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Welcome to issue VII of Cosmic
Masque. Yes it’s hot on the heels of
issue VI—kind of like the old saying
about buses, you wait ages for one and
then two come along right after each
other. This gets Cosmic Masque onto
its new schedule, with three issues
throughout 2019, in March, June and
September, with the Annual due De-
cember/January. Celestial Toyroom
continues monthly of course.

Inside this issue we have a nice selec-
tion of reviews and fiction not to men-
tion an exclusive interview with Re-
Generation Who convention organiser
Oni Durrant. The cover is a excellent
piece of artwork by Marshall Tankers-
ley. If you get the chance to check out
his stuff, please do. I'm very grateful
for the pieces he has submitted to us
here at DWAS.

If there’s anything you’d like to send
in, whether it be artwork, fiction or
feedback you can get in touch by email
to: cm@dwasonline.co.uk or even by
post. We love hearing from you.

Grant and lan have got to have a little
break for this issue, lucky fellas! Hope-
fully they don’t mind me hijacking their
publication for a bit.

Enjoy this issue.

Rik

JOHN PEEL /STEVEN EVANS
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Review by Rik Moran

Titan Comics:
Doctor Who: The Seventh Doctor

Titan Comics’ line of Doctor Who
books have so far done an excellent
job of capturing the essence of the era
of Doctor Who that they are repre-
senting and ‘Doctor Who: The Seventh
Doctor’ issue one is no exception.

Andrew Cartmel (Doctor Who Script
Editor 1987-1989) delivers an excellent
script which captures the characters
superbly. The artwork by Christopher
Jones and Marco Lesko is gorgeous,
stunning and beautiful and deserves to
be in a gallery.

This story takes place following the Big
Finish ‘Lost Stories’ series and has a
little ‘previously’ section at the begin-
ning, to provide a catch-up. However
it’s not essential that you've listened
to them in order to enjoy the comic.

The Counter-Measures team from Re-
membrance of the Daleks make a re-
turn as supporting characters. It’s good
to see them again and observe how
they now interact with Ace and the
Doctor.

Fans of Sylvester McCoy’s Doctor will
revel in this story and be taken back to
this enjoyable period of the show’s
history.

There are four variants of issue one to
collect, with covers by Alice X Zhang,
Will Brooks, Christopher Jones and Si-
mon Myers.

Some will pick up the cover that they
particularly like, others will collect all
four. As for me, I'm just waiting for
issue two. | need to know what hap-
pens next!
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Visit Titan and see the Doctor Who

range by clicking here

Click here to buy from Amazon UK
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Review by Rik Moran

Titan Comics:
Doctor Who: The Thirteenth Doctor

| am a big fan of art and comics so I'm
always cautious when I’'m going to re-
view a comic book as | am very critical.

However following my initial read of
issue 1 of The Thirteenth Doctor issue
1, | was impressed and thought I'd
have a quick gander at reviews else-
where. Blogtor Who said:

“What makes this first issue really
shine is the seamless translation of the
Doctor, Yaz, Ryan, and Graham from
screen to page. Rachael Stott and Enri-
ca Eren Angiolini’s artwork, in conjunc-
tion with Jody Houser’s writing, per-
fectly capture each of these characters’
likenesses and mannerisms. Every pan-
el in this issue is breathtaking, thanks
to Angiolini’s vibrant colours and
Stott’s incredible attention to detail.
The talent of this creative team shines
through particularly strongly in their
rendering of the new TARDIS control
room. Somehow it appears even more
beautiful and ethereal than it does on
screen. We see that the new console
features a twenty-sided die, which
more geeky readers such as myself will
recognise as being used in games of
Dungeons and Dragons. It’s a small
detail that brilliantly captures the Thir-
teenth Doctor’s wonderful nerdiness.”

I'm quoting this because | completely

concur and couldn’t have said it better
myself. The issue is absolutely gor-
geous. My only negative is that the
main cover isn’t to my liking, and jars
with the rest of the issue. Having said
that this issue has 13 variant covers to
choose from so if like me, the main
one isn’t to your liking, choose anoth-
er. I've gone with Rachel Stott’s cover,
as | am totally in love with her artwork.

If you're a Doctor Who fan who has
never read the comics, this is the per-
fect time to start. If you’re a comic
book fan who never got into Doctor
Who, this book will smoothly guide
you into one of the greatest fictional
universes in existence. Either way, this
is one book newcomers and old fans
alike are sure to enjoy.

The Thirteenth Doctor comics are off
to a great start, | look forward to these
continuing adventures.
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Review by Rik Moran

This coin is the first official collectible
Doctor Who coin. Produced by the
New Zealand Mint, it celebrates series
10, the Twelfth Doctor, and key charac-
ters from the 2017 series: Bill, Missy,
the Master, Nardole and the Cyber-
men.

The coin is presented in a modern, styl-
ish case which incorporates images of
the TARDIS. The matching, numbered
Certificate of Authenticity is inside—
10, 000 have been produced world-
wide.

Holding this box in my hand, it is a
wonderful creation and beautifully dis-
played. You can remove the coin and
certificate if you wish. It is in a protec-

tive plastic case to avoid scratches and
dust etc.

The certificates are numbered so you
know where in the chain your coin is.

If the NZ Mint continues with these, |
hope they can live up to the standard

set here.

To buy in the UK click here.

To buy in New Zealand and world-
wide, click here.
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FICTION

BE A DOCTOR
by Kate Coleman

The Doctor of War stumbled through
the Gallifreyan desert towards the
TARDIS. In the final few steps his legs
threatened to fail him altogether, and
he flung his arm towards the blue box
to steady himself. Home. After endless
war, horror, and destruction, he was
finally home. The back of his throat
clenched painfully tight, and, bent al-
most double, he vomited into the
sand.

No more. The Time War was over.

He dragged his sleeve across his
mouth, but nothing could wipe away
the acrid taste of this bitter victory. A
deep ache burned in his chest as he
pushed the door open. The coolness of
the console room should have been a
comfort after the relentless heat, but
there was no comfort for him. Not to-
day, not ever. He’d used the Moment
to stop the most destructive war in all
creation: Time Lords against Daleks.
And he’d killed every last man, woman
and child on Gallifrey to do it.

He sank to his knees on the console
room floor. He deserved nothing but
damnation, burning forever in this box,
alone. His chest was dull and heavy, as
if a metal fist had cracked his ribs open
and was squeezing on what remained
of his hearts.

Could he die of broken hearts? The last
of the Time Lords sank to the floor and
resolved to find out.

The TARDIS, contrary and unreliable as
she often was, saw her thief in pain,

and snatched him away from the last
seconds of Gallifrey into the space-
time vortex.

As the Doctor stared at the console
room ceiling, he still heard the
screams. Fire. Cities shrouded in
smoke. Civilisations torn. Planets splin-
tered, death and destruction raging
through time and space. He forced his
eyes shut to block out the nightmare
visions, but there was no escape. Will
it never end?

Time passed in disjointed chunks as he
slept or slipped into unconsciousness,
and then stretched out to fill eons as
he stared into the void. Eventually, his
body demanded attention. Water,
food, care. He shut himself down and
refused to open his eyes. The pain
barely faded. The screams would not
stop.

