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Chapter 1 

Malcolm Reynolds tilted his head as he let the cheap, dry alcohol slide down his throat, leaving a hot, 

burning trail behind it. The bitterness subsided, and the captain sighed, sitting alone at the dim bar, one 

of the dirty yellow lights above burnt out. Sometimes, Mal liked this sort of thing, thinking to himself 

with a bit of alcohol; Tyen alone knew when he would have some alone time on Serenity. 

He checked the time: 9:46 P.M. His crew would be missing him; Zoe, more specifically; she never liked 

him leaving the ship by himself. ΨToo many enemies; not enough friends, sir,Ω was always her reason. And 

most importantly, he certainly didnΩt want JayneΩs appetite for power to get the best of him and for him 

ǘƻ ƘƛƧŀŎƪ aŀƭΩǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ The mental image of Jayne at the helm of Serenity gave Mal all the motivation he 

needed to rise from his lopsided barstool. 

άIŜƭƭƻΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΤ Ŏŀƴ L ƎŜǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΚέ ŀ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Mal glanced to his side, finding a 

well dressed man standing next to him, his hand placed flat against the top of the bar. He wasnΩt much 

older than the captain, his forehead crinkled with three, long lines and his black hair beginning to show 

hints of grey. His smile was bright, his white teeth gleaming in the poor light. Even someone as clueless 

as Mal could tell the cheerful manΩs green jacket and black pants were tailor made. 

TƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΧ ƻŦŦΦ From the corner of his eye he saw the manΩs hands; clean, relatively speaking, 

but scars and calluses were marked everywhere. Underneath his nails were minute, but dark, dirt lines. 

Out of place, indeed. 

Sitting back on his stool, Mal kept his eyes on the man. άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΤ ƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ LΩll be needing to get back 

ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎǊŜǿ ǎƘƻǊǘƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ 

The man sat on the adjacent stool, motioning over the bartender. He ordered two drinks- the finest 

ones in the house- and the bartender went to work. The man turned toward Mal and held out his hand. 

ά!ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŎǉǳŀƛƴǘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

Mal took ArchibaldΩs hand in his own, gripping it tightly and shaking. ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ aŀƭŎƻƭƳ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎΣέ ƘŜ 

introduced himself before each man released themselves from the handshake. ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴŜǿ 

who I was, else you wouldnΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅŀΚέ 

Archibald chortled just as the bartender arrived, their drinks in hand. He thanked the gruff man and took 

a sip from the large mug. Mal tentatively reached over and took the wooden handle in his hand. He took 

a gulp from the mug; it certainly was much finer than the cheap vodka he was drinking before. 

άYouΩǊŜ ŀ ǎƘŀǊǇ ƳŀƴΣ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭΣέ aŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ 

skimming alone the top of his mug. άLƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩs why IΩve come to you. IΩve heard of you and your 

crew, and was even keener to meet you when word got out that you were in this part of the ΨǾŜǊǎŜΦέ 

Mal raised his eyebrows. ά¸ƻǳ heardΚέ 
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The smile Archibald wore faded slightly. ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΣ /ŀǇΩƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘed, 

drinking from his mug. Mal winced; what else was new? 

άBut thatΩs shiny; IΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊƻŜǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴŜΦέ aŀǘƘŜǊǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

mug to his lips. 

Mal successfully hid his scowl; he was wise enough to know to never displease a man in fancy clothing, 

especially one who was willing to hire you. Instead of taking a swig from his alcohol, he paused and 

mulled over that idea. Money was always short and the inference they might be hired. That certainly 

piqued his interest! 

άYou ainΩǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΣέ aŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǇƭŀƛƴƭȅΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŀƛƴΩt from the Core Worlds, as much as 

youΩd like people to think, with your expensive clothing. Them hands-έ ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΩ 

ƘŀƴŘǎ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳƎΣ άƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŘŀȅΩs work on more than one occasion. Call me a man with 

a bad sense of humor, but IΩd say thatΩǎ ŀ ƳƛǘŜ ŦǳƴƴȅΦέ 

Archibald took another swig from his mug, placing it down against the wooden counter. άL ŘƻƴΩt know 

how much you know about me, CapΩƴΣέ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ άōǳǘ LΩll tell you this: I make ships, and IΩm good at it. 

IΩm so good at it IΩve since moved my family and myself to the Core Worlds, ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ L ƳŀƪŜΦέ 

Reaching into his inside pocket, Mathers produced a slim cigarette. He placed the stick between his lips, 

lighting it with a match. 

άIΩƳ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŀƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ƛƴƘŀƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻȄƛŎ ŦǳƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ άhǳǘ ƻƴ 

Kiyome all we do is work on machinery. To distract me from my inevitable fate, my mama, when I was a 

younginΩΣ used to give me books to read. They were all history books, from when she was a school 

teacher, Ψfore she met my daddy. I was so obsessed with what I read; I had to have read them at least 

three times Ψfore I was twelve years of age. There was nothing Ψbout Earth-That-Was that I didnΩt know 

about. IŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎΗέ Archibald laughed, inhaling his cigarette again. ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ L 

was fixing ships with my pa, I would dream about riding in a great ship and going back to 

Earth-That-Was. ItΩs as much a part of me as building shiǇǎ ƛǎΦέ 

Mal drank from his mug, placed it back down and wiped the foam from his lips. He recognized the manΩs 

home world: it was KayleeΩs. From the time he spent there, Mal could confirm the main export of that 

lonesome planet. But most importantly, he was born on one of the border worlds, making Mathers 

worthy of business. 

Mathers paused, allowing the smoke to billow out of his nostrils. ά{ƛƴŎŜ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴΩ a successful man, IΩve 

used some of my money to fund my interests. IΩve amassed one of the largest collections of 

Earth-That-Was artifacts in the Ψverse. One of my more prized possessions is this small book I bought in a 

flea market. To any other man itΩs just a bunch of gibberish. However, I recognized it as hieroglyphics 

from ancient Egypt. The drawings inǎƛŘŜ ǎƘƻǿ ŎƻƴǎǘŜƭƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎƪƛŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƭŀǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΗέ ƘŜ 

explained, his eyes fervently alight. 

Nodding, Mal drummed his fingers once across the bar. άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŎǊŜǿ ōŜ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΚέ 
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ArchibaldΩs face became sullen and he looked down at his mug. ά¢ƘŜ 9ƎȅǇǘƛŀƴ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜŀŘ 

since 1000 A.D.; there was no way to read it Ψtil the discovery of the Rosetta Stone. This stone was 

ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ΩŜƳ DǊŜŜƪΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ !ƭŜȄŀƴŘǊƛŀƴ 

Colonies. Unfortunately, when Earth-That-Was was abandoned, many things were lost, including the 

stone. OrΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƻǎǘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦέ 

AǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎΦ άLΩve recently come into some 

information that says it survived when everyone left Earth-That-Was. As you can see, CapΩn, I need this 

here stone. The information the stone could help me decrypt would be invaluable and I am willing to 

pay handsomely ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΣ ǘŀking his cigarette out of his mouth and crushing it in the nearby 

ashtray. 

Mal inwardly smiled. Archibald had his interests, and Mal had his; this was how it was. άIƻǿ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ 

we talkingΚέ 

Mathers finished the last of his beer and pushed the empty mug away. άрΣллл ǇƭŀǘƛƴǳƳ ǳǇŦǊƻƴǘΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

рΣллл ǿƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜΦέ Mal almost choked on his liquor, coughing some of it up as he took in the 

information. Archibald grinned once again. άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ L ǿŀǎ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ getting this stone. Money is 

no object. Now, are you serious Ψōƻǳǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƧƻōΚέ 

Mal pat his chest several times as he continued coughing. Never in his life did he even think that heΩd 

hear that number being rattled off as a GodΩs honest payment. He calmed himself down and tried to 

think like Zoe; she always knew the right questions to ask in business-like meetings. 

άWhatΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘŎƘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƭŀǘƭȅΦ That was Zoe enough for him. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣέ !ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎƛƴƎ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŎǊŜŘƛǘǎΣ άƛǎ ƛƴ 

the possession of a man known as Ulysses Procter. I reckon thatΩs enough of a catch to be going on 

ǿƛǘƘΦέ He placed the bills for their drinks under his empty glass. 

The captain finished his own mug and looked back at Mathers, wary. ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴŜȅΤ you could 

get any number of fine men from some Core world. Why hire no-good-ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǳǎΚέ 

άAi ya tyen ahΣέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎǊƛƴƎƛƴƎΦ άLΩm insulted you even suggested it! You think 

some Core world soldiers could be up to the task of stealing from Ulysses Proctor? I need strong, good 

criminals, as you finely put it. ProctorΩs a native of Three Hills, and heΩs got his whole lot from there. I 

donΩt need good oleΩ boys loyal to the Alliance involved in my busƛƴŜǎǎΣ ŀƴȅƘƻǿΦέ Archibald spat, the 

expectorant hitting the side of the nearby spittoon. 

Sighing, Mal reviewed the details in his head. Steal some rock, make 10,000 platinum, seemed simple 

enough. However, the target was a wily man who played by Boarder Planet rules, not Alliance ones. He 

smiled crookedly. 
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ά̧ ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǎƻƳŜ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ holding out his hand. The good outweighed the bad; 

SerenityΩǎ ŎǊŜǿ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƻǊǎŜ ŘŜŀƭǎΦ 

Archibald smiled widely and dug into his inside pocket again. He 

pulled out a pristine white envelope, sealed and unmarked. The man 

handed it over to Mal, who himself placed it in his own coat pocket. 

Mathers gripped his hand and shook it. 

άIΩm looking forward to working with you, CapΩƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ honestly, 

continuing to hold onto the BrowncoatΩs hand. It didnΩt take Mal long 

to realize something was in MathersΩ hand; it was solid, slightly warm 

and digging into his palm. He felt Archibald loosen his grip on it, allowing Mal to wrap his hand around it. 

Satisfied, Archibald winked and let go. He stood up from his stool, straightened out his jacket, and 

turned to leave.  

Mal leaned forward, clenching his fist round the small object. άWei! WhatΩs-Κέ 

ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣέ !ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩs also information on there as to how to 

contact me. Bao jone, CapΩƴΦέ He turned around again, and disappeared from the bar. 

SŎƻǿƭƛƴƎΣ aŀƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘŜǊΣ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ 

mugs. Tilting his hand away from the bartender, Mal uncurled his fingers. In the center of his palm was a 

silver piece of metal, his image reflecting off of its high sheen. Mal jiggled it around, inspecting it from 

every angle: it was a computer chip. From what Mathers had said the little chip contained everything 

the captain needed to know about the job. 

Placing it in his pocket, Mal slid off of the bar stool and walked toward the door, back to Serenity. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άhƛΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ the slick sides of the console, as the TARDIS jerked abruptly. 

He groaned as he felt his ship tilt to its side, his feet lifting off the floor. Scattered objects he left lying 

around rolled across the metal grids, clanking loudly against the other side of the vessel. The painful roar 

of the TARDISΩ column bounced off the walls as the control room began to shake violently, rattling parts 

of arches loose. 

The DoctorΩs hands were slick with sweat from holding onto the console so tightly. He felt his hold 

loosen and his fingers slipping as he attempted regain his balance. The TARDIS bucked forward and the 

Doctor finally lost his hold colliding painfully with the hard floor. He slid across the metal panes as the 

TARDIS tipped horizontally, his foot catching onto one of the roomΩs support beams. The Doctor 

wrapped himself around the same beam and clung, watching as tools and spare parts rolled past him. 

He turned his head toward the light blue column at the centre of the console and glared at it. άDŜǘ ƛǘ 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΗέ ƘŜ ǎŎƻƭŘŜŘΣ ǎƘƛƴƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǾŀǘure of the beam. As if in response, the TARDIS 
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wrenched sideways again, causing the Doctor to embrace the support beam even tighter. She would not 

be told what to do. 

Scowling, the Doctor looked away. ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƭƭ rightΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛng to stand up 

again. With that the shaking suddenly ceased, the floor evening out. The Time Lord stood up, his hands 

still around the coral beam, for reassurance. The up and down motion of the central column calmed, 

crying out briefly, before stopping altogether. 

The Doctor sighed, tentatively released his grip from the support beam and knelt on the floor; he turned 

over bits of mechanical parts, inspecting them for damage. άbƻ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ŘŀƳŀƎŜΣέ ƘŜ ƴƻǘŜŘΣ ƻōǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ άǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǳƳǇȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘΦέ 

Standing up, he walked toward the console, pushing away the debris with the toe of his white trainer. 

Brightly colored wires were exposed in several places, immediately attracting the DoctorΩs attentions; 

open wires were never good. Reaching into his jacket pocket, he pulled out a large magnifying glass and 

his black rimmed glasses; they served no real purpose, though they certainly made him look clever. 

Putting on his glasses, the Doctor moved the magnifying glass over the collection of wires. Everything 

was in working order; he would just have to repair the consoleΩs exterior. 

ά!ŎƘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǘǿƛǊƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά¢ǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

materialization unitΩs wires havŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦέ It ǿŀǎƴΩǘ a big problem -there were ten wires attached to 

the device. However, after driving this particular TARDIS for over 500 years, the Doctor knew better than 

to let the seemingly small things go. 

He dug into his trouser pocket, and brought out a small, brown tube. Placing the end of the plastic tube 

between his teeth, the Doctor tugged the broken wires further out of the console. With the wires held in 

one hand, he removed the tube from his mouth and twisted the cap off, squeezing the tubeΩs contents 

onto the wires. His nose twitched at the smell of the yellow substance; the odor was sour, immediately 

assaulting his nostrils. Concentrating again, the Doctor pressed the wires together at the gel, rubbing his 

nose against the back of his hand. 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ǾƻǊǘŜȄ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǿŦǳƭƭȅ ǊƻŎƪȅ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƭ ǘƻ ŘǊȅΦ Not that it was 

happening suddenly; the Doctor had noticed the increase in ΨbumpsΩ a while back and the TARDIS had 

encountered worse; when Martha was still aboard, the TARDIS was damaged so badly from a vortex 

bump that they were stuck in the Chronos Galaxy for nearly two weeks. 

The Doctor sighed. They were nosy buggers, but the Time Lords did know how to keep the vortex under 

control, he thought to himself, almost sadly. Time and space travel had been perfected by the Time 

Lords, who had mastered the ability to tame and harness the time vortex. Since the destruction of 

DŀƭƭƛŦǊŜȅ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴǊŀǾŜƭΦ He needed to upgrade 

his systems to compensate for the vortexΩs unnatural roughness. 

Ping! 
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The Doctor immediately looked up, glancing around the console. The small screen perched atop the 

controls flashed brightly, small boxes and pictures popping up all over the screen. Satisfied with the 

progress of the wires, the Time Lord rushed over, nearly tripping over one of his mallets. Leaning against 

the console, the Doctor read the bright text: 

You have now entered the borders of Beaumonde, the manufacturing capital of the ΨVerse! Come to New 

Dunsmier and see its famous clear blue oceanΧ 

άAn advertisement? L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƴ ŀŘ ōƭƻŎƪŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ 

toward the other controls. The message though, as advertisements are wont to, echoed round his head. 

ά.ŜŀǳƳƻƴŘŜΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ 

That name was familiar; albeit, it had been years since he last heard it. Moving away from the monitor, 

the Doctor checked the coordinates of the planet on the console; Beta System. 2518 A.D. 

Beep! Beep! Beep! 

The Doctor rolled his eyes. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƴƻǿΚέ Walking around the console, he looked at the screen; the 

greeting was gone. It had been replaced by pictures that displayed themselves as long sentences of 

information racing across the screen; the TARDIS had picked up several readings from other nearby 

ships. 

άhƘΣ L ƘŀǘŜ ǇƻǎǘǿŀǊ ǇŜǊƛƻŘǎΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀǎ Unification War scrolled across the monitor. The years 

following were so unstable that the Doctor almost preferred arriving during the war itself. 

The Time Lord immediately blocked the forthcoming information from other ships, as one particular one 

caught his eye. Someone was sending out a false signal, the Doctor was sure of it; the practice was 

common in the black market. Oh, and was installed on his own ship. 

ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻƘƛōƛǘŜŘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ wƻƳŀƴŀ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ 

control panel.  

She pushed her new, blond hair behind her ears and watched her fellow Time Lord work, his upper half 

inside the base. Feeling ignored, she cleared her throat. 

An agitated sigh echoed out from the console, the DoctorΩs hand reaching to grab a nearby tool. άL ŎŀƳŜ 

to realize this when we had to go to Ftefla for the part. That false signal can throw off the Black 

Guardian, ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άWe have a randomizer. Lǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

ά9ȄǘǊŀ ǇǊŜŎŀǳǘƛƻƴΣέ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōƻƻƳŜŘΣ ǘƻǎǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƻƭ ŀǎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ 

She nodded slowly, playing with the cuffs of her navy blue blazer. ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ƛŦ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

locate us? False signals are pirate technology, and thus, are worthless protection. ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ 

Lady asked. In her new body and personality she was coming to enjoy the excitement the Doctor seemed 
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to constantly be in the middle of. In fact, she came to adore the randomizer, in spite the trouble it led 

them both in to. That is, she enjoyed it so long as it didnΩt endanger her safety too much. 

άGallifreyan technology can easily identify us by suspending-έ 

ά-SǳǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǎǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ Ǿƛŀ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƴŜǘΣέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀ 

lever. The beaconΩs steady pulse immediately died out. Softly, the rhythmic sound of the real beacon 

came through. 

Snowy lines buzzed across the signal, new information flashing across the console monitor. The Doctor 

ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦέ Finally, the screen stabilized and he could read the correct information. 

άbƻǘ ŀ ¢!w5L{Σέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΣ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ several knobs and hitting keys. 

As the screen updated itself, the Doctor frowned, his brows pressing together.  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ōŜŀŎƻƴ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛǎ 

from a Model MMC892-44 Kluvian ship. I donΩt remember Kluvians settling in this section of the galaxy 

ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ His eyes widened and glimmered, his hand 

adjusting his glasses as the vast array of knowledge he possessed flooded into his consciousness 

άBecause they didnΩǘΗέ Removing his glasses, the Doctor moved toward the controls. The materialization 

unit would work fine, despite the minor damage, and he set the ship to land on Beaumonde. The TARDIS 

wasnΩt the only thing that needed repairing. 
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Chapter 2 

Inara quietly approached the door of MalΩs room, her floral robe billowing behind her. It was early, and 

knowing her landlord he was up until the wee hours of the morning drinking. Of course, he would also 

have a terrible hangover, Inara concluded, her own head beginning to pound softly at the memories of 

similar previous encounters. However, she was a companion, and she had important business at hand 

that morning. Sighing, she knocked firmly on the metal door, the sound echoing against the walls of the 

ship. 

The loud banging behind the door couldnΩt be mistaken for anyone else. Inara could practically see the 

captain stumble across the room, holding his head from the hangover she was now sure was there. She 

bit her lower lip when she heard a loud thwak. A string of obscenities followed, and she did her best not 

to laugh. Finally, the door slid open and the pained face of Mal appeared, staring back at Inara. He 

leaned against the threshold, still wearing his shirt from the previous day. 

Inara smiled gently. άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ aŀƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ 

The captain raised an eyebrow, rubbing his head. άaƻǊƴƛƴΦΩ What seems to be troubling you in these 

ŜŀǊƭȅ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΚέ 

άBusiness matters, thatΩǎ ŀƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ MalΩs face hardened; it was a shipΩs rule that business wasnΩt 

to be discussed until he was dressed and had something in his stomach. However, before he could even 

open his ƳƻǳǘƘΣ LƴŀǊŀ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ άL ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅ ǘƻ .ŜŀǳƳƻƴŘŜΣ ǎƻ L ǎŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ 

notice. I received a wave from a regular client this morning and was wondering if we will be planetside 

ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻΧ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪΚέ 

Mal sighed, attempting to think only to be attacked by his hangover. He had had worse ones, but it was 

still a bloody painful, nonetheless. Memories of the previous night, and his discussion with Archibald 

Mathers, churned up. The possibility of the dangerous mission ahead of the Serenity lay thick in his 

thoughts and Mal grimaced. 

