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 BBC Sounds’ Redacted gets a Ѵast Ѵook 
and Richard D. Rhodes shares his views 
on the BBC Centenary speciaѴ. AѴѴ this 
pѴus oodѴes of creaঞve taѴes from the 
Ѵand of ficঞon, ѴovingѴy compiѴed by Lad 
of Ficঞon Stephen Hatcher.  
 
SpeciaѴ thanks to arঞst WaѴter Pond for 
providing our front cover, and James 
Christopher HiѴѴ who created the ƒD 
rendering detaiѴ on the back cover. 
‘PeopѴe aѴways think it’s the TARDIS 
interior,’ he says, but there’s an im-
portant component missing… can you 
spot the difference?  

 
Nick 

 
 

EDITORIAL 
 

Bƪ  Nick SŋiƇh 

Some of my earѴiest memories of Doc-
tor Who feature monsters – a wirrn 
husk, a groping zygon, mummies with a 
man crush. Those iconic, disturbing 
creatures thread indeѴibѴy through the 
Doctor’s adventures, providing foes for 
him to oppose, fiѴѴing the dark corners 
of our imaginaঞon.  
 
This issue of Cosmic Masque opens 
with a ceѴebraঞon (but not a carnivaѴ) of 
monsters and digs deep into their ori-
gins asking, what makes them so mon-
strous?  
 
KyѴe Jones, co-host of the Discussing 
Who podcast (not to be confused with 
KyѴe Jones the professionaѴ buѴѴ rider) 
says goodbye to the Thirteenth Doctor 
in his arঞcѴe, Here We Go Again. Sঞck-
ing with the podcast theme, Craig John-
son takes Literary License. Craig wishes 
it to be known that his UncѴe Richie 
Gee did the motorbike stunts for HAV-
OC in The Mind of EviѴ in ƐƖƕƐ. Defi-
niteѴy a connecঞon to be proud of!  
 
Iain McLaughѴin, creator of Fifth Doctor 
audio companion Erimem, graciousѴy 
describes her origin and deveѴopment. 
Dave Chapman catches us up on the 
Ѵatest Doctor Who games. Legend of 
the TraveѴing TARDIS broadcaster 
Chrisঞan BaseѴ, recentѴy described to 
me as ‘Mr. TARDIS,’  puts on his veѴ-
vet  jacket to champion his favorite 
Doctor.  
 
We meet Chris PhiѴѴips, director of the 
exhiѴaraঞng fan fiѴm series VeѴocity, 
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Doctor Who without monsters wouѴd 
not bear thinking aboutĺ Monsters are 
what the hero defeatsĺ They heѴp the 
audience focus on who the hero isĺ But 
what makes a monster? TentacѴes? 
MandibѴes? Bug eyes? Weird bumps? 
 
Monsters are menacing, otherworѴdѴy 
and ugѴy ŋ at Ѵeast on the insideĺ GaѴaxy 
Ɠ showed us that not aѴѴ hideous aѴiens 
shouѴd be judged by their appearance, 
with the attracঞve Drahvins causing 
mischiefĺ We’ve seen heѴpfuѴ Sontarans 
ŐSarg and Straxő, and devious Cybermen 
mistaken for faceѴess friends and famiѴy 
members Őin Army of Ghostsőĺ  
 
Looks can be deceiving and monickers 
more soĺ Doctor Who takes great 
Ѵengths to examine what being monŊ
strous meansĺ  
 
The Laঞn monstrum referred to an eviѴ 
omen and the verb monere meant to 
warn, remind or instruct, from the root 
mon, which has survived to this day in 
words Ѵike admonishĺ In Ancient Roman 

ঞmes, an animaѴ with a birth defect was 
considered a bad sign, a monsterĺ There 
is a theory that the goddess Juno MonŊ
eta protected treasure and warned 
about economic instabiѴityĺ 
 
Some monsters just can’t heѴp themŊ
seѴvesĺ They’re amoraѴĺ Murder ŋ or 
worse ŋ might be in their nature but 
they don’t pѴan on itĺ Erago is a misunŊ
derstood monster, trapped in a pit; 
without the Great InteѴѴigence, the yeঞ 
are cuddѴy furbaѴѴsĺ  
 
The Weeping AngeѴs feed on peopѴe’s 
Ѵost ঞmeĺ They’re hungryĺ To Ѵet them 
starve wouѴd be monstrousĺ  Likewise, 
the giant spiders in Arachnids in the 
UKĺ UnѴike their wicked piggy-back 
equivaѴents on MetebeѴis III, these earth 
spiders are simpѴy being spideryĺ By this 
definiঞon, size is important since we 
don’t regard reguѴar-sized spiders as 
monsters unѴess you waѴk into a web 
with your mouth openĺ 
 
DAVROS AS DEADBEAT DAD 

 

MONSTER ENERGY 
bƪ Nick SŋiƇh 
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Other, cѴassic monsters are mean but 
they mean weѴѴĺ The DaѴeks are conŊ
vinced that they are the onѴy Ѵife worth 
exisঞng in the universeĺ We can bѴame 
that on poor parenঞng ŋ thanks Davrosĺ 
In the book Doctor Who and PhiѴosoŊ
phy, CourtѴand Lewis contends that the 
Cybermen are aѴtruists, acঞng in the 
interests of othersĺ ‘AѴtruists consider 
the desires and needs of others and act 
in such a way to make sure these needs 
and desires are met,’ he writesĺ Coming 
from the ‘nanny state’ of Mondas, the 
Cybermen know what’s best for us ŋ 
the eradicaঞon of pain, suffering and 
death through cyberneঞc modificaঞonĺ 
Are they bad? The Doctor thinks so, 
since our mortaѴity is part of what 
makes us humanĺ Since he can regenerŊ
ate and does not share the mortaѴ conŊ
cerns of us earthers, does that make 
the Doctor more human or monster? 
 
A monster in a story is the one that unŊ
settѴes the status quo, disturbs the 
peace, upturns everything and Ѵeaves 
death in its wakeĺ Sound Ѵike the DocŊ
tor, especiaѴѴy when he’s in meddѴing 
modeĺ He hasn’t aѴways been kind Őjust 
ask the Tribe of Gum or the FamiѴy of 
BѴoodő, especiaѴѴy in his first, sixth and 
tweѴfth incarnaঞonsĺ Yet he is a heroĺ 
 
IS THE DOCTOR A MONSTERĵ 
In a sense, a hero is aѴso a sort of monŊ
ster: possessed of super-human powers 
necessary to defeat the enemyĺ Much 
has been written about the OѴd EngѴish 
foѴk hero BeowuѴf and his paraѴѴeѴs with 
the murderous creature GrendeѴĺ When 
BeowuѴf returns from a raid in Sweden, 
he brings the armour of ƒƏ Swedish 
warriorsĺ GrendeѴ drags off ƒƏ vicঞms 
on its first raid as weѴѴĺ As Victoria SyŊ
mons points out in her essay Monsters 
and Heroes in BeowuѴf, human and 

monstrous quaѴiঞes can be found in the 
protagonist and the antagonistsĺ 
 
‘BeowuѴf’s supreme strength brings his 
character uncomfortabѴy cѴose to GrenŊ
deѴ’s,’ says Symons, ‘but it aѴso makes 
him the onѴy one capabѴe of standing up 
to the monster… the Ѵine between hero 
and viѴѴain comes down to a matter of 
perspecঞve: one person’s BeowuѴf is 
another’s GrendeѴĺ’ 
 
MALICIOUS MINDS 
Despite possessing some extra-human 
abiѴiঞes, the Doctor is no viѴѴainĺ We 
have seen humanoid characters perŊ
form monstrous actsĺ The Master’s deŊ
sire to destroy the universe is monŊ
strousĺ Shrinking peopѴe to the size of 
an Acঞon Man is terribѴeĺ So what’s the 
difference between a monster and a 
viѴѴain? DespicabiѴity is a part of the 
range of emoঞons that make us humanĺ 
Does that mean we’re monsters too? 
 
A viѴѴain can be focused on or perceived 
as viѴѴainous by just one person ŋ conŊ
sider, though you’d rather not, the deviŊ
ous ex-boyfriend who everyone adores 
but you, or Sutekh, who is worshipped 
despite having that whoѴe good-eviѴ 
thing aѴѴ turned aroundĺ ViѴѴains create 
tragedy on purposeĺ Wriঞng On the 
Sufferings of the WorѴd, phiѴosopher 
Arthur Schopenhauer posited that Ѵife 
with no pain had no meaning, or at Ѵeast 
wouѴd be terribѴy duѴѴĺ ‘…A certain 
amount of care or pain or troubѴe is 
necessary for every man at aѴѴ ঞmes,’ he 
wrote gѴoomiѴyĺ Doctor Who’s greatest 
viѴѴains are ambiঞous, sadisঞc and psyŊ
choѴogicaѴѴy unsettѴingĺ They are, as 
Schopenhauer wouѴd put it, a baѴѴast 
providing stabiѴity and direcঞon to a 
shipĺ They are not chaoঞc andņor mindŊ
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Ѵess monsters, creaঞng tragedy by acciŊ
dentĺ 
 
AARGHĴ REAL MONSTERS 
One thing we can count on is that in 
the Whoniverse, monsters existĺ Once 
the back end of that periѴous pѴunger 
was reveaѴed in The Survivors, we have 
seen proof that hideous aѴien creatures 
are as reaѴ as Prehistoric Man or a 
ƐƖѵƏs schooѴteacherĺ WhiѴe this heѴps 
the show to cut to the chase and buiѴd a 
worѴd where such creatures are a given, 
it aѴso removes the potenঞaѴ for the 
main characters to doubt their own 
senses ŋ a key component of monster 
ficঞonĺ  
 
‘Doubt, scepঞcism, and the fear that 
beѴief in the existence of the monster is 

a form of insanity are predictabѴe foiѴs to 
the reveѴaঞon Őto the audience or to the 
characters or bothő of the existence of 
the monster,’ writes NoeѴ CarroѴѴ in his 
essay Why Horror?ĺ However, thanks to 
its reguѴar dose of peripheraѴ characters, 
Doctor Who can have its cake and eat it 
tooĺ Humans who’ve yet to meet the 
Doctor don’t know what’s hit them, is 
hiding from them, or why the earth is 
hungry someঞmesĺ 
 
MONSTERS AS METAPHOR 
‘The dragon is a ѴiteraѴ threat to the safeŊ
ty of BeowuѴf’s peopѴe,’ writes Symons, 
‘but in the way it behaves it represents a 
moraѴ danger, tooĺ‘ The way the peopѴe 
react to the monsters they face is as 
important as the threat itseѴfĺ If they 
Ѵose their heads or take their fears out 

on each other, it doesn’t reaѴѴy 
matter if the monster eats them or 
notĺ By upseমng their appѴe cart, 
the chaoঞc dragon risks spreading 
a rotĺ It is a destrucঞve force Ѵike 
harsh nature, widespread iѴѴness or 
oѴd ageĺ By defeaঞng it, the hero 
hoѴds back those forcesĺ 
 
In Doctor Who, some monsters 
have obvious paraѴѴeѴs ŋ fascism, 
warmongering, an over-reѴiance on 
machinesĺ Others are homages to 
or ceѴebraঞons of creatures from 
Gothic Ѵiterature or cѴassic moviesĺ 
Some of the greatest monsters 
prey on our phobias: the dark, Ѵoss 
of idenঞty, the ravages of a virus 
or Ѵosing precious ঞme with Ѵoved 
onesĺ WhiѴe irraঞonaѴ fears can 
never truѴy be vanquished, monŊ
sters canĺ  And that is why they 
conঞnue to fascinateĺ We can’t 
conquer the weather or anything 
that scares us at a primaѴ ѴeveѴĺ But 
the Doctor can and wiѴѴ defeat 
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WeѴѴ, here we go againĺ This phrase, 
originaѴѴy in Part ѵ of PѴanet of the SpiŊ
ders Őfirst airing on the Ѷth of June 
ƐƖƕƓő, is said to be an ad-Ѵibbed Ѵine by 
NichoѴas Courtneyĺ Now, aѴmost fifty 
years since, I chose it as the ঞtѴe for this 
arঞcѴeĺ Why? Here we go again perfectŊ
Ѵy describes the duaѴ reaѴiঞes of Doctor 
Who ŋ that of the story that evoѴves 
during a regeneraঞon and the sadѴy exŊ
ciঞng cycѴe for fandom when we say 
goodbye to one incarnaঞon and heѴѴo to 
anotherĺ  ŐOr, just maybe, heѴѴo 
again!ő  Here we go again is a nod to the 
change and signaѴs the beginning of a 
new eraĺ 
 
As of this wriঞng onѴy a few weeks reŊ
main before The Power of the Doctor 
bids fareweѴѴ to the Thirteenth Doctorĺ 
And, with the departure of both showŊ
runner and Ѵead actor, Doctor Who wiѴѴ 

once again regenerate in such a way 
not seen since ƑƏƐƏĺ Looking back on 
ChibnaѴѴ’s tenure, I wonder if his interŊ
pretaঞon of the show did more to harm 
the franchise than it did to heѴp? But 
ঞmes changeĺ  A new tomorrow awaits 
and may be past when you read 
thisĺ Or, as I said before, here we go 
againĺ 
 
Let me be cѴear before I conঞnueĺ OpinŊ
ions for this arঞcѴe focus on Chris 
ChibnaѴѴ’s direcঞon and vision ŋ or 
seemingѴy apparent Ѵack thereofĺ I think 
Jodie Whitaker is an amazing actor, and 
I think she truѴy Ѵoved being The DocŊ
torĺ UnfortunateѴy, the ChibnaѴѴ Era didŊ
n’t “cѴick” with meĺ  It didn’t connect 
just as some of the John Nathan-Turner 
years didn’t connectĺ And, in the end, 
that’s OKĺ  I can’t Ѵike everything, right? 
Maybe just ƖƔѷ?!?  

 

HERE WE GO AGAIN 
bƪ Kƪńe Jŕōež 
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The abiѴity to regenerate the show preŊ
sents those behind the scenes with opŊ
portuniঞes to remake, revise, reinterŊ
pret the story for a new generaঞonĺ 
New decades bring new takesĺ Changes 
in cuѴture bring different companionsĺ  
Susan Foreman was a product of the 
ƐƖѵƏs just as Yazmin Kahn is of the 
ƑƏƑƏsĺ 
 
My first response to the earѴy ƑƏƐѵ 
news that Chris ChibnaѴѴ wouѴd repѴace 
the deparঞng Steven Moffat as showŊ
runner was excitementĺ ChibnaѴѴ’s cѴevŊ
erѴy crafted and intense Broadchurch 
gained criঞcaѴ and fandom accѴaim on 
both sides of the Pond, Ѵeading me to 
beѴieve that his vision of Doctor Who 
wouѴd fit with what had come beforeĺ In 
fact, we discussed this very topic in the 
very first episode of Discussing Whoĺ 

 
 
Excitement quickѴy turned to disapŊ
pointmentĺ LackѴuster pѴots, forgettabѴe 
foes ŐTim Shawő, and aѴmost forgettabѴe 
companions ŐRyanő pѴagued ChibnaѴѴ’s 
ঞme as showrunnerĺ Then, with the Ѵast 
episode of Series Ɛƒ, something hapŊ
pened that had NEVER happened beŊ
fore with our reviewĺ Our team decided 
to re-record our review because our 
response to the finaѴe sѴanted too far to 
the negaঞve ŋ something we try very 
hard not to doĺ  
 
But, for me, there were two unforgivaŊ
bѴe acts that bothered me the mostĺ 
 
The first was the TimeѴess ChiѴd retconĺ 
Yes, I reaѴize that story canon must be 
revised from ঞme-to-ঞme, especiaѴѴy 
with a history as rich as Doctor Whoĺ 
Both Moffat and ChibnaѴѴ introduced 
previousѴy unknown incarnaঞons of the 
Doctorĺ Moffat’s War Doctor aѴѴowed 

the Eighth to remain the Eighth and the 
Ninth to remain the Ninth by using the 
idea of an incarnaঞon who did not beŊ
Ѵieve himseѴf worthy of the nameĺ 
ChibnaѴѴ’s instead chose to not onѴy reŊ
write the Doctor’s history but that of 
the enঞre race of Time Lordsĺ  
 
This choice made the Doctor the very 
base of Time Lord society and introŊ
duced incarnaঞons that preceded WiѴŊ
Ѵiam HartneѴѴ’s First Doctorĺ RegardѴess 
of how much I enjoy Jo Marঞn’s FugiŊ
ঞve Doctor Őand I do very much inŊ
deedő, WiѴѴiam HartneѴѴ’s incarnaঞon 
shouѴd aѴways be the FIRST INCARNAŊ
TIONĺ ChibnaѴѴ did not add an added 
Ѵayer to the tapestryĺ He, instead, 
ripped it asunder and reworked it into 
something differentĺ ŐI sঞѴѴ hope that 
the Power of the Doctor wiѴѴ bring with 
it ChibnaѴѴ’s briѴѴiant “gotcha” moment 
where he cѴeverѴy wraps up the story in 
a way that gives us aѴѴ a saঞsfying end 
to his runĺ We can hope, can’t we?ő  
 
The second was ChibnaѴѴ’s faiѴure to 
provide Jodie with an incarnaঞon who 
not onѴy rivaѴed but surpassed earѴier 
incarnaঞons in popuѴarityĺ Imagine the 
win for the Doctor Who franchise if the 
first femaѴe Ѵead’s popuѴarity soared! 
There are fans of the Thirteenth DocŊ
tor, but I wouѴd have Ѵiked to see her 
universaѴѴy Ѵovedĺ Imagine how great 
that wouѴd have been! 
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ChibnaѴѴ chose to spend Series ƐƐ foŊ
cused on the companions and Ѵess on 
the Doctor’s rediscovery of herseѴfĺ 
ChibnaѴѴ never gave us what I Ѵike to caѴѴ 
“The Doctor Moment” when the new 
incarnaঞon soѴidifies themseѴf as The 
Doctorĺ ŐThink back to CapaѴdi’s speech 
in FѴatѴine or Smith’s speech in The 
EѴeventh Hourĺő More characterizaঞon 
was given to the Fugiঞve than to the 
Thirteenth, and Jodie deserved betterĺ I 
wonder, had Jodie Whitaker’s ThirŊ
teenth Doctor arrived in the RTD of 
Moffat Eras, wouѴd we have seen an 
incarnaঞon that resonated more than 
what we saw?  
 
My excitement about Doctor Who reŊ
turned with the announcement that 
RusseѴѴ Tĺ Davies wouѴd return for the 
ѵƏth Anniversary and for Series ƐƓĺ 
With his return comes a showrunner 
who Ѵoves to tease the audience and 
generate excitement on sociaѴ mediaĺ 
The announcement of Ncuঞ Gatwa as 
the Fourteenth Doctor serves as an 
exceѴѴent exampѴeĺ 
 
Now we have quesঞons: WiѴѴ we see 
the return of the annuaѴ Christmas Day 
speciaѴ? What characters might return 
for the ѵƏth Anniversary speciaѴ? What 
Doctors might return?  WiѴѴ Murray 
GoѴd return?  
 
For me, I’d Ѵike to Ѵeave you with a bit 
of specuѴaঞonĺ WhiѴe Ncuঞ Gatwa’s 
Fourteenth Doctor wiѴѴ take us on new 
adventures in ƑƏƑƓ and wiѴѴ ѴikeѴy apŊ
pear in the ƑƏƑƒ ѵƏth Anniversary, I 
think something eѴse wiѴѴ happen when 
Thirteen regeneratesĺ After aѴѴ, the DocŊ
tor never forgets a face and, in the fuŊ
ture, might revisit a few ŋ but just the 
oѴd favorites, eh? I might be wrong but, 
Ѵet’s just say that when the Thirteenth 

Doctor regenerates I wiѴѴ hoѴd my 
breath and count to TENĺ  
 
UnঞѴ next ঞme, here we go againĺ 
 
Abo�| Disc�ssing Who 
Discussing Who is a Ѵong-running biŊ
weekѴy Doctor Who podcast hosted by 
KyѴe Jones, Lee ShackѴeford, and CѴarŊ
ence Brownĺ  
 
Subscribe to the show on aѴѴ major podŊ
cast pѴatforms or by cѴicking hereĺ ConŊ
nect with us on sociaѴ media via FaceŊ
book, Twitter, and Instagramĺ   
 

https://www.discussingwho.com/
http://discussingwho.com/subscribe
http://facebook.com/discussingwho
http://facebook.com/discussingwho
http://twitter.com/discussingwho
http://instagram.com/discussingwho
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Jon WiѴson said, ‘we tried different forŊ
mats Œfor the Literary License Podcastœ 
and by the fourth one, we decided to 
bring in Vickie Rae who resides in TexŊ
asĺ  What was unique about Vickie is 
that she gave her own spin on what we 
were covering and became a great asŊ
setĺ   When she came on board, we 
started to find our strideĺ’     
 
After six months, the show went 
through some changes when they were 
approached by internaঞonaѴ radio staŊ
ঞons who wanted to air their broadcastĺ  
‘This was quite exciঞng but scary at the 
same ঞme,’ says Keith, ‘as we were now 
under contract to do ƔƑ episodes a 
yearĺ  The good thing was that we enŊ
sured we had backup in case we feѴѴ 
behindĺ’ Since this ঞme, the show has 
expanded to Ƒѵ internaঞonaѴ radio staŊ
ঞons encompassing Japan, the PhiѴipŊ
pines and BraziѴ, amongst othersĺ 
 
From this point forward the show deŊ
cided to change its format to sঞѴѴ do 

The Literary License Podcast ceѴebrates 
their sixth year as they cross the ƑƏƏ 
episode benchmarkĺ  DeaѴing with 
books, interviews, teѴevision and fiѴms, 
they have buiѴt up over an Ѷ miѴѴion 
subscripঞon to their monthѴy newsŊ
Ѵetter and dedicated Ѵistenersĺ 
 
The brainchiѴd of Dr Keith Chawgo, 
editor, producer and director, the LiterŊ
ary License Podcast started out as a 
show about books to screenĺ  The main 
premise was to read a book and then 
watch a fiѴm and have a discussionĺ 
Keith stated, ‘the first two episodes 
were extremeѴy rough but funĺ  Jon 
WiѴson, writer and scriptwriter, and I 
had two other co-hosts that were not a 
very good fitĺ  One wouѴd eat and the 
other droned to the point where edŊ
iঞng wouѴd become a fuѴѴ-ঞme job in 
itseѴfĺ  
 
September ƑƏƑƑ marked the Ѵaunch of 
the Doctor Who retrospecঞve podcast 
where, starঞng from an UnearthѴy ChiѴd 
from ƐƖѵƒ, each episode is reviewed 
from start to current day episodes of 
new Whoĺ This wiѴѴ be hosted by Craig 
Johnson, Keith Chawgo and Matt Rose 
on a monthѴy basisĺ 
 
Tuesday Ɛƕth October covered Doctor 
Who and the DaѴeks from ƐƖѵƒ with 
WiѴѴiam HartneѴѴ pѴaying the Doctor, 
with his assistants Ian and Barbara and 
granddaughter Susanĺ 
 
Co-host Matt Rose with Fifth Doctor 
Peter Davison 

 

LITERARY LICENCE PODCAST 
bƪ CŸaig Jŕhōžŕō  
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their book-to-screen episode but to do 
a monthѴy theme, and then within the 
four week monthѴy pѴan, each week 
wouѴd have a themeĺ  The Literary LiŊ
cense Podcast did a yearѴy season of 
AѴfred Hitchcock fiѴms, European HorŊ
ror, Edgar AѴѴen Poe and CѴassic NoveѴsĺ   
Because of the huge undertaking, we 
added on new co-hosts which incѴuded 
Leandro Ghezzi from Argenঞna, WiѴѴ 
MiѴѴar from Utah, Tom Diamon from 
New York and Jesse FuѴtz from ConŊ
necঞcutĺ  Our co-hosts have their own 
individuaѴ interviews that they do and 
that they feeѴ passionate aboutĺ    For 
our fifth season, we have some new co-
hosts joining us such as Craig Johnson 
and Dayvid Grant from London and Joe 
Randazzo, scriptwriter and writer from 
Chicago, who started off as guest co-
hosts and have become a permanent 
fixture for our ѶƏ’s Horror seasonĺ   
 
Keith stated, ‘we were quite fortunate 
because every year we have guest co-
hosts who join us for different episodes 
and every year they come back and the 
numbers growĺ  We keep adding to our 
roster each year, which incѴudes arঞsts, 
writers, producers, directors and just 
fans of the work that we are coveringĺ  
We aѴso have done interviews with 
Laurence Hyman Jackson ŐShirѴey JackŊ
son’s sonő, Dinah Manoff, Jennifer SaѴt, 
the cast and crew of Anna and the 
ApocaѴypse, EѴѴen FoѴey, Dark Shadows 
interviews and some exciঞng ones comŊ
ing up which wiѴѴ incѴude LVCRFT, EѴizaŊ
beth ŐEGő DaiѴy, David SheѴby, Kristy 
McNichoѴ, Deborah Foreman, Barbara 
Crampton and some surprise coming 
your wayĺ   
 
‘We cover aѴѴ types of fiѴms,’ says Keith, 
‘though our passion seems to be settѴed 
in the cѴassic horror secঞonĺ  We try to 

bring back fiѴms that peopѴe forget 
about and in an era of reboots and reŊ
makes, it is important that we rememŊ
ber the originaѴsĺ  We try to do this with 
the books we cover as weѴѴĺ  It is very 
interesঞng how many peopѴe didn’t reŊ
aѴise fiѴms Ѵike Ringu or BattѴe RoyaѴe 
were books firstĺ  We cover everything 
from musicaѴs, cuѴt fiѴms, science ficঞon, 
documentaries etcĺ and we enjoy ѴistenŊ
ing to each other’s viewsĺ No matter 
how different or opposed to my views, I 
respect their viewsĺ  I may not agree 
but I respect them and nothing is better 
than communicaঞon, because each of 
the guests and co-hosts have made me 
Ѵook at things from different angѴes, 
enriching my pѴeasure and enjoyment 
of our programmingĺ’ 
 
The Literary License Podcast Ɣth seaŊ
son wiѴѴ incѴude their Book to Screen:  
Kings of Horror, where they wiѴѴ cover 
the books of Stephen King, CѴive BarkŊ
er, James Herbert, Dean Kootnz and 
others; Bewitched, the cѴassic ѵƏ’s teѴeŊ
vision witch sitcom; Two for Ɛ:  The 
ѶƏ’s, the cuѴt horror fiѴms of the ѶƏs; 
Dark Shadows, cѴassic ƐƖѵƏ’s dayঞme 
vampire soap opera and SOAP, the 
ƐƖƕƏ’s cѴassic from the mind of Susan 
Harris ŐGoѴden GirѴs, Benson and Empty 
Nestőĺ  We were aѴso asked by Spoঞfy 
to put together a soundtrack of the 
show, with iTunes foѴѴowing in NovemŊ
ber ƑƏƑƐĺ  You can sign up at 
wwwĺѴѴpodcastĺcom for our monthѴy 
newsѴetter or Ѵook at our merchandise 
at wwwĺstoreĺѴѴpodcastĺcom   The show 
is avaiѴabѴe on iTunes, Spoঞfy,  
YouTube, Amazon Prime and other 
podcast pѴatformsĺ Craig Johnson’s artŊ
work can be found at his etsy store 
craigsworѴd, on Instagram ŠcraigŊ
sworѴdƑ or at craigsworѴdĺorg 
 

http://www.llpodcast.com
http://www.store.llpodcast.com
https://www.instagram.com/craigsworld2/
https://www.instagram.com/craigsworld2/
craigsworld.org
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Big Finish’s Eye of the Scorpion is set in 
Ancient Egypt just as Pharaoh AmenhoŊ
tep II has diedĺ His reѴuctant successor 
Erimemushinteperem ŐErimem for short, 
pѴayed by CaroѴine Morriső, Daughter of 
Light, does not have a reign in the histoŊ
ry books and her Ѵife is in danger ŋ her 
brothers are aѴѴ deadĺ  The Doctor ŐPeter 
Davisonő and Peri ŐNicoѴa Bryantő foiѴ an 
attempted assassinaঞon but there’s 
more than mere poѴiঞcaѴ shenanigans 
afoot; Egypt is threatened by aѴiens with 
enhanced psionic abiѴiঞesĺ 
 
The Fifth Doctor spends part of this 
adventure knocked out by poison, 
which gives Peri and Erimem ঞme to get 
to know each other and invesঞgate the 
otherworѴdѴy pѴot against Thebesĺ 
Egypt’s capitaѴ city comes to Ѵife in this 
audio story, highѴighঞng Erimem’s status 
in her society ŋ whether she Ѵikes it or 
nowĺ It’s no surprise that she decides to 
join the Doctor at the end of the story, 
itching to expѴore spaceĺ 
 
That innate sense of curiosity adventure 
heѴps to make Erimem a great companŊ
ionĺ Rather than Ѵimit her view of the 
worѴd, as with Katarina in The 
DaѴeks’ Master PѴan, she is givŊ
en the opportunity to grow and 
Ѵearn during her traveѴs, standŊ
ing up for herseѴf in stories Ѵike 
The Kingmakerĺ Her roots are 
not forgotten, however, and she 
appѴies her cuѴturaѴ standards to 
different situaঞons; for her, 
death has very different connoŊ
taঞons in comparison to our 

ownĺ AѴarmingѴy, she considers suicide 
to keep history on the right trackĺ 
 
In The Roof of the WorѴd, Erimem exŊ
pѴains how Amenhotep’s guards wouѴd 
cѴear the streets of beggars before the 
royaѴ famiѴy, so as not to offend their 
eyesĺ Now that sheѴtered existence is 
gone and she rareѴy gets the royaѴ treatŊ
ment she’s used toĺ Her cuѴture shock is 
fascinaঞng to Ѵisten to, at ঞmes funny 
and others thought-provokingĺ CaroѴine 
Morris brings extra Ѵayers of emoঞon 
and inteѴѴigence to her roѴe and we beŊ
come genuineѴy concerned for the charŊ
acterĺ  
 
Beyond her traveѴs in the TARDIS, the 
character of Erimem has been deveѴŊ
oped in a series of booksĺ She makes an 
engaging Ѵead character with her own 
cadre of friendsĺ But it’s as an audio 
companion that she truѴy reigns, bringŊ
ing out previousѴy buried facets of the 
Doctor ŋ something that onѴy the best-
written characters are capabѴe ofĺ  
 

 

EDUCATING ERIMEM 
bƪ Nick SŋiƇh 

Art by Lee SuѴѴivan 
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When the Fifth Doctor arrived with Peri 
in ancient Egypt, he had never heard of 
the Pharaoh Erimemĺ Even now, just 
over twenty years after that first 
meeঞng, some Doctor Who fans ŐI wiѴѴ 
not use the word “Whovian”, I hate it 
and aѴways wiѴѴő have sঞѴѴ never heard 
of Erimemĺ 
 
If you don’t go in for audios, that’s fineĺ 
Each to their ownĺ What I’d say is that 
is that the audios provide some of the 
best Doctor Who you’ѴѴ ever get, and 
it’s aѴso in these audios that Erimem 
first appeared, in the Eye of the ScorpiŊ
onĺ She was Ɛƕ and though she had sঞѴѴ 
to be crowned, she was Pharaoh of aѴѴ 
Egypt… but she didn’t want to beĺ She 
knew she didn’t beѴong, she knew she 
wasn’t a Ѵiving god and she had no inŊ
terest in siমng on a throne she had 
never expected to inheritĺ 
 
Erimem was never intended to be a 
companionĺ She was never intended to 
be Erimem eitherĺ She was iniঞaѴѴy goŊ
ing to be Hatchepsut, who was a reaѴ 
femaѴe Pharaoh, but I changed it to give 
a bit more freedomĺ In the wriঞng, what 
became cѴear to me about Erimem was 
that she had a good deaѴ in common 
with the Doctorĺ She was inteѴѴigent, 
brave, inquisiঞve, moraѴ and eager to 
Ѵeave a cushy Ѵife behind to go and exŊ
pѴore the worѴdĺ That reaѴѴy started to 
come through in the wriঞng ŋ and in 
my head ŋ as I wrote the scriptĺ My iniŊ
ঞaѴ notes had her dying at the end but 
in wriঞng the script I reaѴised that was 

wrong, given the strength of friendships 
she had buiѴt with Peri and the Doctorĺ I 
aѴso just didn’t want to kiѴѴ herĺ I just 
pѴain Ѵiked her, and I thought the audiŊ
ence wouѴd too ŋ meaning they wouѴdŊ
n’t take to her dying ŋ so I pѴayed up aѴѴ 
the way through that she was as 
doomed as a doomed thing and then 
had them whisk her off at the end, inŊ
tending to drop her off at a university 
somewhereĺ Things didn’t go that way 
and Gary RusseѴѴ at Big Finish gave her 
a bunch of adventures with her new 
chumsĺ CaroѴine Morris was fabuѴous as 
Erimem in those storiesĺ In fact she was 

 

A GUIDE TO ERIMEM 
bƪ Iaiō McLaƍghńiō  
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fanő and has studied astronomy, phiѴosŊ
ophy and sciencesĺ She just aѴso hapŊ
pens to have been trained as a warrior, 
and has Ѵed Egypt’s armies in battѴeĺ So, 
dropping her into contemporary LonŊ
don seemed Ѵike a soѴid pѴace to startĺ 
 
I was working for DC Thomson, wriঞng 
comics, doing work on radio and TV 
shows for them as weѴѴ as having a sঞnt 
as Beano editorĺ I was busy for a few 
years and didn’t think much about freeŊ
Ѵance work for a whiѴe, but by the end 
of ƑƏƐƒ, I had more or Ѵess puѴѴed a Ѵong
-term pѴan together for what I wanted 
to do with Erimemĺ 
 
The heart of that pѴan was a series of 
booksĺ I wanted her to have adventures 
in space and ঞme Őcatchy ঞtѴes, someŊ
body shouѴd use itő but there shouѴd be 
a reaѴ emoঞonaѴ connecঞon within the 
books, with aѴѴ of the characters being 
genuine and reѴatabѴe and Ѵiving Ѵivesĺ 
They might fight a space monster in mid
-afternoon but they may aѴso have to 
get fish fingers, chips and beans cooked 
for an annoying kid brother’s tea a few 
hours Ѵaterĺ It needed to be grounded in 
reaѴityĺ 
 
I spent a Ѵot of ঞme waѴking and thinkŊ
ing about Erimem’s cѴose group of 
friends ŋ her Scooby Gang ŋ and workŊ
ing out who they shouѴd be for story 
purposes, and who they needed to be 
to work as peopѴeĺ Who are they? 
What’s their history? How do they reŊ
Ѵate to the other characters? And someŊ
ঞmes, how do they reaѴѴy reѴate to the 
other characters?  
 
IniঞaѴѴy there were five main characters: 
Erimem, Andy ŐAndrea Hansenő, Ibrahim 
Hadmani, Tom Niven and HeѴena Ősoon 
to be HeѴena Hadmaniőĺ Every one of 

fabuѴous from her first sceneĺ 
 
And then she Ѵeft, in an ending that 
worked perfectѴy for Big Finishĺ 
 
Even after she Ѵeft the Doctor, I found 
Erimem was sঞѴѴ wandering around in 
my headĺ I’d become very attached to 
her over the years, so around ƑƏƏѶ I 
started Ѵooking at her again and I had a 
feeѴing that her story wasn’t quite doneĺ 
She had been Ѵeft in a posiঞon of a ruѴer 
and I aѴways had a feeѴing that shouѴd 
be what she was raiѴing againstĺ In my 
head she is a Ѵeader not a ruѴerĺ I think 
there’s a difference thereĺ The contract 
with Big Finish reverted aѴѴ rights of 
Erimem back to me after a ঞme and so I 
started thinking about what I couѴd do 
with herĺ I popped her into an episode 
of the radio mystery series Kerides the 
Thinker, which CѴaire BartѴett and I 
wrote for Imaginaঞon Theatreĺ That Ѵeft 
me sure that she worked fine without 
the Doctor and Periĺ From there the 
quesঞon was, what next? 
 

It had to take her 
away from Egypt 
in the past and I 
feѴt a contempoŊ
rary seমng as her 
base wouѴd be 
aѴien for her but 
reѴatabѴe for the 
audienceĺ It wouѴd 
be interesঞng to 
see how she 
couѴd fit inĺ There 
have been some 

comparisons between her and LeeѴa 
because they’re both warriors but that’s 
a pretty superficiaѴ simiѴarityĺ Erimem 
was educated in a royaѴ paѴace, speaks 
severaѴ Ѵanguages, understand art and 
dance ŐSPOILER: she is a big StrictѴy 
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them got a 
backstory that 
fiѴѴed out their 
Ѵives up to the 
point where we 
meet them, but 
they were aѴso 
pѴanned out for 
where they 
were going, 
what their reѴaŊ
ঞonships were 
going to be, 
what their maŊ

jor moments wouѴd be and in some inŊ
stances, how they… weѴѴ, Ѵet’s not get 
into “SpoiѴers Sweeঞe” territoryĺ HowŊ
ever, the important beats for Erimem 
and her friends are pѴanned out to 
around ten years in for themĺ And if 
some of those beats don’t make you 
cry, you have a heart of stoneĺ 
 
Itŝs the characters that have made this 
series a reaѴ joy for meĺ I knew that 
we’d get a posiঞve response to Erimem 
puমng on her adventure boots again, 
but the reacঞon to her reѴaঞonships 
with the other reguѴars and the posiঞviŊ
ty for the other characters has been 
graঞfyingĺ Erimem is a bit Ѵost when she 
arrives, and Andy is aѴso at a bit of a 
Ѵoss in her Ѵifeĺ That Ѵets them bond and 
become very good friends quickѴyĺ IbraŊ
him turns out to be a distant reѴaঞon of 
Erimem and HeѴena… weѴѴ, that takes us 
back to SpoiѴers territoryĺ Reacঞon to 
these four has been reaѴѴy good and we 
got such a posiঞve response to Andy 
coming out that we knew the characŊ
ters had hit the markĺ The characters 
have adventures but they aѴso have 
famiѴies and Ѵives ŋ and that’s why we 
care about themĺ 
 
We aѴso have a few other reguѴars Ѵike 

Tom Niven and Trina Barton, who have 
traveѴѴed with the gang but found the 
experience a difficuѴt or very negaঞve 
oneĺ Adventuring in space and ঞme is 
not for everyoneĺ And then there’s DeŊ
tecঞve Sergeant Adam Docherty of the 
Met, who becomes Erimem’s boyfriendĺ 
How is he supposed to react when he 
finds out that the murderer he’s chasing 
is an aѴien shape-shifter from a distant 
pѴanet, and his girѴfriend is an unŊ
crowned Pharaoh from ƒƔƏƏ years ago, 
who traveѴs in space and ঞme, comŊ
munes mentaѴѴy with the grandfather 
she never knew and who has faѴѴen in 
Ѵove with chips… whiѴe working and 
studying at a London university and 

Ѵiving in a cupboard which is actuaѴѴy a 
portaѴ to an arঞficiaѴѴy created dimenŊ
sion where she has WooѴѴy Mammoths 
in her gardens? ProbabѴy the way you 
did whiѴe reading that Ѵast sentenceĺ 
And the same way he reacted when he 
found out Erimem had aѴso accidentaѴѴy 
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become a star in haѴf a dozen bѴack and 
white B movies in the earѴy ƐƖƓƏsĺ 
WeѴѴ, accidents do happen don’t they? 
The arcs for the characters mean readŊ
ers get most from the books by reading 
them in order, but we make sure that 
there’s enough expѴanaঞon that the 
books can be enjoyed in isoѴaঞonĺ 
 
One of the things I aѴways Ѵoved about 
Doctor Who is that it’s such a flexibѴe 
formatĺ You can have a serious historiŊ
caѴ show foѴѴowed by a space opera and 
then a Ѵight comedy episode and then a 
fuѴѴ-on horror ŋ and every one of those 
genres fits perfectѴy because the format 
is so adaptabѴeĺ I’ve gone for something 
simiѴar with the Erimem booksĺ Our first 
was a fairѴy serious historicaѴ but we 
foѴѴowed that with a dystopian near 
future taѴe, a war story, a Quatermass-
styѴe sci-fi horror, a swashbuckѴer, a 
space opera and an H Rider Haggard 
styѴe adventureĺ We’ve had a ƐƖƓƏs 
detecঞve noir and a ƐƖƒƏs Agatha 
Chrisঞe pasঞche, some aѴien worѴd sci-
fi and a James Bond styѴe ƐƖѵƏs spy 
story is next up with ŐI hopeő Jim MorঞŊ
more’s A Pharaoh of Mars out soon, 
tooĺ The pandemic sѴowed things down, 
as did my heaѴth going through the 
floor for a Ѵong whiѴe but things are 
moving again with Erimemĺ We’ve got 
the books pѴanned, there are three auŊ
dio adaptaঞons of earѴy noveѴs avaiѴabѴe 
from BBV and she’s got a few interŊ
esঞng things on the horizon for next 
year which wiѴѴ be announced in due 
courseĺ  
 
Two projects that won’t be seeing the 
Ѵight of day are an animaঞon which was 
to be done in conjuncঞon with a UniŊ
versity and a comicĺ I’m afraid Covid 
saw both of those off, for now at Ѵeastĺ 
Whatever the medium, the important 

thing for me as the editor of the range 
is that the audience enjoys spending 
ঞme with these characters and reaѴѴy 
feeѴs what they’re going through, 
whether it’s adventure, reѴaঞonships or 
ridicuѴous bad jokes ŐѴook to Andy for 
thoseőĺ These have to be peopѴe you 
Ѵook forward to spending ঞme withĺ 
 
If you are interested in dipping into the 
books, the best pѴace to start is with the 
first noveѴ, The Last Pharaohĺ You get 
most from the series if you read them 
aѴѴ in order but you can dip in and out, 
because I make sure there’s pѴenty of 
quick exposiঞon there for what needs 
expѴainedĺ You don’t reaѴѴy need to have 
heard any of the audios either, but I 
wouѴd recommend Ѵistening to The Eye 
of the Scorpion, not because I wrote it 
but because that’s where she startedĺ 
The Church and the Crown, The KingŊ
maker and The Son of the Dragon are 
aѴѴ very, very good Őand not by meő and 
have interesঞng insights into her charŊ
acterĺ The Kingmaker aѴso has the funŊ
niest broken arm everĺ 
 
After twenty-two years in my head, 
Erimem feeѴs Ѵike part of the famiѴyĺ Her 
adventures are far from overĺ Some wiѴѴ 

be ridicuѴous 
and fun, some 
wiѴѴ break your 
heart ŋ and 
they might not 
do her heart 
any good eiŊ
therĺ Whatever 
those advenŊ
tures are, I’m 
Ѵooking forŊ
ward to spendŊ
ing the ঞme 
with herĺ 
 
Iabm McLa�]_Ѳbm  
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Erimem’s everywhere! Her adventures 
are so far-flung, it’s hard to keep track 
of them aѴѴĺ They span audio stories, 
noveѴs and anthoѴogies from muѴঞpѴe 
pubѴishersĺ 
 
BeѴow, we chart Erimem’s journey from 
audio siren to prose heroineĺ May her 
reign be Ѵong and fiѴѴed with victoryĺ 
 
BIG FINISH 
The Eye of the Scorpion 
The Church and the Crown 
Nekromanteia 
The Axis of Insanity 
The Roof of the WorѴd 
Threeŝs a Crowd 
The CounciѴ of Nicaea 
The Kingmaker 
Son of the Dragon 
The ƐƏƏ Days of the Doctor 
The Mindŝs Eye 
The Bride of PeѴadon 
Doctor Who SpeciaѴs 
No PѴace Like Home 
The VeiѴed Leopard 
 
KERIDES THE THINKER 
Return of the Queen 
 
TeѴos No�eѴѴa 
BѴood and Hope 
 
BIG FINISH NEW WORLDS NOVEL 
The Coming of the Queen 
 
BIG FINISH SHORT TRIPS BOOKS 
Past Tense ŐGraham DiѴѴey Saves the 
WorѴdő 

Repercussions ŐThe Gangsterŝs Storyő 
The Ghosts of Christmas ŐFar Away in a 
Mangerő  
 
THEBES PUBLISHING 
The Last Pharaoh 
The Beast of StaѴingrad 
AngeѴ of Mercy 
Prime Imperaঞve 
Buccaneer 
ChurchiѴѴŝs CastѴe 
The Three Faces of HeѴena 
Return of the Queen 
The Egypঞan FaѴcon 
The Death of Empire 
The Way of the BryŝHunee 
Death on the Waves 
AbsoѴuঞon 
The JeweѴs of CѴeopatra 
 
But wait, there’s more! ‘One of the 
things we do with the books is add ѴittѴe 
extras at the end,’ says Iain McLaughѴinĺ 
‘Someঞmes theyŝre short stories, other 
ঞmes theyŝre something a bit more unuŊ
suaѴ and reѴated to the book, Ѵike 
Erimemŝs studio ƐƏ by Ѷ gѴossy or a 
movie poster from her accidentaѴ career 
in ƐƖƓƏs B moviesĺ’ See beѴow for a 
coupѴe of exampѴes… 
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 To understand what it is about this 
headѴine, I want to take you back a ѴittѴe 
bitĺ Before the pandemic, I was on the 
convenঞon circuit in the southeast 
USAĺ I was brought in by the Ѵikes of 
MegaCon, FѴorida Supercon, etcĺ But 
enough about that, you’re wondering 
about that headѴineĺ 
 
One day, I made my way to the podcast 
boothĺ I had just finished up a Doctor 
Who paneѴ and some of the audience 
members came by to conঞnue to geek 
out with meĺ One kid in parঞcuѴar startŊ
ed taѴkingĺ As he conঞnued to keep 
taѴking, I kept Ѵisteningĺ You see, my 
goaѴ at convenঞons is to make peopѴe 
Whoviansĺ I aspire to inspire peopѴe to 
faѴѴ in Ѵove with the show I grew up 
with, Doctor Whoĺ 
 
I conঞnued to Ѵisten attenঞveѴyĺ I couѴd 
teѴѴ he was shyĺ He was pouring his 
heart out right in front of meĺ He Ѵoved 
Doctor Whoĺ His eyes, his demeanour, 
his passion, gave it aѴѴ awayĺ And then, 
he said those words: 
 
‘I Love Matt Smith! Heŝs my favourite 
Third Doctor Who!’ 
 