“No more!” He flung his hands over his
ears as he lay feverish on the floor of
his ship.

After an indeterminable amount of
time his body was so weakened that
he thought—even wished—death
would take him. More than anything
he wanted oblivion, not the great
cheat of the Time Lords, starting over
again in a burst of golden light.

Even as his hearts longed for eternal
silence, he was jerked to his feet like a
marionette, power crackling through
nerve endings, torrents of chemicals
raging through his veins.

He fought. “No! Let me go,” he im-
plored the universe. But, deep down,
he understood. The universe had plans
for him yet. The heat started in his fin-
gertips, and then crawled up his arms.
This was his punishment. The not-girl



with the name of a flower had told him
so. He was doomed to live, and hear
the screams of Gallifrey’s children over
and over.

Every cell in his body exploded, a bil-
lion tiny supernovae, the purging gold
light nailing him to an invisible cross,
building inexorably towards the pri-
mordial reshuffle. No escape for him
into the cold, sweet darkness of death.
His fate was rebirth.

The golden aura faded. The new man,
alert, angry, tore off the brown leather
jacket and flung it to the floor. He
dashed to the dressing room, grabbed
the first things he laid his hands on, a
black leather jacket and dark trousers,
and scrambled into them. Without
even glancing in the mirror, he re-
turned to the console room and blindly
punched in coordinates with one
thought in mind. He had to make the
screams stop.

* k%

It was a fine irony that the TARDIS had
brought him to a planet full of happy
families, an intergalactic theme park,
no less. Perhaps in some kind of bi-
zarre way his time ship had reasoned
that the squeals of happy children on
fairground rides would make him feel
better. It didn’t. He stood it for as long
as he could by keeping his head down
and walking. Then he passed the roller-
coaster—the biggest on this side of the
Oshara Nebulae. He wanted to fling his
hands over his ears to blot out those
screams. He cursed under his breath.
This was making things worse, not
better. Up ahead was a bar, with mer-
cifully few customers at this time of

the day. He found himself striding to-
wards it. Maybe he could at least get
some peace and quiet.

“How may | serve you?” The Ood serv-
ing behind the bar flung a tea towel
over their shoulder as they spoke in a
soft, almost lyrical voice.

The Time Lord pulled himself into a
barstool and looked uncertainly at the
Ood, who drew a bottle out from un-
der the bar. “It is my experience that
there’s no day that cannot be made a
little easier by a glass of vermillion
brandy.” The bar tender poured the
bright red liquid into a glass, leaving a
curl of steam rising delicately from the
bottle’s top.

He eyed the glass. He’'d never turned
to drink to drown his sorrows before,
not once. But, came a small voice at
the back of his mind, you’'ve never
wiped out your own civilisation before,
either. For the first time in a lifetime
there was no one depending on him,
no war to fight, no planets to save. No
one to answer to but himself. He was
alone, and it was probably better that
way. He picked up the glass and took a
deep swig of the fiery drink.

A woman, wearing deep red robes and
the thinnest of smiles, heaved herself
onto a barstool beside him. She stared
with suspicious eyes, as if to assure
herself this man really was who she
believed him to be. Then she nodded.
“So, it is done.”

“Go away, Ohila.”

“Hmmm.” She looked at his almost-
empty glass. “Running away again?”
“Nope. Not running. Staying firmly in
this seat. Trying to drink in peace.”



“Hiding in a bottle is still running
away.”

“Is it? Well, maybe | am.” He raised his
glass with a sardonic smile. “Cheers.”
He gulped the drink in one, slammed
the glass on the bar, and waved at the
bartender. “Another.”

“It’s not over,” Ohila said.

“l think it is. | was there,” he shot back.
He raised his finger over the bar coun-
ter, and mimicked a downward press.
“| pressed the button.”

“I mean your life.”

“That’s a matter of opinion.” He turned
sharply on Ohila, but she didn’t flinch.
“I'm sick of your meddling. You should
have left me dead after that crash, but
no, you and your bloody elixir had to
bring me back. And turn me into him.”
For a moment, he was back in the cave
on Karn, the exquisite unrending of his
DNA, wrenching him back to life,
worse than regeneration and his first
glimpse at the Untempered Schism
rolled into one. He flicked his fingers at
Ohila. “Clear off.”

Ohila narrowed her eyes, but said
nothing. She placed a black leather
wallet on the bar and slid it at him.

He ignored it. “Why are you really
here?”

“To deliver a gift from the Sisterhood.”
She inched the leather wallet further
toward him. He shoved it directly back.
Nothing could atone for what he’d
done and no gift could erase the Sister-
hood’s role in it. At the back of his
mind, he knew he was being unfair.
The Sisterhood knew what had to be
done and they did it. The universe did-
n’t need a doctor. It needed a warrior.

Maybe one day he’d forgive them. But
not today.

“l only want one thing, Ohila. One
small thing from the universe; and
after what I've been through is that
really so much to ask?”

“And what is that?”

“To be left alone.” He turned away,
took another long swig from his glass,
and stared at the row of bottles behind
the counter. If he started at one end,
he could probably take a shot from
each one and then stagger back to the
TARDIS and sleep for a month.

If that was running away, then so be it.
%k %k %k

Clara Oswald frowned at the console
as she laid in coordinates for the sec-
ond most beautiful garden in the gal-
axy. She’d have to be careful to arrive
before the time she got banned, of
course, and the Diner-TARDIS taking
her where she actually wanted to go
was more a matter of luck than a re-
flection of her hastily gleaned piloting
skills.

She’d just left Me at a spa planet in the
Terrelion cluster after another row.

It had started innocently enough, with
Me joking, “You're not stalking him
again, are you?”

It was hard for Clara to see the funny
side, when her heart felt like it was
breaking. She tried to pretend she did-
n’t, but she missed the Doctor.

“I'm not stalking him! | just worry
about him being on his own, that’s all.
| like to know where he is. There’s no
harm init.”

Me wouldn’t let it drop. “You’ll risk the
safety of the whole universe, just be-



cause you miss your friend? For God’s
sake, Clara, we have a TARDIS. We can
go anywhere, do anything. You can’t
keep doing this!”

So they had agreed to cool off sepa-
rately. Clara planned to go back to the
second most beautiful garden in the
universe for a contemplative walk and
consider how she wanted to spend her
life. It was just so hard to let the Doc-
tor go.

The console made a chirping, twitter-
ing noise.

“This isn’t where | wanted to go,” Clara
said, double checking the coordinates.
“What are you up to?” A series of re-
peated frequencies played out over
the com panel, sounding like space-
static. “What’s that?” It was no use
expecting an answer. She’d have to
take a look around to find out.

She stepped out into a galactic theme
park. Screaming children whizzed
down brightly coloured slopes on giant
hovering doughnut rings. A big wheel
filled the skyline, and a host of alien
races—some she recognised, some she
didn’t—surrounded her in a throng of
happy families.

She decided to stay for a while,
watched the anti-grav bike display,
wandered through the monster zone,
and took a ride on the biggest roller
coaster she’d ever seen. But with no
adrenaline in her system there was no
thrill. Sometimes the chronolock felt
like a punishment, holding her flat in a
steady state.