άThereΩs a job to be done tonight, and the minute weΩre through, weΩre leavingΩ port. I highly discourage 

ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ Also, InaraΩs ΨbusinessΩ was not something he neither wanted to dwell on nor discuss. 

Though she was always in control of her emotions, Inara allowed a moment of anger and 

disappointment to show on her face. She was tired of being cooped up in her shuttle while the crew 

ventured off onto the Border planets. A companion thrived on her clients, and really, she enjoyed the 

civility that was otherwise absent, thanks to the captain. 

άYouΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŎǊƛƳŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ L ǎŜŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ It didnΩt take much 

figuring out; the captain would remain unusually tight lipped until things started catching up with him or 

going wrong. Inara really didnΩt mind travelling with thieves except that they often had the worst luck 

with their jobs; however it was becoming an ever increasing inconvenience for her. 



 

9 
 

Mal shrugged. άtǳǘǎ ŦƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ, άǎƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩve really got a hankering to go and meet 

your friends, then be my guest. However, let it be known you wonΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎΦέ Stepping back, 

he closed the door, setting the lock shut. 

Inara stared at the door for a moment, doing her best to stay rational. A companion was used to being in 

control, but every once in awhile, Mal threw her off course, usually depending on the day of the week. 

She wanted to bang on the door, shout through the metal at him for being an oaf and not letting her do 

her job properly. But she was better than that, she reminded herself, and this allowed her to walk away 

from the door in silence. However, Inara made sure that she would be slow paying the rent. 

Suddenly, the locks clicked open and Mal stumbled back out, his hands coming to rest against the cool 

walls to balance himself. He grabbed for InaraΩs shoulder, causing her to jump and turn around in 

surprise. Mal straightened his back and crossed his arms, attempting to look the part of captain. He 

cleared his throat. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻΧ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƧƻōΚέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The high pitched, spine tingling cry of the TARDIS echoed out as it materialized, the small light atop of its 

police box form flashing brightly. The hair raising screeches and electronic beeps ceased as the ōƻȄΨǎ 

form stabilised. 

Pulling open the door, the Doctor stepped outside, his wide brown eyes taking his surroundings. He 

grinned, every tooth showing as the bright neon lights reflected off his face. Video advertisements 

played loudly in English, Mandarin, and French, appealing to the native speakers. The fluorescent blues 

and oranges and purples of the factories and business towers lit up the polluted, grey skyline. 

Closing the TARDIS behind him, the Doctor locked it. He slipped the Yale key into his pocket and stalked 

off down the busy street .The area itself was home to inhabitants who relied on the tourists visiting the 

old factories to bring in money. The old industrial centres had closed years ago but remained standing, 

newly christened as Ψhistorical sites.Ω  

Steam billowed from the food vendors, the smell of sweet shrimp balls and ho fen fried with soy sauce 

adding a fragrance to the cloying smog. Old women shouted loudly in Chinese, attempting to woo 

customers into buying their cheap, identical trinkets. The Doctor looked down briefly at the 

multicolored, glimmering oddities before continuing on his way. 

ά̧ ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ǾŜǊȅ ǘƘƛǊǎǘȅΣ ǎƛǊΦέ The Doctor paused, and turned to his side. In a small booth filled with bright 

red paper lanterns and flowered tapestries, a petite young woman stood there, smiling. The young 

woman was clearly of Caucasian and Asian ancestry, her almond shaped eyes focused on him as she 

leaned against the counter. 

Curious, he stepped closer to the booth. Behind the fair skinned girl were large, wooden kegs with cheap 

nozzles attached. The Doctor read the Chinese symbols written on the red banner in black paint: 

½ƘǁƴƎƎǵƻ ǇƝƧiu, or Chinese beer. 
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He shook his head. άbƻǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

The woman raised one hand, the other presenting a wooden mug. The DoctorΩs eyebrows burrowed, 

unsure of her motives. Placing the cup under one of the taps, the vendor filled the cup until thick foam 

reached the top. She closed the tap and placed the drink on the counter. 

ά! ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ƛƴ 5ȅǘƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ 

άhƴŜΣ ǘǿƻΣ ǘƘǊŜŜΗέ The sweet alcohol stimulated both the Doctor and DonnaΩs taste buds, as they sipped 

from their cups. Donna had initially been wary of alien foods, and had refused to try the foreign drink. 

Even after the Doctor had explained that xiang yi was of human origin, she wouldnΩt budge. He had to 

challenge her to finally get her to try it. And she certainly didnΩt regret it as the foam clung to their upper 

lips and noses. Defiantly, the Doctor attempted to lick his own foam off, barely removing any at all. 

Donna laughed, trying to do the same. She had only managed to remove the coat on her upper lip before 

admitting defeat and sipped from her mug again, smiling brightly. 

The Doctor shook himself out of his memory, suddenly not in the mood to deal with the vendor. Leaning 

against his heel, he turned to leave. 

Oh, stop it! ItΩs only beer, Alien boy; are you trying to tell me youΩre too scared? DonnaΩs voice inside of 

his head chided. It was enough to stop him in his tracks. He had kept himself so busy since the Dalek 

invasion, trying not to think of what he had done to Donna Noble, the first companion in many years 

who didnΩt look to him to be some superhero, who shared the same fervour for exploring the universe 

that he did. Donna Noble would never pass up a chance to try something new. Ever. 

Digging through his deep pockets, the Doctor grabbed for some type of currency, only to let it go. It had 

been awhile since he had been in this era, and could scarcely remember the type of money system used. 

He smiled at the girl. ά9ǊΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ƳƻƴŜȅ ȅƻǳ ŀŎŎŜǇǘΚέ 

The vendorΩs smile stiffened. άtƭŀǘƛƴǳƳ ƻƴƭȅΤ ƴƻ ŎǊŜŘƛǘǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƭƭ ǎǿŜŜǘƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭiness 

gone. Money was not something to be toyed with, especially to the small merchants. 

άwƛƎƘǘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ He had so much in them; he decided 

that a clean out was needed later on. His hands flickered over each object he came in contact with: a 

can opener, a yo-yo, a- neuron reconfigulator- 

BEEP! BEEP! 

Startled, the Doctor immediately reached for the noisy object in his coat pocket: he had been tracking 

the beacon of the Kluvian ship the TARDIS has picked before he landed, and was surprised that the 

gizmo had only now gone off. Holding the device outward, the Time Lord ran across the street towards 

the beacon, all but forgetting the vendor and her mug of xiang yi. 

With his brown trench coat gliding behind him, the DoctorΩs hearts raced as the beeping noise became 

faster. His lanky frame twisted and turned around the throngs of vendors and tourists, dust from the 
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gravel on the ground kicking up behind him and hovercraft flew above his head, all the while the 

beepingΩs rhythm remained steady. He cast about with device, twisting it at a 180 degree angle until the 

beeping quickened again as it pointed in the northern direction, his right. 

He ran up the path, his pulse beating quicker and quicker. He ran blindly, bumping into several 

pedestrians. The trackerΩs beeping became high pitched and extremely fast as the Doctor approached a 

tall building. He noted its likeness to a pagoda, with its multiple eaves which pointed out and curved 

upward. Unlike those of the past, the modern pagoda was made out of steel, each eave painted in red 

and gold. An electronic ticker hung from an upper tier, feeding information to the masses: 

TONIGHT - ULYSSES PROCTOR OPENS HIS HOUSE TO UNVEIL THE NEWEST MODELS FOR PROCTOR 

AIRCRAFTS ς IMPORTANT FIGURES, INCLUDING BEAUMONDE GOVERNOR LLOYD SHILLING, WILL BE IN 

!¢¢9b5!b/9Χ 

Adjacent to the pagoda the Time Lord was surprised to see the end of the city- or that was what it 

seemed, where tall, numbered light poles stood at the edge of a flat, steel area. He smiled slightly. 

άLanding pad; havenΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ The light posts didnΩt surprise him; with all the 

pollution in the city, arriving spaceships had to be able to see where theyΩre landing somehow. And, sure 

enough, sitting there were several large ships, lined up in a formal row. 

The Doctor turned slightly in their direction, causing the tracker to race faster. He stepped closer toward 

the pad, observing the ships carefully. The first three looked completely ordinary- for the time period, 

that is. Placing his black rimmed glasses on his face, he looked at the ships from another angle. One was 

different from the others; that much he could tell. A closer look and sure enough, there it was: the 

Model MMC892-44 Kluvian ship, sitting right out in plain view.  

Curious, the Doctor looked over at the other ships; while there were similarities, the vessels were 

sufficiently different and would go unnoticed. It still bothered him that Kluvians were even in this time 

period at all. If he called correctly, the Doctor believed that the Kluvian race was still in the midst of civil 

wars on their home planet of Velux; they wouldnΩt start piecing together any impressive technology 

themselves for another 200 years. 

The beeping of the tracker continued to reverberate against his eardrums and the Doctor finally 

switched it off. He sidled closer to the landing pad, hands in his pockets. By chance, his brown eyes 

flickered to the side: a small device rose from the smooth side of the landing pad, attached to the base 

of the building. The Doctor immediately paused, eyeing the electronic equipment. Digging into his 

pocket, he produced the sonic screwdriver and, flicking it on, pointed it in front of him. Nothing 

happened. Frowning, he stepped closer; bright sparks erupted from the device on the land pad, partially 

showing the security force field that was in use. 

Turning off the screwdriver, the Doctor placed it back in his pocket. He sighed, staring at the electronic 

fence as it faded back into camouflage. The only way around it was via the landing on the runway, or 

possibly going through the building. He looked back at the entrance: two burly men stood there, talking 
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to each other and laughing heartily. In their arms, huge machine guns were on display. The Doctor 

gulped slightly: no one was entering without permission. Or invitation. As the Doctor looked up and read 

the prompterΩs message once more: 

Χ SELECT MEMBERS OF THE PRESS WILL BE INVITED ς THE SHOW BEGINS AT 7:00 P.M., GUESTS ARRIVE 

AT 6:00 P.M. FOR DANCING ς TONIGHT ς ¦[¸{{9{ twh/¢hw ht9b{ IL{ Ih¦{9Χ 

άL ǎŜŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΦ He checked his pockets once more, this time pulling out 

a silver pocket watch. It wasnΩt Time Lord technology- the Doctor couldnΩt even remember which planet 

he had picked the device up on. But it had proved useful; no matter where in the universe it was the 

watch would tell the correct time according to each planet. Flicking the top open, he checked the time: 

4:17 P.M., nowhere near the time of the event. 

 ά{ŜǾŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƛǘ ƛǎΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƭŜȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Φ Fishing the key 

from his pocket, the Doctor unlocked the door stepped inside and closed it quietly behind him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Kaylee pushed out her lower lip as she sat back from SerenityΩs engine, smearing grease on her forehead 

as she attempted to wipe away the sweat which coated her brow. Just once, sheΩd like to get a brand 

new part instead of having to salvage the broken and impossible pieces of her beloved ship. The 

mechanic placed her hand on the gravboot- it had taken her two days to repair it but, by God, sheΩd 

done it. How long it would last at that point, well, she wasnΩt quite sure. 

άItΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΦέ Kaylee turned her body fully around, staring at the tiny figure of River sitting behind her. 

Her finger covered in slick grease, River drew floral patterns with the substance onto her bare legs, 

coloring them in. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘΧ kwong-juh duh, but Simon had told Kaylee about his medical 

examination of her; explained that academy they sent her to had done insurmountable damage, and 

Kaylee had always done her best to make River feel accepted. 

Rubbing her nose, Kaylee smiled brightly. ά{ƻΣ wƛǾŜǊΣ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ /ŀǇΩn be gettingΩ me a new gravboot 

ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƻƴΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭΤ WŀȅƴŜ ƘŀŘ ƧƻƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ Ψsixth senseΩ during one of his usual rants 

about River one day, and, after thinking about it for a while, Kaylee concluded there must have been 

some truth to it. 

River snorted, her laughter echoing through the engine room. She covered her mouth, attempting to 

quiet herself. Looking up, she saw KayleeΩs surprised expression. ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ YŀȅƭŜŜΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ-man 

Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƻŘŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΣ ƳŀƴŀƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘrow in an insult at Jayne in the 

process. 

Kaylee sighed, and looked back at her poor shipΩs engine. It was worth a shot, though it didnΩt make it 

any less disappointing.  

άMei meiΣ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ƎǊǳŦŦ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀnying it. Mal 

appeared in the doorway, now fully dressed in a fresh change of clothes, his face giving off the slightest 
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hint of anxiety. He was satisfied to see his mechanic right where she should be; he was not so happy to 

see River. She always gave him a heap of trouble, from her crazy outbursts to the AllianceΩs desire to 

obtain her and send her back to her whacko school, which constantly got him into hot water. She also 

made business very scarce for his crew. 

Pushing back the stress that the youngest Tam gave him, Mal turned his attention back to Kaylee. άDŜǘ 

cleaned up; weΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 

Running her greasy hands against her jumpsuit, Kaylee stood up. ά!ȅŜΣ /ŀǇΩn. WeΩǊŜ heading off to 

ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΚέ 

Allowing Kaylee to walk out of the engine room first, Mal followed behind her. ά.ŜŀǳƳƻƴŘŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜ 

we should be looking like decent folk first so we blend inΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎΦ He turned 

around and peeked back into the engine room where River sat. Her large, brown eyes gazed at the 

machinery, completely entranced by its complexity. 

άRiver, how Ψbout you go play with your brother? IΩm sure heΩs missing ȅƻǳΦέ Mal didnΩt know if Simon 

really did- the last he saw of the doctor was in passing by the TamsΩ room, reading some small, thick 

volume. But River was unstable, that much he knew, and he didnΩt want any of that instability to rub off 

on his shipΩs engines. 

άI have ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜΣ άYŀȅƭŜŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΣ 

and IΩm the only other person on the ship who has any idea how to run it properly. Dong maΚέ Her hand 

grazed the sleek metal, stroking it. 

MalΩs face turned flustered, blushing red; the only person who gave orders on his ship was himself, and 

he certainly wasnΩt taking any from the resident loony. Without missing a beat, he felt KayleeΩs hand on 

his shoulder. Behind the grease coating her face, she smiled optimistically. 

άItΩs no problem, CapΩƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎƛƴƎƭȅΣ ά²ŜΩll only be gone for a little while, right? I donΩt see 

her causinΩ ŀ ǊǳŎƪǳǎΦέ 

After a moment of deliberating, Mal sighed. άCƛƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜƭŜƴǘŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ Mal turned back to River, his 

ōǊƻǿ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀŘŘƛƴƎΣ ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ SerenityΩs broke down, donΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΚέ The 

Captain bit his lip; the thought of River the Mechanic turned his stomach. 

άIΩll ask the Sheppard to check the engines. Now cΩmon, CapΩƴΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǳǊƎŜŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

engine room. He paused slightly, before continuing in to the heart of the ship. 

River never moved from her seat, the palm of her hand flat against the machine. She placed the side of 

her face on the surface, leaning her body against the metal. Her eyes fluttered closed, feeling the 

engineΩs vibration as she shushed it. ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜ- aliens are running ŀōƻǳǘΦέ 
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Chapter 3 

άAre you sure there is no way for me to get on this? And by Ψgetting in one this,Ω I mean hanging around 

for ProctorΩǎ ƴŜǿ ƛǘŜƳǎΚέ ²ŀǎƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ At the kitchen table, the pilot surrounded by 

SerenityΩs crew, leaned toward its center. They stared at a small screen where the information from 

aŀǘƘŜǊǎΩ chip was on display. Like any good pilot Wash was well aware of the identities of Archibald 

Mathers, owner of Hephaestus Manufacturers, Ulysses Proctor, owner of Proctor Aircraft, and the show 

the latter was presenting that night. 

Zoe placed her hand on her husbandΩs shoulder, squeezing it gently. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻǳǊ ƎŜǘŀǿŀȅ ƳŀƴΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΣέ 

ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭǎΚέ 

άAll right, enough ŎƭŀƳƻǊƛƴƎΣέ aŀƭ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜΦ Grabbing the mechanism out of his 

pilotΩs hands, his finger traced across the screen, filtering through the vast amount of information to 

reveal a map. άProctor Aircraft has set up shop in Nouveu Lyon. ProctorΩs got himself a large bit oΩ land 

at the edge of the city, where heΩǎ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘƻƻǘŜƴŀƴƴȅΦέ 

Wash took the screen from his captain. Clicking on an area around the outline of the building, 

information concerning the relatively blank area appeared. ά[ƛƪŜ ŀƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴǘŜǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ Proctor has a top 

of the line security system around the building and, unfortunately for usΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƭƻǘΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ 

his finger touching the screen again. The screen demonstrated the securityΩs reaction to an intruder. Red 

glowed and faded, bold Chinese characters flashed three times before the map resolved to its former 

state. 

Kaylee, sitting across the table from Walsh, tucked her hair behind her ears. άIŀǾŜ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƛǘŎƘ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΚέ 

Mal turned his head to his mechanic, surprised. άThe ƎƭƛǘŎƘΚέ He hadnΩt realized that she was familiar 

with this sort of territory. 

άWell, yeah; during installation, they set a backdoor into the system, just in case something goes 

hay-wire. ItΩs a fairly new thing, only been about for six year or so, but, since this is a top of the line 

ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ Wash 

handed it over and Kaylee keyed in a long set of numbers. Along the right side of the screen, number 

formations raced so fast that most of the crew could barely keep up. Kaylee slid her finger across the 

screen, the blue outline of the parking area moving with her fingertip. The screen flashed red and, just 

as before, the security field displayed. 

Green letters spelling out ΨAPPROVEDΩ flashed only once, and over a small area the red of the security 

disappeared, displaying a small chink in the armous. Kaylee smiled. άWǳǎǘ ŀǎ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΥ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ 

Border world, but he sure uses Core technology.  This only shows that thereΩs a way to get by the 

system. I can fool Ψround with SerenityΩs systems and wiring to allow her to override the security, no 

ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦέ 
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άJing chai, mei meiΣέ aŀƭ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘƛƴƎ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ ά/ŀƴ ƛǘ ōŜ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩll get inΚέ 

 

Kaylee studied the side notes on the left side of the screen, scrolling with her finger. άDŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǿƻƴΩt 

be a problem; theyΩre suspending the security fields before the ceremony so guests can land. When the 

security is turned back on, itΩll pick up the feed from other ships. If we set up SerenityΩs own opposing 

security fields than can infiltrate its mainframe, it can pinpoint the glitch, trigger it and allowing us a safe 

ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ƻǳǘΦέ 

Jayne sat beside Kaylee, drinking from his bottle of Blue Sun green tea. The captain never let him near 

the whiskey during job discussions. ά¸ƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΚ I canΩǘ ōŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀŎƪŦƛǊŜ ƻƴ ƳŜΦέ Iƛǎ 

eyes focused on her as he took another sip of tea. He wasnΩt in the least comfortable with the job-the 

money was the only thing that was keeping him from bowing out. 