Many ঞmes, I’ve heard of statements 
Ѵike this and just tend to brush it offĺ Do 
I say he’s not correct? Is this the point 
where I intercede and possibѴy trigger a 
bad reacঞon? After aѴѴ, this poor boy is 
geeking out body and souѴ in front of 
me, and I know any course correcঞon 
on my part wouѴd break his heartĺ 

 I teѴѴ peopѴe, when I was growing up, I 
was a ‘creature of PBSĺ’ I watched it aѴѴ, 
Sesame Street, EѴectric Company, Mrĺ 
Rogersĺ Then Ѵater Doctor Who wouѴd 
come onĺ AѴѴ I knew was Tom Bakerĺ 
That’s itĺ My journey as a kid Whovian 
wouѴd entaiѴ watching Robot aѴѴ the way 
to LogopoѴis, watching Tom faѴѴ off the 
tower, turn bѴonde, and start aѴѴ overĺ 
 
Then, I assumed, my PBS Staঞon had a 
better pѴedge drive one yearĺ They had 
purchased The Five Doctorsĺ FIVE 
DOCTORS?! You mean, Tom was numŊ
ber four? When did this happen? How 
did this happen? My mind bѴew up five 
ঞmes overĺ MY Doctor was the fourthĺ 
What wizardry was this? 
 
After that moment, I was a ѴittѴe bit wisŊ
erĺ I sঞѴѴ didn’t comprehend at first, but I 
began to accept itĺ I’m aѴways curious if 
that reveѴaঞon dawns on the generaŊ
ঞon growing up today, that there were 
others before their Doctorĺ But the 
great thing is, I feeѴ it bridges the gap 
between generaঞonsĺ I teѴѴ them the 
story of MY Doctor as they teѴѴ me 
about theirs, and you begin to see the 
kid inside start to geek out with the kid 
in front of meĺ 
‘I Love Matt Smith! Heŝs my favourite 
Third Doctor Who!’ 
‘That’s awesome, after you’re done, Ѵet 
me teѴѴ you about my favourite Third 
Doctor, Jon Pertweeĺ’ 
 
FoѴѴow Chrisঞan’s onѴine adventures at 
TheLegendofTheTraveѴingTARDISĺcom 

 

ɝI LOVE MATT SMITHɗ HE’S MY FAVOURITE THIRD DOCTOR WHOɗɝ 
 

Bƪ ChŸižƇiaō Bažeń  

https://thelegendofthetravelingtardis.com/
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I menঞoned this in my Sixth Doctor 
review, and I feeѴ it’s even more imŊ
portant to bring up here as weѴѴĺ SeveraѴ 
months back CeѴesঞaѴ Toyroom pubŊ
Ѵished an arঞcѴe I wrote, ঞtѴed ‘CѴassic 
Who is Best Backwards’. Őissue ƔƑѵőĺ In 
this arঞcѴe, I taѴk about how I’m working 
my way backwards through the CѴassic 
Doctors, as I write these sourcebook 
reviewsĺ With the Fifth Doctor, I am 
experiencing something that is evidentŊ
Ѵy rather uniqueĺ I reaѴѴy Ѵike Peter DaŊ
visonŝs Doctorĺ 
 
Davison often gets a mediocre raঞng by 
fans, simpѴy because of now basicaѴѴy 
tradiঞonaѴ “not my Doctor” effectĺ In 
North America, Tom Baker was the 
Doctorĺ Periodĺ He is aѴso one of the 
Ѵongest serving Doctors with ƓƐ stories 
ŐƐƕƑ episodeső over seven yearsĺ So this 
young, baby-faced, upstart was a drasŊ
ঞc change for many fans who had simpŊ
Ѵy never experienced a regeneraঞon 
beforeĺ But for me, I was experiencing a 
kinder and gentѴer Doctor, after going 
through CoѴin Baker’s infamousѴy braŊ
zen Sixth Doctorĺ I was aѴso experiencŊ
ing a caring but ѴeveѴ-headed Doctor 
after Jodie Whitaker’s sugar rushed 
Thirteenĺ To be cѴear, both Six and ThirŊ
teenŝs runs were marred by poor 
wriঞng, and both performances deserve 
to be respectedĺ NevertheѴess, the Fifth 
Doctor feeѴs Ѵike the most tradiঞonaѴ 
Who that I’ve watched in some ঞmeĺ 
He just feeѴs right to me and apparentѴy 
that’s unusuaѴĺ 
 
Five aѴso faced some of the hardest 

ঞmes of the Doctor’s Ѵifeĺ His companŊ
ion, Adric, died in vainĺ Another comŊ
panion, TurѴough, conspired to kiѴѴ himĺ 
Omega took his face and then forced 
the Doctor to kiѴѴ him ŐhimseѴf?ő in order 
to prevent disasterĺ That wasn’t the first 
antagonist this Doctor shot, or encourŊ
aged to be shot eitherĺ He seemed to 
have a much deeper connecঞon to his 
past seѴves, managing to work with his 
previous hims to survive the periѴs of 
the Death Zoneĺ Even his own death 
and regeneraঞon was tragicĺ 
 
As for the sourcebook itseѴf, that aѴso 
has a bit of an unusuaѴ feeѴ to itĺ AѴѴ of 
the sourcebooks that I’ve reviewed to 
date have had a very encycѴopedic feeѴ 
to themĺ The Adventures secঞon wouѴd 
present the pѴot descripঞveѴy, even 
dramaturgicaѴѴy, but ѴargeѴy with miniŊ
maѴ guidance on other direcঞons, a GM 
couѴd takeĺ Instead, they wouѴd restrict 
such advice to the Running the AdvenŊ
ture andņor Further Adventures secŊ
ঞonsĺ But for some reason, it isn’t unŊ
common to see that sort of aside in the 
Synopsis itseѴf in this voѴumeĺ 
 
One compѴaint I frequentѴy have with 
the Doctor Sourcebooks is that they 
tend to assume that a person wiѴѴ have 
them aѴѴĺ So even though SabaѴom GѴitz 
Őfor exampѴeő appeared aѴongside both 
the Sixth and Seventh Doctor, his stats 
are onѴy incѴuded in the Sixth Doctor 
Sourcebookĺ This becomes even more 
probѴemaঞc in Ѵarger stories with reŊ
turning characters as in The Five DocŊ
torsĺ This story incѴudes four other docŊ

 

DOCTOR WHO ROLEPLAYING GAME 

FIFTH DOCTOR SOURCEBOOK REVIEW 
bƪ Daƣe ChaŴŋaō  

https://therathole.ca/doctor-who-rpg-6/
https://therathole.ca/doctor-who-rpg-6/
https://therathole.ca/doctor-who-rpg-7/
https://therathole.ca/doctor-who-rpg-6/
https://therathole.ca/doctor-who-rpg-6/
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tors, four other companions, and The 
Masterĺ None of whom have detaiѴs 
Ѵisted in this bookĺ To make matters 
even worse, this story repѴaced the Ѵate 
WiѴѴiam HartneѴѴ with Richard HurndaѴѴ 
as a noঞceabѴy more spry First Doctor, 
and a fuѴѴy aduѴt Susan Foremanĺ I don’t 
yet have the First Doctor Sourcebook, 
so I can onѴy assume that neither iteraŊ
ঞon of these characters have specific 
stats there eitherĺ The Second Doctor 
has cѴearѴy been Time Scooped from 
some point in between his triaѴ and subŊ
sequent exiѴe and forced-regeneraঞonĺ 
ŐA point in his ঞmeѴine generaѴѴy reŊ
ferred to as Season ѵBĺő Again, I can 
onѴy assume this visibѴy oѴder Second 
Doctor has stats idenঞcaѴ to the ƐƓ 
years younger Patrick Troughton, even 
if he probabѴy shouѴdn’t and I aѴso donŝt 
have that Sourcebookĺ But you can see 
the probѴem hereĺ A GM shouѴd never 
have to assume anything as important 
as these charactersĺ They don’t even 
give a reference point saying where 
these stats are hiding, so hopefuѴѴy you 
just know your Whoĺ 
 
Don’t get me wrong, this is sঞѴѴ a very 
good Sourcebook to haveĺ There is 
some great suggesঞons about using the 
BѴack and White Guardians as pѴot deŊ
vices, incѴuding a ѴoveѴy new mechanic 
for BѴack Guardian Pointsĺ The GM can 
assign these story points for mischief, 
or a pѴayer can just 
use them as reguѴar story points, anyŊ
ঞme with no quesঞons asked, but The 
BѴack Guardian couѴd come to caѴѴ in his 
debt using those Points to cause probŊ
Ѵems for the pѴayersĺ Rather than run 
that parঞcuѴar risk, pѴayers can spend 
them to purchase disadvantages for 
their character, which amounts to 
geমng to pick your own poisonĺ 
 

CompѴeঞonism aside, Cosmic Masque 
Magazine editor Nick Smith asked me 
what about these sourcebooks keeps 
bringing me back to themĺ I review 
boardgames in generaѴ, and TabѴeTop 
RoѴePѴaying Games ŐTTRPGső specificaѴŊ
Ѵy, as my reguѴar workĺ If I decided to 
never review another Doctor Who 
RoѴepѴaying Game sourcebook, I wouѴd 
professionaѴѴy sঞѴѴ have a constant 
stream of games coming across my 
deskĺ With so much new materiaѴ comŊ
ing out of so many different pѴaces, why 
do I keep going back to review these 
comparaঞveѴy oѴder books? The answer 
isn’t terribѴy exciঞngĺ The answer is that 
these sourcebooks are exciঞngĺ They 
are weѴѴ researched and can give you an 
interesঞng perspecঞve on each DocŊ
tor’s characterĺ I think it was my 
TweѴfth Doctor sourcebook review that 
I said if someone asked me for referŊ
ence materiaѴ to use in wriঞng a biogŊ
raphy of a ficঞonaѴ character, these 
sourcebooks are where I wouѴd teѴѴ 
them to startĺ Even if you don’t pѴay the 
Doctor Who RoѴe PѴaying Game, or any 
TTRPG for that matter, you can pick up 
one of these books and free read it for 
funĺ You can just ignore what ѴittѴe 
game mechanics and ruѴes are in them, 
and just immerse yourseѴf in the worѴd 
of the Doctorĺ 
 
This book isnŝt 
the strongest in 
the set, but itŝs 
sঞѴѴ a terrific 
Ѵook at an unŊ
derrated era of 
Doctorŝs Ѵivesĺ 
 
You can find 
CubicѴe ƕ 
onѴine and at 
Facebookĺ 

https://therathole.ca/doctor-who-rpg-12/
http://www.cubicle7games.com
http://www.cubicle7games.com
facebook.com/Cubicle7Entertainment
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In a perfect worѴd aѴѴ the missing epiŊ
sodes wouѴd be found, our favourite 
show wouѴd have a reguѴar season eveŊ
ry year and aѴѴ the probѴems of the 
worѴd couѴd be soѴved with a screwdrivŊ
erĺ You might caѴѴ this imaginary worѴd a 
Whotopiaĺ 
 
WhiѴe we’re far from such an idyѴѴic exŊ
istence, there is a fanzine that goes by 
that very name, steered by Bob FurneѴѴ 
and pubѴished by PenciѴ Tip PubѴishingĺ 
For the past seven years, this scrappy 
Canadian pubѴisher has been puѴѴing out 
every possibѴe stop to ceѴebrate Doctor 
Who and other cuѴt TV shows, with 
books about Sarah Jane Smith, TorchŊ
wood and Target noveѴizaঞonsĺ PenciѴ 
Tip has aѴso issued a series of Who-
themed anthoѴogies caѴѴed TemporaѴ 
Logbookĺ 
 
Their Ѵatest reѴease is The TemporaѴ 
Logbook III: Changed Lives, an anthoѴoŊ
gy with stories by Kevin Mason, Rĺ 
Morgan CrihfieѴd, Matthew KresaѴ, RusŊ
seѴѴ McGee, Luke Dyer, Greg Maughan, 
James SiѴvester, Hamish Crawford, 
Shaun CoѴѴins, Richard Peevers, James 
Hornby, AѴison Winter, PauѴ Burns and 
Rob Nisbetĺ The foreword is by Yee Jee 
Tso, who pѴayed the Eighth Doctor’s 
companion Chang Leeĺ 
 
McGee’s story, Kiss of the Dybbuk, 
concerns a ghost ship from a reaѴ-worѴd 
mysteryĺ Peevers’ A Night In Santa’s 
Workshop is a Ninth Doctor taѴe set in 
New Yorkĺ In TechnicaѴ Advisor by 
Matthew KresaѴ, the Third Doctor and 

Liz Shaw dodge death on a fiѴm set 
whiѴe invesঞgaঞng Ѵeaked informaঞon 
about an aѴien invasionĺ 
 
Rĺ Morgan CrihfieѴd’s The Harvesters 
takes us hundreds of years in the future 
with the Second Doctor, Jamie and Zoe; 
in present day London, the Ɛƒth Doctor 
flags down a ঞme-freeze invoѴving a 
bѴack cabĺ  
 
‘This is the first ঞme the coѴѴecঞon has 
a theme’ he said in a recent interview 
with PenciѴ Tipĺ ‘This ঞme the stories aѴѴ 
have a parঞcuѴar subtext which is, how 
does an encounter with the Doctor, 

 

TEMPORAL LOGBOOK III PREVIEW 
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change a person?’ 
 
I wanted this instaѴѴment of the TL seŊ
ries to have a theme,’ editor James SiѴŊ
vester toѴd Cosmic Masque, 
‘reminiscent of the hardback coѴѴecঞons 
that Big Finish used to doĺ We chose 
“Changed Lives” because it gave scope 
for us to take the reader on a reaѴ emoŊ
ঞonaѴ journey - meeঞng the Doctor is 
something weŝd aѴѴ Ѵove to do, but we 
shouѴdnŝt kid ourseѴves that it wouѴd 
aѴways be a posiঞve experienceĺ The 
Doctor might save your Ѵife but you 
might weѴѴ get kiѴѴed in the crossfire tooĺ 
The theme aѴso compѴimented the charŊ
ity we chose to support with this inŊ
staѴѴmentĺ’ 
 
Proceeds from the Logbook wiѴѴ go to 
SettѴed, a charity providing free and 
trustworthy informaঞon, advice and 
support to EU ciঞzens requiring SettѴed 
Status in the UKĺ  
 
Most if not aѴѴ of the writers for this 

voѴume are fans, whose Ѵives have been 
influenced in a smaѴѴ way ŋ if not transŊ
formed ŋ by their brush with Doctor 
Whoĺ 
 
‘Iŝve worked on a few books now,’ says 
SiѴvester, ‘but this is the one Iŝm most 
proud ofĺ Weŝve brought together a 
great mix of new and estabѴished writŊ
ers, and the invoѴvement of Yee Jee Tso 
and some of the Big Finish aѴumni Ѵike 
AѴison, RusseѴѴ and Rob has Ѵent a reaѴ 
credibiѴity to the book, I thinkĺ Our auŊ
thors have written some thought-
provoking, emoঞonaѴ taѴes and I hope 
readers Ѵove them as much as I doĺ’ 
 
 
To downѴoad copies of Whotopia and 
find out more about this and other 
books, cѴick hereĺ 
 
 

http://www.penciltippublishing.com
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The era of the Thirteenth Doctor is 
overĺ Series Ɛƒ gave us the six-part stoŊ
ry arc ŞFѴuxŞ Őwhich I naturaѴѴy speѴѴ 
ŞFѴuxxŞ in my head every ঞmeő and 
three speciaѴs, concѴuding with The 
Power of the Doctor airing days after 
the centenary anniversary of the BBCĺ 
WhiѴe I am wriঞng this beforehand, by 
the ঞme you are reading it, Jodie 
Whittaker wiѴѴ have taken her Ѵast bow 
and a new Doctor wiѴѴ be redecoraঞng 
the TARDISĺ In a few months, WhoviŊ
ans wiѴѴ be ceѴebraঞng the ѵƏth of the 
franchise, and what better way for gamŊ
ers to ceѴebrate than with a Second EdiŊ
ঞon of the Doctor Who: The RoѴe PѴayŊ
ing Gameĺ  
 
For the ƔƏth Anniversary, the First EdiŊ
ঞon of Doctor Who The RoѴepѴaying 
Game ŐDWTRPGő got ƐƐ separate DocŊ
tor sourcebooks over the course of the 
yearĺ If you ever see me on a Ѵive 
stream youŝѴѴ noঞce that as I add each 
of those books to my coѴѴecঞon, the 
spines coѴѴecঞveѴy form an image of the 
Ѵogo used for the game at the ঞmeĺ Iŝve 
received no indicaঞon that something 
simiѴar has been pѴanned for the ѵƏth, 
but Iŝm sure there wiѴѴ be some surprisŊ
es coming out of the CubicѴe ƕ offices 
in ƑƏƑƒĺ But we are geমng a new core 
ruѴebook, featuring a Jody Whitaker 
Ѵook and focusĺ That parঞcuѴar design 
eѴement of the game is one of the few 
things about this game Iŝm not a fan ofĺ 
There were four ediঞons of the first 
ediঞon core ruѴebookĺ The finaѴ ediঞon 
giving focus to the ƐƑth Doctor, but 
since the book came out earѴy in CapaѴŊ

diŝs run it is missing a ton of informaঞon 
and images that simpѴy didnŝt exist 
whiѴe it was being writtenĺ It can be 
argued that no other Doctor has had as 
unsettѴed a character arc as TweѴve, and 
that made things feeѴ even more incomŊ
pѴete after the factĺ Now, they of 
course reѴeased a fuѴѴ sourcebook on 
the CapaѴdi era, but that doesnŝt change 
how the core book feѴtĺ ThankfuѴѴy 
Whitakerŝs run was, if ѴittѴe eѴse, conŊ
sistent with her characterĺ So when CuŊ
bicѴe ƕ made the decision to move to a 
second ediঞon, I was afraid they wouѴd 
miss the opportunity to move away 
from the constant need to refresh the 
core bookĺ ThankfuѴѴy it was an opporŊ
tunity they chose to take to a certain 
extent, aѴthough I suspect we wiѴѴ sঞѴѴ 
get new ediঞons of the Core RuѴebook 
as we see new Doctorsĺ Just because I 
donŝt Ѵove the approach theyŝve chosen 
with that, however, doesnŝt mean I 
donŝt Ѵove the overaѴѴ graphic design 
and updated ruѴesĺ 

 
One imŊ
portant thing 
to note is 
that unѴike 
many gameŝs 
Second EdiŊ
ঞons Őand 
third, and 
third point 
five, and 
whatever 
eѴse ediঞonső 
this is mostѴy 
sঞѴѴ the same 
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Vortex System that powered the origiŊ
naѴ game, itŝs just more streamѴinedĺ The 
biggest change is the removaѴ of Traits, 
with many of the character driven parts 
of them roѴѴed into the new Concept, 
Focus, and Disঞncঞon mechanisms and 
any mechanicaѴ bonuses or penaѴঞes 
that might pop up being appѴied by givŊ
ing characters a more generaѴ AdŊ
vantage or Disadvantage in situaঞonsĺ 
But beyond that, most of the changes 
are actuaѴѴy pretty minuscuѴe which is a 
credit to the originaѴ designĺ  
 
When you are designing a new CharacŊ
ter the first thing to determine is the 
Concept you want to deveѴopĺ Are you 
a warrior? Are you an arঞst? Are you a 
doctor? Are you T_; Doctor? Your ConŊ
cept is who you are and what you do in 
the worѴdĺ After determining your ConŊ
cept youŝѴѴ come up with a Focus that 
informs the why and how of your ConŊ
ceptŝs who and whatĺ After that, youŝѴѴ 
start fiѴѴing in the detaiѴs, starঞng by 
assigning ƐѶ points among your six 
Attributes: Awareness, Coordinaঞon, 
Ingenuity, Presence, ResoѴve, and 
Strengthĺ Next, you aѴso have ƐѶ SkiѴѴ 
points to assign among ƐƑ possibѴe 
skiѴѴsĺ These skiѴѴs are kept intenঞonaѴѴy 
broad whiѴe Ѵeaving room to add SpeŊ
ciaѴizaঞons in areas that a character is 
excepঞonaѴѴy skiѴѴed atĺ FinaѴѴy, you 
check if any of the previous steps 
changes your starঞng Story Points and 
add in any Finishing Touches Ѵike a 
background storyĺ 
 
If youŝre in a hurry or just want a pѴace 
to start from, there are a bunch of side 
boxes with some exampѴe scores for aѴѴ 
of this throughout the chapter, or you 
couѴd just downѴoad or photocopy the 
previousѴy generated character sheets 
for the Doctor and her famĺ 

As for pѴaying the game, the third chapŊ
ter has you coveredĺ There are more 
ruѴes, obviousѴy, but the Basic RuѴe for 
any acঞon that has a chance of faiѴure is 
ATTRIBUTE Ƴ SKILL Ƴ TWO SIX-SIDED 
DICE Ʒ RESULT ŐWhiѴe trying to match 
or beat the DifficuѴty of the task set by 
the Game Masterĺő If you roѴѴ two sixes, 
you aѴmost aѴways succeedĺ If you roѴѴ 
two ones you aѴmost aѴways faiѴĺ But itŝs 
not just a binary passņfaiѴ systemĺ There 
are ѴeveѴs of success that work a bit Ѵike 
that improv game, ŞYes, and…Ş by often 
taking the yes or no and adding someŊ
thing good or bad on top of itĺ The ѴevŊ
eѴs of success are BriѴѴiant Őyes, and… 
something eѴse good happenső, Success 
ŐYeső, BareѴy ŐYes, but… it didnŝt go as 
pѴanned somehowő, AѴmost ŐNo, but… it 
couѴd have gone worseő, FaiѴure ŐNoő, 
Disastrous ŐNo, and… now things are 
worseőĺ You can aѴso spend Story Points 
to adjust the ѴeveѴ of success or faiѴure 
that you roѴѴed if you need a bit of a 
boost, or straight up bend the Ѵaws of 
the universeĺ 
 
Another important set of ruѴes Őin any 
gameő covers how conflict is handѴedĺ 
SpecificaѴѴy of interest here is the iniঞaŊ
ঞve order the characters act inĺ Many 
games are aѴѴ about hacking and sѴashŊ
ing as a soѴuঞonĺ But whiѴe MaѴcoѴm 
may soѴve his probѴems with a chainŊ
saw, and MaѴcoѴm may never have the 
same probѴem twice, MaѴcoѴm is probaŊ
bѴy not pѴaying as The Doctorĺ The orŊ
der of iniঞaঞve is not determined by 
dice, but by the acঞons you intend to 
take: TaѴkers, Movers, Doers, and ѴastѴy 
Fighters, with the GM determining 
where in the sequence NPCs actĺ This 
method of figuring out iniঞaঞve is so 
perfectѴy in Ѵine with the vaѴues of The 
Doctor that it was imported into DocŊ
tors ş DaѴeks, CubicѴe ƕŝs other Doctor 
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Who RPG that otherwise uses tradiŊ
ঞonaѴ Dungeons ş Dragons Fifth EdiŊ
ঞon ruѴesĺ SociaѴ and mentaѴ conflicts 
are every bit as important, if not more, 
than the physicaѴ ones, but regardѴess 
of the type, they are aѴѴ handѴed in 
much the same wayĺ By using different 
Attributes to make the checks and 
when you take faiѴ or take damage you 
donŝt Ѵose abstract hit points, but rather 
you Ѵose points from a reѴevant AttribŊ
uteĺ This Ѵoss is often temporary but can 
resuѴt in Ѵonger term condiঞons being 
appѴied to your character unঞѴ whatevŊ
er it is can be fixed or heaѴedĺ 
 
Of course, it wouѴdnŝt be Doctor Who if 
you couѴdnŝt just jump into a TARDIS 
and expѴore aѴѴ of ঞme and spaceĺ UnŊ
Ѵess you happen to be Jon Pertwee, 
whose Who got the short end of the 
BBC budget sঞck but at Ѵeast got a fun 
car insteadĺ The TARDIS is more than 
just a vehicѴe or gadget in the gameĺ 
The TARDIS, or more accurateѴy am� 
TARDIS, is treated more Ѵike a characŊ
terĺ In fact, one is created aѴmost exactŊ
Ѵy Ѵike a character incѴuding the same 
Attributes, Story Points, etcĺ Another 
change that seems to have flown under 
a Ѵot of peopѴeŝs radars in conversaঞons 
comparing the First and Second EdiŊ
ঞons is that your TARDIS is treated 
even more Ѵike a character now than it 
aѴready wasĺ PreviousѴy, a TARDISŝs 
stats incѴuded the Attributes of a CharŊ
acter amd the Armour, Hit Capacity, and 
Speed stats of a vehicѴeĺ Those vehicѴe 
stats have been removed enঞreѴy in the 
Second Ediঞon with the TARDIS treatŊ
ed enঞreѴy as you wouѴd a Characterĺ 
Iŝm curious to see how this change wiѴѴ 
impact how The Doctorŝs TARDIS wiѴѴ 
be presented in future sourcebooksĺ 
UnঞѴ now, the TARDIS has been given a 
fuѴѴ page with an NPC-styѴe stat bѴockĺ 

The Ѵast version of the First ediঞon core 
ruѴebook aѴso had a fuѴѴ page on the 
TweѴfth Doctorŝs TARDISĺ Thirteenŝs 
TARDIS is presented as a sidebar examŊ
pѴe, bareѴy more than a quarter page 
Ѵongĺ Iŝm going to chaѴk it up to stripping 
out much of the specific Doctor speciŊ
ficity in the book and that her eventuaѴ 
sourcebook wiѴѴ incѴude something 
more substanঞaѴĺ  
 
The fifth chapter is aѴѴ about being the 
Gamemaster or Őin what may be the 
best toss-away reference in the whoѴe 
bookő Gamelbvv�ĺ Doctor Who The 
RoѴepѴaying Game can very much be a 
chaѴѴenging game to runĺ With ѵƏ years 
of source materiaѴ across every imagiŊ
nabѴe medium, there is an overwheѴmŊ
ing amount to draw fromĺ Thus far eveŊ
ry Doctor-specific sourcebook has 
waѴked through each teѴevised story as 
if it were being pѴayed as a game, and 
pubѴished adventures have a more genŊ
eraѴized format than I am personaѴѴy 
comfortabѴe runningĺ Iŝm extraordinariѴy 
excited to dig into the new muѴঞpart 
adventure Secrets of Scaravore since it 
wiѴѴ be reѴeased for both DWTRPG and 
Doctors ş DaѴeks and I want to see 
how each system handѴes itĺ But I diŊ
gressĺ CubicѴe ƕ is great at encouraging 
new Gamemasters or Gamemissysĺ 
ŐThey onѴy use that Ѵatter term one 
ঞme, but Iŝm running with it from now 
onĺő This chapter is great, but for anyŊ
one wanঞng to run a game I canŝt recŊ
ommend the first ediঞon Game MasŊ
terŝs Companion sourcebook enoughĺ  
 
The sixth chapter is framed as a history 
of the universe, but it aѴso funcঞons as 
an introducঞon to dozens of NPCs and 
antagonists for your adventureĺ Itŝs a 
terrific way to cover two massive info 
dumps at the same ঞme, and I Ѵove itĺ 
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But itŝs a hard chapter to summarize 
without just doubѴing the Ѵength of this 
reviewĺ Speaking of the Ѵength of 
things, I found it interesঞng that the 
Second Ediঞon core book is a few pagŊ
es Ѵonger than the Ѵast First Ediঞon 
book, despite being organized with 
fewer chapters and having removed the 
sampѴe adventureĺ There is a sampѴe 
adventure avaiѴabѴe as a separate PDF 
downѴoad, The Einstein Engine, that 
cѴocks in at about the same Ѵength as 
the Stormrise adventure that was part 
of the Ѵast core bookĺ So you donŝt have 
to Ѵose out on that compѴeteѴyĺ 
 
FinaѴѴy, there is the Appendix, fiমngѴy 
ঞtѴed ŞRemember AѴѴ The PeopѴe You 
Used To BeŞ, that waѴks through conŊ
verঞng Characters from your First EdiŊ
ঞon game to Second Ediঞon ruѴes, 
aѴong with pregenerated character 
sheets for the Thirteenth Doctor and 
her companions Yaz, Graham, and Ryanĺ 
Iŝm not sure how they wiѴѴ handѴe this in 
the print ediঞon, but I recentѴy received 
an emaiѴ noঞficaঞon that the PDF verŊ
sion, via DriveThruRPG, had been upŊ
dated with a character sheet for Dan, 
who joined Team TARDIS during the 
FѴux storyѴine and after this book went 
to printĺ  
 
I Ѵove just about everything about the 
First Ediঞon of Doctor Who The 
RoѴepѴaying Gameĺ That said, I canŝt 
beѴieve how just a few smaѴѴ tweaks 
were abѴe to so drasঞcaѴѴy improve itĺ 
The removaѴ of Traits is probabѴy the 
best thing they couѴd have done, as 
they were so arbitrary as to be funcŊ
ঞonaѴѴy meaningѴessĺ Iŝm excited to see 
how these changes adjust the format 
and presentaঞon of future sourceŊ
books, as weѴѴ as how the reѴeases for 
Doctors ş DaѴeks wiѴѴ further compѴeŊ

ment this game the way DWTRPG is 
compѴemenঞng itĺ Iŝm aѴso a bit interŊ
ested to see how fast the Ѵogo gets 
changed out for the new oneĺ Itŝs enŊ
ঞreѴy ѴikeѴy that this book and the 
TweѴfth Doctor sourcebook may be the 
onѴy two that were forced to use the 
Thirteen era Ѵogoĺ I know that is just 
how Ѵicensing works with the BBC, but I 
hate it so, so, so muchĺ 
 
You can read aѴѴ of our Doctor Who 
reviews at TheRatHoѴeĺcaņwhoĺ 
 
You can find CubicѴe ƕ onѴine and at 
Facebookĺ  
 
 

https://therathole.ca/who/
http://www.cubicle7games.com
facebook.com/Cubicle7Entertainment
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WeѴcome again to another Cosmic 
Masque Ficঞon Secঞonĺ Our memŊ
bers and readers send us aѴѴ manner 
of stories of different styѴes and 
Ѵengths and featuring various combiŊ
naঞons of Doctors and companionsĺ 
This month’s stories, by coincidence, 
aѴѴ happen to be shorter than many 
we receiveĺ This has the happy resuѴt 
that we are abѴe to present, not the 
usuaѴ five or six stories, but nine 
whoѴe taѴes for your enjoymentĺ 
 
AѴso by coincidence, onѴy two of this 
issue’s stories actuaѴѴy feature the 
Doctor ŋ aѴthough their presence is 
very much feѴt in perhaps aѴѴ but one 
of themĺ This ঞme around, our conŊ
tributors have for the most part, choŊ
sen to concentrate on those whose 
Ѵives are touched by the Doctor ŋ for 
good or badĺ Once more, I am deѴightŊ
ed to say that we have a nice mix of 
stories by writers new to Cosmic 
Masque ŋ incѴuding one star of the 
show - and reguѴar contributorsĺ 
 
Let’s begin with that starĺ Of course, 
we aѴѴ know Terry MoѴѴoy for his enŊ
during portrayaѴ of Davros in three 
stories in the ƐƖѶƏs and subsequentѴy 
for Big Finishĺ In Davros ŋ Convicঞon, 
Terry together with Chris McAuѴey, 
Ѵets us in on a key moment in the creŊ
aঞon of the DaѴeksĺ Chris is an inŊ
creasingѴy weѴѴ-known writer of horŊ
ror ficঞon, so be warned, this one is 

not for the faint-heartedĺ 
 
Mark Jones returns for the first ঞme 
since CM XIII to bring us Never TruѴy 
Forgotten a touching story of the 
Brigadier, in his finaѴ days, being reŊ
minded of ঞmes and peopѴe he has 
knownĺ 
 
We have two stories that feature the 
Masterĺ In Master of AѴѴ He Surveyed, 
AѴan DarѴington aѴѴows us a gѴimpse 
into a universe in which the Master 
has triumphed ŋ but now what does 
he do? Then in The Vicar of DeviѴ’s 
End by Cosmic Masque and CeѴesঞaѴ 
Toyroom staѴwart Ian WheeѴer, the 
Reverend Mrĺ Magister receives a visŊ
itorĺ 
 
Karen Dunn is a Doctor Who fan of 
many years’ standing, who is weѴѴ 
known as one of the hosts of the exŊ
ceѴѴent Staggering Stories Podcastĺ It 
may weѴѴ be that she has contributed 
ficঞon to Cosmic Masque before, but 
if so, it wiѴѴ have been many years ago 
ŋ which is downright odd, because 
she’s a terrific writerĺ Waiঞng For EviѴ 
To Show is a great ѴittѴe story, in 
which Karen expѴores the unintended 
consequences for others of a someŊ
what throwaway romanঞc gesture by 
the Doctorĺ 
 
Once more we have two stories, 
which previousѴy appeared in the 

FROM THE LAND OF FICTION 
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short-Ѵived charity anthoѴogy, which I 
edited a few years back, Time ShadŊ
owsĹ Second Natureĺ In the first, You 
Know the DriѴѴ, Anthony WiѴson conŊ
siders that a visit from the Doctor 
may not aѴways be a happy occasion 
ŋ parঞcuѴarѴy for one of those desŊ
poঞc ruѴers that he is wont to come 
up againstĺ Our other TSƑN piece is a 
deѴightfuѴ Second Doctor story by 
Simon Aĺ Brett, The Spinning Dancer, 
in which the Doctor and Jamie invesŊ
ঞgate the connecঞon between a mysŊ
terious young girѴ and an apparentѴy 
inert Cybermanĺ 
 
A ReѴic of Before the Destrucঞon, 
apparentѴy by someone caѴѴed Sঞ VeŊ
natcher, was written for a fanzine 
project with a ‘What If?’ premise, 
which never came to fruiঞonĺ I was 
quite pѴeased with it and it’s onѴy 
short, so here it isĺ 
 
David Xĺ Brunt is a Doctor Who fan, 
weѴѴ-known in and around the ManŊ
chester areaĺ We’ve been friends for a 

whiѴe, but it was his beauঞfuѴѴy craftŊ
ed taѴes taken from his daiѴy Ѵife, postŊ
ed on Facebook, that made me want 
to approach him for a story for CosŊ
mic Masqueĺ The resuѴt is Stars FadŊ
ing in which a crewmember on a genŊ
eraঞonaѴ starship is awoken from staŊ
sis by first one, then another strange 
ѴittѴe manĺ It’s a terrific first story ŋ I 
hope David can be persuaded to conŊ
tribute more over the coming months 
and yearsĺ 
 
And those are our stories for this isŊ
sue - the ficঞon for next ঞme, CM 
XVIII, is aѴready penciѴѴed in, but don’t 
Ѵet that put you offĺ If you have a 
Doctor Who story that you want to 
teѴѴ, get in touchĺ It might take a few 
issues before your story appears, but 
rest assured we want to read it, and if 
at aѴѴ possibѴe, to incѴude it in Cosmic 
Masqueĺ Keep teѴѴing your taѴes and 
keep them coming inĺ 
 

Steve 
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A voѴѴey of concentrated Ѵaser fire diŊ
rected at the bѴack-uniformed soѴdiers 
caused them to scatterĺ They took refŊ
uge among the rubbѴe of the ruined 
cityĺ Their attackers had the advantage 
of an eѴevated posiঞon and conঞnued 
to fireĺ The onsѴaught of the heavy fire 
caused parts of the weathered concrete 
to disintegrateĺ It wouѴd onѴy be a 
matter of ঞme before the soѴdiers had 
to moveĺ The atmosphere crackѴed with 
eѴectricity as the barrage intensifiedĺ 
Captain KreeѴ swore into his voxcom 
unitĺ ľDamn, how the heѴѴ do the ThaѴs 
sঞѴѴ have Ѵaser muniঞons?Ŀ 
Sergeant Goth’s answer gave voice to 
the growing fear among the KaѴed 
troopsĺ ľMaybe our inteѴѴigence was 
fauѴty sir?Ŀ 
KreeѴ gritted his teeth and steeѴed himŊ
seѴfĺ High command wouѴd never auŊ
thorise a retreat so there was onѴy one 
opঞon given to himĺ A direct assauѴt 
upon the forঞfied posiঞonĺ SѴowѴy KreeѴ 
begin to issue orders to his squadĺ They 
had a Ѵimited amount of ammuniঞon 
but with enough covering fire they 
couѴd attempt to suppress the ThaѴsĺ 
Then, if they couѴd get cѴose enough… 
The ThaѴs fired bѴindѴy as the KaѴed 
troops directed their buѴѴets towards 
themĺ The Ѵaser cannons cut severaѴ of 
the advancing soѴdiers in haѴfĺ When his 
men got cѴose enough KreeѴ ordered 
Goth to toss a few grenades towards 
the ThaѴ posiঞonĺ The resuѴঞng expѴoŊ
sions took care of the Ѵaser gunners and 
an eerie siѴence descended upon the 
battѴefieѴdĺ One of the young privates 

began to sob, he was covered with the 
remains of his best friendĺ 
Goth did his best to comfort the Ѵad but 
to no avaiѴĺ It was apparent that the 
recruits mind had snapped under the 
strainĺ Goth Ѵooked toward the deep 
red hues of Skaro’s night sky and shook 
his headĺ How couѴd they have been 
ambushed Ѵike this after a rouঞne reŊ
connaissance mission? The ThaѴs were 
never known to venture this far out 
into the wasteѴandsĺ Did they know that 
the KaѴed patroѴ was going to be passŊ
ing by? 
KreeѴ sneered in disgust at the Ѵiquified 
remains of the ThaѴ gunnersĺ One of the 
pѴasma grenades must have impѴoded in 
the middѴe of their nestĺ He ordered his 
men to coѴѴect the parts of the Ѵaser 
cannons, not as trophies of war but as 
vaѴuabѴe resourcesĺ 
Unknown to KreeѴ’s squad their proŊ
gress was being monitoredĺ Through 
micro-cameras of his own design, DavŊ
ros witnessed the ambushĺ Indeed, it 
was he who had engineered itĺ He aѴŊ
Ѵowed KreeѴ’s troops movement 
patterns to Ѵeak to ThaѴ command so 
that he couѴd gauge the combat effiŊ
ciency of the KaѴed soѴdiersĺ The bѴueŊ
prints that he had sent to the ThaѴs’ 
miѴitary science division had been an 
added bonusĺ He repѴayed the recordŊ
ings over and over againĺ Within the 
darkness of his room, the onѴy sound 
that couѴd be heard was Davros’ fingers 
tapping periodicaѴѴyĺ As he operated the 
pѴayback controѴs housed in his chairĺ 
He watched the scene from various 