After the rollercoaster she decided to
find somewhere to sit and try to fath-
om out why the Diner had brought her

here. She spotted a bar. No point
drinking, of course, as her body would
reset in an instant. But at least she
might find company.

She jolted to a halt a few feet from the
bar’s door. There it was, clear as day.
That magic blue box, his TARDIS,
parked between a rubbish bin and a
wall.

“Oh my god.” She considered turning
away. That would probably be the
right thing to do. But her feet were
fixed to the floor. More than that, they
were taking her toward the TARDIS.
Tentatively, she pressed her fingers to
the outer shell. It tingled just the way
she remembered. She rubbed the TAR-
DIS key she still wore on a chain
around her neck between her thumb
and forefinger. “Hello, dear,” she said
quietly. “I'd better not stay.”

In response, the door opened.

“Oh.” Clara knew she shouldn’t, but
who could resist? Not Clara Oswald.
She stepped inside and gasped. The
layout was different than she’d ever
seen it. Darker, and the console still
had tiny drifts of steam wafting from
the panels, as if it had only recently
changed.

A tightness pulled at the back of her
neck, as realisation hit her. If the TAR-
DIS had changed, that meant he had,
too. Her hand flew to her heart. Did
that mean he was gone? Her knees
trembled. She rarely cried these days.
Perhaps the emotional numbness of
her chronolocked state prevented
tears. Maybe it was that she’d already
cried an ocean, and there were no
tears left to spill. But, hot tears threat-



ened her now. She always imagined
she’d see the Doctor one last time, and
to find him now, moments too late,
well that was too cruel.

Then, she saw the sand scattered on
the floor, and the brown leather jacket
with a sonic screwdriver tucked in be-
tween the folds. She picked it up. It
wasn’t his, but she’d seen it before; in
a prison cell under the Tower of Lon-
don. A smile played on the corner of
her lips, hope lifting her heart, her feet
breaking into a dash of their own ac-
cord as she rushed to the console and
checked the most recent coordinates.
Yes! He’d just come from Gallifrey. The
day the Time War ended. This wasn’t
her Doctor’s TARDIS, and he wasn’t her
Doctor yet. So there was still time, still
a chance that she would see her silver
haired Doctor again. She let that
thought dance through her for a mo-
ment, as she clutched the sonic screw-
driver close to her chest, until an in-
sistent bleep started up on the con-
sole. Intrigued, Clara checked its
source. It was the same irregular sub-
space signal that had brought her here.
Something was wrong on this planet.
Wrong enough for two TARDISes to
show up. Slowly, Clara realised some-
thing else. The Doctor had just been
through unimaginable horror. Ending
the Time War but destroying his own
people. And he’d done it alone. This
Doctor needed a friend more than ev-
er.

Without a clear plan, in fact with very
little thought at all, Clara dashed out of
the TARDIS. Would she even recognise
him? Of all his lives, she’d echoed least
with his ninth. All she had were

fleeting images, a maelstrom of memo-
ries from her dizzying moments in his
time stream, blurred at the edge of her
senses.

Clara paused in the bar’s doorway,
eyes flitting around the room: a serving
Ood behind the bar, a blue-skinned
Telorian trader finishing up a green
and yellow cocktail, a curl of smoke
hanging above the empty glass, and
there he was, slumped on a barstool,
wearing a black leather jacket and
blue, blue eyes. It might have been the
afternoon sun streaming through the
window, but it seemed there was a
blush of gold on his cheekbones.
“Doctor,” she whispered.

He swilled a glass of something in his
hand. His blue eyes were bleak, dis-
tant, raw pain rippling beneath his
skin. He might have left his old coat
crumpled on the TARDIS floor, but the
shadow of war still clung to him. He
had the look of a man blotting out a
million screams.

Clara steeled herself and walked over
to him. With the most casual tone she
could muster, she indicated the empty
stool beside him. “Is this seat taken?”
“Yes.”

Clara sat down anyway.

He glanced at her. “Do | know you?” he
asked, slurring his words and swaying
on the barstool.

It took a moment for Clara to realise
he was drunk. Her eyes widened slight-
ly. This was new. Clara had seen the
Time Lord’s fury shake civilisations,
and she’d seen him weep, kissing her
hand on the Trap Street and begging
her to stay. She’d seen him joyful, with



the full flush of adventure coursing
through his veins, and she’d seen him
bored stiff by some minor detail he
didn’t care about. Clara had seen him
regal in a red velvet jacket and naked
as the day he was born.

But she’d never, ever imagined seeing
him off-the-wall drunk.

He squinted at her. “You look human,
except for the frankly disturbing lack of
bodily functions.”

Clara opened her mouth, with no idea
what to say. Most people were at least
polite when they noticed, as Me put it,
her difference.

He laughed. “How’d that happen
then?” He paused, and then turned
back to his drink. “Do you know what?
| don’t want to know.”

Clara smiled stiffly. His casual indiffer-
ence stung. She stuck out her hand
anyway. “I'm...” then she paused. She
hadn’t thought that through either.
She could hardly introduce herself as
Clara Oswald. In the end, she settled
on the first name that came to mind.
“I’'m Dinah. You got a name?”

“Nope,” he said without turning his
head.

Clara picked up the psychic paper from
the bar in front of him. “Says here
you’re the Doctor. Advice and assis-
tance obtainable immediately.”

He snatched it from her, and squinted
at it blearily. “What is that anyway?”
“Psychic paper,” Clara said. Didn’t he
know? He’d never told her where he
got it. She just assumed he’d always
had it, but now he stared at it as if he’d
never seen it before. He shoved it
away in disgust. It fell to the floor.

“You’re going to rely on that, one day,”
she chided him.

He snorted. “I've managed nine hun-
dred years without it. Can’t see me
needing it now.”

“You'd be surprised,” she said. She
jumped off the barstool, scooped it up
and slipped it into the pocket of his
leather jacket.

“Look, what do you want?” he said,
irritably. “In case you haven’t noticed,
I'm in a long-term relationship with
this barstool.”

Clara straightened her shoulders.
“There’s something wrong here. Can’t
you feel it?” She leaned in toward him,
conspiratorially. He never could resist
a mystery, and perhaps this would
shake him to his senses. “There’s an
odd signal bouncing about on sub-
space frequencies. My . . . my ship
picked it up.” His TARDIS did too, that
must be why he’d ended up here, but
in the Doctor’s current state, it was
anyone’s guess if he’d noticed.

“Oh, a strange signal,” he said. For a
moment Clara’s heart lifted. Then he
picked up his glass and took another
swig. “Not interested.”

Clara tried to reign in her annoyance.
He believed he’d just destroyed his
entire race. He was entitled to feel sor-
ry for himself. She put a hand on his
arm, wishing she could tell him that
one day everything would change; that
when he wasn’t faced with that terri-
ble burden alone, he would make a
better choice. But that was in his fu-
ture. He had a lot to live through be-
fore he got there.

In all the time they travelled together,



he never once mentioned meeting her
in a bar, but given his current state of
inebriation, a lapse in memory wasn’t
altogether surprising.

“l can see you’re not in a good place
right now,” she said, careful not to re-
veal she knew too much. “But hiding in
a bottle’s not the answer.”

