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In a grey space somewhere outside the universe . . .  

άLǘΩǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ǊƻōŜǎ ǎǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǎǳōǎǘŀƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ Ƴƛǎǘǎ ƻŦ ǳƴōŜƛƴƎΦ Iƛǎ 

jagged mouth sǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘΣ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇŜǊǾŜǊǎŜ ƎǊƛƴΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜƭƭ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ can manage the Doctor because, historically, he has been rather elusive when it 

comes to trying to hold ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ŀǊƳǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ άbƻǿ, will 

ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘΚ LΩǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ 

and this insubstantiality does not ǎǳƛǘ ƳŜΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǎƻƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƻǎ ƻŦ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊ ƻǇŜƴ a hole 

ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀƛƳ ŘƻƳƛƴƛƻƴ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƭƭΗέ Iƛǎ ŘǊȅ ƭŀǳƎƘ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƭƭǳǎƻǊȅ 

mist like dead tree branches. 

άIƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ L ŀƳ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǊŀǾƛƴƎ ƳŜƎŀƭƻƳŀƴƛŀŎǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƭƭ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŜŘƭȅΣ ŀǎ 

much for hiƳ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ άbƻǿ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭŀōΦ !ƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ŘŜŀƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΦ 

She was not used to depending on another to carry out her plans, and she did not like the feeling that 

part of the plot was out of her control. She would rather have done all on her own, but she could not 

deny how useful he could be. Woe be to him, though, if he should fail her. 

It amused him that she had no fear of him even though it was by mere force of will that he held her here 

outside of existence. His dry laugh ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άCƛƴŜΣ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦέ 

The illusion of mist swirled around the emptiness he inhabited, formless and now alone. But he did not 

despair because he could feel the impending cracks in reality spiderwebbing out, the trembling 

foreshadow of the effect just as the cause was being laid in motion. He could feel the walls of the world 

beginning to crumble and come apart to make way for him. 

Soon, everything would make way for the Trickster. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Upstate New York . . . 

It looked to be quite a dull day. Not that Wednesdays in February were ever all that exciting in the Gift 

Shop at Mohonk Mountain House. Not that any day was ever that exciting in the Mohonk Mountain 

House. 

But today seemed to be particularly dull. Cade had not seen more than six people in the last two hours. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƻŘŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘǘƭŜŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ǉƻǘŀǘƻ ŎƘƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ 

things like that ōǳǘ /ŀŘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ too much thought. She liked it better when no one was 

around bŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ to wait on anyone. 

There was one customer, out of the ten or eleven she had served that day, who stood out in her mind, 

and as she folded tee-shirts and straightened up souvenirs she kept thinking back to him. While most of 

the other hotel guests were mildly unfriendly, with an air of superiority looking down their noses at her 
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in her black uniform polo, this man had struck up a conversation with her for no other reason, it 

seemed, than to talk to her. 

ά!ƘΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ǘŀƎΦ ά/ŀŘŜƴŎŜΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ  

Usually she hated it when the customers made a point of using her name simply because it was written 

ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊΦ 

ά/ŀŘŜƴŎŜΣ ȅŜŀƘΣέ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhǊ /ŀŘŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΦέ 

ά/ŀŘŜΣ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ǊƻŎƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ 

brown coat. Beneath the coat Cade could see a blue pinstripe suit with the bottom button of the jacket 

undone, and red Converse on his feet. And there was something in his air altogether that made her like 

him, trust him. And if nothing else, his English accent set him apart from all the other guests, ninety 

ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳ ǿŜǊŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΦ ά{ƻΣ /ŀŘŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ мусф ōȅ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ vǳŀƪŜǊǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴΣ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

whole boring history that the guests always seemed to want to hear. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜΣέ ƘŜΩŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ rather more to her relief than otherwiseΦ ά.ƛǘ ŘǳƭƭΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ 

ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ŘǳƭƭΣ ǘƻƻΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ IŜ had smiled at her, and she had wondered at 

herself for being so frank with him. She usually sugar coated her boredom because the guests always 

wanted to hear how wonderful to was to work at such a beautiful mountain resort. But, Cade could tell, 

this man was not a regular guest and he seemed to appreciate her frankness. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ǎΩǇƻǎŜΣέ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǇ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ IŜ had paused a moment, as if 

to appreciate the shelves of shirts and snowglobes insulating the walls, and Cade had wondered what he 

had meant. But before she could ask, he continued with ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ƭƛƪŜΚέ 

άMy boss is pretty niŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ  She had meant to stop there but the words just kept spilling out 

ǳƴŎŜƴǎƻǊŜŘΦ άaƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ-ups can be pretty terrible, though. Always more concerned with things 

ōŜƛƴƎ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜǎ ŦŜŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻut how people are getting on, so 

ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǎ ŦŜǿ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜǎ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ 

LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇ ōȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ΨƴŜŜŘΩ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƻƴ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 

Honestly, sometimes I ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǊƻōƻǘǎΦέ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ 

ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƘƻǘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊƭƛƴŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨǊƻōƻǘǎΦΩ 

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀǊǘƛŀƭƭȅ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ǎǳǊǇǊise. His eyes grew wide and he 

ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦǳƴƴȅΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǳŜǎǘǎΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ excŜǇǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŀƳΦ [ƛƪŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ Ƙave 

been to college, studied English literature for four years, graduated magna cum laude, or know anything 
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at all. I might as well be vending machine for all the attention they pay me. Unless I express some kind of 

opinion or say something that might suggest I am their intellectual equal. Then ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ 

ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜƭƭ, L ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ had seemed to be about so say 

something more when something in his pocket beeped and he drew out  a device which looked like no 

ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜ /ŀŘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎƻΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ said, but she could see in his eyes that he was 

already gone as he stared down at the screen on his little device. 

And Cade was left to tidy the shop and wonder about the man in the blue pinstripe suit. 

The night continued dull and she saw no more than five or six hotel guests over the next few hours. It 

ŘƛŘ ǎŜŜƳ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

usually her best customers on days like this, coming in for coffees and magazines because they were as 

bored as she was. But she just assumed that they were all on their best behavior tonight because - for 

some reason - ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ /ŀŘŜΩǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘe hotel in an 

evening conference on efficiency or something of that sort. Nobody wanted to get caught slacking on 

the job, so they were probably all staying at their designated posts. 

But the freakish quiet was beginning to bother Cade. Her mind began to run with strange terrible ideas 

and she felt a desire ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ Just as she was beginning to consider abandoning 

her cash register to see if she was the only person still in the hotel, the shop door creaked open and in 

walked Jackie !ǇǇƭŜǘƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΩǎ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊΦ {ƳƛƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀƪŜΣ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ-on smile, she 

approached the shelves at which Cade was idly reorganizing trinkets. 

άIƛ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ /ŀŘŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƴǳǘǊŀǎǿŜŜǘΦ 

άIŜƭƭƻΣ WŀŎƪƛŜΦέ /ŀŘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭarly cared for Jackie. Nothing she ever said was honest and 

straightforward. There always seemed to be an insult or slur buried under all that fake sweetness. But 

her sugary demeanor was always executed in such a predictable, formulaic and unimaginative way that 

Cade and some of her co-ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ΨǘƘŜ !ǇǇƭŜōƻǘΦΩ  .ǳt Cade was always polite to 

her ς she was the general manager after all - and could fire her on a whim. 

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪǎƘƻǇΣ /ŀŘŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ There was a strange, machine-like pause 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎƻǊ, that Cade almost 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ. 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇ ƛŦ L ƎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΦ WŀŎƪƛŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƛŦ /ŀŘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ 

shop unattended long enough to go down the hall to the bathroom, so this was quite strange coming 

from her. 

άLǘΩƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀŎƪƛŜΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘƛƭǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΣ /ŀŘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

ǎǿŜŀǊ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƎŜŀǊǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜΣ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦέ 
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Cade looked at the offered hand in total bewilderment. This was very odd behavior, especially the 

ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ /ŀŘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǊ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άefficiencyέ 

workshops they were always making the staff attend, but she thought shŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Řƻ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƭŘΦ 

SƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ ǇǊƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

.ǳǘ ŀǎ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƭŀǎǇƛƴƎ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎΣ ƘŜǊ brown-coated blue-suited 

customer came thundering in, his Conversed feet slapping  hard on the pretentious slate walkway that 

lead through the shop.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƘŜǊΣ /ŀŘŜΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ /ŀŘŜ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊΦέ 

άIŜƭƭƻΣ ǎƛǊΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WŀŎƪƛŜΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ as chipper as a recording. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘƻ ōǳƛƭǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŦƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

down. 

Jackie opened her mouth, saccharin smile still plastered on, but at first no sound came out. Then, after a 

crackle of static like a radio in between stations, a female voice that definitely did not belong to Jackie 

issued forth. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǿƛǘƘ Řƛǎǘŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƛƴƴȅ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ, like a voice coming over a walkie-talkie. 

άL ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΦέ 

ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎȅōƻǊƎΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎȅōƻǊƎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

while. I expect I shall see you in short order as well, but I warn you now, Doctor, I will not be stopped as 

easily as in ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΦ bƻǿΣ ŜƴƧƻȅ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻȅΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƭǳǎǘŜǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘis man, this άDoctorέΦ ά{ǘƛƭƭΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƳŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ 

ƴŀǊǊƻǿǎ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅΦέ 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΣ ŎƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƻǊŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛƴ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ to the man who stood beside 

ƘŜǊΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άLǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎȅōƻǊƎΣ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǳŘƛƻ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜŘ 

her to speak to me. Possibly has been using her and all the others to watch me, and even to lure me 

ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ 

άLǘ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǊŘƛƴŀƭ ŀƛƳ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ  for recreation and renewal  of body, mind and spirit in a 

ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ looked like Jackie, back in her sugar-coated voice. 

άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜΦέ {ƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ 

fingers of one hand in a very unnatural manner to reveal inside what looked like the barrel of a gun 

surrounded in white plastic and steel. 
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In a swift motion, the Doctor stepped between Jackie-bot and Cade and pulled something out of his 

pocket and aimed it at the cyborg. 

άLŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŀǎǎŜǊǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦƛŜǊŎŜƴŜǎǎ 

ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άtƻǿŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

ά!ŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ŀ ƎǳŜǎǘ ƻǊ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜ ōȅ ƳŀƛƴǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŜȅŜ-ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά!ƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘ 

ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ƎƻƻŘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ƛǘΣ ŀƛƳƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ 

with her hand/gun folded open Cade could clearly hear the sound of machine parts as she moved. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƳŜ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƻƴΦ Lǘ ŜƳƛǘǘŜŘ ŀ ōƭǳƛǎƘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ 

wavery, high-pitched noise which immediately made Jackie-bot abandon the idea of firing her hand/gun 

and covŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ Řƻ ƘŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ƎƻƻŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ς not 

ƭƛƪŜ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ς a sound for all the world like a 

machine screaming. There was a snapping sound, like fuses blowing, and smoke started seeping out of 

her ears and eyes. After a moment the sound choked out and the Jackie-bot fell leadenly to the floor. 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƪƴŜƭǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇǳƭǎŜΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ƘŜ 

murmured, άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ /ŀŘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜǾŜƴΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ 

ōƻǎǎΚέ 

ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ sadlyΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ chin now as if in 

search of something. άIŜǊ ōrain has been removed and replaced with a computer, her vocal cords 

ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǾƻŎŀƭ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎƻǊΦέ Iƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴŘ /ŀŘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ŎƭƛŎƪ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

lifted her face as if it was the door to a fuse box, revealing inside what looked like the guts of a desktop 

computer. 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ 

this, yet none would come to her head. 

άLΩƳ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀōǎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ 

ƘŜŀŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ /ŀŘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊƻōƻǘΚέ 

ά/ȅōƻǊƎΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǊŜǘŀƛƴǎ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴΣ ǎƻ 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŎȅōƻǊƎΦ ! Ǌƻōƻǘ ƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƻƛŘΦ !ǎ ǘƻ Ƙƻǿ L ƪƴŜǿΣ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊŘ ŀǎ 

ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ 

some strange readings on my instruments ς ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƳŜǘŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭƻȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ belong on this 

ǇƭŀƴŜǘΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŀōƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀǊǘǊƻƴ ŜƴŜǊƎȅΦέ 
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ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎǳǊǾŜȅƻǊ ƻǊ ŀ ƳŜǘŀƭƭǳǊƎƛǎǘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ all that he 

was saying as she watched him fish aǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ WŀŎƪƛŜ !ǇǇƭŜǘƻƴΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ƻŦΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 

άhƘΣ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎȅōƻǊƎΩǎ ƳŜǘŀƭ-plated cranium, his tongue 

absently curling over his teeth in concentration until finaƭƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ άIŀΗέΣ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ƻǳǘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜƭŜǎǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƭƛƴƪ ŎƘƛǇΗ ²ƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎΣ L Ŏŀƴ backtrack its previous 

signal and get a trace on the builder because she was arrogant enough to use the vocalizer to speak to 

ƳŜΦέ IŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƘŜƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƛƭŘƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ 

run off. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ WŀŎƪƛŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘhe managers at the efficiency  

workshop? Has this happened to all of theƳΚέ 

άaƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ŦǳǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

something large and strange looking could be hidden? Secret passages, hidden rooms, something like 

ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ /ƭǳŜ ƳŀƴǎƛƻƴΚέ /ade was beginning to feel a bit frustrated with the 

Doctor and all the words that poured out of him, unabashed and unexplained. Then she remembered. 

ά²ŀƛǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘΦ They get a little narrow towards the back, but 

nobody really goes down there and there are quite a few places along the way where something could 

ōŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŀǎƛŘŜΦέ 

άtŜǊŦŜŎǘΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά{ǳǊŜΦέ 

She led him out the door of the shop and around the corner to the basement stairs. She spared half a 

thought for the unattended shop as she passed the three little café tables in the hallway, but she figured 

ƛŦ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ǎŀǿ ŘŜŀŘ ŎȅōƻǊƎ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ /ŀŘŜ ƘŀŘ 

deserted her post would be the least of their woǊǊƛŜǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ 

already, too. She tried to dismiss that thought and the voice in her head that asked her if she had gone 

insane to be running off into the bowels of the old hotel with a man she had met only hours ago as she 

hurried down the stairs to the old white wooden door. She had no idea why she had felt so ready to run 

off with this perfect stranger, and she tried not to question it as she pulled open the small door and 

pulled herself up into the mouth of the ancient service tunnel. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The man who would be Harold Saxon found himself transported between blinks. One moment he was in 

his photogenically cozy and clean office, waiting to hear the results of the election, and the next he was 

seated on an uncomfortable wrought iron chair with a wooden seat, his elbows not resting on his 

tastefully and carefully chosen desk blotter but on the slightly crumby surface of a round café table, 

inches away from a small vase that contained a single orchid. 
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He sat for a moment, teetering on the edge of shocked incomprehension, before the rage set in. He 

jumped to his feet and maliciously backhanded the little vase, sending the defenseless orchid flying 

through the air to land on the old red patterned carpet of the hotel hallway. He wanted to yell out and 

grab someone by the throat just to have something to throttle, but there was no one about. The utter 

frustration of being removed moments before his plan finally began to near its endgame made him 

almost wild with blind rage for a moment. 

But it soon passed and he regained his usual calculating calm. He had pretended to be Harold Saxon, 

golden boy and do-gooder for so long that it felt good to have a release, even if it was only for a 

moment. But wild rage had never really been his style ς he always went for a much more seething, long-

nurtured anger which was best served by his complex plots for revenge. And someone would pay for 

this as well, but his anger had cooled to a low smoldering now because he knew there were things to be 

done. First was to find out where he was and when he was, second to discover how he had been 

brought here. And hopefully with that information he could get back to London in 2007 and carry out all 

his plans to exact his due from those who had crossed him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Crouching down and practically crawling through the old cement and bedrock tunnels that lead deep 

beneath the old hotel with the Doctor behind her, Cade finally felt the complete and utter insanity of 

her situation seep into the core of her brain. Even if she completely glossed over the part where the 

general manager of the hotel where she worked had tried to kill her with a gun inside her hand because 

she was part robot, she was still leading a strange man down into a dark, secluded, quiet place which 

would be perfect both for committing murder and hiding the body. 

{ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ the murdering type. There was something about him she 

trusted implicitly without really knowing why. Plus, building a cyborg ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΩǎ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ and 

then blowing it up seemed like far too complicated a ruse just to kill her. 

There was a strange smell in the old tunnels, not the musty cement and sitting water smell she 

remembered from crawling down here with her friend Xander when they were kids. It smelled a little 

like burning hair and an overheated engine, and it only grew stronger as they went deeper. 