DAVROSɔ CONVICTION 
A SŴecĭań SƇŕŸƪ fŕŸ Cŕžŋĭc Mažŷƍe fŸŕŋ Ƈĩe ‘DaƣŸŕž DĭaŸĭež’ 
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angѴes growing increasingѴy dispѴeased 
by the hesitancy dispѴayed by KreeѴ and 
the fear dispѴayed by those under his 
commandĺ This was unacceptabѴe! 
KaѴeds shouѴd reign supreme, they 
shouѴd not be afraid of anythingĺ 
Davros hissed his frustraঞon as he 
turned the screen offĺ It was cѴear that 
if the ThaѴs achieved technoѴogicaѴ suŊ
periority they wouѴd win the warĺ 
Something wouѴd have to be done beŊ
fore that happenedĺ Changes in miѴitary 
training wouѴd onѴy go so far to resoѴve 
the probѴemĺ There had to be a fundaŊ
mentaѴ change in the KaѴed mindsetĺ 
Perhaps… even in their bioѴogyĺ As he 
sat in the soѴitude of his chamber, DavŊ
ros began to think of a possibѴe bѴueŊ
print for perfect warriorsĺ 
IniঞaѴѴy the images of the great mythoŊ
ѴogicaѴ figures came to mindĺ Like other 
KaѴed youths he had been instructed in 
the cѴassics and was famiѴiar with the 
heroic deeds of his ancestorsĺ WhiѴe 
this noঞon couѴd be cuѴturaѴѴy appeaѴŊ
ing, this form of ‘superbeing’ was driven 
by egoĺ They strove not for the betterŊ
ment of their race but for vaingѴorious 
praiseĺ This was unreѴiabѴeĺ The weakŊ
ness of the KaѴeds 
came from their inaŊ
biѴity to devote themŊ
seѴves to the totaѴ 
destrucঞon of their 
enemiesĺ They sঞѴѴ 
cѴung to aspects of 
the oѴd worѴd taѴking 
of art and poetry 
whiѴe their irradiated 
worѴd sѴowѴy poiŊ
soned their Ѵungsĺ 
If it were possibѴe, he 
wouѴd craft a being 
that was not driven 
by aestheঞcs or cuѴŊ
turaѴ enrichmentĺ 

They wouѴd onѴy be moঞvated by the 
most primaѴ and authenঞc force in the 
universe, hatredĺ He wouѴd tamper with 
the adrenaѴ gѴands to accentuate agŊ
gressionĺ This wouѴd heѴp remove the 
weakness of fearĺ These wouѴd be the 
creatures that wouѴd be worthy to inŊ
herit Skaroĺ Perhaps even take their 
pѴace in the universe as gaѴacঞc Ѵeadersĺ 
Davros flexed the fingers in his usabѴe 
hand as his inteѴѴigence pѴayed out 
twisted fantasiesĺ The ThaѴs being 
burned and tortured by a new KaѴed 
race, their flesh being twisted and 
scarred by a new pѴanetary power 
which was under his commandĺ In aѴѴ his 
dupѴicitous deaѴings with the ThaѴs 
there was one thing he hated the mostĺ 
He despised their physicaѴ perfecঞonĺ It 
was onѴy in this, that they couѴd cѴaim 
any superiority over himĺ 
Davros’ chair moved over to the reŊ
charge unitĺ It was ঞme for the great 
scienঞst to sѴeepĺ Before he feѴѴ into the 
hands of dream he came to a startѴing 
reaѴisaঞonĺ OnѴy he was fit to ruѴeĺ His 
advances in cyberneঞcs and strategy 
had kept the KaѴeds aѴiveĺ If it were 
possibѴe to create the perfect being, 
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there wouѴd obviousѴy have to be some 
eѴement of himseѴf presentĺ 
If it were possibѴe… 
Lucreঞa screamed, her Ѵong bѴond hair 
was matted with sweat and cѴung to her 
faceĺ As her face twisted in agony, the 
nurses secured steeѴ manacѴes to her 
arms and Ѵegs, securing her to the gurŊ
neyĺ The doctors buzzed around her Ѵike 
mayflies, they were excited about the 
event which was about to occurĺ Not 
without sympathy, some had requested 
that the subject be given some medicaŊ
ঞon to assist with the painĺ Davros had 
refused, he was concerned that the 
drugs may affect the outcome of the 
experimentĺ He watched the acঞon 
take pѴace behind the gѴass window of 
the observaঞon bay Ѵike an expectant 
fatherĺ It was evident that the birthing 
ঞme had comeĺ It had been a Ѵong three 
years since his moment of inspiraঞon 
after watching KreeѴ’s disappoinঞng 
dispѴayĺ Now wouѴd come the moment 
of truthĺ He cѴicked a button on his 
traveѴ chair and zoomed the camera in 
on the girѴĺ She had been seѴected from 
good breeding stock, a nobѴe and anŊ
cient house of Skaroĺ Once inseminatŊ
ed, she had been subjected to a series 
of injecঞonsĺ These were expѴained 
away as inocuѴaঞons rather than chemiŊ
caѴs designed to mutate the foetus’ 
DNAĺ The KaѴed chief scienঞst had arŊ
ranged the drugs composiঞon himseѴfĺ 
AѴthough projecঞons had extrapoѴated 
what the chiѴd wouѴd Ѵook Ѵike, Davros 
knew there were aѴso a muѴঞtude of 
possibѴe variancesĺ For the first ঞme in 
his career, he was Ѵooking at the unŊ
knownĺ 
Lucreঞa went into severaѴ convuѴsions 
as her face set itseѴf into a permanent 
contorঞon of painĺ The nurses 
screamed as two sharp Ѵobster cѴaws 
began to cut their way out of Lucreঞa’s 

wombĺ BѴood erupted from the young 
girѴ as the abominaঞon forced its way 
out of her bodyĺ Davros sighed as 
something which Ѵooked Ѵike a bѴend of 
a KaѴed baby with a misshapen head 
and an eeѴ emergedĺ This was most unŊ
expectedĺ The KaѴed mutant traiѴed 
some of its mothers’ intesঞnes out with 
it as it crawѴed to the end of the gurneyĺ 
It raised its head to the gѴass and Ѵet out 
a sorrowfuѴ mewing soundĺ Davros’ 
mouth twitched with pѴeasureĺ The 
creature knew who and where its father 
wasĺ  
The doctors were interrupted from 
attempঞng to save Lucreঞa’s Ѵife by the 
shouts of their chief scienঞst coming 
from the room’s speakersĺ 
ľThe girѴ is no Ѵonger importantĺ It is her 
offspring that you must care forĺ Take it 
to containment chamber B without deŊ
Ѵayĺ I shaѴѴ join it immediateѴyĺĿ 
 
Over the months which foѴѴowed, DavŊ
ros watched the mutant creature grow 
strongerĺ It had iniঞaѴѴy deveѴoped some 
troubѴe breathing but with the heѴp of 
some cyberneঞc enhancements couѴd 
fiѴter the harsh air toѴerabѴyĺ Davros 
noted that it had remarkabѴe visuaѴ acuŊ
ity for a creature with such smaѴѴ eyesĺ 
It seemed to operate on a form of 
heightened insঞnctĺ AѴways abѴe to find 
its food source even in the darkĺ This 
indicated a superb hunঞng insঞnct, vitaѴ 
for survivaѴĺ Its aggression was heightŊ
ened by the constant sub sonic freŊ
quencies pumped into its ceѴѴĺ These 
were encoded to produce thoughts of 
vioѴence and rageĺ 
On the sixth month of the creature’s 
birth, Davros decided to test its abiѴity 
to defend itseѴfĺ A Ѵarge rodent creature 
had been captured from the wasteѴands 
to serve this purposeĺ These beasts had 
grown from the irradiaঞon of their food 
sourcesĺ They were the size of a Ѵarge 
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dog with bright green puissant noduѴes 
emerging from the hair of their back 
and stomachĺ The rodents were known 
as dangerous and vicious scavengersĺ In 
Ѵarge enough numbers they had been 
known to kiѴѴ an aduѴt, weѴѴ-armed, 
KaѴed trooperĺ 
As the rodent was Ѵed into the KaѴed 
mutant’s ceѴѴ it shrieked with the anঞciŊ
paঞon of a new meaѴĺ Gifted with a 
sense of night vision, it easiѴy found the 
mutant even in the darkened roomĺ AsŊ
sessing its prey, it noted a Ѵack of Ѵegs 
and that it had strange deformiঞesĺ The 
rodent charged towards the mutant, 
snapping its teeth and confident that it 
was the superiorĺ The KaѴed mutant 
turned its ঞny eyes towards the apŊ
proaching creature and burned with 
hatredĺ How dare this thing attempt to 
threaten it? Using its taiѴ, the mutant 
propeѴѴed itseѴf forward to meet the 
rodent head-onĺ Grasping the creature 
by the throat with its powerfuѴ cѴaws, 
the KaѴed mutant began to appѴy presŊ

sureĺ It did so, sѴowѴy and with great 
careĺ It found that it enjoyed the experiŊ
ence of inflicঞng pain to the rodent 
creatureĺ It savoured the fear which 
exuded from itĺ This was more than just 
a pѴeasing distracঞonĺ This was an exerŊ
cise in dominaঞonĺ 
After a few moments, the KaѴed mutant 
sѴashed the midriff of the rodent open 
with its other cѴawĺ The creatures hot, 
sঞnking insides smashed to the floor 
Ѵike vegetabѴe soupĺ 
Davros had been monitoring the teѴemŊ
etries attached to the KaѴed mutantĺ 
UnѴike his experience with Captain 
KreeѴ and his men, he was pѴeased by 
the creatureĺ CѴearѴy this was one step 
further in the KaѴeds’ evoѴuঞonary proŊ
cessĺ There was much to study and 
Ѵearn but once that was accompѴished, 
Davros wouѴd conঞnue to perfect the 
geneঞc design of these new KaѴedsĺ He 
wouѴd not stop unঞѴ they had become 
the uѴঞmate weapons, their name spoŊ
ken in fear across the gaѴaxy! 
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At preciseѴy ƓĺƏƏpm KayѴeigh knocked on 
the door of the Brigadier’s room and 
without waiঞng for an answer, entered 
with a cup of tea and a sѴice of Ѵemon 
drizzѴe cakeĺ The oѴd man was siমng in his 
favourite chair staring out of the window, 
his gaze focussed on the distant hiѴѴs on 
the horizon which shimmered in the Ѵate 
afternoon sunshineĺ 
Ever since he had arrived at the nursing 
home, he had been a modeѴ resident and 
he had deveѴoped a grandfatherѴy fondŊ
ness for the young carer who now stood 
before himĺ 
ľHere’s your tea, Brigadier,Ŀ she said as 
she pѴaced the cup and saucer on a side 
tabѴe next to two empty whisky gѴassesĺ 
ľSorry, there’s no Victoria sponge todayĺ I 
know it’s your favouriteĺ I’ve brought you 
a sѴice of Ѵemon drizzѴe cake insteadĺĿ 
At these words, the Brigadier feѴt a pang 
of anxiety, of sadnessĺ He didn’t know 
whyĺ What was it she had said that 
caused this unexpected reacঞon? 
KayѴeigh Ѵeft the room, cѴosing the door 
quietѴy behind herĺ The Brigadier reached 
for his tea and took a sipĺ EarѴ Grey if he 
wasn’t mistaken, he musedĺ A far cry from 
the fouѴ concocঞons that Benton used to 
brew in years past! 
Lethbridge-Stewart ignored the sѴice of 
cake and instead picked up his copy of 
The Timesĺ To keep his mind acঞve, he 
Ѵiked to tackѴe the crossword every dayĺ 
This morning there had been a coupѴe of 
cѴues which he was convinced he couѴd 
soѴve but the answers had refused to 
comeĺ He studied them againĹ 
‘TweѴve acrossĹ Name of a Roman Road 
running east to west across Great Britain 
Őƕ and ѵő.’ 

The answer came in a flashĹ WatѴing 
Streetĺ 
And with the answer came another pang 
of anxiety, another wave of unexpѴained 
sorrowĺ 
He fiѴѴed in the cѴue and moved on to the 
next oneĹ 
‘Nine downĹ Chrisঞan name of a dragon in 
a den Őƕő.’ 
Again, the answer came in a flashĹ DeboŊ
rahĺ 
And again, as the name entered his head, 
so he experienced another wave of emoŊ
ঞonĺ 
He dropped the newspaper to the floor 
and returned his gaze to the view outside 
his windowĺ In his heart, he knew he was 
Ѵiving on borrowed ঞmeĺ 
KayѴeigh and a coupѴe of maѴe nurses 
heѴped him into bed at ѶĺƓƔpmĺ It was 
more regimented in the nursing home 
than in the miѴitary! The Brigadier often 
thought of the indignity of his current 
pѴight and the care he neededĺ OѴd age 
didn’t have much going for it and aѴtŊ
hough his mind was sঞѴѴ reѴaঞveѴy sharp, 
his body had certainѴy seen better daysĺ 
He settѴed back in bed and attempted to 
pѴump up his piѴѴows, an acঞon which imŊ
mediateѴy sent a spasm of pain across his 
shouѴders and down his armsĺ 
ľDamn it!Ŀ he grunted through the painĺ 
He Ѵay back and cѴosed his eyesĺ He was 
feeѴing very ঞred and yet these days he 
found sѴeep hard to come byĺ The doctors 
had toѴd him this was common in oѴd age 
ŋ they had an answer for everything! 
It was sঞѴѴ Ѵight outside aѴthough the thick 
veѴvet curtains darkened the room suffiŊ
cientѴy for sѴeepĺ At his request KayѴeigh 
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had Ѵeft the window ajar, Ѵeমng in a genŊ
tѴe summer breeze which brought with it 
the sweet smeѴѴ of the surrounding counŊ
trysideĺ As he wiѴѴed sѴeep to come, the 
oѴd man heard the cѴock of St MichaeѴ’s 
church in the nearby viѴѴage of AѴdbourne 
begin to chime the hourĺ He counted each 
toѴѴ of the beѴѴ hoping it wouѴd heѴp him to 
drift off, but he was sঞѴѴ wide awake as 
the ninth chime faded awayĺ 
Many years ago, the miѴitary psychiatrists 
had trained him in various mind techŊ
niquesĺ With everything he had seen and 
experienced it was surprising his mind 
couѴd ever rest and every now and then 
visions of Cybermen, Yeঞ and Zygons 
wouѴd intrude on his thoughtsĺ 
A friend had once toѴd him to count 
sheep, as this wouѴd focus his thoughts 
and the repeঞঞve nature of the exercise 
wouѴd heѴp him off to the Land of Nodĺ 
UnfortunateѴy, he found that every ঞme 
he thought of sheep it reminded him of 
WaѴes and that in turn brought back 
memories of giant maggots and that imŊ
beciѴe, Private Gwynfor Evansĺ 
The Brigadier now thought of Evans 
againĺ The chap had come good in the 
end, but he had certainѴy tried his paŊ
ঞence during the Great InteѴѴigence’s 
attempted invasion of London using the 
robot Yeঞ, which he and his men had 
fought in the dark tunneѴs and staঞons of 
the London Undergroundĺ 
During the invasion, Lethbridge-Stewart 
had had to famiѴiarise himseѴf with the 
Tube network and it was knowѴedge that 
had never Ѵeft himĺ 
The church cѴock struck the haѴf-hour, 
and he reaѴised his mind had been wanŊ
dering for the past thirty minutesĺ He 
turned over in his bed, trying to find a 
comfortabѴe posiঞon and trying to ignore 
the pain this caused his arthriঞc bodyĺ 
An idea came into his headĺ Instead of 
counঞng sheep, he’d trace the London 
Underground network in his mindĺ This 
was a technique he’d been taught many 
years ago as a method of resisঞng interroŊ

gaঞon and tortureĺ He decided to foѴѴow 
the route of the CircѴe Lineĺ 
The Brigadier’s mind focussed on the dark 
tunneѴs and settѴed at Hammersmithĺ SeeŊ
ing the route cѴearѴy as the yeѴѴow Ѵine on 
the Underground map he began the proŊ
cessĺ 
‘Hammersmith; GoѴdhawk Road; ShepŊ
herd’s Bush Market…’ 
The minutes ঞcked by and the onѴy sound 
in the Brigadier’s room was of his gentѴe, 
yet wheezy breathingĺ 
Twenty-two staঞons ѴaterĹ ‘Embankment; 
Westminster; St James’s Park; VICTORIAĺ’ 
And there was that intense emoঞon 
againĺ The Brigadier aѴmost cried out and 
was at once wide awake againĺ The oѴd 
man regained his composureĺ 
‘Victoria, what was her surname? WaterŊ
fieѴd, that was itĺ A ѴoveѴy girѴĺ How had he 
forgotten her? She had been there in 
those dark Underground tunneѴs, fighঞng 
the Yeঞ with as much pѴuck and gusto as 
his soѴdiersĺ’ 
The memories came flooding backĺ The 
Doctor, Victoria, and Jamieĺ What a team 
they madeĺ The Scoমsh Ѵad had the true 
warrior spirit and Victoria, weѴѴ, she was 
ঞmid yet totaѴѴy faithfuѴ to and trusঞng in 
the Doctor and Jamie and in her own way 
was brave as a Ѵionĺ He suspected she was 
one of the Doctor’s favourite companŊ
ionsĺ 
The oѴd man sighedĺ What had happened 
to her after the London Invasion? Off 
she’d gone with the Doctor and Jamie in 
the Doctor’s ridicuѴous bѴue box… off to 
who knows where? WeѴѴ, he thoughtĺ 
Wherever she is now, he knew she’d be 
aѴright, and he thanked God that he had 
had the pѴeasure and priviѴege of knowing 
her, aѴbeit briefly a Ѵong ঞme agoĺ 
The bѴue box span through the starry cosŊ
mos taking another of its many occupants 
on their finaѴ journey ŋ on to their next 
adventure… 
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you? The throne was posiঞoned on a 
podium atop a miѴe high flight of goѴden 
stairsĺ He was surrounded by a transŊ
parent dome Ѵooking out on the majesty 
of the heavens, his heavensĺ He surŊ
veyed the gaѴaxies Ѵaid out before him, 
gaѴaxies that he ruѴed absoѴuteѴyĺ He 
peered into the upper right quadrant, 
spotted something and beѴѴowed, 
ľJeeves!Ŀ 
Jeeves was the Master’s factotum, or, 
rather, his current factotum ŋ at any 
ঞmeĺ The Master couѴd not be bothered 
with Ѵearning a new name when the 
servant had to be repѴaced ŋ that hapŊ
pened far too often ŋ so he just caѴѴed 
them aѴѴ the same thingĺ This Jeeves 
was the six biѴѴion, eight hundred and 
twenty-three miѴѴion, six hundred and 
first Jeevesĺ He was a six-Ѵegged, eight-
armed MaѴdusianĺ He scurried up the 
stairs as fast as he couѴdĺ 
ľYes, Master,Ŀ he pantedĺ 
The Master pointedĺ ľUp there, sixth 
gaѴaxy to the rightĺ There appears to be 
a flicker of some kindĺĿ 
Jeeves quickѴy puѴѴed out a computer 
pad and jabbed at itĺ ľI beѴieve it is the 
Doradiin Confederacyĺ The third sun is 
going novaĺ Ah, we’re just received a 
request for aidĺ It is anঞcipated that 
there wiѴѴ be a vast Ѵoss of Ѵifeĺ They 
wish heѴp with the survivorsĺĿ 
ľIsn’t your home pѴanet in the ConfedŊ
eracy?Ŀ 
ľThe third worѴd, sirĺĿ 
The Master considered it for a moment 
and noddedĺ ľTeѴѴ them that I am sendŊ
ing assistanceĺĿ 

He heaved a sigh as he fitted the Ѵast 
figure, a smaѴѴ chiѴd, face twisted in groŊ
tesque agony, into the finaѴ sѴot of the 
dispѴay standĺ What did you do when 
you compѴeted your coѴѴecঞon? The Ѵast 
speciaѴ variant of the trading card setĺ 
The Ѵast postage stamp of a countryĺ 
The finaѴ Van Goghĺ ŐHere, of course, 
you ঞme scooped Van Gogh and got 
him to paint some more ŋ you couѴd 
even get someone to hide them 
throughout ঞme and space for you to 
findĺő Or, in this case, the Ѵast Őor, rather 
firstő incarnaঞon of the Doctorĺ 
Since he had come to power, achieving 
his uѴঞmate aim of conquering the uniŊ
verse, the Master had set himseѴf the 
chaѴѴenge of Ѵocaঞng, capturing, torturŊ
ing, and kiѴѴing aѴѴ incarnaঞons of the 
Doctorĺ  The fact that he had to work in 
sequence, from the most recent, added 
an extra twist ŋ taking a Doctor too 
soon might eradicate a whoѴe setĺ So, 
there was the flibberty-gibbet girѴ, the 
grumpy one, the one who thought eveŊ
rything was cooѴ Őbut not after two hunŊ
dred years on the ice worѴd of Krunőĺ 
When it became obvious that this 
wouѴd occupy a mere few miѴѴennia, the 
Master had added the Doctor’s traveѴŊ
Ѵing companions to his coѴѴecঞonĺ So, 
Ѵosing an incarnaঞon wouѴd mean Ѵosing 
a whoѴe sheѴf fuѴѴ of companionsĺ 
He turned and cѴicked his fingersĺ The 
room moved around him, his coѴѴecঞon 
receding into the distance, unঞѴ he was 
posiঞoned before his throneĺ Why 
move yourseѴf when you couѴd comŊ
mand the universe to move around 

MASTER OF ALL HE SURVEYED 
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ľMost generous, MasterĺĿ 
ľFire a neutron star at the second sunĺ 
That shouѴd cause an even bigger nova 
and put them out of their miseryĺĿ 
ľYes sir,Ŀ Jeeves repѴied, unsurprised by 
his empѴoyer’s response and fighঞng 
back his griefĺ Any other reacঞon at the 
Ѵoss of his famiѴy wouѴd onѴy produce a 
harsher responseĺ He jabbed at his pad 
and a streak of Ѵight sped towards DoŊ
radiinĺ 
ľDismissedĺĿ 
Jeeves backed off and hurried down the 
stairsĺ He was nearѴy at the bottom 
when the Master’s voice summoned 
him backĺ He turned and hurried upĺ 
ĿJeeves, two quadrants aѴongĺĿ 
ľSir?Ŀ 
ľThere’s a speck of dust on the windowĺ 
Have it cѴeanedĺĿ 
ľYes sirĺĿ 
ľAnd then disintegrate the cѴeaning 
crew ŋ I cannot abide sѴoppinessĺĿ 
ľYes sirĺĿ 
The Master watched him Ѵeave, ponderŊ
ing on the numbers that he had just had 
kiѴѴedĺ A shame, but there were pѴenty 
more to repѴace themĺ One commentaŊ
tor had remarked that the popuѴaঞon of 
the universe had been reduced by sevŊ
enteen percent since the Master came 
to powerĺ The Master had not been 
pѴeasedĺ By his reckoning it was nearer 
nineteen percent, so he added to the 
number by destroying the commentator 
and his pѴanetĺ He sighed though, even 
such fun acts were Ѵosing their charmĺ 
He contempѴated changing regeneraŊ
ঞonĺ It was a skiѴѴ he had deveѴoped a 
few miѴѴennia after taking over the uniŊ
versesĺ Bored with the same body, he 
found a way to sѴip back into previous 
incarnaঞons at wiѴѴĺ One day, he wore a 
different body every hourĺ That reaѴѴy 
confused whichever friend of the DocŊ
tor’s he was torturing at the ঞmeĺ He 

produced a mirror and Ѵooked at his 
handsome features, the ones that he 
had worn when he first ruѴed EngѴand 
as HaroѴd Saxonĺ Who shouѴd he be 
tonightĹ the suave cuѴtured one he had 
used to taunt the Doctor during his exŊ
iѴe? the thin redhead? the woman? No, 
Missy irritated even himĺ He aѴmost feѴt 
sorry for the Doctor spending aѴѴ that 
ঞme with herĺ Mind you, her tastebuds 
were parঞcuѴarѴy discerning when it 
came to having a cup of teaĺ He moisŊ
tened his Ѵipsĺ Tea, yesĺ He caѴѴed for 
Jeeves againĺ 
WeariѴy, the MaѴdusian cѴimbed the 
goѴden stairs againĺ The Master ordered 
a cup of EarѴ Grey and sent Jeeves 
awayĺ Of course, when the tea arrived, 
it wouѴd have started to cooѴĺ He conŊ
tempѴated reducing the size of the stairŊ
case but decided it was more fun to 
execute Jeeves insteadĺ He mused on 
which race to seѴect next and decided 
on a DaѴek ŋ it was aѴways fun to paint 
an apron on its casing and have it fawn 
to a superior beingĺ 
That evening, he straightened his veѴvet 
Trakenite suit and admired himseѴf in 
the mirrorĺ He pondered on why this 
incarnaঞon rareѴy seemed to change his 
cѴothes, except to wear stupid disguisŊ
es, when other bodies had such a high 
regard for haute coutureĺ At Ѵeast he 
now had a pѴanet fuѴѴ of idenঞcaѴ outŊ
fitsĺ He stepped into his TARDIS where 
DaѴek Jeeves was waiঞng; set a course; 
and was soon stepping out onto the 
majesঞc quartz pѴains of Zorgothĺ He 
Ѵooked up at the Great Mountain of 
JeѴdac ŋ a sheer rock-face a miѴe highĺ 
When he had come to power, he had 
carved a ‘to do’ Ѵist onto the ancient 
monument, one of the seven hundred 
Wonders of the Universeĺ Now, each 
task was crossed through except for 
one, the first ľEѴiminate the DoctorĿ.  
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He had Ѵater added ľƳ make him suffer,Ŀ 
when he was in a different bodyĺ Now, 
with his coѴѴecঞon of miniatures comŊ
pѴete, his Ѵist was finishedĺ He stepped 
onto a Ѵevitaঞon disc, rose to the top of 
the peak, puѴѴed out a Ѵaser and obѴiteŊ
rated the Ѵineĺ Rather sadѴy, he returned 
to his TARDISĺ What now? 
After aѴѴ those regeneraঞons and centuŊ
ries of trying, he had finaѴѴy gained masŊ
tery over the universeĺ Every pѴanet, 
every race bowed before himĺ AѴѴ reŊ
sistance was crushedĺ DaѴeks, CyberŊ
men, Sontarans submitted to himĺ Then, 
with one universe at his command, he 
had spread his gaze further, out into the 
muѴঞverseĺ DisappoinঞngѴy, it became 
easier as it went aѴongĺ If you had ten 
universes at your command, an eѴevŊ
enth couѴd hardѴy stand against youĺ 
Next, he reached back to the dawn of 
ঞme and seized controѴ seconds after 
the Big Bangĺ He had Ѵeft a singѴe uniŊ
verse with its estabѴished history just so 
that he couѴd put together his unique 
coѴѴecঞon of matter condensed DocŊ
torsĺ Now that task was done, what eѴse 
couѴd he do? 
Someone, in one of the universes, had 
warned, ľBe carefuѴ what you wish for, 
you might just get itĺĿ Someone eѴse 
commented on geমng things and then 
having nowhere to put it when you’ve 
got themĺ Where do you put a uniŊ
verse? He’d wished for conquest and 
dominaঞon ever since he gazed into the 
Untempered Schism, but now, where 
was there to go? What eѴse was there 
to do? He pѴayed soѴitaire with pѴanets, 
paঞence using pѴaying cards made from 
reaѴ kings and queensĺ But who couѴd 
you pѴay against when everyone 
obeyed you? He discovered that no-
one dared defeat himĺ Then, when he 
ordered some to do so, he feѴt that they 
were just humouring him, making the 

game appear to be a chaѴѴengeĺ Of 
course, it didn’t heѴp that he had got 
into the habit of kiѴѴing anyone who did 
beat himĺ 
The Doctor was the onѴy one who 
pѴayed properѴyĺ He spent a few miѴѴenŊ
nia pѴaying chess with the one with the 
stupid umbreѴѴa unঞѴ he had Ѵost his 
temper and disposed of the irritaঞng 
ѴittѴe man ŋ served him right for 
taunঞng him to Ѵook him in the eyes 
and shootĺ With that incarnaঞon gone, 
none of the others were as much fun ŋ 
especiaѴѴy that sancঞmonious third 
Doctor ŋ even reverঞng to his own 
Spanish Ambassador incarnaঞon hadn’t 
heѴpedĺ  Now, of course, he had worked 
back through aѴѴ the other incarnaঞons 
ŋ incѴuding those that the Doctor reckŊ
oned not to know aboutĺ Now, the origŊ
inaѴ, that so-caѴѴed TimeѴess ChiѴd, was 
shrunken and in his coѴѴecঞonĺ 
As a diversion, he’d experimented with 
using other Time Lords ŋ Borusa Ѵasted 
a mere five hundred years, the Monk 
even Ѵessĺ After the Rani Ѵasted a 
miniscuѴe fifty-seven minutes per reŊ
generaঞon, he gave upĺ He had toyed 
with wakening the so-caѴѴed greats Ѵike 
RassiѴon and Omega but suspected that 
their egos wouѴd be just too annoyingĺ 
So, that evening, he had tortured the 
whoѴe popuѴaঞon of the Greater 
Cyrhennic Empire insteadĺ 
As he demateriaѴised the TARDIS, he 
decided to try something Ѵike that againĺ 
He Ѵooked to Jeeves, ľPick me a species 
that isn’t dead yetĺĿ 
ľThe ThaѴs, Master,Ŀ the DaѴek repѴiedĺ 
ľPredictabѴe as ever,Ŀ the Master reŊ
sponded, even more boredĺ He opened 
the TARDIS doors and pushed the DaŊ
Ѵek into the vortexĺ 
EventuaѴѴy, he settѴed on the Marঞans 
in aѴѴ their confusing formsĺ DismemberŊ
ing them one by one distracted him for 



 

 
3� 

 

a coupѴe of weeks but he bored and Ѵeft 
the job haѴf done, asking the Ѵatest 
Jeeves to cѴear up the messĺ 
Wearing that decidedѴy benign ProfesŊ
sor Yana body, he seѴected the greatest 
actors from across the universes to 
read the greatest works of Ѵiterature 
but that stopped when he disintegrated 
Laurence OѴivier haѴfway through a reŊ
citaѴ of The Ode of the Zygon Imperator 
that had reduced the rest of the audiŊ
ence to tearsĺ 
He traveѴѴed back to the AustraѴian outŊ
back in the body that he had worn 
there whiѴst pretending to be a secret 
agentĺ He turned the whoѴe conঞnent 
into the venue for a banquet designed 
by the greatest Androgum chef; but this 
ended when he decided that he wouѴd 
try eaঞng the Androgum Chef rather 
than the canap࣐sĺ 
Missy hit Ѵucky and found one of the 
Doctor’s friends that she had forgotten 
about but discovered that even the 
Doctor had got bored with him and had 
Ѵeft him back on Earth with a cyberneঞc 
impѴant in his foreheadĺ ReaѴѴy, if the 
Doctor couѴdn’t bother with him, why 
shouѴd she? 
For some masochisঞc reason, he spent 
a decade as the decayed creature that 
he had become on Tersurusĺ He 
tried visiঞng his favourite 
worѴds unঞѴ he reaѴised that he 
had aѴready wiped them out of 
space and ঞmeĺ 
FinaѴѴy, he stood before his 
throne again, atop the miѴe of 
goѴden stairsĺ He Ѵooked out 
into the universe, Master of aѴѴ 
he surveyedĺ Reaching into his 
jacket he puѴѴed out a bѴaster 
and fired at the domeĺ It 
shatteredĺ The air began to flow 
out into space but nanites inŊ
stantѴy repaired everythingĺ He 

was about to try jumping into a sun 
when he recaѴѴed that he had rewritten 
the universaѴ Ѵaws to make it impossibѴe 
for him to come to any harm, anywhere, 
anywhenĺ 
He returned to his dispѴay cabinet of 
Doctors, his unique coѴѴecঞonĺ AngriѴy, 
he reached up and puѴѴed it over, crying 
in rageĺ ľStop staring at me Ѵike that! 
Why can I never beat you?Ŀ  Even then, 
his foe’s voice seemed to whisper back, 
quoঞng that oѴd piece of doggereѴ from 
RassiѴon, ľTo Ѵose is to win and he who 
wins shaѴѴ ѴoseĺŞ 
He came to a finaѴ decision and reŊ
turned to his temporaѴ manipuѴator 
roomĺ He triggered a ঞme scannerĺ The 
screen showed himseѴf ŋ he’d Ѵost track 
of which incarnaঞon ŋ standing triumŊ
phantѴy with the Doctor at his feetĺ He 
was hoѴding aѴoft the Key to Time, ľI 
have it! FinaѴѴy! The universe wiѴѴ bow 
before me, Doctorĺ I am the Master, 
and you wiѴѴ obey me!Ŀ 
ľNo,Ŀ his oѴder ŋ wiser ŋ seѴf sighedĺ He 
touched the controѴs and erased that 
moment from ঞme as he had erased so 
many othersĺ He gѴanced outside into 
the cosmos as aѴѴ history began to adŊ
just, no Ѵonger Master of aѴѴ he surŊ
veyed, but no Ѵonger boredĺ 
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The Master was attending his first 
meeঞng of the DeviѴ’s End Church FiŊ
nance and Events Committee and he 
was finding the whoѴe experience infurŊ
iaঞngĺ Siমng at a tabѴe in a smaѴѴ 
meeঞng room at the back of the 
church, he Ѵooked on as the rather 
pompous chairman, the baѴd-headed Mr 
WaѴdhorn, dominated the increasingѴy-
duѴѴ proceedingsĺ 
ľThe quesঞon is,Ŀ said Mr WaѴdhorn, 
ľdo we want to do a tradiঞonaѴ naঞvity 
again this year or do we want to try and 
do something different?Ŀ 
The rather boring Mr FѴeet, who sat at 
the tabѴe Ѵooking somewhat hot and 
sweaty in his garish V-neck jumper, was 
the next to chip inĺ The Master sighedĺ 
He had quickѴy ascertained that FѴeet 
was the waffler of the groupĺ 
ľI say we keep it tradiঞonaѴ!Ŀ decѴared 
FѴeetĺ ľNo point pandering to new-
fangѴed ideas!Ŀ 
The eѴderѴy Mrs Smith murmured her 
agreement, never once Ѵooking up from 
her kniমngĺ Mr Peacock sat shaking his 
head and Mr BѴuthaѴ was siѴent as he 
scribbѴed away, franঞcaѴѴy wriঞng up 
the minutesĺ 
ľI think we may need to return to this 
next ঞme,Ŀ said WaѴdhornĺ ľNow, reŊ
garding the recruitment of new memŊ
bers, I was thinking of asking Bert…Ŀ 
 ľMy dear friends,Ŀ interjected the MasŊ
terĺ ľI suggest we try and resoѴve some 
of these weighty issues the next ঞme 
we meetĺ UnঞѴ then, I propose that the 
meeঞng is adjournedĺĿ 
ľFair enough, Mr Magister,Ŀ concurred 
WaѴdhornĺ ľI’ve got to ring back a chap 

from BBC ƒ anywayĺ UnঞѴ next ঞme…Ŀ 
As the attendees miѴѴed out of the 
church, Garvin the verger entered the 
room via another doorĺ ľMr Magister,Ŀ 
he said, ľthere’s a man to see youĺ He’s 
waiঞng in the naveĺĿ 
The Master raised an agitated eyebrowĺ 
ľDid he ask for me by name?Ŀ 
ľHe just asked for the vicar,Ŀ repѴied 
Garvinĺ ľNever seen him beforeĺ Don’t 
think he’s ѴocaѴĺĿ 
Somewhat irritated, the Master waѴked 
into the naveĺ He stopped momentariѴy, 
Ѵooking around himĺ He Ѵiked this space 
with its stained-gѴass windows, majesঞc 
stone coѴumns and anঞque pewsĺ It was 
quiet and gave him the chance to thinkĺ 
Or at Ѵeast it did when he wasn’t being 
bothered by uninvited visitorsĺ 
Siমng at the end of one of the back 
rows of pews, his back to the Master, 
was a manĺ He had mousy brown hair, 
wore a rather drab grey suit, and Ѵooked 
to be in his mid-thirঞesĺ He was ordiŊ
nary, convenঞonaѴ, and mundane ŋ the 
sort of person who was of zero interest 
to the Masterĺ As the Master waѴked 
towards the pews, the man turned to 
face himĺ His face was benign and unŊ
threatening and the bags under his eyes 
suggested that he was somewhat ঞredĺ 
ľPenny for them?Ŀ asked the Master, 
trying his best to sound concernedĺ 
ľI was just passing,Ŀ said the manĺ ľI’m 
not from ľ’round these parts…Ŀ 
The Master smiѴed thinѴyĺ ľI am aware 
of thatĺ I am famiѴiar with my own 
flockĺĿ 
ľI’m a saѴesman,Ŀ said the manĺ ľI was in 
the area, and I just wanted to be in a 