“Seems like the perfect answer to me,”
he said, grinning stupidly.

Clara wasn’t fooled, not for a minute,
but she needed an angle. She let her
eyes wander around the room. They
landed on an info-screen on a wall be-
hind the Doctor. Her gaze fixed on the
image with growing horror. A scene of
mass panic unfolding in the theme
park. People screaming and running.
She leaned over the bar and asked the
barkeeper to turn up the volume.
“Reports are coming in of unusual ac-
tivity in Madrigil City’s Adventure
Zone. We have unsubstantiated claims
of...” the newscaster paused, as if she
had problems believing the story being
piped to her, “um, the attractions
coming to life.”

“Look!” Clara exclaimed. “I told you!”
She jabbed a finger at the screen. Sure-
ly this would break the Doctor’s dour
mood. “People might die!”

His next words turned Clara cold.
“People die all the time,” he said, turn-
ing his face away, as if he cared not
one single jot for the scene of terror
unfolding on the screen.

Survivor’s guilt was one thing, but this
callousness was something else. Clara
wanted to slap him, to jolt him to his
senses. In that moment, she had never
missed her Doctor so much. She forced
her words to stay calm, her tone even.

“Look, | know you’re hurting. But you
don’t just give up.”

He turned on her angrily. “You know
nothing about me. Believe me, you
don’t want to.”

Clara felt the universe shift, as if some
deep wrongness had seeped into this
version of reality. This wasn’t how the
Doctor was supposed to behave.
“Doctor, please. This isn’t you,” she
pleaded. “You can’t be like this!”

The darkness in his eyes made her take
an involuntary step back.

“l don’t know what you think you
know about me. | don’t even care. This
is who | am now.” He leaned toward
her, lowering his voice, measuring his
words with a terrible finality. “Leave.
Me. Alone.”

Clara took another step back toward
the door, her head spinning, not
wanting to believe this was the man
she’d known. “Well I'm not going to sit
by and watch this happen!” she said,
furious and choked at the same time.
“Do what you like, small human,” she
heard him mutter. Ears ringing, she
turned and ran back towards the park.
%k ok

The Doctor watched the woman go,
with her too large eyes and too few life
signs. Was this who he was now? The
man who didn’t care? The man who
sat back and got drank while people
panicked in the park right next to him?
How much lower was there for him to
go? He didn’t know anymore. He
closed his eyes, pressed his hands to
his temples, and wished the screams
would stop.

* % %

Clara pushed her way blindly through



the crowds toward the Adventure
Zone. All around, people were running,
shouting, some clutching children,
some splattered in deep, rich, purple
blood. All were terrified. She ran
through options in her head. First, she
needed to find the source of the sig-
nal—

Clara stumbled to a stop, to avoid
knocking down a small girl who stood,
crying, in her way. She was about four
or five, with delicate green skin and
elfin-pointed ears. Clara bobbed down
as people continued to shove and
buffet them. This child was in danger
of being swept away in the crowd.
“What’s your name?” Clara shouted.
“Aerial.”

“I'm Dinah,” Clara said. “I'm a bit lost.
Are you lost too, Aerial?”

“Yes,” the girl whimpered.

Clara could barely hear her. Men,
grown men, buffeted past them in a
panicked run. Clara caught the girl’s
hand, as much to stop herself being
knocked off her feet as anything. Aerial
clutched at Clara’s hand tightly, sniffing
unhappily, anchoring herself to the
first friendly grown-up she found, as a
sea of people swarmed around them.
“Shall we get out of this crowd?” The
girl nodded again and let Clara guide
her away from the desperate press of
people to a quieter spot by a candy
floss stand.

“Do you know where your parents
are?”

Aerial shook her head.

Clara looked around at the scattered
debris; knocked over bins, abandoned
bags. No security guards or police that
she could see. No one to help. And if

she knew the sort of trouble that
would entice a TARDIS, then the police
or army were probably out of their
depth. How could he do nothing? Her
Doctor would never sit and watch this
happen, no matter how angry or lost
he felt. In the face of impossible odds,
he fought harder. Clara shivered, re-
membering the trap street, and how
he’d kissed her hand so tenderly.

She looked down at Aerial, and re-
membered her own words that day.
“Your reign of terror will end with sight
of the first crying child and you know
it.”

Clara crouched down to meet the little
girl’s haunted eyes. This child had seen
something terrible; she felt sure of it.

“I think my friend can help. He’s a doc-
tor. He’s the Doctor, and he’s a good
man. The trouble is he’s really sad right
now and | think he’s forgotten about
being the Doctor. Could you tell him
what happened to you? It might help
him remember who he is. And then
he’ll help us.” Clara hoped it would
turn out to be true.

The crowds were thinning now as peo-
ple streamed to the exits and out of
the park, but Clara guided Aerial
against the flow, back towards the bar.
The Doctor hadn’t moved. He stared
directly at the bottles at the back of
the bar, the empty glass still in front of
him.

Clara marched up to him. “Aerial has
got something to tell you and you will
listen,” she said firmly into his ear.

He looked down at the child.

Clara squeezed the little girl’'s hand.
“Tell my friend what happened.”

Aerial began in a high voice with her



eyes wide open. “There was a bad
noise. No one else could hear it, except
me and Mummy.” She put her hands
over her ears. “I did this. Mummy said
she had to go check down in the base-
ment because she works here and
that’s where her stuff is. She told me
and Daddy to go straight home.” Aeri-
al’s eyes started to water.

Clara watched the Doctor watching the
child. His face began to soften, his lips
loosening, his head tilting very slightly
to one side. That was a look she recog-
nised. Curiosity.

“What happened next?” Clara prompt-
ed.

Aerial shook her head and tensed her
little shoulders.

“Can you be brave and tell us?” Clara
whispered, glancing up at the Doctor.
“The sound got really loud, and that’s
when the monsters came alive. Every-
one laughed at first. But Daddy said it
wasn’t a joke. A man... he was laughing
and laughing, and... the monster bit his
arm right off. Then everyone was
shouting and screaming and | lost my
daddy.” The little girl choked, and tears
flowed down her green cheeks.

Clara prayed as hard as she ever had.
The Doctor got off his stool. He looked
hard at Clara. Then he squatted in
front of Aerial. “Is your mummy Ori-
lien?”

Aerial nodded.

“I bet she has these brilliant ears, just
like you.” The Doctor gently touched
the tips of the girls pointed ears as he
spoke.

She nodded and smiled a little through
her tears. “Mummy and me can hear

much better than Daddy. He has ordi-
nary ears, like you.” She reached out a
hesitant hand and touched his ear.

The Doctor looked up at Clara.
“Narrows it down.”

Clara knew she had him. He was back
in the game.

At that moment a man ran into the
bar, clutching a small phone-like object
that beeped as it approached the little
girl. “Aeriall”

“Daddy!”

“Are you okay?” He clutched Aerial to
his chest, and cast a wary glance at
Clara and the Doctor.

“This nice lady looked after me.” The
little girl glanced up at Clara with a
smile.

“Thank the gods. Thank you,” he said
to Clara.

“Is Mummy back?” Aerial asked.

“No honey, not yet.” He looked strick-
en and turned to Clara. “It’'s madness
out there. Everything started moving,
the exhibits. People thought it was
part of the show, but... it was car-
nage...” He shuddered.