Kaylee looked at him, her smile glowing with confidence. ά!ǘ tŀΩs shop, work came scarcely. Usually, the 

ƻƴƭȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŜǊŜΧέ She paused briefly. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǳs. The 

more we could help, the more theyΩd pay us. Other than making the ships run smooth, there was a big 

demand for breaching security systems. Pa and my uncles kept playing Ψround with Ψem Ψtil they set ships 

up with their own. ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǊƎŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘy system picked up ours, the modified one sends out a sort 

of fishing line, searching for the glitch and setting it offΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ƛƭƭŜƎŀƭΤ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ 

Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭƛŀƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ōȅ ƻƴŎŜ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΣ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƭƻŎŀƭ ǎƘƻǇǎΦέ 

άBut itΩƭƭ ǿƻǊƪΚέ IŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 

  

The mechanic nibbled on her lip. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƛǘŎƘ ƛǎ ŀŎǘƛǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ƭƛƳƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ 

began but paused. ά!ƴŘΧ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛƎΦέ Highlighting the edges of the way in, Kaylee displayed 

the measurements. ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩs no way Serenity Ŏŀƴ Ŧƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

Leaning across the table, Wash took the screen from her. ά5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǘΣ butΧέ The pilot thought to 

himself. ά¢ƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŦƛƴŜΦέ 

άShiny. Kaylee, you worry about working up a ŦƛŜƭŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜΣέ aŀƭ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ. Stretching out his 

arm, he took back the screen. He traced a route out of the parking area, and moved toward the 

entrance of the building. ά²Ŝ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻƻǊΤ ǿŜΩve already got the codes for it. Tonight, we 

dress finely; just a part of blending in. Once we get inside, we go to the forty-second floor; itΩs where 

ProctorΩs collection is stored. Turns out Proctor ainΩt fond of the Alliance and donΩt take kindly to the 

idea of traveling and leaving his trinkets around his home on one of the fancy Core worlds. More fun lays 

here: the forty-second floor canΩǘ ōŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƪŜȅΦέ 

άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎΚέ ½ƻŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙer hands gripping the clay mug in front of her. 
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Mal smiled. άaŀǘƘŜǊǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƭŜŦǘ ǳǎ some very complex directions on manipulating wires ΨnΩ ǎǳŎƘΣέ ƘŜ 

ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ άŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ YŀȅƭŜŜΦέ He looked over toward his mechanic. ά¢ŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΣ mei 

meiΦέ 

Kaylee looked over at the screen, her fingers tapping along. After a moment a smile spread across her 

face. ά5ƻƴΩt take much to override these elevators. ChildΩǎ ǇƭŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ In fact she was sure 

that she could do it in her sleep. 

άOnce in, it shouldnΩt take us long to find what weΩǊŜ ŀŦǘŜǊΦέ Mal turned the screen toward the rest of 

the crew. The colored pixels loaded, slowly revealing a black, granodiorite stone with twenty paragraphs 

of carved writing. ά¢ƘŜ wƻǎŜǘǘŀ {ǘƻƴŜΦ Its heavy- weighing at a walloping 1,700 lbs. Jayne and I ainΩt 

ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƛǘ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ ƻǳǘΦέ 

άWe ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŎǊŀǘŜΣέ ½ƻŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴΣ ƳŀƪŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΩs in there for this thing 

going on, stick the sǘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜŜƭ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǘΦέ 

The captain listened, nodding his head. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƭƻǿŜǊ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ 

Jayne grunted, dropping his bottle down and wiping the tea from his moustache. ά{ǘƛƭƭ ƛǎ ŀ ƳƛǘŜ 

unsettlinΩ, Mal. We got a lot of jobs, and scarce enough people for all ofΨŜƳΦέ 

ά̧ ƻǳΣ ½ƻŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀǎ ǇŜǊ ǳǎǳŀƭΦ Though I prefer having her aboard Serenity, weΩll be needing 

Kaylee for the technical and mechanical go se. The Sheppard knows a thing or two about mechanics; 

weΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΣέ aŀƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ He then turned to Zoe. άWŀȅƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǳǎƘ 

the crate, so you and IΩll protect him. IΩll also need you to fly the shuttle; think youΩll be able to handle 

ǘƘŀǘΚέ He didnΩt need to ask; he could simply order her, but he never wanted his first mate to think for 

one moment that he didnΩt think she was capable. 

Zoe turned to her husband, the corners of her full lips pulling into a smirk. Wash leaned closer to her. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜǎǘ ȅƻǳΩll ever be on a job. And if they catch the rest of them, you can 

Ƨǳǎǘ Ŧƭȅ ŀǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ƘƛƴǘŜŘΣ ƘŀƭŦ ƧƻƪƛƴƎΦ 

The first mate laughed. ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ it that way, itΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƴ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ 

on her hand. 

άI ainΩt gettingΩ caught on a job thatΩƭƭ ƭƻǎŜ ƳŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣέ WŀȅƴŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǎƘōǳǊƴŜǎΦ He 

then turned to Mal. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƎŜǘǎ ƭŜŦǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘΚ Is this Mathers guy gonna ǎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

Mal raised his hand. άLΩve already got that covered. I talked with Inara; if one of us gets left behind, we 

go to her. SheΩll stay on Beaumonde for the next two weeks and take her clients and whatever else she 

does with her business, and in the meantime, keep you hidden. Proctor wonΩt call the authorities; as far 

as theyΩre concerned, the Rosetta Stone was destroyed with Earth-That-Was, and if Proctor were to 

admit that it survived, the Alliance would sweep it up and he wouldnΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 
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His crew remained silent, absorbing his words. Mal sighed. ά²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎtone, we immediately call 

Mathers. HeΩll set up a time for us to meet on Kiyome-έ 

Kaylee screeched, covering her mouth with her hand. Jayne looked over to her, his eyebrow raised. If 

she noticed, she didnΩt pay him any mind. άYƛȅƻƳŜΚ wŜŀƭƭȅΚέ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ 

bouncing in her seat. 

Mal smiled, despite himself. άaŀǘƘŜǊǎ Ƙŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΤ ǎŀȅǎ ƛǘΩs the safest place to meet 

him. We ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘΩƭƭ ǘƘŜƴ ōŜ ǎǇƭƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ 

mug and sipping his ice cold water. ά!ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΚέ 

The kitchen was filled with silence. άDƻƻŘΣέ aŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻǿΣ ƭŜǘΩs get to work. WeΩve got a big rock to 

ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The Doctor opened the TARDIS door, poking his head out warily. He pulled the fob watch from his 

pocket and clicked it open, the glow from the control room reflected off its face: 6:45 PM, fashionably 

early. Closing the watch and slipping it back into his pocket, he looked out in front of him. It was pitch 

ōƭŀŎƪΣ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƴƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇŜŜƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜΨŘ όsneakily, he thought) parked the 

TARDIS. He walked back inside, leaving the door ajar. A moment later, the Doctor stepped out, a large 

torch in his hand. He turned it on the light on illuminating several of the objects on display. He flashed 

the beam across the walls, moving it until he found what he was looking for: three light switches. 

Directing the light to the floor, the Doctor walked carefully to avoid running into anything. Finally, he 

reached the wall and flicked up the switches with one motion. The fluorescent lights on the ceiling 

suddenly flared into life, straining the DoctorΩs eyes. Closing them tightly, he allowed the slight pain to 

subside. When he finally opened them again, he had to catch his breath. 

Surrounding him was what could only be described as a museum. In one corner of the completely 

windowless room, the Doctor identified a six panel screen dating back to eighteenth century Japan; it 

was a work by Watanabe Shiko, the pale yellow background containing medium greens and gray-browns 

that displayed the bloom of spring. At the other end of the spectrum and not far from the screen was a 

ragdoll that had seen better days. It was handmade, no doubt, but not a work of art like WatanabeΩs 

piece. It had once belonged to a little girl most likely from the beginning of the twentieth century, 

judging from the coal stains on the dollΩs faded brown dress. 

Remembering where he was the Doctor he glanced down and noticed his torch was still on. Clicking it 

off, the he walked back to his ship. His eyes never stopped studying the objects in the room. Of 

particular note was The Sampul tapestry, which hung from the wall, a relic from the Tarim Basin. 

However, the Doctor was sure it, and the rest of the artifacts, were fakes. The Great Expunge had sent 

the surviving human race out into the next galaxy with very little of its history. Or at least, thatΩs what he 

remembered studying while at the Academy. 
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Stopping at his TARDIS, the Doctor dropped the torch inside and closed the seemingly wooden doors 

behind him. 

ά±ŜǊȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴǘƘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿ ƛƴ ŀ 

display case. The Doctor turned on his sonic screwdriver and ran it over the item. The sensors clicked 

off, allowing him to properly examine the crossbow. His finger traced along the wooden handle, noting 

its weathered texture. The Doctor inspected the arrow loaded in, feeling the metal point between his 

finger tips. He hissed and checked his hand; a small line of blood seeped out of the wound in his index 

finger. Placing his finger in his mouth, the Doctor sucked it before putting pressure on it between his 

lips. 

ά{ǘƛƭƭ ǎƘŀǊǇΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ƴƻǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ realΦέ Checking his pockets, he grabbed onto several 

objects before finding a band aid. As he opened it from the plastic, the Doctor looked dismayed at the 

hot pink strip, with a waving Hello Kitty picture on it. ά!Ƙ ǿŜƭƭΦ 5ƻŜǎƴΨǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ 

wrapping it around his wound. 

Waving the screwdriver over it, the security system clicked back on. Several bars, glowing red, appeared 

before fading away. The Doctor replaced the screwdriver back in his pocket and looked around once 

again. He was certain now that everything in the room was, indeed, authentic. However, something was 

more unsettling. The room itself was completely silent- no Kluvians present. 

The Doctor looked around and saw a lift in the corner of the room. He walked over and inspected it, 

immediately noticing the absence of up and down buttons. Instead, there was a small keypad hardwired 

into the wall. Below it was a small keyhole which ensured only those who were meant to be in the 

building could operate the lift. Flashing the sonic screwdriver at the lock, the Doctor was rewarded with 

a chime as the lift jerked into life. It moved up the shaft, the cables screeching and speeding as they 

pulled along the platform. 

Finally, the sleek chrome doors opened, revealing the lift to be empty. The Doctor stepped onto the 

platform, pushed the button for the lobby, and then placed his hands in his pockets, watching the doors 

close. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Wash crossed his arms, his bright red Hawaiian shirt blinding underneath the fluorescent lights of the 

corridor. ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇƻƴŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜΚ You canΩt hesitate when the 

others are running aboard with gunmen chasing them and ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Zoe smiled, fluffing out his blond hair with her fingers. άL ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ 

shuttles. You were fine with this before. The mission looks easy enough; we could very well have a 

ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ Ƨƻō ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ ƛǘ gently. 

Sighing, Wash stared back at his wife. άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ you donΩt have to wait for Mal and 

Jayne; as soon as KayleeΩǎ ŀōƻŀǊŘΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦΣέ ƘŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ŀ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ 
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άAh, but Jayne and I will have the goods, so that ainΩǘ ǿƛǎŜΣέ aŀƭΩs voice echoed through the hall, 

approaching them. His hair was slicked d to the side, his clothes freshly pressed, and (Zoe swore) he was 

wearing his good musk. άL ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳ ǘƻ ƭŀƴŘ ǳǎ ƛƴ bƻǳǾŜǳ [ȅƻƴ ǎŀŦŜƭȅΦ Zoe will be fine, 

²ŀǎƘΦέ 

Wash looked away from Mal and toward Zoe. ά.Ŝ ǎŀŦŜΣ bao beiΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ Leaning toward each 

other, they locked lips, kissing briefly but with a bit of passion. The pilot took her hand and kissed it, 

before returning it to her side. Turning around, he walked to the cockpit, his hands in his pockets. 

Zoe straightened her back as she faced her captain, her hands resting on her thick belt. άwŜŀŘȅ 

ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǎǘƛŦŦƭȅΦ 

άWarm ΨŜǊ ǳǇΦέ Nodding, Zoe walked past Mal and into the shuttle. He looked over his shoulder. άWŀȅƴŜΣ 

load up! WeΩve gotta get goinΩΗέ 

Metal clanks echoed louder and louder from down the hallway until Jayne appeared, pushing the large, 

metal crate in front of him. The mercenary himself looked much cleaner. The greens of his clothes were 

more vivid, and even his jacket was buttoned up. He grunted as he pushed the cart into the shuttle. 

άBarely hit atmo, donΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƴƻ ǊǳǎƘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǘŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿŀƭƭΦ 

Mal poked his head inside. ά²ŜΩll be in Nouveu Lyon in ten minutes, Jayne. ProctorΩs shindig is startinΩ 

ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ Jayne rolled his eyes as he leaned against the crate. He pulled 

up his shirt, revealing two large pistols strapped to his hip. They were supposed to be as covert as 

possible, and, although Mal and Zoe had their weapons hidden and were heavily armed, Jayne wasnΩt 

one to take chances. 

Pulling himself out, Mal walked down the corridor. άaƻǾŜ ƛǘΣ YŀȅƭŜŜΗ EveryoneΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀōƻŀǊŘΗέ IŜ 

shouted, approaching a set of long, metal rings leading below deck. Small, yellow-orange lights circled 

the entrance. A wooden sign inscribed with ΨKayleeΩs RoomΩ in a flowing script, surrounded by light pink 

flowers and multi-colored butterflies were also present. 

Mal looked down the shaft. άYŀȅƭŜŜΗέ 

 

άOver here, CapΩƴΗέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ Mal turned around, watching as Kaylee exited one 

of the guest rooms. He sighed; the girl took every opportunity to flirt with the doctor. She smiled at her 

captain, her brown bag, covered in red and black lady bugs, at her side. Her green overalls were freshly 

scrubbed, with barely a trace of dirt on them. She wore a bright pink shirt, and her hair was washed and 

flowing freely down her back. Looking down at her feet, Mal was pleased that she at least was wearing 

her steel toe boots, which had been cleaned and shined to a bright finish. 

He placed his hand on her back. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŘƻƴΩt we look like a pretty little flower? No luck with the doc, I 

ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΚέ 
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KayleeΩs smile never faltered. ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǎƘƛƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ {ƛƳƻƴΣ /ŀǇΩn; I got him to admit that I Ψlook very 

nice.Ω IΩm not even dressed fancy; not that you would let ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ She never dressed up- 

hell, she couldnΩt even wear normal clothes for fear of ruining them while working. The dress from the 

old job was still sitting in her room, tucked away to prevent dust from collecting. Kaylee figured she 

could show her folks the item when they visited Kiyome. 

They walked into the shuttle, Mal closing the door behind them. άbƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ {ƘŜǇǇŀǊŘ Ŏŀƴ 

ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǊƻƻƳΚέ 

άOh, I didnΩt bother him. L ƭŜŦǘ wƛǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅΣ ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ 

assuring herself that all the correct tools were with her. 

Mal immediately clutched his chest; he knew only the basics about medicine, but he was certain he was 

having a heart attack. άYŀȅƭŜŜΣ Serenity is your baby, and youΩǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ wƛǾŜǊ ¢ŀƳΚέ IŜ 

choked. 

Looking over, Mal saw the same worry in JayneΩs face. The mercenary shrugged, though his expression 

stayed the same. άΩ̧ƪƴƻǿΣ aŀƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ Ŏƻƛƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōǳȅ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

Kaylee placed her hand on MalΩs shoulder. ά{ƘŜΩll be fine, CapΩn, I swear! RiverΩs real smart; Simon told 

me how she can figure anything out, and Serenity donΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǊƻƻƳΣέ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎ 

said sweetly, trying her best to convince him there was no danger. It wasnΩt working. 

άWeΩll be approaching Nouveu Lyon in four minutesΣέ ²ŀǎƘ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ the intercom. 

Mal walked away from Kaylee, and stood behind Zoe, who was positioning herself at the helm of the 

shuttle. From the shuttleΩs windows, the gray smog of Beaumonde became thicker, with few rays of 

sunshine peeking through.  ά²Ŝ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀnd we wonΩt have to worry Ψōƻǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΣέ IŜ 

said to himself, as the unnatural lights of Nouveu Lyon appeared in the distance.  
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Chapter 4 

When the doors of the lift opened, the Doctor was immediately overwhelmed. The lobby of the building 

was bustling with people, women in silk gowns and men in their finest dinner jackets. Stepping off the 

platform, he slinked through the guests all dressed up in their fine, soft furs and gaudy jewellery. 

Coughing through a haze of cigarette smoke, he entered the next room. 

The Doctor paused. Couples danced across the floor to a lively air played by a string quartet, the ladies 

ruffled dresses floating with each step. At either end of the room several small cliques had formed. 

Groups of men, both old and young, talked eagerly about the ships Ulysses Proctor would be debuting, 

smoking their imported cigars and throwing back hard liquor like it was water. Not far from them, their 

wives and girlfriends stood in tiny circles, their hands cupping their Shirley Temples, moaning about 

ōŜƛƴƎ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ /ƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ άǎƻƳŜ yu bun duh ǎǇŀŎŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

Suddenly, there was a tap on his shoulder. The Time Lord turned, spotting an oval faced waitress next to 

him. In one hand, she balanced a tray carrying seven translucent goblets, the liquor moving from side to 

side in time with her steps. 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ ǎƛǊΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

He opened his mouth, beginning to refuse. However, he stopped himself, suddenly reminded of 

something. ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŀƴŀƴŀ ŘŀƛǉǳƛǊƛǎΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ It was a 

party, after all. And it didnΩt matter which part of the universe it was; turning down free drinks was 

never a good idea. 

Lowering the tray, the blonde waitress inspected the glasses. Finally, she grabbed one of the drinks, 

handing it to him. ά! ǊŀǊŜ ŘŜƭƛŎŀŎȅΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ He thanked her and sipped the 

fruity drink as the waitress walked away. The alcohol content was low and banana flavor overpowering; 

the Doctor knew that Donna wouldΩve mocked him over such a Ψsissy drink.Ω 

The dance floor cleared, partners laughing loudly as they approached the walls. Waiters in crimson 

uniforms and black ties emerged in pairs onto the sides of the small dance floor, carrying round tables. 

White, linen clothes were set over them, with wooden chairs pushed underneath. A set of young 

waitresses in matching blazers and trousers stopped at every table, arranging the silverware accordingly. 

At the centre of each table there was a gold leaf candelabrum, the candles emitting a soft glow. 

Investors and their partners made their way to the tables, sitting themselves down. The waiters and 

waitresses returned, pushing large carts stacked with trays of food. The Doctor sipped his daiquiri, 

watching the food being served. Half the guests were already sloshed; he didnΩt think theyΩd make it to 

the presentation. 

The loud clinking of a spoon being tapped against a glass silenced the room. A lanky man stood in the 

middle of the room, holding the glass in question. His greyng hair was slicked back and he had a 

matching moustache and beard. He gave a tight smile. 
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άWelcome, to one and all. We at Proctor Aircraft thank yΩall for cominΩ out. Many of you came from 

a-ŦŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƳƛǘŜ ǘƛǊŜŘΧέ 

It was a fairly guess that he was Ulysses Proctor. The Doctor quickly found himself becoming slightly 

bored with his speech, ProctorΩs country drawl lulling him into a daze. He turned toward the lobby, 

planning an escape route, when he saw something odd .He had only glanced, but the Doctor felt his 

hearts pound twice as fast as normal. Several tall figures had entered the lobby, clothed in long, fur 

cloaks. The smooth fur was dyed a shade of emerald, the most significant colour of all to the Kluvians. 

άBoring, isnΩǘ ƘŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪƛƴΦ Standing next to him was the blonde 

waitress who had served him earlier, her arms crossed over her chest. Several other members of the 

help were leaning back against the wall, listening to Proctor speak with blank stares. 

He ran his hand through his spiked out hair. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΨǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŀ ŎǳǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƛƴǎƻƳƴƛŀΦέ 

The waitress glanced back at the guests, only half of whom were listening. άbƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ Ŝnough for a table, 

I take ƛǘΚέ ǎhe asked. 