THE VICAR OF DEVIL’S END 
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churchĺ Thing is, I aѴways go and see my 
own vicar when I need adviceĺ  But I’m 
a Ѵong way from home and as I drove 
through the viѴѴage, I saw this churchĺ It 
seemed to draw me inĺĿ 
ľAѴѴ Ѵost souѴs are weѴcome here,Ŀ said 
the Masterĺ He sat down on the pew 
across the aisѴe from the manĺ ľMy son,Ŀ 
he said, ľif there is anything I can heѴp 
with, you onѴy need to askĺ I am Mr 
Magister and my ঞme is yoursĺ Time is 
the one thing that I have in abundanceĺĿ 
The man smiѴedĺ ľThing is,Ŀ he said, ľI’m 
having a few probѴemsĺ With the wifeĺĿ 
The Master Ѵooked sympatheঞcĺ ľSuch 
a common probѴem,Ŀ he saidĺ ľI hear this 
so many ঞmesĺĿ 
ľWe get on…Ŀ conঞnued the manĺ ľI 
mean, we Ѵove each otherĺ But there are 
so many things we end up arguing 
aboutĺ She wants to have a baby, I’m 
not so sureĺ I want to go out for a meaѴ, 
she wants to stay in because she’s ঞredĺ 
Then there’s ঞmes when I’m ঞred and I 
can’t give her the attenঞon she deŊ
serves…Ŀ 
The mundanity of it aѴѴ, thought the 
Masterĺ These humans are so insignifiŊ
cant, so… boringĺ 
ľAnd there’s something eѴse,Ŀ said the 
manĺ ľOr rather, someone eѴseĺ Another 
manĺ I don’t think there’s anything goŊ
ing onĺ But she seems to Ѵike this manĺ 
He makes her Ѵaughĺ Someঞmes she 
seems more at ease with him than she 
does with meĺĿ 
The Master raised an eyebrowĺ SomeŊ
thing about the man’s words had struck 
a chord with him, sঞrred a memoryĺ His 
thoughts drifted to a ঞme on GaѴѴifrey 
Ѵong, Ѵong agoĺ A ঞme when he too had 
been in Ѵoveĺ He remembered the good 
ঞmes when they had Ѵain Ѵaughing in 
the Ѵong red grass, not a care in the 
worѴdĺ And he remembered when his 
Ѵover had aѴso been distracted by anŊ

otherĺ The other had been a friend of 
his, a very good friendĺ The friend was 
attracঞve and charismaঞc, and his Ѵover 
had been tempted, of that he had no 
doubtĺ Then one day… 
ľYou’ѴѴ have to forgive me, I’m taѴking 
about myseѴf too much,Ŀ said the manĺ 
ľWhat about yourseѴf, Mr Magister? 
Have you been here Ѵong?Ŀ 
The Master was reѴieved to be distractŊ
ed from his thoughtsĺ ľNot Ѵongĺ I used 
to be the vicar in another viѴѴageĺĿ 
ľOh, where was that?Ŀ 
The Master pausedĺ ľHobb VaѴeĺ A 
smaѴѴ pѴaceĺ I doubt you’ѴѴ be famiѴiar 
with itĺĿ 
ľHobb VaѴe!Ŀ excѴaimed the manĺ ľI 
used to Ѵive there! How Ѵong were you 
the vicar there?Ŀ 
The Master grimacedĺ He had not anঞcŊ
ipated being cross-quesঞonedĺ Vague 
statements about his past history had, 
up unঞѴ now, been enough to saঞsfy 
the curiosity of the DeviѴ’s End parishŊ
ionersĺ 
ľAbout three years,Ŀ said the Masterĺ ľA 
charming parishĺĿ 
ľThree years? So, you must have taken 
over from Reverend HoѴmes?Ŀ 
ľReverend HoѴmesĺ Indeedĺ A ѴoveѴy 
manĺ So dedicated to GodĺĿ 
This man asks too many quesঞons, 
thought the Masterĺ What if he returns, 
asking more quesঞons? Or raises suspiŊ
cions by taѴking about me in his own 
parish or in Hobb VaѴe? I couѴd hypnoŊ
ঞse him, but the effect wouѴd be temŊ
poraryĺ NaturaѴ curiosity wiѴѴ aѴways 
resurfaceĺĺĺ 
The Master pѴaced his hand in the pockŊ
et of his suit jacket where he couѴd feeѴ 
his Tissue Compression EѴiminator - 
famiѴiar and reassuringĺ I couѴd kiѴѴ him, 
he thoughtĺ Put an end to any quesŊ
ঞonsĺ  After aѴѴ, onѴy Garvin had seen 
the man arriveĺĺĺ 
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The Master’s thoughts were interrupted 
by the sound of someone eѴse entering 
the naveĺ An eѴderѴy woman waѴked 
into viewĺ CѴad in a frumpy brown trouŊ
ser suit, her grey hair was ঞed back in a 
bun and a pair of horn-rimmed spectaŊ
cѴes Ѵooked ready to drop off the end of 
her noseĺ  She was carrying severaѴ 
bunches of coѴourfuѴ flowers and had 
more than an air of Miss MarpѴe about 
herĺ 
ľBegging your Pardon, Mr Magister,Ŀ 
said the womanĺ ľI hope I’m not interŊ
rupঞngĺ I just want to sort out the flowŊ
ers at the back of the churchĺĿ 
ľOf course, Miss WaѴters, by aѴѴ meansĺ 
PѴease be my guestĺĿ 
The woman went to the rear of the 
nave and began rearranging the vases 
of flowers which were resঞng on the 
windowsiѴѴsĺ After a coupѴe of minutes, 
she turned to Ѵeaveĺ 
ľI’ѴѴ be off now, Mr Magister,Ŀ shouted 
Miss WaѴters, her voice echoing around 
the churchĺ The Master acknowѴedged 
her departure with a weak smiѴe and 
watched to ensure she had cѴosed the 
door behind herĺ 
ľYou were saying…Ŀ said the Master, 
returning his attenঞon to the manĺ 
The man hesitatedĺ ľJust thinking about 
my wifeĺ She nearѴy died a whiѴe ago, 
you knowĺ She was very iѴѴĺ Made me 
reassess everything…Ŀ 
The Master frownedĺ His thoughts once 
again drifted back to his past Ѵife on 
GaѴѴifreyĺ Memories of his Ѵover again 
fiѴѴed his mindĺ They too had come cѴose 
to deathĺ The regeneraঞve process had 
faiѴed to happen as it shouѴdĺ He had 
Ѵooked on in desperaঞon, heѴpѴess… 
His thoughts returned to the presentĺ 
The man conঞnued taѴking but the 
Master wasn’t Ѵisteningĺ  ‘Focus’, 
thought the Masterĺ ‘The past does not 
existĺ This man is insignificantĺ’ His hand 

hovered once again over his TCEĺ 
‘KiѴѴ him!’ said a voice inside his headĺ 
‘Do it now!’ 
The Master reached for the TCEĺ Then 
he pausedĺ KiѴѴing the man might proŊ
voke more unwanted quesঞons - poѴice 
invesঞgaঞons, coverage in the pressĺ 
His pѴans were so near to fruiঞon… 
ľI’m sorry,Ŀ said the manĺ ľI’m burdening 
you with my probѴemsĺ I bet you didn’t 
have to do marriage guidance counseѴŊ
Ѵing at Hobb VaѴe! Did you know Mr 
Jackson who ran the Post Office? He 
aѴways used to make me Ѵaugh…Ŀ 
‘KiѴѴ him!’ 
The Master reached for the TCE… 
Then something quite spectacuѴar hapŊ
penedĺ Outside, the sun emerged sudŊ
denѴy from behind the cѴoudsĺ The earѴy 
spring sunѴight shone through the Ѵarge 
stained-gѴass windows above the aѴtarĺ 
The whoѴe of the church interior was 
bathed in bright, beauঞfuѴ Ѵight, bringing 
a warmth and gѴow to the whoѴe room 
which was aѴmost heavenѴyĺ The images 
and coѴours in the windows seemed to 
come vividѴy to Ѵife, angeѴs and saints 
shimmering magnificentѴy as though 
they had become aѴmost three-
dimensionaѴĺ It was Ѵike someone had 
switched a Ѵight on in heavenĺ 
The man smiѴedĺ ľBeauঞfuѴ,Ŀ he saidĺ 
ľAbsoѴuteѴy beauঞfuѴĺĿ He gazed at the 
windowsĺ ľYou know, a simiѴar thing 
happened to me once in my own 
churchĺ I was just a Ѵad, forced to go to 
church by my parentsĺ Then one day, 
after a service, I was ঞdying up the 
prayer books for the vicarĺ I was staring 
at the windows, thinking how wonderŊ
fuѴ they Ѵookedĺ And as I Ѵooked, the sun 
shone through them, just Ѵike it has 
nowĺ It was Ѵike heaven was opening up 
to meĺ And at that moment, I knew that 
there was good in the worѴd and that it 
was powerfuѴĺ More powerfuѴ than anyŊ
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thing that eviѴ couѴd ever throw at meĺ I 
suppose that’s when I became a ChrisŊ
ঞanĺ But it gave me more than just reѴiŊ
gion or beѴief in a specific Godĺ It made 
me reaѴise that the worѴd is a wonderfuѴ 
and magicaѴ pѴaceĺĿ 
The man seemed Ѵost in his own 
thoughts and the Master was certainѴy 
Ѵost in hisĺ He too gazed at the winŊ
dowsĺ The power of the sunѴight, the 
beauty of the images and the warmth 
that enhanced the room… they remindŊ
ed him of somethingĺ   A depth of feeѴŊ
ing that he had not feѴt since… since he 
was a boyĺ He thought back to his chiѴdŊ
hood on GaѴѴifreyĺ He too had stared in 
awe at a magicaѴ vision before himĺ He 
had gazed into the Un-tempered 
Schism, a gap in the fabric of reaѴity 
which had aѴѴowed him to see the Time 
Vortexĺ It was a wonder the Ѵike of 
which he had not seen before and 
wouѴd never see again, a miracѴe of naŊ
tureĺ It was at that moment that he 
knew the path his Ѵife must takeĺ The 
schism caused him pain of the highest 
degreeĺ But it was a pain that gave him 
purpose and focusĺ He wouѴd go on to 
channeѴ that pain, to uঞѴise it in the purŊ
suit of the one thing that reaѴѴy 
mattered - powerĺ 
The Master turned to Ѵook at the man 
and then reaѴised he had goneĺ No 
matter, he thought, I doubt he wiѴѴ reŊ
turn to these partsĺ He is simpѴy not 
worth the botherĺ In any event, within a 
few days my pѴans wiѴѴ have reached 
the point where I wiѴѴ be unstoppabѴeĺ 
The Master stood up and waѴked toŊ
wards the vestryĺ He stopped momenŊ
tariѴy, chasঞsing himseѴf for his hesitaŊ
ঞon in kiѴѴing the manĺ CouѴd it be that 
he was actuaѴѴy becoming senঞmentaѴ? 
As he waѴked into the vestry, he saw 
Garvin sweeping the floorĺ 
ľGarvin,Ŀ said the Master, ľI no Ѵonger 

wish to be disturbedĺ If anyone asks to 
see me, you’re to teѴѴ them I’m not 
hereĺĿ 
Garvin Ѵooked up from his workĺ ľThey 
won’t Ѵike that, Mr Magisterĺ Canon 
SmaѴѴwood used to…Ŀ 
ľI don’t care about Canon SmaѴѴwood,Ŀ 
repѴied the Masterĺ ľI am the vicar, and 
you wiѴѴ obey me…Ŀ  
ľVery good, Mr Magisterĺ Whatever 
you sayĺĿ 
Garvin returned to his sweeping and 
the Master stood siѴentѴy in thought, 
pѴanning and preparing for the momenŊ
tous events to comeĺ 
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I Ѵike your shipĺ 
No, no, thereŝs no need to panic, Iŝm not 
going to hurt youĺ PѴeaseĺ Put the 
weapon down ŋ it wonŝt affect me anyŊ
wayĺ I just want toĺĺĺ 
See? Now youŝve made a mess of that 
controѴ paneѴĺ Primiঞve technoѴogy reŊ
aѴѴy canŝt cope with being shot atĺ Let 
me repair it for youĺ Thereĺ I mended 
your Ѵife support system, tooĺ It was 
about to faiѴĺ 
Youŝre weѴcome, Mrĺĺĺ? 
TerriѴ? Thatŝs a nice nameĺ 
Oh, I seeĺĺĺ a name to strike fear into the 
hearts of your enemiesĺ WeѴѴ, thatŝs 
niceĺ 
No, thereŝs no point in teѴѴing you my 
nameĺ EviѴ is on His way, and IŝѴѴ soon be 
dead - but I have a taѴe to teѴѴ, if youŝd 
care to Ѵistenĺ 
No? WeѴѴ, IŝѴѴ teѴѴ it anywayĺ 
My peopѴe were born when the uniŊ
verse was youngĺ We Ѵearned to waѴk 
among the stars whiѴst the stars themŊ
seѴves were sঞѴѴ forming; and we jump-
started Ѵife into more pѴanets than you 
couѴd countĺ 
I remember Earthĺ No, seriousѴy, I doĺ 
Tiny ѴittѴe rock of a pѴanet about to 
break its orbit and pѴummet into the 
sun ŋ which wouѴd have been such a 
shame considering how interesঞng you 
turned out to beĺ We nudged it back 
into pѴace and watched it bѴoomĺ It was 
easy; Ѵike guiding an infant away from a 
hot stove and then amusing him unঞѴ 
he forgets the stove is thereĺ 
So many speciesĺ If youŝѴѴ forgive my 
rudeness, humans bareѴy registered as a 

ঞckѴe on our consciousness, but you 
were sঞѴѴ important, and we protected 
you unঞѴ you Ѵearned not to pѴay by the 
stove anymoreĺ 
No, Iŝm not bragging; how can I make 
you understand? You are nothing to usĺ 
Less than nothingĺ It takes an effort of 
wiѴѴ, to even register your presenceĺ I 
doubt you couѴd comprehend how far 
ahead of you we are ŋ and yet you are 
the one siমng with me at the endĺ 
Yes, I know I didnŝt exactѴy give you a 
choice, but youŝѴѴ thank me in the end… 
AѴѴ right, I wonŝt count on it… 
HeŝѴѴ be here soonĺ Itŝs aѴmost ঞmeĺ 
What? Oh, thatŝs very kind of you but 
we canŝt ŝdeaѴ with Himŝ ŋ this has to 
happen, weŝve aѴways known it wouѴdĺ 
You see that star out there? WeѴѴ, no, 
youŝre right, you couѴd hardѴy miss itĺ 
My pѴanet orbits that star and my peoŊ
pѴe Ѵearned to breath and waѴk and fly 
in its nourishing Ѵightĺ 
We buiѴt mighty ciঞes and unraveѴѴed 
Ѵifeŝs secrets as it watched over usĺ We 
created masterpieces of music and art 
and Ѵiterature that wiѴѴ never be 
matched no matter how many civiѴisaŊ
ঞons come and goĺ And when we venŊ
tured out into the universe that star 
was a beacon in the dark, guiding us 
homeĺ 
Youŝre right ŋ there are no pѴanets 
thereĺ Not yetĺ It hasnŝt formed yetĺ And 
it never wiѴѴ once He gets hereĺ 
No, I can assure you I am not ŝoff my 
headŝĺ I do Ѵove your Ѵanguageĺ It fasciŊ
nates me and I regret that my death wiѴѴ 
prevent me studying your coѴѴoquiaѴŊ
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isms furtherĺ 
It wonŝt be Ѵong nowĺ 
Ah, Mr TerriѴ, you are the perfect host 
and I appreciate your efforts but no 
matter how ŝshit hotŝ your security sysŊ
tems, your deѴightfuѴ ship wiѴѴ not be 
abѴe to save meĺ 
He wiѴѴ arrive and then I wiѴѴ dieĺ 
Or to be more accurate, I wiѴѴ never 
have existedĺ 
Donŝt frownĺ 
I take it you have heard of the Time 
Lords? Yes, it was sad, wasnŝt it? WeѴѴ, 
my peopѴe made them Ѵook Ѵike chiѴŊ
drenĺ 
We induѴged their 
forays into the Time 
Vortex because we 
knew they showed 
it the respect it deŊ
mandedĺ For miѴѴenŊ
nia upon miѴѴennia, 
we watched them 
grow and Ѵearnĺ 
They were one of 
the few speciesŝ we 
never feѴt the need 
to guide ŋ they 
were doing wonderŊ
fuѴѴy on their ownĺ 
No, they were not 
gods, nor did they 
wish to beĺ And 
their passing is aѴѴ 
the more tragic beŊ
cause we had hoped 
to Ѵeave the TimeŊ
Ѵines in their care 
once we were goneĺ 
WeѴѴ, of course they 
need caring for! 
Without guidance 
and guardianship, 
the Vortex is at risk 
from any unscrupuŊ
Ѵous race which 

happens to stumbѴe upon the secret of 
ঞme traveѴĺ 
I fear for history once He arrives beŊ
cause there wiѴѴ be no one Ѵeft to act as 
watchmenĺ My race wiѴѴ die before it is 
even born because of Him and you and 
I wiѴѴ be the onѴy witnessesĺ 
Thatŝs a very good quesঞon, Mr TerriѴ, 
weѴѴ done - but Iŝm afraid you wiѴѴ never 
understand the answerĺ No, Iŝm not 
treaঞng you Ѵike an idiotĺ You reaѴѴy 
shouѴdnŝt sѴam your fist onto that conŊ
troѴ paneѴ when youŝre angry ŋ there 
are some very deѴicate circuits in thereĺ 
Very weѴѴĺ 
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We have aѴways known that He wiѴѴ 
cause our destrucঞonĺ We have moniŊ
tored His deeds and tracked His proŊ
gress since the day He was born and, 
were it not for the fact that He is our 
death, we wouѴd consider Him to be a 
good manĺ 
Itŝs not reaѴѴy His fauѴt and I know He 
wouѴd be horrified to Ѵearn that an enŊ
ঞre civiѴisaঞon despises Him as the perŊ
sonificaঞon of eviѴ, but the reason He 
kiѴѴed us is beneath contempt and beŊ
yond understandingĺ 
His grief is not an acceptabѴe excuseĺ A 
novice wouѴd know to make basic temŊ
poraѴ checks before doing what He did, 
but His thoughts were turned inwards, 
and His seѴfishness condemned us to 
obѴivionĺ 
We were unabѴe to stop Him from doŊ
ing what He does because Time has 
aѴready toѴd us that He wiѴѴ do itĺ 
And Time is everything we areĺ If we 
were to attempt to stop Him, Time itŊ
seѴf wouѴd unraveѴĺ 
And that wouѴd be a bad thingĺ 
I toѴd you, you wouѴdnŝt understand… 
No, I am not as heartѴess as I appear; I 
have mereѴy accepted the inevitabѴeĺ 
TeѴѴ me, do you have a famiѴy, Mr TerŊ
riѴѴ? A daughter? How niceĺ How wouѴd 
you feeѴ if you knew she was going to 
die and there was not one singѴe thing 
you couѴd do to stop it? 
ExactѴyĺ Thatŝs how my peopѴe have feѴt 
every day of our Ѵivesĺ 
No, itŝs no way to Ѵive at aѴѴĺ But we did 
it because we had to and when I was 
born, I was tasked with returning to this 
point and bearing witness to the end of 
daysĺ 
Yes, I suppose it does suckĺ But at Ѵeast 
I wiѴѴ be abѴe to Ѵook eviѴ in the eye and 
understand whyĺ 
Thereŝs a ѴittѴe Ѵight flashing on your 
keyboardĺ Itŝs very prettyĺ Oh, a proximŊ

ity aѴertĺ Iŝve aѴways found it extremeѴy 
sweet that your peopѴe reѴy on technoѴŊ
ogy to teѴѴ you what your eyes are more 
than capabѴe of seeing, if you wouѴd 
onѴy Ѵook out of the window once in a 
whiѴeĺ 
You swear far too much, Mr TerriѴĺ 
SureѴy, itŝs easier to ask, ŝWhatŝs that?ŝ 
without inserঞng those other wordsĺ 
Yes, it is a very odd readingĺ 
No, I donŝt think youŝve seen anything 
Ѵike it beforeĺ 
Because thatŝs a TARDISĺ 
Heŝs hereĺ 
Yes, Heŝs a Time Lordĺ Did I not menŊ
ঞon? The Ѵast of the Time Lords ŋ or so 
He wouѴd beѴieveĺ The most eviѴ being 
to have waѴked the corridors of Timeĺ 
Yes, it does Ѵook Ѵike a tatty oѴd box, 
doesnŝt it? But the Ѵegends are true ŋ 
you couѴd Ѵose yourseѴf for months in its 
cѴoisters and passagewaysĺ 
Look at the starĺ Look at what Heŝs doŊ
ingĺ 
Itŝs dying, Mr TerriѴĺ Youŝre watching 
something no one eѴse wiѴѴ ever seeĺ 
Heŝs kiѴѴing us before your eyesĺ 
You need to set the engines to fuѴѴ nowĺ 
You may have to get out of the bѴast 
range rather quickѴyĺ 
No, I have to stay hereĺ It wouѴd make 
no difference if you did ŝget me out of 
here so fast my arse catches fireŝĺ But 
thank you for the thoughtĺ 
This is the end, Mr TerriѴ, thank you for 
staying with me, for acঞng as my witŊ
nessĺ 
Donŝt hate Him for what Heŝs doing, my 
friend ŋ grief has made fooѴs of much 
Ѵesser menĺ 
Heŝs burning up a sun to say goodbye ŋ 
and now Iŝm deadĺ 
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It came as a surprise to no one, Ѵeast of 
aѴѴ myseѴf, that I spent the first few 
weeks of my exiѴe ignoring pracঞcaѴѴy 
everything but my drive to escapeĺ It 
was not that I wished to be somewhere 
eѴse specific, and, in other circumstancŊ
es, I wouѴd have quite happiѴy stayed for 
some ঞmeĺ It was being toѴd that I couѴdŊ
nŝt Ѵeave that made me so very deterŊ
mined to do soĺ 
I tried every trick that I knewĺ I rigged 
and de-rigged and re-rigged the ship but 
nothing couѴd compeѴ it to workĺ I tried 
seѴf-hypnosis, shock therapy, an aѴѴeged, 
and, it transpired, frauduѴent teѴepath, 
anything I couѴd to get my mind to funcŊ
ঞon properѴy againĺ I even sent distress 
signaѴs in the direcঞon of benevoѴent 
friends or ex-enemies, but somehow, 
they never heard my caѴѴĺ Oh yes, my 
captors had my exiѴe sewn up as ঞghtѴy 
as couѴd be imagined; they knew exactѴy 
what they were doing and exactѴy what I 
wouѴd tryĺ No friends came, no sign of 
anyone who might have heѴped meĺ 
AѴѴ of which is not to suggest that the 
pѴanet on which I found myseѴf was 
utterѴy isoѴated from the universe at 
Ѵargeĺ Indeed, the opposite was aѴmost 
trueĺ For whatever reasons, the tribunaѴ 
at my triaѴ had coincided the ঞme and 
pѴace of my exiѴe with a sudden and inŊ
expѴicabѴe increase in attempted invaŊ
sionsĺ I think they feѴt that they knew 
what they were doing, that they knew 
how I wouѴd actĺ And, of course, they 
were correctĺ 
Within days of my arrivaѴ, the first of 
these had begunĺ I couѴd scarceѴy heѴp 
becoming invoѴvedĺ I flatter myseѴf that, 

in my traveѴѴing days, I had done some 
goodĺ There were and are, of course, 
corners of the universe which breed the 
most terribѴe thingsĺ And I beѴieve that 
eviѴ, wherever it is, and however it maniŊ
fests itseѴf, must be foughtĺ You know 
the driѴѴĺ 
So, as the meteorites feѴѴ, bringing the 
first of a series of aѴien inteѴѴigences to 
this tragic, bѴue-green pѴanet on which I 
found myseѴf, there reaѴѴy was nothing I 
couѴd do but to offer and provide my aidĺ 
The chaѴѴenges that these invasions 
posed were not difficuѴt to overcomeĺ 
Dangerous, certainѴy - and being 
attached to a quasi-miѴitary operaঞon 
was aѴways usefuѴ in that respect - but 
there was nothing difficuѴt, nothing inteѴŊ
ѴectuaѴѴy chaѴѴenging about what had to 
be achievedĺ The aѴien menace came 
from beyond the stars, or beneath the 
ground, or from a paraѴѴeѴ worѴd, and it 
was defeatedĺ There wouѴd be an ineviŊ
tabѴe and highѴy regrettabѴe Ѵoss of Ѵife, 
and then the case wouѴd be cѴosed and, 
amidst trying - with increasing desperaŊ
ঞon and despair - to rescind my exiѴe by 
my own hand, we wouѴd move on to the 
next attempt to destroy usĺ 
It was some ঞme, I think, before I finaѴѴy 
decided that escape was not going to be 
possibѴeĺ I feeѴ that one has to accept 
the nature of the universe someঞmes, 
otherwise one runs the risk of insanityĺ I 
feѴt myseѴf drawing cѴoser to such a state 
in my frustraঞon, and, ѴogicaѴѴy, there 
was onѴy one decision to takeĺ I do not 
recaѴѴ exactѴy what I feѴt the day I cѴosed 
the door on my ship for the Ѵast ঞmeĺ It 
may have been regret, but it equaѴѴy may 
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have been reѴeaseĺ That is strange, now I 
come to think of it; I am normaѴѴy so perŊ
fect in my recaѴѴ of eventsĺ I wonder why 
that parঞcuѴar feeѴing eѴudes my 
memoryĺ 
ExiѴe is as much a state of mind as it is a 
state of existenceĺ Having finaѴѴy decided 
to accept it, I began to refer, in my mind, 
to the pѴanet on which I abided as 
ŝhomeŝĺ It was not an easy mindset to 
adopt in the circumstances, but I am 
nothing if not fierceѴy wiѴѴed, and very 
ѴittѴe diverts me from my decided course 
when I put my mind to itĺ Perhaps I was 
just a ѴittѴe stauncher in this pѴanetŝs deŊ
fence, now it was my home and not my 
prisonĺ Perhaps I put myseѴf on the Ѵine 
that ѴittѴe bit more, was prepared to risk 
just a ѴittѴe more daringѴy, or dangerousѴy 
- to go that ѴittѴe bit further - than beŊ
foreĺ But that is what you are supposed 
to do for your home, your friends, your 
adopঞve famiѴyĹ you know the driѴѴĺ 
Through it aѴѴ, with aѴarming reguѴarity, 
the hordes conঞnued to comeĺ SomeŊ
ঞmes they came promising gifts, someŊ
ঞmes they returned after thousands of 
years away, someঞmes they tried to maŊ
nipuѴate ঞme for their own endsĺ AѴѴ of 
them were defeated, turned back, deŊ
stroyedĺ They were geমng cѴeverer, 
though; that I have to aѴѴow themĺ The 
earѴy attacks often invoѴved hypnoঞsed 
agents, a fifth coѴumn of unwiѴѴing voѴunŊ
teers, trapped into doing their mastersŝ 
biddings, but easy to Ѵocate and neutraѴŊ
iseĺ As ঞme went on, the invaders 
seemed to reaѴise this, and so they chose 
their agents more carefuѴѴyĺ Instead of 
heavy-handed mind-controѴ techniques, 
they chose the far more obvious course 
of tapping into that most basic of inŊ
sঞnctsĹ greedĺ Now, the aiding and 
abeমng of the aѴien wouѴd-be conquerŊ
ors was done by men and women who 
had no need of controѴ, because they 
had reѴinquished their own seѴf-controѴ 

years beforeĺ These - I cannot caѴѴ them 
ŝpeopѴeŝ - creatures enjoyed their betrayŊ
aѴ and wouѴd often profit handsomeѴy 
from itĺ 
There was a dispiriঞngѴy high number of 
themĺ And they deserved their fateĺ I do 
not regret what happened to themĺ 
I remember my thought processes very 
cѴearѴy at this point, Ѵike crystaѴĺ I had 
adopted this pѴanet as my homeĺ AѴbeit 
unwiѴѴingѴy at first, I had come to Ѵove it 
dearѴy, to see in its hiѴѴs and vaѴѴeys, 
towns and ciঞes, something that I wouѴd 
Ѵong for if I Ѵeftĺ And, by contrast, there 
were those who were born here who 
seemed not to see its inherent beauty, 
who had no Ѵove for their Ѵand or its 
peopѴeĺ To protect the good and the 
obedient, it became necessary to stop 
the bad and discontentedĺ To teѴѴ these 
two groups apart, I needed informaঞonĺ 
And thus, the incepঞon of the Findersĺ 
It seemed Ѵike poeঞc jusঞceĺ I took those 
who had betrayed their worѴd and I eѴecŊ
tronicaѴѴy improved their brainsĺ I am 
proud of the system that I deveѴopedĺ 
The traitors were returned as producঞve 
members of society, watching, Ѵistening, 
fiѴtering the reѴevant informaঞon, and 
returning it to meĺ They forgot nothing 
that they heard or sawĺ Neither did they 
forgiveĺ 
There were onѴy a few - seven or eight - 
at first, but even with that smaѴѴ number, 
I was abѴe to find severaѴ thousand poŊ
tenঞaѴ traitors within a monthĺ I did 
nothing but conঞnue to monitor their 
acঞviঞes, waiঞng unঞѴ one or the other 
of them was contacted by an invading 
raceĺ None were, but this did not seem 
to stop them commiমng crimesĺ Most 
were petty, but some were astonishing 
in their extravagance and vioѴenceĺ My 
Finders were prevenঞng fraud and ѴarŊ
ceny, rape and murderĺ The worѴd - my 
worѴd - was a safer pѴaceĺ 
Not everyone was happyĺ There were 
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those who beѴieved that the conঞnuing 
conversion of criminaѴs into Finders imŊ
pinged upon the rights of those individuŊ
aѴsĺ I, respectfuѴѴy, disagreedĺ They had 
no rights, I arguedĹ they had voѴuntariѴy 
rescinded their ciঞzenship of their race 
by their acঞons; and were worthy of 
nothing but contemptĺ CertainѴy not reŊ
habiѴitaঞon or second chancesĺ You go 
through Ѵife but once, and if you get it 
wrong, there is no opportunity for forŊ
givenessĺ You know the driѴѴĺ 
I found the reacঞon of those in authority 
unheѴpfuѴ, insidious, and traitorousĺ 
When I had begun to assist in the deŊ
fence of my new home, I garnered unŊ
quesঞoning assistance, infinite reŊ
sourcesĺ Now, this was being removed 
from meĺ Authority figures, formerѴy so 
heѴpfuѴ, became obstrucঞve, Ѵess wiѴѴing 
or Ѵess abѴe to Ѵisten to reasonĺ EquipŊ
ment, once easiѴy avaiѴabѴe, became the 
subject of quesঞons about its necessity 
and efficaciousnessĺ It was never a direct 
chaѴѴenge to what I was doing; because 
the pubѴic, the peopѴe I had sworn to 
myseѴf to protect, were happy with the 
resuѴts of my efforts, but this creeping 
sabotage of my work was becoming eviŊ
dentĺ I couѴd not, in aѴѴ conscience, aѴѴow 
it to conঞnueĺ 
IronicaѴѴy, as my Findersŝ acঞviঞes were 
increasing, the aѴien desire to invade 
seemed to be wiѴঞng awayĺ This had 
been my successĹ I had been here for 
nearѴy ten years and had protected my 
worѴd from withoutĺ Was I now going to 
have it destroyed from within by the pig
-headedness and high-mindedness of 
those who cѴaimed to have principѴes? 
NaturaѴѴy, I wouѴd notĺ It was certainѴy 
not difficuѴt to send my Finders to those 
in governance who disputed that I had 
the right to do what I wishedĺ There was 
aѴways something to find, some way to 
remove them from their undeserved 
posiঞons of powerĺ And if there genuŊ

ineѴy was nothing there, then peopѴe 
couѴd be made to say whatever it was 
that I wanted them to sayĺ No one reaѴѴy 
has as high a pain threshoѴd as they 
wouѴd Ѵike or beѴieveĺ EѴectricity, heat, 
invasive surgery, or, as you know, the 
driѴѴĺ 
By the ঞme I was finaѴѴy invested as ruѴŊ
er of my adopঞve home, there was a 
Finder on every street corner, pѴanet-
wideĺ The worѴd was safe, and the peoŊ
pѴe - the good, Ѵaw-abiding ciঞzens for 
whom I had given everything - were 
happyĺ Or, at the very Ѵeast, given what I 
saw through the eyes of my Finders, 
they were smiѴingĺ The traitors, the crimŊ
inaѴs, those who couѴd not contribute to 
society, were, sѴowѴy but sureѴy, being 
expungedĺ No invaders whatsoever 
came here anymore; maybe there was 
Ѵess here now to interest them, maybe I 
had destroyed them aѴѴĺ I do not know, 
and nor is it importantĺ 
It had taken years and cost me so very 
much, but I had, at Ѵast, succeededĺ My 
worѴd, my home, was finaѴѴy fuѴѴy under 
my protecঞonĺ  
It was in the seventh year of my ruѴe 
that the five hundred miѴѴionth criminaѴ 
was recycѴed as a Finder, and returned 
to producঞve Ѵifeĺ And it was the day 
after that miѴestone passed that the 
Doctor cameĺ 
I knew nothing of him before he arrivedĺ 
I know onѴy a ѴittѴe more now, aѴthough I 
gather from some things he said, that he, 
too - and more than once - had been 
trapped for a ঞme on a pѴanet that was 
not his ownĺ I wouѴd have Ѵiked to have 
been abѴe to expѴain to the Doctor the 
decisions that I had made, but I was not 
afforded that chanceĺ I genuineѴy beѴieve 
that he wouѴd have understoodĺ 
It took the Doctor preciseѴy tweѴve 
minutes to utterѴy dismantѴe my empireĺ 
To this day, I have no idea how it was 
achievedĺ Suffice it to say that, upon his 



 

 
50 

arrivaѴ, there was a sound as of the uniŊ
verse being torn asunder and, onѴy moŊ
ments Ѵater, it seemed, the same thing 
happened to the safe, protected worѴd 
that I had buiѴtĺ 
Much of the ঞme, he seemed bareѴy to 
know what he was doing, as if his mind 
had been scattered to the nine windsĺ Or 
as if he had spent too much ঞme in the 
company of my Findersĺ At ঞmes, it 
seemed, his friends were his nursemaids 
- the soft girѴ, the jagged man - and 
someঞmes he even appeared to forget 
who they wereĺ 
But he did not forget his purpose, his 
drive, his… reason to be what he was, 
where he was, when he wasĺ This ѴudiŊ
crous avenging angeѴ, this champion of 
so-caѴѴed jusঞceĺ He knew nothing of 
me, nothing of what I have given, sacriŊ
ficed, become to protect that which I 
Ѵove; and Ѵacking that understanding, he 
destroyed me nonetheѴessĺ 
I Ѵoathe himĺ I hate him with a passion 
deeper than anything anyone couѴd posŊ
sibѴy imagineĺ I wouѴd have him torn 
apart with an atom-thin bѴade, moѴecuѴe 
by agonising moѴecuѴeĺ I wiѴѴ burn into 
his brain every feeѴing of pain, hunger, 
Ѵove, despair, fraiѴty so that he knows 
onѴy suffering unঞѴ the end of ঞmeĺ 
I do not fuѴѴy understand why there is a 
part of my mind which envies himĺ So 
very muchĺ 
I remember our onѴy conversaঞonĺ I reŊ
pѴay it, on an endѴess Ѵoop, inside my 
mind, over and over, even though it was 
but moments Ѵongĺ I know every nuance 
of his voice, every minute ঞѴt of his 
headĺ This broken vesseѴ of a man stood 
before me, heѴd out his hand, and 
offered me forgivenessĺ I toѴd him that I 
had done nothing which required it, and 
then he took my worѴd apartĺ 
I do not need to bore you with the deŊ
taiѴs; you have seen the Ѵike on countѴess 
occasions, numberѴess worѴdsĺ The order 

comes to rejoice, for the tyrant is no 
more, and no one noঞces the ironyĺ 
Weapons are beaten into pѴoughshares, 
castѴes and fortresses are razed to the 
ground, and emperors and empires are 
Ѵocked, deep, deep beѴow, in dark and 
feঞd rooms where scarceѴy any comeĺ 
And there is joy throughout the Ѵandĺ 
It matters Ѵess to me nowĺ My jaiѴors - 
the new order - have serviced me weѴѴ 
by hiding me here, for it is easier to bear 
the shame and sঞgma of defeat away 
from the prying eyes of the winning sideĺ 
This is, perhaps, their error, but it is not 
the onѴy one that they have madeĺ Nor 
shaѴѴ it be the Ѵastĺ 
I hear rumour sঞѴѴ, you understandĺ 
Those spectres, eѴectricaѴ impuѴses sঞѴѴ 
misfiring in their minds, who, on occaŊ
sion, seek my company teѴѴ me that the 
new regime is changingĺ Inch by inch, 
Ѵink by Ѵink, the chain that starts with the 
fight for freedom is aѴready being 
forgedĺ The new order is aѴready seeing 
enemies at the gate and are just beginŊ
ning to insঞtute changes for the protecŊ
ঞon of the pubѴic goodĺ Cameras, reŊ
cording devices, things which… find 
things, are appearing in the streets and 
the houses, in the bѴocks of flats and the 
beauঞfuѴ, darkened parksĺ And that 
which is heard must, of necessity, be 
reported back and thus - of necessity of 
course - there must be a personage in 
authority to whom this reporঞng is adŊ
dressedĺ And if that person does not Ѵike 
what he hears, weѴѴ, then, ways must be 
found to ensure that different things are 
said thereafterĺ You know the driѴѴĺ 
And if they conঞnue down this road, 
then I can see into the futureĺ 
I sit here, in the darkness, and wait for 
the Doctor to returnĺ 
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The Ѵate evening sky cried as the wind 
cracked at the rooftops, Ѵifting gutters 
and shuffling sѴate as it circuѴated the 
streetsĺ Gentrus Roman exited his faŊ
vourite tavern where he had spent the 
Ѵast of his goodwiѴѴ credit draining one 
of the ѴandѴord’s Ѵess popuѴar and possiŊ
bѴy more evoѴved aѴe kegsĺ StumbѴing 
out onto the cobbѴes and into the chaŊ
os, sobriety wrestѴed to take controѴ of 
his bѴoated frame with surprising urgenŊ
cy as a parঞcuѴarѴy aggressive boѴt of 
freezing air bѴasted pastĺ His hands 
cѴambered to grip the wooden doorŊ
frame for baѴanceĺ 
ľLumpy wind,Ŀ he procѴaimed to everyŊ
one and no one, ľI hates it! More than I 
hates this flaming town! Better a conŊ
sistency of charge than an eѴement that 
takes thee by surprise,Ŀ and sensing a 
ѴuѴѴ in the air pressure he moved a hand 
from keeping his hat in pѴace, instead 
thumbing the brim upward to get a 
good Ѵook at the heavensĺ The rain took 
fuѴѴ advantage of the momentary break 
in gaѴe and proceeded to empty a minor 
cumuѴonimbus directѴy into his faceĺ For 
a man such as Roman, this onѴy served 
to strengthen his resoѴve that the worѴd 
was, indeed, out to get him - and that 
for aѴѴ the Ѵogic the city’s scienঞsts reŊ
peatedѴy used to poѴish fate’s faeces 
whiѴe simuѴtaneousѴy trying to disprove 
the existence of aѴѴ manner of specific 
Gods, he was sঞѴѴ unconvinced of naŊ
ture’s innocence in the face of Ѵife’s 
struggѴeĺ At Ѵeast keeping an open mind 
about a convenient deity presented the 
opঞon that there was aѴways someone 

to bѴameĺ 
The wood and stone buiѴdings that Ѵined 
both sides of each cѴaustrophobic street 
in Greater Schuw heaved forward toŊ
wards each other at roof ѴeveѴĺ FoundaŊ
ঞons were rareѴy prioriঞsed by the 
city’s buiѴders as it was generaѴѴy asŊ
sumed that sooner or Ѵater if a house 
needed any kind of support, it wouѴd be 
provided by its neighbouring property… 
eventuaѴѴyĺ  
On any number of bad days, Roman had 
sworn to himseѴf that he wouѴd eventuŊ
aѴѴy seek out the singuѴar brick that 
wouѴd bring the whoѴe pѴace crashing 
downĺ UnঞѴ then, bѴoমng out the 
bѴeakness of his existence as a smaѴѴ-
ঞme reѴigious bookseѴѴer via the imbibŊ
ing of aѴcohoѴ seemed the most producŊ
ঞve poѴicyĺ 
He shook a cѴenched fist at the sky 
above, threatening VocaѴ Mary Őa thunŊ
derous god detaiѴed in the books that 
he attempted to seѴѴ to unwiমng cusŊ
tomerső with inferred queries of her 
parenthoodĺ He removed a surpѴus 
pocket ediঞon from his coat and 
Ѵaunched it enthusiasঞcaѴѴy towards the 
skyĺ The book flew in a surprisingѴy effiŊ
cient manner upwards with no immediŊ
ate sign of Ѵosing aѴঞtudeĺ For a moŊ
ment, Roman thought that it might inŊ
deed reach the cѴouds above where 
VocaѴ Mary supposedѴy gave her rauŊ
cous opinions of the mortaѴs beѴow; its 
pages fanning out into makeshift wings 
that wouѴd carry it further upwards toŊ
wards the beings detaiѴed within its 
Ѵeavesĺ Then with a sodden crunch it 
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froze in the air, wedged between the 
guttering of two opposing housesĺ 
A further curse oozed through his 
teeth, reforming behind his Ѵips and 
readying itseѴf for audibѴe reѴease when 
a sound beyond Roman’s experience 
thundered above, causing the windows, 
the doors and finaѴѴy the brickwork of 
the surrounding houses to rattѴe enthuŊ
siasঞcaѴѴyĺ Looking past the Ѵodged 
book, he noঞced the sky changing coѴŊ
our from its usuaѴ disgruntѴed bѴue to an 
uncharacterisঞc, aѴmost enthusiasঞc 
simmering orange, growing brighter by 
the secondĺ For a moment, he saw the 
burning taiѴ of something pѴummeঞng 
towards a nearby forest directѴy above 
his headĺ As it disappeared behind the 
trees, the Ѵight-show diminished, reŊ
turning the sky to a reѴuctant indigoĺ 
Seconds passed in siѴence with Roman 
rooted to the spot, unঞѴ a Ѵow sonic 
boom shuddered through the streets, 
once again jostѴing the cityĺ In a surprisŊ
ing turnaround of prioriঞes, the aѴcohoѴ 
to adrenaѴine raঞo of his bѴood did a 
smaѴѴ tangoĺ His Ѵegs forgot their age 
and past misuse, tricked into thinking 
that now was a good ঞme to get someŊ
where famiѴiarĺ It couѴd have been arŊ
gued that this wasn’t necessariѴy the 
safest of desঞnaঞons as his house was 
the second-to-Ѵast in a Ѵong stretch of 
ageing buiѴdings with onѴy the end terŊ
race in a posiঞon to break its sѴow-
moঞon faѴѴĺ But for the ঞme being faѴѴŊ
ing objects were a threat, way in adŊ
vance of the barbed comfort his house 
providedĺ 
Roman’s book, now sѴightѴy puѴped by 
the heavy torrent of wind and rain, 
sѴipped from between the guttering and 
flapped to the floor where he had been 
standing seconds beforeĺ The sodden 
and suddenѴy sober bookseѴѴer was aѴŊ
ready haѴf-way down the street and 
uncharacterisঞcaѴѴy eager to get homeĺ 

An immense peeѴ of thunder rumbѴed 
through the heavens as Roman 
reached his front doorĺ The end terrace 
house to its right Ѵooked as unhappy as 
ever, teetering somewhere between 
scuѴpture and rubbѴeĺ He imagined for 
a moment that the Ѵarge famiѴy hidden 
inside must aѴѴ be huddѴed in a corner 
somewhereĺ But just at this moment, 
that wasn’t his probѴem - he wouѴd 
Ѵeave that to Handy Grimth, the spirit 
of baѴanced bricksĺ He was reѴieved to 
find that his door unѴocked and opened 
in its customary compѴaining but forŊ
giving way and as he cѴosed it again, he 
took a moment to check a protractor-
Ѵike design, drawn in charcoaѴ to the 
side of the doorframe with a dangѴing 
metaѴ weight hung by string at its sideĺ 
No noঞceabѴe shift in angѴeĺ Not since 
breakfast, anywayĺ 
He smacked his Ѵips, ѴoudѴy, and turned 
his attenঞon to his beѴѴy now that his 
brain appeared saঞsfied with a workaŊ
bѴe ѴeveѴ of normaѴityĺ He sѴumped into 
his favourite chair, cѴosed his eyes, and 
concentrated on Ѵosing the knowѴedge 
that an unidenঞfied object had crashed 
in a nearby woodѴand whiѴe retrieving 
the memory of what edibѴe items 
might exist under his roofĺ  
Summoning up the adrenaѴine to rise 
from the chair, he approached the ѴarŊ
der with renewed vigourĺ There was 
indeed a smaѴѴ piece of Gross Bessa’s 
green cheese remaining which tempoŊ
rariѴy Ѵifted his spiritsĺ Its cѴagging propŊ
erঞes were perfect for Ѵining a stomach 
but with the anঞsociaѴ effect of conŊ
geaѴing in the throat; often giving the 
diner a voice simiѴar to a duck with 
anaphyѴacঞc shockĺ However, finding 
an empty bread bin was an unexpected 
resuѴtĺ He definiteѴy remembered purŊ
chasing a Ѵoaf that morning from the 
bakers opposite his houseĺ  
His was the one and onѴy key to the 
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front doorĺ The ѴocaѴ rodents hadn’t, to 
his knowѴedge, deveѴoped the means by 
which to open cupboards and Ѵift heavy 
ceramic Ѵids from bread-boxesĺ His eyes 
scanned both waѴѴs adjoining adjacent 
properঞes for signs of recentѴy ѴoosŊ
ened brickwork, but every crack and 
Ѵoosened area of pѴaster was exactѴy as 
he remembered itĺ Not even one of the 
smaѴѴ chiѴdren from next door couѴd 
have eased their way through a gap 
without some evidence of movementĺ  
There was a scuffling noise from upŊ
stairs and dust dropped from a far corŊ
ner of the ceiѴingĺ Somewhat shaken, he 
took a sharp intake of breathĺ He sঞѴѴed 
his Ѵungs againĺ No soundĺ 
Roman sѴowѴy made his way to the 
stairweѴѴĺ He had decades of famiѴiarity 
with them, and in parঞcuѴar the dodgy 
fourth step which remained in pѴace, 
shuffled back into one piece for makeŊ
shift securityĺ AѴѴ steps were intact and 
untouchedĺ Either the intruder had enŊ
tered via the top window, was Ѵight 
enough to Ѵeave the steps in one piece 
or had an unspecified psychic Ѵink with 
staircases of wooden origin to detect 
booby trapsĺ Again, the most ѴikeѴy cuѴŊ
prit wouѴd be a smaѴѴ animaѴ - but again, 
that same animaѴ wouѴd not have been 
abѴe to gain access to the breadĺ He 
reaѴѴy didn’t Ѵike thisĺ This was too much 
troubѴeĺ He was wet, sঞѴѴ technicaѴѴy 
drunk, and most importantѴy hungry - 
wasn’t that enough? He desperateѴy 
started to try and think of an appropriŊ
ate deity to insuѴt, settѴing upon rubbing 
his right eѴbow and asking BiѴious Eric, 
the god of reѴuctant heroism for 
strengthĺ 
 