Finally they came around the last corner and were bathed in a strange red light where the old tunnel 

expanded into a large cave-like room that had definitely not been there the last time Cade had come 

down here. In the center of the room was a large device which looked like an upright coffin only it was 

twice as large and there were tubes and wires threading into and out of some electronic panels at the 

side. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ asked, whispering because a robot, or something like it, that was attending the 

machine had appeared from around the far side of the black device. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘǳǎƘŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜǘǊŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŜŜƭȅ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ 

wild anger restrained. Cade looked at his face for a moment in the red light and thought what a 
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ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀƎŜ ŦƭȅΦ άLǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳƻǾŜǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘhe 

parts, replacing them with machines ς mechanical heart, mechanical eyes, computer brain. It makes 

people into cyborgs.έ 

ά{ƻ WŀŎƪƛŜ ǿŀǎ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛƴǘƻ Φ Φ Φ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǎŀǿ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƎŀƴƛŎ ǇŀǊǘǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ōǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘΚέ 

ά5ƛǎǇƻǎŜŘ ƻŦΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǿŀǎǘŜΦέ 

Cade had never liked Jackie, she was the first to admit it, but the thought of her brain being taken out 

and thrown into the trash made Cade want to be sick. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀōǎŜƴǘƭȅΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳΦ 

He stepped into the room, pulling out his sonic screwdriver and aiming it like a weapon at the android 

ŀǘǘŜƴŘŀƴǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

ά{ǘŜǇ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ǳƴƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƛŘŜǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ 

ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ άtƻǿŜǊ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

It turned to him, shiny metal head betraying nothing, and leveled its arm at him. Its fingers flipped down 

to reveal a gun much like the one that had been in the Jackie-ōƻǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƭƭ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ 

ǘƻ ŦǊȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻǎƛǘǊƻƴƛŎ ƴŜǘΦέ 

The robot had no face to speak of and made no sound to indicate it had even understood what the 

Doctor had said but Cade did hear a whirring sound, like a tiny helicopter starting up, and she acted 

before thinking. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƭŜǿ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŘǊƻƛŘΣ 

knocking it to the ground just as its hand-gun went off. A bolt of yellow light which had been designated 

for the Doctor shot out and straight into the ceiling of the carved-out room. The android struck out with 

its other hand, throwing Cade back against a wall with incredible strength. 

ά/ŀŘŜΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ  

άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ŦŜƭt like small daggers were stabbing into it and she rubbed the 

back of her head, searching her blond hair for blood. 

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŎŀǾŜ ƛƴΦέ 

He helped her up and they both hurried into the narrow tunnel just as the ceiling began to crack in 

earnest. The Doctor paused and turned to watch as the thin stone caved in, allowing floor beams, 
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slightly burnt from the energy blast, to fall in as well. A long stone bench landed heavily in the center of 

the room and crushed part of the conversion chamber, spewing angry sparks into the dust and debris of 

the collapsed room. 

After a few seconds, when the dust began to settle and it looked as if everything that was going to fall 

already had, the Doctor stepped into the pile of rubble. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ /ŀŘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

basement and the hotel itself so the fact that the Doctor was heading back into the cave-in confused her 

more than a little. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά! bench ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘǳǘ ŘƻǿƴΚέ 

ά! ōŜƴŎƘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ǳƴƛǘΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎȅōƻǊƎΦ L 

have to shut down the power source now so that all the existing cyborgs are forced to shut down. See, if 

I leave the power source running, the cyborgs will probably just come down here, rebuild and start again 

with the conversions. But the cyborgs are dependent on this power source. If I disable it, all the 

ƳŜŎƘŀƴƻƛŘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

άhƘΣ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘŜƴΦέ  

Cade wached the Doctor dig to the base of the dead conversion unit and pull out a smallish silver box. 

Half buried in bits of stone and wood just behind him was the droid who had been operating the 

conversion thing, lying perfectly still and looking about as dead as a piece of metal can look. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƻƛŘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ǎƘǳǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎal parts? I 

ƳŜŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǊŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŘƛŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƭƻƻƪΦ ά²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǇƻǿŜǊ 

to their computer brains and mechanical hearts, their human bodies will be 

ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŘƛŜΦέ {ƭƻǿƭȅ ƘŜ ǇǊƛŜŘ ƻǇŜƴ ŀ ǎŜŀƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ōƻȄΣ 

revealing wires and a bright blue glowing rectangle, almost too bright to look at. 

It cast a watery ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ƭƻƻƪ ǎŀŘŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

lonelier than anyone Cade had ever seen. He pulled a few wires and pointed his 

sonic screwdriver at the rectangle and its glow faded like a dying blue ember. 

άLǘΩǎ ŘƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻƻ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŦƻǊ /ŀŘŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

close together, bent low over the dŀǊƪŜƴŜŘ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΦ άLƴ ŀōƻǳǘ five 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŀƭƭ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

άbƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴ ƘƛǎΦ ά²ƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

They cut out their hearts and they killed theƳΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ 

ƳǳǊŘŜǊǎΦέ 
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He looked up at her and the ghost of a sad smile flitted across his face. He reached into his pocket, as 

hard determination mixed with something like manic glee in his eyes and produced the wireless interlink 

ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ WŀŎƪƛŜΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ IŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ 

power supply casing to the floor and grabbed her hand, taking off at a slightly crabbed run through the 

tunnels and up the stairs, trailing her just behind. 

/ŀŘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦ [ŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŜƳǇƭƻȅƳŜƴǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

invaded by some kind of mad scientist who turned god knew how many of her bosses and coworkers 

into robot-people was not something she felt readily equipped to handle. But the Doctor seemed to be, 

even if he did appear at first glance to be slightly emotionally unstable. So she ran along behind him and 

trusted him without really knowing why. 

She followed him at a full run, passing the doors to the shop, the three café tables, the front desk and 

the main staircase without seeing a single person. She turned both her head and her thoughts away as 

they ran by the open double doors of the lake lounge, inside which lay uncounted bodies of disabled 

cyborgs who used to be the bosses and department heads and board of trustees. She followed him until 

his red converse came to a screeching halt in the wide marble-floored entryway to the old hotel. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘe shocked and bereft look on his face. 

άLǘΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ aȅ ǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΚέ 

άaȅ ǎƘƛǇΣ Ƴȅ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎΦ Lǘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ L ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǇŀǊƪŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǇŀŎŜǎƘƛǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊȅǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǎƘƛǇΦ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΚέ 

He dug through his pockets for a moment and, after some struggling, pulled out what looked like a 

Ǉƭŀȅǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜǊΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƴŜŀǊōȅΚέ 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŘŀŦǘΚέ 

άLŦ L Ŏŀƴ ǇƭǳƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ L Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎΦέ 

άLŦ ƛǘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƳŀǊǘ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

happened enough times to have made it only prudent of me to build ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŜǾƛŎŜΦέ IŜ ǘǿƛǊƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

Ǉƭŀȅǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƻǿōƻȅΩǎ ƭŀǎǎƻΦ ά.ǳǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ LΩǾŜ Ǉǳǘ ŀ 

lock on the coordinate set which requires a password. If the password is not put in, the Tardis stops 

within five miles or so of her departure point in the same time line and locks down until she hears my 
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voice speak the password. This way, I not only get my Tardis back but I capture whoever tried to steal 

ƛǘΦέ 

ά[ƻǾŜƭȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ȅŜǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ŘŀŦǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

άhƘ ȅŜǎΗέ 

άhƪŀȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŜǎǘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 

She led him back down the hall and into the office. Cade herself had never been inside it but she had 

often seen some of the guest services clerks huddled around the screen to see something. 

The office, like everything else tonight, was empty and the Doctor strode right in like he owned the 

place. He fit the playstation controller into a USB port - though Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ - and immediately 

began pressing buttons. Without his having to touch the keyboard or mouse of the computer itself, a 

topographical map appeared on the screen. He pressed the controller buttons as if he was playing 

Mortal Kombat and the map zeroed in and a small blue dot appeared among the green lines. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΚέ 

{ƘŜ ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ άLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ bŜǿ tŀƭǘȊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊd to tell with just 

ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΦέ 

He pressed the X button a few times and the map changed, now showing street names and bridges 

rather than relative elevations. 

άhƪŀȅΣ ȅŜŀƘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƳǳƴƛŎƛǇŀƭ ǇŀǊƪƛng lot behind the Starbucks on Main Street. 

ά.ǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘΗ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎŀǊΣ ōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎΦ Cƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΦέ 

She lead him back to the shop and just as they came around the corner toward the door it swung open 

and  a girl with glasses and curlȅ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ƘŜǊ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ǎŜǊǾŜǊΩǎ ŀǇǊƻƴ ŀǎƪŜǿ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 

waist. 

ά·ŀƴŘŜǊΗέ /ŀŘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΣ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜΦ άLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ WŀŎƪƛŜ ōǳǘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ 

ƛǘΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƛǊŜǎΦέ 

ά·ŀƴŘŜǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ /ŀŘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

dead Jackie-ōƻǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜΦ ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ !ƭŜȄŀƴŘǊŀΣ ƻǊ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦέ 

άIƛΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ aƻǊǘȅΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 
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ά¸ŜŀƘΣ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ / ƭƻǘΦέ 

άDƻƻŘΦ ²ŀƴƴŀ ŘǊƛǾŜ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ bŜǿ tŀƭǘȊΚέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ƘŀŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƻŘŦƻǊǎŀƪŜƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƘƻǘŜƭΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

grinned with malicious glee when he had happened upon it in the entryway. That meant that the Doctor 

was nearby and, whether it was the Doctor he had left behind at the end of the universe or one from 

somewhere else in his time-ǎǘǊŜŀƳΣ ǇǳƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ 

spirits. 

But now he found himself locked inside the senile old ship with no way out. He had tried everything he 

could think of to coax the doors open but the Tardis refused him at every turn. It seemed that the 

Doctor had fused his own symbio-nuclaic signature into the door locks and computer controls so that 

only he could affect a stop on the lockdown procedure and, for once, he had left no openings or cracks 

through which even the Master could slither. All he could do was wait and hope that he could get the 

best of the Doctor when he inevitably came to collect his Tardis. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ǎǇŀŎŜǎƘƛǇ-jacked you, but only took it as far as New PaltzΚέ 

asked Xander as she navigated her car, a Hearse named Mortimer, down the steep mountainside road 

ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ aƻƘƻƴƪ ǘƻ bŜǿ tŀƭǘȊΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ claim to have put a stop to an alien conspiracy to 

ƳŀƪŜ Ǌƻōƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǘƻǇ ǊŜǎƻǊǘΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅŜŀƘΣέ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀ ōƛǘ Φ Φ Φ ƛƳǇƭŀǳǎƛōƭŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ǎƛǘǘƛng around in the municipal parking lot, just waiting for you to come fetch 

ƛǘΚέ 

ά9ǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅΣ ȅŜǎΦέ 

ά/ŀŘŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǳȅΚέ 

/ŀŘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎƛǎƳΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŘƛŘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

true. And she had seen what was left of the Jackie bot so it seemed, to Cade at least, that all else should 

ǎŜŜƳ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ 

him in the way she had. His sadness and his fury were like solid facts to her even after the short time she 

had already spent with him and she would remember that look of absolute devastation on his face for as 

ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƛǾŜŘΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ /ŀŘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ǌŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎŜ ŀƴŘΣ Ŧƻr a 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴǎŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜƭǳǎƛƻƴǎΦ 

άIŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƭȅƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 
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άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀƎƻΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǇŀŎŜǎƘƛǇ ǘƘƛƴƎΚ 5ƻƴΩǘ 

tell me you really belieǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΗέ 

 

άL ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŘƛǎŀōƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ WŀŎƪƛŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎȅōƻǊƎΦ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

plug a playstation controller into the computer and pull up a topographical map to show us where to go. 

!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ŏƻuld just pull up on Wikipedia or Google images or something like 

ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭΦέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ aƻǊǘȅ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƻǇ ŀǘ ŀ ǎǘƻǇ ǎƛƎƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

continuing towards New Paltz and refocused her gaze on the Doctor, who sat on the other side of Cade. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǎƘƛǇΣ ŦƻǊ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΦ LŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ LΩƭƭ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΦέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊǎΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǇǊƻƳǇǘƭȅΦ ά9ƳǇƛǊƛŎŀƭ Řŀǘŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǾŀƭƛŘŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά{ŎƛŜƴǘƛŦƛŎ ƳŜǘƘƻŘΣ DoctorΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƘȅǇƻǘƘŜǎƛǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘΦέ 

They were quiet after that. Cade felt awkward sitting on that bench seat between Xander and the 

Doctor when it was clear that they had not taken an immediate liking to one another. She wished that 

·ŀƴŘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƳƻŘƛŦƛŜŘ aƻǊǘƛƳŜǊΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ƘŀƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎŜŀǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƎǊƻƻǾŜǎ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ŀ ŎƻŦŦƛƴΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ 

had, at least then Cade could have got out from between them and the slight flicker of adversarial 

hostility the two of them were feeding. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ǎǇǳƴ aƻǊǘƛƳŜǊΩǎ ǿƘŜŜƭ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ 

wide black vehicle to turn into the municipal parking lot, which was about half full of cars despite the 

fact that it was a week night. 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻƴŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΚέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǊŎƘƭȅΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭs 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ 5Ŝ[ƻǊŜŀƴΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ aƻǊǘƛƳŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

very fast. The Doctor ran across the parking lot to the far end where a tall blue box stood, the words 

άtƻƭƛŎŜ tǳōƭƛŎ /ŀƭƭ .ƻȄέ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƛǘǎ ǘƻǇΦ 

άIŜΩǎ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ Ψ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩ ōǳǘ ŀ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΚ aŀȅōŜ L 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǎȅŎƘ ǿŀǊŘΦέ 

άL ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άIƛǎ ΨǎǇŀŎŜ ǎƘƛǇΩ ƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǿƻƻŘΗέ 

ά9ǾŜƴ ǎƻΦέ 
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The two girls got out of the car and walked over to the Doctor, who stood beside the wooden box, his 

palm against the door as if he was communicating with it. Cade thought she heard him mumble the 

ǿƻǊŘǎ άŘŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƎέ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ Ƴȅ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜǎ ŀ 

ǘƛƳŜǎƘƛǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿŀƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άbƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΦ aŀȅōŜ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƻŦ ǳǎŜΦέ {Ƙe had a 

terrible feeling that she would never see him again if he went through that door without her. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ōƻȄ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǎƘƛǇ ƻǊ ǘƛƳŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ƻǊ 

ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Cade that her skepticism had weakened a little 

and she was beginning to believe in him despite herself. 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘŀȅ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƪŜȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎƭȅ ōƻǘǘƻƳƭŜǎǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ 

fit it into the lock. It turned easily and the door swung open. 

It was like an optical illusion. Cade walked through the door and the space inside the box stretched out 

around her, far beyond the walls of the box itself. And the room was like a cathedral lost under the sea 

with tall coral pillars curving organically up toward the high ceiling. A warm, almost reddish light shone 

all around, though Cade could not tell where it came from and in the center of the room was a machine 

of some kind, round with a clear column at the center and covered with hundreds of little screens, dials, 

levers and toggles that looked like they had been salvaged from thousands of other machines. 

/ŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ōƻǘƘΣ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎŜǇǘƛǾŜƭȅ ǎƛȊŜŘ ōƭǳŜ ōƻȄΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

notice the man reclining on a seat built into the railings of the center section. He wore a black suit and a 

smug expression, his arms draped lazily over the railing behind him. The Doctor, however, stopped in his 

tracks when he saw the other man and seemed to see nothing else. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴƛŘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳƻŎƪ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΦέ 

άaŀǎǘŜǊΚέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ /ŀŘŜ ōŀŎƪ 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ άIƻǿΚ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘŜŘΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άƻ̧ǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ-hearted Professor Yana with his footsteps 

and his insectoid companion? That saddens me. Still, I did trade him in for a much shinier new model, so 

L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ōƭŀƳŜ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴŜ ŦŜatures could not hide the malice and imbalance 

behind his eyes. He strode towards them, his feet moving lightly over the thick metal grates that made 

up the floor. 

The Doctor stopped gaping long enough to close the Tardis doors behind him as the Master began to 

circle Cade and Xander. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊŀŘŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎŎǊǳǘƛƴƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀǊ 

aŀǊǘƘŀ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪΚ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōƭƻƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōǊǳƴŜǘǘŜΦ !ƴŘ 
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such cute uniforms. Did yoǳ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǿ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǘŜƭΚέ He sized up these two new 

companions as he continued to circle them like a wolf. As he passed behind the blond, he ran a light 

finger across her shoulder blades and she jumped at his touch, spinning to face him and folding her arms 

tight against her chest in a useless reflexive attempt to protect herself. The fear in her eyes pleased him. 

The brunette was less easy to intimidate. As he came around beside her, he tugged at her little black 

ǎŜǊǾŜǊΩǎ ŀǇǊƻƴΦ {ƘŜ ȅŀƴƪŜŘ ƛǘ away and glared daggers at him. Like a little cat trying to fight back against 

the wolf, he thought. That pleased him, too. 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƻƻ ǎǘǳƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎǎΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƎƭƻǎǎŜŘ ƻǾer 

the way that they did when his brain was running slightly ahead of itself. ά²ƘŜƴ L ƭŀǎǘ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ 

Φ Φ Φέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǾŜǊŘǊƛǾŜΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘǎ ƻŦ 

information that were at his disposal. After a moment, his eyes widened and, cautiously, he asked άIƻǿ 

ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƭƻŎƪŘƻǿƴ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƳŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ 

ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ƛǘΦέ 

άbƻΣ L ƳŜŀƴ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ƛƴ нллфΚέ 

ά!ǊŜ ǿŜ ƛƴ нллф ƴƻǿΚ CŀƴŎȅ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άL ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘƘǿŀǊǘ ƳŜΣ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƻƴ ŜƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ 

ŘŀȅΣ ƴƻ ƭŜǎǎΦέ 

άLǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳŜΦέ 

άLŦ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƘƻΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ Ŧƻr a moment, evaluating the situation. His hand was 

rummaging absently in his coat pocket.  

ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀ ǘǊǳŎŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǳǘΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿƻǊƪ 

together, like we did so long ago at the Academy. What do yoǳ ǎŀȅΚέ Iƛǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

suspicious, but strangely hopeful. 

άaŜΣ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ǎŀǾƛƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΚ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƴƻǘΦέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ƭǳǊŜŘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǿell. I have a feeling that there 

ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊƛŎƪǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

άtǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΚέ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ /ŀŘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ǊŀƎŜ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘening due to the fact that it was very little suppressed. 
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ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ 

ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ hǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴŜΦ 5ŜŀŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΦέ 

ά5ŜŀŘΚέ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ word and the idea over for a few minutes. 

Cade, however, had no idea what was happening and no amount of mulling would help her figure out 

what was going on between these two men. Nothing that the Doctor was saying made any sense to her, 

all this talk of being pulled out of time and regenerations. And the Master, as the Doctor had referred to 

him, made her nervous. He seemed more than a little imbalanced mentally. She watched him as he 

ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘ ŦŜŜƭing that the history between 

these two was stranger than she could imagine. In any case, he did not really seem like the team-player 

type. More like a play nice until it suits him then stab your partners in the back type. But the Doctor 

apparently knew him and was willing to trust him enough to offer to work with him, so Cade stayed 

ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƪƴƻǿ ōŜǎǘΦ 

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ƎǊƛƴ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άLΩƭƭ ǘŀƎ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ L ŀƳ ŎǳǊƛƻus to 

ƪƴƻǿ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ǊǳŎŜΦέ IŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭōƻȅΣ 

waiting for the Doctor to shake with him on their little armistice. Cade watched nervously as the Doctor 

clasped the offered hand and with a small ǿŀǊȅ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƻƳƛƴƻǳǎ ƎǊƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

sure what she had expected but nothing happened even when they broke the handshake. 

The Doctor then spun away from the Master and pulled something tiny out of his coat pocket and ran 

halfway around the machine in the center of the room until he found a suitable spot and shoved the 

little chip in and began pressing buttons and flipping switches. 

Cade walked up behind the Doctor and watched as he frenetically operated the machine, pulling levers 

and muttering to himself. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎƘƛǇ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴǎŜǊǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜƭŜǎǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƭƛƴƪ ŎƘƛǇ L ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǎǎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

little shop. It still has a tracŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎȅōƻǊƎΩǎ ǾƻŎŀƭ 

ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎƻǊǎΦ !ƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΦέ 

Cade nodded dumbly, feeling unsure of herself and of the Doctor again. Apparently they were going 

somewhere. The Doctor was whisking them all off to try to find the person who had made cyborgs of the 

hotel managers, though he had asked none of them if they really wanted to go. It was true that they had 

all entered the ship voluntarily, and she had told the Doctor that she wanted to be of help to him. Still, 

ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƭŘƭȅ ǘŀƪŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ 

ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǇ ƻǳǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƪƛŘ ǿƘƻ 

had to have a rollercoaster stopped because she was too scared to ride the loops. In truth, though she 

was scared, she felt more awake and alive now than she had in months of mopping and tidying and 

ringing up sales of sweatshirts and coffee mugs. 
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Xander, on the other hand, had only come along because Cade had asked her the favor or driving them 

into New Paltz to find this Tardis. She had come into the space-ship fully (or at least mostly) believing 

that it wasƴΩǘ any such thing and definitely not expecting to go flying about the galaxy in search of some 

mad scientist type who was turning people into machines. Cade glanced over her shoulder at her friend 

to see how she was dealing with it all. 

Xander, for her part, had fallen to studying the Master. He did not seem like the type who could be 

trusted to wander out of sight. She had set aside the realization that the old blue box was not only 

bigger on the inside but also, as the Doctor had said, some kind of space ship. She stored it away for 

later consideration, compartmentalizing the knowledge so she could deal with the reality. It was enough 

for now to observe the boggling dimensions and accept that the Doctor had not been lying and that her 

own, very reasonable assumptions, had been wrong. Now the pragmatist in her set her a task to distract 

her mind. It insisted that she not let this Master character out of her sight because of his scheming eyes 

and general air of untrustworthiness. 

All heads turned to the clear cƻƭǳƳƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ ǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ΨǾǿŀǊǇΩƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ 

Cade wondered, considering the tape-and-string look of moderate disrepair of the rest of the console, 

whether or not it was actually supposed to make that noise. 

ά¢ǊŀŎƪƛƴƎΣ ǘǊŀŎƪƛƴƎΣέ the Doctor mumbled as he circled the console, flipping switches and checking tiny 

black screens. He pulled a pair of black framed glasses out of a jacket pocket and pushed them up the 

bridge of his nose as he studied the strange circular writing. He continued to mumble absently in his 

concentration but none of the words made any sense to Cade. She had the feeling that he was using 

technical terms that she has never heard before, so they sounded like gibberish to her. 

The Master had settled back into his chair and lounged, uninterestedly following the Doctor with his 

eyes. He still intended to make the Doctor pay, and pay dearly, but playing along with him could prove 

the most advantageous course of action. Revenge would be that much sweeter if the Doctor wasƴΩǘ 

expecting it, and with his two big beating hearts and eternal belief that he could save everyone and 

everything including the Master, he surely would be taken by surprise when he found the knife in his 

ōŀŎƪΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎǊǳǎŀŘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǉrove entertaining in the meanwhile. His self-

ǊƛƎƘǘŜƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƻƴŜǎŜƭŦΦ 

The Master glanced up at the two human girls who had followed the Doctor into the Tardis. The blond 

one was watching the Doctor almost raptly. She looked as if she was half scared that she had thrown her 

lot in with a maniac and half worried that the Doctor would do himself a harm. She had the sort of 

innocent wonder of a child, which made him want to hate her, and she seemed quite absorbed with the 

Doctor and barely took any notice of the Master at all. What an odd little mouse, he thought 

disdainfully. 

The other girl, however, had barely looked away from him. Her curly brown hair framed a face from 

which, behind the glare of her glasses, stared a pair of very shrewd eyes.  She made no pretense at 

hiding the fact that she was watching him but openly scrutinized him, her arms crossed over her white 

uniform shirt. He was rather entertained by her blatant distrust of him and amusing himself by staring 
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right back into her eyes and playing an ocular game of chicken, waiting for her to look away in 

ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƳŜƴǘ ƻǊ ŦŜŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ LŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜǎƻƭǳǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ 

Cade started as the column made the uncertain vwarping noise again but the Doctor looked pleased so 

she assumed that the sound was not a sign of impending doom but that the machine had done what he 

had asked of it. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǉǳƛƴǘ ŀǘ ȅŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ 

άIŜǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǘƛƻƴΦέ 

ά²Ŝ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ-ǘƛƳŜ ǾƻǊǘŜȄ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ Φ Φ Φ ƎƻΦέ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΦ 

IŜ ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ŦǳǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ /ȅƴŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǳǎŜŘ ōƛƻŎƘŜƳƛŎŀƭ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ 

ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƻ ǊƛŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƻŦ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǘǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ 

ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ōŜƴŜǾƻƭŜƴǘ ōarefoot vegetarians who live in harmony 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŎȅōƻǊƎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎƛƻƴǎΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ 

ƛƳǇƭŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ŀƴ ƛƎƴƻǊŀƴǘ ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΚέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

He looked up and gave her a broad grin, his glasses perching on his nose in such a way that he looked 

ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅΦ άhƘΣ ȅŜǎΗ !ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻǊƎŜƻǳǎ ƻƴŜΣ ǘƻƻΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŦƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ƛǾƻǊȅ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΦ 

CƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΗ LǘΩǎ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘΗ ²ŀƴƴŀ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΚέ  

He glanced up at the Master cautiously, trying to predict what he might do. The other man just smiled 

and raised his eyebrows expectantly. The exchange of glances seemed to carry a deeper meaning than 

either Cade or Xander could discern from the outside. After a moment, the Doctor pulled a lever and the 

doors swung open. With long exuberant strides he crossed the room quickly and plunged out the door, 

Cade close behind. Xander hesitated, watching the Master and waiting for him to go out first before she 

finally passed over the threshold.  

Where there had been only moments ago a damp parking lot lit only by waning streetlamps and 

headlights, there was now a forest with tall trees and dappled sunlight playing over the ground as it 

passed through the waving leaves. And not only was this not a parking lot in New Paltz, it was not even 

Earth. The light purple sky dotted with three little moons would have answered for that fact if the silver 

tree trunks and strange bird and animal calls that came from all around had not. 

Cade stepped wide-eyed out amongst the trees, looking around as if trying to see everything all at once. 

After what she had seen earlier, she was more than happy to accept the fact that she was on a different 

world and forgot for a moment that they had come here in search of the perpetrator of the murders on 

the mountain and lost herself in the miraculous beauty of a planet half a galaxy away from her own. 
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Xander followed Cade forward a few steps, momentarily forgetting the Master as she was caught up in 

the impossibility of her situation. LǘΩǎ a trick, she thought. We ŎŀƴΩǘ be on another planet. It has to be a 

trick. She stepped forward to one of the strange trees and could see that the trunk was covered not in 

bark but in a thin layer of shiny silver fur. She touched it and immediately recoiled. The tree felt more 

like flesh than wood, and she could swear that she felt skin and muscles contract under her fingers. She 

put her hand on the trunk once more and again felt the light flinch of skin and muscles under her 

unexpected touch. No way. She backed away from the tree and back toward the others, but her brain 

was already in overdrive, trying to figure out whether the tree was a plant with impossibly animal 

characteristics, or whether it was really an animal that just looked like a tree.  

ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ƳƻƻƴǎΚέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǘŜƭƭƛǘŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƭŜŀves greener than any 

she had ever seen on Earth. 

ά!ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǎƛȄΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŎǊŀƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ƛƴ 

Ƙƛǎ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭed up at him and his mouth spread into that infectious schoolboy 

grin and Cade thought, Even if he does see terrible things, even if that is his life, it would be worth it for 

moments like this. 

The wholesome cuteness of the scene was enough to make the Master want to vomit. The sparkling, 

ƴŜǿōƻǊƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƘƻΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ флл ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿŀǎ 

still so full of wonder himself, made the Master want to strap grenades to himself just for the 

satisfaction of hurling himself at them. And when one of the indigenous creatures,  a pearly-colored 

equine quadruped, stepped delicately out of the woods and up to the pair, his murderous rage boiled to 

a point at which it was almost uncontrollable. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ /ŀŘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ŘŀǎΩƳŀΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƛǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜǎΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎ ōŜŀǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ 

ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƭŜƎŜƴŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎmall white horse-like 

animal reached out its noǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ !ǎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΣ ǘhe single pearly horn on its head flashed as 

it caught the sunlight.  

¢ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ of why he loved having humans by his side. The human 

capacity for wonder was almost unmatched throughout the galaxy. This girl who had been a bored shop 

clerk only hours ago was now full of life and awe and joy in a way that he suspected that she had never 

ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦ ΨǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅΩ ŀƴŘ ΨŀŘǳƭǘƘƻƻŘΩ ƘŀŘ ƳŜƭǘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ 

and left behind the little girl filled with awe as she gently pet the head of a unicorn, a creature the 

ΨŀŘǳƭǘΩ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǇŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴǎ ŀƴŘ Řŀƴcing with leprechauns, go ahead, but I 

ƛƴǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴƛŘŜ 

edge of rage in his voice that unsettled the unicorn and made it glance worriedly at him. 
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ά{ƘƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΣ ǊŜŦƭŜȄƛvely trying to comfort and calm the animal as she would a horse, stroking his 

velvety nose and making soothing sounds. It snorted nervously but calmed a little under her touch. 

The Master turned to leave them but the Doctor stopped him, grabbing his wrist in one strong hand. 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜƭŜǎǎΦ Iƻǿ Řƻ L ƪƴƻǿ L Ŏŀƴ 

ǘǊǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

¢ƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ Ǝƻ ƭƛƳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 

familiar sneer returning ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛǎΦ 

άLΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

ά²ƘȅΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎƛƴƎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ hiking songs and toast marshmallows and prance about with the wildlife? 

bƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ ²Ŝ ǎƘould split up and look around, then come back here and try to figure 

ƻǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƴŜȄǘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ Ǌŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ Ǉƭŀƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀ ǊŀǾƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƴȅ ōŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅΗ 

You do remember the last time we worked together?έ 

The MasǘŜǊ ǇƻǳǘŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ōȅƎƻƴŜǎ ōŜ ōȅƎƻƴŜǎΚέ ¢ƘŜ Ǉƻǳǘ 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ L ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ 

solemn vow that I will do none of the indigenous people any harm. Unless, of course, it was they who 

ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΦ Lƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƴȅ ǳƴŘǳŜ ƘŀǾƻŎΦ /Ǌƻǎǎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΦέ IŜ 

dragged his finger leisurely across his chest to make a big X.  

The Doctor was quiet for a moment, his mind at war. He knew that the Master was not one to keep his 

ǿƻǊŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳƛǘ ƘƛƳ ōut there was very little on this planet to appeal to him. There was nothing of 

any strategic value, just a race of people who enjoyed living in peace and relative seclusion. After a few 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΣ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀǎǎŜƴǘŜŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǳǇΦ .ǳǘ ƛŦ L ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǊƳ ƻǊ 

ŜǾŜƴ ŀƴƴƻȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ Ŧŀƛƭ ƳŜΦέ 

ά{ǳŎƘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǿƻǊŘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŀǳƴǘŜǊ ƻŦŦΦ άwŜƭŀȄ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƻǊ 

those stress lines will make you look old before your time.έ 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳΦ LΩƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ ƪŜŜǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘΦέ 

The Doctor hesitated again, not really wanting allow Xander to put herself in any danger. But he 

suspected that even if he told her to stay with him, he could not keep Xander from doing what she 

wanted. Finally he ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ Dƻ ǎǘǊŀƛƎht back to the Tardis if 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻŜǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ 

ά{ǳǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ 
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άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΣ άƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Ǝƻ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΚέ 

άbƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŜǾŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǳƴǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳs 

level-ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƻƻƭŜŘ ōȅ ƘƛƳΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǿΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ΨǊƻǳƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦŀǊΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƻŘŘ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦέ 

They walked into the woods then, neither of them really sure what they were looking for, except that it 

was not one of the plenteous trees. Cade had almost forgotten the horrors at the hotel on this beautiful 

new planet. Of all the creatures in the universe, she had seen a unicorn. It was almost too much to 

believe. And though the one who had come up to greet her had already wandered back into the cover of 

the woods, she could occasionally see a flash of bluish-white moving through the trees and shŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

help but smile. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The scientist glanced up at the scanner screen in her lab and saw that the Doctor had indeed arrived and 

had brought the Master along. All according to plan. The two human girls with them were somewhat 

unexpected so she set aside what she was doing for a moment to watch them and try to determine 

whether they posed a threat. She disliked making assessments like this without analyzing brain 

chemistry and checking physical responses, but she had no time to think about things like that. She 

would have to assess them using only her eyes and none of her instruments. 

The first one was blond with a round face and big green eyes. She was neither terribly tall nor in any way 

physically imposing. She did not appear particularly strong or muscular, so the scientist determined that 

she was a negligible physical threat. As for her mind, she did appear intelligent but not forceful. Her face 

was gentle and the scientist concluded that, though she may hold opinions and was likely guided by a 

strong personal set of morals, she was not likely to voice them or force a decision. Conclusion: little or 

no threat. 

The other girl was slightly taller with long curly brown hair and light brown eyes which required 

corrective lenses. She looked athletic but nothing out of the common way. Certainly nothing to match 

that which the scientist could set upon her. Her expression, however, was much stronger than that of 

the first. She looked quite stern and unyielding. Still, she was only human and the strength of humans 

only went so far. She was unlikely to be capable of upending the plan. Conclusion: little or no threat. 

Satisfied, she turned back to her work. Sooner or later, the Doctor would stumble into her facility and 

she wanted to have as much done by that time as possible so that she could be fully prepared to meet 

him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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After a few minutes of companionable silence as they walked through the forest, which seemed to 

belong in a fantasy picture book, Cade decided it was time to ask some of the questions that had been 

gathering in her head. 

ά{ƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǿƘƻ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ōǊŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȄ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎƭȅ ƭŀǊƎŜ 

ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƭƛŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ exactly fit you in with the rest of us regular old 

IƻƳƻ ǎŀǇƛŜƴǎΦ {ƻΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Φ Φ Φ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΦέ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭe with this line of questioning but Cade was tired 

of being confused and left in the dark, so she pressed on. 

