was one in the lab ģ just be-
fore I saw the Yeti ģ and one on 
HetheringtonĦs desk. Smooth and 
clear.ĩ 

ĨAnd Mikey Newsom found one!ĩ Liz 
exclaimed. ĨAnd it was him who used 
the word Kioptra. He talked about 
Ņying with the stones! I think we 
have someone to visit before going 
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home!ĩ 

Mrs Newsom cheerily showed Liz 
and the Brigadier into MikeyĦs room. 
The youth welcomed them in a little 
nervously. 

ĨYour mum says youĦre doing ńne,ĩ 
Liz said. 

ĨYes, I donĦt know what came over 
me ģ thanks for what you did.ĩ 

The small talk continued for a few 
minutes, interrupted by Mrs New-
som arriving with tea and biscuits. 
The Brigadier was aware of how 
tight time was and butted in. ĨYour 
mother said that you had a special 
stone.ĩ 

Mikey tensed. ĨItĦs mine. I found it.ĩ 

ĨIndeed,ĩ Liz smiled, Ĩbut I wondered 
if I could have a look at it ģ please. It 
might be valuable and Įĩ 

ĨI donĦt want to sell it,ĩ Mikey said 
quickly. 

ĨOf course not ģ but if it is valuable 
you might want to insure it,ĩ Liz said. 

Uncertainly, Mikey pulled a shoe box 
out from under his bed and showed 
them the orange stone nestling in it 
on screwed up pages from a pop 
magazine. The Brigadier recognised 
it as being the same as the two he 
had seen the night before. 

ĩMay I?ĩ Liz asked, reaching for it. 
Mikey nodded hesitantly. 

As the Brigadier watched Liz take 
the stone, he felt a headache form-

ing. His vision hazed over, and his 
concentration lapsed. He looked out 
of the window and saw something 
turn into the road outside - a Dalek. 
Alarmed, he jumped up. 

ĨBrigadier!ĩ Liz gasped, dropping the 
stone into the box. 

Suddenly, the BrigadierĦs head was 
clear, and the Dalek gone. ĨIĮ IĮ 
When you picked the stone upĮĩ 

He tried to explain what he had ex-
perienced.  

ĨYou try picking it up,ĩ Liz encour-
aged. 

Hesitantly, the Brigadier reached for 
the stone, suddenly more anxious 
than if he had been facing an army of 
hostile aliens. Liz leant over and 
took his other hand. The Brigadier 
took a deep breath and picked up 
the stone. He gasped and tensed. 
Suddenly, he was shooting up and 
away from the room, over the house, 
high above the town. He swept 
around, over the woods and the In-
stitute and up into the sky, higher 
and higher, out of the atmosphere 
and into space. The Brigadier let out 
a gasp and dropped the stone. He 
fell back panting. ĨIĮ I was Ņying, 
Ņying with the stones.ĩ 

ĨYeh, thatĦs what they showed me,ĩ 
Mikey said as the Brigadier took a 
gulp of tea.  

ĨThe stones are somehow projecting 
images into minds. Sometimes they 
give an exciting high, sometimes a 
terror, sometimes powerful enough 
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to cause physical manifestations and 
drive people to their deaths.ĩ 

ĨThatĦs not what they want,ĩ Mikey 
said. ĨIt made me sort of scared, but I 
genuinely thought IĦd been Ņying. 
The fear was different, though, not 
my own in some way ģ the stonesĦ.ĩ 

ĨAnd a psionic resonator could be 
used to trigger those feelings, maybe 
even direct them,ĩ Liz mused. 

ĨWhich is why the MoD are funding 
the research,ĩ The Brigadier real-
ised. ĨImagine being able to transmit 
fear into your enemyĦs mind ģ or 
make the soldiers want to kill them-
selves. It made me see a Yeti and a 
Dalek ģ what if soldiers were made 
to see their friends as enemy sol-
diers?ĩ 

Part of the Brigadier saw the great 
value ģ with a weapon like that an 
army need never lose any more of its 
own soldiers. The other part saw 
what a terrible weapon it was. What 
if a Hitler got hold of it? He was sure 
that the argument would be that a 
Hitler could never rise up in England 
so the United Kingdom needed the 
weapon ģ but how many people in 
1930s Germany would have said the 
same? When she spoke, he realised 
that similar thoughts had been going 
through LizĦs mind. 

ĨWeĦve got to destroy the stones ģ 
we canĦt let this go on,ĩ she said. 

Suddenly, the stone seemed to Ņare 
with light. Indescribable horrors 
ńlled the room. Liz screamed and the 

Brigadier gasped in horror. Mikey 
grabbed the stone and dashed for 
the door, running off. Downstairs, 
Mrs Newsom called after him. 