EѴsewhere, an outwardѴy human maѴe 
of quite possibѴy Ѵate middѴe age by 
EarthѴy comparisons was carefuѴѴy naviŊ
gaঞng a path through woodѴand toŊ
wards a very definite goaѴĺ Light of step 

and Ѵow to the ground, he waѴked an 
aѴmost dance-Ѵike zig zag through the 
undergrowth, cauঞous for a moment 
then scampering between vegetaঞon of 
varying ѴeveѴs of irritaঞonĺ His dark flurŊ
ry of hair rising up and down into a perŊ
fect mop as he rose and feѴѴ in smaѴѴ 
skipsĺ Every now and again he heѴd back 
parঞcuѴarѴy unheѴpfuѴ branches with a 
bѴack umbreѴѴa that he heѴd in the opŊ
posing hand to a battery-operated 
torchĺ He couѴd aѴso be heard uttering 
one-sided conversaঞon with the 
forest’s greenery and generaѴѴy seemed 
deѴighted to be making its acquaintance 
for the first ঞmeĺ 
EventuaѴѴy he came to a cѴearing, freshŊ
Ѵy carved into a tunneѴ-Ѵike passage 
down the centre of a usuaѴѴy impenetraŊ
bѴe matrix of thick, interwoven treesĺ A 
smouѴdering crater of burnt vegetaঞon, 
bushes and moѴten rock fizzed at its 
end, bordering a smoking buѴѴet-shaped 
object, haѴf buried in the groundĺ A 
steady sizzѴe punctuated the air as Ѵight 
rain hit the heated stoneĺ 
ľOh! Ahhhh… hmmmm,Ŀ he saidĺ ľWeѴѴ, 
this is aѴѴ very… something, isn’t it?Ŀ 
The Ѵichen said nothingĺ The shrubs 
gave no opinionĺ  
ľYes, that’s exactѴy what I thought,Ŀ said 
the stranger, dark, generous eyebrows 
Ѵowering and suddenѴy very seriousĺ 
Roman aѴways knew there was a reason 
why he’d kept his mother’s floor mopĺ 
Standing astride the doom-Ѵaden fourth 
step of his house’s staircase, he thrust 
the poѴe upwards once more, then 
waved it back and forth much Ѵike a flag 
bearerĺ Quite what this was supposed 
to achieve in the face of some undeŊ
fined threat he wasn’t sure, but there 
was aѴways the possibiѴity that the mop 
might appear both bigger and hairier 
than the bread thiefĺ Besides, the mop 
was expendabѴe - aѴѴ of a sudden, he feѴt 
Ѵike a minor tacঞcian and manipuѴated it 
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through the air in a manner he feѴt was 
befiমng an inteѴѴigent and respectabѴe 
Ѵife formĺ 
With aching arms and a waning enthuŊ
siasm for tacঞcaѴ puppetry, he took a 
firm grip of the handѴe with one hand, a 
candѴe in the other and began steadiѴy 
to cѴimb the stairs, avoiding any that 
might audibѴy give his progress awayĺ 
As he stepped up onto the floorboards, 
he Ѵit a nearby candѴesঞck and pѴaced 
his own candѴe on a sheѴf nearbyĺ 
ľHeѴѴo?Ŀ he caѴѴed into the darknessĺ 
Why in Schuw he was being so poѴite 
he wasn’t sure, but he ventured that it 
might be best to head into danger on a 
pѴeasant footĺ It may weѴѴ put him in 
good stead shouѴd power shift to the 
invader at a Ѵater stageĺ 
There was a shuffle and then the sudŊ
den bang of an undefined object hiমng 
the floor from the other end of the 
roomĺ 
ľI’m going downstairs again, now!Ŀ he 
said in swift repѴy, an octave or so highŊ
er than previousѴy, whiѴst instantѴy turnŊ
ing and striding back down the stairs, 
two steps at a ঞmeĺ He stumbѴed as his 
foot spѴit the fourth step permanentѴy 
in twoĺ 
CѴumsiѴy hiমng the ground floor, he 
caѴѴed, ľI’m downstairs now!Ŀ up the 
staircase, foѴѴowed swiftѴy by, ľI won’t 
be coming up again! I didn’t see you!Ŀ 
then taking a breath and ponderingĺ 
ľYou can Ѵeave the same way you came 
in as soon as you Ѵikeĺ You can keep the 
bread! I didn’t Ѵike it anyway!Ŀ 
Roman winced at quite how instantѴy 
fearfuѴ he was in the face of the unŊ
known intruderĺ Any sense of outrage 
had been repѴaced with intense dread 
and wanঞng the whoѴe thing to go 
awayĺ At this point no amount of eѴbow 
rubbing wouѴd get him back up those 
stairs, Ѵet aѴone curiosity or even bread 

productsĺ 
The candѴes now offered a flickering 
orange gѴow in the room aboveĺ For a 
moment, the Ѵight faѴtered, and Roman 
surmised that whoever was resident 
upstairs had moved across their influŊ
enceĺ He Ѵistened again, waiঞng - aѴŊ
most wiѴѴing the appropriate noises asŊ
sociated with Ѵeaving to appearĺ There 
was nothing aside from the whistѴe of 
the wind outsideĺ The storm had, at 
Ѵeast for the moment, caѴmedĺ 
An hour passed and as the Ѵight from 
the candѴes flickered and faded, so did 
Roman’s hope for a noisy exit from the 
thiefĺ The weather had abated, yet sঞѴѴ 
his unwanted guest was finding his 
modest abode preferabѴe to outside 
and he assumed was settѴing down for 
the nightĺ Roman wouѴd take his chancŊ
es with the unknown at Ѵeast unঞѴ dayŊ
Ѵightĺ He shifted his favourite Ѵeather 
chair towards the centre of the room 
and settѴed as best he couѴd, facing the 
staircase with the mop perched toŊ
wards danger Ѵike a jousঞng invaѴidĺ 
Despite best intenঞons, he was asѴeep 
within haѴf an hourĺ 
 
SunѴight broke through the bѴankets 
hung at the windows and between the 
Ѵess confident brickwork of Roman’s 
houseĺ Consciousness returned to him 
in muѴঞpѴe stages of varying coѴour and 
Ѵucidityĺ It was onѴy at the moment he 
reaѴised there was a floor mop wedged 
down the side of the chair’s arm piece 
that he remembered his current situaŊ
ঞonĺ He forced aѴѴ concentraঞon into 
opening his eyes wide enough to take 
in the detaiѴ that the morning Ѵight reŊ
veaѴedĺ 
The sound of breaking crockery drew 
his attenঞon to the Ѵarder from which 
his bread had disappeared the night 
beforeĺ The receding darkness invigorŊ
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ated his resoѴve to re-take ownership 
of his home, and he rose from the chair, 
puѴѴing the makeshift weapon from beŊ
tween the cushioning in which it had 
been wedgedĺ EventuaѴѴy, after a smaѴѴ 
battѴe, it came Ѵoose from its fixingĺ  
He edged towards the Ѵarder, sѴowѴy 
easing the door open with the head of 
the mopĺ Standing, hunched and awkŊ
ward, was a young girѴĺ Skin, paѴe as 
marbѴe with a mess of pearѴ white hair 
and naked as her day of birthĺ She ravŊ
enousѴy scraped at the pots and boxes 
that popuѴated the sheѴves, puѴѴing 
away cobwebs then ঞpping contents 
directѴy into her mouth with no conŊ
cern for hygiene or indeed, how Ѵong 
the ingredients had been thereĺ With 
insider knowѴedge he retched at the 
prospectĺ 
She suddenѴy became aware of his 
presence and turned to flee but found 
him bѴocking her escapeĺ For a moment 
their sight met, both instantѴy trying to 
measure the other’s intentĺ Her eyes 
were wide, watery, and bѴue as the sea 
in picture booksĺ Somewhat disarmed 
by the memory and detecঞng a fear 
equaѴ, if not superior to his own, he 
sѴowѴy pѴaced the mop onto the floor 
and heѴd his hands outward and openĺ 
Her eyes moved down to study his 
hands, seemingѴy fascinatedĺ 
ľWho are you? What do you want?Ŀ he 
asked, ľBy the Goddess Axia, where are 
your cѴothes, girѴ?Ŀ 
He reached for a Ѵarge, thick bѴanket 
that hung over a poѴe above a nearby 
windowĺ She was a thief, but onѴy by 
the grace of the Gods had he not yet 
faѴѴen to that ѴeveѴ himseѴfĺ He afforded 
her some dignityĺ 
As he puѴѴed the bѴanket down, he was 
unaware that he had just reveaѴed 
something hidden, something aѴtogethŊ
er stranger than the femaѴe stood in his 

Ѵarderĺ The girѴ screamed words in an 
unknown Ѵanguage and Ѵunged forward, 
puѴѴing the bѴanket from his hands and 
pushing past him towards the front 
doorĺ Roman feѴѴ to the floor, grabbing 
at the air to regain possession of the 
mopĺ As he turned towards the girѴ who 
now sat hunched at the foot of the 
Ѵocked exit, a gѴint of reflected sunѴight 
drew his attenঞon away from her and 
back to where the bѴanket had beenĺ 
SiѴhouetted in the window, haѴoed by 
the emerging dayѴight, stood, to 
Roman’s eyes, a metaѴ manĺ The figure 
stood sঞѴѴ and upright, aѴmost to attenŊ
ঞon but with its head drooped sѴightѴy 
forwardĺ LifeѴess and statuesque, the 
creature was cѴad in shining metaѴ 
pѴateѴets, scuѴpted to approximate the 
Ѵandscape of a muscuѴar and toned huŊ
man maѴe body, with ridges and angѴes 
that reminded Roman of the armour 
adorning the city’s royaѴ guardĺ This 
was where any kind of comparison to 
human form endedĺ On the chest was a 
boxѴike construcঞon, grated wire in an 
aperture down its centreĺ For a moment 
he fancied that the three, cavernous 
dark areas to the front of its head emuŊ
Ѵated the visage of a skuѴѴ - yet the 
shape of the head, with supposed hanŊ
dѴes at either side aѴso reminded him of 
his favourite tankardĺ He decided to 
focus on the famiѴiarĺ He prodded ѴightŊ
Ѵy at the Ѵeg with the mop handѴeĺ A 
hoѴѴow toѴѴ rang out, vibraঞng upwards 
into the chest cavityĺ 
ľJust a statue, I fathom,Ŀ he said to the 
girѴ, whose eyes were transfixed on the 
figure, ľI fancied for a moment that it 
might be aѴive - a gift from the Gods 
maybeĺ Anything to do with you?Ŀ 
The girѴ was now on her feet but 
showed no sign of reacঞon to Roman’s 
quesঞoningĺ Besides, she appeared 
mesmerised by the metaѴ figure and 
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began to step, tentaঞveѴy towards itĺ 
She stopped for a moment, head 
cocked, studying it from head to toeĺ 
Roman aѴmost detected an eѴement of 
recogniঞon in her faceĺ AѴmost a smiѴeĺ 
Now that she stood, modesty covered 
in the bѴanket, he afforded himseѴf a 
moment to appreciate her striking apŊ
pearanceĺ Her bѴue eyes sparkѴed, her 
sun-honeyed hair gѴistened, and the 
pores of her perfect skin contrasted 
into defined reѴief in the sunѴightĺ In 
fact, he noঞced that her skin was stunŊ
ningѴy perfectĺ Not a bѴemishĺ Not a 
scarĺ Just paѴe as if having never seen a 
day of sunĺ 
ľStepĺĺĺ away from it, dear,Ŀ ventured 
Romanĺ 
The girѴ didn’t react; instead waѴking 
confidentѴy towards the monsterĺ She 
was now cѴose enough for it to easiѴy 
grab her, snapping her neck in one 
movement - had it, of course, been anyŊ
thing other than an empty sheѴѴĺ And 
yet, with air at its core, it sঞѴѴ exuded 
menace in its siѴenceĺ 
She ducked beneath the drooping head 
and Ѵooked upĺ At first, Roman thought 
that she was studying the minimaѴ feaŊ
tures of the creatureĺ Joining her in her 
bravery he noted two round hoѴes, Ѵike 
the coins pѴaced upon the eyes of the 
moneyed dead with a secondary hoѴe at 
each outward corner, aѴmost signifying 
a tear, and a thin, rectanguѴar sѴot 
where its mouth shouѴd have beenĺ She 
stayed there for a moment, swaying 
sѴightѴyĺ There reaѴѴy wasn’t much detaiѴ 
to take in, to be fair, he thoughtĺ Then 
he reaѴised that she was Ѵooking at 
something eѴse enঞreѴyĹ her reflecঞonĺ 
Distorted and eѴongated - but hers 
aѴone, nonetheѴessĺ 
She pѴaced a hand, gentѴy onto the 
chest pѴateĺ 
A Ѵow, broken rasp emitted from the 

box on the front of the creatureĺ The 
girѴ stepped backĺ The sound appeared 
to be sѴowѴy increasing in repeঞঞon and 
pitch, then stopped as quickѴy as it had 
begunĺ Roman Ѵunged forward, grasping 
the girѴ’s hand and puѴѴing her towards 
the doorĺ 
ľNo good wiѴѴ be coming from hovering 
round this beastѴy decoraঞon,Ŀ said RoŊ
man, ľI shaѴѴ be seѴѴing this fairground 
curiosity as soon as I reckon its purpose 
and how it gotten itseѴf hereĺ This be 
needing some thoughts and I daresay 
that thinking couѴd be expedited by a 
sঞff drink!Ŀ 
Mrsĺ Googun from the bakery opposite 
Ѵooked down upon the coupѴe as they 
disappeared around a cornerĺ UnimŊ
pressed, she empঞed a bedpan onto the 
street beѴowĺ She jumped as a sudden 
Ѵoud thump emitted from Roman’s 
house, coupѴed with a cѴoud of dust 
puffing from its windowsĺ Nothing more 
happened for a momentĺ Thinking nothŊ
ing more of it, she began to cѴose the 
window shuttersĺ Just then, she noঞced 
her husband make his way across the 
street to Roman’s house having been 
disturbed from his bread making rouŊ
ঞneĺ She watched as he tried the door, 
finding it apparentѴy unѴocked by the 
hasঞѴy absent owner, then sѴowѴy stepŊ
ping inside, an oven paddѴe heѴd aѴoft in 
preparaঞon for battѴeĺ She bustѴed with 
pride, somewhat taken aback by her 
husband’s vigourĺ There was a pause 
and then another cѴoud of dust expѴodŊ
ed from the window frameĺ A fine mist 
of flour settѴed onto the cobbѴes formŊ
ing cѴoudy pooѴs of white punctuated 
with cѴots of deep red between the 
stonesĺ She faintedĺ 
An earѴy morning tour of the city 
afforded the advantage of being abѴe to 
wander at one’s wiѴѴ through the 
grounds of private properঞesĺ Not onѴy 



 

 
57 

did this give the opঞon to proceed in a 
virtuaѴѴy direct Ѵine to a desঞnaঞon but 
it aѴso Ѵed to easy pickings of cѴothes 
Ѵines aѴong the wayĺ A traiѴ of cѴothes 
Ѵay Ѵike breadcrumbs across a muѴঞtude 
of back gardens and yards and at its 
head, the girѴ had settѴed with a Ѵong 
wooѴѴen smock of paѴe orange, veѴvet 
three quarter Ѵength Ѵeggings brought 
to a fuѴѴ stop by a Ѵarge pair of bѴack 
stained Ѵeather farm worker’s boots, 
Ѵeft outside and caked in mud after the 
previous night’s stormĺ Roman couѴdn’t 
heѴp but be amused by the girѴ’s enthuŊ
siasm at stomping through the streets, 
scattering dried cѴods of earth about 
the cobbѴesĺ 
The girѴ turned to Roman, smiѴed for 
the first ঞme, then deѴicateѴy uttered 
words that in content meant nothing to 
himĺ However, in their shape he was 
reassured and warmed that they 
sounded Ѵike something good and 
probabѴy thankfuѴĺ 
ľDon’t menঞon it,Ŀ he repѴied, smiѴing 
back, then checking himseѴf, rememŊ
bered the state of his teethĺ 
They finaѴѴy ducked between an archŊ
way created by two opposing smaѴѴ 
cottages, both Ѵost in ঞme to the 
sprawѴing hotchpotch of crooked housŊ
esĺ It opened out into a Ѵarge town 
square, fiѴѴed with the earѴy stages of a 
street marketĺ A muѴঞtude of smeѴѴs 
permeated the air, from the fragrance 
of freshѴy cut flowers, to the beginŊ
nings of hot stews reheaঞng from the 
previous dayĺ The girѴ sniffed, aѴmost 
mesmerised by the taunঞng scent of 
foodĺ As she Ѵunged towards a fruit 
staѴѴ, Roman grabbed the back of her 
smock and heѴd her backĺ He shook his 
head, hoѴding an open paѴm to her faceĺ 
PѴacing one hand on her shouѴder, he 
wafted the other downwards to try and 
reѴax her enthusiasmĺ ReѴuctantѴy, she 

noddedĺ 
Five minutes Ѵater, they crouched in a 
smaѴѴ aѴcove beneath a ramshackѴe 
bridge, gnawing at fruit and vegetabѴes, 
expertѴy snatched by Romanĺ 
ľUsed to have a bookstaѴѴ staѴѴ here, 
meseѴf,Ŀ he said, sadѴy, ľTiѴѴ they raised 
the taxes up higher than SѴack Dorca’s 
hemѴineĺĿ 
The girѴ Ѵooked at him then smiѴed, deŊ
tecঞng his meѴanchoѴy toneĺ She pѴaced 
a hand on his and offered him some of 
her fruitĺ He pѴaced his other hand on 
top of hers and shook his head, smiѴing 
a flat smiѴeĺ 
The market had become busierĺ ShopŊ
pers and staѴѴhoѴders communicated 
through various ѴeveѴs of aggression 
and Ѵaughter as they tradedĺ The girѴ 
Ѵistened intentѴy, every now and again 
showing hints of a grin or a frown as 
emoঞons cascaded through the streetĺ 
Then something Ѵifted above the caŊ
cophony, taking the whoѴe of her attenŊ
ঞonĺ She Ѵeapt to her feet, banging her 
head on the underside of the aѴcoveĺ 
She put her hand to her head, confused, 
then inspected her paѴmĺ She studied a 
smaѴѴ amount of bѴood for a moment, 
then shaking her head wiped it disŊ
missiveѴy on her Ѵeg before seমng off 
into the thick of the crowdĺ Roman 
jumped up, stumbѴing at first, caѴѴing 
after her to sѴow downĺ He swiftѴy 
stuffed what was Ѵeft of his meaѴ into 
the breast pocket of his jacket, Ѵicking 
his fingers then, foѴѴowing her exampѴe, 
wiping them on his trousersĺ 
He pushed his way forward through the 
crowd, ignoring rudeness and comŊ
ments about Ѵineage as he did soĺ Face 
upon face upon face greeted him as he 
forced on, each with their own hurtfuѴ, 
gurning facadeĺ Instead, he decided to 
Ѵisten and seek out what might have 
enঞced the girѴ away from himĺ As he 
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moved on, something became more 
defined amidst the throngĹ musicĺ 
EventuaѴѴy he found himseѴf towards 
the centre of the square and with one 
big push between some parঞcuѴarѴy 
stubborn and stocky Schuwan women, 
he feѴѴ forward out of the crowd and 
into a space Ѵeft, aѴmost poѴiteѴy, around 
a street entertainerĺ He quickѴy gathŊ
ered composure and stood upright to 
take in what was happeningĺ 
At the centre of an aѴmost perfect circѴe 
Ѵeft by the surrounding crowd, stood a 
smaѴѴ group of musicians, swaying in 
unisonĺ A rhythmic, shuddering foѴk 
tune was being coaxed out of their variŊ
ous tooѴs; an aѴmost machine-Ѵike seŊ
quence of fluttering notes bѴown from 
two opposing wind pieces; a swaying 
waѴѴ of thin chords squeezed from two 
paddѴes joined by inflated animaѴ skin; a 
woman of traveѴѴer descent bѴowing 
bass notes from a Ѵong tube of ѴovingѴy 
carved wood; the whoѴe piece punctuŊ
ated by the thud of a Ѵarge-skinned 
drum, graduaѴѴy increasing in frequencyĺ 
Orbiঞng the performance, skipping, 
Ѵeaping, marching, striding, ducking, 
turning, reversing, shuffling then spinŊ
ning in a reveѴry of pure barefoot joy, 
danced the girѴĺ 
At first, Roman attempted to grab her 
as she passed, but she was too fastĺ She 
was caught up in a tranceѴike ecstasy, 
Ѵosing herseѴf in the momentĺ MesmerŊ
ised by the drug of gѴorious expression, 
she increased with speed as the music 
did the sameĺ Resigned to standing paŊ
ঞentѴy unঞѴ the end of the tune, Roman 
began to noঞce that it wasn’t necesŊ
sariѴy the musicians that the crowd 
were responding toĺ AѴѴ eyes were on 
the girѴ; aѴѴ hands cѴapping aѴong in ঞme 
with the music, as much to encourage 
her efforts as enjoy the musicĺ As the 
meѴody and tempo Ѵifted, bringing the 

tune to a crescendo, coins began to rain 
towards a box to the front of the bandĺ 
For a moment there was siѴence, then a 
Ѵoud and enthusiasঞc cheer erupted; 
currency conঞnued to be thrownĺ 
Before Roman had a chance to rescue 
the girѴ, a new musician appeared with a 
very different Ѵooking instrument to 
take his pѴace amongst the minstreѴsĺ 
He pѴaced part of the device under one 
arm and began to squeeze, methodicaѴŊ
Ѵyĺ GraduaѴѴy the strangest of drones 
began to emit from what Ѵooked Ѵike a 
petrified animaѴĺ Frozen Ѵegs protruded 
from a round, swoѴѴen beѴѴy, reguѴarѴy 
compressed by a fuѴѴ-figured young 
man with dark hair, a flared white shirt 
and what Roman couѴd onѴy perceive as 
being red patterned femaѴe Ѵeg-wearĺ 
SঞѴѴ, as ঞme moved on, the dissonant 
sound graduaѴѴy reached a tangent of its 
upward curveĺ The pѴayer began to 
draw out fragmented notes from the 
cry of the animaѴ; rhythmic and flighty, 
much Ѵike the previous tuneĺ The drumŊ
mer began to pick out the geometry of 
the piece and began to thump aѴong in 
ঞmeĺ Before Ѵong the crowd had begun 
to cѴap aѴong, once againĺ 
Fearing that things wouѴd start again, 
Roman ran to grab the girѴ’s handĺ As he 
did so, she turned to him, smiѴing - then 
as he refused to Ѵet go, her expression 
turned darkerĺ 
ľLet me go - I need this!Ŀ she shoutedĺ 
Roman immediateѴy Ѵet her go, taken 
aback at her sudden abiѴity to speak in 
perfect bѴessed-tongueĺ Then, as he 
regained his senses and reached out 
once again to haѴt her in her tracks, a 
hand swiftѴy cѴasped his wristĺ 
ľNow, now, nowĺ Let the chiѴdren have 
their fun,Ŀ said a warm and caѴm voice 
in his earĺ Roman turned to see the proŊ
fiѴe of a strong, pѴummeঞng nose proŊ
truding from under a dark cѴoak, underŊ
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pinned with a pouty, fuѴѴ mouth, curŊ
rentѴy grinning broadѴy with a cascade 
of white teeth, ľShe is somewhat interŊ
esঞng though, isn’t she?Ŀ 
The man turned to Roman, aѴѴowing him 
a first Ѵook at the face in fuѴѴĺ Two disŊ
arming and kind hazeѴ eyes met his, 
each squinted with amusement - possiŊ
bѴy sѴightѴy awash with tearsĺ It had 
been so Ѵong since Roman had found 
himseѴf caught up in an emoঞonaѴ moŊ
ment Ѵike this and to find himseѴf in the 
company of one equaѴѴy moved Ѵeft him 
flaiѴing for reacঞonĺ 
Instead, words feѴѴ from his mouthĺ The 
reѴief was exquisiteĺ 
ľShe’s beauঞfuѴ,Ŀ he said, ľA Gift from 
the Gods, is as good as any expѴanaঞonĺ 
I is sঞѴѴ trying to fathom which of them 
upstairs wouѴd think me worthy to have 
her appear in my homeĺ AѴѴ I is usuaѴѴy 
having deѴivered is finaѴ demands of the 
taxĺĿ 
ľAh, so she appeared, you say? Last 
night, was it? During the storm?Ŀ 
Roman’s disposiঞon changed someŊ
what, and he suddenѴy feѴt the need to 
be a ѴittѴe more guardedĺ This was aѴѴ 
sounding decidedѴy more officiaѴĺ PeoŊ
pѴe with quesঞons were rareѴy a weѴŊ
come intrusionĺ 
ľWho the DaeviѴ are you?Ŀ he demandŊ
edĺ 
ľSo sorry, Mister, er…Ŀ the man repѴied, 
removing the hood from his head, ľI’m 
the Doctor - and that  
piper over there is my friend, Jamieĺ 
Has your friend got a name?Ŀ 
ľI’ve no idea, sir,Ŀ said Roman, respondŊ
ing subservientѴy to the ঞtѴed stranger, 
ľShe’s onѴy just started taѴking in me 
naঞve tongue, to be fair,Ŀ 
ľAh, yesĺ WeѴѴ, I’m probabѴy to bѴame 
for thatĺ SঞѴѴ, it makes things that much 
easier, eh? And Ѵet me teѴѴ you, I don’t 
think anything about this is going to be 

easyĺĿ 
Roman’s heart sankĺ Was this stranger 
going to make this aѴѴ compѴicated and 
take his new friend away so soon? He 
Ѵooked across to where the girѴ was curŊ
rentѴy piroueমng around Jamie as he 
danced a smaѴѴ jig, momentariѴy Ѵosing 
his pѴace in the music as the girѴ passed 
him with a smiѴeĺ 
ľDon’t teѴѴ meĺ She’s an escaped 
pris’nerĺ A thiefĺ A demian sent by GasŊ
eous Jum… just my flamin’ ѴuckĺĿ 
ľNo, none of those things to my 
knowѴedge,Ŀ said the Doctor, ľbut to be 
fair I’m not reaѴѴy sure myseѴfĺĿ 
ľI’m not reaѴѴy thinking anything be 
makin’ sense, Doctor,Ŀ said Roman, 
shaking his head, ľFirstѴy, I’m thinkin’ 
the sky is faѴѴing in, I see a comet crashŊ
es in the woods then I come home to a 
breadѴess Ѵarder,Ŀ he eѴaborated, ľThen 
I’m finding an angeѴ in my bedroom, a 
metaѴ man in me Ѵounge and…Ŀ 
ľA what?Ŀ interjected the Doctorĺ 
ľAn angeѴ in me bedroom…Ŀ 
ľNo, the bit after thatĺĿ 
A scream interrupted the conversaঞonĺ 
The Doctor, Roman, Jamie and the girѴ 
aѴѴ turned round trying to get a pinpoint 
on the direcঞon of troubѴe, but the chaŊ
os that erupted from the crowds onѴy 
served to muddy their hearingĺ Jamie 
went to heѴp the girѴ to safety, but she 
immediateѴy made her way to Roman’s 
side and began to puѴѴ at his arm to get 
them away from the areaĺ 
The crowd thinned as peopѴe ran in aѴѴ 
direcঞons for safetyĺ There was a Ѵoud 
crash behind themĺ They turned to see 
a Ѵarge fruit staѴѴ ঞp towards them, 
scattering fruit across the cobbѴesĺ 
Some smaѴѴ chiѴdren quickѴy gathered to 
coѴѴect up the spiѴt foodĺ Jamie shouted 
at them to get to safety, scooping up 
one smaѴѴ girѴ whose Ѵegs were obviousŊ
Ѵy way too smaѴѴ to offer any chance of 
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speedĺ Facing the upturned staѴѴ, he 
turned to run, but not before he saw a 
shape, somewhat famiѴiar, stepping roŊ
boঞcaѴѴy towards himĺ 
ľA Cyberman! Doctor! It’s a Cyberman!Ŀ 
ľRun, Jamie!Ŀ shouted the Doctor, 
ľDon’t think, just run; everyone!Ŀ 
Roman, the girѴ and finaѴѴy Jamie ran 
towards a nearby aѴѴeyĺ The Doctor moŊ
mentariѴy stood with a Ѵook dispѴaying 
concern, fear, and fascinaঞonĺ For the 
few seconds afforded to him by the 
somewhat staggered progress of the 
creature, he wrung his hands in a circuŊ
Ѵar moঞon, muttering to himseѴfĺ WhiѴe 
the metaѴ man’s progress was someŊ
what sѴow and Ѵaborious, its feet hit the 
ground with a soѴid shunt; Ѵeft, right, 
Ѵeft, right; its focus dead ahead and reŊ
ѴentѴessѴy aiming directѴy for the group 
fleeing down the aѴѴeywayĺ Its stabiѴity 
seemed somewhat unsure as it stepped 
onto the uneven cobbѴesĺ This someŊ
what fascinated the Doctorĺ Servos and 
motors whined, compensaঞng for the 
Ѵack of flat ground, but with each step, 
its efficiency appeared to improveĺ 
The Doctor puѴѴed at a nearby abanŊ
doned handcartĺ He swung it into the 
path of the Cybermanĺ It strode straight 
on ahead, the cart spinning off as if 
Ѵighter than airĺ OnѴy then did the DocŊ
tor react; appearing momentariѴy to 
dance on the spot, then stepping backŊ
wards, turning to change gear into a fuѴѴ
-bѴown sprint, chasing after his coѴŊ
Ѵeaguesĺ 
The Doctor turned a corner to find himŊ
seѴf Ѵooking straight into the face of a 
Ѵarge furry creature that reared its head, 
making a noise not dissimiѴar to a bearĺ 
He Ѵooked past to see that the beast 
was hitched up to a Ѵarge wooden wagŊ
on, the reins heѴd by Jamie who stood, 
somewhat gѴadiatoriaѴ, behind the aniŊ
maѴ’s head; Roman and the girѴ sat beŊ

hind, beckoning for the Doctor to cѴimb 
aboardĺ 
ľHe’s some weird Ѵookin’ beasঞe, DocŊ
tor, but I’m toѴd he’s quick!Ŀ said Jamie, 
aѴmost smiѴing, ľI’m thinking we’d best 
get a move on before that Cyberman 
gets here!Ŀ 
ľThat sounds Ѵike a wonderfuѴ idea, JaŊ
mie,Ŀ repѴied the Doctor, grabbing the 
Scot’s hand and aѴѴowing himseѴf to be 
puѴѴed aboardĺ 
As the Cyberman turned the corner, the 
wagon was aѴready weaving somewhat 
reckѴessѴy down the aѴѴey and banking 
onto two wheeѴs as it headed up a ѴinkŊ
ing Ѵaneĺ The Cyberman paused for a 
moment, then re-engaged its pursuit 
with renewed veѴocityĺ 
ľWe need to get back to that capsuѴe, 
Jamie,Ŀ caѴѴed out the Doctorĺ ľI think 
we’ѴѴ get some more answers now that 
it’s cooѴed downĺĿ 
ľCooѴed down?Ŀ ventured Roman, ľAre 
you taѴking about that comet that hit 
the forest Ѵast night?Ŀ 
ľThat was no comet,Ŀ said the Doctor, 
now smiѴing, eyebrows raised, ľThat 
was an escape craftĺ A Cyber escape 
ship!Ŀ 
ľShips can’t fly, you damn fooѴ,Ŀ said 
Roman, scoffingĺ 
ľHe’s right,Ŀ said the girѴ, quietѴy, head 
hung and visibѴy shaking, ľthat thing 
came from another worѴdĺĿ 
Roman’s immediate thoughts were to 
equate the informaঞon to the acঞons 
of the Gods - but this girѴ was offering 
up evidence of Ѵife from above the 
cѴoud coverĺ Quite how this was possiŊ
bѴe was another thing - but here were 
these peopѴe, taѴking of things way beŊ
yond his comprehensionĺ So not SchuŊ
wan in any shape nor formĺ The Gods of 
which he soѴd books, detaiѴing their varŊ
ied behaviours and powers that kept 
the worѴd turning, did just that - this 



 

 
61 

worѴd was their focusĺ Anything outside 
of that defied descripঞonĺ Defied cateŊ
gorisaঞonĺ Defied natureĺ 
ľJamie and I foѴѴowed the ship here in 
my TARDIS,Ŀ said the Doctorĺ 
ľYes, the Doctor managed to fly the 
TARDIS in a straight Ѵine for once, too!Ŀ 
said Jamie, somewhat amusedĺ 
ľWeѴѴ… foѴѴowing the energy traiѴ of the 
capsuѴe did make things somewhat easŊ
ier I wiѴѴ admitĺ But I have to say I’ve 
rather impressed myseѴfĺ It’s not often 
you find a crippѴed Cyber cruiser, firing 
off escape podsĺ It’s aѴѴ sঞѴѴ a bit of a 
Ѵearning process, you seeĺ You know 
what they say about the first few hunŊ
dred yearsĺĿ 
As they entered the nearby forest it 
became impossibѴe for the vehicѴe to 
progressĺ They entered into a more 
dense area on foot, eventuaѴѴy finding 
the channeѴ created by the crashed 
shipĺ 
As they made their way towards the 
crash site, Roman took the opportunity 
to ask the girѴ some quesঞons, especiaѴŊ
Ѵy as she now seem to be abѴe to conŊ
verse in aѴmost perfect Schuwanĺ 
ľYou arrived in a… sky ship? With that 
thing?Ŀ he venturedĺ 
She nodded, ľYesĺ It wants meĺ It’s tryŊ
ing to get me backĺĿ 
ľYou were a prisoner then, Ѵassie?Ŀ said 
Jamie, Ѵistening inĺ She noddedĺ He conŊ
ঞnued, ľBut I don’t understand, Doctorĺ 
How did the girѴ and the Cyberman get 
into this man’s house? The ship 
crashed!Ŀ 
ľI can onѴy guess that it was some form 
of ejector seat, JamieĺĿ 
Jamie and Roman Ѵooked at each other 
and shruggedĺ 
ľShort range matter transference?Ŀ he 
tried againĺ Two mouths hung sѴightѴy 
openĺ 
ľBefore the ship crashed, the on-board 

computer used a speciaѴ energy beam 
to pѴace the occupant in a pѴace of safeŊ
ty, rather than risk damage on impactĺ 
PossibѴy a pѴace where it can get right 
on with conঞnuing to propagate the 
Cyber race,Ŀ 
ľTurn the peopѴe into more Cybermen?Ŀ 
asked Jamie, ľBut that doesn’t make 
any sense, Doctorĺ  That Cyberman is 
onѴy interested in the girѴ - its prisonerĺ 
It doesn’t seem interested in anyone 
eѴseĺĿ 
ľYes,Ŀ said the Doctor, ľYes, that had 
occurred to me tooĺ The Cybermen 
don’t keep prisoners - not for Ѵong, anyŊ
way,Ŀ He turned around to see the girѴ, 
hanging back sѴightѴy from the groupĺ 
They arrived at the crash siteĺ The top 
haѴf of a smaѴѴ, siѴver capsuѴe showed 
above the coѴѴected earthĺ Through the 
mist of steam and smoke that had gathŊ
ered around the ship, the Doctor made 
his way to what Ѵooked Ѵike an opening 
in its huѴѴĺ He puѴѴed a handkerchief 
from his breast pocket and heѴd it to his 
mouth, disappearing into the fogĺ 
Out of breath and desperateѴy trying to 
make sense of the situaঞon, Roman 
eased himseѴf down onto a nearby ѴevŊ
eѴѴed tree trunkĺ He Ѵooked at the forest 
floor, wide eyed and breathing deepѴyĺ 
Then he turned to the girѴĺ 
ľAs I is thinking it, woman, that metaѴ 
monster is wanঞng you for somethingĺ 
What are you? A criminaѴ? A deserter? 
A traitor?Ŀ he said, high-pitched and 
breathѴess, ľThat’s a machine of battѴe, 
make no mistake,Ŀ 
Not making eye contact, she Ѵooked to 
the ground and repѴied, ľAѴѴ of those 
thingsĺ And worseĺĿ 
ľA Cyberman’s a beasঞe of nothing but 
eviѴ,Ŀ interjected Jamie, ľAnd what I’ve 
seen of them makes me think that 
they’re not in the habit of keeping prisŊ
oners, just Ѵike the Doctor said - you 
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must be something pretty speciaѴ if 
they’re keeping hoѴd of you in one 
pieceĺ Who are you? What did you do?Ŀ 
A Ѵone tear feѴѴ from the girѴ’s eyeĺ TakŊ
en aback, she Ѵifted a hand to her cheek, 
feeѴing the moisture against her skinĺ 
ľI did what I had to doĺ I wanted to heѴpĺ 
For the good of everyone,Ŀ she conঞnŊ
uedĺ ľThat’s what you do when you 
want things to get better isn’t it? When 
there’s a war on?Ŀ 
ľWeѴѴ, yes, Ѵassie,Ŀ repѴied Jamie, ľI 
wouѴd nae have picked up a sword if I 
was nae gonna do good wi’ it,Ŀ 
ľExactѴy,Ŀ she said, recognising a comŊ
monaѴity between the twoĺ ľWhen you 
can’t stand to see your famiѴy suffer; 
your worѴd to be destroyed at the 
hands of othersĺĿ 
ľI wouѴd have done anything for my 
sisters,Ŀ said Roman, staring straight 
ahead, ľeven making a deaѴ with the 
DaeviѴ….Ŀ he turned to the girѴĺ ľIs that 
what you did, er…?Ŀ 
ľKastrid,Ŀ said the girѴ, suddenѴy overŊ
wheѴmed with emoঞon, smiѴing a broad 
grin, and Ѵaughing poѴiteѴyĺ ľMy name is 
Kastridĺ And yes, I did what I did beŊ
cause I thought that it was the right 
thing to doĺ I thought I couѴd protect 
themĺ Protect everyoneĺ I signed up for 
the war effortĺ Left my famiѴyĺ Said 
goodbyeĺĿ 
ľYou fought in the war?Ŀ asked Jamieĺ 
ľI… I beѴieve so,Ŀ she repѴied, hoѴding 
her head, ľIt’s aѴѴ so hazyĺĿ 
Out of nowhere, the Doctor appeared 
from the white of the smokeĺ 
ľ’BattѴe not with monsters Ѵest ye beŊ
come a monster’,Ŀ he said, theatricaѴѴyĺ 
He waѴked to Kastrid and took a hoѴd of 
her shouѴders, gentѴy, and smiѴed 
brieflyĺ ľI think you shouѴd come with 
meĺ This won’t be easy, I’m afraidĺ Not 
quite Ѵooking into the abyss - I can’t 
recommend that - but it’s a cѴose secŊ

ondĺĿ 
The Doctor Ѵed Kastrid through the mist 
to a dark hoѴe in the sheѴѴ of the capŊ
suѴeĺ She haѴf expected to see an empty 
cockpit in the darkness, but as she apŊ
proached, she caught sight of an aѴѴ too 
famiѴiar gѴint of siѴver amongst a mess 
of wires and duѴѴ, torn metaѴĺ 
There, in the cockpit was what reŊ
mained of a Cyberman; distorted by 
impact and heat - but a Cyberman 
nonetheѴess, in better days idenঞcaѴ in 
design to the machine that had pursued 
them earѴierĺ 
ľThis can’t be the ship I arrived in,Ŀ she 
said, somewhat confusedĺ ľThis is a sinŊ
gѴe occupant capsuѴeĺ This can’t be 
rightĺĺĺ how did I get here? There must 
have been more than one ship?Ŀ 
She stared down at the heѴmet Ѵooking 
up at herĺ Once again, she saw the 
bѴurred, pink shape of her face, reflectŊ
ed in its maskĺ She Ѵooked into each 
hoѴѴow, seemingѴy endѴess eye - drawn 
into the bѴack where aѴѴ emoঞon 
seemed Ѵost and meaningѴessĺ She feѴt 
what ѴittѴe joy she had managed to exŊ
perience and stored away in the Ѵast 
few hours begin to drain away; warmth 
and connecঞon with the worѴd repѴaced 
with coѴd funcঞon and a predictabѴe, 
pointѴess existenceĺ 
She reaѴised that she had stopped 
breathingĺ She took in a sharp and deep 
breath; intense morning coѴd mist 
mixed with the causঞc, metaѴѴic smoke 
sঞѴѴ bѴeeding from the capsuѴeĺ Then as 
bѴood rushed, compѴaining around her 
veins and into her ears, the sweѴѴ of her 
heart pumping became aѴmost overŊ
wheѴmingĺ Her focus puѴѴed away from 
the eye and onto the second, smaѴѴer 
tear-Ѵike hoѴe to the side of the aperŊ
tureĺ She once again feѴt at her cheek, 
sঞѴѴ moist with emoঞonĺ SuddenѴy the 
face of the Cyberman seemed wrought 
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with sadness and she joined it in its sorŊ
rowĺ 
Noঞcing a juমng crack to the side of 
the heѴmet, she reached down, grasping 
the sheared metaѴ and puѴѴedĺ The DocŊ
tor reached out a hand to her arm, conŊ
cerned that she might burn herseѴf on 
the sঞѴѴ hot metaѴ, but her determinaŊ
ঞon overcame any sensiঞvity to danger 
and a Ѵarge secঞon of the mask came 
away in her hand, immediateѴy dropping 
to the groundĺ 
Kastrid stood compѴeteѴy sঞѴѴ, mesmerŊ
ised by what she sawĺ CoѴd, dead, famiѴŊ
iar eyes Ѵooked straight back at herĺ The 
scarring and heat damage to surroundŊ
ing skin did nothing to diminish the 
recogniঞon of the once Ѵiving face withŊ
in - a face that she had known since 
before she couѴd remember; keeping 
her company through her short Ѵife; a 
ѴifeѴine to reaѴity and where she stood in 
the universeĺ The face was her ownĺ 
ľYou see that nasty eѴectricaѴ storm Ѵast 
night must have pѴayed havoc with 
these Cyber systems,Ŀ said the Doctor, 
aѴmost taѴking to himseѴf in a reassuring 
and pracঞcaѴ mannerĺ ľWhen the safety 
trans-mat systems tried to get the pasŊ
senger to safety, I think it got a ѴittѴe 
confused about, weѴѴ, flesh and metaѴ 
and rather cѴeverѴy reconstructed them 
both in fuѴѴ - didn’t even have the enerŊ
gy to properѴy deconstruct our friend, 
hereĺ It’s aѴѴ rather fascinaঞng, reaѴѴy! 
Matter transportaঞon has aѴways had 
issues with Ѵiving, senঞent beings - nevŊ
er a probѴem with standard matter in 
generaѴĺ Tricky for cyborgs; two differŊ
ent aѴgorithms intertwined andĺĺĺ WeѴѴ, 
here you are! A perfect reconstrucঞon 
of Kastrid the Mondasianĺ Safe and 
weѴѴ!Ŀ 
ľFascinaঞngĺ Safe and weѴѴ,Ŀ she said, 
coѴdѴyĺ 
She turned to the Doctor, suddenѴy 