The Doctor looked over his shoulder again, searching the lobby intently. The Kluvians had vanished. So 

much for lack of stealth. Cursing under his breath, he offered the girl a weak smile. 

άbƻǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅΦέ Digging into his pocket, he produced the psychic paper, flipping it open. άWƻƘƴ {ƳƛǘƘΣ 

reporter for the Sheffield Post, number one ƴŜǿǎ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ 5ȅǘƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ, before closing the paper 

immediately. 

The waitress accepted his explanation. άLǘΩs extremely hard to get a press pass for one of ProctorΩs 

showcases. Iƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǿǎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻΚέ 

The Time Lord sighed, frustrated. Humans were his favourite species, but really, they could be so 

annoying. άCƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜǊΤ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ ǎŎƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ YƭǳǾƛŀƴǎΦ They were 

nowhere to be seen, despite their gargantuan size. He rolled his eyes as the guests laughed politely at 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ tǊƻŎǘŜǊΩǎ ǿŜŀƪ ƧƻƪŜǎΦ 

The waitress looked around the room then nodded in understanding. άhƘΣ ŘƻƴΩt mind them; theyΩre 

ProctorΩs Ψboys,Ωέ she said. Confused, the Doctor looked to where her gaze was directed. Several beefy 

men were strewn about the edges of the room, dressed in what he could only describe as tattered suits. 

It was mostly brown, with a few other earthly colours mixed in. They were at least clean. 

άHe doesnΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ !ƭƭƛŀƴŎŜΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƛǘǊŜǎǎΣ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ 

to her for once. ά!ƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŜŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩt trust him either. Alliance guards have been hanging 

outside all week; theyΩd love nothing more than to arrest him for something. But since the Allied 

Spacecraft Corporation went under, theyΩve had to rely more and more on Proctor and Hephaestus. Not 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊǳǎǘ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ 
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The Doctor looked back to her. The girl was no longer a nuisance. In fact, she had been surprisingly 

informative. άaŀǘƘŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ άŀǎ ƛƴ !ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΚέ 

She nodded her head. άhƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ HeΩs a relative newcomer to the spaceship industry, and 

really, itΩs only a matter of time before-έ 

Feedback from the microphone reverberated baŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƛǘǊŜǎǎΩ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜΦ άbƻǿΣ LΩm 

done wasting your time. Enjoy your meal, because in one hour, Proctor Aircraft will be bringing you the 

2519 line of the toughest, most luxurious spacecraft to ŘŀǘŜΗέ tǊƻŎǘƻǊ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ Holding a small object in 

his right hand, he pointed it behind himself. The entire back wall was illuminated, drawing the attention 

of everyone in the dim room. A set of digital numbers appeared in a flash. 

The Doctor was sure both of his hearts skipped beats as he read the date the numbers showed: 

09-28-2518 

He swallowed dryly as the guests began clapping in unison. ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

waitress behind as he ran into the lobby. How could he be so stupid, not figuring it out before? He 

always was forgetting to check the dates; it was rule number one at the Pydronian Academy. Well, not 

number one, but it was in the top ten.  

άIt was around here that Li saw Ψem, sir. The boys say that sheΩs scared stiff, crying that sheΩs quitting 

ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ŀ ƎǊǳŦŦ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΦ Startled, the Doctor ducked behind the side of an information desk 

that was currently unoccupied. Peeking from behind it he saw Ulysses Proctor walk into the lobby, seven 

of his burly henchmen trailing behind. 

Proctor stroked the ends of his beard as he paced around, staring at the floor. ά¢ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŎŀǎŜ ƛǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ- 

ŘƻǿƴǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƻƻƭƛǎƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜǇǊƛƴǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ He lifted his head up, placing his hands on his 

hips and faced the bald man. ά/ƘŜŎƪ Ŧƭƻƻr forty-two first. I donΩt know how theyΩd get there, but I ainΩt 

one for chances. I hope you havenΩt lost that ƪŜȅ ȅŜǘΣ [ŜŦǘȅΦέ 

The muscular man known as Lefty held up a set of keys. άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻǘΣ ōƻǎǎΦέ 

Procter nodded.  άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƛƴΩt there, then resume normal canvassing procedure. You find Ψem, eliminate 

those joo fuen chse on the spot. Last thing we need is for those rats in uniforms to come a prancing 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ Proctor glanced back into the theatre. ά¢ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŎŀǎŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǿƛthout 

a hitch. LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ ƛƴŦƻǊƳ ƳŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ ǎƛǊΣέ [ŜŦǘȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

He nodded once. ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΦέ Fixing his white jacket, Proctor walked back into the 

dining rƻƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƎǳŜǎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƻƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǎǘΩǎ ǿƛƴŜΦ [ŜŦǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȄ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅƎǳŀǊŘǎ 

began inspecting their guns. The Doctor inhaled; it was very possible that they could locate the Kluvians, 

saving him the trouble of finding them. However, tagging along would be the problem. !ǎ tǊƻŎǘŜǊΩǎ 
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henchman headed for the lift, it was clear from their expressions that they would not be accepting 

hangers on. 

The Doctor brought his glass to his lips. He paused before he could sip, allowing himself to mull the 

situation over. A second later he smiled, straightened his tie properly and ran his hand through his hair, 

flattening it down to one side. Finally, he threw back the rest of his drink. 

The Doctor swaggered towards the security men who were still standing by the lift, leaving his empty 

glass on the help desk. As the lift doors opened, he followed them inside, his back straightening as he 

approached Lefty. 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣέ IŜ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƻǎƘΦ His eyes spotted the control panel; there was 

no button for floor forty-two. 

Lefty glared at him. ά{ƛǊΣ ǿŜΩre gonΩ ƘŀŦǘŀ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŎŀǎŜΣέ ƘŜ 

stated, puffing out his chest as he approached the Time Lord. 

The Doctor remained where he was, putting on his glasses. άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ of the 

ǳǇƳƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴŎŜΦέ He looked Lefty up and down dismissively. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜ ƳŜΦέ 

LeftyΩs face reddened. άL ŘƻƴΩt, so you best get off this elevator and get your prissy ass back to the 

showcase ƭŜǎǘ L ǘƘǊƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΦέ 

άIΩll have you know that IΩm an essential part of Mr. ProctorΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǇŀǘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ 

Lefty. From his coat pocket, he produced the psychic paper once again. άWƻƘƴ {ƳƛǘƘΣ ƴŜǿƭȅ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ 

Head of Advertising for Proctor Aircrafts Some of his showcaseΩs most important designs have been left 

in my office on the sixty-third floor. TheyΩǊŜ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦέ 

Lefty looked the Doctor over, raising his eyebrows in suspicion. άLΩve been working for Proctor for nearly 

twenty-five years, and I ainΩt never seen you Ψǘƛƭ ƴƻǿΦέ 

Closing the psychic paper, the Doctor sighed as he put it away. ά!ǎ L ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ LΩm fairly new. I 

was very recently hired by Mr. Proctor from the Allied Spacecraft Corporation. With my former 

employers on their way out he felt that I could bring something to his company. However, my presence 

Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻǿƴǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΤ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŘŜōǳǘΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ 

Lefty was deflating before the DoŎǘƻǊΨǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ άLŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ Mr. tǊƻŎǘƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƘŜΩŘ confirm 

everything youΩve saiŘΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ, as he narrowed his eyes at the Time Lord. 

άAbsolutely; I never lie in matters of business.έ The Doctor looked sombrely at the men; he had 

successfully convinced them but the lift remained resolutely still. He swallowed. άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿŜΩre 

ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΧΚέ 

Lefty glanced back at his underlings, before turning to the Doctor. ά²Ŝ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȄǘȅ-third floor; 

get your business done, and git on out. As important as your job is, weΩve been giving very explicit 

orders by Mr. Proctor. Dong maΚέ 
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The Doctor gave a restrained smile. άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jayne grunted as several waiters pushed past him. He slouched his shoulders as he pushed the cart. Mal 

and Zoe walked ahead of the mercenary, with Kaylee following closely behind. ά!ƛƴΩt fond of this job 

ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

άYou ainΩǘ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ōŜ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ WŀȅƴŜΣέ aŀƭ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ A petite girl 

placed a wooden crate at her feet and entered in the code. The door slid open and she picked up her 

crate before walking inside. 

Mal stepped up as the door closed. άWǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƨƻō ŘƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŘƻƴŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ Punching in the 

numbers on the pad, the door opened once again. Mal held his hand against ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΨǎ ǎŜƴǎƻǊǎΣ 

allowing Zoe and Kaylee to enter. Jayne wheeled the cart pass him, and Mal followed them in last. 

άI need more yuèbing; I canΩt keep them on thŜ ǘŀōƭŜΗέ ! ǿŀƛǘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ as he half ran in front of 

Zoe and Kaylee, entering the kitchen. Zoe inspected the room, looking around as one waiter fixed 

the bow tie of another. 

She turned toward Mal. ά9ƭŜǾŀǘƻǊΩǎ ŘǳŜ ƴƻǊǘƘΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƻǳŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ 

her head at three men (the older one was giving the other two specific directions about the events 

for later in the evening). Losing patience, Jayne pushed the cart ahead, nearly running over several 

unsuspecting waitresses. 

The crew paused as they reached the entrance to the main part of the building. The lobby was filled 

with guests, talking avidly with one another. A middle-aged man puffed his expensive cigar, blowing 

the smoke away from his pretty, much younger date. Under the loud chatter, an orchestra of pipas 

and bamboo flutes performing an old Chinese melody. 

On the other side of the lobby were the large doors of the elevator, undecorated and unnoticed by 

the guests. Mal poked his head out: near the entrance to the assembly room, two of ProctorΩs men 

stood, carefully keeping their attention on the mass of people. He sighed. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ 

ask for a distraction Ψōƻǳǘ ƴƻǿΚέ 

A glass broke against an adjacent wall, startling the party goers. άChiu se, you ta ma de hun danΗέ ŀ ǎƘǊƛƭƭ 

voice cried. The room immediately fell into silence, the crowd eagerly scoping out for the upset 

attendee. Their search ended as a woman fled through the entrance to the next room, her hand firmly 

against her mouth. She couldnΩt have been older than forty-five, with barely a wrinkle on her face. The 

woman pushed through the crowd, walking desperately toward the buildingΩs exit. 

Following behind was a man about the same age, his face flustered. ά!ǳƎǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳΩre 

ƻǾŜǊǊŜŀŎǘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘŜǊΦ He grabbed her arm, effectively making her 

turn to him. άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜΦέ 
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Augustine wiped away the tears that rolled down her face. ά²ŜΩre not talking about this Ψsomewhere 

else,Ω ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŘƛǎƎǊŀŎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǇǳōƭƛŎΗέ She pulled away from him, stepping back. 

ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƻǊŜΣ 9ŘƎŀǊΗέ {ƘŜ ŀŎŎǳǎŜŘΦ 

Edgar, AugustineΩs husband, stepped closer to her, inches away from her face. άLΩm not sleeping with 

her, weΩre very good friends! But you donΩt want me to have friends; just work my pi gu off so you can 

ƭƛǾŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭȅ ƻƴ [ƻƴŘƛƴƛǳƳΗέ 

άI gave birth your children and supported you fir years, and this is the thanks I get, to be humiliated in 

front of everyone?έ Lifting her hand, Augustine slapped Edgar across his face. Several women gasped, 

amongst a rising tide of whispers. 

Gingerly touching his cheek, Edgar glared at his wife. άIƛǘ ƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΗέ IŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ƭǳƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ 

her. One woman screamed while men pushed past them, grabbing for Edgar. From the other side of the 

room, the two security men moved through the crowd of people, determined to prevent anymore 

fighting. 

Mal, flabbergasted, turned back to his crew. ά! ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΤ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƳƻǾŜΣέ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ 

fully into the lobby. Pretty Core world people and their problems: Mal knew he could count on them. 

They walked through the crowd of people, sliding through the spaces as best as they could. Mal turned 

back; Jayne stood in place, watching the commotion eagerly. 

άWŀȅƴŜΣ ƪŜŜǇ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΦ 

The mercenary looked back, a glint in his eyes. ά/ƻǊŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘǳǎǎƭŜΣ aŀƭΗ Do you know how rare they-έ 

άJayneΦέ 

Sighing disappointedly, Jayne pushed through the pedestrians like an aggravated child. The crew 

successfully slipped past the crowd and made it to the elevator. 

With everyone on the elevatorΩs platform, Zoe closed the doors. Kaylee kneeled on the floor and opened 

her bag. Taking out a screw driver, she began unscrewing the plate underneath the buttons. The cover 

came off easily, revealing the inner workings of the control panel. She examined the wires, carefully 

reading the Chinese print near each one of them. 

άHurry, Kaylee; we ainΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ aŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ 

After disconnecting several wires, Kaylee pressed one of the buttons. The elevator moved abruptly, 

catching the others off balance. Kaylee couldnΩt help but giggle. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΤ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊǊƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦέ Quietly, the crew waited as the elevator roared upwards. The floors 

whizzed past, swiftly reaching double digits, hitting the twenties, thirtiŜǎΧ 
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At floor forty-two, Kaylee stopped the elevator. Moving her hand across the panel, she pressed another 

button, opening the doors. Jayne pushed the cart out, Zoe following him. Mal stepped into the 

threshold, preventing the doors from closing. 

άXie xie, CapΩƴΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ Quickly, she connected all of the pulled wires and placed the cover 

back onto the control panel, before screwing it into place. She stood up, put her tool away and left the 

elevator. 

At once, the room was illuminated, surprising Kaylee. She covered her face with her arm, shielding her 

eyes from the light. After blinking hard, she caught sight of what lay in the room. Hundreds of artifacts, 

from beautiful oil paintings to broken pottery, hung from the walls and sat on podiums, gathering dust. 

She knew enough history to know that it most certainly dated back to Earth-That-Was. 

άGorram, the coin youΩd get from sellinΩ anȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜΧέ WŀȅƴŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ŀǎ he leaned against the cart. 

άWe take nothinΩ other than what whatΩs intended; in the event that the job goes south, Mathers will 

have us covered- so long as we keep to what weΩǊŜ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣέ ½ƻŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƻƴƭȅ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ 

glancing at the room. 

Mal walked into the rows of history, looking from his right to his left. ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ǎƻ ǎtart looking; time ainΩt 

ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊŜǿΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛŦŀŎǘǎΦ Each of them went off in separate directions, 

inspecting the contents of the shelves for their prize. 

Kaylee tilted her head as she examined all of the items, assuring that they werenΩǘ ǘƘŜΧ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚ 

She believed it was called the Roselita Stone. 9ƛǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘΦ What she did 

find, however, made her gasp. On a podium, a thin, gray rabbit sat, wearing plaid green little overalls 

and a straw hat. In its hand was a small shovel for gardening. She swore it was the downright cutest 

thing sheΩd ever laid eyes on. 

άhǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΗέ aŀƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ Looking sadly at the rabbit once more, Kaylee 

walked toward the captain. When he came in sight, she also could see the large black stone resting on 

top of a display cushion the glare of the strip lights reflecting off it. Kaylee glanced at the long podium on 

which the stone rested and saw the extent of the security protecting it. Bending down, she entered the 

numbers Mathers had fed them; a loud beep echoed round the room -the system had been successfully 

disengaged. 

Jayne approached the stone, parking the cart nearby. He ran his hand down the smooth sides, his fingers 

following along the contours. Gripping it, he attempted to lift the thing. It wouldnΩt budge. 

άRuttinΩ rockΩǎ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŀǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ Jayne pulled the cart closer to the stone, the crate still in 

place. Mal flicked the locks up and opened the crate; it was padded, specially made for carrying delicate 

objects. 
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Placing his hands at the stoneΩs base, Mal looked at Jayne. άhƴ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ ǿŜ ƭƛŦǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ Jayne, if you 

ŘǊƻǇ ǘƘƛǎΣ Ƴŀȅ ƳŜǊŎƛŦǳƭ .ǳŘŘƘŀ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΧέ Jayne rolled his eyes, mimicking MalΩs position. They kept 

perfectly still for a moment before Mal gulped. 

άYi, er, san-Ηέ Both men attempted to pick the stone up, their faces contorting from difficulty. They 

managed to lift it barely off the podium, shuffling closer to the crate. Mal bit his bottom lip, the muscles 

in his back tightening. Not missing a beat, Zoe moved the cart carrying the crate closer, watching the 

two very carefully. 

Clang, clang, clang. 

Kaylee turned her head, looking frantically around the room. Nothing was out of place, nor was there 

any movement. She glanced nervously back at her crewmates; they had made it to the crate with Stone, 

and Mal was carefully lowering his end toward the opening, letting the rock slide slowly out of his hands. 

Zoe was still concentrating on the removal and made no sign that she had heard the noise. 

Kaylee jumped when she heard the sounds again. They were becoming increasingly louder. Kaylee 

listened closely, stepping away from the crew. Breathing out a shaky sigh, she found herself facing a 

doorway not far from where the Roselita Stone had been on display. Of course there was a set of stairs- 

there usually was in every building, in case of emergency. 

άCapΩƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ Mal and Jayne had successfully placed the stone in the 

crate without breaking it. The captain was all smiles as he closed it and snicked the locks shut.  

Kaylee looked behind her. 

άCapΩn, pleaseΦέ This time, they glanced up at her. Kaylee could feel her entire body trembling; there 

was no way to hide her fear. 

Mal stepped away from the crate. άMei mei, whatΩs -έ 

Zoe shushed him, holding up her hand. The clangs were now clear. There was no mistaking them now. 

She turned around. ά{ƛǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ-έ 

BOOM! 

A bright, yellow-orange light flashed, sending metal flying outward. Zoe grabbed Kaylee immediately, 

pulling her to the ground. Mal and Jayne were already on their stomachs, covering their heads to 

protect them from the bits of rubble that landed their way. Dark gray smoke clouds billowed outward, 

covering the room completely and leaving dust in their wake. The crew began to cough harshly; there 

were no other exits for the smoke to filter out. 

The clangs were now footsteps, and as the smoke cleared, Kaylee could see the silhouettes of three tall 

figures. However, they were much larger and bulkier than normal people; they were even brawnier than 

ProctorΩs men. They wore dark green robes, the hoods long and encompassing their entire faces. 
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Slowly, they began stalking around the room, shuffling slightly from side to side. With their wide backs 

turned, Mal and Zoe silently crawled behind the podium. Kaylee continued to stare, her entire body 

feeling too numb to move. She managed to almost jump, however, when a hand grabbed her arm and 

another hand covered her mouth. Her eyes glanced over her shoulder; Jayne hovered above her, his 

blue eyes fixed on the intruders 

He looked back down at her. DonΩt make a peep, he mouthed as he began shimmying toward the 

podium. Nodding, Kaylee followed him as soundlessly as she could. She watched as the robed figures 

walked further away into the rows of artifacts. 

ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŜȄǘǊŀ ŎŀǎƘΚέ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǇƛǘŎƘŜŘΣ 

as he eyed several paintings. 