ά/ƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΚ LΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŦǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΗ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ 

ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ L ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ǎƛȄ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ŦƻǊ 

ƳŜΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ 9ŀǊǘƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ L ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ DŀƭƭƛŦǊŜȅΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƘŀǘΣ ŀ DŀƭƭƛŦǊŜȅŀƴΚέ 

άaȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ¢ƛƳŜ[ƻǊŘǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ƎǊŀƴŘ ƴŀƳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ /ŀŘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƭƻƻƪ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ 

Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά/ŀƭƭŜŘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ 

άIŜΩǎ ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ[ƻǊŘ ǘƻƻΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŀŘŜƳȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƻΣ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ /ŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΦέ 

ά/ŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΚ Iƻǿ ƻƭŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άbƛƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘΣ ƎƛǾŜ ƻǊ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŘŜŎŀŘŜΦέ 

άIƻƭȅ ŎǊŀǇΗ ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƎŜΦέ 

 

ά²ƘȅΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Talking about his people seemed to depress him, so she let that subject go for now. She had calmed 

some of the little worries that had been whispering to her by learning the name of his planet and race. 

She wŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŜǎǎ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ a world she had not been prepared for 

but the fact that the Doctor had told her, despite how it seemed to make him feel, made her feel like 

she was on a more equal footing with him and that her implicit trust in him was not misplaced. 
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ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ōŜƴǘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎΣ ǳƳΣ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ 

ƴŀƳŜ ƘŜ ƘŀǎΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΦ άIŜ ŎƘƻǎŜ ƛǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ L ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊe friends 

once, long long ago when we were both very young. Since then, he has only seemed to go madder and 

madder with each passing year. He also has a sort of irrational hatred for me. Or, I suppose, it was an 

irrational hatred until he started setting in motion various plans to take over the universe which I have 

had to stop. He is a genius, though, and we did have something of a friendly competition going when we 

ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǊƻǳƎƛǎƘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΣ 

doing things we had been told not to do. Just kid stuff, you know, sneaking into labs after hours, 

switching about the high councilors robes in the Panopticon cloakroom. Little rebellious things. Neither 

ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ŜƴŀƳƻǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ψŀƭƭ-ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ[ƻǊŘ IƛƎƘ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭΩ ƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƭŀǿǎ 

on non-ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŀƴŎŜΦ ¢ƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǊǳƭŜǎ ƛƴ ¢ƛƳŜ[ƻǊŘ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΣ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦέ 

ά/ƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǿƛƭŘ ōƻȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΦέ Iƛǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ faded a little. ά{ƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ƘŜ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

it changed from harmless flouting of authority to a bid for real power. We lost all common ground and, I 

guess for revenge for the loss of our friendship, he fashioned himself into my enemyΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ƳŀŘŜ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǘǊǳŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜƛƴƎΦ IŜΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǎǳƛǘǎ ƘƛƳΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƛƭƭ ǎƘŜ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΦ άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ Řƻ 

ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅ ƘŀǊƳΦ {ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΦέ 

By this time, as they had been following an incline and had walked out of the trees, they were coming 

toward a bare, rocky ridge. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΗέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ƭŜƎǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǊǳƴΦ ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎŜŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

When they reached the ridge and looked out over a wide green valley, they did see an ivory city but it 

was no longer floating. Rather, it looked like it hit the ground hard and a short deep gash in the earth 

around where it had impacted and slid, burying the edge of the disk on which the city stood half in dirt. 

Some of the spires, which glittered in the sun despite their ruined state, had broken with the force of 

the landing and had crashed into smaller buildings, tearing their walls and collapsing their roofs. The city 

was dotted with angry red fires and Cade could just make out some small shapes moving at the edge of 

the city and on the ground just beside the crash site. 

άDŜǘ ŘƻǿƴΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻctor hissed, grabbing her hand and yanking her to the ground behind a jutting rock. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ 
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IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜΣέ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳŀƴǘǊŀ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

began to frantically dig through his pockets. After piling yoyos, wind-up toys, a packet of candy and a 

ŦŜǿ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŘŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ /ŀŘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŀ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ 

binoculars that looked like they had been stolen from the set of Star Trek. The shiny black and silver 

finish caught the sunlight as the Doctor raised them to his eyes. 

άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƴƻŎǳƭŀǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ /ŀŘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ōƛƴƻŎǳƭŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

some strange digital displays along the sides ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƴǎŜǎΩ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƻŦ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ but past them she could 

seethat the little dots were moving beings. Some of them were humanoid with greenish skin and almost 

dinosaur-like ridges of bone along the tops of their scalps and some of them seemed to be strange 

looking robots. They were shaped vaguely like large salt shakers. Their tops were domed with two little 

lights on top and a stalk or arm coming out of the front with a lens that looked like that of a camera. 

They had no legs, but they appeared to have wheels on the bottoms of their bases. The casing was a sort 

of gold color with half-spheres laid out evenly over the facets of the bottom half. They also had two little 

arms coming out of a slatted midsection, one which looked like a kitchen whisk and the other which 

appeared to be a plunger. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƳŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ŘŜǇǘƘ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊ 

and rage that terrified her far more than what she had seen. 

ά5ŀƭŜƪǎΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Xander walked along a few steps behind the Master so that she could keep her eyes on him at all times. 

They continued like this for several minutes, neither one speaking as they headed down the slight incline 

in the opposite direction from the Doctor and Cade.  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƭƪ ŀƭƻƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΚέ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ŘǊŀǿƭŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜǾƛƭ ȅŜǘΦέ 

ά¸Ŝǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛǾŜ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ but quickened her pace so that she almost fell in 

step beside him. She kept him a few feet ahead of her, just in case. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǊŎƘƭȅΦ 

He looked back at her uninterestedly over his shoulder but said nothing. 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛƳǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜǘǊŀȅ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ it was. What did 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΚέ 

άhƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƭŀƴƎǳƛŘƭȅΦ άIŜ ŘƛŜŘΦέ 

ά5ƛŜŘΚΗ IŜ ŘƛŜŘΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘΦέ 
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άIŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛŜŘΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭƛǾŜ ƴƻǿΦέ 

The Master stopped in his tracks and leaned in close to her ear and whispeǊŜŘ ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƻǊƛŀƭƭȅΣ άIŜ ƛǎ ŀ 

time-ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎǳŎƘ ōǳƭƭΦ IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘŜŀŘΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦέ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΗέ 

ά5ƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΚέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦŀƛǊΦ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ 

kill me for good not long before that and he almost succeeded. Ah, but we were both different men 

ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

She elected to ignore his insane replies to her questions. He was probably just trying to aggravate her. 

There was no way the Doctor could have died and came back to life. That sort of crap was for soap 

operas. He could have been clinically dead for a few minutes and then resuscitated but Xander got the 

feeling that was not what the Master meant. 

Xander decided to venture another question despite the answers she had received to her last one. 

άhƪŀȅΣ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ-travel stuff, what exactly does it mean to be taken out of 

ǘƛƳŜΚέ 

!ǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴ ŀ ōǊƻƻŘƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪΦ άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƻƴΩǘΣέ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŘŀǊƪƭȅΦ άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ ǳƴŦŀƛǊ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜΦ IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛǘ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǿƛƭƭΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ has removed me from events that have already occurred. What is for me the future is 

ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ Ǉŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜΚ CǳǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉŀǎǘ 

would become relative and extremely ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘŜǊƳǎΦέ 

άbƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜ ǎǘǊŜŀƳǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ 

ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŀƭƛŜƴŀōƭŜ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎȅƴŎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΚέ 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ǎƛƳǇƭȅΦέ 
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¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎǊȅǇǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǊǳŘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣ 

trying to reconcile the things he had said with a reality she was familiar with, but she just ended up 

annoying herself yet more by trying to make sense of the nonsense he had spouted. 

¢ƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƳƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǎƻǳǊŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǿ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

the Doctor what exactly it was that his adversary knew and how his plan had turned ƻǳǘΦ Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

gone as he had wanted it to because here was the Doctor running around free. But he had looked 

surprised when he had found the Master waiting for him in the Tardis. Had he regenerated? The 

thought did not appeal to him very much. He liked his current regeneration and if he had been forced to 

ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘΦ {ǳǊŜƭȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘŜŀŘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ƘŀŘ ŎƭǳƴƎ 

on to life when it was almost no longer worth holding on to. No, he had far too much faith in his will to 

survive to believe such a thing. 

As they wandered, both absorbed in their own musings, they barely noticed when they left behind the 

forest for an open field.  They continued to walk, the sun in its purple sky shining cheerfully down on 

them as the long bluish green grass waved gently around them, bending in the breeze. 

Eventually they came upon a river and saw, sitting on the shore at a bend in the stream, a large silver 

capsule. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ ά/ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΚέ 

άvǳƛǘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άhƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦέ 

The capsule was about the size of a garbage truck and the streaky burn marks on the side told that it had 

ƴƻǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŎǊŀshed, though, as the hull and super-structure 

were largely intact. 

They could find no door on it anywhere and nothing more than a few small exhaust ports on one side of 

the craft. There were no seams in the plating at all except in the places where additional sheets of metal 

were riveted on top of previously burned sections. The Master felt all along the sides for any invisible 

recesses that might be hiding a door switch, but in vain. Just as he began to consider the possibility of 

putting together an explosive device from the materials available, they both heard a small thump from 

the other side of the craft. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǳƴǘŀǊƛƭȅ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ 

The Master did not answer but quietly walked around the outside of the craft so he could see where the 

noise had come from. 

There on the ground was what looked like a huge, fat, chrome-plated millipede almost three feet in 

length. 

ά/ȅōŜǊƳŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦŜŀǊ ŎƻƭƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άLŦ ǘƘƛǎ is here, that 

ƳŜŀƴǎ Φ Φ Φέ 
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άIŀƭǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ .ƻǘƘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǎǇǳƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŦƛǾŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǊƻōƻǘǎΣ ŀƭƭ 

humanoid, standing there aiming heavy wrists full of armaments at them. The tell-tale black tear shape 

on their robotic eyes bŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ƴƻ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻƴŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜǘǊŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǳǇƎǊŀŘŜŘΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ŘŀƭŜƪΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΣ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƴƻŎǳƭŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƭook at him. His fear was waning, 

his anger rising and the look in his eyes continued to scare her. 

ά5ŀƭŜƪǎ ŀǊŜ Ƴǳǘŀƴǘ ŀōƻƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ōŜƴǘ ƻƴ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ōǳǘ ǇǳǊƎƛƴƎ it of all beings 

that are not DŀƭŜƪǎΦέ IŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƴƻŎǳƭŀǊǎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŎƛǘȅΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏƛǘȅ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΦέ 

She peeked over the jutting rock and squinted at the wreck, more remembering the faces of the broken 

people than actually seeing them. 

ά!ǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇŀŎƛŦƛǎǘǎΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇŀŎƛŦƛǎǘǎΦ DŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ 

from their whole genome. The idea was good in theory, maybe, but a serious problem in practice, 

especially where the Daleks are involved. They have no weaponsΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ōƛƎ ƻƴ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ but 

they have no means of defending themselves.έ 

άLǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 5aleks were herding a few of them off somewhere. What could they want with 

ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦέ IŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛnoculars back to her and began fishing in his 

pockets again. 

She looked out at the fallen city again, at the faces of the people. She saw a woman carrying a baby, a 

Dalek on her heels. She looked at it in fear and clutched her child close to her. Both she and the baby 

were covered in blood and ash. Cade was afraid that the way the childΩs limp arms hung away from its 

mother meant that it was already lost. A man in long white robes stood before one of the Daleks, his 

hands up and his palms facing out. He was speaking rapidly and staring directly at the DŀƭŜƪΩs eye stalk. 

The lights on the DŀƭŜƪΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ōƭǳŜ ōŜŀƳ ǎƘƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎƪ ǎƘŀǇŜŘ 

appendage. The beam hit the man and for an instant Cade could see his skeleton, his thick bones and 

skull darkening against his illuminated flesh like the negative of an x-ray. After only an instant the beam 

dispersed and the man fell down dead. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ȅŜƭǇŜŘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ a lurching sickness in the pit of her stomach. Her vision grew foggy and 

dizzy and for a moment she thought she might throw up. 

He looked up from a strange device he was piecing together from some odds and ends he had found in 

his pockets. His black rimmed glasses were once again perched on his nose. 



28 
 

She had no words for this, and when she tried to speak again she felt as if her throat was closing up. She 

was trying very hard to keep her composure but inside her head she was screaming. She had just seen a 

man murdered in cold blood and the black nausea in her stomach told her that iǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

the last atrocity sheΩŘ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 

A grim grin spread over his face and Cade felt herself grow sicker as he patted a hand on the jury-rigged 

machine and darted off in search of a way down into the valley.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

IŜŀǾȅ ƳŜǘŀƭ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŎƭŀƳǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ upper arms. The Cyberman 

who had spoken stepped past them and laid his metal palm on the side of the ship. Where there had 

been seamless metal a recess appeared and within it a door slid open to reveal the shipΩs interior, which 

was unadorned plate metal like the outside. 

Xander and the Master were manhandled through the door and shoved into a small holding cell about 

the size of a closet. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǇŀƴƛŎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ 

ǳǇƎǊŀŘŜ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘ ŘƻƻǊ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǿŀȅ ƻǳǊ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ, our thoughts, and everything that makes us individuals and they 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƳŜǘŀƭ ǎǳƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊȅ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƛƴ between 

the door and the frame but with no luck. He tried several more times and with each failure he grew 

angrier.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ L ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΗέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǇŜǘǳƭŀƴǘƭȅ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŦŜŀǊΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ 

what a waste to be turned into a Cyberman. A waste of my power and my geniǳǎΗέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀƳƴ ƎŜƴƛǳǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΗέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŦŜŀǊ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀƴƎǊȅ 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΗέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳŀŘ ŘƻƎΣ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƎƴŀǎƘƛƴƎΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇǘǳƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ΨaŀǎǘŜǊΩ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻw 

what to do about a couple of CȅōŜǊƳŜƴΚέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ 

scornful as possible. Then she shut her mouth and prayed that it worked. 

His face changed and for a second he looked yet more enraged but then she saw the dawning of an idea 

in his eyes. Before she could ask him what it was, the door slid open again and outside of it stood two of 

the five cybermen. 

ά¦ǇƎǊŀŘƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜƎƛƴΣέ one of them said in iǘǎ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άtǊƻŎŜŜŘΦέ 
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Slowly the Master and Xander stepped out of the tiny storage room and were lead to the rear of the 

ship where there was what was ostensibly an operating table, though it was tilted at an angle of about 

fifty degrees ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƎƻΣ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎǳǊǾŜŘ ōŀǊ ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘǎΦ !ƴŘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŀǊŀǘǳǎ ƻŦ ƘƛƴƎŜŘ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŀǊƳǎ 

with various attachments, most of them resembling circular saws, curved blades, and other instruments 

of torture. 

To her horror, two of the Cybermen took Xander by the arms and hauled her unfeelingly up onto the 

ǘŀōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŦŀǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǿǊƛǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƪƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǉǳƛǊƳΦ 

άaŀǎǘŜǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗέ 

άL ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ Ŏƻƻƭƭȅ and turned to the Cyberman behind him. 

ά/ȅōŜǊƭŜŀŘŜǊΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ŀƳ /ȅōŜǊƭŜŀŘŜǊΣέ ƛǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

άDƻƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘƭȅΦ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇŜndulum which he 

ǎǿǳƴƎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƭŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ ǎǘŜŜƭ ŦŀŎŜΦ άhƘΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇŜƴŘǳƭǳƳ 

swinging away here. Loop." 

The Cyberman made a sound like an old VCR rewinding a tape. It lasted about a second and a half and 

then there was a clicking noise and it started again. On the third repetition, the other four Cybermen 

joined in, exactly in time. 

With the Cybermen thus distracted, the Master made for the control panel. He began madly pressing 

buttons and sparks began to shower from some of the equipment. The restraints holding Xander 

snapped open and she jumped off the table as if it were on fire. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȅŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ 

άhƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƳŜǘŀƭ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΦ IŜ ǉuickly fitted 

ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƳŀƎƴŜǘ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƭŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ 

άbƻǿ ǊǳƴΗέ 

·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘǿƛŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ship and out along the river. They had been running for a little less than a minute when the concussion 

from a large explosion threw them off their feet and into the gravelly dirt of the riverside. 

·ŀƴŘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ Ǌǳƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ǎhip lying 

blasted on the riverbank. 

άL ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ IŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊŜŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŀƴŘƛǿƻǊƪΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳƴΦέ 

Xander stared at him in disbŜƭƛŜŦΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΦέ 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

The path the Doctor chose down into the valley was steep and with each step a small shower of loose 

dirt and pebbles would cascade down the side of the ravine. The going was slow and more than once 

Cade hesitated and looked out at the fallen city worriedly. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ /ŀŘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘΦ .ǊŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊǘΦέ 

She smiled and took his hand but hopped lightly around him, barely disturbing the pebbles under her 

feet. 