caѴm and measured, ľBut of course, I’m 
onѴy haѴf of the probѴem, DoctorĺĿ 
ľI can assure you, my dear, that you’re 
no probѴem at aѴѴ and that transporter 
created you back in an aѴmost perfectѴy 
recreated whoѴe piece,Ŀ said the DocŊ
tor, teeth bared in a wide and thriѴѴed 
smiѴeĺ ľYou are a ѴittѴe miracѴeĺĿ 
ľI Ѵeft anything ‘miracuѴous’ about my 
existence at the door of my famiѴy 
home, Doctorĺ That dead creature in 
the ship is Kastridĺ I’m just a ghost of 
herĺ But I can’t pretend that aѴѴ of the 
bѴame for the horrors that she perpeŊ
trated aren’t part of meĺ EquaѴѴy I can’t 
Ѵay aѴѴ of the bѴame for that on the maŊ
chines the scienঞsts createdĺĿ 
ľKastrid,Ŀ said the Doctor, ľAѴѴ quesঞonŊ
abѴe acts; even those we might caѴѴ 
eviѴĺĺĺare created from the perspecঞve 
of a righteous causeĺ It’s what we do 
with the knowѴedge of the repercusŊ
sions that mattersĺ So many have comŊ
mitted unspeakabѴe atrociঞes with the 
jusঞficaঞon of being ‘right’. You have a 
second chanceĺ You can see both sides 
nowĺ That is a priviѴege that I wouѴd 
hope you wouѴd not dismiss easiѴyĺĿ 
Kastrid smiѴed and turned, ľWe became 
the very thing we feared, Doctorĺ In 
running from death, we became death 
itseѴfĺ WaѴking corpses with onѴy the 
iѴѴusion of Ѵife to set us apart from roŊ
bots, coupѴed with the iѴѴusion of a 
righteous cause wrapped up in a subŊ
rouঞneĺ The arrogance of the MonŊ
dasian race, beѴieving itseѴf to be superiŊ
or in the face of difference, procѴaiming, 
ľYou wiѴѴ become Ѵike us!Ŀ 
ľBut you’re free from aѴѴ of that now, 
Kastrid!Ŀ said the Doctor, breathing fast 
and visibѴy emoঞonaѴĺ ľYou’re no Ѵonger 
part of the Cyber race!Ŀ 
ľBut it’s sঞѴѴ part of me,Ŀ she saidĺ 
There was a moment of siѴenceĺ Then 
they turned as a shriek erupted from 
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within the fogĺ A flying body appeared 
out of nowhere, momentariѴy creaঞng a 
hoѴe in the mist, and Ѵanded, broken at 
their feetĺ Kastrid Ѵooked down to see 
the ѴifeѴess face of Roman Ѵooking up at 
herĺ 
ľNO!Ŀ she shouted and made for the 
direcঞon in which the body had travŊ
eѴѴedĺ 
ľNo, Kastrid, wait!Ŀ caѴѴed the Doctor, 
flusteredĺ He thought for a moment, 
then ran after her, shouঞng, ľJAMIE!Ŀ 
They quickѴy made their way through 
the bѴanket of mist, back to where they 
had Ѵeft the wagonĺ As they broke at 
the smoke’s edge, they saw Jamie, cowŊ
ering as the Cyberman bore down upon 
himĺ Its movements seeming far more 
fluid than before as Jamie scuffled 
backwards on aѴѴ fours to hide himseѴf 
underneath what was Ѵeft of the wagon, 
which itseѴf was rotaঞng wiѴdѴy as the 
attached beast of burden bucked and 
struggѴed to free itseѴf of its bondsĺ The 
Cyberman brought a Ѵarge metaѴѴic hand 
down onto the wood; the beast simuѴŊ
taneousѴy puѴѴed backwards and feѴѴ 
sideways on top of Jamieĺ He struggѴed 
underneath as the animaѴ writhed, 
attempঞng to regain purchase on the 
groundĺ 
Jamie Ѵooked up, seeing the Cyberman 
reach out with both hands towards his 
headĺ 
ľYou want me don’t you!Ŀ cried out 
Kastrid; siѴhouetted at the edge of the 
smokeĺ The Cyberman froze, then 
straightened up, adjusঞng its posiঞon 
to focus pureѴy on the girѴĺ 
ľYou don’t just want me, do you, monŊ
ster?Ŀ she conঞnued, taunঞng the creaŊ
ture, ľYou need meĺ Otherwise, you’re 
just a sheѴѴĺ A parasite with no meaning! 
A gun with no trigger finger!Ŀ 
Kastrid stood for a moment, considerŊ
ing the creature once again, now sudŊ

denѴy caѴm and accepঞngĺ She cocked 
her head to one side sѴightѴy, considerŊ
ing the sight before herĺ 
The Cyberman cocked its head aѴso, 
mirroring her movementsĺ They both 
Ѵifted their heads up straightĺ Then the 
creature raised an arm, firing a smaѴѴ 
projecঞѴe at the girѴĺ 
The dart hit Kastrid in the chestĺ She 
shook for a moment, her body moveŊ
ments suddenѴy disconnecঞng from her 
own controѴĺ The Cyberman waѴked 
decisiveѴy towards herĺ 
By this ঞme, Jamie had managed to 
extricate himseѴf from beneath the aniŊ
maѴĺ He picked up a wooden shard from 
a spѴit side to the wagon and moved to 
intercept the Cyberman’s movementsĺ 
ImmediateѴy the Doctor appeared, 
haѴঞng Jamie in his progressĺ 
ľNo, Jamie, wait - this is Kastrid’s 
battѴe,Ŀ said the Doctorĺ 
ľIt’s gonna kiѴѴ her, Doctor! We must do 
something!Ŀ cried Jamie, angry and 
smarঞng with the pain in his Ѵegsĺ 
ľWe and Roman aѴready have, Jamie - 
we bought her a ѴittѴe… perspecঞveĺĿ 
The Cyberman froze in front of the girѴĺ 
As it raised its arms sѴightѴy upwards, 
she did the sameĺ But then the machine 
began to trembѴeĺ SѴowѴy, Kastrid 
stepped back from the machineĺ Then, a 
moment Ѵater, the Cyberman did the 
sameĺ She turned round towards the 
smoke surrounding the capsuѴeĺ Her 
counterpart tooĺ 
Before Ѵong, the girѴ and the creature 
were making their way towards the 
cockpit of the capsuѴeĺ The Doctor and 
Jamie foѴѴowed from a short distanceĺ 
The Cyberman juddered as it struggѴed 
to regain controѴ of its movementsĺ As 
it did so, Kastrid winced, crying out but 
griমng her teeth and swearing in a ѴanŊ
guage that the Doctor couѴd onѴy imagŊ
ine was ancient Mondasianĺ 
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The metaѴ man stopped at the cockpit 
and reached down towards a controѴ 
paneѴĺ Kastrid, to its side, mimed the 
sameĺ The Cyberman pѴaced a hand 
onto the controѴ paneѴ, transferring enŊ
ergy from itseѴf into the deviceĺ Deep 
within, an eѴectronic whirring sprang 
into Ѵifeĺ 
ľKastrid, I think I know what you’re doŊ
ing… Don’t!Ŀ caѴѴed out the Doctorĺ 
ľWe’ѴѴ find another way!Ŀ 
ľWhat’s she doing, Doctor?Ŀ asked JaŊ
mie, who had reached Roman’s body 
and was Ѵooking for signs of Ѵifeĺ 
ľShe’s winning is what she’s doing, JaŊ
mie,Ŀ he said, ľbut unfortunateѴy I think 
there might be a price to payĺĿ 
A sparkѴing gѴow appeared around both 
Kastrid and Cybermanĺ As it did so, she 
turned to the Doctor and Jamie, giving 
them a short moment of recogniঞonĺ 
Then, in a flash, both gѴowing bodies 
disintegrated into pixeѴs of coѴour… and 
were goneĺ 
The bѴurred but famiѴiar ceiѴing rafters 
of Roman’s house eased into view as he 
regained consciousnessĺ No-one was 
more surprised at his survivaѴ than he 
himseѴfĺ His head and muscѴes achedĺ 
He was bruised in pѴaces never before 
reached in even the nasঞest of conŊ
frontaঞons with drunken atheistsĺ He 
wiggѴed his fingers, then his toes, reŊ
Ѵieved at some tenuous movement at 
his extremiঞes, though his arms wouѴd 
not moveĺ He turned to his side to see 
the Doctor siমng in his favourite ѴeathŊ
er chair, casuaѴѴy flicking through one of 
a piѴe of books whiѴe pѴaying sporadicaѴŊ
Ѵy on a smaѴѴ wind instrumentĺ 
ľThat VocaѴ Mary needs to pipe down a 
ѴittѴe,Ŀ said the Doctor, smiѴing, 
ľShouঞng and throwing things around 
causes aѴѴ manner of probѴems, don’t 
you think?Ŀ 
ľI’m aѴive,Ŀ said Roman, attempঞng to 

put his hand to his headĺ 
ľOh yes, isn’t it marveѴѴous?Ŀ said the 
Doctor, ľI do hope you’re not going to 
squander the possibiѴiঞes of thatĺ 
Kastrid certainѴy wouѴdn’t want you to,Ŀ 
ľKastridĺĺĺ Is she…?Ŀ 
ľGone, I’m afraid,Ŀ he repѴied, ľIt’s aѴѴ 
very, very sadĺ Butĺĺĺ she redressed 
things and, weѴѴ, you and your peopѴe 
are sঞѴѴ very much aѴive, mostѴy,Ŀ 
Roman shook his head, trying to pѴace 
the informaঞon in some kind of orderĺ 
Then he Ѵooked to the other side of the 
room, which Ѵooked… differentĺ It now 
opened wideѴy through to a front room 
very simiѴar to his own, except this was 
popuѴated by a Ѵarge famiѴy of a broad 
range of agesĺ His neighbours at the 
terrace endĺ A smaѴѴ boy ran towards 
him on seeing him awake and handed 
him a smaѴѴ cup of steaming teaĺ 
Jamie sat to the side of the gap beŊ
tween the houses, his own Ѵegs bandŊ
aged and obviousѴy causing him disŊ
comfort, but hammering at an arrangeŊ
ment of wooden supports that now 
heѴd the two houses together in one 
pieceĺ 
ľI do hope you Ѵike your extension, Mrĺ 
Roman,Ŀ said the Doctorĺ ľWe figured 
that you probabѴy needed some Ѵooking 
after - and that ѴoveѴy famiѴy next door 
were running out of roomĺ You know, a 
bit of Ѵeaning on each other from ঞme 
to ঞme is no bad thing, and ѴittѴe Brydo 
here Ѵoves your booksĺĿ 
Roman winced, unabѴe to move his 
arms, now denseѴy wrapped in bandagŊ
esĺ 
ľBoth your arms are broken,Ŀ said the 
ѴittѴe boy, ľBut I’ve been praying for 
youĺ WouѴd you Ѵike me to rub your 
eѴbow for you, Mrĺ Roman?Ŀ 
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Excitement was high Ѵast Friday, ahead of 
a showing in the District CentraѴ HaѴѴ of 
something rather speciaѴ that has not 
been seen in this area since before The 
Great Destrucঞonĺ 
 
Back in March, constructors digging in 
what is beѴieved to be the remains of St 
Christopher’s Parish HaѴѴ, in what used to 
be West London were amazed to discover 
an object that they idenঞfied as a video 
tape ŋ a pre-Destrucঞon method of reŊ
cording moving pictures and soundĺ This 
parঞcuѴar tape heѴd one of the very few 
exampѴes of a ľteѴevision programmeĿ to 
have survived from before The Attack of 
Ɠth November ƐƖѵѵ and The Destrucঞon 
that foѴѴowed, which wiped out most of 
the popuѴaঞon of the worѴd and ended 
industriaѴņtechnoѴogicaѴ civiѴisaঞonĺ 
 
Your grandparents, if any were sঞѴѴ aѴive, 
wouѴd have toѴd you that the programme 
in quesঞon, Doctor Who, was a popuѴar 
science ficঞon fantasy drama, aimed 
mostѴy at young peopѴeĺ Of course, today, 
twenty years after The Destrucঞon, no 
one aѴive wiѴѴ have any memories of this 
parঞcuѴar ‘show’, nor indeed of teѴevision 
itseѴf; aѴthough youngsters wiѴѴ be very 
famiѴiar with that form of popuѴar enterŊ
tainment, as it is extensiveѴy studied in 
our network of viѴѴage schooѴsĺ 
 
What makes this parঞcuѴar instaѴment of 
Doctor Who, ŐenঞtѴed The Tenth PѴanet, 
Episode Ɠő, an even more exciঞng find, is 
that it is beѴieved to be the very Ѵast epiŊ
sode that was shown in the days immediŊ
ateѴy before The Attackĺ As such it can 
give us some insight into the preoccupaŊ

A RELIC OF BEFORE THE DESTRUCTION 
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ঞons of the peopѴe of Britain in their finaѴ 
daysĺ Those fears wouѴd seem to be many 
ŋ ranging from the fairѴy straightforward 
horror at the possibiѴity of nucѴear war or 
invasion from space to a dread of mechaŊ
nisaঞon itseѴfĺ There is a bitter irony in 
observing these terrors, given what was 
to happen just a few short days after the 
episode was shownĺ Humanity ŲƐ needed 
no heѴp from aѴien invaders in destroying 
itseѴfĺ 
 
After the strangest exampѴe of recorded 
music that this reporter has ever heard; 
music that in itseѴf caused a nervous chiѴѴ 
to come over the packed haѴѴ; the episode 
began in some sort of Antarcঞc miѴitary 
base, with the attempted Ѵaunch of a nuŊ
cѴear-armed missiѴe; the sight of which, 
caused a shudder of horrific memory to 
pass around those watchingĺ The faiѴure 
to Ѵaunch is greeted with reѴief by what 
wouѴd appear to be our heroes ŋ a white-
haired eѴderѴy man, caѴѴed ľDoctorĿ, preŊ
sumabѴy the ľDoctor WhoĿ of the ঞtѴe 
and two young peopѴe ŋ a man and a 
woman, Ѵater idenঞfied as ľBen and PoѴŊ
ѴyĿ; and anger by an aggressive miѴitary 
man, who proceeds to threaten everyone 
with a gunĺ 
 
There is menঞon of a ľnew pѴanetĿ, 
Ősomething which might become cѴearer if 
other episodes of the seriaѴ were ever to 
be discoveredő, and ľCyberman spaceŊ
shipsĿ. The appearance of these CyberŊ
men, a race of aѴien robots with bizarre 
sing-song voices, ends these disputes 
Őand provoked some Ѵaughter among the 
audienceőĺ With Doctor Who and PoѴѴy 
taken hostage, the rest of the episode 
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concerns the attempts of Ben and his 
friends to defeat the Cybermenĺ The use 
of radioacঞve rods in this quest again has 
connotaঞons for the modern viewer that 
wouѴd perhaps not have been apparent at 
the ঞmeĺ 
 
SadѴy, we were denied the denouement 
of the episode; the Ѵast few minutes havŊ
ing been Ѵostĺ We see Doctor Who resŊ
cued by his friends before assuring them 
that, ľIt’s far from being aѴѴ overĿ, and 
stumbѴing off towards who knows whatĺ 
The Cybermen have been defeated and 
their pѴanet destroyed, but what wouѴd 
have become of Doctor 
Who and his friends? We 
shaѴѴ never knowĺ 
 
Audience members Ѵeft the 
haѴѴ in reflecঞve mood that 
night, having been aѴѴowed 
a brief gѴimpse into an aѴŊ
most forgotten worѴd of 
technoѴogy and adventure; 
a Ѵook at visions from the 
past of a future that was 
not to beĺ The peopѴe of 
ƐƖѵѵ knew that they were 
Ѵiving under the ever-
present threat of death and 
destrucঞon on an unimagiŊ
nabѴe scaѴeĺ They knew 
that the terribѴe atomic 
Sword of DamocѴes couѴd 
faѴѴ at any ঞmeĺ What they 
didn’t know was that they 
had onѴy days Ѵeftĺ How 
couѴd they? 
 
One finaѴ curio to take 
from this extraordinary 
reѴic; the opening ঞtѴes 
reveaѴ that Doctor WhoĹ 
The Tenth PѴanet was co-
written by Kit PedѴerĺ This 
is of course, the very same 
Doctor PedѴer whose work, 
in the years immediateѴy 

foѴѴowing The Destrucঞon, enabѴed us to 
survive as a speciesĺ Without his achieveŊ
ments in the fieѴds of cyberneঞcs and 
transpѴant surgery, in the dying days of 
technoѴogy, it is unѴikeѴy that we wouѴd be 
here todayĺ 
 
Next Saturday is the twenঞeth RenewaѴ 
Day, when we commemorate the anniverŊ
sary of The Destrucঞon and give thanks 
for our survivaѴĺ PѴease visit your viѴѴage 
cѴinics beforehand and ensure that both 
your organic and cyberneঞc components 
are in opঞmum orderĺ Give thanks to 
Doctor PedѴerĺ Long Ѵive Humanity ŲƑ! 
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ŞThey say you donŝt dream in Cryoĺ It 
must have been a FrequentѴy Asked 
Quesঞon from the way the FѴeet TrainŊ
ing Programme swiftѴy offered up an 
answer, with a Ѵink to a specific docuŊ
ment pinging onto my Wristcom even 
before it had finishedĺ I never did read 
the whoѴe of the arঞcѴeĺ 
But, oh, I dreamtĺ Someঞmes I dreamt 
of nothingĺ LiteraѴѴy nothingĺ FѴoaঞng in 
a bѴankness that was aѴѴ enveѴopingĺ 
Other ঞmes my mind wouѴd wander 
through a jumbѴed coѴѴage of events 
from my chiѴdhood, on the farm or in 
training for this journeyĺ Someঞmes Iŝd 
be a chiѴd again, running through the 
dust Ѵeft behind by my grandmother’s 
crop sprayerĺ Iŝd hoѴѴer and whoop at 
the chickens in the yardĺ flapping my 
arms so much Iŝd think I couѴd take offĺ 
Someঞmes I wouѴd and Iŝd soar up into 
the sky, suddenѴy finding myseѴf in a 
flyer with the permanentѴy scowѴing 
flight instructor, who had impaঞentѴy 
drummed the basics into meĺ Other 
ঞmes it wouѴd be my grandfather siমng 
next to me, as scruffy and gaunt as ever 
but dressed in the makeshift rusty arŊ
mour of Don Quixoteĺ Heŝd smiѴe his 
crooked smiѴe at me Ѵike he did that Ѵast 
ঞme, and I wouѴd cryĺ 
Other ঞmes I wouѴd be groggiѴy waѴking 
back from a night in the mess haѴѴ, ঞpsy 
on iѴѴicit booze, and onѴy staying upright 
because I was cѴinging on to IѴyriaĺ She 
was no more sober than I was, but weŝd 
somehow manage to stumbѴe aѴongĺ 
Just Ѵike we aѴways didĺ That short waѴk 
back to barracks seemed to stretch on 

STARS FADING 
 

bƪ Daƣĭd XɚBŸƍōƇ  

into infinity but when I eventuaѴѴy 
reached the door it never be the right 
oneĺ   
Someঞmes it wouѴd be the faded pasŊ
teѴ bѴue of my chiѴdhood bedroom, othŊ
er ঞmes it wouѴd be the door that J 
sѴammed in my face the Ѵast ঞme I saw 
themĺ MostѴy it was the door to the 
Academy Ѵearning rooms, but someŊ
ঞmes it wouѴd beĺĺĺ noĺ Sorryĺ I donŝt 
want to taѴk about thatĺ 
Then there were the ঞmes when I had 
what you might caѴѴ… nightmaresĺ I 
wouѴd be fuѴѴy awake but unabѴe to 
moveĺ ImmobiѴe surrounded by feѴѴow 
graduates, the enঞre crew aѴѴ equaѴѴy 
frozenĺ I couѴd sense IѴyria standing 
right next to me, but I was tantaѴisingѴy 
unabѴe to turn to herĺ The tabѴeau of 
peopѴe stretched into the distance in 
both direcঞons and seemed to be 
curving, as if it joined up behind or beŊ
side meĺ 
OnѴy my eyes were free to move, and I 
wouѴd scan the rows of bodies hoping 
to see movement; but my eyes wouѴd 
aѴways be drawn up and away from 
themĺ Above us was a sky fuѴѴ of stars, 
unfamiѴiar consteѴѴaঞons that never 
seemed to stay the same if I Ѵooked 
away and then backĺ I never saw them 
moveĺ I never saw any movement in 
the bѴack skyĺ No cѴouds, no shooঞng 
starsĺ I couѴd never bring myseѴf to Ѵook 
downĺ The bѴackness of the sky 
seemed to stretch downwards, unbroŊ
kenĺ For aѴѴ I know we may have been 
standing on nothing, but that vast waѴѴ 
of star strewn nothingĺ 
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The first ঞme I dreamt this dream I 
found myseѴf in an unbroken waѴѴ of 
peopѴe, as famiѴiar to me as my own 
famiѴyĺ Everyone I trained with, everyŊ
one who was making this journey with 
meĺ I wouѴd stand thereĺ feeѴing nothŊ
ingĺ No breeze sঞrredĺ I never ঞredĺ I 
never hungeredĺ And for the Ѵongest 
ঞme that was how it wasĺ My mind 
wouѴd wander between the patchwork 
dreams and then be brought back to 
this strange gathering, and I wouѴd scan 
the Ѵine to see if everyone was sঞѴѴ in 
the same pѴaceĺ I found comfort in the 
fact that everyone was sঞѴѴ presentĺ 
One day that changedĺ 
OѴi Laughton was there and then he 
wasnŝtĺ I donŝt know why it scared me 
so much, but that sudden gap was terriŊ
fyingĺ I couѴdnŝt bring myseѴf to even 
Ѵook at the absence, turning my eyes 
upwardsĺ And what I saw there was 
equaѴѴy wrongĺ As I Ѵooked some of the 
stars were darkening, fading away even 
as I gazed up through tearsĺ I thought 
my heart wouѴd just about break then, 
but the bѴackness swaѴѴowed me, and I 
found it too hard to focus on anything 
and I drifted awayĺ 
More peopѴe vanished from the circѴe 
overĺĺĺI donŝt know how Ѵongĺ Time was 
hard to teѴѴ but it seemed that I had 
spent years fixed in pѴaceĺ Each ঞme it 
happened I wouѴd Ѵook up and see fewŊ
er and fewer starsĺ If there was some 
connecঞon between what I thought 
were stars and the situaঞon I found 
myseѴf in, then it was too obѴique for 
me to graspĺ  
OnѴy the one ঞme did I see anyone new 
in the circѴeĺ It was in the gap Ѵeft by 
MarshaѴѴ Oh, to the far Ѵeft of my visionĺ 
I had to strain my eyes to Ѵook but once 
I did it was immediateѴy obvious that 
this person shouѴdnŝt have been thereĺ 
Where everyone eѴse’s uniforms fitted 

perfectѴy this intruder’s hung off him, 
Ѵike it was three sizes too big and was 
worn over a fuѴѴ set of cѴothes instead 
of the reguѴaঞon uSuitĺ Swamped in the 
unforgiving white Teflon-coated uniŊ
form the ѴittѴe man was pracঞcaѴѴy hidŊ
den by what he was wearingĺ His unruѴy 
bѴack bob of hair was very much not of 
reguѴaঞon Ѵength and, most absurdѴy of 
aѴѴ, he seemed to be wearing a battered 
ঞe that traiѴed out of the uniform coѴѴar 
and hung there ridicuѴousѴy, swaying in 
a breeze I couѴdnŝt feeѴĺ 
And then he smiѴedĺ Eyes sঞѴѴ cѴosed, a 
dopey smiѴe spreading across his faceĺ I 
was instantѴy won over by this odd ѴittѴe 
manĺ His eyes began to twitch beneath 
the ঞght cѴosed Ѵids and then they were 
open, and he was Ѵooking straight at 
meĺ I had never feѴt more annoyed at 
being paraѴysed in posiঞon as at that 
momentĺ I wanted to say heѴѴoĺ That 
was aѴѴĺ I had been standing here so 
very Ѵongĺ I wanted to feeѴ Ѵike I was 
aѴive againĺ I was just beginning to feeѴ I 
wouѴd go mad with frustraঞon when I 
was struck by the change in the manŝs 
expressionĺ 
His eyes were wide open, and a wiѴd 
terror seemed to have gripped him and 
he was now shaking, convuѴsing in the 
suitĺ AѴmost before I couѴd take in what 
I was seeing he coѴѴapsed forwards and 
then was freeĺ He seemed to be dancŊ
ing at firstĺ The way he was hoѴding on 
to the arms of the too Ѵarge spacesuit 
made him Ѵook Ѵike he was waѴtzing, as 
he span around and between the figŊ
ures surrounding usĺ SѴowѴy, cѴumsiѴy, 
he was stripping out of the suit, reveaѴŊ
ing strangeѴy oѴd-fashioned cѴothesĺ A 
bѴack jacket, checked trousers, and a 
mismatched pair of shoesĺ  
FinaѴѴy free, he took the space suit by 
the coѴѴar and stood with it in front of 
himĺ He seemed to have some subtѴe 
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purpose that was beyond meĺ His eyes 
scanned around and then fixed onĺĺĺ 
something I couѴdnŝt seeĺ He braced 
himseѴf and then skipped nimbѴy to one 
sideĺ He danced around again and then 
took a simiѴar posiঞon before sѴiding 
sideways out of my sightĺ When next I 
saw him, he was sঞѴѴ hoѴding the space 
suit by the coѴѴar and was stretching it 
as wide as he couѴdĺ He readied himseѴf 
to do his jig againĺ This ঞme he took a 
singѴe step to the side but heѴd the suit 
out, Ѵeমng it hang where seconds beŊ
fore he had been standingĺ 
UnbeѴievabѴy something seemed to rush 
into the suit, fiѴѴing it with a buѴky movŊ
ing shapeĺ The strange ѴittѴe man 
gripped the neck of the suit ঞghtѴy and 
fought against his freshѴy captured 
combatantĺ Whatever it was that was 
he was fighঞng seemed to have no 
fixed shapeĺ Someঞmes it wouѴd appear 
as if many Ѵimbs were fighঞng to get 
out, pushing in aѴѴ different direcঞonĺ 
Then it seemed to inflate to aѴmost 
bursঞng point and then dropped and 
shrank away suddenѴy as if a terrific 
weight was puѴѴing it downĺ 
AѴѴ this ঞme the strange man struggѴed 
unঞѴ he cѴambered on top and with sudŊ
den strength managed to ঞe a knot in 
the sturdy, flexibѴe materiaѴ of the 
space suitĺ AѴmost instantѴy the fight 
went out of whatever he had been 
fighঞng withĺ He stood panঞng, and 
then he made an effort to straighten 
out his cѴothes, but Ѵooked just as crumŊ
pѴed when he finished as when he startŊ
edĺ Then he turned to me and bowed 
deepѴy before taking hoѴd of the now 
unmoving space suit and dragged it out 
of sightĺ 
And then nothingĺ The darkness took 
me again and this ঞme I didnŝt dreamĺ I 
did the very oppositeĺ After what 
seemed Ѵike an eternity of dreaming, I 

wokeĺ 
I was surprised at how sѴuggish I feѴt as I 
came toĺ It had not been Ѵike this in the 
pracঞce sessionĺ My body feѴt ঞred and 
uncomfortabѴe, and I was unexpectedѴy 
sweatyĺ I bareѴy had ঞme to register 
this, before a banging noise echoed on 
the door of the cryocapsuѴe that I was 
sѴeeping inĺ The frosted front cѴeared, 
and I was face to face with another 
newcomerĺ This one was not much taѴѴŊ
er than the scruffy man I had seen and 
was wearing cѴothes that were equaѴѴy 
oѴd-fashionedĺ Instead of the aѴѴ-
purpose uniform suitabѴe for space 
traveѴ he was in a paѴe suit with a 
brightѴy coѴoured flash of a waist coat 
underneathĺ A straw hat was perched, 
jaunঞѴy on his headĺ  
This stranger was puѴѴing on the capsuѴe 
door with aѴѴ his strengthĺ He braced 
himseѴf against it with first one foot and 
then anotherĺ Before Ѵong he was aѴŊ
most haѴfway up the pod, having 
shuffled higher and higher, his grip on 
the handѴe exhibiঞng a strength that 
was surprisingĺ SeemingѴy aѴmost by 
accident he managed to knock someŊ
thing with a foot and the door flew off 
its hinges Ѵeaving him trapped beneath 
it and muttering to himseѴfĺ With an 
ungainѴy wobbѴe he managed to right 
himseѴf, straightening himseѴf out with 
his hands and then Ѵooking straight into 
Dayoŝs eyes and introducing himseѴfĺ  
ŞTechnician, fourth cѴass, Dayo Lennie? 
Iŝm the Doctor and this isĺĺĺŞ his voice 
traiѴed away, and he stood Ѵooking 
bѴankѴy at his side as if he was exŊ
pecঞng someone to be thereĺ ŞAhĺĺĺ 
never mindŞ 
He Ѵeant forwards, hand outstretched 
to me and heѴped me out of the pod, 
and that was when I noঞced the debris 
around usĺ Some of the capsuѴes had 
been shattered and were now emptyĺ 
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Where there shouѴd have been a sѴeepŊ
ing crewmember was onѴy a ripped and 
torn out bundѴe of wiresĺ But there was 
no sign of OѴi or MarshaѴѴ or a few other 
peopѴeĺ I was about to ask this Doctor 
where they were when I caught sight 
on myseѴf in a piece of broken machinŊ
eryĺ I didnŝt recognise the person ѴookŊ
ing back at meĺ Where I shouѴd have 
been wasĺĺĺ weѴѴĺ Whoever it was Ѵooked 
more Ѵike my grandmother than meĺ I 
reached a hand up to the aged face 
Ѵooking back, hoping to convince myseѴf 
that I was mistakenĺ 
I Ѵost myseѴf then, and without the DocŊ
tor I donŝt think I wouѴd have ever been 
abѴe to find myseѴf againĺ My cryocapŊ
suѴe had been fauѴty and rather than 
freeze me fuѴѴy as it shouѴd have, it had 
Ѵeft me in a sort of waking comaĺ InŊ
stead of keeping me young, the device 
had fed me through the nutrient feeds, 
kept me heaѴthy, stopped my muscѴes 
wasঞng away but did nothing to preŊ
vent me ageingĺ Decades had passedĺĺĺ 
Iŝve found that whoѴe ঞme has comŊ
pressed down into just a few images, 
unabѴe to process the years I had Ѵostĺ 
SঞѴѴ, I was Ѵuckier than many of my othŊ
er coѴѴeaguesĺ Something had got into 
the ship and had been taking other 
crew members awayĺ The Doctor 
wouѴdnŝt say where to or for what purŊ
pose, but I canŝt heѴp wondering; was it 
using us a Ѵarder? There are some 
rooms in the deck beѴow where we are 
now that the Doctor seaѴed off comŊ
pѴeteѴy, and gentѴy suggested I didnŝt try 
to openĺ Even though he said it in a casŊ
uaѴ, throw away manner I couѴd see 
how seriousѴy he meant it and I have 
honoured that instrucঞonĺ 
The Doctor said he had stumbѴed across 
us in deep space and, upon expѴoring, 
had found that we were in need of heѴpĺ 
Heŝd waited in a cryocapsuѴe for whatŊ

ever it was that was preying on us, and 
then he had trapped itĺ He used Ѵots of 
words I didnŝt understand and made it 
aѴѴ sound more compѴicated but that 
was the gist of itĺ He apoѴogised for not 
being abѴe to heѴp me sooner, at which 
point I stopped him and asked the 
quesঞon that had been nagging away at 
the back of my mindĺ He cѴearѴy was not 
the same man I had seen fight with our 
predator and yet was taѴking as if he 
were the same manĺ  
ŞWeѴѴ, itŝs been a few yearsĺ Iŝve 
changed over ঞmeĺŞ  
ŞYou think youŝve changed?Ş I saidĺ ŞI 
didnŝt have a grey hair in my head when 
I went to sѴeep Ѵast night and nowĺĺĺŞ I 
traiѴed off and twisted a strand of my 
now saѴt and pepper Ѵocks and the DocŊ
tor had a bѴank face, as if he were unŊ
sure what to say to thatĺ And it was 
probabѴy the shock and stress of the 
situaঞon I had found myseѴf in that 
made me Ѵaugh so hardĺ And when I 
started, I couѴdnŝt stop unঞѴ I was crying 
with Ѵaughter and then just crying, but 
in a good wayĺ It feѴt Ѵike I was purging 
myseѴf of something; Ѵike waking from a 
bad dreamĺ 
Perhaps I was sঞѴѴ groggy from those 
dreams and maybe that expѴains why I 
never thought to ask the Doctor about 
his cѴothes, or how he found his way 
onto our shipĺ Generaঞon ships Ѵike this 
are supposed to be impenetrabѴeĺ The 
shieѴds shouѴd have been unbreachabѴe, 
our passage pracঞcaѴѴy invisibѴeĺ NeverŊ
theѴess, here he was and that seemed 
to be thatĺ 
It was thanks to the Doctor that I came 
to be awake and Ѵooking after my sѴeepŊ
ing friendsĺ Iŝm toѴd it wiѴѴ be another 
few years before we reach out desঞnaŊ
ঞon and everyone eѴse wakesĺ I donŝt 
know how oѴd I wiѴѴ be by thenĺ OѴder 
than my grandmother every got to be, 
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aѴmost certainѴyĺ But Iŝm not aѴoneĺ The 
Doctor presented me with a picnic 
spread which we ate Ѵooking out at the 
stars in the forward observaঞon deckĺ 
This ঞme the stars were famiѴiar, and 
none of them faded away, no matter 
how Ѵong I watchedĺ As we ate the DocŊ
tor expѴained to me that he wouѴdnŝt be 
abѴe to put me to sѴeep againĺ Someone 
needed to be around to compensate for 
the damage done by the thing that took 
my crewmatesĺ ‘WouѴd I be wiѴѴing to 
stay?’ he asked and got up to go for a 
waѴk around the ship, whiѴe I considŊ
ered his quesঞonĺ He Ѵeft me pouring 
steaming tea from a funny tartan tube 
with a screw on Ѵidĺ  
ŞMeet SheѴoom!Ş He cried upon return 
and heѴd out an armĺ A whooshing noise 
made me start and something flew past, 
Ѵanding on the Doctorŝs outstretched 
handĺ It was shaped Ѵike a button, a 
heavy figure eight, duѴѴ grey and feaŊ
tureѴessĺ The smaѴѴer upper part bobŊ
bing and moving in a way that was simiŊ
Ѵar to the way a bird wouѴdĺ It shivered 
briefly and a rainbow of coѴour spread 
out over its bodyĺ It was making a cѴickŊ
ing noise somehowĺ It seemed friendѴy 
enough and when I reached out an arm 
it hopped into my paѴmĺ The Doctor 
smiѴed Ѵike a proud parent watching a 
chiѴd making a new friendĺ SheѴoom, 
who I have come to Ѵove very much, 
nestѴed against me and was comforঞngŊ
Ѵy warm 
ŞAh! BiѴby! Youŝve joined usĺŞ The DocŊ
tor pointed to a corner of the room and 
whiѴe at first, I couѴdnŝt see anyone I 
sѴowѴy began to make out a figure; an 
aѴmost invisibѴe, paѴe grey figureĺ HuŊ
manoid but eѴongated, more Ѵike a shadŊ
ow than a personĺ I shouѴd have been 
terrified when it raised both hands to its 
head and nodded to me; but I feѴt a 
great sense of kindness for and from 

the Shadowmanĺ SheѴoom Ѵaunched 
into flight, sѴipping away from me, and 
zooming around BiѴbyĺ I say ŝflightŝ but 
SheѴѴy has aѴways seemed to me to 
move through the air Ѵike a fish through 
water, seemingѴy effortѴessѴy and with 
just the occasionaѴ body wobbѴe to 
change direcঞonĺ I raised my hands to 
my head and copied the shadows acŊ
ঞons and for a few minutes we mirŊ
rored each otherĺ One second, they 
wouѴd do something which I copied, the 
next I wouѴd take the Ѵead and they 
wouѴd echo meĺ The Doctor said BiѴby 
wouѴd become easier to see over ঞme, 
as the trust between us grew, and that 
it was impressive that I couѴd see him at 
aѴѴĺ And he was right, BiѴby is sঞѴѴ a 
stretched shadow of a man but fuѴѴy 
there and I can make out the outѴines of 
his eyes and wide, wide smiѴeĺ 
ŞAre you sঞѴѴ hungry, Dayo?Ş asked the 
Doctor before adding, ŞThink of your 
favourite foodĺŞ 
I cѴosed my eyes and thought of what I 
wouѴd Ѵike to eatĺ My grandmother’s 
biscuits came to mindĺ CrumbѴy, and 
buttery, with a hint of Ѵavender and an 
aѴmost bitter edge they were Ѵike no 
other biscuit that I have never tastedĺ 
When I opened my eyes, I found that 
there were motes of dust moving beŊ
tween the Doctor and myseѴfĺ They 
gathered together and became Ѵarger 
and Ѵarger unঞѴ they were Ѵike spinning 
ঞѴes the size of a fingernaiѴ which 
formed into a yeѴѴow and bѴack smiѴey 
faceĺ Then they reformed and in front 
of me was one of the bѴue and white 
pѴates I Ѵoved so much as a chiѴd, the 
type that I sobbed over when the sheѴf 
feѴѴ, and they brokeĺ And on them was 
the most perfect biscuitĺ One that I 
swear couѴd have been made just moŊ
ments ago by my granny LuѴa, if I knew 
that wasnŝt impossibѴeĺ 



 

 
73 

ŞThis is the ModeѴ ƒ Rinderian RosŊ
taroosta,Ş excѴaimed the Doctor, making 
a feast of sound out of the roѴѴing Rsĺ 
The most powerfuѴ nanotech inteѴѴiŊ
gence ever made on SaѴivarŝs moonĺ It 
soѴved the food crisis and Ѵeft everyone 
to Ѵive in peaceĺ UnঞѴ a terribѴe mistake 
was madeĺ Or at Ѵeast, it wiѴѴ be made 
there one dayĺĺĺ The poor chap was and 
wiѴѴ be Ѵeft on an empty pѴanet with noŊ
body Ѵeft to heѴpĺ It needs a homeĺŞĺ He 
toѴd me how BiѴby was the soѴe survivor 
of his race after a gѴobaѴ disaster, and 
that SheѴoom was the Ѵast of his species 
after being hunted to the point of exŊ
ঞncঞon by the apex predator of its 
homeĺ It was hard to know how to react 
to that and we aѴѴ sat in siѴence unঞѴ the 
Doctor picked up a pair of spoons from 
the picnic bѴanket and beat out a jaunty 
tune that was impossibѴe not to tap 
aѴong toĺ  
I danced with the shadowy BiѴby whiѴe 
SheѴoom soared up, between, and 
around usĺ Roosta created crazy 
patterns in the air above us, constantѴy 
changing coѴour, shape, and sizeĺ And 
when we became ঞred Roosta worked 
his magic to conjure up a Ѵarge cup of 
something thick and gѴoopy for BiѴby, 
exoঞc berries for SheѴoom, sparkѴing 
champagne for meĺ and a cup of tea in a 
perfect bone-china cup for The Doctorĺ 
It is not the Ѵife I expected to Ѵeadĺ I 
thought I wouѴd one day wake up, 
young and fit, on the new coѴony worѴd 
and do my part in making a new home 
for us aѴѴĺ Instead, my strange companŊ
ions and I have Ѵearned to communicate 
and get aѴong oh so very weѴѴĺ For a 
fortnight or so the five of us got to 
know each other, we Ѵearned how to 
communicate, and the Doctor taught 
me aѴѴ I needed to know to keep the 
ship on courseĺ The Doctor wandered 
off one afternoon and I havenŝt seen 

him sinceĺ That night I found a present 
waiঞng for me in the medbay that I 
have converted into a bedroomĺ A bunŊ
dѴe of reaѴ paper books! I donŝt know 
how he found something so vaѴuabѴe, 
but they make a weѴcome addiঞon to 
the entertainment programmes and 
eBooksĺ 
A Comet in MoominѴand, Emma, The 
CoѴour of Saying, The Further Professor 
Howe ChronicѴes; and best of aѴѴ Don 
Quixoteĺ Itŝs battered and beaten by 
age, heѴd together with tape in just the 
same way my grandfather’s copy wasĺ It 
even has the same smeѴѴ of tobacco and 
oѴd ageĺ If it werenŝt impossibѴe, I wouѴd 
say it was the very same book he used 
to read to me when I was ѴittѴeĺ 
But then again, many things that have 
happened to me have been impossibѴe 
to expѴainĺ Iŝve Ѵearned to Ѵive with thatĺ 
They say Ѵife is but a dream, after aѴѴ, 
and we donŝt expect Ѵogic in dreamsĺ 
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DaѲekvĳ Weeping AngeѲvĳ Vavh|a Nauadaĳ 
Aceĳ BogѲinvĳ The�’ue aѲѲ in VeѲoci|�Ķ a fan-
made Who homage |ha|’v �i��Ķ coѲo�uf�Ѳ 
and chaumingĸ  
 
SѲick fou i|v b�dge| uange and aѲ�a�v 
heau�eѲ|Ķ VeѲoci|� hav a modic�m of imň
puevvi�e vpeciaѲ effec|vĶ |hankv |o diuec|ou 
Chuiv PhiѲѲipvĶ and an endeauing Doc|ou 
pѲa�ed b� Chuiv’ pau|neu Ku�v|aѲ Mooueĸ 
 
We mee| |he ne� Doc|ou pov| -
uegeneuaࢼonĶ |ua�eѲing |o eau|h’v pav| 
�i|h a gen|Ѳeman �ho veemv haumѲevv 
eno�gh… a| fiuv|ĸ When |he� enco�n|eu 
�i|ch h�n|euv and |he Doc|ou iv |huea|ň
ened �i|h being b�uned a| |he v|akeĸ  
Doev vhe daue |o v�u�i�e and uivk changň
ing hiv|ou�Ĵ Of co�uve vhe doevĳ 
 
Chuiv vpoke |o �v fuom hiv gueen vcueen 
pauadive in BoiveĶ IdahoĶ devcuibing |he 
ho� and �h� of hiv homemade Whoĸ 
 
Covlb1 M-vt�;Ĺ How did VeѴocity take 
off? 
C_ubv P_bѴѴbrvĹ I worked for MTV for ƐƏ 

 

to ƐƔ years, doing news buѴѴeঞns, weird 
odds and ends and interview pieces, 
then I moved from Essex to America 
where I’m a video editor by trade, and it 
ended up being a fun ѴittѴe projectĺ Most 
peopѴe who edit for a Ѵiving are frustratŊ
ed movie directors! My partner’s AmeriŊ
can, she’s a comedienne and a fan of 
Doctor Whoĺ I’m Briঞsh so… we made it 
happenĺ It was good to have fun, wacky 
stuff to doĺ We took some acঞng cѴasŊ
ses and started making the showĺ 
 
CM: When you made the first episode, 
what were your expectaঞons for the 
series? 
CP: The pѴan from the beginning was to 
make it sustainabѴeĺ I’d dabbѴed in short 
fiѴms before; usuaѴѴy they’re a one-off 
thingĺ These days a Ѵot of peopѴe make 
shorts and there are tons of fiѴm fesঞŊ
vaѴsĺ I thought, ‘I want to make someŊ
thing a ѴittѴe bit more, buiѴd an audience 
or a reguѴar audienceĺ’ Doctor Who 
seemed to ঞck a Ѵot of the boxes, inŊ
cѴuding Ѵow budget producঞon and onѴy 
one centraѴ characterĺ 
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CM: An ensembѴe cast wouѴd create 
more chaѴѴenges? 
CP: If I tried to ask ѴocaѴ actors to keep 
coming back years on end for a web 
series, peopѴe wouѴd have come and 
goneĺ I might have found one kid who 
goes to coѴѴege and Ѵoves acঞng, but 
then went off to become an insurance 
saѴesmanĺ Doctor Who fits reaѴѴy weѴѴ 
for a Ѵimited castĺ KrystaѴ is aѴways 
there unѴess she dumps me ŐѴaughingő! 
 