The Doctor asked, “Where did your
wife go?”

“Down to the basement under the
main communications relay. She said
there’d been a rogue signal all week
and it was suddenly amplified. Do you
know what’s going on?”

The Doctor’s face, for a moment, al-
most cracked a smile. “Haven’t a clue.”
Clara’s spirits rose. This was more like
it; the Doctor with a mystery to chew
on.

“Look, we need to go,” the man went
on. “My wife might be back home by



now. The transmission towers must all
be down. | can’t call her. But thank you
for taking care of Aerial.”

Clara watched Aerial and her father
hurry away. She turned to the Doctor.
“You've sobered up.”

“I've suppressed the alcohol in my sys-
tem. It'll probably catch up with me
later, so we better get a move on.”
“Okay, so where do we start?” Clara
saw that familiar gleam in his eye, and
finally felt she was getting somewhere.
“Basement.” He started off across the
room. “Just this once, mind you. Soon
as this is done, I'm coming right back
to my barstool.”

Clara hurried after him. “Oh, my Doc-
tor,” she said under her breath. It was
good to be with him again.

The basement was dark with the cloy-
ing, musty smell of basements the uni-
verse over.

“What are we looking for?” Clara
asked.

“We need to find the source of the
signal. There must be a relay around
here somewhere.” The Doctor sighed
in irritation. “I really need my—"

Clara grinned and held up the sonic
screwdriver.

The Doctor snatched it. “How?” He
narrowed his eyes. “You got in my
ship. No one does that.”

“Perhaps she thought you needed a
friend.”

“Everyone seems to think they know
what | need,” he said darkly. He
scanned the area, and without looking
her way, he added, “So, Dinah, do we
travel together then?”

“From time to time,” Clara replied un-

der her breath. She’d promised her-
self: no regrets, no emotional reac-
tions. Louder, she said, “Probably best
not to ask. You know, paradox, tem-
poral instability.”

“Someone taught you well,” he said,
while waving the screwdriver above his
head. “Ahal”

He approached a door, labelled “High
Voltage — Danger of Death: Do not En-
ter.” Grinning, he sonic-ed the lock
open and stepped through.

The room was dark, so Clara retrieved
a small torch from her pocket. She
swept the beam across the floor, and
then stepped around the corner to
investigate further.

The Doctor, busy checking an instru-
ment box of some sort, looked up and
called, “Don’t wander—” then he
seemed to change his mind and mum-
bled, “Do what you like.”

Clara found switch and flipped on the
lights. The room held an array of
equipment. Along one wall was a bank
of computers, with an odd small back
black box connected by a tangle of
wires to a control panel. The display
read 3.00. That didn’t seem right.
“Doctor, | think you should look at
this,” Clara called.

At that moment, a muffled cry came
from behind a side door.

“Someone’s trapped,” Clara exclaimed.
“Dinah,” the Doctor called, backing
around the corner, his voice low and
urgent.

Then she saw what he was backing
away from: a beetle the size of a St
Bernard, with far too many legs, a
shiny black body, and pincers swiping



and snapping at the air as it scuttled
forward. Then she heard more
shouting and thumping, as if someone
was banging the door with their feet.
Three high-pitched beeps came from
her left, jerking her attention from the
beetle back to that box. The numbers
started moving: 2.59, 2.58... Clara
swore under her breath. A countdown.
In her experience, countdowns were
never counting down to anything
good.

She looked at this new-old Doctor. He
was in his element: she could almost
see his brain whirring; back away from
the beetle while analysing its origin,
figure out how to defuse that bomb,
and then break into that cupboard. It
would all come together in some glori-
ously muddled, haphazard Doctor-y
plan. Oh, how she missed this! She
moved closer to him, and without
thinking, grasped his hand.

He looked at her in surprise, but then
grinned and said, “Hello.”

Clara smiled too, feeling more alive
than she had in a good long while. “So,
Doctor,” she said. “How are we going
to win?”

* k%

The Doctor dodged as the beetle
snapped its huge claws at his legs.
“Can you keep that busy?” he said to
the woman who had called herself Di-
nah, and hadn’t breathed in or out
once since he’d met her. He let that
pass; she was a riddle for another day.
The clock read 2.09.

Dinah grabbed a chair and swung it
with a gutsy swipe. The beetle
snatched one of the chair’s legs in its
pincers and jerked back. She yelped, as

it must have jarred her shoulder, but
she didn’t flinch or cower. There was
another jolt, and a crack as the crea-
ture pulled the metal leg into its jaws,
splintering it from the plastic base. Di-
nah shoved the remains of the chair at
the beetle’s head. It’s eyes glowed red
and it rattled and hissed as it scuttled
back across the floor.

“Keep it busy while | do something
about that,” the Doctor yelled, jabbing
a finger at the bomb. He set about un-
tangling the wires. It was a homemade
device: the power source from a de-
funct android and the wiring from the
core of a plasma coil, all bundled to-
gether with some T-64 explosives.
Small, but powerful. Easily enough to
collapse this basement. He’d handled
so many weapons of destruction these
past years, most of them a million
times more powerful than this fire-
work. The accusing screams of a gener-
ation of children blasted his ears, sear-
ing flames burned cities in his mind.
This tiny bomb was a dust mote in a
giant’s eye. Did it really matter if he
defused it or not? He’d fought the Da-
leks so hard and so long, yet there had
been no victory. Gallifrey still fell. He
could close his eyes and let this timer
run down. Perhaps he’d splinter into a
million pieces and regeneration would-
n’'t be possible. He could fall into the
abyss. No more.

Then he looked at Dinah, desperately
smashing the beetle with the remains
of a chair. Did she deserve to die be-
cause he was war-weary? And little
Aerial, waiting at home for her Mum-
my. He shook his head. The Doctor of



War could do nothing to save the chil-
dren of Gallifrey, but he could do
something about this.

The timer flicked around to 1.24.

He neutralised the power source by
reversing the polarity of the magnetic
flux, but in response the clock beeped
once and counted down faster.
“Doctor!” Dinah yelled, “A little help?”
The beetle had backed her into a cor-
ner. Most of the chair was scattered
across the floor in bits. Dinah held tight
to one single leg.

“A little busy here!” the Doctor yelled
back. The clock read 0.43 He yanked
the wire joining the power source to
the T-64 and held his breath.

The countdown continued.

The beetle snapped and clicked, pin-
ning Dinah to the wall, snatching at her
with vicious claws. She flung her face
from side to side as she tried to hold it
back with the chair leg. From the cor-
ner of his eye, he registered an odd
ridge down the creature’s back. Filing
that away in his brain for later he
turned back to the bomb. Still ticking.
0.16. There must be more than one
connection to the power source. He
tipped it over to look at the underside.
Sure enough, another wire. He tugged
it.

It didn’t move.

With a crack, Dinah’s last defence

snapped in two. “Doctor!” Dinah
screamed. She thrust the broken chair
leg aside.

0.09. Cursing, he loosened the arc-
solder attaching the wires to the
battery with the sonic screwdriver.
Here goes nothing. He gave the wire a

hefty tug.

The countdown froze at 0.02.