One of the others groaned. άCaptain only wants the Rosetta Stone. Says thatΩs the only thing theyΩll pay 

for. Everything else is a waste of time.έ 

The largest robed figure paused, lifting its head. It sniffed the air twice. Suddenly, it faced the direction 

of the crew. άL ǎƳŜƭƭ ŀǇŜǎΗέ ¢ƘŜ ōŀǎǎ voice roared, stomping toward the Ψsmell.Ω 

Grabbing his revolver from his side, Mal aimed it at the encroaching figure. He pulled the trigger, 

shooting the cowled shadow in the stomach. It stumbled backwards, but never fell to its knees. The 

green fur of the cloak became a darker shade as blood from the wound began to well up. The hood of 

ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ŦŜƭƭ ƻŦŦΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǘƘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ 

Kaylee couldnΩt help but scream, whilst simultaneously trying to cover her 

mouth; it did no good. The figure wasnΩt a man, but a hideous creature. Its 

skin was a bright, shiny crimson color, hardened like steel. Unkempt, hair 

stood up from its large, round head, its face long and its nose stout. From 

its forehead, two long, pointed horns stood upwards, covered in a black 

sheen. In it mouth, the upper canines were almost as long as the horns, 

poking out from its lips. The creatureΩs eyes were an eerie yellow, causing 

goose bumps to rise from KayleeΩs skin. 

It gave them a foul glare. άLǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǇŜǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǇ ǳǎΗέ The 

creature pulled out what appeared to be a laser gun. Somehow, it was more advanced, with a smaller 

design and sleeker outer features than any of the weapons carried by the {ŜǊŜƴƛǘȅΨǎ ŎǊŜǿ. Pointing the 

gun at them, he fired. 

The crew ducked behind the podium listening as the laser ricocheted off the ground. Jayne untucked his 

shirt, revealing his bare stomach, where his guns were taped. Ripping away the medic tape, he grabbed 

one revolver, quickly turning off the safety. Kneeling, he leaned against the podium, shooting three 

times before ducking back underneath. 

There was a return of fired shots, red streaks of lasers bouncing past them. Closing her eyes, Kaylee 

could feel the tears burn at her eyes and fear gnaw at her stomach. 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

άWhat the-Κέ [ŜŦǘȅ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŘƻƻǊΦ He listened closely, hearing the faint 

sounds of weaponry being fired. Stepping back, he smacked one of the buttons. The elevator abruptly 

stopped at the thirty-seventh floor. Taking out his keys, he placed one in the slot and turned, the 

platform moving once again. 

He grunted, distracted. άL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ǎǘŀƴŘōȅΣ ōƻȅǎΦ We scope out the forty-ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ Lefty 

then turned to the Doctor, eyeing him. ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ǇǳǘΣ Řƻ ȅŀ ƘŜŀǊΚ DonΩt be wandering out while weΩre 

on the floor forty-two, not even a little. You will ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƛǘΦέ 

The Doctor raised his hands in defeat. ά5ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳǳǎǘΦέ Secretly, he was greatly relieved; he had no 

idea how he was going to get to trick them into letting him in on the forty-second floor in the first place. 

The elevator chimed, reaching its destination. Stepping back, the Doctor allowed the security to encircle 

the doors. Each of the men turned off the safety of their guns, aiming them as the elevator stopped. 

As the doors slid open, a quick, red beam whizzed inside, nicking the side of the youngest man. He 

hollered in pain, falling to the floor. The Doctor and the other bodyguards moved to the sides of the 

elevator, glancing at him as he lay where he fell. 

Lefty cocked his gun, looking warily into the room; several of the fluorescent lights were out, leaving the 

floor half darkened. ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƻǎǘƛƭŜ ƎǳƴŦƛǊŜ- ƳƻǾŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴΗέ IŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ One by one, they 

exited the elevator, leaving the Doctor and the injured man there. Hesitating, the Time Lord kneeled 

next to the man, his finger tilting the manΩs face to the opposite direction. 

άDonΩǘ ǎǉǳƛǊƳΤ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊΦ 

Dark red blood was trickling down his face in thin streams. Pulling a handkerchief from his pocket, the 

Doctor wiped the blood away, moving over the wound. It was very shallow, and it wouldnΩt take long to 

completely heal, he concluded. 

He dug into his pockets again, looking for some proper medical tools. Instead, he found a handful more 

of the hot pink Hello Kitty plasters. The Doctor tried to think for the life of him where he couldΩve 

possibly procured them- perhaps Rose? 

No, not Rose, he thought. Jackie. It was her sort of M.O. 

A large blast went off, sending clouds of smoke into the lift. Kluvians, the Doctor groaned inwardly. 

Remembering himself, he pushed most of the plasters back into his pocket before placing two of the 

obnoxious items across the manΩs cut; they did little. 

άDƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŀȅΦ 

Lefty and his men bobbed back and forth between artifacts, swerving to avoid gunfire. All three Kluvians 

faced the direction of the elevator, firing. The new enemy force was much easier to locate, and much 

easier to take down. 
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With the KluviansΩ backs turned, Mal edged out from behind the podium. Satisfied with the turn of 

events, he turned to his crew. ά²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘΣ WŀȅƴŜΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ŀnd get to the 

shuttle. Zoe and I will cause some confusion and take the stairs. YŀȅƭŜŜΣ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ WŀȅƴŜΦέ 

Mal and Zoe stood up abruptly, aiming and shooting at the Kluvians. As two of them turned around, the 

captain and his first mate hid behind the podium again. Several more shots from the laser guns zipped 

past them before more gunfire was heard from the other side of the room. Staggering up, Jayne gripped 

his hands around handle of the cart, thrusting it forward as fast as he could. Kaylee followed him, trailing 

slightly behind. 

The Kluvians turned back towards the crew of Serenity. Jayne hunched his back, marching doggedly on 

and dodging whatever flew past him. He paused briefly, as they neared the position of the Proctor 

security team. Jayne crouched down, using the cart as a barricade against the lasers. He finally reached 

the elevator and stood straight, hauling the cart inside. 

άWhat in the hell do you think youΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ Jayne looked down and saw the injured security guard 

there, glaring up at him as he covered his wound. The guard was gawky, too weak to fight a man like 

him. Bending down Jayne grabbed him by his shirt and belt. 

άDƛǘΗέ IŜ ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊȊƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŜǊǳǇǘŜŘ ǎƻ 

suddenly. The mercenary froze; Kaylee was nowhere to be seen. He scanned the room, ducking inside 

the elevator doors to avoid being shot. A stray laser beam bounced in, startling him. If Kaylee hadnΩt 

made it with him, the captain wouldΩve kept her safe. Darting inside, Jayne pressed the lobby button 

repeatedly until the doors finally closed. 

Kaylee was not as fortunate as Jayne wouldΩve supposed. Frightened by the Kluvians, she dropped to the 

floor to avoid being spotted. She looked over, expecting Jayne to be squatting beside her; instead, he 

kept moving, leaving her behind without a second thought. Her heart pounding faster, Kaylee looked 

back to Mal and Zoe; they stood up from their shielded position, behind the podium, walking backwards 

so as to keep their eyes on the gun battle. They glanced back at the rest of the room before jumping to 

safety over the pile of rubble that used to be a doorway to the stairs. 

Her stomach twisted in knots, and Kaylee was sure she was going to be sick. She had been on jobs 

before, and if there was an ounce of trouble, someone was always there to help her. Bu this time no one 

was there; everyone had done their part right but her. She was left to fend for herself against the high 

class thugs that Ulysses Proctor called his security and the horrible, gruesome creatures. All she wanted 

to do was cry. 

Leaning back, Kaylee became alarmed. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧ warm. Spinning around, her gaze 

fell on a large, blue box. In all the worlds she travelled to, she was sure that sheΩd seen nothing like it. 

Then again, she was in a room filled with items from Earth-That-Was and mentally called herself foolish 

for forgetting. Immediately, her curiosity was intrigued. Raising her hand, Kaylee placed it against the 

old wood, perplexed and amazed at the same time. Earth-That-Was was dried up so many years ago, but 

the blue box was as hot as SerenityΩs engine. 
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άThe stone- itΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΗέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΣ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ The pounding in her chest moved toward 

her throat, she looked back at the box; it was big enough to fit her, she deduced. Kaylee scrambled up, 

her eyes set on the Kluvians. Enclosing her hand around the metal handle, she pulled open the door, 

slipping inside and slamming it shut. 
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Chapter 5 

 

Mal and Zoe ran down the last flight of stairs, continuing to look over their shoulders. They were certain 

no one saw them leave the forty-second floor, but they couldnΩt take any chances. The door to the lobby 

opened and they scampered behind a nearby wall to hide. 

άPlease, remain calm, ladies and gentlemen. Everything is in order; one of the boilers is acting up, thatΩs 

ŀƭƭΣέ tǊƻŎǘƻǊΩs voice echoed over the speakers. The loud conversations and crying could be heard from 

the lobby. The abrupt shoot out with ProctorΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜΧ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΣ Ƙŀd not gone 

unnoticed. 

Darting through the lobby, they entered the back room, passing upset waitresses crying into their 

sleeves. Exiting the back door, Mal noticed several of the cooks standing outside, smoking hand rolled 

cigarettes, their hands shaking. Of course they would be more frightened; unlike the attendees, they 

were aware of the reality of the situation. 

They weaved around the other parked ships, slowing to catch their breath. Finally, the pair came upon 

the shuttle. Sitting beside it was Jayne, the crate with him. Mal sighed, relieved at the success of the job. 

As they approached, Mal looked at Jayne, and immediately noticed something was missing. 

άWhereΩǎ YŀȅƭŜŜΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ WŀȅƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀƴŘΦ The mercenary looked around Mal, an 

uneasiness creeping over his features. 

άI lost her in the ruckus; I thought she went on back to you-έ 

άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΗέ aŀƭ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŦƭǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

stepped closer to his crew member. 

Jayne squared up to him, exhaling gruffly. άL ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŦǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΣ aŀƭΤ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩt go 

running back for her. SheΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴ Ƨƻōǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΤ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ 

άNot when thereΩs a brawl a happening! I ainΩt paying you for your brain, but really, what were you 

thinkingΚέ Mal was livid. Kaylee was the sister he never had; only matters involving her could get him 

that upset. 

Zoe placed her hand on MalΩs shoulder, perfectly calm. ά{ƛǊΣ ΨNara is on Beaumonde for the next two 

weeks; sheΩs agreed to help us, you told us yourself. YŀȅƭŜŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦέ 

άAnd how in the hell is she supposed to get herself out of that? YŀȅƭŜŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎΗέ IŜ 

spat. Groaning, Mal ran his hands through his hair. ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩre gonna do-έ 

Before he could finish his sentence, Zoe grabbed the back of his head and slammed it into the side of the 

shuttle. Mal fell limp onto the ground, knocked out cold. 
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Jayne stared at her. ά!ƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳǘƛƴȅΚέ 

άJooh koh. Captain wasnΩt in the right state of mind. Get him and the sǘƻƴŜ ƻƴ ōƻŀǊŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ 

BOOM! 

The deafening sound of an explosion caused the ground to shake. Zoe and Jayne looked up to the large 

pagoda; black smoke billowed from the upper half of the building. It had to have come from the 

forty-second floor; there was no question about it. 

Zoe clicked in the code for the shuttleΩs door. ά[ŜǘΩs hit sky nowΣ WŀȅƴŜΦέ The door moved open and Zoe 

ran aboard directly to the cockpit. Sitting down, she several buttons on, revving up the engine. 

She pulled down the speaker. ά²ŀǎƘΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜΣ ƻǾŜǊΦέ 

There was a brief interval before the radio finally crackled. άL Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǎƳƻƪŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΤ 

ŘƛŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ Ǝƻ ƻƪŀȅΚέ ²ŀǎƘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ 

άItΩs a mite complicated, sweetie. IΩll explain once weΩve boarded SerenityΦέ Zoe looked to the back on 

the shuttle; Mal lay on the floor, still unconscious, while Jayne set down the crate, closing the door. She 

turned back to the controls, turning on the security field. 

Zoe tugged on the controls, lifting the shuttle off the ground slowly. Setting the coordinates for the gap 

in the security, the shuttle coasted over the other parked ships. It was on the other side of the landing 

area, but they were through the worst of it. 

A loud beeping went off on the control panel, and Zoe leaned closer to the source. The shuttle was 

picking up another ship, active and flying. She read the information below it; ΨNO SHIP INFORMATION 

FOUNDΩ flashed repeatedly. 

άRung tse fwo tzoo bao yo wuo muhnΣέ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŀǘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŀŎŎelerating the shuttleΩs speed. She 

grinded her teeth together as another warning beeped in a lower tone. As a pilotΩs wife, she knew that 

sound; the ship had locked onto them. She turned on the viewer; it was a large ship, the design more 

round and flowing than the angular structure of Serenity, and it was hot on their trail. 

Zoe kept her eyes on the sky as the shuttle soared toward the glitch. However, it could only go so fast; 

the other ship would catch up in a matter of minutes. The control panel buzzed, informing Zoe that the 

specified coordinates were rapidly approaching. The glitch would close soon, Kaylee said that they only 

had short amount of time to get through it. She could almost hear the roar of the other shipΩs engine, 

looming behind them. 

άZoe, thereΩs a rumbling, and it ainΩǘ ǳǎΣέ WŀȅƴŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΦ She decided it was 

better to ignore him; a scared Jayne was not a pleasant Jayne. 

Pulling the controls, Zoe steered the shuttle upward, sweat beginning to accumulate on her hands. 

Kicking it up faster, the shuttle gracefully passed through the hole in the security, not a knick in the 
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structure. She looked down at the viewer; the ship was still following them. However, it came to a 

sudden stop, waves rippling off from the point where the ship had impacted with the security shield. 

¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ front crumpled slightly, and it bounced backward. 

With the other ship stopped in its tracks Zoe leaned back in her chair, breathing a huge sigh of relief. 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Kaylee gasped, covering her mouth with her hands. She had expected nothing more than a dark, old box 

that would have a funny smell inside. The golden light of the interior illuminated the features of her 

face. It was a room- not as large as the one she had just been in, but most certainly too big of room for a 

box that size to hold. The walls were bronze, large rows of bolts going up toward the ceiling. Six beams, 

which held up the domed curve of the roof, swerved and looped. They were the same color as the wall. 

Her green eyes then focused on the center of the room, where she was immediately drawn to a great 

big console. A large cylinder was perched atop a round piece of machinery that rose from the metal 

paneled floor. The mechanism glowed turquoise, the light flooding the area around it. Inside of it were 

wires and more devices. Approaching it, Kaylee ran her hand across the slabs of bronze metal. She 

touched one of the objects within the glow, and smiled. 

Next to Serenity, she had never seen anything more beautiful in her life. 

Looking up, Kaylee moved to the other side of the machine. She reached in, picking up a spherical object 

made up of tiny silver pieces. Rotating it in her hands, she ran her thumb over an indent that encircled 

the entire object. Placing pressure at both ends, the ball easily opened, revealing a mass of wires and 

unlit light bulbs. 

άhƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴǾƻƭǳƴǘŀǊƛƭȅΦ Whatever it was, Kaylee could easily tell that it hadnΩt been working in quite 

a while. Just as she was about to close it, however, she noticed several unplugged wires. Carefully, she 

inspected the end of each of them, noticing that all were unique. The tip of her finger inspected the 

inside of it until it found three deep inputs in it; each input was shaped differently from the other. She 

plugged several of the wires, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth as they fit in perfectly. 

Reaching into her bag, she pulled out a tiny screwdriver and began tightening the small bolts inside of it. 

A chorus of beeps and boops began, with little lights flashing rapidly. KayleeΩs smile widened and she 

closed the sphere, reaching back into the machine. Before she could set it down, however, something 

caught her eye. Placing the round object aside, she studied the interior below where it was supposed to 

be. Like its round counterpart, it hadnΩt been working in awhile. 

AinΩt nothing working? She thought to herself. Kaylee leaned in, checking all of the ports and lines. Her 

fingers felt a small object, and gripping it tightly, she tugged it from the port. She brought the object into 

view; it was a rubber duck, bright yellow with big, black eyes and a matching red bow tie. Kaylee 

squeezed it, and yelped when it quacked. Placing the duck in her bag, she ran her hand against the 
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metal; it was bent. She pulled out her hammer, and carefully, banged the port several times before the 

dent was nearly gone. 

Beaming, she clicked the sphere back into its place. She was excited-no, it was so much more than that. 

Adrenaline was coursing through her veins; it happened every time she fixed one of SerenityΩs parts 

successfully. Looking at several other pieces of equipment, she noticed they, too, were not working. But 

her screwdriver or other tools wouldnΩt be of any use; several things needed to be welded, rewired, or 

even replaced. 

Bending down, Kaylee noticed a panel built inside the stand. She ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƛǘ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ άŀŀŀƘŜŘέ at the 

thick black cables that hung like vines and the odd shaped gadgets that mounted inside. Serenity was 

wonderfully complicated and beautifully intricate, but it didnΩt hold a candle to what was before her 

now. Her hand felt for her bag, and she dug furiously inside as she crawled back under the console- she 

needed a flashlight. She wanted to pull everything apart very slowly before putting the pieces 

meticulously back together- 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 

KayleeΩs heart skipped a- no, several- beats and she straightened herself, only to hit her head against the 

metal underside of the machinery. 

άIta-ta-tai!έ She cried, rubbing the back of her head. Standing up 

properly, Kaylee turned and saw a tall, lithe man at the doorway. He was 

dressed in a brown pinstriped suit, with a brown trench coat worn ovate 

top. His brown hair was standing up, and if she wasnΩt in such a state of 

ǎƘƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǇƻǳƴŘing centered on the back of her head, 

she wouldΩve been laughing. 

The man stepped toward her. ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

άOh, IΩƳ ǎƘƛƴȅΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǿŜŀƪƭȅΦ Looking down, Kaylee quickly shut the open panel. άLΩm 

sorry I intruded! There was some rumbling going on, and I ainΩt much for rumbling. I hope you donΩt 

ƳƛƴŘΣ ƳƛǎǘŜǊΧΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΧΚέ 

άWǳǎǘΧ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

KayleeΩs smile faded slightly. ά¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

άI do. But I very much prefer beiƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

She nodded her head. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
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άhƘΣ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻŦ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ However, he quickly lost 

interest as he approached the console, walking passed Kaylee. άbƻǿΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΚέ 

Kaylee turned away. άWǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛƴȅ ōŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻƴŘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άhƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƛǘΩs 

ƘƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻΗέ 

The Doctor circled the console, his hand stroking the metal lightly. Kaylee could swear she heard him 

talking to it. Despite whatever awkwardness there was, she couldnΩt help but like the mysterious 

Doctor. He continued until he found the object Kaylee had been playing with before. Picking it up, he 

examined it closely until he finally opened it. His brown eyes widened as he watched the lights and 

sounds go off. 

ά̧ ƻǳ ŦƛȄŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘƻƴ ǊŜŦƻǊƳǳƭŀǘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΦ The Doctor looked directly to her. άIƻǿ 

ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴΚέ 

Kaylee walked closer, pointing to where the Doctor was standing. ά{ŜŜ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘΚ Them parts wasnΩt 

aligning properly, so I tinkered around until they was fitting all correct. Turns out there was just 

something jamming the engine. ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ŘƻΚέ 

He glanced back at the console, lifting the round part of the proton reformulator to inspect her work. 

άLǘΩs a part of the chameleon circuit; it repairs and smoothes out the particles of the landing area of the 

TARDIS, specifically when it has changed- 

He paused, staring back at her. ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƛȄŜŘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜŘ ǇƛŜŎŜ of 

equipment and you donΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȅŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

machinery. 

Kaylee shrugged her shoulders. ά.Ŝ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƛŦ L ǎŀƛŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦέ 

The Doctor stared at the girl, looking back at the proton reformulator before returning his gaze to 

Kaylee. ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘΚέ 

άJust working at my paΩs shop. 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ YƛȅƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ƧǳǎǘΧ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǳǇΦ I 

love working with anything that ticks ΨnΩ tocks, and clicks ΨnΩ ŎƭƻŎƪǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻf 

herself. 