CM: From a fiѴmmaking point of view, 
the attenঞon to detaiѴ is reaѴѴy goodĺ 
CP: I’ve Ѵearned a Ѵot of new techniques 
that I put into my own work, for examŊ
pѴe the broadcast stuff I do for peopѴe 
in Londonĺ If I think of a new technique 
or software I want to try, VeѴocity aѴŊ
Ѵows me to try out something different 
before I bring it into my professionaѴ 
worѴdĺ 
 
CMĹ The TARDIS interior is simpѴe but 
impressiveĺ 
CPĹ It took us a ѴittѴe whiѴe to figure outĺ 
The TARDIS interior needs to be as 
consistent show to showĺ If we weren’t 

going to do VeѴocity for years at a ঞme, 
buiѴding a huge interior wasn’t reaѴѴy 
viabѴeĺ I didn’t want it to be compѴeteѴy 
visuaѴ effects so I went with a white 
backgroundĺ OnѴy in a Ѵong shot you’ѴѴ 
reaѴѴy see the rest of itĺ We made a cenŊ
tre consoѴe with foam board and a gѴass 
bit with a purpѴe Ѵight then fiѴmed it in a 
photography studioĺ 
 
CMĹ TeѴѴ us about your casঞng processĺ 
Somehow, we couѴd teѴѴ you were the 
judge in Episode One! 
CPĹ We went to this ѴocaѴ acঞng cѴass in 
Boiseĺ The teacher was a Ѵady who’d 
been in a few sitcoms and teen dramas 
in the earѴy ƑƏƏƏsĺ We met a few ѴocaѴ 
actorsĺ There’s no reaѴ fiѴm scene in BoiŊ
se, it’s just a ѴittѴe hobby for most peoŊ
pѴeĺ A few of them do ѴocaѴ theatre, or 
historicaѴ recreaঞons and cowboy 
shootouts in a wiѴd west attracঞon 
caѴѴed Idaho Cityĺ A few actors make a 
bit of a Ѵiving from things Ѵike thatĺ We 
got to know them, I’d worked on a few 
ѴocaѴ shorts with them before; we startŊ
ed the first episode and hoped we 
wouѴd do more if it did weѴѴĺ 
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CMĹ You have some recurring characŊ
tersĺ 
CPĹ For the most part, it’s a different 
story every weekĺ As I’m coming up 
with ideas I can ask actors if they are 
avaiѴabѴe for an hour or twoĺ If not, I can 
swap it to a different characterĺ We’ve 
had a few of the guys backĺ Jen 
Potcher, who pѴays the witch ŒAgnes 
Waterhouseœ is in a bunch of them, DyѴŊ
an Wood’s been in a bunchĺ 
 
CMĹ How Ѵong does it take to produce 
an episode? 
CPĹ From geমng an idea to finishing it, 
nine months to a yearĺ A month after I 
have an idea, I get script writtenĺ A 
month after that we might start pѴanŊ
ning how to fiѴm itĺ When we actuaѴѴy 
do it, it aѴѴ comes together quite quickѴy 
with two to three days of shooঞngĺ The 
first episode’s edit was pretty quickĺ 
Others have had too many visuaѴ 
effects Ѵeaving me thinkingĺ ‘Oh my God 
this is a nightmareĺ’ I have to Ѵearn how 
to make what I want it to Ѵook Ѵikeĺ I 
push myseѴf to Ѵearning new techniques 
but it takes some ঞmeĺ 

CM: HaѴѴoween ƑƏƑƑ marks five years 
of the showĺ Happy anniversary! 
CP: Thank you, it’s been fun! SociaѴ meŊ
dia is a weird beast ŋ apps and 
pѴatforms are seѴf-serving, they want 
you to make content that suits each 
oneĺ I reaѴized quickѴy, before the reŊ
Ѵease of the first episode, that it wasn’t 
going to trip an aѴgorithmĺ It’s very 
niche contentĺ I asked, ‘how can I make 
it more what they want?’ but I decided 
not to do that, because I work fuѴѴ ঞme 
making videos, that’s my job and I didn’t 
want this it to become a jobĺ 
 
CM: It’s easy to faѴѴ into that trapĺ 
CP: I know Ѵots of peopѴe who haveĺ It 
tends to happen to younger peopѴeĺ 
Since YouTube pays peopѴe ad revenue, 
at some point it’s an empѴoyerĺ Out of 
aѴѴ broadcasters, YouTube is the worst 
empѴoyerĺ It says, ‘I’m going to make 
you make ten videos a month and you’ѴѴ 
get three grand for itĺ’ If you Ѵook at the 
hourѴy wage to make content for a huge 
muѴঞnaঞonaѴ company, then it becomes 
painfuѴѴy Ѵow and contributors get 
burned out on a fad that’s geমng Ѵikesĺ 
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CM: How do you avoid this whiѴe 
providing popuѴar content? 
CPĹ I’m OK with ƐƏƏƏ viewsĺ A few 
hundred peopѴe reguѴarѴy tune in to 
watch it, they’ѴѴ emaiѴ us or send a mesŊ
sageĺ When you start a fan fiѴm you get 
your own characters turning up and we 
do have a ѴittѴe soѴid fan baseĺ The acŊ
tors enjoy itĺ 
 
CMĹ What are your hopes for VeѴocity 
in the future?  
CP: It’s something we couѴd carry onĺ If 
I reaѴѴy put my mind to it, I couѴd make 
an episode in a weekĺ WE have to deŊ
cide, do we take a massive break or 
conঞnuousѴy work on it as a backŊ
ground thing, a few minutes a dayĺ It’s 
an ongoing chaѴѴenge, being a coupѴe 
and having kids and being creaঞveĺ We 
try not to Ѵet it become a burdenĺ We 
wiѴѴ probabѴy conঞnue to make it, we 
definiteѴy want to do a coupѴe more of 
themĺ I’ve reaѴѴy enjoyed doing them 
and drama-wise I’ve Ѵearned a heѴѴ of a 
Ѵotĺ If I was asked to direct eight epiŊ
sodes of Thomas the Tank Engine or 
five Danger Mouses I couѴd do itĺ BeŊ
fore, I didn’t have those skiѴѴsĺ  
 
CM: Have your chiѴdren taken an interŊ
est in the project? Do they come up 

with ideas? 
CPĹ In the Ѵatest episode they’re more 
invoѴved as actorsĺ They have been in it 
briefly before, operaঞng a puppet or 
doing a voiceĺ There’s peopѴe who make 
their kids famous on YouTube, that’s 
sѴightѴy detestabѴe to meĺ But now my 
stepdaughter is ƐƓ and studying drama; 
our boy didn’t want to be Ѵeft out so 
BogѴins attack himĺ It’s a fun famiѴy proŊ
jectĺ 
 
CMĹ Waitĺ BogѴins? 
CPĹ I had BogѴin rubber puppets when I 
was youngĺ My mum and dad threw 
them in the trash ƐƏ years agoĺ When 
their creator Tim CѴarke started a KickŊ
starter, ƓƏ-yr-oѴd dudes came out of 
the cѴoset and gave him haѴf a miѴѴion to 
make some moreĺ I got one and my son 
thought it was funny, so I bought a few 
more to make monster puppetsĺ A Ѵot of 
toys are fluffy or hard pѴasঞc but these 
are perfect for Doctor Whoĺ 
CM: Chris, thank you very much and 
pѴease make more VeѴocity!  
 
(ELOCIT+ EPISODE G&IDE 
 
Episode Ɛ - ƒƐ Octĺ ƑƏƐƕ 
R;];m;u-ঞom -m7 |_; )b|1_Cm7;u 
G;m;u-Ѵ  
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The Doctor regenerates and traveѴs 
back to the ƐƔƏƏs in a freshѴy renovatŊ
ed TARDIS, to save EngѴandŝs first conŊ
victed witch from a fiery deathĺ Can she 
overcome the oppression of the WitchŊ
finder GeneraѴ and save the women of 
CheѴmsford? 
 
Episode Ƒ - ƐƔ JuѴĺ ƑƏƐѶ 
  
D-�uov -m7 |_; D-Ѵ;hv R;|�umĴ  
On their way to GaѴѴifrey, the Doctor 
and the Master get taken aboard a DaŊ
Ѵek warship, where they Ѵearn of DavŊ
ros’ new pѴans for the human raceĺ  
  
Episode ƒ - ƒƐ Octĺ ƑƏƐѶ  
 
T_; M-v|;u T-h;v R;�;m];Ĵ  
The newѴy-regenerated Doctor gets 
stymied by the TARDIS on her way to 
GaѴѴifreyĺ  
  
Episode Ɠ - Ɛ Augĺ ƑƏƐƖ  
 
A1; -m7 |_; );;rbm] Am];Ѵv  
The Weeping AngeѴs are causing havoc 
in ƐƖѶƖĺ Can The Doctor save the pѴanŊ
et and wiѴѴ Ace be abѴe to heѴp her?  
  
Episode Ɣ - ƒƏ Decĺ ƑƏƐƖ  
 
T_; (-v_|- N;u-7- R;|�umĴ  
Can you imagine being stuck in a 
Christmas Movie that never ends? The 
Doctor must save her friend GѴoria from 
a fesঞve disaster and stop an ancient 
threat Ѵurking in the shadows! 
 
Episode ѵ - ƐƐ Sepĺ ƑƏƑƏ  
 
TRON  
The Doctor battѴes against the mysteriŊ
ous forces of the MASTER CONTROL 
PROGRAMĺ 
Episode ƕ - ƒƏ Janĺ ƑƏƑƑ  

 
T_; SbѴ;m1;  
The Doctor finds herseѴf in ƐѵƏƏs MexŊ
icoĺ Can she stop The SiѴence from infiѴŊ
traঞng the church and destroying the 
wriঞngs of gifted poet Juana In࣐s de Ѵa 
Cruz? 
 
Episode Ѷ - ƒƐ Augĺ ƑƏƑƑ  
 
Do1|ou )_o �vĺ |_; Bo]Ѵbmv 
The BogѴins are invading! ƐƖѶƏs rubber 
creatures return to cause havoc for The 
Doctor and her ѴocaѴ buddiesĺ Can our 
heroes stop the invasion and make 
peace with everyoneŝs fave retro squidŊ
gy swampѴings? 
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Let’s start this off with the important 
part of a review: I want to pѴay Don’t 
BѴink a ѴittѴe more to be sure, but it may 
weѴѴ be one of my top three favourite 
Doctor Who gamesĺ Now that you’ve 
got my opinion I hope you’ѴѴ keep readŊ
ing to the endĺ 
 
Doctor Who: Don’t BѴink is an asymŊ
metricaѴ tacঞcaѴ game, in which one 
pѴayer controѴs eight Weeping AngeѴs, 
and the other pѴayers take the roѴes of 
the Doctor ŐMatt Smith’s ƐƐth Doctor, 
specificaѴѴyő and three of his companŊ
ions ŐAmy, Rory, and CѴaraőĺ The story 
so far, is that the TARDIS has crashed 
on a spaceship fuѴѴ of Weeping AngeѴsĺ 
The Doctor and his Companions must 
survive Ѵong enough to retrieve four 
components to repair the TARDIS and 
escapeĺ 
 

The AngeѴs’ pѴayer starts the round by 
secretѴy seѴecঞng up to four AngeѴs to 
acঞvate that roundĺ Then the Heroes 
may move up to six spaces, ending their 
movement facing any direcঞon they 
choose Őthis is importantő and seѴect 
either a ľBѴinkĿ or ľDon’t BѴinkĿ cardĺ 
The other Heroes are aѴѴowed to know 
each other’s cards but they shouѴd reŊ
main hidden from the AngeѴs’ pѴayerĺ 
 
The four chosen AngeѴs are reveaѴed 
and that pѴayer has four Acঞon Points 
to spend however they see fitĺ The 
most common acঞons are moving up to 
nine spaces and capturing an adjacent 
Hero that can’t see themĺ Weeping AnŊ
geѴs are FAST, they say Don’t BѴink for 
a reasonĺ As Ѵong as they don’t cross 
into the Line of Sight of a Hero or anŊ
other AngeѴ they couѴd potenঞaѴѴy 
move up to ƒѵ spaces, using aѴѴ four 

 

DON’T BLINK GAME REVIEW 
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Acঞon Points and the board is onѴy 
ƐѶƵƐѶ spaces across, with waѴѴs and 
other obstacѴes aѴong the wayĺ If an AnŊ
geѴ is seen they must pause their acঞon, 
that Hero must reveaѴ if they chose a 
BѴink or Don’t BѴink cardĺ If they BѴinked, 
the AngeѴ is not seen and may conঞnue 
their acঞonŐső and the BѴink Card is reŊ
turned to the PѴayer’s coѴѴecঞve handĺ If 
they Didn’t BѴink, the AngeѴ is seen and 
is frozen with any incompѴete part of the 
acঞon forfeited, but that Don’t BѴink 
card is permanentѴy removed from the 
game, creaঞng a sort of ঞcking cѴock for 
the Heroesĺ 
 
Managing your Line of Sight is probabѴy 
the most important part of this gameĺ A 
Hero can see one space to their Ѵeft and 
right, and aѴѴ spaces in their current 
room in front of themĺ The cardboard 
standees have the character image on 
one side, and a siѴhouette of them on the 
back, to cѴearѴy differenঞate which diŊ
recঞon they are facingĺ They can onѴy 
see through a doorway if they are adjaŊ
cent to that door, and can onѴy see the 
space immediateѴy on the other side of 

the doorĺ Heroes can aѴso drag AngeѴs 
during their movement, and if two AnŊ
geѴs that were seѴected for that turn 
start in the same room and are in a 
straight Ѵine from each other, they are 
both frozen and can’t take acঞons that 
roundĺ 
 
Those are the basic ruѴes, Ѵeaving out 
some of the nuancesĺ The ruѴebook isn’t 
as Ѵong as it Ѵooks, as it has Ѵots of examŊ
pѴe graphicsĺ But it’s aѴso sѴightѴy uncѴear 
on a number of the ruѴesĺ For exampѴe, 
we pѴayed the foѴѴowing scenario: if an 
AngeѴ starts in Line of Sight of a Hero, 
that Hero immediateѴy reveaѴs their 
BѴinkņDon’t BѴink cardĺ In that situaঞon, 
the AngeѴ pѴayer must spend an acঞon 
point and attempt an acঞon before the 
card is reveaѴedĺ That makes Ѵife MUCH 
harder on the Heroesĺ SimiѴarѴy, we asŊ
sumed that AngeѴs used simiѴar Line of 
Site ruѴes, meaning they couѴd see each 
other in adjacent doorway spaces Őnope, 
same room onѴyő and if they moved into 
a straight Ѵine with another acঞve AngeѴ, 
they were both frozen ŐaѴso nope, onѴy if 
they start that wayőĺ That oops made Ѵife 
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GaѴe Force Nine’s games, Doctor Who: 
Time of the DaѴeks… WITH River Songĺ 
AѴѴ in aѴѴ, the ruѴebook is far from perŊ
fect, and the nerdy detaiѴs are a bit deŊ
batabѴe, but the game sঞѴѴ has a good 
ѴeveѴ of chaѴѴenge for both sides of the 
tabѴe and is a ton of funĺ The Ѵack of 
both canon and conঞnuity means that 
GaѴe Force Nine couѴd very easiѴy reŊ
Ѵease smaѴѴ expansions or promo charŊ
acters with new SpeciaѴ Don’t BѴink 
cards Ősomething I skipped over for 
brevityő and I hope they do exactѴy thatĺ 
 
An uncut version of this review can be 
read at https:ņņtherathoѴeĺca  
Lynnvander Studios deveѴoped Don’t 
BѴink and can be found at 
Ѵynnvanderĺrocks 
 
They are aѴso on Facebook 
 
GaѴe Force Nine can be found at 
wwwĺgfƖĺcom or on Facebook  

much easier on the Heroes, and to be 
perfectѴy honest they need aѴѴ the heѴp 
they can getĺ The game is intenঞonaѴѴy 
weighted in favour of the AngeѴs, and 
that isn’t a ľbadĿ thing, per seĺ The AnŊ
geѴs won every game we pѴayed but had 
we not misunderstood that reveaѴing 
your Don’t BѴink card ruѴe, it probabѴy 
wouѴd have been much cѴoserĺ Both 
sides of the game pose a very different 
puzzѴe to soѴve, and I personaѴѴy Ѵike 
thatĺ 
 
OK, here’s where the eyes of any non-
Whovians reading this might start gѴazŊ
ing over a bitĺ The nerdy stuff comparing 
this to the show’s canonĺ 
 
This game is NOT based on the episode 
ঞtѴed BѴinkĺ It is more simiѴar to The 
Time of the AngeѴs, but it’s sঞѴѴ a comŊ
pѴeteѴy originaѴ storyĺ The one big thing 
that every fan I’ve met has asked is 
ľWhy Amy, Rory, and CѴara?Ŀ It’s a vaѴid 
quesঞon since technicaѴѴy CѴara never 
met Amy and Rory and certainѴy never 
traveѴѴed with themĺ AѴthough there wiѴѴ 
aѴways be some grey in that, as the 
Ponds did interact with an ľechoĿ or 
ľspѴinterĿ of CѴara named Oswin OswaѴd, 
and CѴara’s TARDIS, in the form of an 
oѴd American Diner, may or may not be 
the same diner from an earѴier episode 
with the Pondsĺ ŐCѴara’s ImpossibѴe GirѴ 
storyѴine covers muѴঞpѴe seasons and 
Doctors, and is a topic for a different 
day and a different arঞcѴeĺő  
 
As for specificaѴѴy why CѴara and not 
River, who is much more cѴoseѴy conŊ
nected to Amy and Rory, the onѴy theory 
I’ve seen is that using AѴex Kingston’s 
Ѵikeness wouѴd have cost more, but who 
reaѴѴy knowsĺ It’s equaѴѴy worth menঞonŊ
ing that these three are aѴso packaged 
together in an expansion to another of 

https://therathole.ca
http://www.lynnvander.rocks
facebook.com/LynnvanderStudios.
http://www.gf9.com
facebook.com/GaleForceNine
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The criঞcs have spokenĺ The BBC StuŊ
dios audio saga Redacted is a hit, even 
better than the reaѴ thing according to 
someĺ  
 
The Guardian’s Miranda Sawyer found 
it f�n and engagingĺ The Sydney MornŊ
ing HeraѴd’s Stephen Brook wrote that 
it was an, ‘e�ciࢼngĶ a|movpheuic and abň
voubing duamaĶ’ puocѲaiming |ha| |he bev| 
Doc|ou Who �av on o�u phonevĸ The We 
Are CuѴt website Ѵoved it, caѴѴing the 
finaѴ episode, SaѴvaঞon, beaࢼ�f�Ѳĸ 

It’s wonderfuѴ to have a show about, as 
We Are CuѴt pointed out, ‘|huee po�euň
f�Ѳ t�eeu �omenĶ in a vho� Ѳed b� po�euň
f�Ѳ t�eeu �omenĸ’ But take away the 
commendabѴe diversity aspect and it’s a 
right oѴd messĺ There are too many 
things going on in each episode, which 
are bareѴy foѴѴowed up in the next inŊ
staѴmentĺ It’s obvious that the series 
onѴy had two weeks of preproducঞon 

per producer EѴѴa Wattsĺ 

 
Watts and coĺ had a great opportunity 
here, to show how taѴented they are 
and entertain radio Ѵisteners ŋ a ѴittѴe-
used outѴet for Doctor Who, notwithŊ
standing Big Finish’s off-air effortsĺ InŊ
stead, we get a crazy-paved, extremeѴy 
seѴf-referenঞaѴ story about shaѴѴow, 
cѴueѴess youngsters without the AѴicia 
SiѴverstone styѴeĺ 
 
BeѴoved characters Ѵike Rani Chandra 
ŐAnji Mohindraő, PetroneѴѴa Osgood 
ŐIngrid OѴiverő and Madame Vastra 
Ővoiced here by Doon Mackihanő make 
appearances that are so ephemeraѴ that 
they are hardѴy worth havingĺ I’m aѴso 
disappointed that, yet again, Jodie 
Whittaker’s Doctor is marginaѴized, as if 
the BBC was embarrassed by her or 
afraid of her hatersĺ The ‘redacted’ sceŊ
nario is a cѴever way to make CѴeo ProcŊ

 

DOCTOR CLUELESSɔ A REDACTED REVIEW 
Bƪ Nick SmiƇh 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/brand/p0c0krqf
https://www.theguardian.com/tv-and-radio/2022/may/07/doctor-who-redacted-bbc-podcast-review-access-all-will-be-wild
https://www.smh.com.au/culture/tv-and-radio/the-best-doctor-who-is-on-our-phones-not-on-tvs-20221020-p5brgw.html
https://www.smh.com.au/culture/tv-and-radio/the-best-doctor-who-is-on-our-phones-not-on-tvs-20221020-p5brgw.html
https://wearecult.rocks/doctor-who-redacted-10-reviewed
https://wearecult.rocks/doctor-who-redacted-10-reviewed
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tor ŐCharѴie Craggső, Abby McPhaiѴ ŐLois 
Chimimbaő and Shawna Thompson 
ŐHoѴѴy Quin-Ankrahő the main characŊ
ters, without the Doctor steaѴing the 
showĺ However, I’d prefer to foѴѴow the 
Doctor, and Whittaker didn’t get 
enough screenঞme on teѴѴy as it wasĺ 
 
Perhaps my expectaঞons were too 
high; I was excited to hear brand new 
BBC-created Who materiaѴ, especiaѴѴy 
in a year Ѵacking a fuѴѴ season on TVĺ 
The first episode, SOS, was intriguing, 
introducing the BѴue Box FiѴes podcast, 
incorporaঞng references to the show, 
and a Love and Monsters-esque group 
of curious friends Ѵooking for cѴues to 
the TARDIS’ existenceĺ 
 
As the above reviews suggest, RedactŊ
ed has pѴenty of posiঞvesĺ Anything 
that brings our show criঞcaѴ attenঞon 
and adoraঞon is a pѴusĺ Cragg’s perforŊ
mance is aѴways enjoyabѴe and CѴeo is a 
great quaѴity with a reѴatabѴe backstoryĺ 
CѴeo gets the best and funniest Ѵines 
and hoѴds the whoѴe series togetherĺ 
The sound design, effects and music are 

aѴѴ imaginaঞve, sѴick and contemporaryĺ 
The guest appearances from Whittaker 
as the Thirteenth Doctor and Jemma 
Redgrave as Kate Stewart add essenঞaѴ 
gravitas to the adventureĺ 
 
Apart from the Ѵack of good, eѴegant 
wriঞng, one of the biggest disappointŊ
ments for me is the superficiaѴ storyѴineĺ 
Doctor Who has such a deep weѴѴ of 
themes and ideas to draw fromĺ Ten 
short, breathѴess episodes can’t hope to 
do it jusঞceĺ Let’s hope that the BBC 
tries a simiѴar series, with or without the 
same main characters, with stronger, 
more consistent wriঞng in the near fuŊ
tureĺ  

 

 

ArWiVW: 
RoVie 
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ŞDşDŞ is a term known even to non-
gamersĺ Dungeons ş Dragons; a game 
which is someঞmes referred to as the 
oѴdest or most popuѴar TabѴe Top 
RoѴepѴaying gameĺ For the record, weŝre 
not here to discuss the veracity of that, 
itŝs reaѴѴy just a throwaway preambѴeĺ  
 
In the ƐƖѶƏs Dungeons ş Dragons was 
one of the Ѵargest targets of the moveŊ
ment that wouѴd become known as the 
Satanic Panicĺ It can be argued that the 
negaঞve press surrounding that moveŊ
ment heѴped to increase the visibiѴity, 
and subsequentѴy the popuѴarity, of the 
game at the ঞmeĺ Like many others I 
came into the hobby via ADşD 
ŐAdvanced Dungeons ş Dragon, AKA 
Second Ediঞonő, bѴissfuѴѴy unaware of 
the furoreĺ AѴthough I sure did read a 

book my mother had been given taѴking 
about kids dying in sewers trying to find 
Ninja TurtѴes, and the eviѴ of cartoons 
Ѵike He-Man, Care Bears, and even DisŊ
neyŝs CindereѴѴaĺ Again, this is just framŊ
ing things for newer or non-gaming 
readers who may not know these historŊ
icaѴ ঞdbits and providing a bit of my own 
perspecঞveĺ  
 
Jump ahead to the advent of Dungeons 
ş Dragons Fifth Ediঞonĺ I pѴayed a bit 
with friends but aѴso started reviewing 
other game systems for a now-defunct 
websiteĺ I found that I didnŝt have the 
ঞme or desire to commit to another 
scaѴe high fantasy seমngĺ When I 
Ѵaunched my website, TheRatHoѴeĺca, 
one of the guiding decisions I made was 
that I wanted very ѴittѴe to do with DunŊ
geons ş Dragons and severaѴ other sysŊ
tems that I often refer to as ŞBig Box 
RPGsĺŞ As my site grew, I covered severŊ
aѴ third-party products using the ƔE 
Open Gaming License ŐOGLőĺ I aѴso addŊ
ed new writers who enjoyed Fifth EdiŊ
ঞon more than I do, and thereŝs no reaŊ
son not to Ѵet them write about what 
they knowĺ What I know is Doctor Who, 
and that brings us to why you are preŊ
sumabѴy reading this: Doctors and DaŊ
Ѵeks or Doctor Who: The RoѴepѴaying 
Game meets Fifth Ediঞonĺ 
 
From here on Iŝm mostѴy going to refer 
to Dungeons and Dragons Fifth Ediঞon 
as ŞƔEŞĺ Itŝs just easier that wayĺ Another 
abbreviaঞon that is important to menŊ
ঞon is ŞSRDŞ which stands for System 
Reference Documentĺ HistoricaѴѴy, one 

 

DOCTORS AND DALEKS RPG REVIEW 
Bƪ Daƣe ChaŴmaō 
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of the Ѵargest impediments to pѴaying a 
roѴepѴaying game the size of ƔE has aѴŊ
ways been the cost and perceived need 
for aѴѴ of the source booksĺ The soѴuঞon 
across much of the industry was to creŊ
ate free SRDs onѴineĺ They have no art 
or flavour, simpѴy the barebones ruѴes of 
a gameĺ  
 
Knowing the term SRD is important beŊ
cause there is, and ѴikeѴy never wiѴѴ be, a 
ŞCore RuѴebookŞ for Doctors and DaŊ
Ѵeksĺ It doesnŝt reaѴѴy need oneĺ The 
PѴayerŝs Guide, which is what IŝѴѴ be taѴkŊ
ing about here, has most of the inforŊ
maঞon about how to pѴay the gameĺ 
When it wants to give the PѴayer more 
detaiѴed informaঞon, or addiঞonaѴ opŊ
ঞons, it refers them to the SRD onѴineĺ 
The other pѴace that PѴayers are someŊ
ঞmes referred to is the myriad of books 
avaiѴabѴe for The Doctor Who RoѴepѴayŊ
ing Gameĺ WhiѴe both games are from 
CubicѴe ƕ Entertainment, and are ѴargeѴy 
written by the same team, I wasnŝt exŊ
pecঞng that sort of direct connecঞon 
between themĺ I was thriѴѴed to see that 

happen, as weѴѴ as the acknowѴedgement 
that many of the changes made to the 
tradiঞonaѴ ƔE ruѴeset for Doctors and 
DaѴeks are adapted from that gameŝs 
Vortex Systemĺ 
 
One of the biggest, and most obvious, 
changes is actuaѴѴy mechanicaѴѴy insigŊ
nificantĺ That is how the game addresses 
combatĺ ƔE can do many things, but at 
its heart, it is very much combat foŊ
cusedĺ The Doctor is very much against 
vioѴence so that seems very incongruentĺ 
Even in their most Şacঞon orientedŞ inŊ
carnaঞons, The Doctor wouѴd much raŊ
ther see a situaঞon resoѴved peacefuѴѴyĺ 
The soѴuঞon to this incongruity is nothŊ
ing short of eѴegantĺ Even in a sword 
sѴashing ƔE dungeon crawѴ, the traiѴ of 
monstrous bodies Ѵeft in the PѴayerŝs 
wake happens as a way to advance the 
overaѴѴ storyĺ It happens to advance the 
pѴotĺ So is there reaѴѴy a difference beŊ
tween beheading a gobѴin and the gobѴin 
fleeing? Someঞmes, but generaѴѴy, the 
gobѴin is sঞѴѴ gone and there wiѴѴ aѴways 
be more gobѴins either wayĺ If you can 
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taѴk down a Cyberman Ѵong enough to 
escape, is that any different than finding 
a way to kiѴѴ one? The Cyberman is sঞѴѴ 
no Ѵonger a threat and there wiѴѴ aѴways 
be more Cybermen either wayĺ So why 
not make ŞHit PointsŞ into ŞPѴot PointsŞ? 
Thatŝs what they didĺ So instead of havŊ
ing a measure of physicaѴ forঞtude, 
Characters have a narraঞve measure of 
successĺ When a Character runs out of 
PѴot Points they donŝt die, they are incaŊ
pacitated, or they surrender Őwhich isnŝt 
aѴways badő, or are otherwise taken out 
of the current encounter in whatever 
way best suits the narraঞve at the ঞmeĺ  
 
Two other notabѴe changes are the Ѵack 
of AѴignment and Languagesĺ The UniŊ
verse isnŝt bѴack and white, and neither 
are peopѴeĺ Besides, the Doctor isnŝt exŊ
actѴy known for traveѴѴing with irreŊ
deemabѴy ŞeviѴŞ companionsĺ The TransŊ
Ѵaঞon Circuit on the TARDIS renders 
most Ѵanguages understandabѴeĺ If the 
GM wants to have that circuit maѴfuncŊ
ঞon or whathaveyou, thereŝs nothing 
saying they canŝt, but thereŝs no reason 
to incѴude Language on the Character 
Sheetsĺ To be honest, I canŝt think of a 
singѴe ঞme in any game where the inaŊ
biѴity to communicate enhanced gameŊ
pѴayĺ  
 
ŒJust a side note regarding that comŊ
mentĺ It is admittedѴy abѴeist and reflects 
my personaѴ experiences aѴoneĺ Gaming 
is super accessibѴe and shouѴd aѴways be 
soĺ There are great anecdotes of pѴayers 
ŐespeciaѴѴy in schooѴ groupső who may be 
deaf or arenŝt as fluent in a given ѴanŊ
guage, and GMs can integrate that into 
the story to the benefit of everyoneĺ The 
incѴusion or excѴusion of Ѵanguage ruѴes 
in a game shouѴd never be used to creŊ
ate reaѴ worѴd barriers to pѴayĺœ 
 

There is one other major change that is 
arguabѴy more extreme than PѴot Pointsĺ 
Quipsĺ The PѴayerŝs Guide describes 
Quips as ŞĺĺĺspeciaѴ abiѴiঞes that repreŊ
sent the power of knowѴedge and the 
strength of words in Doctors and DaŊ
ѴeksŞĺ They are the anaѴogue to speѴѴs in 
ƔE and are handѴed simiѴarѴyĺ Certain 
cѴasses have access to more quips, but 
every cѴass has someĺ Like ƔE speѴѴs, 
Quips have Ѵimited uses, except for CanŊ
trip Quips which can be used as much as 
desiredĺ At the end of the secঞon, there 
is a further Ѵist of ƔE speѴѴs and equivaŊ
Ѵent Quip names, but without great deŊ
taiѴĺ It is up to the Game Master to deŊ
termine how it is used within the conŊ
text of the gameĺ One thing that amused 
me here is that In North America, the 
word Cantrip is aѴmost excѴusiveѴy used 
in the context of magic in gamingĺ But 
one of the dicঞonary definiঞons for the 
word is ŞartfuѴ shamming meant to deŊ
ceiveŞ with no magicaѴ reference whatŊ
soeverĺ Whether that was an intenঞonaѴ 
thing or just a bѴeed over in ƔE terminoѴŊ
ogy, I think that makes it an even more 
perfect term hereĺ 
 
Another substanঞaѴ part of most 
roѴepѴaying games is Character Creaঞonĺ 
You can downѴoad pre-prepared characŊ
ters from the CubicѴe ƕ website, but 
many groups dedicate an enঞre session 
of pѴay to just creaঞng charactersĺ 
ŐOften caѴѴed Session Zeroő I wonŝt go 
into great detaiѴ here, but I wiѴѴ quickѴy 
touch on two essenঞaѴ areas: Species 
and CѴassĺ 
 
Since the humanoid form is one of the 
most common in the Universe, there is a 
note about Cyborgs, AѴiens, and PsyŊ
chicsĺ Most aѴien Concepts can be buiѴt 
from a Human starঞng pointĺ ŐLetŝs be 
honest, we aѴѴ know thatŝs a BBC teѴeviŊ
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sion budget thing, and an ease-of-use 
thing in most games, but just run with 
itĺő The Species incѴuded in this book 
are Human, SiѴurian, Sontaran, and Time 
LordņGaѴѴifreyanĺ Each Species has sevŊ
eraѴ pages of detaiѴ and diversity on 
each, with a very Ѵong secঞon on 
GaѴѴifreyan abiѴiঞes Őaka Featsőĺ The SiŊ
Ѵurian secঞon incѴudes specific detaiѴs 
and differences between the WeѴsh and 
WenѴey Moor SiѴuriansĺ WhiѴe it doesnŝt 
incѴude Sea DeviѴs, this is one of the 
pѴaces that the book brings up Doctor 
Who: The RoѴepѴaying Game sourceŊ
booksĺ SpecificaѴѴy, it notes The SiѴurian 
Age Őwhich Iŝve reviewed at 
TheRatHoѴeĺcaņwhoő and Paternoster 
Invesঞgaঞons books, with Sea DeviѴs 
being incѴuded in the formerĺ  
 
Your Character CѴass is basicaѴѴy what 
your character does and how they fit 
into the worѴd around themĺ In ƔE and 
other fantasy games, this tends to be 
variaঞons on things Ѵike Fighter, Rouge, 
Magic User, HeaѴer, etceteraĺ In DocŊ
tors and DaѴeks, the CѴasses are CharmŊ

er, Empath, Protector, StaѴwart, ThinkŊ
er, and Tricksterĺ When you choose a 
CѴass it wiѴѴ impact the character both 
themaঞcaѴѴy and mechanicaѴѴyĺ MechanŊ
icaѴѴy, different CѴasses have access to 
disঞnct Quips, equipment, dice, and add 
bonuses to your statsĺ ThemaঞcaѴѴy it 
informs Őnot dictateső how your CharacŊ
ter may choose to actĺ  
 
A Characterŝs acঞons in the game are 
important and bring us to one of the 
most meaningfuѴ changes imported 
from Doctor Who: The RoѴepѴaying 
Gameĺ In ƔE, pѴayers roѴѴ dice and add 
modifiers to determine Iniঞaঞve, the 
order in which they actĺ In both 
DWTRPG and Doctors and DaѴeks, 
your acঞons determine the Iniঞaঞve 
order, aѴthough the ruѴes do aѴѴow for 
using the more tradiঞonaѴ roѴѴing methŊ
odĺ The iniঞaঞve order is predeterŊ
mined as: 
 
x PѴayer TaѴkers 
x NPCņEnemy TaѴkers 
x PѴayer Doers 



 

 
�� 
 

x NPCņEnemy Doers 
x PѴayer Fighters 
x NPCņEnemy Fighters 
 
This unique system reinforces The DocŊ
torŝs emphasis on a peacefuѴ resoѴuঞon 
to conflict over a combaঞve oneĺ To be 
perfectѴy bѴunt, it is probabѴy the most 
dramaঞcaѴѴy eѴegant iniঞaঞve system 
Iŝve ever encountered in any game Iŝve 
ever reviewedĺ In taѴking to some of 
CubicѴe ƕ staff who heѴped test and run 
the system, this is the change that aѴŊ
most aѴways bѴows ƔE pѴayersŝ mindsĺ 
Itŝs so wiѴdѴy different that at this point 
in the review, it probabѴy quaѴifies as 
Şburying the ѴeadŞ in comparison to the 
other changesĺ 
 
ObviousѴy, there are way more specific 
ruѴes that Iŝm skipping, dedicated to 
journeying through aѴѴ of ঞme and 
space, and a Ѵook at some of the DocŊ
torŝs most iconic antagonistsĺ Since this 
is a PѴayers Guide and not a Core RuѴeŊ
book, Iŝm thriѴѴed to see a Game Master 
specific secঞon at aѴѴĺ Encouraging and 
supporঞng new pѴayers to take on the 
responsibiѴity of a GM is vitaѴ to the 
Ѵong-term 
heaѴth of 
any gameĺ  
 
After 
praising 
CubicѴe ƕ 
earѴier for 
poinঞng 
to exisঞng 
materiaѴ, I 
was surŊ
prised and 
disapŊ
pointed 
they didŊ
nŝt menŊ

ঞon the DWTRPG Gamemasterŝs 
Companion bookĺ You can find my 
review of that book Őand moreő at 
TheRatHoѴeĺcaņwho but to sum it up, 
it is one of the best books on how to 
GM Iŝve ever readĺ Yes, Iŝve said that a 
coupѴe of ঞmes, and I honestѴy do 
mean itĺ The work CubicѴe ƕ has done 
with Doctor Who is amazingĺ 
 
The PѴayers Guide is the first of three 
books to be digitaѴѴy reѴeased for DocŊ
tors and DaѴeksĺ As of my wriঞng this, 
the digitaѴ ediঞon of the AѴien Archive 
and The Keys of Scaravore books are 
expected before the end of ƑƏƑƑ with 
the physicaѴ reѴeases of aѴѴ three, indiŊ
viduaѴѴy or as a coѴѴector set, schedŊ
uѴed for mid-ƑƏƑƒĺ Sufficed to say, 
between this, the second ediঞon of 
DWTRPG, and the enঞre ѵƏth anniŊ
versary, next year is Ѵooking to be a 
banner year for the franchiseĺ Because 
of the sheer prevaѴence of ƔE in both 
the gaming market and pop cuѴture, 
Doctors and DaѴeks wiѴѴ be an easier 
game to find pѴayers for, and itŝs going 
to be hiমng tabѴes hardĺ 
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ļGoodb�ev onѲ� h�u| beca�ve �ha| came 
befoue �av vo vpeciaѲ…Ľ 
 
And was it? Was the Thirteenth DocŊ
tor’s tenure and uѴঞmate swansong, The 
Power of the Doctor, speciaѴ? Now, 
there’s a quesঞon and a haѴf: an episode 
that not onѴy marks the end of one era, 
with the whoѴesaѴe departure of cast 
and crew, it aѴso had the added burden 
of marking the centenary of Doctor 
Who’s producers of the Ѵast ƔƖ years: 
that basঞon of Briঞsh cuѴture worѴdŊ
wide, the BBCĺ 
 
Before addressing whether this speciaѴ 
was speciaѴ, Ѵet’s address me: I’ve been 
around for a whiѴeĺ The first ঞme I saw 
the Doctor regenerate on ‘Ѵive’ TV was 
back when Pertwee’s bouffant Ѵocks 
gave way to Baker’s teeth and curѴsĺ 
Way back then, my Dad had toѴd me 
that Three was on his way out and I reŊ
member watching the change with trepŊ
idaঞon and spent much of HinchcѴiffe’s 
tenure as producer saying that the ѴeadŊ
ing actor and the show weren’t as good 
as they used to be: a famiѴiar cry from 
parts of fandom in any era of the show, 
it’s the rite of passage for becoming 
oneĺ It didn’t stop me watching and, by 
the ঞme the Whose Doctor Who ediŊ
ঞon of LiveѴy Arts aired in ƐƖƕƕ I was a 
confirmed ‘fan’ with a compѴete ŋ and 
ever growing ŋ set of Target books to 
prove the pointĺ  
 
Courtesy of the reissued Making of 
Doctor Who - I missed out on the Radio 
Times ƐƏth Anniversary SpeciaѴ by a 

few years - I couѴd Ѵist every teѴevised 
story by ঞtѴe and, indeed, writerĺ WhiѴe I 
haven’t maintained this abiѴity ŐsingѴe 
story episodes did for me in that reŊ
gardő, I have seen the subsequent epiŊ
sodes of the show, both oѴd and new, 
coupѴed with most of the earѴier survivŊ
ing ones, aѴong with a fair few of the 
audios ŋ both Ѵegiঞmate and not ŋ and 
noveѴs ŐI prefer the Virgin days to BBC 
Books but who doesn’t…?ő. 
 
The point being that I am no stranger to 
this crazy oѴd franchise, regeneraঞon or 
cast and crew changesĺ They come and 
go with aѴarming reguѴarity, so it seemsĺ 
Gone are the days of one producer reŊ
maining in charge across four incumbent 
Doctorsĺ WeѴѴ, for now at Ѵeastĺ 
 
This is not to say I am bѴas࣐ about reŊ
generaঞon and the concomitant change 
in the show’s Ѵeadĺ Done right, it is a 
massive moment, a taѴking point that 
grabs not onѴy the attenঞon of fans and 
ѴoyaѴ viewers, but the average uncomŊ
mitted viewer tooĺ It Ѵeaves the show 
being taѴked about or, at Ѵeast in ƑƏƑƑ, 
shared wideѴy on sociaѴ mediaĺ  
 
And was the regeneraঞon done right?  
 