άL ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŀ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŀƴ 

L Ŏŀƴ ŎƻǳƴǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŘǊŀǿƴ ƻǳǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅ ǘƻ 

ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǎƛǘŜΦ άL ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎ Řƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΦ άLŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜ ŜƴǎƭŀǾŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƭŜǎǎŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎǎ ƳƻǊŜ 

suited to manual labor. OtƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜ ŜȄǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘŜŘΦέ 

ά[ƛƪŜ ƛƴǎŜŎǘǎΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ōǳƎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǊ 

ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΦ LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ 5ŀƭŜƪǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŜȄǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘŜŘΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ 

ά²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ down there and slip in unnoticed so we can see what the Daleks are up to. Once I 

ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΚ Wǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅΚέ 

ά¸ŜǇΦέ 

ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ǇƭŀƴΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 

They started moving again, this time with Cade in the lead. As he followed her, he had a moment of self-

reflection. 

άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ ! ƭƛŦŜǎǘȅƭŜΦ CƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ 

Stumbling into situations like thiǎ ŀƴŘ ΨŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǿŀȅΩ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ hǊ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ IŜ ǿŀǎ 

quiet the rest of the way down to the grassy floor of the valley and, though Cade could not see his face, 

she imagined he was ruminating over his own words. She let him be. 

They made their way down to the bottom of the valley without incident and hurried along a riverbank 

towards the fallen city, hiding themselves in the trees that grew thick on the edge of the water. They 
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came upon it before too long and now, because they were so much closer, they could actually hear the 

roaring of the fires that burned the sparkling towers and the halting electronic sound of the Daleks 

ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŜŀǊǎ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǳǎŜŀǘƛƴƎƭȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ 

ŎƘƻǊǳǎ ƻŦ ά9ȄǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘŜέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜǊŎƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ŀǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ǎƘƻǘ 

down a small group of people who they deemed to be too wounded to be of use. 

/ŀŘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ άBrave 

ƘŜŀǊǘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

He squeezed her hand and they both took a breath before they ran out and lost themselves in the 

stumbling deathmarch of injured Cynari as they were ushered away from their ruined city to whatever 

the Daleks had in store for them. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Xander examined the little cuts on the heel of her right hand, flicking away the pointed bits of gravel 

that had made them. As she watched a drop of blood well up in the deepest of the cuts, she noticed her 

hand was shaking. For the first time since she stepped out of the doors of the Tardis, she really let it sink 

in that she was not on Earth. Three moons and furry trees were one thing but now she could feel just 

how alien this world really was. {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴ ŎǊŀǿƭƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛon she got each 

ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀƛǊ ƻǊ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǎǳƴƭƛƎƘǘ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ 

had been here, she had been captured by robots and nearly made into one of them then thrown onto 

the ground by the concussive force of the bomb that had blown up the robots. Robots! They belonged in 

the science fiction films that she and Cade liked to mock, not in real, skin-crawling, head-pounding, 

stomach-lurching life. 

She looked up and saw that the Master had already started sauntering along the bank of the river. She 

quickened her step to catch up with him. She thought about thanking him for saving her ς he could have 

just taken off and left her to die or be made metallic ς ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳ 

and she found the thought of humbling herself to him was quite distasteful. 

άbƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭŀȊȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ άL ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜǎŎǳŜŘ 

ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΦέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀŘŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƭŀƴǘ Ƴȅ 

ōǊŀƛƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦέ 

ά{ǳǎǇŜƴǎŜΣ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ ¢ŜƴǎƛƻƴΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴȅ ŦǳƴΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ are a psychoΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ 

άaŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ caught off guard at the sudden turn of the conversationΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ L ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ŎǊŀȊȅΚέ 
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άCƻǊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜǊǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊΣ ŀǘ ōŜǎǘΣ ŘŀŦǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ōƻȄΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

elected to follow a man you do not know and most certainly do not trust into the woods of a strange 

planet, never stopping to consider the fact that you know nothing about what he is capable of and that 

there would be very little you could do to save yourself from him, to say nothing of the strange beasts 

that may live in ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΦέ 

She reddened, getting angrier because she knew he was right. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΚέ she asked, attempting to direct the subject of conversation away from 

the question of her mental state. 

άhƘΣ ŀƭƭ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ōŜŀǎǘƛŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ōƛǊŘ-ƭƛȊŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛǾŜǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ŘƛΩƳƻƪΣ 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜǎ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ǘƻ Ψǎƻǳƭ ŜŀǘŜǊΦΩ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ōƛǊŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǊƛƳƻǊƛƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎǳǊǾŜŘ ōŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ŀ 

ǘǊǳŎƪ ǘƛǊŜΦ hƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǘƛƎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ǊŀǎΩŎƘŀΣ ƻǊ ΨaƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ IŜƭƭΦΩ IŜΩŘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƭƛŎƪ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƭŀǿΦέ 

ά²ŀƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΚ [ƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻΚέ 

άL ŘƻΦέ 

ά[ƛŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǎǳƛǘǎ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŀƴŀǘƻƳȅΚέ  

She arched her eyebrow but ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ only have one 

heart. If you ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ {ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǎǳƭǘ ƳŜΦ IǳƳŀƴΚ bƻΦ L ŀƳ ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ[ƻǊŘΦ ! ƭƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ !ƴŘ ŀƳƻƴƎ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

ǇƘȅǎƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎuch bull. Redundant organs usually form with a purpose, however remote biologically. What 

could be the purpose of a second heart? Even someone as grand as a Time Lord, even The Master of the 

¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ fine. 

²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΚέ 

άL ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ Ƴȅ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ŎŜǊŜōǊǳƳ ƎŜǘǎ ŀƴ ŀƳǇƭŜ Ŧƭƻǿ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ 

He stopped, spun and opened his arms out wide. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘs ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ǇǊŀǘǘƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŎŜŀǎŜƭŜǎǎƭȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 

She stood still and stared at him. There was a look in his eyes, a sinister sort of pleasure in her squirming 

that put her off.  
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άbƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀōƭȅΦ άLΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ Ƴȅ ΨǇǊŀǘǘƭƛƴƎΦΩέ 

He pursed his lips shrewdly and shrugged before turning around and continuing along the river. 

ά{ƻΣ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ 

speak first, but the idea of the Cybermen crawling around the hotel like an infestation of ants freaked 

her out more that she wanted to admit. 

ά²ŀǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ DƻŘΣ ŘƛŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²ŀǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ 

who turned the hotel bosses into rƻōƻǘǎΚ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǎŜŜƳ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΦέ 

άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŦƭŀǘƭȅΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ǿƘƻ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ 

humans. The Cybermen would never do that. They have no sense of drama, no imagination. They 

wouldnΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ. They would have openly gone and took the hotel and converted it, not 

hidden themselves away and tried to slowly take over one person at a time. They are not very good at 

being subtle. So, no. There is a very different mind at work here from that of the Cyberleader. Bloody 

boring things, Cybermen. Cƻƻƭ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ŀ ƎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǇǎŎƻǘŎƘΦ !ǳǘƻƳŀǘƻƴǎΦέ He spat the word with such 

haughtiness that Xander decided to let the subject lie and they continued on in silence. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

  Cade stuck close by the Doctor as he wove his way in between the Cynari, ducking his head in the collar 

of his brown duster any time the Daleks seemed to be looking his way. He was moving quickly but, even 

though he was a fairly tall man, the Amazonian height of Cynari ς even bent and broken as they were ς 

seemed ǘƻ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪΩǎ  ǎŎŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŜȅŜ-stalks. 

He was moving with a purpose and eventually found his way to a Cynari woman who was tall even by 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ŀ ƴǳƴΩǎ habit though it was made of a sparkly 

white fabric and allowed her flowing fire red hair to show beneath. 

άaŀǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǊǳŘƎŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ 

ά²Ƙƻ ǎǇŜŀƪǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŦƻƎƎȅ ƻƭŘ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΦ ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǿŀǊƳƭȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǎǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƎŀǎƘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƻȊƛƴƎ ŘŀǊƪ ōƭƻƻŘΦ ά.ǳǘ Doctor, you look exactly as you did when I was a 

ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΦ IƻǿΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǎŎŜƴŘ ǘƻ aŀǘǊƛŀǊŎƘ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ !ȊƭŀΦ 

aǳŎƘ ǘƻƻ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ǊŀƴƪǎΦέ 



34 
 

ά{ŀŘƭȅ Ǉeace has not smiled on my time as Matriarch. For all my perception, I did not think the Daleks 

would ever descend upon us. What is to be gained by shooting down a weaponless city which offended 

ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŘǎ ƴƻ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎƛŎ ǾŀƭǳŜΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀƴȅƻƴ ǿŀƭƭ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ !Ȋƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

gesturing ahead of them with a bruised, sooty hand. Cade noticed then that Azla had tucked her other 

hand in close to her body and that her wrist seemed to be resting at an odd angle. There was dark blood 

there ǘƻƻΣ ǎŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŎǊŀŘƭŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƎŀǳȊȅ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǊƻōŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǿŜŀƪŜƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

Though her face was full of despair and quiet, there was hope and strength and there was no fear. 

ά5ƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŘƛƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜȄŎŀǾŀǘŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

feeling it was something to do with the reaǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳ ŦŀƭƭΦ ²Ŝ ǎŜƴŘ a few hoppers out to 

ǊŜƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ 5ŀƭŜƪ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

ά5ƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !Ȋƭŀ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ƘŜŀǊ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇǎ ŎǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘΦ 5ƻ 

ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘǎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŘƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ŦǳǊǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǊŜŀŘŀōƭŜΦ ά!ƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά²ƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΦ 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦέ 

He let the statement hang in the air as they continued along silently. They walked for something like a 

mile into the deepening ravine, watching as the walls grew steeper and taller around them until they 

walked in shadow on the floor of a deep canyon. 

Ahead of them was a small stand of trees which grew in a splash of sunlight that reached the canyon 

floor via a slice out of one of the canyon walls. They entered it, the Dalek guards who had been flanking 

them moving forward to follow a flat path through the woods. 

! ǿƘƛǘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ǇŜǊƛǇƘŜǊŀƭ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

seen it straight on. She silently prayed that no one else had noticed it and that it would run away, but 

her heart sank like a stone as it flashed by again she watched as one of the Daleks noticed it as well. 

ά¦ƴƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎΣέ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪ, its voice like electrical gravel. 
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ά9ȄǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘŜΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎ ƘŀŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻǊǳǎ ƻŦ ά9ȄǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘŜΗέ 

άbƻΗέ /ŀŘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŀƭ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƘŜǊ 

back. 

Blue beams streamed into the woods with an ear-splitting wail. The first few missed and Cade had hope 

for a moment that the unicorn might escape. But the animal was frightened out of its wits and, now that 

the Daleks had backed it against the canyon wall, it had no other choice but to run at its attackers, horn 

lowered like the lance of a jouster. It was no match for the Daleks. It shrieked when it was hit, a sound 

so full of horror that it made Cade want to vomit, and it hit the ground heavily, dead. 

Cade screamed again, angry tears streaming down her face, and the rational part of her brain no longer 

ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŎƭŀǿŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ to break free and get to the Daleks but he held 

fast. 

!Ȋƭŀ ƭŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘŜŀǾȅΣ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛs nothing you can do for it 

ƴƻǿΣ ŘŜŀǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

/ŀŘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŎŀƭƳƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ !ȊƭŀΩǎ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻǳŎƘ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻ 

away. Something had snapped inside her, and the old Matriarch stood no chance against the force of it. 

The Daleks had not needed to kill that animal, just as they had not needed to bring down the city and kill 

the Cynari. Cade wanted to tear them apart with her bare hands. She wanted to kill them all so badly 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƘǊƻōōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǘ angry tears from rolling down her dusty cheeks. 

All around her she could feel anger and hatred filling the air like a poison gas and she clenched her fists 

until her nails cut into her soft palms and she breathed the poison in deep. Her vision went red and she 

could feel her ragged breath, full of blood and rage, cutting her throat as she drew it in and out. She 

could see nothing, hear nothing, feel nothing but rage. 

ά/ŀŘŜΗέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƪƴƛŦŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ /ŀŘŜΗ .Ŝ ǎtronger than 

ǘƘƛǎΗ /ƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΗέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƴƎŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ 

his hands on her face, cool against her skin, and she could feel his mind reaching through the anger, 

trying to pull her free. He parted the red poison atmosphere and made a path for her to follow. 

When her vision cleared, she found herself kneeling on the ground with the Doctor in front of her. A 

trickle of blood was flowing from her nose and she wiped it away with the back of her shaking hand. 

Beyond the Doctor now she could see that some of the Cynari had gone berserk. They were piled on the 

Daleks, hitting the metal exoskeletons with rocks or with fists. Some of them were shot and fell 

backwards, electrified, and hit the ground with a sick heavy sound like the unicorn had. But they were so 

many and so frenzied that the four Daleks could not stand against them. The Daleks shrieked ς a sound 

not unlike the one made by the creature they had slaughtered ς as the Cynari swarmed them and 

cracked them open and destroyed themΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀƭƭ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

blinked as they tore the Daleks apart. 
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The Cynari who had not gone mad had all huddled in a crowd behind Azla, shrieking in fear and despair, 

ŀ ōŀƴǎƘŜŜΩǎ ŎƘƻǊǳǎ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘ and horror. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΗέ !Ȋƭŀ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŀǊƳǎ ƻǳǘǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ Ǿŀƛƴƭȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŀƎŜ-ōƭƛƴŘŜŘ /ȅƴŀǊƛΦ ά{ǘƻǇ 

ǘƘƛǎΗ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΗέ IŜǊ ǇƭŜŀǎ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ŘŜŀŦ ŜŀǊǎΦ 

After a short while ς when all four Daleks were well and truly dead - the mad CynariΩǎ ŦǊŜƴȊƛŜŘ 

movements began to slow, like limbs underwater, but their rage did not diminish. Cade could still feel it 

washing over her, burning her eyes and fingertips and the angry cuts on her palms but now that she 

knew what it was she could resist the tidal force that wanted to drag her down into a red rip current into 

waters from which she could never surface. 

¢ƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ōǳǊƴŜŘΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŀǊƪ ǊŜŘ ōƭƻƻŘ ǾŜǎǎŜƭǎ ǎǇƛŘŜǊǿŜōōƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊŜŜƴ 

irises. As those untouched by the rage watched, horror stuck, the blood began to stream from their 

eyes, pouring out like red tears and they fell, hollow, one by one to the ground and did not move again. 

Azla fell to her knees and began a wailing prayer, clear saline tears forming in her eyes as she watched 

the lost people dying before her. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ /ŀŘŜ ǇƭŜŘΣ ŎƘƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǳŦǘǎ ƻŦ thick ƎǊŀǎǎ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ άLǎƴΩǘ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ Φ Φ Φ Κέ 

άbƻΣ /ŀŘŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻǎŜ Ŏƻƴtrol of their anger. 

[ƛƪŜ ōŜŜǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŀƎŜ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ȊƭŀΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΦ 

άThere was so much death in the Time Before. We wanted to live peacefully so that none of us would 

have to die in this way.έ 

ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ remove rage from your genetics?έ 

ά²Ŝ ǘǊƛŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎΦ ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŀǎ 

inhibit it. And that is enough for us most of the time. It is like having a bowl in the rain. Things that 

would anger us collect harmlessly within us. With time, they evaporate. But today has been a downpour 

and the slaughter of a sacred animal was the drop that made Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǾŜǊŦƭƻǿΦέ 

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ Φ Φ Φ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎŜǊ L ŦŜƭǘΣ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŀƴ ŜƳǇŀǘƘƛŎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƻ ŀƴȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ Ƴǳst have felt your anger and opened 

ǳǇ ǘƘŜƛǊǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ȊƭŀΦ ά²Ŝ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴΣ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜŘΦέ 

/ŀŘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ !ȊƭŀΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ōƛǘ ƳǳŘŘƭŜŘΦ 

ά5ƛŘ L ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀsked, dreading the answer. 
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άbƻΣ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ȊƭŀΣ ƘŜǊ ǎƻŦǘ ƻƭŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǎƻǊǊƻǿ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƭŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ 

/ŀŘŜΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǊ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

ά!ȊƭŀΚέ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛ still huddled in groups. They clung to each other and cast frightened, 

ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊƛƴƎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ŘƻΚ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ {ŜǇƛΣ ǎǘŀȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜΦέ 

ά!ȊƭŀΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǊŜŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀǘǊƛŀǊŎƘΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǳǊƎŜƴŎȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά5ƻ 

ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŀǾƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǎƛǘŜΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά¢ŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΦ vǳƛŎƪ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚέ 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦέ !ƭƳƻǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ 

Cade turned to follow him but Azla held her back a moment. 

ά!ƭƭ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƴŜȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŀnd clear away some of 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ ά²Ŝ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ YŜŜǇ ǎŀŦŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ !ȊƭŀΦέ 

The tall matriarch then released her and began shepherding her people away in the direction of her 

escape route as Cade took off after the Doctor. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The river Xander and the Master followed led down into the foothills of a small mountain. The Master 

began bounding up the rocky terrain without so much as a word of explanation or a care for her opinion. 