Rubbing his chin, the Doctor delved into thought. ά/ǳǊƛƻǳǎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎŜǊ Χέ IŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ The girl 

was able to fix his ship just by looking at it. A human shouldnΩt be able to that. Nyssa and Turlough 

could, but they werenΩt human. Maybe Liz, or even Mel. But the girl showed no indication of any of the 

training they went through. In fact, she looked like she just stepped off the farm. That girl, that girl, that 

ƎƛǊƭΧ 

άIΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƘŜŜǇƛǎƘƭȅΦ 

άI didnΩt say ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘŜŀǎŜŘΦ άYŀȅǿƛƴƴŜǘ [ŜŜ CǊȅŜΣ ōǳǘ Ŧƻƭƪǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ YŀȅƭŜŜΦέ 
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The Doctor nodded. ά²ŜƭƭΣ YŀȅƭŜŜΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳΩve found my ship quite comfortable. But tell me, how did 

ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΚέ 

KayleeΩs green eyes lit up. ά{ƘƛǇΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎǉueaked, immediately taking in the coral interior. It was easy to 

see now why she had been so captivated; her parents always said she had a way with machines, and she 

loved space ships. But she had never seen one quite like this. 

άYes, itΩs called a TARDIS, ōǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǳǊƎŜŘΦ Normally, he could go 

on and on about the TARDIS, and had the feeling that Kaylee would hang on to every word, but finding 

someone working on the console was unsettling, to say the least. 

άOh, it was in the middle of the room, and it was powerfully warm. Dƻǘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦέ 

άFunny. That room was sealed off completely; you even needed a key to use the lift. How did you get in 

ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άOh, it ainΩǘ ƘŀǊŘΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ The Doctor was being awfully nosy, and she couldnΩt risk the job; 

everyone was counting on the money from it. 

Nodding, the Doctor took a step backwards. ά±ŜǊȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŘ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƳŜΚέ He began 

approaching the door and saw her expression change; she have been a great mechanic, but she was a 

terrible liar. ά{ǘǳŦŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ fascinates me, yΩknow? Always a mystery, but thatΩs how I am; I canΩt get 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΗέ 

άDeng dengΗέ {ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΦ Barely slipping past the Doctor, Kaylee leaned her 

entire body against the door, smiling nervously. For all she knew, those terrible monsters were still 

outside, waiting; she didnΩt think she could handle facing them a second time. άL Ŏŀƴ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΗ I 

promise! I swear I ainΩt gonΩ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ƛǘΗέ 

The Doctor nodded. άThatΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦέ He clicked his tongue. She was frightened out of her wits, 

her body trembling- she had to have seen the Kluvians. This meant, if he was guessing correctly, that she 

was in the room before the bodyguards and, most likely, the Kluvians even arrived. It wasnΩt hard to 

guess that she wasnΩt alone. The room contained priceless fortunes and was guarded heavily. There 

were others, and she was covering for them. Kaylee was most likely involved with thieves, looting 

ProctorΩs little treasure-trove. 

At that moment, all he could see was the giant screen reading the date. Something important happened 

that day, something the Kluvians were interrupting. It had something to do with the bandits Kaylee was 

a part of and what they were stealing, he knew it. The Doctor desperately attempted to remember back 

to his history lessons at the Academy, but it did no good. HeΩd have to do this the old fashioned way. 

άYŀȅƭŜŜΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΤ ƴƻ ǎƪƛƳǇƛƴƎ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΣ ȅŜǎΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ, very serious. 

She nodded, her eyes flickering back at the door behind her; she was frightened that he would open the 

door, allowing her to be at the mercy of the Kluvians. άL ƪƴƻǿ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ 

stealing some of ProctorΩs artifacts-έ 
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άIΩm sorry, Doctor, but it ainΩt like-έ 

άKaylee, IΩm not going to turn you in to the police, and IΩm not going to drag you out to the Kluvians! I 

Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪΗέ The look she gave him as her face crumpled tugged at his hearts. She 

wasnΩt a bad girl- in fact, he was sure she had a proverbial heart of gold. He felt like a bully, yelling at a 

girl who was so terrified. Never mind that his past selves wouldΩve done the same; in fact, they wouldΩve 

driven her off the ship. He was older now, and shouldΩve known better. 

She whimpered. ά¢ƘŜΣ ŜǊΧ wƻǎŜƭƛǘŀ {tone- ǿŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ƛǘΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΦ Tears blurred her 

eyes; the crew would label her a snitch, she knew it. The captain and the rest of the crew would have to 

face off against Proctor, whoΩd risk his pride and sell out Simon and River. She bit her bottom lip, holding 

up what was left of her pride from trickling down her cheeks. 

The Doctor raised his eyebrows. His expression wasnΩt stunned or aghast; ratherΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΧ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ 

άwƻǎŜƭƛǘŀ SǘƻƴŜΚέ IŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƴǎƻle. άwƻǎŜƭƛǘŀ {ǘƻƴŜΣ 

Roselita Stone, Roselita SǘƻƴŜΧέ 

άwh{9¢¢! {¢hb9Ηέ IŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ YŀȅƭŜŜΦ His eyes were wide and his arms flailed about. 

Kaylee nodded her head, pointing at him. ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΗέ 

άhƘ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿƴ ǘǊŜƴŎƘ Ŏƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ŎƘŀƛǊΤ 

he knew he only needed a small reminder. Things were always bad when Kluvians were around, but in 

this case, they were much worse. ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ƛǘΚέ 

She nodded, walking away from the door. άWŀȅƴŜ- he does all the missions with the CapΩn and Zoe- got it 

ƻǳǘΧ L ƘƻǇŜΦέ 

άYou hope? YŀȅƭŜŜΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

άI ainΩt sure! I got left behind, remember? I couldnΩt see nothing with those ǿŜƛǊŘΧ things running 

ΨōƻǳǘΗέ 

άYou saw Kluvians. I can tell you all about them, but not until I know whether your crew has the stone or 

ƴƻǘΦέ 

For a solitary moment, she was silent. As far as she was concerned, that wasnΩt a fair trade off. Then, 

Kaylee brightened. ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ǿŀǾŜΗ They wonΩt say outright if we got it- not in front of 

folks we donΩt know- but theyΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿΗέ 

The Doctor scratched his wild hair. ά! ǿŀǾŜΚέ 

The mechanic pointed at the screen installed in the console. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻw, talk to them over yonder and 

let them know IΩƳ ǎƘƛƴȅΚέ 
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It dawned on him, his mouth gaping open and he nodded. άhƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ ! ǿŀǾŜΣ ŀ ǿŀǾŜΦέ He lunged for 

the console. άLΩll need your shipΩǎ ŎƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ 

Twisting her mouth, Kaylee leaned down and pulled open the panel. She grabbed a handful of wires and 

glared at the Doctor. ά¸ƻǳ ƘƻǊƴǎǿƻƎƎƭŜ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩll be spending the next year trying to put all these 

ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǊƴŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǾŜǊƛƴƎΦ Kaylee hated doing any damage to ships, especially to 

one as nice as the DoctorΩs, but she was already putting the crew in danger; leverage was key. 

The Doctor nodded solemnly. ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘΦέ 

Standing up and setting herself right next to the Doctor, Kaylee left the panel open and focused on the 

screen. άIŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΩs Serenity, Firefly class interstellar salvage ship number 844-лфнлрсΦέ 

The DoctorΩs fingers pounded against the keyboard, hitting the ΨEnterΩ key with his pinky. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

This time, Mal was sure he didnΩt have a hangover. Stirring, his eyes fluttered open, the bright light 

disorientating him. Despite the pounding in his head, Mal quickly realized that he wasnΩt outside of the 

shuttle on ProctorΩs property. He was in the infirmary, laying on one of the cold, hard slabs in the center 

of the odorless room. Running his hand through his hair, he began recollecting the events of the past 

day. They had performed the job successfully, he remembered, when some weird... he couldnΩt describe 

them, but they gave his crew a heaping of trouble. HoǿŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ 

the shuttle when- 

ά½ƻŜΣέ ƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀō ŀǎ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŎƻƭƭƛŘƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅ 

of his first mate. MalΩs neck reddened as he stormed through the corridor, concentrating solely on 

getting the cockpit where Zoe would most likely be with her good-for-nothing husband. 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΗέ {ƛƳƻƴΩs faint voice called out, running behind him. ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ ȅƻǳΩve only just woken up. If 

you could return- 

άIΩm starting to forget just who gives the orders around here. Now, head on bacƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƛǊƳŀǊȅΣέ aŀƭ 

yelled, passing the entrance to KayleeΩs room. The usual spill of light from under the door was absent; 

even the string of fairy lights was turned off. He immediately started walking faster until he reached the 

ladder leading to the cockpit. 

Just before he climbed it, Mal turned around to yell at his doctor. ά!ƴŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ 

room! What happened to respecting a captainΩǎ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅΚέ He climbed the ladder, easily reaching the 

cockpit where Zoe and Wash sat, staring at the black. Had he really been knocked out that long? 

It didnΩt matter as he approached them, his brows firmly set. ά½ƻŜΣ L ŀƛƳ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ L ŎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ 

IΩm awful curious as to why you felt that I wasnΩt doing my job properly, especially in front of Jayne! 

ThatΩǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƛŘŜŀǎΗέ 
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Zoe sighed and stood up from her seat on her husbandΩs lap. She looked the captain directly in the eyes. 

άbƻǘ ŀ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊt, sir. However, your worries over Kaylee were affecting your ability to 

perform the job, so I felt it was better to remove you until you were able to do so ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΦέ 

Mal nodded. ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ YŀȅƭŜŜΚ LƴŀǊŀ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŘ ǳǎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ȅŜǘΚέ 

Wash rotated his chair. άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ SheΩs probably bǳǎȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ǎǘƛƭƭΦέ 

άSo we have the stone? !ǎ ƛƴΣ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ aŀƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘƻƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ 

to sound authoritative. 

A small smile creased ZoeΩs lips. άtŀŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ YƛȅƻƳŜΦέ After a moment, her 

features darkened, her eyebrows pressed together. άwƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀƛƭŜŘ 

by another ship. We couldnΩt pick up what make it was, but we lost Ψem, thanks to the glitch Kaylee set 

ǳǇΦέ 

άProctorΩǎ ƳŜƴΚέ 

άI donΩǘ ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ǎƻΦέ 

Mechanical beeps interrupted them, Wash checking the panel. He glanced back his wife and the captain. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ƛƴŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿŀǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴ ǳƴƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŜŘ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ Mal and Zoe looked at each 

other, silent. 

Finally, Mal turned away. ά{ŜƴŘ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ 

Walsh did nothing for a moment, hesitating. Finally, he pressed several buttons, the screen flashing on. 

άNi haoΗέ YŀȅƭŜŜΩs bright voice greeted them. Her smile was wide, her face up close to the screen. All 

worry Mal had now dissolved; Kaylee was the type of girl who couldnΩt hide her emotions even if she 

tried, and by the looks of things, she was in no danger. 

Mal exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. άWu de ma, Kaylee. My hair is a shade grayer on account of 

you. Are you okay? Did they hurt you-έ 

Kaylee laughed. άLΩm shiny, CapΩn. No, they didnΩt get me. I-έ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ άL ƘƛŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΣ ǎƻ 

they missed me. The ownerΩs real swell! HeΩǎ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎǘŀȅ ŀōƻŀǊŘΗέ Reaching off screen, Kaylee pulled 

at something, or rather, someone. A male voice protested, only to be encouraged by the mechanic. 

With a tug, Kaylee pulled a man into sight. He was young, perhaps a bit younger than himself, Mal 

deduced. He smiled nervously at the crew, waving weakly. άIŜƭƭƻΗ ItΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭΗέ 

Mal nodded. άLΩm Malcolm Reynolds, captain of Serenity. I canΩt be more grateful that youΩre looking 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ YŀȅƭŜŜΣ ƳƛǎǘŜǊΧΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 



 

42 
 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƘƻΚέ 

άOh, donΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ wave over 

making sure everyoneΩs shiny. YΩall get me a-ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦέ 

For a moment, Mal stood there, confused before catching on to what Kaylee had said. ά¸ŜǎΣ ȅŜǎΗ The 

crew? TheyΩs all fine, so fret not. aȅ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άAww, xie xie, CapΩn. Say, do you think we can meet up? IΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŦƻƭƪǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

άI donΩt know, Kaylee. IΩd prefer if you stayed in one-έ 

άReally, Captain Reynolds, itΩǎ ƴƻ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

as soon as she snuck aboard, she started fixing my ship! IΩd be happy to bring her over to meet up with 

ȅƻǳΤ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ǇŀȅƳŜƴǘΦέ 

Biting his lower lip, Mal thought to himself. He knew nothing of the man who had taken Kaylee aboard 

and wanted him nowhere near their business dealings. What if he was an agent for the Alliance? Mal 

had his share of their disturbances. 

άWeΩll be hitting soil on Kiyome. ItΩs about two daysΩ time from Beaumonde, ǎƻ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

by morning, but if you canΩt make it in time, weΩƭƭ ǎǘƛŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ He was hesitant on 

this, but would feel better with Kaylee aboard. If the Doctor decided on double crossing them, it could 

be taken care of at another time. 

άOh, donΩt worry. WeΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ 

Mal nodded. ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ I appreciate you taking care of Kaylee, Doctor. {ŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

Both Kaylee and the Doctor waved, continuing even as Wash ended the transmission. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The Doctor sighed, backing away from the screen. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ Seems like youΩǊŜ ƴƛŎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΦέ 

Kaylee giggled, closing the panel of the console with her foot. ά²Ŝ ŀƛƴΩt pirates; weΩre legitimate 

criminals. DonΩt take nothing we ainΩǘ ƘƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƻōΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜōǳǘǘŜŘΣ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊself. 

ά/ƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎΦέ The Time Lord crossed his arms, leaning his back against the console. His mind thought 

over the ship Kaylee was responsible for, Serenity. άCƛǊŜŦƭȅ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ They were beauts, werenΩǘ ǘƘŜȅΚέ 

Kaylee immediately beamed at the mention of her ship. άhƘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩre more than that, especially Serenity. 

L ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ Ǉŀ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŎƭŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦέ She 

paused, staring back at the bronze interior of the TARDIS. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳǊǎ Ǌǳƴǎ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦέ 

The Doctor raised his eyebrow at her. ά{ŜŎƻƴŘΚ ¢ƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ƛǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƻ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ƘŜ ŘŜŦŜƴŘŜŘΣ 

rubbing his nose with his hand. 
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The mechanic scoffed at him, walking away from the console. ά¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴΩt seen my baby in action. SheΩs 

outrun the Alliance and ReŀǾŜǊǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻƴ ǘǿƻ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ 

άChildΩǎ ǇƭŀȅΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΦ He liked this, 

bantering about ships. As much as he enjoyed 21st century humans, they had a long way to go 

technology wise, and he missed having a good discussion about ships and all their functions. ά¢ƘŜ 

TARDIS is like no human ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǿŀȅ ƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŀǊƳǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘΦ She gave him 

a mischievous smile. For a girl as innocent in appearance as she was, she was much craftier than she let 

on. 

Placing both hands on the console, the Doctor smirked. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Χ ǿŀǎ 

grownΚέ 

άIΩd say you were spouting lies. ThatΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘΦέ 

Standing up straight, the Doctor approached Kaylee. άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩt lie, and IΩm not. This TARDIS 

was grown many, many years ago in a place very ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ƘǳǎƘŜŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ 

standing face to face with her. 

Kaylee gave a weak chuckle, studying the coral beams around her. ά{ƘƛǇǎ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƎǊƻǿƴΣέ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƻƴƭȅ 

response. 

άThis was, and hundreds of others like it. Grown and cultivated, it does things that Serenity can only 

dream ƻŦΦέ 

άLike? {ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΦέ 

άThe TARDIS can travel to other worlds in other dimensions. And thatΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜōŜǊƎΦέ The 

Doctor leaned down, his face a breath away from hers. ά{ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

Kaylee stepped away, running her hand through her hair. ά¸ƻǳΩre fibbing! That ainΩt possible; its science 

fiction go seΦέ 

The Doctor stepped backwards. άwŜŀƭƭȅΚ {ŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴΣ ŜƘΚέ He turned around and dashed for the 

console, twisting knobs and flicking on switches. ά[ŜǘΩs test that. Kiyome, two days from now? 5ƻƴŜΦέ 

Kaylee stood motionless for a moment, staring at the DoctorΩs back. Clenching her fists, she walked over 

to him. She watched as he punched in several coordinates before he looked up to her. άwŜŀŘȅΚέ 

άFor nothing? IΩƳ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ 

His hearts pounding, the Doctor yanked the large switch on the side. The column began pounding up 

and down, its distinctive cry screeching. Kaylee yelped, jumping away from the console. However, her 

eyes never left the long central column, its blue glow illuminating her delighted face. Every ship was 
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different, and the DoctorΩs was no exception. The howl of the TARDIS wasnΩt frightening or anything 

bad. To Kaylee, it was better than the finest musical composition in all the ΨVerse. 

Suddenly, the control room began to shake, the coils attached to the console springing out. The Doctor 

groaned, running to the other side. άbƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΗ L Ŏŀƴ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΗέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΚέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ƘŜǊ 

balance. 

The Doctor looked around the column. ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩs a lever near you. I installed it for just this sort of thing. 

YŜŜǇ ŎǊŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǎǿƛǘŎƘΦέ 

Nodding, Kaylee immediately put herself to work, grabbing the lever despite its gold leaf chipping off 

onto her hand, and began cranking the gear. Her spare hand pushed the nearby lime green switch which 

dwarfed her small palm. The TARDIS continued to shake violently, knocking the Doctor off balance 

several times. Kaylee gasped when he fell to the floor, only to be hushed by him as he pulled himself up. 

The shaking dulled, though the ship began swaying. 

The two grinned at each other. άbƻǘ ōŀŘΣ aƛǎǎ CǊȅŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 

She continued to crank the lever. άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΦ 

Suddenly, the vibration and tilting stopped at once. The Doctor and Kaylee held to the console tightly, 

afraid of anymore sudden movements. It took a moment for either of them to realize the silence 

consuming the room, the hum of the engine absent. They looked up at the column at once; it was no 

longer moving back and forth, its glow softened to the point of blinking out. 

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΧ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘƭŜ ŎƻƭǳƳƴΦ 

The Time Lord gulped silently. άLΧ LΩm not-έ 

A ripple went through the control room, but not from the machinery. A loud bong reverberated 

throughout the room, followed by an identical one. Kaylee swore they sounded like the church bells 

back home that concluded mass every Sunday. She flinched every time it rang, clutching the console. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻƛǎǘŜǊ ōŜƭƭΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǎŎǊŀƳōƭƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

He circled the console, reaching where he marked in the coordinates. His eyes widened and he observed 

it closer. ά²ŜΩve stoǇǇŜŘΦέ 

Kaylee nodded. άL ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ¢!w5L{ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀ ŘŜǘƻǳǊΦ WeΩre still in your time period, 

your galaxy, but something stopped us several hours before our destination at Kiyome, something so 

great, it sounded tƘŜ ŎƭƻƛǎǘŜǊ ōŜƭƭΦέ 



 

45 
 

Pulling herself up, Kaylee looked from behind the Doctor at the coordinates. They were meaningless to 

ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΧ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ŎƭƻƛǎǘŜǊ ōŜƭƭΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άThe TARDISΩ emergency system. If anything serious is wrong, it ƭŜǘǎ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

Kaylee nodded, understanding. ά²Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ƻŦŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

The Doctor looked up from the console, sighing. άvǳƛǘŜ ŀ ōƛǘΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΤ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻƭŘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ 

stroking her once. ά.ǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ have the technology to do that, not for quite 

ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦέ 

A faint crackling sound arose from under the rings of the bell. They turned to the screen where the 

white snow fluttered on the screen. Various clips of sound bled through briefly, barely making sense. 