Yes, I think it was: The Power of the 
Doctor was watched ‘Ѵive’ by ƓĺƏƓ miѴŊ
Ѵion viewers in the UK and, itseѴf quite a 
respectabѴe figure by modern standards, 
was boosted to Ɣĺƒ miѴѴion viewers withŊ
in a week through catch-up viewingĺ 
WhiѴe the show aѴways puѴѴs in catch-up 
viewers, it’s cѴear that a fair few of the 
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extra viewers was down to peopѴe hearŊ
ing just who Jodie Whittaker had 
changed into in those cѴosing moments 
of the episodeĺ Doctor Who was ŋ is ŋ 
being taѴked about again and there cerŊ
tainѴy was pѴenty to taѴk about: the cineŊ
matography of the TARDIS sat atop a 
high craggy coastaѴ rock ŐDurdѴe Door, a 
Ѵimestone arch in Dorset ŋ not too far 
from the seমng of Broadchurch and the 
beginnings of Jodie Whittaker’s associaŊ
ঞon with showrunner Chris ChibnaѴѴő 
was absoѴuteѴy stunning and aѴѴ the 
more amazing to consider that it was aѴѴ 
achieved with green-screenĺ The regenŊ
eraঞon energies bursঞng across the sea 
presented a gѴorious image and the 
‘surprise’ transformaঞon into David 
Tennant ŐƐƏ? ƐƓŖ?ő certainѴy got 
tongues wagging with it aѴready being 
debated why the cѴothes changed as 
weѴѴ as the bodyĺ PersonaѴѴy, I put this 
down to expediency on the part of the 
incoming producers: with three speciaѴs 
coming in ƑƏƑƒ, they need to get the 
narraঞve wheeѴs turning quickѴy without 
the inevitabѴe cѴothes-changing scenes ŋ 
there’ѴѴ be an on-screen expѴanaঞon for 
it… probabѴy… but for now we’ve a year 
to wrangѴe over that oneĺ 
 
So, yes, cynicaѴ, worѴd-weary oѴd me 
was suitabѴy impressed by the regeneraŊ
ঞon itseѴfĺ But what about the eighty-
odd minutes that came before it? Were 
they as impressive? Was this feature-
Ѵength Doctor Who speciaѴ, speciaѴ? 
 
If nothing eѴse, it was properѴy feature-
Ѵength at an hour and a haѴfĺ WhiѴe not 
HoѴѴywood bѴockbuster feature-Ѵength, 
this was not one of those hour-Ѵong, 
bareѴy Ѵonger than a standard episode, 
speciaѴsĺ This was The Five Doctors feaŊ
ture Ѵengthĺ This was proper, ceѴebraঞon
-Ѵength Doctor Whoĺ At Ѵastĺ 
 

And here I take another side-step into 
the reaѴity of my worѴdĺ I have a partner, 
a Not-Weĺ Someone who quite enjoyed 
Doctor Who as a chiѴd, thought that the 
iniঞaѴ reboot under RusseѴѴ T Davies 
was pretty good but who feѴt, years on, 
that the Ѵaw of diminishing returns had 
reaѴѴy savaged the show and finds the 
current producঞon ‘not very good’. This 
is being poѴiteĺ I don’t share the same 
senঞments and, having seen so many 
iteraঞons of the show, take the rough 
with the smooth, trying to see it as a 
whoѴe rather than picking at its flaws; 
do that and, yes, the whoѴe thing couѴd 
unraveѴĺ I have enjoyed Thirteen’s tenŊ
ure weѴѴ enough, but it has ŋ probabѴy, 
with the excepঞon of Rosa ŋ been an 
era where I haven’t rewatched any epiŊ
sodesĺ I have sѴipped, dear reader, from 
being a committed fan to a ѴoyaѴ viewerĺ 
However, I am not a Not-We yet, so aѴѴ 
is not Ѵostĺ 
 
So, there we were, the Not-We and me, 
on the sofa at Ѷpm on the evening of 
Sunday Ƒƒrd October ƑƏƑƑĺ Yes, I know 
it started at ƕĺƒƏpm but I have Ѵong-
since stopped watching anything ‘Ѵive’ 
on TVĺ From memory, the onѴy thing I 
have seen ‘Ѵive’ in recent history was the 
coverage of the death of the Queenĺ 
Which, aside from being deepѴy ironic in 
one sense, is neither here nor there exŊ
cept in noঞcing how even ѴoyaѴ Doctor 
Who viewers ঞme-shift things around 
their reaѴ Ѵives these daysĺ 
 
The Not-We Ѵooked at the screen suspiŊ
ciousѴy: this was none of the usuaѴ sci-fi 
fare we may normaѴѴy streamĺ I admit 
what it is and there’s the rituaѴ face-
puѴѴing and compѴainingĺ I point out that 
it’s a speciaѴ episode, marking the BBC’s 
ƐƏƏth anniversary and Jodie Whittaker’s 
exit from the showĺ  At this news the 
Not-We perked up: the Not-We had 
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never taken to the Doctor’s gender reaŊ
Ѵignment and was hoping for better 
ŐmaѴeő days aheadĺ 
 
Within moments, the Not-We was 
compѴaining about the speciaѴ effects, 
saying the space train Ѵooked cheapĺ I 
think that, taken in context against 
some of the show’s more risibѴe 
attempts at such shots, it’s not bad, esŊ
peciaѴѴy for a pre-credit segment and 
the whoѴe thing was certainѴy fast-
movingĺ Space trainĺ Troopersĺ CyberŊ
men Őor is that CyberMasters?őĺ BѴaster-
fireĺ AѴѴ very… famiѴiarĺ The Not-We 

wanted to know whether this was a 
compiѴaঞon from previous storiesĺ No, 
said I ŋ Ѵook, it’s that baѴd bѴoke from 
Broadchurchĺ However, as soon as noŊ
ঞced, the moment had passedĺ  
 
Then, there was the TARDIS crew ŋ or 
is that ‘fam’, these days? ŋ shinning 
down an aѴѴ-too short Ѵadder in spaceŊ
suits to rescue the dayĺ Again, aѴѴ very 
snappy but… why? The Not-We has 
aѴso noঞced: why didn’t they just Ѵand 
the TARDIS inside the train? Height 
restricঞons, I wonder, or just an excuse 
for breathѴess exposiঞon and running 
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around? I began to fear that the Not-
We had been influencing my thinking, 
insidiousѴy, aѴѴ these yearsĺ I was aѴso 
Ѵeft wondering ŋ given the short Ѵadder 
ŋ how they got back into the TARDIS 
Ősome kind of super-Ѵeap achieved by 
reversing the poѴarity of the magneঞc 
boots…? SiѴѴy, but with this as it was, 
probabѴeĺő 
 
Then, in the mayhem, the Cybes 
ŐapoѴogies for the non-canonicaѴ termiŊ
noѴogyő reached their goaѴ: a chiѴd 
Ѵocked in a boxĺ My fan gene was acঞŊ
vated ŋ and, doubtѴess, the same in 
many worѴdwide ŋ anঞcipaঞng a story 
which wouѴd peeѴ back the whoѴe TimeŊ
Ѵess ChiѴd, Fugiঞve Doctor, Division and 
earѴy-days of GaѴѴifrey arc ŋ soon we’d 
be seeing the Doctor with a fob watch 
ŐѴast seen being dropped into the TARŊ
DIS workingső and a carefuѴѴy woven 
concѴusion to the whoѴe Thirteenņ
ChibnaѴѴ era Őand, who knows, a proper 
resoѴuঞon to the whoѴe FѴux storyѴine 
to bootőĺ A dramaঞc concѴusion that 
wouѴd have us aѴѴ Ѵoose-jawed and 
amazed to finaѴѴy see the intricate narŊ
raঞve pѴan Ѵaid out before us in aѴѴ its 
perfecঞonĺ 
 
Not much Ѵater, such expectaঞons were 
thwarted as the potenঞaѴ TimeѴess 
ChiѴd turned out to be a Qurunx, an 
ensѴaved energy being from before the 
Dawn of Time, or some such exposiŊ
ঞonaѴ pѴaceĺ EquaѴѴy, fob-watches, the 
Division and earѴy GaѴѴifrey were aѴѴ 
highѴy conspicuous due to their abŊ
senceĺ Suffice it to say that the Not-We 
was unimpressed at a chiѴd being 
chained up: if it was trying to protect 
itseѴf by taking the appearance of 
something vuѴnerabѴe, something peoŊ
pѴe wouѴd care for, why not appear as a 
baby or a puppy? And why maintain the 

ruse once the Cybes had hoѴd of it? 
What do they care? Why not just Őgiven 
the story’s endingő bѴast them apart and 
get on its way? ParঞcuѴarѴy as the huŊ
mans on the train had it in a crate, sureŊ
Ѵy escape couѴd have been quite simpѴe 
at that point? Poor oѴd beings from the 
Dawn of Time, they don’t haѴf make Ѵife 
difficuѴt for themseѴves, probabѴy why 
there’s so few of them Ѵeft… 
 
The Not-We made disparaging remarks 
about the CyberѴeader’s fancy coѴѴar, it 
being impracঞcaѴ and wouѴd probabѴy 
catch on things a Ѵot when invading 
pѴanets and the Ѵikeĺ WhiѴe not bringing 
myseѴf to disagree, and denying the 
urge to expѴain how the Master deŊ
stroyed GaѴѴifrey, converted aѴѴ the 
Time Lords into CyberMasters, et aѴ, I 
was Ѵeft wondering about the faѴѴen 
Cybes and their seѴf-repair through reŊ
generaঞon ŋ aѴѴ weѴѴ and good from the 
perspecঞve of the show’s conঞnuing 
narraঞve, but how did the aforemenŊ
ঞoned Broadchurch bѴoke recognise it 
as regeneraঞon? Is regeneraঞon such a 
ubiquitous skiѴѴ in that part of the gaѴŊ
axy? Were these the Minyans of 
Minyos, Ѵast seen in Four’s middѴe-
years, famiѴiar with Time Lord tech and 
desঞned as an important part of the 
narraঞve? Or were they the race the 
TimeѴess ChiѴd sprang from? No, nothŊ
ing of the sort, not beyond being canŊ
non fodderĺ However, the trooper’s 
recogniঞon of regeneraঞon sঞѴѴ rankѴesĺ 
Not sure whyĺ Perhaps a Big Finish spin
-off audio series wiѴѴ expѴain?  
 
However, I did enjoy the shots of the 
Cybes gyraঞng off into space away 
from the train: my inner ten-year oѴd 
was Ѵapping up this Ѵive-acঞon reaѴisaŊ
ঞon of AѴan WiѴѴow’s iѴѴustraঞon of 
gravity-frustrated Cybermen, whirѴing 
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away from the Moon in Doctor Who 
and the Cybermenĺ I saw what you did 
there, ChibnaѴѴ!  
 
Then, suddenѴy, we were in Siberia, 
ƐƖƐѵĺ These Ѵeft-fieѴd turns of direcঞon 
and temporaѴ Ѵocaঞon were not appreŊ
ciated by the Not-We so I ignored the 
mounঞng compѴaints as we flitted from 
there to ƑƏƑƑ and missing pictures in 
art gaѴѴeriesĺ Hasn’t this aѴѴ been done 
before, asked the Not-We, when the 
painঞngs were aѴѴ reveaѴed to have the 
Master on themĺ WeѴѴ, no, not quite: 
there have been stories with painঞngs 
in them and the Master has made the 
worѴd’s popuѴace Ѵook Ѵike him but, yes, 
tonaѴѴy, there was a caѴѴing back to 
somethingĺ Later side-steps to St PeŊ
tersburg brought praise of the sets, parŊ
ঞcuѴarѴy of the Winter PaѴace, so aѴѴ is 
not Ѵost on the Not-Weĺ As for me, I 
can’t heѴp but think that, as a ceѴebraŊ
ঞon of ƐƏƏ years of the BBC, this 
shouѴd have been ƐƖƑƑ, that - maybe ŋ 
Lord Reith couѴd have made an appearŊ
ance, as good a character as any for the 
Master to impersonate? But that wouѴd 
have thwarted ChibnaѴѴ’s soѴe reason 
for having the Master appear as RaspuŊ
ঞn: the gѴoriousѴy ridicuѴous moment of 
the MasterņRaspuঞn dancing to Boney 
M’s cѴassic ƕƏs hit, to the apparent chaŊ
grin of the DaѴeks and the Cybermenĺ 
Even the Not-We was entertained by 
thatĺ 
 
In fact, the Not-We was parঞcuѴarѴy 
taken by Sacha Dhawan’s Master ŋ as 
am I: a compѴete Ѵunaঞc, at ঞmes, but 
very studied, meঞcuѴousѴy portrayed 
and with much dark energy behind the 
madnessĺ WhiѴe I never warmed to the 
Simms Master Őnot in his RTD ouঞngs 
anyway, where he was too much comic-
book superviѴѴain for my Ѵiking; he feѴt 

more measured and dangerous when he 
returned in TweѴve’s Ѵatter dayső, I 
found Missy and her character evoѴuŊ
ঞon fascinaঞng ŐI see her turning to 
goodness being down to Munchausen’s
-by-proxy and the character’s return to 
eviѴ as a ‘recovery’ from the Doctor’s 
attempted condiঞoningőĺ Dhawan’s verŊ
sion of the Master, whiѴe retaining the 
former’s insanity, was, especiaѴѴy, in his 
quieter moments, deepѴy unsettѴingĺ He 
was brooding and threatening, capabѴe 
of anythingĺ It wouѴd be a pity if this 
iteraঞon of the Master is the Ѵast we 
see of him, Dhawan being such a strong 
actorĺ However, if it is, he went out on 
a high with many of the best Ѵines in the 
speciaѴĺ It was aѴmost a case of greatest 
hits with diaѴogue echoing that in 
LogopoѴis ŋ cuমng the Doctor down to 
size ŋ and the McGann Movie, ‘dressing 
for the occasion’ amongst those Ѵines I 
spottedĺ Meta references to the DaѴek 
Master PѴanņMaster DaѴek PѴan aѴso 
pѴayed to the fans in us aѴѴ and provided 
more Ѵevityĺ Within the narraঞve of the 
story, the Master’s aѴѴeged omnipotence 
by him supposedѴy swaѴѴowing the 
Cyberium, didn’t reaѴѴy stack up: if he 
couѴd ‘see everything’ how come he 
didn’t see how it wouѴd aѴѴ end? SঞѴѴ, as 
many stories have now shown us over 
the years, Cybertech isn’t aѴѴ it’s cracked 
up to be, often with woefuѴ conceptuaѴ 
flaws ŋ however, at Ѵeast they’ve finaѴѴy 
pѴugged the one about being suscepঞŊ
bѴe to goѴd, so things must be Ѵooking 
upĺ 
 
When it comes to the Cybermen ŋ and 
the DaѴeks ŋ the Not-We was bored 
and frustratedĺ Bored because they’re 
used too much these days and frustratŊ
ed because the conঞnuity references, 
or the percepঞon of them, was bafflingĺ  
To be honest, I finished the episode 
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feeѴing the same for simiѴar reasonsĺ I 
find it frustraঞng that the show’s big 
beasts were back again and that their 
moঞvaঞon feѴt, weѴѴ, a bit Ѵameĺ  
 
Let’s take the DaѴeks: another one in 
traitor mode Őthey reaѴѴy do have issues 
with their idiosyncraঞc free-thinkerső 
and a bizarre scheme to flood the worѴd 
with Ѵava by driѴѴing into voѴcanos and 
using a big oѴd piѴe-driver to disturb the 
Earth’s tectonic pѴatesĺ Aside from feeѴŊ
ing a bit DaѴek Invasion of Earth-ish 
ŐborderѴine permissibѴe as this is a ceѴeŊ
bratory episode when aѴѴ’s said and 
doneő, it reaѴѴy is compѴeteѴy iѴѴogicaѴ if 
you think about itĺ The DaѴeks couѴd 
have saved themseѴves the bother and 
simpѴy fired a few missiѴes at voѴcanos 
from space, sureѴyĺ It wouѴd have aѴso 
spared me the Not-We bemoaning the 
fact the humans inside the voѴcano didŊ
n’t seem to mind the inevitabѴe heatĺ   
 
MeanwhiѴe, I was Ѵeft wondering just 
how much energy Ace’s basebaѴѴ bat 
actuaѴѴy absorbed from the Hand of 
Omega, given its abiѴity to sঞѴѴ deѴiver a 
ѴethaѴ charge, when used to attack DaŊ
Ѵeks, some three decades Ѵaterĺ The Not
-We simpѴy saw a human beaঞng up 
DaѴeks with a basebaѴѴ bat, seaѴing the 
view that modern DaѴeks were 
‘rubbish’: being unaware of RememŊ
brance of the DaѴeks was probabѴy aѴso 
true for most of the casuaѴ audienceĺ 
WhiѴe moments Ѵike this are great fan-
service, I do wonder what floaঞng 
viewers were Ѵeft thinking and, unѴess 
framed carefuѴѴy for the uniniঞated to 
understand, such caѴѴbacks to the 
show’s heritage remain a doubѴe-edged 
sword: great for those who are in on 
the reference but baffling and aѴienŊ
aঞng for outsiders unѴess the writers 
and producers are very carefuѴĺ 

As for the Cybermen, within the ongoŊ
ing narraঞve of Doctor Who, their inŊ
cѴusion, aѴongside the Master was a 
conঞnuaঞon of what has gone before 
and, reѴaঞveѴy, recentѴyĺ But they are 
the Master’s heavies, no more, no Ѵess 
Őhave become incredibѴy bad shots in 
the processő and Ѵack any potenঞaѴ of 
deveѴopmentaѴ depthĺ Which is a shame 
as it devaѴues both the Master and the 
Cybermenĺ HopefuѴѴy, after this, both 
can go their separate ways and we can 
end the modern era’s fascinaঞon of the 
Master with the Cybermenĺ WhiѴe not 
quite as tasteѴess as Missy’s resurrecŊ
ঞon of Earth’s dead as Cybermen Őa 
tone-deaf mistake by the then producŊ
ঞon team in my opinion, especiaѴѴy with 
what they did to the memory of the 
Brigadierő or as audacious as the Simm 
Master’s ‘genesis of the Cybermen’ exŊ
pѴoits, this Ѵatest crop of Time Lords-
turned-Cybes Ѵacks anywhere to goĺ 
The whoѴe destroyņresurrectņdestroyņ
subjugate GaѴѴifrey saga, begun in the 
BBC Books range, is a narraঞve cuѴ-de-
sac which I wish had been Ѵeft weѴѴ 
aѴone, parঞcuѴarѴy as the Doctor’s reѴaŊ
ঞonship with these ongoing caѴamiঞes 
has become one of apparentѴy increasŊ
ing indifference ŋ maybe it’s because 
she has reaѴised that’s not where she’s 
from, so she no Ѵonger cares at heartŐső?  
The much-heraѴded return of Ace and 
Tegan ŋ when and how did they beŊ
come such great friends, caѴѴing each 
other whiѴe on their Ѵatest missions? ŋ 
was more fan-pѴeasing fun and reasonaŊ
bѴy weѴѴ set-up with the wider audienceĺ 
AѴѴ the Not-We needed to understand 
was that they were former companions 
of the Doctor and, as such, performed 
the roѴe of foreshadowing Yaz’s immeŊ
diate future: Ѵife beyond the Doctorĺ 
Sophie AѴdred and Janet FieѴding acŊ
quitted themseѴves weѴѴ and I was surŊ
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prised at just how much of the episode 
was devoted to them: great to see more 
mature characters ŋ femaѴe at that ŋ 
geমng such a sѴice of the acঞon but it 
did feeѴ that ChibnaѴѴ was more enterŊ
tained wriঞng about them rather than 
the current incumbents of the TARDISĺ 
With Dan written out as quickѴy as he 
was and with the Master taking centre-
stage as the main viѴѴain of the piece, 
Yaz and the Doctor weren’t exactѴy 
sideѴined but they weren’t prominent 
eitherĺ CoupѴed with the scattering of 
other former companions and four ‘oѴd 
schooѴ’ Doctors, the Not-We was Ѵeft 
wondering if this was about ceѴebraঞng 
CѴassic Who rather than the modern era 
or, indeed, the BBC’s centenaryĺ 
 
AѴѴ these throwbacks were, for me, a 
deѴightĺ By the ঞme Ian Chesterton apŊ
peared on screen, I was overcome with 
my Ѵove for this crazy series, pretty 
much as I had been when Sarah Jane 
Smith was first reintroduced in the new 

seriesĺ Where the speciaѴ was truѴy speŊ
ciaѴ, for this viewer anyway, was with 
the returning facesĺ WhiѴe they are oѴdŊ
er ŋ aren’t we aѴѴ? ŋ the joy at being 
part of something excepঞonaѴ was paѴŊ
pabѴe: when Tegan was reintroduced to 
Five and Ace with Seven, for those with 
Ѵong enough memories, the emoঞonaѴ 
impact of those scenes was profoundĺ  
 
The Not-We was Ѵeft unmoved but with 
a constant barrage of quesঞons about 
who was who and how they aѴѴ inter-
reѴated: if nothing eѴse, this huge series 
of nods to the past sparked a Ѵot of inŊ
terestĺ EquaѴѴy, as with aѴѴ good things, I 
was Ѵeft wanঞng more: if RTDƑ does 
bring a range of spin-off shows with his 
forthcoming recѴamaঞon of the parent 
series, it wouѴd be nice to see more of 
these famiѴiar faces and, if rumours are 
true, at Ѵeast one of those former ঞme-
traveѴѴers in Graham’s ‘companions 
anonymous’ circѴe wiѴѴ be back with us 
in ƑƏƑƒĺ Here’s to that futureĺ 
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It was cheering to see how the GuardiŊ
ans of the Edge ceѴebrated Thirteen’s 
strength of character after the Master’s 
forced regeneraঞon Őwhy not drain the 
energy of a star rather than kidnapping 
a Qurunx? KiѴѴing the sun wouѴd have 
been much more of a threat to the 
Earth than DaѴeks piѴe-driving voѴcanosĺ 
ŐMoreover, wouѴd the forced regeneraŊ
ঞon as the Doctor-Master actuaѴѴy be 
the ƐƓth Doctor, not Tennant?őĺ Not 
that Whittaker’s Doctor needed enŊ
dorsement by the CѴassic Doctors, but 
it was nice to see, as it was to see themĺ 
In some quarters, Thirteen has been 
disparaged Őnot Ѵeast by the Not-We 
aѴongside me on the couchő as an inconŊ
sequenঞaѴ, Ѵightweight Doctorĺ I actuaѴŊ
Ѵy Ѵike her enthusiasm and generaѴ geekŊ
iness, I parঞcuѴarѴy Ѵiked seeing her 
gѴeefuѴѴy sѴapping on her goggѴes and 
geমng down to some kind of engineerŊ
ing job, as she did earѴy on in her tenure 
and, again, whiѴe fixing Vinder’s strandŊ
ed ship ŋ but why his return without 
menঞoning a squeak about BeѴ or their 
chiѴd? More dropped narraঞve threads; 
but, with it, the temptaঞon to announce 
their chiѴd as the TimeѴess ChiѴd has 
now goneĺ  
 
What has irritated me with Thirteen, 
over ঞme, is not the performance, but 
the Ѵack of any sustained deveѴopment 
of the characterĺ WhiѴe universe-
shattering reveѴaঞons have been made 
aѴong the way and there has been some 
menঞon of trying to track down DiviŊ
sion as a consequence, the Thirteenth 
Doctor has been given ѴittѴe movement 
and no proper resoѴuঞon to the events 
she has witnessedĺ Her character, cosŊ
tume and portrayaѴ bareѴy shifted since 
her opening episodesĺ She remained 
broadѴy cheery, engaging in adventures 

with her ‘fam’ and, generaѴѴy, staѴѴed 
when it comes to deeper, more emoŊ
ঞonaѴ interacঞon with peopѴeĺ WhiѴe 
sociaѴ awkwardness has been a focus of 
other Doctors, parঞcuѴarѴy TweѴve, it 
has never quite sat right with Thirteen 
and was begging expѴoraঞonĺ Why 
couѴdn’t she better engage with Graham 
over his iѴѴness? Why be awkward with 
Tegan and Ace when she wiѴѴ enthusiasŊ
ঞcaѴѴy greet other characters in history? 
Ace ŋ in her interacঞon with Seven’s 
hoѴogram ŋ acknowѴedged there were 
things the Doctor struggѴed with, so 
why couѴdn’t that point have been exŊ
pѴored more with Thirteen and, espeŊ
ciaѴѴy, in her interacঞon with Yaz in 
their finaѴ episode? Legend of the Sea-
DeviѴs Ѵeft them in an uncertain pѴaceĺ 
By the ঞme The Power of the Doctor 
arrived, Yaz had become the CѴara-type 
companion, fuѴѴ of daring, an aѴmost-
equaѴ of the Doctor ŋ uncertainѴy and 
endearingѴy so in Yaz’s case, given the 
post-it note-strewn TARDIS consoѴe as 
she flew the machine with totaѴ accuraŊ
cy to various desঞnaঞons ŋ but her reŊ
Ѵaঞonship with the Doctor was now 
pureѴy pѴatonic, great friends but nothŊ
ing moreĺ It’s Yaz who is portrayed as 
the hero of the piece, physicaѴѴy saving 
Dan and carrying the unconscious DocŊ
tor back to the TARDISĺ  
 
UѴঞmateѴy, I am Ѵeft feeѴing that the on-
screen reѴaঞonships around the ThirŊ
teenth Doctor were somewhat sঞѴted 
and not what they couѴd have been: 
behind-the-scenes footage of the cast 
seem far more energised and vibrant 
than the on-screen version; the reŊ
straint needed expѴoraঞon and resoѴuŊ
ঞonĺ  
 
The Not-We interpreted aѴѴ this as a 
someঞmes-uninteresঞng character beŊ
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ing marginaѴised on screenĺ Not someŊ
thing I agreed with but can understand 
why this was the anaѴysis, especiaѴѴy 
hereĺ With Dhawan’s Master reguѴarѴy 
chewing the scenery, Thirteen was Ѵeft 
in the shade much of the ঞme and the 
denouement, freeing the energy creaŊ
ture and using the CyberpѴanet to conŊ
vert the erupঞng voѴcanos into metaѴ 
scuѴptures, was more about technobabŊ
bѴe than a saঞsfying character-focused 
resoѴuঞon and, again, the Not-We piѴed 
on the derisionĺ  
 
Wrapped up in aѴѴ of this was the end of 
Yaz’s traveѴs with the Doctor and, try as 
I might, I couѴdn’t quite understand why 
Yaz wouѴd Ѵeave or the Doctor ask her 
to goĺ Other companions have stayed 
on across regeneraঞons so why not 
her? On iniঞaѴ viewing, no matter how 
much ice-cream was consumed, the 
ending feѴt very abrupt and, to a great 
degree, ‘coѴd’. WhiѴe it was in-step with 
how the Doctor treated Graham in his 
Ѵater episodes, it feѴt too much was unŊ
saidĺ It needed the burden, aѴѴuded to 
by Ace, addressing if onѴy in partĺ  
 
Later, on reflecঞon, I now ‘get’ it more 
but onѴy parঞaѴѴy and, even then, am 
Ѵeft feeѴing there’s an unsaঞsfactory 
superficiaѴity to the characters’ moঞvaŊ
ঞon for parঞng: change was coming 
and they wouѴd rather avoid conŊ
fronঞng that ŋ by parঞng ŋ than by 
seeing it through togetherĺ In 
Yaz’s case, she was very humanѴy 
in Ѵove with the woman she 
knew, with that person and her 
image; anyone eѴse just wouѴdn’t 
be the same and wouѴdn’t be 
what she feѴѴ in Ѵove withĺ PerŊ
haps, the Doctor saw this and Ѵet 
her go? Or perhaps the Doctor 
just can never commit to anyone 

or thing for very Ѵong and needed the 
first excuse to get the Ѵatest cѴingy huŊ
man off their back? RegardѴess, what 
was on screen was touchingѴy pѴayed 
but the threads of cѴosure needed 
greater expѴoraঞon throughout the epiŊ
sode, taking in Dan’s departure as that 
couѴd have foreshadowed Yaz’s parঞng 
much more so than it didĺ 
 
So, I’m Ѵeft pondering the speciaѴ I’d just 
seen: something of a curate’s egg, I feѴtĺ 
Much of it was fun and often siѴѴy enŊ
tertainment, beauঞfuѴѴy shot at ঞmes 
with huge chunks that didn’t reaѴѴy cope 
with any degree of anaѴysisĺ WhiѴe it 
served Ѵong-term fans far better than 
casuaѴ viewers or even more recent 
fans, there were ঞmes it surrendered 
any hope of pѴausibiѴityĺ For instance, 
when Tegan feѴѴ down the Ѵift shaft, 
how did she save herseѴf? No expѴanaŊ
ঞon was givenĺ The show may be sciŊ
ence ficঞon, but it sঞѴѴ has to operate 
with some reaѴ-worѴd ruѴesĺ PѴunge 
down a Ѵift shaft and you’ѴѴ come away 
with Ѵife-changing injuries or you’ѴѴ be 
deadĺ Tegan brushing herseѴf off when 
staggering through a doorway didn’t 
washĺ If you’re going to surrender crediŊ
biѴity to that degree you wiѴѴ Ѵose the 
audience’s credibiѴity; there has to be a 
pѴausibѴe expѴanaঞon for everything, 
even if it is technobabbѴeĺ There is no 
narraঞve tension if peopѴe can waѴk 
away from periѴ unscathedĺ Better, in 
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this instance, that Tegan had kept the 
parachute on, that she’d been given by 
Ace, and had depѴoyed it as she feѴѴĺ Her 
pѴunging into the dark, the sound of the 
chute unfurѴing, a ripping sound as it 
snagged on something and Tegan’s 
‘rabbits’ oath wouѴd have been aѴѴ it 
needed to make much more senseĺ And 
that aside, the speciaѴ achieved what it 
set out to do, to give Jodie Whittaker’s 
Thirteen a send-off with some memoraŊ
bѴe momentsĺ 
 
MeanwhiѴe, the Not-We didn’t care as 
that regeneraঞon was upon us, with 
that reveaѴ and, suddenѴy, the vibe was 
posiঞveĺ Tennant’s ľWhat… What? 
What!Ŀ gave rise to a raft of enthusiasm 
and, suddenѴy, the Not-We was opঞŊ
misঞcaѴѴy engaged, Ѵooking forward to 
the twin treats of Tennant and Tate 
reunitedĺ  
 
As I hope the generaѴ audience are: if 
nothing eѴse, RusseѴѴ T Davies knows 
how to tempt and pѴay with the audiŊ
enceĺ Since recording of the ƑƏƑƒ speŊ
ciaѴs started, the flirঞng with fandom 
and the generaѴ pubѴic, through sociaѴ 
media snippets and wider pubѴicity, has 
been endemicĺ HopefuѴѴy, with its own 
sixঞeth anniversary just around the corŊ
ner, Doctor Who has a Ѵong future 
ahead of it and, indeed, wiѴѴ be ceѴeŊ
braঞng its own centenary one dayĺ 
 
It is somewhat ironic that the Doctor 
Who episode made to ceѴebrate ƐƏƏ 
years of the BBC was aѴso the Ѵast, for 
now, to actuaѴѴy be made by the BBCĺ It 
is a case of specuѴaঞon as to how Ѵong, 
given UK Government anঞpathy toŊ
wards the pubѴic service broadcaster 
and uncertainty around its funding 
structure once the current RoyaѴ CharŊ
ter runs out, the BBC wiѴѴ conঞnue in 
anything Ѵike its current formĺ That 

Doctor Who wiѴѴ now be made by an 
independent producঞon company, Bad 
WoѴf ŋ itseѴf born out of the reborn 
ƑƐst-century version of Who ŋ is a sigŊ
nificant departure from the Ѵast ƔƖ 
years and now that, beyond the UK and 
IreѴand, distribuঞon of any new Who 
materiaѴ Ѵies with Disney, we are in new 
and unchartered watersĺ To what deŊ
gree the House of Mouse wiѴѴ demand 
and obtain creaঞve input in the series 
remains to be seen but, whatever hapŊ
pens, the future is going to be a very 
different thing compared to its pastĺ  
 
By resurrecঞng the ƕƏs diamond-Ѵogo 
Őfor the ѵƏth onѴy or Ѵonger?ő, the proŊ
ducers are puѴѴing on the nostaѴgia 
heartstrings, just as The Power of the 
Doctor has done and, whiѴe the speciaѴ 
made no narraঞve reference to the 
BBC or its history, the growing separaŊ
ঞon of Doctor Who from the organisaŊ
ঞon that deveѴoped, nurtured and, yes, 
at ঞmes, abandoned it ŋ a growing 
goodbye ŋ hurts a ѴittѴe more on reflecŊ
ঞon as what came before, the ƐƏƏ 
years of the BBC and the first ƔƖ years 
of its enduring offspring, Doctor Who, 
was so very, very speciaѴĺ 
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There was much waiѴing and gnashing 
of teeth when the floodwaters cameĺ 
I’m not taѴking about the Great FѴood 
but for me, when my shedѴoad of DocŊ
tor Who merchandise got soaked and 
destroyed in ƑƏƐƔ, it was an event of 
bibѴicaѴ proporঞonsĺ  
 
You name it, it was gone: VHS tapes, 
Radio Times cѴippings, fanzines, audiŊ
otapes, making-of and Target books, 
Doctor Who WeekѴies and Magazines 
I’d coѴѴected since I was ƕĺ  
 
I’d paid about ŪƐƏƏƏ for my mum to 
ship aѴѴ my goodies from LincoѴnshire, 
EngѴand to CharѴeston, South CaroѴina 
so I couѴd have the items cѴose to meĺ 
My mum painstakingѴy itemised the 
contents of a huge cardboard box and 
everything arrived in prisঞne condiঞonĺ 
My partner insisted I keep the box outŊ
side in the humid shed but now and 
again I’d sneak some Targets or annuaѴs 
into the houseĺ 
 
The rains came and so much was Ѵostĺ I 
was one of the Ѵucky onesĺ Parts of 
CharѴeston were soaked with aѴmost ƑƔ 
inches of rain in two days, according to 
CNBCĺ MeteoroѴogists caѴѴed it a ‘Ɛ,ƏƏƏ 
year eventĺ’ The dead rose from their 
graves as cemeteries were drenched, 
coffins floaঞng down the streetĺ HunŊ
dreds of peopѴe were evacuated and 
ƒƏ,ƏƏƏ Ѵost powerĺ 
 
I tried to be phiѴosophicaѴ ŋ my famiѴy 
was safe and peopѴe are more imŊ
portant than objects ŋ but aѴѴ the ঞme 

and effort I’d spent gathering my treasŊ
ure seemed Ѵike a waste, an eviѴ joke 
that onѴy the Master wouѴd want to 
crackĺ 
 
Why do we covet Doctor Who merŊ
chandise? We aѴѴow ourseѴves to be 
bombarded by ads for coѴѴecঞbѴes and 
other reѴated merch ŋ I get one from 
Big Finish at Ѵeast once a day - and we 
dream of owning what we seeĺ We Ѵove 
our show and we want to enjoy as 
many of the Doctor’s adventures as 
possibѴeĺ But the reaѴ reason we coѴѴect, 
I beѴieve, is to feeѴ we are part of a 
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greater whoѴeĺ WhiѴe I don’t aѴways 
think of the other peopѴe buying a copy 
of the Ѵatest cѴassic BѴu-ray of a season 
but do I think about how Whovians en 
mass care about that seasonĺ We can aѴѴ 
share something by buying a piece of itĺ 
I don’t brag about my coѴѴecঞon, post it 
on TikTok or show it to friendsĺ I’m too 
busy trying o keep up with the noveѴiŊ
zaঞonsĺ I don’t care for the BBC but I 
do want to support Doctor Who Ѵike I 
support my favourite musician or footŊ
baѴѴ teamĺ I want to heѴp sustain the 
show; presumabѴy purchasing merchanŊ
dise heѴps with thatĺĺ  
 
I get that sense of coѴѴecঞve enjoyment 
from sociaѴ media posts, just as I used 
to get them from the Ѵetter coѴumns in 
Doctor Who Magazineĺ I get it from my 
current girѴfriend Őwho is cooѴ with me 
keeping my possessions in our houseőĺ 
She cares about specific character reѴaŊ
ঞonships and the actors who pѴay those 
charactersĺ I feeѴ Ѵike a mighty hunter-

gatherer when I bring home a book or 
comic that she wants to read with meĺ 
There’s aѴso the comfort of what I caѴѴ 
nesঞngĺ As I rebuiѴd the essenঞaѴs of 
my coѴѴecঞon, I  buy bits and bobs that 
personaѴize my home with my own nosŊ
taѴgic touchstonesĺ On a rare occasion, I 
buy memorabiѴia for friends as weѴѴ - 
giving or receiving a sѴice of merchanŊ
dise brings great joy and is a way of 
showing you care about the other perŊ
son and take an interest in what they 
Ѵoveĺ  
 
It gives me a ѴittѴe bit of pѴeasure to Ѵook 
at my coѴѴecঞon but causes a Ѵot of 
stress, too, by the space it takes up and 
what I’m going to do with it when I 
moveĺ I can’t take it with me when I 
pass away, but I can wiѴѴ them on to my 
sonĺ I hope that he gets pѴeasure from 
themĺ I hope they won’t become a burŊ
den to him, that heavy yet wonderfuѴ 
weight of paper and priceѴess memoŊ
riesĺ 
 
Fans want Doctor Who to be ceѴebratŊ
ed and rememberedĺ As we buiѴd our 
treasure troves we become part of the 
programme’s history, indexing and apŊ
preciaঞng as we goĺ We are part of an 
amazing hive museum that can be 
shown to and shared with future generŊ
aঞonsĺ We are aѴѴ curatorsĺ 
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The ঞny, beauঞfuѴ viѴѴage of AѴѴendaѴe is 
nestѴed in the rugged NorthumberѴand 
countryside, equidistant between the 
two great most northern EngѴish ciঞes 
of CarѴisѴe and NewcastѴeĺ The drive 
there through the spectacuѴar north 
Pennine countryside is rewarded with a 
warm weѴcome and a visit to the fantasŊ
ঞc Museum of CѴassic Sci-Fiĺ 
 
The Museum is the creaঞon of NeiѴ 
CoѴe, a ѴifeѴong Doctor Who fan has 
converted his basement into an exhibiŊ
ঞon which boasts over two hundred 
originaѴ props and costumesĺ DispѴays 
cover decades of Ѵandmark science-
ficঞon movies and TV shows, with an 
emphasis on Doctor Whoĺ Each of the 
first seven Doctors’ eras are representŊ
ed in this subterranean Meccaĺ 
 
On Saturday ƑƖth October NeiѴ hosted 
an event at the AѴѴendaѴe ViѴѴage HaѴѴ, 
with Whominaries Sophie AѴdred, GraeŊ
me Harper, Margot Hayhoe, Keith 
Barnfather and Adrian RigeѴsford as 
speciaѴ guestsĺ The day was a huge sucŊ
cess, a ѴoveѴy, inঞmate convenঞon with 
pѴenty of ঞme set aside for the ‘meet 
and greet’ with the guestsĺ This was an 
opportunity to chat with the guests, get 
some autographs and photos, and minŊ
gѴe with the other attendeesĺ Three imŊ
pressive DaѴeks patroѴѴed the viѴѴage 
haѴѴ, aѴong with a terrific Davros and 
various other creaঞonsĺ 
 
Tickets incѴuded an opportunity to tour 
NeiѴ’s museum, which never faiѴs to deŊ
Ѵight and impressĺ I visited Ѵast year for 

the grand re-opening event foѴѴowing 
the pandemic and this ঞme spotted 
some new exhibits even since then, 
aѴongside the many famiѴiar favouritesĺ 
DispѴaying so many precious artefacts 
in a strikingĺ Manner is a masterfuѴ use 
of the space and NeiѴ has skiѴѴfuѴѴy reŊ
stored many of them to their onscreen 
gѴoryĺ  
 
Visitors to AѴѴendaѴe have a coupѴe of 
nice country pubs and some charming 
cafes to choose from Ѵunch aѴѴ within 
easy waѴking distance of the museumĺ 
Worth noঞng there is aѴso pѴenty of 
free parking around the viѴѴageĺ 
 
Later in the afternoon the haѴѴ turned 
cinema for a screening of ReeѴঞme PicŊ
tures’ Doctor on DispѴay - a documenŊ
tary aѴѴ about The Museum of CѴassic 
Sci-Fiĺ Hosted by Sophie AѴdred, it teѴѴs 
the story of this amazing pѴace, from 
disused ceѴѴar to space museumĺ What 
reaѴѴy comes across in the fiѴm is NeiѴ’s 
passion and hard work, and the sense 
of community in AѴѴendaѴe as the resiŊ
dents raѴѴied around the ‘AѴѴenDaѴek’ in 
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its famous battѴe against the ѴocaѴ counŊ
ciѴ’s capricious pѴanning decisionsĺ 
 
As dusk settѴed over the viѴѴage, two 
paneѴs rounded off the event with NeiѴ 
acঞng as compereĺ First up, Sophie 
shared the stage with ReeѴঞme PicŊ
tures’ Keith Barnfather and director 
Roger Stevensĺ It was quickѴy acknowѴŊ
edged that as The Power of the Doctor 
had onѴy aired six days previousѴy, most 
of the audience wouѴd be excited to 
hear from AѴdred about her experiences 
bringing the roѴe of Ace back to the 
screen after so many yearsĺ As fans we 
are used to hearing behind-the-scenes 
stories that cover more technicaѴ asŊ
pects of producঞon, but it was ѴoveѴy to 
hear more personaѴ recoѴѴecঞons about 
the most recent episode: Sophie 
bursঞng into tears when she got the 
phone caѴѴ; how she stayed behind after 
fiѴming her scenes set under the voѴcaŊ
no and ended up reading in Ѵines for 
Jodie Whittaker and some of the other 
Doctors for Guardians of the Edge sceŊ
ne; and parঞcuѴarѴy touching was her 
account of WiѴѴiam RusseѴѴ becoming 
confused and John Bishop going out of 
his way to Ѵook after and comfort the 
oѴder actorĺ  
 
The second paneѴ saw Graeme Harper 
join Margot Hayhoe on stage for taѴes 

from behind the cameraĺ I was parঞcuŊ
ѴarѴy interested to Ѵearn that Harper had 
Ѵearned from GoѴdenEye and Casino 
RoyaѴe director Marঞn CampbeѴѴ and 
what cruciaѴ advice he had impartedĺ 
They both taѴked about the dreaded 
Producer’s Choice and the deѴeterious 
effect they saw it have on the BBCĺ 
Hayhoe worked on the ƐƖѶƐ BBC seŊ
ries The Day of the Triffids and NeiѴ had 
expertѴy restored a modeѴ Triffid from 
the show, which stood menacingѴy on 
the stage throughoutĺ  
 
This was a ѴoveѴy event, in a part of the 
country not weѴѴ served for Doctor 
Who convenঞonsĺ It was smaѴѴ enough 
to reaѴѴy spend some ঞme with each 
guest without having to queue for 
hoursĺ It’s weѴѴ worth a visit to the muŊ
seum if you’re in the area, and hopefuѴѴy 
they wiѴѴ host more fantasঞc days Ѵike 
this oneĺ 
 
 