This irked her more than it might usuaƭƭȅ Řƻ ŀƴŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

complaining, she had to make a comment. 

άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ŀ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ƻǊ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ 

change of pace after miles of hiking alonƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΚέ 

ά! ōƛǘ ǘŜǘŎƘȅΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǿŜΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭǳŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ ά.ŜƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘƛƎƘ ōƭƻƻŘ 

ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƭǎƻΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƻǿƴȅ ƭƛƴŜǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜ 

you look old before your tiƳŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŘŀƳƴ ǿŜƭƭ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦέ 

ά[ŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅΣέ ƘŜ ŎƘŀǎǘƛǎŜŘΣ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǇ Ƙƛǎ 

foot on the uneven ground. 
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άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻur non-sequiturs, your unwillingness to give a straight answer, and what seems to 

ōŜ ŀ Ŏƻƴǘƛƴǳŀƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉƛǎǎ ƳŜ ƻŦŦ ōȅ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘink you know about 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

His eyes burned and she was afraid of him in that moment but her fear passed and so did her anger. She 

felt she suddenly was able to put together some of the pieces she had been gathering. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴƻǿ L ŀƳ ƭƻǎǘ ƻƴ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǿƘƛŎƘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨƭƻǎǘΦΩ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ L also know that 

out of some moment of insanity I got myself stuck with a narcissistic megalomaniac whose insane drive 

to best an old rival is the exact thing that always trips him at the finish line every time he gets close 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǿƛƴΦ Iƻǿ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜŜƭ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻǎŜΚέ 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭy growling like a beast in contrast to her level, conversational tone. 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ fingernails, examining the dirt they had 

accumulated as the Master loomed over her. She looked back up at him. άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ Ƙŀǎ he 

ōŜŀǘŜƴ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘand.έ 

άhƘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ L understand? It was clear from the first that the two of you are adversaries of some sort. And 

ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƳƛƎƘǘȅ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎΣ LΩŘ ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘty high stakes rivalry. 

Planets in the balance and the like, ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅΦ !ƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ LΩŘ 

still bet that he got the better of you. Just as he always does. That must ōŜ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƴƎΦέ She smiled 

perversely and looked straight into his burning eyes, then walked around him and continued climbing. 

ά̧ ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǾƻƪƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άWǳǎǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ L ƎƛǾŜ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ L ƎŜǘΦέ 

άAnd eȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 

άhƴǿŀǊŘΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŎŀƭŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦέ 

ά²ǊƻƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ arrogance ŦƭƻƻŘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿŀȅΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΣ ŀ ōŜƴǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƳŀŘƴŜǎǎ, and an ego that would make a feudal lord 

look humble but also a preterƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΚέ {ƘŜ ƘƻǇǇŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

The Master waved his hand smugly and stepped aside to reveal an opening in the side of the mountain 

that definitely had not formed naturally. It looked as if it had been cut into the rock with very 

sophisticated equipment, making the opening a perfect rectangle. The walls just inside the opening also 

seemed to be plated with a refined metal of some sort, a glossy white color like the inside of some kind 

of institution. 
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ά¸ƻǳ had ǘƻ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ŎŀƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ, self-satisfaction 

filling his voice has he glared pointedly at her through half-lidded eyes. 

άCƛƴŜΣ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǿŜ should Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ƴƻǿΚέ 

άDƻ ōŀŎƪΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ ƻǊ ŦŀƪŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭΦ ά²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ 

back now! We have a duty to investigate and find out whether this truly is the source or if it is some 

unrelated complex structure cut into the mountains by someone other than the Flower Children who 

ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦέ IŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΦέ 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΗ Lƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǿŀƛǘ 

here if you choose ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ Řƻǿƴ ǎƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘǎŎŀǇŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƴƛƎƘǘŦŀƭƭΦέ 

He walked away, heading down the slight incline of the hallway that extended beyond the opening. 

Xander wanted to stay outside just to spite him but she felt utterly useless standing next to a rock and 

simply looking into the mysterious institution inside the mountain. After a moment she followed him. 

άCǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴŦǳǊƛŀǘƛƴƎƭȅ ǎƳǳƎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ŘƛƎƴƛŦȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ [ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŜŀƎŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

walked past him. 

They walked down the bare white hallway for some time before it leveled off and the hallway grew 

wider and began branching off. The further along they walked, the stranger and more unreadable the 

Master became, as if a pall had fallen over him and stifled even his arrogance. 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀȅ ƴƻǿΣ ƻƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎŀƎŜΚέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŘǊȅƭȅΦ 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ōǳǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜƳŀƴŀǘƛƴƎ 

from the walls themselves shining on the veiled expression on his face and leaving it still inscrutable. 

Xander began to think that there was something very wrong in this place and she felt her skin crawl as 

the sickened echoes of their footsteps bounced off the unnatural walls that suddenly felt very heavy and 

close. 

The Master began trying doors, flinging them open with a force that made Xander worry that he really 

was afraid of something in this complex. The first few he opened held nothing. Half of them even 

seemed to be unfinished, lacking the white covering that the inner walls had and showing the exposed 

rock that made up the mountain into which the halls were cut. A few of them had some equipment, 

computers and scanners and a lot of things Xander did not recognize at all. Most were just empty. 
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As they were leaving one of the empty rooms with a wall of exposed rock, they heard a strange 

crumbing sound and then a thud. The Master hurried back and threw the door open, prepared with a 

hard, suspicious expression. 

Inside the room, tumbled in a pile and covered with dirt and crumbled rock fragments, were the Doctor 

and Cade. A few feet above them, high on the raw stone part of the wall, was an opening that looked 

like it had a very sharp blade. The only flaws were the broken edges in the soft stone where, 

presumably, the pair had fallen through the hole to land on the unforgiving cement floor. 

ά/ŀŘŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ Xander. Her friend did not look terribly pleased as she righted herself and tried, somewhat 

ǾŀƛƴƭȅΣ ǘƻ ōǊǳǎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜȅ ǊƻŎƪ Řǳǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ŎŀƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƳƛƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƘƛƴƭȅ ǾŜƛƭŜŘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀs she discovered a 

ǊƛǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǾŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƛǘΦ άIŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ easy with his sonic 

ŎǳǘǘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŦƛǾŜ ŦŜŜǘ ǳǇΦέ 

Xander felt there was something odd about Cade. She diŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘ ƘŜǊ 

equilibrium or something. She noticed the Doctor also looking at Cade with some concern as he tried to 

hide behind shaking the dust out of his long coat. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŜΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ 

where is it we got in, anyway? You look like you came through the front door. Have you seen anything 

ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΣ ǎǳǇǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻŘŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǎhe could 

not seem to be rid of about the eerie corridors. 

¢ƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƻŘŘƭȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 

to this place, as if I had been here before though I feel I would remember if I had come to this 

ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 

The Doctor stood still and took that statement in for a moment. Then, not really being a man who 

enjoyed being stationary, brushed by the Master and Xander and out into the hall. 

Once there he stopped again and sniffed the air. He opened his mouth and breathed in, looking as if he 

ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ άIƳƳΣέ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΦ  

After a moment of this, him standing oblivious to the strange stares he was getting from even the 

Master, he appeared to the come to some conclusion. 

ά!ƭƭƻƴǎ-ȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōǊƛǎƪƭȅ ƻŦŦ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ 

ά[ƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƳŀƭƛŎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 

exhausted and there was a strange look in her eyes, as if a shadow hung over them. 
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They followed the Doctor onward down the hall. Though he had seemed to insinuate that he had never 

been in this facility before, he moved through the hallways and turnings as if he had designed the place 

himself. 

Finally he led them into a huge chamber with a high ceiling. The walls were lined with large specimen 

tanks clouded with condensation and on concentric counters and work spaces was a collection of 

devices like the ones Xander had seen in some of the storage rooms for which she could only imagine 

the purposes. 

The Doctor and the Master exchanged an uncomfortable knowing glance as the girls wandered out into 

the echoing room. 

Xander went directly to the first tier of scientific equipment. She looked into the eyepiece of something 

that resembled a microscope and, though she had a decent knowledge of biology, she could not make 

heads or tails of the organism waving about on the slide. It was like nothing she had ever seen before, 

changing shape and color as it moved in the tiny droplet underneath the lenses.  

Cade had moved off toward the tanks that lined the wall. Not really thinking what she might find, she 

used the undamaged left sleeve of her shirt to wipe away the condensation on the cold glass. She let out 

a little yelp when she saw what was inside. 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅΣ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴƪ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 

ά.ƭƛƳŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎked. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ {ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

The creature, a humanoid with a domed head rather like a potato and three-fingered hands like those of 

a chameleon, appeared to be dead and suspended in a bluish liquid. It had small, precise cuts on its 

chest and arms and it was naked, though there was nothing but flat skin where humanoid genitalia 

would presumably be.  

ά{ƻƴǘŀǊŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǘǳŘȅ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻŦŦ 

to the side of the ŦǊƻƴǘ ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻŦ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ŎƭƻƴŜ ǊŀŎŜΦέ 

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ŎƭƻƴƛƴƎ ƭŀōΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ 

ά{ƻƳŜƘƻǿ L Řƻǳōǘ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳƛŘƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛƻƴΦ 

He had moved on to the next tank and wiped away the mist to clear a view to the inside. This tank was 

larger than the first and stretched back deep into the wall and it was almost entirely full with a huge 

crustacean. It looked like a giant crab, empty beady eyes sitting on stalks in the blue fluid that made the 

red-brown shell of the crab look pale. 
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άaŀŎǊŀΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά!ƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƭŀǿΦ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎΦέ IŜ Ǌŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ƴŜȄǘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƛǘΦ ά!ǳǘƻƴΦέ IŜ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴƪΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎΦ ά.ƛǘ 

hard to tell with an auton, but there Řƻ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŎƛǎƛƻƴǎΦέ IŜ Ǌŀƴ ƻƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻŀǘ ŦƭŀǊƛƴƎ 

behind him. He found in the other tanks a pair of Cybermen, one missing his head, three Daleks with 

different parts of their casings pried off, a Zygon, a Slitheen, and an Ice warrior with surgical incisions in 

them as well. 

ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǇƻǎǘƘǳƳƻǳǎ ǎǳǊƎŜǊƛŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊǎ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 

ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜŘ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘΦ άLŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎ Φ Φ Φέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ did you think this was, Doctor?έ ǎaid a voice from the far side of the room. There 

stood a woman dressed in a long white lab coat which was left open in the front to reveal a dark red 

shirt with a gold pattern along the bottom, like a sari, and black pants with pretty yet businesslike boots 

peeking out from beneath the hem. She looked Indian, with dark hair and warm brown skin and a small 

diamond stud on the left side of her nose but her accent sounded more like English and her voice had a 

harshness hidden in its pleasant round sound. 

Both the Doctor and the Master stared at her unabashedly, looking at her as if she was a ghost. 

ά.ƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ 

ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ άǎƻ ǿƘȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΚέ 

The Master seemed to recover himself first and he sauntered towards her, only a slight tremor of 

uncertainty in his gait as he made his way across the room. 

άwŀƴƛΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ Iƻǿ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƭƛƳȅ ŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǊŜŦǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ 

ƘƛƳΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ŜȄƛƭŜΣ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ Φ Φ Φ Κέ 

asked the Doctor, his voice trailing off before he could finish his sentence.  

άhƘΣ ȅŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ƙǳǎƪȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳōŘǳŜŘ ŀƴƎŜǊΣ άǘƘŜ High Council called me back to fight their 

battles for them. Funny, the wanted me to perform the exact same experiments that I had been exiled 

for in order to help them with their war effort. Wonderfully hypocritical lot, the High Council, using their 

selective morals to praise something one day and censure it another. Well, I doƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ 

how I feel about the Council and, still more to the point, how I feel about working for someone other 

ǘƘŀƴ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜŘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ desertedΚέ he exclaimed. 

άActually I prefer to say that I declined working with an organization that would have ordered me to the 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǘŀƭŜƴǘǎΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ άIƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǇŀŎƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ŀŎŎŜǇǘƛƴƎ the unpalatable for the sake of self-preservation 
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disgusted me. I mean, ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦέ {ƘŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎƛǾŜƭȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

back into their arms even though he was one of the worst criminals to spring from our race since before 

the days of Rassilon. And all because they thought he could save them, that we could save them. 

5ƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜƴŘΦέ 

άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǊǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ 

άhƘΣ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊƛǎƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻŦ ǳǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻŦ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ 

ƘŜǊΦ άLƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƪŜǇǘ ōǳǎȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭƛŀƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƴ 

anniƘƛƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ǘƻ ǿƘƻƳ L ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ L ōŜƭƻƴƎΦέ 

¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜΚέ 

She did not answer but merely smiled and turned towards a large curtain at the back of the room, set 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ŎǳǊǾƛƴƎ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǎǇŜŎƛƳŜƴ ǘŀƴƪǎΦ {ƘŜ ȅŀƴƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴΩǎ ŎƻǊŘΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀǊǎƘ ǿƘƛǘŜ 

ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜΦέ 

ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΚέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ way to 

the place where the strange woman was standing. 

άThe Rani. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ŎŀŘŜƳȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά{ŎƛŜƴǘƛŦƛŎ ŜȄǇŜǊǘΣ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

propensity toward genetic manipulation and biochemical experimentation on living beings that the Time 

Lord High Council did not approve of. She was banished from home even before I was. She is right about 

ǘƘŜ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƛŘ ōŀƴƛǎƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǳƴǎƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

have to deal with them rather than actually making an eŦŦƻǊǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎƭȅƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭƴŜǎǎ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƴǳǊǘǳǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

ǘƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀǿŀȅΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ L ŀƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ŀƴ ǳǇǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴΦέ 

/ŀŘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇƻǳƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛΩǎ ǊŀƎŜ ƘŀŘ ƻǾŜǊǘŀƪŜƴ ƘŜǊΣ 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎ Ŧƛƭƭ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ hƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŎƪ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 

in her stomach, which had not yet been wrong, was warning her that she did not want to see what was 

beyond that curtain. 

!ƭƭ ŦƛǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǳǊ ΨƎǳŜǎǘǎΩΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ōƭƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǘ 

first, but when their eyes adjusted they could see down into a very sterile, white operating theatre. 

There was a steel table with instruments of every description neatly organized on its surface. There was, 

in addition to the extra-bright shine of the white luminescent walls, a very large adjustable lamp over 

the operating table, as well as a line of lights along the wall. But this alone would not have terrified 

them. It was the patient, the creature on the operating table that sent chills up their spines and made 

them want to run.   
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 ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ ŀǎƪed Xander, in a tone that was half fascination half horror. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΣέ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇŀǊǘǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏǳǘ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎǇŜŎƛƳŜƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴƪǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ōƻŘȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŀƭƭȅ ǎŎŀǾŜƴƎŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƭƻǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άL ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ 

of those creatures brought here and I used them. I manipulated DNA and grew the parts I wanted and 

ǇƛŜŎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ to meet her eyes, though the fire in his did not seem to 

ƛƴǘƛƳƛŘŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΦ άCǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀƎƛŎƪed it to life with some 

ǘƛƴŦƻƛƭ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƻƭǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΣ ǇŜǊ ǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ answered, enjoying infuriating him by evading his questions. 

ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΣ ǿŀǎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ 

back breathing somewhat laboriously. It was a massive thing, all hulking thick limbs and a barrel chest, 

probably about the size of a truck. One huge arm ending in a massive three-fingered hand lay still at its 

side while the other arm, the giant claw of the Macra, was propped up on a rolling instrument table 

which had been set beside the bed for just that purpose. The shell of a Macra also seemed to cover its 

shoulder and its chest like a suit of armor. Its head was round and hard looking, like that of a Sontaran 

but its color and skin were more like that of a Dalek, with the same wide, darting eyes and flapping 

tentacles as that creature. Its legs were simple looking, appearing to be something like those of a human 

only much larger. But the Doctor could see that the look of them was just a little too shiny and perfect 

and he could tell it was the semi-ǎƻƭƛŘƛŦƛŜŘ ΨŦƭŜǎƘΩ ƻŦ ŀƴ !ǳǘƻƴΦ Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ shape of its 

legs at will. Even if it had not been for all of the other dangerous parts it was made up of, this one 

feature would be enough to make this Chimera into a very frightening creature.  

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ŎȅōƻǊƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ was you at that hotel, 

converting people. You experimented on them to make sure that cyborg components could be retro-fit 

to a body before you tried it with this creature ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳƛƭǘΦ {ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

creature itself, just provide power to a positronic brain and a set of mechanized organs. But I never 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŎȅōŜǊƴŜǘƛŎǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 

ά9ŀŎƘ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƴŜǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ 

What regeneration are you on now? Nine, ten? My current regeneration brought an interest in robotics 

which, when combined with my abiding facility for genetic engineering and biochemistry resulted in my 

ƴŜǿŜǎǘ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΦ aȅ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎǘƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

άL ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΦ .ƻǘƘ 

the Doctor and the Master were focused on the Rani, but the two humans both noticed that the 
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Chimera was beginning to stir on its operating table. άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎΣ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜΣ ǘƘŜ 

ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜΦ {ƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ǎomething like this to stain 

Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ōǳƛƭǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƭȅ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ƘƛƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ 

άL ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƭƭ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜΣ 

its purpose is to ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΦέ 

The Master was quiet a moment, assessing the steely faced Rani and the Doctor. 