A moment later, she hurried into the 
bedroom; ĨWhat have you been do-
ing to him?! If he hurts himselfĮĩ 

She trailed off as she saw the horri-
ńed looks on the faces of Liz and the 
Brigadier. Both were hugging them-
selves and shaking, repeating over 
and over, ĨKioptra, Kioptra Įĩ 

Clutching the stone, Mikey threw 
himself down at the base of a tree in 
Hansop Woods. He stared at the 
stone. The woods blurred and he 
was looking down on the Earth from 
space. The planet was a barely rec-
ognisable disc, but it got closer. 
There was a Ņash, and a scream ńlled 
MikeyĦs mind. When the blaze and 
noise cleared, it was as if he was 
speeding down towards the Earth, 
through the atmosphere in a Ņare of 
intense heat. Then, as he homed in 
on Fulchester, the area around him 
was ńlled with glowing multicol-
oured stones. They spread apart and 
he saw the trees approaching. With 
a thump, he was back in reality. He 
looked up and gasped two words, 
ĨHelp! Kioptra!ĩ 

It took a while for the Brigadier and 
Liz to recover, the former relieved 
that none of his men had seen the 
whimpering wreck he had temporar-
ily turned into. Mrs Newsom tended 
to them, despite her anger and con-
cern for her son. 
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ĨRight, now youĦre better, you get 
out of my house and let me go and 
look for Mikey before he does some-
thing stupidĮĩ 

ĨItĦs okay Mum. IĦm here. Give us a 
few minutes, will you?ĩ 

Hesitantly, Mrs Newsom left as 
Mikey entered. ĨYou scared them. 
You shouldnĦt have said you were 
going to destroy them.ĩ 

ĨOf course!ĩ Liz realised. ĨThey at-
tacked - fought back.ĩ 

ĨI think IĦve worked it out,ĩ Mikey 
said. ĨThey showed me what hap-
pened.ĩ 

After Mikey described his vision, the 
Brigadier struggled to understand; 
ĨAre you saying that these stones 
are alien beings?ĩ 

ĨI surely donĦt need to remind you 
that all life doesnĦt have to look like 
us,ĩ Liz commented, 

ĨIĦm not sure what was the actual 
happening, and what was just my 
interpretation of it,ĩ Mikey said. ĨI 
think the Kioptra were travelling 
through space when something 
went wrong, and they crashed on 
Earth. The images, the deaths, have 
been them defending themselves 
against beings they canĦt compre-
hend or communicate with. All they 
really want is our help.ĩ 

ĨHelp to do what?ĩ the Brigadier 
asked. 

ĨTo go home,ĩ Mikey replied. 

Suddenly, they all felt a strange, re-
laxed peace and tranquillity. The 
Brigadier glanced at the stone that 
seemed to be glowing faintly. 

ĨHow on Earth do we do that?ĩ he 
asked. 

ĨI think we just need to get them all 
together and theyĦll do the rest,ĩ 
Mikey said. ĨIĦm not certain but that 
idea came into my head when I was 
in the woods. It somehow feels like 
the right thing to do.ĩ 

ĨBut Hetherington has them all un-
der lock and key and heĦs calling in 
special security forces,ĩ Liz noted. 

The Brigadier smiled, ĨWhich means 
the army.ĩ 

ĨSo?ĩ Liz asked. 

ĨIt could mean my court-martialling, 
but I reckon that I can get Yates and 
a squad from UNIT here ńrst if I act 
fast enough. Do you have a phone I 
can use Mikey?ĩ 

Yates reviewed his orders as the two 
truckloads of men sped towards the 
Hetherington Institute. He was to 
report to the director saying simply 
that the MoD has sent him. Under 
no circumstances, were he or his 
men to reveal that they were part of 
UNIT and no insignia were to be dis-
played on their uniforms. They were 
then to place the Institute on full 
secure lockdown. All experimenta-
tion (ĥinto what?Ħ, he wondered) was 
to cease immediately and the Kiop-
tra were to be gathered into his 
care. When this was done, he was to 
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wait. 

HetheringtonĦs look changed from 
triumph at seeing the arrival of his 
troops to fury at the orders. ĨI called 
for support from the Ministry to deal 
with likes of that Lethbridge-
Stewart not to have myself shut 
down.ĩ 

Yates was a little taken aback by the 
mention of his CO, but he was used 
to blufńng. ĨSorry, sir, orders are or-
ders. I guess the MoD wants to get 
everything nice and secure then 
youĦll be able to get back to normal, 
snug as bugs in a rug.ĩ 

Scowling, Hetherington had Miss 
Dinwoody relay the instruction. All 
the scientists were to bring him the 
stones that they were working on 
and then head home for the day. 