Annoyed, the Doctor pounded his fist against the top of the screen. 

άCrew membersΧ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŀǊƪ L ¢ȅǇŜ пл ¢¢ /ŀǇǎǳƭŜΧ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΣ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ 

5ŜŀǘƘ ƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭŜΣέ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōŀǎǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘƻǊted sounds. 

Kaylee felt her stomach tighten, clenching her fists. ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ-έ 

άYƭǳǾƛŀƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ The Doctor stepped away from the console, nearing the path to the door. 

ά{ŜŜƳǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦέ 

Kaylee stood perfectly still, staring back at the Doctor. She said nothing, swallowing dryly. 

άKaylee-έ 

άI donΩt wanna go- I canΩǘ ƎƻΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

άYŀȅƭŜŜΦέ The Doctor extended his hand; all smiles and bright eyes were gone, several aging lines 

stretched across his forehead. He motioned her over. άtƭŜŀǎŜΦέ 

She stared at his hand for what seemed like hours. Kaylee was frightened, too frightened to even cry. 

However, she raised her shaking hand, placing it in his large palm. The Doctor tightened his hand around 

hers, giving a humorless smile. 

άwŜŀŘȅ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ōƻŘȅ ǘǊŜƳōƭƛƴƎΦ She was sure that she would 

literally fall apart before they even left the ship. 

He nodded, leading her along from the console and down the walkway. The Doctor never turned 

around, watching Kaylee very carefully. άDƻƻŘΦέ 
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Chapter 6 

 

The door of the TARDIS was barely open before the Doctor and Kaylee were pulled out. Several Kluvians 

stood there, their hoods pulled back and their flat faces uncovered. The aliens kept their eyes on the 

wooden blue box, throwing the two passengers to the floor as they approached the TARDIS. 

Immediately, the door swung shut, the clicks of the lock twisting. The shortest of the Kluvians, who still 

towered over the Doctor, attempted to open it. It barely budged. 

The Kluvians narrowed their eyes at the Doctor. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

He shrugged. ά{ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ōƻǎǎŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ŘǳǎǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƻŦŦΦ The Kluvians 

ignored him, unsatisfied with his reason. The Doctor looked over to Kaylee sitting motionless next to 

him, her attention concentrated on the Kluvians that loomed over the TARDIS. ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

KayleeΩs lower lip quivered, her entire body shaking. Finally, the DoctorΩs question processed, shaking 

her head and turning to him. ά²ƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǊŜΧέ {ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǘƻƻ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴǎΦ 

ά!ƭƛŜƴǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ŎǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘƛŎƪ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Ω doors. Raising his 

eyebrows, the Doctor faced Kaylee. άhƘΗ This is your first time seeing aliens, isnΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

Before she could respond, two of the Kluvians pulled the Doctor and Kaylee up and onto their feet. 

άaƻǾŜΗέ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ They staggered, the Doctor quickly regaining his 

composure. He grabbed KayleeΩs arm, helping her keep her balance, before they began walking forward. 

The Kluvians followed closely behind, their guns pointed towards their backs. 

Kaylee kept her head lowered, frightened. Occasionally, sheΩd glance up through her eyelashes; the 

shipΩs corridors were wide, illuminated by the orange tubes set in the walls. A loud churning sound 

echoed from the shipΩs engine. She had no idea what their technology was like, but Kaylee knew this: it 

was not being properly cared for. 

ά9ƴƎƛƴŜ ǿƻŜǎΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ hands in his pocket. Kaylee smiled, feeling a glint of pride; she 

couldnΩt help but revel in being right. But she also noticed something else. ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘΧ 

calm. Any anxiety or worry that she saw before was a distant memory. 

άNone of your concŜǊƴΗέ ¢ƘŜ ōǳƭƪƛŜǎǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƴǳŘƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά²ŜΩve been 

upgrading the systems. Several new parts were installed. {ƘƻǳƭŘ ǿƻǊƪ ǎƳƻƻǘƘƭȅ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

KayleeΩs smile faded as she listened once again; new or not, someone hadnΩt put them in correctly. 

The Doctor recovered gracefully, continuing to walk side by side with Kaylee. άwƛƎƘǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ Now, where 

are you exactly taking us? L ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘΦέ 

The Kluvian grunted, clinging onto his laser gun as he pressed forward. ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘΦ There 

ƛǎ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘΦέ 
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άbƻ ƴŜŜŘΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΦ ά²ŜΩve been behaving 

like good children. I canΩt see why you wouldnΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎΦέ 

άIt wonΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ 

άIf it really doesnΩt matter that much, then why not tell us? ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ƪŜŜǇ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ YŀȅƭŜŜΚέ He 

jabbed Kaylee gently with his elbow, winking. Kaylee glared at him, horrified, before looking away. 

Before he could answer, another young Kluvian leaned over to the largest one, whispering into his 

pointed ear. The elder Kluvian nodded, stepping away from the young one. ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ƛǎ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ 

ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŀǊƪ L ¢ȅǇŜ пл ¢¢ /ŀǇǎǳƭŜΦέ 

άOoh, weΩǊŜ ƎǳŜǎǘǎΗέ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴ ƻŎǘŀǾŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊΦ He focused on Kaylee, 

grinning. ά¸ƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƭƛŜƴǎΦ IsnΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎΚέ 

Kaylee looked up, staring at him with wide eyes. Slowly, she glanced back, catching sight of the fat 

nosed, bright red Kluvians. 

άΨExciting?Ω AinΩt you scared? I mean, theyΩs aliens; what ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴƴŀ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǳǎ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

She whispered, shuddering. 

The Doctor snorted as they walked around the bend in the hall, hiding his amusement. ά¢ƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴǎΚ 

TheyΩre lucky enough to be able to fly this ship, let alone conduct secretive, scientific research. WeΩre 

ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎŀŦŜΦέ He paused, thinking over his words. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦέ 

The corridor ended, expanding into a large, hexagon room. The windows of the vessel covered three 

walls completely, allowing them to view the vast, black space around them. Under the windows was a 

long row of machines, manned only by two Kluvians. Kaylee swore that they were more cluttered with 

parts than the TARDIS. 

άCaptain, these two were the only ones ΨōƻŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ¢¢ /ŀǇǎǳƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǎǘ YƭǳǾƛŀƴ announced. In front 

the large windows stood a figure, its arms crossed and itΩs back facing them. The figure wasnΩt wearing 

the same green cloaks as the rest; he wore a camouflage green uwagi and black hakama, long black 

shoulder pads stretching across. A black hood was wrapped around his head, but Kaylee could see the 

horns peak out from his head. 

The figure rotated, the Kluvian now staring at them. His face wasnΩt round like the others; it was thin, his 

jaw line prominent. He leered, several teeth missing. 

ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ōǊƻƪŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀƭǎŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭΣέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 

Kaylee turned to the Doctor, confused. The Doctor smiled, laughing with only a hint of nervousness. 

άWǳǎǘ ƳŜΦ IΩm the Doctor, and this is my new friend, Kaylee. CŀƴŎȅ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅΦέ 

He paused. ά!ƴŘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΦέ 
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άI suppose thereΩǎ ƴƻ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŀƴŘ 

approaching them slowly. άLΩm Captain Zuftar. I hope youΩll find my sƘƛǇ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦέ Zuftar spoke 

politely, his hands behind his back; it unsettled Kaylee, the hair on the back of her neck standing up. He 

couldnΩt be trusted. 

ά̧ ƻǳ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜ ƘǳƳƻǊƭŜǎǎΦ He 

studied the room. ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜǎΣ ƛǎƴΩt it? ItΩs been years since IΩve encountered false 

signals. TheyΩre illegal, arenΩt they? And grapplers? If I recall, in the thirty-third century, only military 

vessels were equipped with them. Yes, on commercial vessels such as the Model MMC892-44-έ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ 

a look ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ άǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ illegalΦέ 

άYouΩre only upsetting yourself, Doctor-έ 

άYƭǳǾƛŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ǊŀŎŜΗέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀŎŎǳǎŜŘΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ using 

spaceships after the third invasion of Velux! Who gave you that technology? You most certainly did not 

ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦέ 

ZuftarΩs expression remained subdued, his jaw firmly set. άwŜŀƭƭȅΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΥ ƛƴǎǳƭǘǎΚ I think IΩve been a 

good host so ŦŀǊΦέ He sighed. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƻǳǊ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǊƻƻƳΚ Golog would be happy to show 

ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 

The tallest Kluvian grunted, setting his large hands on the Doctor and KayleeΩs shoulder and pulling them 

backwards. He pointed his gun toward them; they didnΩt need to be told twice to start walking. The 

group of Kluvians began following.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΤ ƻƴƭȅ DƻƭƻƎ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ Ǉŀǎǘ Ƙƛǎ 

crew.  The Doctor and Kaylee walked through the familiar dark hallway again, GologΩs gun poking into 

the middle of the DoctorΩs back. Kaylee glanced to her side as they passed the TARDIS, little evidence of 

the KluviansΩ attempt to pry it open showing. 

 As they walked, the end of the vessel came into view, a round metal door sealing it shut. Zuftar slipped 

past the Doctor and Kaylee. She shivered; she never felt him near her. He pulled the heavy door open, 

light spilling out into the bleak corridor. 

Turning around, Zuftar grinned. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚ You canΩt tell me that youΩre not 

ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦέ 

The captain wasnΩt wrong. The Doctor leaned closer, peeping inside. His mouth hung open as he walked 

into the room, pushing the door out of his way. Afraid of falling behind, Kaylee followed him inside. The 

loud churning and whirling sounds were crisp and clear as she found herself facing the engine. It was 

huge, its sheer mass could fill up the engine room of Serenity, but big ships needed big engines. 

άLƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΣ ǎǘǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ engine. Zuftar was at his side, watching him 

carefully as he lifted a stray part with his fingers, his eyes glancing at it. άL ǎŜŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŀǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ 

ǎŎŀǾŜƴƎŜŘΦέ 
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άItΩs difficult getting everything you need. Compromises must be made. You should know thŀǘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

άwƛƎƘǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜΦ Something on the other end of the engine 

caught the DoctorΩs eye and he immediately dodged for it. He stopped short, and Kaylee attempted to 

try to discern what exactly he was concerned with: these parts of the engine were not brightly colored, 

but they were much newer than everything else, shaped in twisted prisms and other odd shapes. 

The DoctorΩs breaths became heavy as he turned toward Zuftar. His face was pale, drained of color. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǎŜΚέ IŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜΦ 

Zuftar advanced behind him slowly. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ- or existing, for that 

matter. I was sure your kind had died off in that nasty war. When we found your ship, I was pleasantly 

ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΤ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΣ L ŜƴƧƻȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ 

Tilting his head back, the Doctor sighed. ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩt answer my question; where did you get theseΚέ IŜ 

asked, his voice shaky, never looking back at him. 

άI told you before, Doctor; we must scavenge for parts in order to survive. Sometimes, you must make 

do with what you have, mostly nothing at all. But, every once in awhile, youΩll come across something 

special. Mine was out near the Jasmine Cluster; it was surprisingly calm-έ 

άI remember that battle; it was the beginning of the end-έ 

άWe were only passing through when we found all these floating parts. They were perfectly usable, so 

we did just that. ̧ ƻǳ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎ ƳŀŘŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǇǊoudly gazing at 

the engine. 

Kaylee moved closer to the Doctor, ignoring GologΩs heavy footsteps behind her. The Kluvians no longer 

frightened her. ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚ Doctor, whatΩs going on? ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎΚέ {ƘŜ 

began rattling over, staring at the back of the DoctorΩs head. 

άHeΩs ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΣέ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά!ƴ ŀƭƛŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƻƭŘŜǊ 

ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ LΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻΦέ 

άFuhn piΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΦ ά5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΦ Two arms, two legs, two eyes-έ 

άYouΩŘ ōŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎŜǘǎ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ƘŜ ƘŀǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ŀƭƭ YƭǳǾƛŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǎ 

stupid as you presume we are, Doctor. Some of us are capable of great things, myself included. After all, 

I managed to install all the TT CapsuleΩs time traveling accessibilities to my own ship. Mind you, it took 

ƳŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘ ƛǘΦέ 

Finally, the Doctor turned around. The color in his face had returned; red flushed across his cheeks and 

down his neck. ά¸ƻǳ ǊŀƛŘŜŘ ǘhe ships of dead soldiers and looted their technology. The time vortex is 

ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭǳƴƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǇ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΗέ 
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Kaylee placed her hand on the DoctorΩs shoulder, squeezing it as he had when she refused to leave the 

TARDIS. ά5ƻŎǘƻǊ-Κέ 

ZǳŦǘŀǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴ ǊŀŎŜ-έ 

άBy using Time Lord technology for your own purposes. Admirable. YouΩre a gleaming example of your 

primordial people. They are nothing compared to wƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜΦέ 

άThat is the key word, Doctor: were! And with that, I say good riddance to the Time Lords! 

Condescending buggers who thought they knew what was best for the universe! They knew nothing but 

how to start trouble. WeΩre all better ofŦ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  

A sharp, buzzing sound interrupted them. ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ ȅƻǳΩre needed at the helm. WeΩve found the Firefly 

Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŎƻƳ ŜŎƘƻŜŘΦ Kaylee gasped, covering her mouth. She had almost forgotten about 

Serenity, something she never before wouldΩve believed that she would actually do. 

Zuftar sighed, stepping away from her and the Doctor. ά.ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦΣέ ƘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ 

grinning slightly at Kaylee; her shock had not gone unnoticed. 

Kaylee scoffed, looking up at the blistering red alien. ά.ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΚ You ainΩt got no business with SerenityΗέ 

άOn the contrary; that ship has caused an awful amount of trouble for me. IΩm very serious about 

business matters, and I donΩt like being sidetracked. They have my stone; I intend on retrieving ƛǘΦέ 

Zuftar turned to move, his muscular back facing them. 

άYou ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ wƻǎŜǘǘŀ {ǘƻƴŜΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ This was 

enough to halt the captain. ά¸ƻǳΩre clever, I wonΩt deny you that. As a clever man, you know the effect 

this can cause on history. Archibald Mathers is one of the most important people in human history. In 

2515, he discovered the Maps of New Luxor. Three years later, he came into possession of the Rosetta 

Stone, which made their translation possible. He funded the mission that discovered the 

Colonies-Left-Behind. 

άIn 2532, Earth was found. These are the beginnings of the Human Empire. It spreads out so far and 

becomes so powerful, the rest of the universe is dependent upon it. Everything, all of this, set off 

because of the Rosetta Stone; if you take the stone away before its due time, the consequences on 

history are outstanding. Those maps in your computers? TheyΩre the Maps of New Luxor, still used to 

this day. /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛǎƪΚέ 

Zuftar stood quietly. A moment of silence elapsed when he finished. Kaylee looked desperately at Zuftar 

and the Doctor, neither of them making any sudden movements. She glanced to Golog; he stood there, 

his shoulders slumped as he held his gun; he had no concept of what was happening, nor the magnitude 

of the situation. 

The captain cleared his throat. ά¸ƻǳǊ ŎƻƳǇƭƛƳŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ IΩve carefully considered 

how history can be twisted by one solitary action. ItΩs taken me nearly two years searching for this 



 

51 
 

stone, so itΩs quite a lot of thinking IΩve done. And so, IΩve come to the conclusion that no matter what, 

IΩm still taking it. A Peloppian warlord is offering a reward to whoever brings it to him. The money would 

allow me to finally rise above this lowly existence. ItΩs what IΩve been waiting for. I hope you 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ He moved toward the exit. 

άN-ƴƻΣ ǎǘƻǇΗέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ƭǳƴƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ His svelte body hit into the large arm of Golog, 

halting him. He struggled against the huge alien. ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩre doing? The progress of the 

universe will be completely set back because of greed! For all you know, stealing the Rosetta Stone in 

this period could alter the history of the Peloppians. There would be no one to offer you any money for 

this. IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΚέ 

Zuftar looked over his shoulder. ά¢ƘŜ wƻǎŜǘǘŀ {tone has been a valued object for centuries. 

Unfortunately, this was the only window in history that I could successfully procure it. So the Peloppian 

warlord wonΩt be around; I assure you there are others willing to pay a hefty sum for this, no matter 

ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜȅ Ƴŀȅ ōŜΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜ ƳƻƴƻǘƻƴŜΦ It was evident that he had long 

thought out his reasoning. 

The Doctor had long ceased struggling with Golog, and was now catching his breath. ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

Kluvians? Your people only thrive in markets where humans are dominant. Your own birth could be 

altered; in fact, you might never be born! Surely youΩve thought of this. Please, this all Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀǾƻƛŘŜŘΣέ 

he pleaded desperately, his entire body leaning against GologΩs arm. 

άCaptain, weΩǊŜ ŀǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŎƻƳ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

Walking over to the wall, Zuftar pressed his gloved finger against the speaker button. άLΩll be there in a 

moment; donΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CƛǊŜŦƭȅ ǎƘƛǇΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǊŜƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ He looked back at the 

Doctor and Kaylee, several wrinkles creased in his forehead. άLΩm at peace with my decision, Doctor. IΩm 

sorry about your beloved Firefly ship, aƛǎǎ YŀȅƭŜŜΦέ Zuftar opened the door, walking into the corridor. 

Staring at the floor, the Doctor felt his body shiver. He looked toward Golog. ά¢ŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜΦ I 

wonΩǘ ƘŀǊƳ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘƛƭƭΦέ His yellow eyes stared back at him for almost 

a minute. With a swing, GologΩs arm fell to his side, allowing the DoctorΩs body to collapse onto the 

metal floor. Gathering himself up, he leapt up and ran after Zuftar, Golog not far behind as his heavy 

footsteps shook the room. 

άWaƛǘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƛǎȅ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ She looked over to the 

engine, loud bangs bouncing around internally. It was the same sounds she heard earlier. Biting her 

bottom lip, she drew near it, curiosity once again getting the better of her. Her hands grazed the 

exposed parts of the engine; those particular parts were from her own time period, she recognized. 

Many were brand new, but old compared to what was installed in the engine. 

Never thought IΩd be saying that, she thought to herself, raising herself on her tiptoes. The whole time 

travel thing was overwhelming, but unlike Golog, she attempted and- for the most part- succeeded in 
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understanding the Doctor and ZuftarΩs conversation. It was all very foreign and strange to her; Wash had 

once shown her some old science fiction comics, which became the extent of her knowledge. 

Snap. 

άTa ma duhΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŎǳǊǎŜŘΣ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŎŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾ ŘŀƳǇŜƴŜǊΦ She had been careful; 

the rusted flakes that chipped off were staining her hands. Groaning, she thought of the mess that a 

broken grav dampener would cause, what with the ship being unable to turn in different directions- 

A wicked thought came into KayleeΩs mind. She immediately felt bad for it; she was a mechanic and 

respected all ships. However, she couldnΩt help but think of the spectacle at ProctorΩs building, the three 

Kluvian pirates shooting at SerenityΩs crew. Chills went up her spine as she remembered being scared 

and the Doctor comforting her. But what stuck in her head was the Doctor, heartbroken and desperately 

begging an indifferent Zuftar. The Kulvians had no respect for anyone else. 

Dropping the piece in her hand, Kaylee placed both of her hands on the grav dampener. Tightening her 

grip, she yanked the part from the engine successfully. The engine roared, clinking even louder. Staring 

at the grav dampener, a mischievous grin tugged at KayleeΩs lip. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Zuftar walked into the cockpit, his arms behind his back. άCƛǊŜŦƭȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ Ǿƻice 

booming throughout the room. 