άL ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ wŀƴƛΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀŎŜŘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŀǎǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳƛƭǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ 

in the War you ran away from. But you know what happened, evŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ bƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ 

has happened between us, how could you want to destroy me now? Those of us in this room are the last 

of our kind. How could you wish ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƭƻƴŜΚ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ[ƻǊŘǎ 

and I cŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ŜƴƧƻȅŀōƭŜ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴΦέ 

ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǎΣέ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ΨyouΩΦέ 

ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΣέ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƪƛƴŘΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

you felt the need to meddle in every civilization you landed in and correct all the things you thought 

were wrong simply because you were a TimeLord and the might of TimeLord society made you right. 

And after they were all gone, you felt that you were responsible for superintending all the younger races 

because you were the last of a people who thought that imposing their own moral beliefs on other 

cultures was the right thing to do. You were so indoctrinated with the power of TimeLord society that 

you carried on as your own High Council even after they were all gone. And you used to think you were 

such a rebel, going against the TimeLord rule of noninterference. You were playing into their hands the 

whole time, and even though they are all dead now, you still play their game like a pawn. I will not feel 

such a blindly loyal burden when I am the last. I will be free of your meddling and so finally rid myself 

and the galaxy of the scourge of the TimeLords and their arrogant belief that they know what is best for 

everyone. I will be free. Free of my former failures and free of a moral code to which I never subscribed 

but which tried to change me into something I was not. I will be rid of the High Council just as once they 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊƭŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ 

over and manipulate them not morally but biologically with no regard for them. You consider yourself a 

higher form of life with the right to do what you wish with them because you are a TimeLord. How does 

that fall in with your little justification? How long have you been on this planet, concealing yourself from 

me and playing with the biochemistry of its people? You altered them so that they could not control 

their rageΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƳ ōǳǘ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

bring it all flooding back. You played with these people as if you were a god. How dare you do a thing 

like that and then set yourself to killing me because I meŘŘƭŜΚέ 
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άL ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L am like a god to them! When I showed up here they were an unruly lot 

of beasts, unable to keep their anger in check. I altered their biochemistry to allow them to live without 

killing one another every moment but I left them a reservoir as a reminder of what they had been 

without me. I made them the peaceful, artistic, kind people that you came to have an affection for on 

ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀǎǘ ǾƛǎƛǘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƘŀǊƛǘŀōƭŜ ƳŜŘŘƭƛƴƎ probably benefitted you in some way, too. Are you using the 

chemicals you extracted frƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǊŀƛƴǎΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜƛǊ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ Ǌŀƴ ŘŜŜǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǳǎŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜŘ ƛǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ 

feel anger they die from the power of itΦ Lǘ ŘǊŀƛƴǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

άLǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƧǳǎǘƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǊƛǾŜǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜŀǘǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ 

to stand up. 

The Doctor ignored her, so consumed was he in his confrontation with the Rani. ά!ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ƛǎ it that 

you hid yourself from me when I was here last? You seem to have made this your base of operations 

and you seem to know what happened when I was here before, so you must have been here. I should 

ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜƴǎŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ LΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ IƛƎƘ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ 

deserted during the war? I know things were confused back then, but they would not have thought you 

had died if ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΦ {ƻ Ƙƻǿ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƛƻƴΚέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƭƭȅ ǿƘƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜ ōǊƻŀŘŜƴƛƴƎΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ƻǳǘΦ IŜ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊΦέ 

άDid we get stuck in a definite aǊǘƛŎƭŜ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ άThe Doctor, the Master, the Rani, the 

Trickster. Does anyone out here not ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ΨǘƘŜΩ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΚέ 

ά9ƴƻǳƎƘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƭŀō ŎƻŀǘΦ άLǘΩǎ 

ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ Řƛŀƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛǘ ƘŀǊŘΦ !ǎ 

she did, the Chimera in the recessed operating theatre suddenly got a jolt of energy and jumped to its 

feel, its movements becoming fluid and easy and fast as it made for the stairs leading up to the room in 

which the TimeLords and the humans were currently standing. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ /ŀŘŜ ȅŜƭǇŜŘΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ȅŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ ά[ƻƻƪΗέ 

The Doctor spun about and saw the wŀƴƛΩǎ /himera barreling up the stairs on four thick legs, like those 

of an elephant. Underneath its Dalek tentacles was a large round mouth full of teeth that was bellowing 

out a sound he had never heard the like of before and he did not stop to think what being the Rani had 
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stolen that feature from as he herded Cade and Xander behind him and frantically tried to work out 

what to do. 

άIŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƻǊ ƛƴŎŀǇŀŎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƳŜŀƴǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀŦŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ 

knowledge that she ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΦ άL ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ǊŜƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛǾŜ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǘŀǘŜŘ 

genes of its body so physical damage will mean almost nothing and the mechanoid parts are shielded 

ŦǊƻƳ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƳŀƎƴŜǘƛŎ ǇǳƭǎŜǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

The creature loomed but held still casting its huge shadow over its four prospective victims and waited 

for its next order. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ȅƻǳΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛΩǎ 5b! ƛƴ 

its generation and a lot of their brain chemistry. If I let this creature become enraged all the Cynari on 

this planet will be empathically linked with it and they will not be able to stop themselves from sharing 

ǘƘŜ ǊŀƎŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ, I will let it happen and 

you will have caused the death of an entire civilization. Do you really want that on your conscience yet 

ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƛǘΦ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǿƻ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 

to do wiǘƘ ǘƘŜ IƛƎƘ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭ ƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

She thought for a moment, glancing at the girls and considering them. άLΩƭƭ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

άIƻǿ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƻŘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ for buying me off your ŦŀǘŜΣ ǘƻƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ōƛǘǘŜǊƭȅΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ōŜƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǇŀǘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎŜǘ ƻƴ ōŜƛƴƎ 

the last of the TimeLords, and you did come back into the fold during the Time War so youΩǊŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀ 

traitor to her ideas as I am. Even though you did run off in the end as well.έ 

άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ Still, you could have tried.έ 

άLΩƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ IŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƻŦŦΣ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘǎ ƛƴ 

their eyes with a stern look and a short shake of his head. Once they were safely standing behind the 

wŀƴƛΣ ƘŜ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Řƻ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƴƻǘ ƻƴ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊǊȅ ŀ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΦ !ǘ ŀƭƭΦ {ƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

are a bit strange to me, sort of Thunderdome battle of brawn kind of thing. Not really my area of 

expertiseΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳŦŦƛŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƻƭƭȅΦ άLǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ƛƴ 

ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΦέ 

The Master inched closer to the Doctor. 
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ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŜŀǊΦ 

ά¢Ǌȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ōƛǘΦέ 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άhƘ ǎǳǊŜΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 

The Rani hit her little remote control and the Chimera began to barrel towards them. 

άwǳƴΗέ 

They ran in different directions and for a moment the Chimera looked confused as to which to follow 

but the Rani just calmly flipped a switch and the creature turned and followed after the Master. 

ά²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ Ƴe?Ηέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ but no answer was offered him.  

The Doctor stopped running and watched as the Chimera easily caught the Master up and swiped at him 

with the giant Macra claw that was its left arm. The Master jumped aside, barely avoiding the snapping 

claw and fumbled in his jacket pockets for something. After a moment he produced his laser screwdriver 

and turned it on the Chimera. He sliced ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ƎŀǎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ 

back, its three-fingered hand pressed up against the cauterized wound. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ do ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊΚέ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ  

άIƛƎƘ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛǘȅ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛn his hand and turning to look smugly up at 

the roaring beast before him. But the unnatural sound issuing from its frightening mouth subsided after 

a moment and, when it moved its giant hand, there was no wound beneath. Its flesh had regenerated 

and there was not even a mark left from where the laser had cut deep into its shoulder. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ 

The Chimera swung its claw across one of the concentric tables, scattering microscopes and scientific 

equipment across the floor. It reached out and grabbed the Master with its Sontaran hand before he 

could get out of reach and it threw him. He landed hard on his back and slid backwards until his head 

ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊƛŎ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘ ǘŀōƭŜǎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ move for a few moments. 

·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ /ŀŘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀǎƛŘŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ 

running toward the Master. The Doctor, too, was running towards the Chimera and the other TimeLord, 

who was lying motionless on the floor. 
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ά²ŀƛǘΗέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘȅ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ 

answered him and for a minute the whole scene swam before his eyes. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The Doctor felt a strange shifting, a dissociation, and then found himself in a misty, grayish non-space. 

The air ς or, technically, the lack thereof ς tasted of bitter nothingness and the Doctor looked around for 

the resident of this little patch of non-existence. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǘƛŎ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ƴƻre of a hissing absence of sound than anything else. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ ŀƭƭȅΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ Ƙas 

ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ƎƻŀƭΦέ 

ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎǳŜǎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ άȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǘƻƻΚέ 

He laughed, a sound like dead leaves crushed underfoot. The mist swirled and a tall figure clad in a long 

dark robe stood before the Doctor, his face hidden in the shadow of his heavy black hood.  

άbƻǘ Φ Φ Φ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ 

laboratory, instruments all thrown about and the hulking Chimera standing in the middle of it. The 

Master was thrown off to the side and Xander and Cade were running towards the fray as the Rani stood 

placidly operating the little remote control. It was just as it had been when he had been whisked off, 

ƻƴƭȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦ Lǘ was like a still photograph of what he 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ  ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛǾŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 

in your present, but it will be at the expense of everyone ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦέ 

άhǊΚέ 

άhǊ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ōƻǊƴΦέ 

ά¢ƻ ƴƻǘ ōŜ bornΚ ¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜǊŀǎŜ Ƴȅ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΦέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ {ŀǊŀƘ WŀƴŜΦέ 

ά{ŀǊŀƘ WŀƴŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΚέ 

άbƻǿ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛme to question me on such a subject. You must make your choice. Besides, if you 

ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƴŜƎŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ Řƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ {ŀǊŀƘ WŀƴŜΦέ 
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ά¸ŜǎΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ƛŦ L ŀƳ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘΚ L ƘŀǾŜ ōeen around for 

ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ Iƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ƳŜΚέ 

ά!ǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƭƛƴŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀŘƧǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ȅƻǳ 

out. Events will unfold as if you had never been involved. And there wiƭƭ ōŜ /ƘŀƻǎΦέ 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

first learned about me? Why waste time and ally yourself with the Rani and draw me here into this fight 

ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΚέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŀƳ ƛƴŎƻǊǇƻǊŜŀƭΦ L ŦŜŜŘ ƻƴ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ōǳǘ L ŀƳ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀŎǘ 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōǎǘǊŀŎǘΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜŘƛŎŀƳŜƴǘ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

are like the path of destruction left by a boulder that has not yet rolled down the hill. But how were you 

created? How is something like you even fashioned? And you have to go around pulling people out of 

dangerous situations and making them choose, and the potential energy of the choice not made fuels 

ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩǾŜ Ǌǳƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ aǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƛǘ 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ōŜŜǘƭŜΦέ 

ά{ƛƭŜƴŎŜΗέ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƘƻƻǎŜΗέ 

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘhe Doctor, feeling his excitement fade and his mood sink again. ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ L ǘǳǊƴ 

over my life, decide to accept your proposal to have never been born, you get all of my potential energy. 

Everything I would have done is negated and all of that chaos and power goes directly to you.έ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊΣ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎŀƭƛǾŀǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀΦ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƛƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ǳƴŘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƴǎŦŜǊ 

would be more than enough to make you corporeal and take you out of this abstract non-existence 

foreverΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ ƭŀōΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ 

ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōƻǊƴΚέ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎter to this planet in 

your Tardis. The Rani came here because she needed a place to hide from you while she made all of 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŀǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƭŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L 

have helped during my life up to their own devices? Many of them will suffer huge disasters without me 



51 
 

there. The Earth! The Earth will be destroyed in the Nineteen Eighties by Cybermen and Mondas or by 

ǘƘŜ 5ŀƭŜƪ LƴǾŀǎƛƻƴΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘhere first. Either way, the Earth 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜƭŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǎŜƭŦ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 

only planet to suffer from my absence, and I have to think of that while I make this decision. It is not 

only my life in ǘƘŜ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜ ōǳǘ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ LΩǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

and to have that all undone carries more consequences than even I can think of right now.έ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŀǾŜŘ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘΦ The places that the Master 

destroyed or did harm to simply because he was trying to get to you. The places that fell apart in the 

wake of your interference. The people the Rani has destroyed in her pursuit of you. And the victims of 

countless others of the enemies you have made over the course of your life. They would be saved by 

your never having been born. Whereas this planet is sure to die a complete and horrifying death should 

you choose to live through your current predicament. Not to mention the Master and your Human 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ 

άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŦƭŀǎƘƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

his eyes. There had been so many, so many good people who had died despite all his good intentions. 

And there had been so many planets that suffered because of him. IŜ ƘŀŘ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ 

lives throughout his existence but the fact that he had meant no harm was now of no consolation to 

him. All those wrongs could be undone if he agreed to let the Trickster remove him from time. But 

would the good and evil he had done all balance out when he was no longer part of the history of the 

universe? άWhat about the people I did save? What about the Earth and the Ood ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅou were never born, no one like you will be born to fill the 

place you left. You think yourself so unique that another with your ideas could never be created.έ 

IŜ ŘŜŦƭŀǘŜŘ ȅŜǘ ƳƻǊŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ Ƴŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ ōŜ ǎƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦŦ ǿƛthout 

ƳŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōƻǊƴΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀ ǊŜƳƴŀƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŜƴŜǊƎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ 

change shape under your absence and be powerless to effect any changes to its new courǎŜΦέ 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜΚέ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ǳƴŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀƭǘŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ-stream, but you would 

ōŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΦέ 

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 5ƻ ƛǘΦ wŜƳƻǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Cade felt her headache worsen severely and a piercing blue light seemed to flash over everything. She 

stumbled and fell to her knees, for a moment forgetting where she was and what she was doing. When 

she looked up, she could see that Xander was feeling the same thing, her fingers pressed against her 

temples and her eyes tight shut. 
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¢ƘŜ wŀƴƛ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǎ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǿŀǇ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭƭȅ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƭŀō ƛǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀƭ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ ƛǎ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ but so are my inventions. No 

doubt you are feeling some confusion just now. That will pass and your mind will compensate. It is 

currently trying to hold two time-ǎǘǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘƻƳƛƴŀƴǘΦ DƛǾŜ ƛǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΚέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛƎ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƛƴto her brain. Far 

across the room behind her, beyond the Chimera standing still, Cade could see the Master roll over and 

clutch his head as well, though whether it was from the same thing she and Xander were suffering or 

because he had been thrown back agaƛƴǎǘ ŀ ƳŜǘŀƭ ǘŀōƭŜ ƭŜƎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ Lƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŎŀǎŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

relief to see that he was alive. 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ŀǎ ǿŜ 

know it in ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƴŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀŘŜΦ άIŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƛƴŜ-hundred 

ȅŜŀǊǎΤ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƳŜǎǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳe-space continuum or 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƭŜȄƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŎƻƴŘŜǎŎŜƴŘƛƴƎƭȅΦ άLǘ Ŏŀƴ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŎƻƳǇŜƴǎŀǘŜ 

ŦƻǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ŀƴŘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ Ƙŀǎ 

to account for, tƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǊŜŎŜǇǘŀŎƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƻǎΦέ 

Almost as if on cue, there was a loud crack that split the air and filled the room with the smell of ozone. 

A black gash appeared, dark electricity sparking all around it. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻǿΦέ 

Inside of the black gash they could all see a figure beginning to form, all thick black clothes and a hooded 

face. Long white fingers clasped and unclasped each other as the form grew more solid. 

άwŀƴƛΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜΚΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά²ƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ that power and 

ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŜƴŜǊƎȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƻŘΗ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǎǳƭǘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŀƳ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀƭ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΦ L 

can contain him here while the bulk of the chaos passes. He will catch only enough to manifest and no 

ƳƻǊŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǿƛƴŘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǎƘΣ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴǘΦ άhƴŎŜ ƘŜ Ƴŀƴifests, 

his powers are no longer abstract. He will no longer require your agreement to make changes. He could 

ŜǊŀǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΗέ 
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¢ƘŜ wŀƴƛ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōǳǘ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴƭȅ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΩǎ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƧǳŘƎƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

gash widened and shŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƭŜŀŦ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 

/ŀŘŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ǘƛƳŜƭƛƴŜǎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ 

into her head, one with and one without the Doctor. She had somehow compartmentalized them 

because her mind could find no way to reconcile them with one another. But she had a feeling that this 

was no longer the cause of her pain. 