The Brigadier pocketed his radio 
having received YatesĦ report of his 
arrival. Liz looked up from the 

phone, ĨCorporal Bell says that the 
MinisterĦs apparently been trying to 
get hold of you for the last hour. 
Troops are on their way hear under 
a Colonel Bream.ĩ 

Technically, the Brigadier would 
outrank Bream but the ColonelĦs or-
ders had come from higher up so he 
doubted any amount of bluster 
would pay off. ĨAlright, letĦs get mov-
ing. Come on Mikey.ĩ 

Having relieved HetheringtonĦs se-
curity team of their arms, Yates 
stood nervously in the directorĦs of-
ńce as a glistening hoard of stones 
was accumulated in a box. Hether-
ington watched as each scientist 
signed in his or her charge and ńled 
out. He checked a clipboard. ĨAll in, 
Captain. What now?ĩ 

Yates hesitated, not quite sure. He 
was saved by the arrival of the Brig-
adier, Liz and Mikey. 
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ĨHow the dickens did you get in?ĩ 
Hetherington fumed. ĨCaptain, ar-
rest this man.ĩ 

ĨAt ease,ĩ the Brigadier told Yates. 
ĨKnowing that you were calling in 
security forces, I decided to help out 
and draft my men in to assist and get 
things sorted ģ more efńcient, you 
know.ĩ 

ĨBut you and your men are precisely 
the people I want protecting 
against!ĩ Hetherington raged. 

ĨAre all the stones here?ĩ Liz asked 
Yates. 

ĨYes maĦam,ĩ he replied, a little sur-
prised by the sight of his former col-
league. 

Liz stepped forward and picked up 
the box, heading towards the door 
with Mikey. 

ĨStop that!ĩ Hetherington shouted. 

The Brigadier smiled, ĨNearly forgot 
one.ĩ 

He collected the Kioptra from Heth-
eringtonĦs desk and added it to the 
box.  

ĨWait ĥtil IĦve spoken to the Minister 
about this!ĩ Hetherington reached 
for the phone. 

ĨFeel free. At the moment I have no 
ofńcial orders from the correct chain 
of command against my course of 
action. I simply act in the interests of 
national security.ĩ 

It was a technicality and he doubted 

it would stand up in a court martial if 
he persisted for too long, but it 
might buy him enough time. 

The phone rang. It was Miss Din-
woody; ĨMessage from the gate, sir, 
a Colonel Bream has arrived with his 
men.ĩ 

Hetherington looked puzzled and 
pleased at once. 

ĨI think you can stand down Captain 
Yates,ĩ the Brigadier said. ĨGather 
your men and leave the premises. IĦll 
deal with the handover.ĩ 

Yates was obviously confused but 
saluted and left. The Brigadier 
watched him go, desperately hoping 
that Ann, Mikey and the Kioptra 
would have time to do what they 
needed. 

Liz and Mikey exited the building 
using the BrigadierĦs route from the 
night before. Liz put down the box. 

ĨWhat now?ĩ Mikey asked. 

ĨIĦve no idea,ĩ Liz replied, ĨI was hop-
ing that they would have communi-
cated something to you.ĩ 

A faint rattling began from the box. 
They looked down and saw the 
stones starting to shift and stir. They 
began to move and arrange them-
selves into a spherical formation. 
Light began to glow and ńll up the 
gaps. Liz and Mikey heard a faint 
ethereal voice in their heads, neither 
male nor female. ĨWe are recovered. 
We are one. Kioptra. Thank you. 
Kioptra sorry for mistakes. Fly with 
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us.ĩ 

ĨNo thanks, nearly tried that once,ĩ 
Mikey said. 

ĨGodĦs speed,ĩ Liz responded. 

ĨYou help Kioptra. We help you.ĩ 

Before either of them could question 
the remark, the glowing sphere re-
volved and shot up into the air. 

Colonel Bream strode into Hether-
ingtonĦs ofńce and saluted the direc-
tor before spotting the Brigadier and 
looking a little taken aback. 

ĨAh, Colonel, this man needs ...ĩ He 
hesitated as if he had seen some-
thing in the distance. ĨThis man 
needs taking to the canteen and be-
ing served a hearty breakfast. See to 
it.ĩ 

ĨSir?ĩ Bream asked. 

The Brigadier was equally bemused. 

ĨHe has helped the Kioptra Ņy,ĩ 
Hetherington replied. ĨDo it man!ĩ 

Liz returned to Fulchester a fort-
night later for BrigitĦs funeral. She 
stood looking down at the fresh 
grave and rubbed her eyes. Her 
mind went back to the race to free 
the Kioptra. There were still ques-
tions, so many questions. Should she 
have helped them, or should she 
have sought retribution for Brigit 
and the others? Were the Kioptra 
really benign? Had they inŅuenced 
her but in a different way to the 
Brigadier, Brigit and the others? 
Should she have destroyed the 
stones? Had she done the right thing 
for the world? for Brigit? for the oth-
er victims? What was the right 
thing? 

She dropped a rose onto the fresh 
stony soil and turned away. 

 