In a last desperate effort to keep the
beetle’s jaws at bay, Dinah wedged her
foot into its belly.

The Doctor left the defused bomb on
the bench and grabbed the first thing
he saw—a fire extinguisher—and
swung it at the beetle with gusto. It
made contact with a solid thud. The
blow flipped the beetle and sent it
hissing across the floor on its back.
Dinah cast him a relieved, perhaps
even admiring, look and then she
laughed aloud. Her smile brightened
the gloomy basement. It had been a
long time since he’d seen anyone
smile, and certainly not at him. He'd
spent too long digging in dark places,
haunted by the battle-weary eyes of
soldiers desperate for answers he did-
n’'t have. He’'d forgotten what it was
like to have a friend.

The banging on the door and muffled
cries continued.

He thrust the fire extinguisher at Dinah
and set to the door with his sonic
screwdriver. All things considered, he
mused, flicking the settings to release
the code on the door mechanism, this
was much more fun than sitting on a
barstool with a vermillion brandy for
company. The door beeped open. In-
side, a green-skinned woman lay on
the floor, mouth, hands, and feet
bound, legs raised mid-kick.

“Hello,” he said. “You must be Aerial’s
mum. I'm—" he paused. Who was he
now? Not the warrior; that terrible
chapter was done. Perhaps it was time
to move forward. “I'm the Doc—" The



word felt odd in his throat, like an old
shoe that had gone brittle through
decades of neglect. Did he even know
how to be the Doctor again?

Beside him, Dinah slammed the fire
extinguisher into the beetle’s head as
it bore down on her.

The woman on the floor made a
muffled cry. Whoever he turned out to
be, he couldn’t leave Dinah and this
woman to be chomped by a giant bee-
tle, so he stepped into the cupboard
and yanked her to her feet.

“Umph tyf mf!”

“Eh? Oh!” He released the ropes bind-
ing her feet, and was about to start on
her hands and gag, when Dinah
screamed.

The beetle pinned her to the wall
again. Thrusting her head to one side
as its huge black mandibles snapped at
her face, she yelled, “Doctor!”

His brain snapped back into action.
Bomb defused, captive freed. Now to
stop the bug from ripping his new
friend limb from limb. This cupboard
would contain the snapper nicely.
Dragging Aerial’'s mum out with him,
he searched for a weapon. “lI need
something to shove it with.”

The captive shuffled back into the cup-
board.

“0i, get out of there, I've got a plan,”
the Doctor yelled.

There was a muffled “Oom!” from the
cupboard.

Dinah yelled, “A little help, please
The Doctor followed the captive, who
was trying to point—with her hands
behind her back—at the corner.
“OomY!”

The Doctor understood. “Ah! Broom!

|II

Why didn’t you say so?” He grabbed
the handle of the sturdiest-looking
broom and dashed back to Dinah. Then
he popped his head back into the cup-
board, grinning. “You might want to
get out of the way.”

The Doctor turned back to Dinah. The
fire extinguisher was jammed against
her chest pinned there by the snapping
beetle. With a furious yell he swung
the broom at its underbelly. It flew
across the floor and landed on its back,
immediately rocking on its shell, legs
scrabbling to right itself.

“You took your bloody time!” Dinah
yelled.

The Doctor gaped at Dinah. “We swear
now?”

“It starts to happen!” Dinah took her
place beside him, and shoved the bee-
tle towards the now-vacant cupboard
with the fire extinguisher.

The Doctor watched her from the cor-
ner of his eye, bashing away at the
monster. She was smiling, despite the
danger. Just the sort of woman he
should travel with. If he was going to
travel with anyone again, of course. He
hadn’t decided.

The still-half-bound captive took her
place beside him and added a few well
-timed kicks to the effort. Bit by bit,
they pushed, prodded, and bumped
the snapping beetle back towards the
cupboard.

“On three. One big shove and then Ill
get the door,” the Doctor said. “One,
two, three!” Dinah thrust the extin-
guisher, Aerial’s Mum shoved with the
sole of her shoe, and together they
swept the thrashing beetle over the



threshold.

The Doctor grabbed the door and
slammed it shut. A black antenna
slashed back and forth, trapped be-
tween the door and the frame. He
shouldered the door shut, severing the
antenna, and then used his sonic
screwdriver to lock the door tight. The
antenna continued to wiggle on the
floor. He picked it up, turning it over in
his hands. It was the same black all the
way through. Fascinating. He'd seen
something like this before...

He turned back to Dinah, who was un-
doing the rope around the Orilien
woman’s wrists with a remarkable de-
gree of skill.

He pointed at the ropes with the an-
tenna. “Do a lot of this, do we?”
“Fighting monsters and getting tied
up? You could say that.”

He continued to take readings from
the communications array, but every
time Dinah glanced his way, there was
something in her eyes he couldn’t fath-
om. Her mouth curled into the faint
echo of a smile that seemed happy and
sad all at once. Perhaps that’s where
he went wrong, trying to do it all
alone. Perhaps what you need most as
you run across the universe is a hand
to hold. Those deep eyes of hers held a
story; maybe one day he’d find out
what it was.

The Orilien woman finally spat the gag
out of her mouth. “Thank the gods.”
“Thank the Doctor,” Dinah said, nod-
ding in his direction. “I'm—" she
paused. He stopped fiddling with the
communications array and glanced up
as she finished, “—Dinah.”

Perhaps he wasn’t the only one with
an identity crisis.

“Ashreld,” said the woman, and pulled
herself up to her full height. “I'm in
charge of communications for the
park.”

“Are you?” The Doctor flicked a switch
to test the range on the transceivers
and the communication equipment.
“What’s the corporate full-scale alien-
encroachment countermeasure poli-
cy?”

“Er, well, actually I'm more technical
support.” Ashreld’s face flushed a little
greener, and her shoulders slumped.
“No one would listen. I've been trying
to tell the operations manager all week
something’s wrong.”

The Doctor shrugged sympathetically.
“Bureaucracy. Kills you every time.”

“| finally got her to come down here,
and she tied me up and shoved me in
the cupboard,” Ashreld said indignant-
ly. “She’s obviously in on it.” Ashreld
tapped the bench. “You found my
bomb, then?”

“Your bomb?” Dinah exclaimed.

“Yes. | thought if | destroyed the signal
at its source...”

“Great plan,” the Doctor said, wiggling
the antenna at Ashreld. “You don't
understand something, so you try to
blow it up?”

Dinah put her hand on his arm.
“Doctor, whatever’s doing this is run-
ning havoc in the park. It's hell out
there.” She squinted at him, and then
added, “You know what’s going on,
don’t you?”

This mysterious woman from his fu-
ture, with the pretty eyes and sad
smile, really did know him well. But



how? “Are you going to tell me how
we know each other?”

“Nah,” Dinah said. “Now spill. Have
you seen this before?"

“A long time ago.” He passed her the
antenna, interested to see what she’d
make of it. “What’s up with this?”

She gave it an experimental twang and
then looked at the end where it had
broken off. “It’s...like plastic.”

“Living plastic.”

“Aerial said all the exhibits came to
life...”

“You saw my daughter? And my hus-
band?” Ashreld exclaimed.