ά·ŀƴŘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻǳŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ 

Xander glanced at Cade and then back at the Time Lords and the widening black slice in the air, then 

quickly made her way over to Cade. 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŘƛƴΦ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘǳǊǘΚέ 

·ŀƴŘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ /ŀŘŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘat you want to know? With something about to 

manifest and gale force winds inŘƻƻǊǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜΚέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άbƻΦ L ŘƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōǊŀƛƴ-freeze, but it was over in a minute or two. Why?έ 

Cade did not reply but glanced pointedly at the Rani. Her head was throbbing now and ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

make herself speak but she had a plan. Xander nodded, hoping Cade had not lost her mind.  

Cade could feel anger welling up like a sea around her mind, strong enough almost to wash her away. 

But she held on to the control that the Doctor had lent her and waded in. Thousands upon thousands of 

Cynari were now living in a world where they had never been reconditioned to live without rage, and 

they were so full of it now they were practically bursting. And Cade, who had once been allowed contact 

with their minds had never been shut out and was left swimming in red new anger that made her head 

ache so painfully she had trouble thinking. But she kept the Doctor in her mind and she knew, somehow, 

that if she could make herself channel it she could save him, bring him back and heal the wounds dealt 

to time by his absence. 

There was blood in her head, so much blood rushing up that she felt like her skin could not hold her in. 

She screamed and the sound reverberated so painfully in her head that she collapsed onto her knees. 

But she could feel it now, the partially digitized mind of the Chimera. Part of its brain was a computer, 

but part of it was organic and it was based on the Cynari brain and so full of their brain chemistry that it 

ǿŀǎ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ŦƻƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǊŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

outside the compound, but she opened herself, and all those Cynari, up to the Chimera and flooded its 

brain with rage. And then she let it go. 

{ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΩǎ ǇǊŜǘŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŘƛǎǎƻŎƛŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ 

had showed her last time. She reached up and touched her face, watching her hand almost as if it was 
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not a part of her, and felt the blood that was streaming from her nose. The Rani was yelling and the 

Chimera continued to scream and change the shape of its legs at random as it thrashed its huge arms 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ŦƭȅƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƴƻƛǎŜǎ ǎƻǳƴŘed almost muted 

as Cade clung to consciousness. 

Now Xander saw her opening. The Rani was standing in front of her, fumbling with the remote and 

snarling as the Chimera tossed itself about, shaking with rage. Drawing on the few years of kick-boxing 

she had ǘŀƪŜƴΣ ǎƘŜ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅ ŘŜŀƭǘ ƘŜǊ ōƭƻǿΣ ƪƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ 

and pinned them behind her back. The Rani screamed almost like the beast she had made and she 

ǿǊƛǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊƛǇ but the human girl held fast. 

The remote itself skidded away across the smooth floor and came to a stop not far from where the 

aŀǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŎǊƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΩǎ ŦƭŀƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƳǎΦ Seeing it, he leapt out and hurried 

over to it, scooping it up and running. Once he felt far enough away from the enraged beast he stopped 

and looked at the controls for a minute, then began flipping switches. The Chimera had begun to calm 

down a little, though even Cade in her weakened, foggy state could see the greenish black blood seeping 

from the corner of its mouth as it continued to take its diminishing fury out on the empty instrument 

tables. 

The Master flipped a switch and, with only minor resistance, the Chimera obeyed and solidified its legs 

into one matched shape and brought its arms to a stop. 

άbƛŎŜ ōŜŀǎǘƛŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŀŘƧǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŀ 

screaming monster provided. άbƻǿΣ ƛŦ LΩƳ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŀƳΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƻǇǘƛƻƴΦέ 

άbƻΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΣ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŜǿ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻƭŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘΗέ 

ά.ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪΚ IŜΩǎ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ Ƴȅ 

Ǉƭŀƴǎ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŜŘŘƭŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ 

or the infuriating Doctor baŎƪ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά{ǘƛƭƭΣ ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ōƭƛƴƪ ƳŜ 

ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ Φ Φ Φέ 

ά5ƻ ƛǘΗέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ /ŀŘŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘǳƎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƛƭǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ 

άCƛƴŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

The figure in the gash, the Trickster, was raising his arms and reaching out, his arms now extending 

beyond the gash and looking more and more solid as the moments passed. They could now begin to 

make out the words he was saying with hissing joyous expectation. 

άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ƳƛƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǊŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά²ƻǊƭŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŜΗ L ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 

aȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΗέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŀƴǘǊŀ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ 

ƭƛƴŜǎΦέ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǾƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /Ƙƛmera went lurching toward 
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the gash. The Trickster did not seem to really be able to see it coming because he continued his grating 

declarations and waved his long Nosferatu fingers out in front of him as if he had never seen anything so 

amazing. ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƻƭƛŘ ƭŜƎǎ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǎƘ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ 

could see it and it screamed out in frustrated horror. Dark lightning lanced out of the gash and into the 

Chimera and the blackness swallowed everything for a few moments and there was only the dark spot 

and the chorus of screams from both the creatures. Then the gash disappeared and the Chimera fell to 

the floor, damaged and alone. 

But not for long. After a moment, another translucent figure appeared beside the fallen Chimera. At first 

they could not tell what it was, and then pinstripes and red converse became visible. Cade pulled herself 

to her feet, still feeling a little nauseous, and watched as the Doctor became fully solid again. And, as 

with the moment when he disappeared, Xander and Cade felt a sharp pain in their heads as their brains 

attempted to acclimate to the changing time-stream. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŘŜǊŀƛƭŜŘΦ 

άhƘΣ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊŜƎƴŀōƭŜ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀƭ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ǇƭŀƴΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ 

ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎƭȅΦ άLǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘΦ {ǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŀ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ 

have been created if it had been exposed to the full force of the alteration made to time outside of this 

ŦƛŜƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ enter the corporeal world, 

and when its physical presence collided with the Trickster just as he was about to fully manifest himself, 

it was like two opposite yet equal forces. They cancelled each other out and everything was forced to 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ǎǘŀǘŜΦ .ŀƳΣ ƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΦ aƻƭǘƻ ōŜƴƴŜΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ŎƘƛǇǇŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ŀƎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ, busting back into realiǘȅ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ǊǳǎƘΦέ 

Just then, the Doctor caught sight of the Rani who, being now released, was trying to sneak away 

towards the back of the room. 

ά²ŀƛǘΣ wŀƴƛΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǘǊŀŎƪǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ŀ 

ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ŎŀōƛƴŜǘΦ άwŀƴƛΣ L ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ L ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǊŀŎŜ 

and whether or not you agreed with them when they were alive, that still means something. There are 

three of us so none of us has to be alone. We donΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ to spend a lot of time together but I do 

ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

άCƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ǿƘƻ ŎǊŀǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ 

every bird and beast you walk by. We will meet again and when we do it will not be as fellows, but as 

ǊƛǾŀƭǎΦ !ǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ŎŀōƛƴŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƘǳǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

For a moment it seemed as if she had lost her mind, but all became clear when the familiar vwarping 

sound resounded in the round room and the supply cabinet faded and disappeared. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎΣέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  άIŜǊ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎŀōƛƴŜǘΚέ 
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ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΣ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΣ άŀ working Tardis can actually camouflage itself to 

fit in with whatever environment it lands in, so that it can be inconspicuous, unlike a giant blue box 

ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴȅ ƻƭŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΦέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦƛȄƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƳŜƭŜƻƴ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘΦέ 

άhǊ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƴƻǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ the Master, holding up the remote tauntingly just as, out of the corner of his eye, 

the Doctor could see the Chimera getting up on its changing feet. All of the burns and scorches that had 

covered its body were now healed, thanks to the regenerative element coded into its DNA by the Rani. 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ L ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

Ǝƻ ǾŜǊȅ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǿŀǊǘ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

But before the Master could do anything, Xander kicked his hands and sent the remote flying again, only 

this time it hit a wall and fell to the floor in pieces. The Chimera, now released from the control of 

outside instructions, allowed its legs to become fully fluid and it sank to the floor in exhaustion. 

άL knew ȅƻǳΩŘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

A white light then enveloped the Master, flooding the room so that the other three could not see 

anything at all for several seconds. And when the light faded and their eyes were able to adjust, a small 

old man with a long white beard was standing where the Master had been. 

ά²ƘƛǘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 

άIŜƭƭƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ man, a strange, sad, knowing smile on his face.  

άIŜƭƭƻΦέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ He will 

remember nothing. He had inferred too much about his own future for me to allow him to attempt to go 

back as he was. Time-ƭƛƴŜǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΣ ŎƘŀƻǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻǾŜǊǘŀƪŜ ƻǊŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿ 

ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

The old man nodded and was gone as quickly as he had come. 

άbƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǘΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ hell ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ƛǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƪŜŜǇŜǊ ƻŦ hǊŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άIŜ ŀƴŘ 

the Black Guardian ŀǊŜ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ǾȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǊŜƳŀŎȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ŜǾŜƴƭȅ ƳŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ 

keep the universe in balanceΦέ 

άIŜ Ŏŀƴ just show up after all this and just disappear the Master and put him back where he came from 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΚέ 
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ά9ǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅΣ ȅŜǎΦ LǘΩs a little frustrating, though, because he could have done it at any time. He could 

have fixed it the minute the Trickster pulled him out of time and just snapped him right back into place, 

but he let it all go by and waited until the last moment to just yank him out. !ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŜǊŀǎŜ 

his memory, too. I had rather hoped that things could change, that it could be different now, after all of 

ǘƘƛǎΦ .ǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŎǊŀǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ all your powers and your damn titles think you can just 

go around and do whatever you want. And we just have to let you do it because we are just lowly 

humansΦ LǘΩǎ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ LŦ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ LΩƳ ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎt as much a pawn to the 

White Guardian as you are. I was his personal game piece for a while there, a long time ago now. So you 

ǎŜŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƭƻǿŜǊ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ ōǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦέ IŜǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘer had been 

complicated at best and she had never come to trust him but for him to just be taken away without so 

much as a word bothered her more than she would have thought several hours ago. And even though 

he had nearly betrayed them in the end, she felt a strange sort of affection for him and already missed 

their banter. She walked over to broken remote she had kicked away from him and stepped on it, 

crushing the plastic casing and exposing all the little red and blue wires that were the innards of the little 

machine. 

Cade, still a little unsteady and feeling only slightly less nauseous, walked slowly over to the Doctor. She 

looked straight at him, an angry glint in her eyes, and shoved him as hard as she could. 

άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƛŎƪǎǘŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ 

yourself up for us without even stopping to think how we might feel about it? Who do you think you are, 

ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƳŀǊǘȅǊΚ Iƻǿ ŘŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΗέ 

The Doctor stood back, more than a little stunned at her attƛǘǳŘŜΦ ά¦ƘΣ ƴƻΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ She glared at him for a minute more before a little smile curled onto her lips. άLΩƳ 

ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƳŜǎǎƛŀƘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƘŜŀŘƭƻƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ 

like this. But your life ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŀǎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊ ƛǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ 

it up for just anything. 

He smiled backΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘΦέ 

She reached out and grabbed his hand as she had what seemed like days ago on the slope of the ravine. 

ά.ǊŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

He squeezed her hand in his and his smile grew broader, even as sad memories began to float to the 

ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ  ά.ǊŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ /ŀŘŜΦέ 
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¢ƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΣ ŦƻǊ ƛǘǎ ǇŀǊǘΣ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƭŀōƻǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǎlumped on 

the floor with its three-fingered Sontaran hand laid over its eyes, almost as if to shield them. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ ƻŦΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ 

actually wants to do anyone any harm. Also, its brain is so much like that of the Cynari that I think, 

ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎŎŀǊȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀΦέ 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǿƻǊƴ ƻǳǘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ 

much stress its body can really take, having been manufactured from a hodgepodge of parts and taken 

out for its first test drive only today. Time for us to get going anyway, I think.έ 

They made their way out of the underground compound and all the way back to the Tardis without 

incident. The walk seemed ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƛΩǎ 

underground complex. It was almost like nothing at all had happened and they were just taking an early 

morning hike. From the ease with which they made their return journey, no one would think that they 

had been through a reality-altering ordeal inside of that mountain and lost one of their number in the 

process. 

When they did reach the clearing in which sat the Tardis, they saw a small group of Cynari waiting for 

them, Azla among them. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦ 

ά{ǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǘǊǳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΦ {ƘŜ ƳƻǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀ ōƛǘΦ ά!zla, this is my friend 

·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊŘƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ŘƛŘΦέ 

ά! ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǳǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭŀǎǇƛƴƎ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǎǘΦ 

άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ L ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘΣ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ 

ά!ȊƭŀΣ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾƛƴŜ ǎŀŦŜƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

άhƘΣ ȅŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ 5ŀƭŜƪǎ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ 

more than those that we saw. There were none in the ship when we searched it. And now the ship is 

ƎƻƴŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

άLǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦΚέ 
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άbƻΣ ƛǘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ 

spotted from other cities seem ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿŀȅΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳǎȅΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƛǘȅΚ /ŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ 

ǘƻ ŦƛȄ ƛǘΚέ 

άhǳǊ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƛǊǊŜǇŀǊŀōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 

coƴǘŀŎǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎΦ /Ŝƴƛƛ /ƛǘȅ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΦέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ 

underground compound in the eastern mountains beyond the ravine. You can find an entrance in the 

foothills near the river. At the bottom of it is a creature who will be in need of some caring friends. It 

ƭƻƻƪǎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ȊƭŀΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ 

ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ !ȊƭŀΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ as well for everything you have done for us yet again. You are a true 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ȅƴŀǊƛΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎŀŘƭȅΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǎƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǘŀƭƭ ƳŀǘǊƛŀǊŎƘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎŀŦŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

άDƻƻŘōȅŜΣ !ȊƭŀΦέ 

Azla clasped hands with Cade and Xander again and then made her way out onto the forest path, her 

white robes flowing out behind her as she walked. Her people followed her, though some of them gave 

Cade a small strange smile as they passed, knowing somehow that they had shared something very 

frightening and very profound with her and that they had been an aid to her in a time of need, just as 

she had been to them. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΦ IŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƪŜȅ 

from his pocket and pushed it into the lock. The door creaked open inwards and he lead the way. Cade 

and Xander followed. 

The console room seemed strange to them, its warm light shining on them as they stepped onto the 

metal grates of the floor. It seemed even stranger now than it had the first time they had stepped inside. 

It might have been the knowledge that this mysterious machine, coupled with the mysterious man who 

was already fiddling with the controls on the round console, had somehow taken them out of the 

ordinary lives that they had been living and now it was taking them back. They both knew that nothing 

would be the same for them again since they had first seen the tall coral buttresses and the strange 

clear column that rose and fell like the chest of a breathing creature. Even if they were never to see it 

again, they both knew that it had changed their lives.  
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~*~*~*~*~ 

άL wonder what will happen at the hotel now, with so many of the managers goneΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 

stepped out of the Tardis and back into the darkened New Paltz parking lot she had left behind a 

lifetime ago. 

άL ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀŘŜΦ ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ǌƻōƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 

expired. It sounds like insanity. Who will even believe it?έ 

άIt does kinda sound like a story you would see in Weekly World News or something, right next to an 

article about Bat Boy cleaning up all of ArgentinaΦέ 

The Doctor hung back, just inside the door to the Tardis as the two girls disembarked. After a few steps 

they realized that he was not going to follow them. 

άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ŦŀŎŜǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ άtƭŀƴŜǘǎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ 

ǿƘŀǘƴƻǘΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΦ The words came to her slowly, as if she could not quite 

think of what she wanted, could not make her words express how she felt. After a moment she laughed. 

άhƘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ŘƻǳōǘŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ bŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŎǊŀȊȅΣ LΩƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ 

chance to prove that their little blue box really can fly through space and time before I shut them 

ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ·ŀƴŘŜǊ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ 

was that made his heart so heavy all the time. It could be the accumulated pain of all his lifetimes, but 

she got the feeling it was something more specific. Still, she respected the fact that he did not want to 

bare his pain and let him be. 

Cade grabbed him in a hugΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǳǎΣ ǿƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ Lƴ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƻ 

ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά{ǳǊŜΦέ  

άhƪŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜƴΦέ She felt inexpressibly sad to turn away from him then and walk 

away. She felt in her heart how alone he was and she wished that she could do something for him. She 

was only happy that she had kept her voice from shaking when she had spoken to him and that she had 

ƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ŀǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ŀǎ ΨƎƻƻŘōȅŜΩ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǘŀƭƛǎƳŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǎƛƴƪƛƴƎ 

feeling that she never would see him again in this life. 

¢ƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƎƛǊƭǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ·ŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ the Doctor watched as they drove away, trying to pretend he 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ 

signs, had seen that knowing sadness in the smile on the face of the White Guardian. He knew 

something was coming, and it would be wrong to ask them to share his own disaster. But the rightness 
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of his choice comforted him very little when he shut the doors of the Tardis and began to program his 

next destination with only the silence of the console room and his own loneliness for company. 