“They got out of the monster zone.
They went home. They’re safe.” Dinah
squeezed Ashreld’s arm.

“If | know this lot they’ll be looking for
a new home. The Nestene Conscious-
ness.” He took the antenna back from
Dinah. “l couldn’t save their planet.”
So many planets he couldn’t save, in-
cluding his own. Gallifrey’s shining
mountains and the silver leaves that
made the forests seem to burn in the
early morning light. Gone. All gone.

He rubbed the back of his neck and
closed his eyes. A flash of orange
burned the back of his eyes. A billion
screams rang in his ears.

“That doesn’t give them the right to
wreak havoc on mine.” Ashreld jerked
him back to the present.

“No, it doesn’t, he agreed. “But | think
we should talk to them before we re-
sort to blowing them up, don’t you?”
Dinah stepped in between the Doctor
and Ashreld and held up her hands.
“Oh, absolutely. I'm all for sitting down
and talking,” she said, with that same

sad smile. The Doctor tracked her as
she walked across the room. Still no
vital signs; that was really odd. He
shook his head. She was right; proba-
bly best if he didn’t know.

Dinah picked up the bomb from the
bench. “Is this safe now?”

“Yep.”

She walked over and stood in front of
him. What was she up to? Still smiling,
she tugged his leather jacket, pulled
open his pocket and popped the bomb
inside. “Never hurts to have a Plan B,
though, eh, Doctor?”

“We don’t need a bomb, we need anti-
plastic,” he said firmly. No more red
buttons. There had to be a better way.
There were no winners in the Time
War. The Nestene were collateral dam-
age—just like the children of
Gallifrey—of a war they didn’t start.
His hands clenched into fists, and, for a
moment, the screams returned.
Ashreld was talking, but her voice
sounded far away. “Anti-plastic? What
in the three moons is that?”

The Doctor’s head started to swim. He
wouldn’t be able to suppress the alco-
hol in his system forever, but he could
hold it back just long enough to get
this job done.

“Doctor?” Dinah said. “Have you got
some?”

Her voice dragged him back. “No, but |
can make it. Then we just need to find
the Nestene Consciousness and ask
them politely to clear off.”

Dinah smiled, and he noticed again
how she lit up that dim basement.
“Come on, then,” she said. “Let’s go
make some anti-plastic.” Then she



tapped his pocket. “Better hang on to
that, though, just in case.”

* k%

Clara led the way out of the basement
and back up the stairs. All in all, things
were going well, she decided. The Doc-
tor had seemed to accept her name
was Dinah, or, at least, he wasn’t ques-
tioning her about her identity. Not be-
ing eaten by a giant beetle and not
being blown up was a good after-
noon’s work around the Doctor. She
glanced back at him and couldn’t help
but smile. He certainly had a knack for
finding trouble, in any lifetime. He
spoke animatedly to Ashreld as they
climbed the stairs.

“We need to work out where the sig-
nal came from,” he said. “Would you
recognise it if you heard it again?”
“Yes, | think | would,” Ashreld replied.
“But, like | said, it stopped a few hours
ago.”

“Not a problem. The TARDIS can track
it.”

“You can’t. It's just not there any-
more,” Ashreld said, with a touch of
impatience. “That’s why | tried to blow
up the equipment before it could start
up again and propagate through the
park.” She shook her head. “We’ll nev-
er find it, unless you’ve found a way to
defy the laws of causality and scan yes-
terday’s EM emissions.” Ashreld
laughed, as if she was a little afraid he
actually might mean what he’d said.
“He never lets little things like the laws
of time and space stop him. | expect he
can piggyback a temporal P-wave and
trace the signal back to its origin.”
Clara said.

The Doctor nodded thoughtfully. “That
could work. If we follow the signal we
should be able to find the Nestene
control vat and —”

“Blow it up?” Ashreld said hopefully.
“Talk to it,” the Doctor said firmly.
“With a vial of anti-plastic in reserve—
just in case,” Clara added, under her
breath. She’d travelled with the Doctor
too long, and knew the universe too
well, to blindly give anything the bene-
fit of the doubt, no matter what his
post-Time War ideals held him to.

They paused at the top of the base-
ment stairs. The concourse was empty
now, the running, screaming people
gone. Only a flipped-over trash can
and a child’s lost teddy bear in the cen-
tre of the pavement remained.

Ashreld took out what Clara presumed
was her telephone. “No signal,” she
said. “The park relay must be down.”
She shoved it back in her pocket and
surveyed the scene.

Clara realised that Ashreld must be
terribly worried about Aerial and her
husband. “I'm sure they got home
safely,” she said, trying to sound reas-
suring. “Come on, the sooner we deal
with this, the sooner you can get
home.”

Ashreld nodded. “Aerial heard it first.
Her hearing’s even better than mine.”
She looked up abruptly. “Speaking of
which...something’s coming. We might
want to —”

Clara heard it seconds later: a roar,
and then the thud, thud, thud of foot-
steps, rapidly closing in. “What’s down
there?” she asked, nodding in the di-
rection of the sound. But Clara didn’t
have to wait for an answer. She saw a



sign directing the families to the park’s
newest attraction, The Land that Time
Forgot.

“I don’t suppose the prehistoric period
of this planet was populated by butter-
flies, was it?” she asked.

The Doctor looked at her scornfully.
“Don’t be daft. They had proper, slav-
ering, great proto-reptiles, like any self
-respecting early geological epoch.”
“Well, that’s a relief,” Clara said.
“Wouldn’t want butterflies to flutter us
to death, now would we?”

“Have you two finished? Because |
think now would be a good time —”
Ashreld began.

The footsteps crashed closer. The
ground shook under Clara’s feet.
Remembering his unhealthy fascina-
tion with prehistoric creatures, she
tugged the Doctor’s hand. He stood
stock-still. A mighty reptile, tall as a
bus and almost as long, dinosaur-like
with its long tail thrashing, crashed
around the corner.

“Fantastic,” the Doctor said with a
wide grin.

“No,” Clara said, yanking on his arm.
“It’s not fantastic. It’s dangerous!”
“Terrasaur,” said Ashreld. “Aerial has a
stuffed one at the end of her bed.”
“Wonderful. Now | know what’s going
to eat me | can die happy!” Clara
shouted.

It opened its jaws, jerked up on its
back legs, and roared. Clara expected
the blasting breath to stink of rotting
meat, much like the dinosaur on the
Thames that had swallowed the TAR-
DIS many years before. But the roar
sounded like a recording, and, like the

beetle, the intruder’s movements were
jerky, not fluid.

“It’s not going to eat us. It hasn’t got a
stomach. More plastic,” the Doctor
said.

“An angry plastic monster can still do
plenty of damage,” Clara vyelled.
“Come on!” She dragged him out of
the concourse and towards the bar
where he’d parked his TARDIS.

The creature’s thick tail thwacked into
a wall, sending a shower of dust into
the air. Its claws were as black as a
dark star and made a scrabbling,
scratchy noise against the marble floor
as it changed direction.

The terrasaur thundered towards
them. As the Doctor opened the door
to the TARDIS, Clara could see the
doubt in Ashreld’s eyes, and took a
flash of guilty pleasure in knowing
what would come next.

“Never mind what it looks like,” she
cried. “Just get in!”

“But —"

“It’s stronger than it looks, trust me,”
Clara said, and shoved Ashreld through
the door after the Doctor. She closed it
behind her, and then skipped past
Ashreld as the Orilien remained rooted
to the spot. Clara took a place next to
the Doctor, by the console, and they
both stood, arms folded, watching
Ashreld’s face.

“It never gets old, does it?” Clara said
to the Doctor.

Ashreld opened and closed her mouth
several times.

The Doctor sighed. “Just once, though,
I'd like to see someone who appreci-
ates the philosophical and mathemati-



cal implications of trans-dimensional
engineering, rather than just standing
there like a goldfish.”

Clara looked at him sceptically. “Good
luck with that.”

Ashreld found her voice. “How... how
does all this fit in... a little blue box?”
“Well, I'm glad you asked, Ashreld—"
“Doctor,” Clara interrupted, “perhaps
you could save the lecture in non-
Euclidian hyperspectral geometry until
we’ve sorted out the killer plastic rag-
ing through a family play area?”

“Fair enough. Anti-plastic. We need
the non-organic, organic chemistry lab.
Last time | checked, it was next to the
Jacuzzi and sauna.”

“You have a sauna? You kept that qui-
et!” Clara said. There were plenty of
times, after they got lost in mist-
covered swamps of Degalas, or when
she fell into that pool of sentient slime
on Grennex Major—to name but a
few—when a Jacuzzi would have been
just the thing to ease her aching
bones.

The Doctor just shrugged and headed
out of the console room. Clara tugged
Ashreld’s arm. “We better keep up. |
once took a wrong turn and spent the
night in the console room with seven
different versions of myself.”

“What?”

“Long story. Come on.”

The non-organic, organic chemistry lab
was, much like the rest of the sentient
time ship, a baffling array of highly ad-
vanced technology and quirky style.
There were round things on the wall,
microscopes and beakers on the
bench, and a half-eaten sandwich, its

edges curling upward, on a plate by a
Bunsen burner. Next to that was a
hole in the bench. Clara peered down,
and down, and down. The hole must
have gone through several decks.
“What have you been up to?” she
asked.

“Trying to create anti-metal to eat Da-
lek casing. It didn’t work. Just kept
eating through everything.” Then he
added indignantly to the air. “I asked
you to tidy up!”

“Who’s he talking to?” Ashreld whis-
pered to Clara.

“Oh, his ship. He does that.”

Ashreld shook her head. “Um, | feel
like I've fallen down the sperquil hole
into the Land of Wonders.”

“Maybe you have, Ashreld,” Clara re-
plied, sympathetically. She remem-
bered the day she first burst into the
TARDIS. She accused the Doctor of
trying to tempt her into a snog box,
but it turned out to be so much more.
Oh, she tried to keep hold of a normal
life, go to work, keep her own friends
and just see him on Wednesdays, but
he was like an addiction. Soon,
Wednesdays were not enough. She
thought they would run forever. But
everything ends. A wave of sadness
threatened to sweep through her. She
forced herself back to the present.
“What do you need?” Clara’s voice
seemed faint to her own ears, so she
cleared her throat and tried again.
“Doctor, what do you need to make
anti-plastic?”

“Mainly, peace and quiet. You seem to
know a lot about how things work
around here. Do you think you could



use a temporal P-wave to scan yester-
day’s EM planetary emissions?”
“That’s a good idea,” Clara said, drily.
“l suppose if | look in that cupboard I'll
find a chrono-sensitive radio receiver.”
The Doctor shrugged, as if to say, ‘It’s
the TARDIS,” and he set to work rum-
maging in a locker labelled ‘Samples.’
Clara opened the nearest cupboard.
Sure enough, there was an oblong con-
traption with a row of buttons beneath
a dial on the front and a frequency
tracker on the top. She pulled it out.
“So, what, the very thing we need is
right here?” Ashreld said. “This isn’t
the Land of Wonders, it’s the House of
Miracles,”

Clara stood up, clutching the device.
“The TARDIS has a mind of her own.
She hardly ever does what you want.
But she always gives you what you
need.” She put the scanner down on a
bench on the far side of the lab, giving
the Doctor’s ever-growing pile of
chemicals, in tiny pots and vials—and
some disturbing orange goo—a wide
berth. He'd taken off his black jacket,
rolled up his sleeves, and started work
with a big grin.

Ashreld noticed Clara watching the
Doctor. “Do this a lot, you and him?”
“Not lately.” Clara forced a smile. “We
used to. But you know what they say,
all good things—"

“—are over too soon?”

Clara laughed. “Something like that.
Come on, help me get this set up. In
which EM band did you notice the
transmission?”

“It was right at the low end for radio
waves, around three kilohertz.”

“Okay. | can backtrack using the P-
wave and scan everything that’s been
broadcast over the past 24 hours. Then
we can pinpoint where it went.” She
raised her voice to get the Doctor’s
attention. “We can use the TARDIS to
get above the park, can’t we?”

With a steaming vial in his hand, he
looked up from his bench. “Rather not.
The Nestene will soon notice any ad-
vanced tech hovering above their
heads. Better to track them on foot
and keep the element of surprise.”
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Less than an hour later, Clara, the Doc-
tor, and Ashreld strode across the de-
serted concourse again. The Doctor
carried two vials of freshly synthesised
anti-plastic in his pocket.

Clara surveyed the empty podiums she
passed. It was the middle of the day
now. An hour earlier the park had
been packed full of happy families,
children running, eating the frizzed
corn, high on sparking soda and the
excitement of the best family day out
in the sector. Now, everything was ee-
rily silent.

Most of the exhibits that had no doubt
delighted Aerial this morning —from
prehistoric creatures to laughing
clowns—were missing. The ground
was littered with the evidence of the
frenzied rush to escape: a red scarf, a
purple sippy cup with a unicorn on the
side, and an abandoned backpack with
its contents scattered over the ground.
Ashreld pulled her comms unit from
her pocket again. She shook it in frus-
tration when it didn’t work. Clara real-
ised part of her must be longing to



rush home and make sure Aerial and
her husband were safe.

“What will they do, these Nestenes?”
Ashreld asked the Doctor.

“The creatures from the park are just
foot soldiers. | expect they’'ve already
replaced key figures in your govern-
ment. They’'ll be staging a full-on take-
over as we speak.”

“The military will do something. |
mean, they’ll realise where the crea-
tures came from.”

“True. We better get a move on be-
fore the army arrives to mess things
up,” the Doctor said. “Dinah, have you
established the P-wave?” The Doctor
nodded at the shoe-box sized scanner
Clara had constructed.

“Yeah, I'm routing it via the TARDIS
temporal carrier waves. I've found the
entry point of the signal, | just need
to...” She hurried a few paces forward.
“I think it’s this way.” Clara led the
way through the park, past a still car-
ousel and an empty stall that sold hot
dogs and soda, with its door flapping
gently in the breeze. The device gave
off a series of beeps, speeding up
when the signal was stronger and
slowing down when she strayed off
the path. The beeps sounded closer
and closer together, and, finally, Clara
stopped as the rapid beep, beep, beep,
beep became a continuous tone. She
looked up at the building in front of
her. She’d st