ά!ȅŜΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴǎ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩre keeping as low a profile as possible. But theyΩre moving 

out faster than we can keep up. DǊŀǇǇƭŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

ά²ŀƛǘΗέ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ƘŀŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩs voice called out, his lanky figure 

running into the room. Golog pounced behind him, breathing heavily. The Doctor came up to Zuftar, 

wiping his forehead with his wrist. άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊΦέ 

Zuftar immediately turned away, looking out the windows. ά¸ƻǳΩre a man who doesnΩt know when to 

give up, Doctor. I came to this time with one purpose: get the Rosetta Stone. I wonΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

The Doctor stared at him, his hand brushing his wild hair. άThatΩs all you have to say for yourself? You 

claim tƻ ōŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ He stepped backward. άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 

ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀ ǇƛǊŀǘŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜŘΦ 

The captain had made no indication of his thoughts, continuing to ignore the Time Lord. ά{Ŝǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ 

grapplers; I wonΩt haǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ The Doctor felt his hearts sink as the 

Kluvians pushed up several switches and pulled a lever back. He felt his leg jitter, anticipation eating at 

his nerves. 

Nothing happened. 
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ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭΣέ ǘƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ repeating the set of motions. Everything remained the same. 

Frustrated, he began pounding the machines with his fist, denting the exterior. 

ά/ƻƴǘǊƻƭ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΗέ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ǎǇŀǘΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊŜǿΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩs going on? 9ȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

The Kluvian groaned, staring miserably at the controls. άDǊŀǇǇƭŜǊǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ 

grinding his teeth together. 

Pushing the fat Kluvian aside, Zuftar attempted to helm the grapplers himself. He had as much success 

as his crew member. Zuftar stood up straight. άL ǎŜŜΦ Foltor, I want a diagnosis of the grapplersΩ status. In 

the meantime, we take the Firefly by going in head on. We didnΩt always have grapplers, so I hope at 

least one ƻŦ ǳǎ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊǎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ ōƻŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 

Another Kluvian pushed the vessel forward, the increased speed shaking the balance of those in the 

room. Suddenly, the ship came to a stop, throwing everyone to the floor. Zuftar sat up, his cheeks 

flushing a darker shade of red. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ standing up. 

The other Kluvian pulled himself up, stuttering to himself. άL-I was tr-trying to change course to 

p-p-properly board the sh-ship, but, but we canΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōǳŘƎŜΗέ 

Closing his eyes, Zuftar sighed, quietly assessing the situation. He turned to the other Kluvian. ά.ǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ 

close enough to the ship as possible. Once weΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅΣ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜǎΦέ Zuftar 

grabbed onto a speaker, holding it close to his mouth. ά.ƻŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜǎΤ ŀǿŀƛǘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘǎΦέ 

Dropping the piece, Zuftar walked away from the machinery. 

ά½ǳŦǘŀǊΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǊŜŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΦ Annoyed, Zuftar attempted to step 

around the Time Lord, the Doctor following his every step. ά[Ŝǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ōŜΦ There are 

other periods in histƻǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻǾŜǊŀƭƭ ŀŦŦŜŎǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǎΦέ 

Grabbing the lapels of his jacket, Zuftar lifted the Doctor off his feet, dangling him above the floor. ά¢Ƙƛǎ 

will be the last time I repeat myself: NOΗέ Arching his shoulders, the captain easily tossed the Doctor 

across the floor like a ragdoll, his gawky body sliding most of the way. The other Kluvian pirates walked 

around the Doctor, filing into the corridor. 

BUZZ. 

ά!ǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ǳƴƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŜŘ ǎǇŀŎŜŎǊŀŦǘΣέ ŀ ǘŜƴƻǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ YƭǳǾƛŀƴǎ. The Doctor looked 

around him, watching the Kluvians stop dead in their tracks. He searched for the shipΩs speakers as the 

ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƻǊŘŜǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳΦ You will be docked and boarded. If you 

cannot provide proper identificatiƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦέ 

ά5Ŝƭŀȅ ōƻŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜǎΣέ ½ǳŦǘŀǊΩs powerful voice shouted, his hand clenching a nearby chair. άaŀƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŀǊǘƛƭƭŜǊȅΤ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǇ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎΦέ  His back faced the pirates as they scattered to follow their orders. 
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The Doctor grinned wryly. ά¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘƛŜǎΗ .Ǌƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ǘƛƳƛƴƎΣ ŜƘΣ YŀȅƭŜŜΚέ Turning his head, his 

heart jumped; Kaylee wasnΩt there. Moving onto his knees, he began recalling when he last saw his new 

friend. He groaned as he remembered her attempts to sooth him in the engine room; she had never left. 

Standing up, the Doctor swerved around the confused Kluvians running through the corridor. When he 

finally reached the end, he glanced over his shoulder: no one was paying him any attention. Grabbing 

the door, the Doctor opened it enough to allow him entrance, slipping through. 

His jaw dropped as he shut the door behind him. άYŀȅƭŜŜΗΚέ IŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǿŜŀƪƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

mouth. The smoke was overbearing, filling the room. Nearby, a small fire had started, flickering. The 

Doctor walked into the room, squinting as he searched. άYŀȅƭŜŜΚέ 

Near the engine, he saw something move. Kaylee turned around, smiling despite the smears of grease 

on her face. She waved her hand excitedly. 

άEveninΩΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ {ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ her other hand on her waist. 

The Doctor raised his eyebrows, approaching Kaylee. ά²ƘŀǘΩre ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 

άhƘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ǿƛǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ ά{ŀōƻǘŀƎŜΦέ A yellow spark 

snapped, startling her. 

Nodding, the Doctor looked at the engine again; it was a mess, pieces broken off and missing. Hell hath 

no fury like a mechanic. άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩve suspected as much. Come on; the Kluvians have gotten themselves 

into a nasty fight with the police and I canΩt have us in the middle of everythƛƴƎΦέ He grabbed her arm, 

pulling her along. 

However, Kaylee resisted, staying in her place. ά²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅŜǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǎǘƛŦƭƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻǳƎƘΦ άL 

ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ She pointed to the other end of the engine; the TARDIS parts remained 

intact, almost completely untouched. 

Swallowing hard, the DoctorΩs focus was clearly where she pointed, his brown eyes almost mesmerized 

by the site. Still, he refused to release his grip on her, his fingers firmly set around her upper arm. He 

coughed once, ignoring the calls the alarms setting off and the calls for more firepower. 

άKaylee, I canΩt take those. Those once belonged to TARDIS, perhaps more than one.  A TARIDS that was 

operated by my people, my comrades in war; it wouldnΩt feel right-έ 

άAnd thatΩs exactly why it should be you skimming ΨŜƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

DoctorΩs eyes. ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ψem; thatΩs shiny. But someone else just like Zuftar and his pirates will loot 

this ship and I can guarantee you they ainΩt going to be as informed as he is. If they even got an iota of 

intelligence, they can figure out how to use it. And when they do, their intentions will be wicked. YouΩre 

the only person, alien, - whatever you are- thatΩs aware of all the responsibilities that come with this 

technology. CapΩn always says that you canΩt keep caught up on past losses; just push forward and look 

ahead to the next battle. Now, Doctor-έ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ōƛǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛǇΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘǎΦέ 
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The ship jolted sharply, swaying them. The Doctor remained silent as the shouts from Kluvians echoed 

outside of the engine room, their heavy bodies running through the ships. He looked away from Kaylee, 

only to glance back at her; he couldnΩt avoid her stern gaze. Finally, he loosened his grip, slowly 

dropping her arm back to her side. He reached into his inside pocket, taking out the sonic screwdriver. 

άThereΩs not a lot to carry; I can fit most of them in my pockets but IΩll need you to carry any larger 

ƛǘŜƳǎΣέ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƻǿŜǊ ōŀŎk and pushing her along. 

KŀȅƭŜŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΚέ 

άYes, well, theyΩǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜΧ ǾƻƭǳƳƛƴƻǳǎΦέ He grabbed onto one of the smaller parts- a small, neon green 

cylinder with dark green swirled designs sketched in- and held the sonic screwdriver over it for several 

seconds. It came off easily, and he slipped it into his pocket. The Doctor continued this process quickly, 

removing them one by one. He handed off to Kaylee a slightly larger piece, causing her body to dip from 

its weight. 

The room shook, the other end of the engine sparking once again. Startled, the Doctor almost ripped the 

final part from the engine, tucking the metallic device under his arm. With his free hand, he grabbed 

KayleeΩs, their fingers interlocking. 

He smiled. άwƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴΤ allons-yΗέ With a slight tug, Kaylee felt herself running with the Doctor, stepping 

around the brightly burning fire as electricity cackled. They hopped over a small stream of black oil as it 

oozed across the floor. 

With a pull, the Doctor opened the door, allowing them to run down the hall. ά¢ƘŜ CƛǊŜŦƭȅ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǎƘƛǇ Ƙŀǎ 

opened fire- I repeat-έ ½ǳŦǘŀǊΩs voice boomed over the intercom. The insanity in the corridor only 

increased, several of the Kluvians pushing and fighting with one another. 

The Doctor glanced over his shoulder; Kaylee was beaming, not attempting to hide her smile. He found 

it infectious, grinning. ά²ŜΩre a proud mother hen, arenΩǘ ǿŜΚέ 

Flipping her hair over her shoulder, Kaylee looked up at the Doctor, her eyes glinting in the bleak light. 

ά¢ƘŜ /ŀǇΩn and Serenity donΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘǳǎǎƭŜǎΦέ However, her smile faltered a moment later. ά²ŜƭƭΣ 

Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ 

They stopped near the TARDIS; it had remained undisturbed despite the chaos that surrounded it. 

Releasing KayleeΩs hand, the Doctor balanced the piece of machinery in his arm on his hip as dug into his 

pocket. Finally, he produced the bronze Yale key. He slipped it into the lock, fumbling slightly until he 

twisted it open. 

The corridor filled with a bright light, the earsplitting boom of an explosion sounding off. Kaylee jumped, 

backing closer to the blue box as she glanced over her shoulder. The Doctor pulled open the TARDISΩ 

door and he pushed Kaylee inside, following her quickly. Dropping the part onto the floor, he closed the 

door shut, silencing all sounds outside. 
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Pausing to catch his breath, the Doctor stared at the door for a moment. With a long sigh, he walked 

toward the console, stepping over the discarded part. The cloister bell no longer rang; a good sign. Still, 

the Doctor began checking the random instruments that were connected, from a thermometer to a 

digital clock, reading them to himself. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƭƻŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛŦǘŜŘΤ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦΦέ He checked the coordinates. 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜǘΤ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦΣ YŀȅƭŜŜΚέ 

Placing down the heavy device, she approached the console, staring at it. Kaylee rested her hand on the 

console, her thumb grazing it slightly before she gripped onto it. She glanced at the Doctor. ά{Ƙƻǿ ƳŜ 

what your girlΩǎ ƎƻǘΦέ 

The Doctor could feel the TARDISΩ acceptance of her challenge, the controls heating up. He grinned 

wickedly. άtǊŜǇŀǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΣ aƛǎǎ CǊȅŜΦέ Grabbing the lever, he pulled it down, and the TARDIS 

roared once again. 
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Chapter 7 

 

άI ŘƻƴΩt see why youΩǊŜ ǎƻ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘΣ {ŜǊƎŜŀƴǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ½ŀŎƘŀǊȅ 9ƳŜǊǎƻƴΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŀŘƛƴƎ 

dock of Serenity. A group of five Alliance soldiers, all shorter than their tall captain, stood behind the 

officer, the bright light of the Alliance Cruiser pouring into the dark salvage ship. 

Facing them was Mal, his arms crossed as he glared, his upper lip stiff. ά!ƛƴΩt a sergeant anymore; just a 

member of the average folk, trying to make a living. That living requires me to keep moving and take 

jobs whenever I can come across them. IΩve been contracted for a mite important job that needs to be 

done quickly. IŀƴŘƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƭŜƎŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ŘŜƭŀȅ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŎǊŜǿΦέ He was surrounded by 

SerenityΩs crew- everyone but Kaylee, Inara, Simon, and River; the brother and sister were currently 

tucked away in the nook adjacent to where InaraΩs shuttle was usually attached. Even if the crew hadnΩt 

been the ones getting into trouble, they couldnΩt risk the Tam siblings being caught. 

Captain Emerson sighed as he stepped forward. άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ aǊΦ wŜȅƴƻƭŘǎΣ ōǳǘΧ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ 

attacked! IΩm sure whomever hired you will understand your situation. ItΩs only proper protocol on the 

AllianceΩǎ ǇŀǊǘΦέ 

Mal approached him slowly. ά!ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǇΩs destroyed; no need to worry or stick around. 

Now, IΩm expected on Kiyome very shortly, Captain, and it would not look good for me to show up late. 

IΩƭƭ ǎƛƎƴ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǇŀǇŜǊ L ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ōǳǊŜŀǳŎǊŀǘƛŎ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΣ ōǳǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŀǎǘŜΦέ  He had no time 

to waste fighting the Alliance over something so trivial when the entire job was at stake. 

άYƛȅƻƳŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻǳǘΤ ȅƻǳΩll have more than enough time, even if you are a little less than 

punctual-έ 

ά¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘƛǊŜŘ ƳŜ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩt dream of ofŦŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ 

reaffirmed, his voice low. Mal studied his surroundings; he was out of earshot from both his crew and 

Captain EmersonΩs. άLΩll sign whatever you need me to. tƭŜŀǎŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΦέ 

Captain Emerson remained silent, his young, green eyes studying Mal curiously. CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ άaǊΦ 

Reynolds, if you are hiding something, I demand that you inform me immediately or I will bring charges 

ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Closing his eyes, Mal breathed in deeply. The Rosetta stone was wrapped up in a crate that was 

concealed in the docking bayΩs fake wall. He didnΩt need the Alliance poking their noses around and 

finding it. ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ LΩd best be going, on account of my meeting with-έ IŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ 

closer to the officer. άArchibald MathersΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭǎΦ 

Blinking, Captain Emerson remained silent, his lips parted. He swallowed, his eyes never leaving the face 

of the SerenityΩs captain. ά¸ƻǳΩre perfectly serious, arenΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 
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Mal nodded. ά!ǎ LΩve said, L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎΦέ 

Captain Emerson gave no immediate response; instead, he quietly thought to himself, averting his eyes 

from ReynoldΩs face. Finally, he took off his hat and scratched his light brown hair. άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƘŜ Ǉŀȅǎ ǾŜǊȅ 

ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳented, replacing his hat atop his head. 

ά!ǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 

άIǳƘΣέ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭƛŀƴŎŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩs answer. He set his jaw in place, stepping closer to Mal. ά5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ 

everyone says, Alliance salary isnΩt generous. ItΩs one of their ways to keep you in service for as many 

ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ 

It was all Captain Emerson had to say. Mal knew exactly what the man was after and could feel himself 

clenching his teeth. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ SerenityΩs paperwork? IΩm sure youΩll find it contents 

thrillingΦέ His stomach tightened as he spoke the words. 

Captain Emerson smiled crookedly. άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

ά½ƻŜΣέ aŀƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ He startled the crew; they had been too busy trying to decipher 

what the two captains were talking about. ά.ǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ SerenityΩs paperwork from the safe- 

everything in itΦέ 

If she understood what he meant, she made no indication of it. She only nodded in response, her face 

ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƴƻ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊ ƻŦ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴΣ ά¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ Zoe stalked off into the ship, 

leaving the nervous crew behind. 

No more than ten minutes later, she returned, carrying a parcel. From a distance it looked to be a large 

manila envelope, its edges crinkled and worn from age. As Zoe approached Mal he could see the 

smaller, white envelope underneath, hidden in his first mateΩs hand. 

The first half of Archibald MathersΩ payment. 

She extended the contents to her captain. άaȅ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΦέ 

άXie xieΣ ½ƻŜΦέ Mal took hold of the envelopes, allowing Zoe to return to her place next to her husband. 

He adjusted the packets in his hand, careful not to let the little envelope show. άIŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ /ŀǇΩn. All 

of SerenityΩs documents-all of itΦέ He held them out. 

Gripping onto the manila envelope, Mal watched as the corners of Captain EmersonΩs mouth twitched. 

He felt the white envelope pull away; from the corner of his eye he saw it disappear into the captainΩs 

sleeve. The deal was done. 

Still, Captain Emerson attempted, naturally, to keep up appearances. Opening the manila envelope, he 

took out several documents, holding them up for scrutiny. Mal examined him; the Alliance officer was 

no longer paying attention, his eyes moving too fast to be reading. Still, he took enough time to convince 

both crews of his act. 
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άIƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΣ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣέ 9ƳŜǊǎƻƴ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǇ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴƛƭŀ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜΦ 

Closing it, he handed it back to Mal. άLΩm sorry to trouble you, Mr. Reynolds. I see that the paperwork 

that needs to be completed canΩt fit into your timetable. Whatever requires your signature, IΩll be sure 

ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Turning around, Captain Emerson faced his crew. άaŜƴΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦέ Ever obedient, the 

soldiers spun around on their heels, waiting as Emerson sauntered past them before following him. The 

officers grew smaller as they marched down the ramp, back onto the Alliance cruiser. 

Mal gave an exasperated sigh, walking over to the shipΩs wall and crushing the button under his hand. 

Slowly, the dock began to close. ά²ŀǎƘΣ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ri shao gou shi bingΣέ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

forehead as the shipΩs docking slid shut. Crises averted. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άaŀƭΣ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΗΚέ WŀȅƴŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƳǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƻƴǘƻ 

YƛȅƻƳŜΩs soil. His face was red and his thick body was shaking, the shock of MalΩs actions unnerving him. 

Fixing his brown coat, Mal looked out into KiyomeΩs distance, the pale pink and purple daybreak coating 

the skyline. άvǳƛǘŜ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΣ WŀȅƴŜΤ L ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƛƴ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦέ 

The mercenary groaned, frustrated. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƛƴΩt what I mean. You gave that Fed the loot- all of 

it!  I didnΩt realize we was licking their fang pi ƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ǎǇƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊǘΦ 

Mal placed his hands on his belt, basking in the cool brŜŜȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀƛǊƛŜΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩt 

given him the coin, weΩd still be stuck on that piece of go se, most likely in handcuffs. TheyΩd find Simon 

and River and the Stone and weΩd be looking at some mighty steep sentences. Carefully considering the 

ƻǇǘƛƻƴǎΣ WŀȅƴŜΣ ǿŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻǳǘ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΦ 

Jayne shook his head, staring at the ground. ά5ƛŘƴΩt think youΩŘ ǘǳǊƴ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ōŜƭƭȅ ƻƴ ǳǎΦέ 

Down the ramp roared the mule, Zoe sitting at the helm. Strapped in place on its back was the large 

metal crate. She eased the mule to a stop as it approached the two men. ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩre suggesting we 

shouldΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴΚέ Zoe laughed, ignoring Jayne as he cursed in Chinese. άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǎǎŜǊ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ 

evils. .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǿŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀȅƳŜƴǘΦέ 

άExactlyΣέ aŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ōƻǘƘ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ WŀȅƴŜ ƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƭŜΣ άǎƻ ƭŜǘΩs pick it up and finish this job. 

Keep your eyes peeled for Kaylee; sheΩǎ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΦέ 

Zoe held the square walkie talkie near her mouth. ά²ŀǎƘΣ ǿŜΩre heading out to the ǊŜƴŘŜȊǾƻǳǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣέ 

she spoke into it, before bringing it to her ear as she awaited a response. 

άWǳǎǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘΣ ²ŀǎƘΩs voice fading out. 

Revving up the muleΩs engine, Zoe drove them away from Serenity, dust puffing out behind them. 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

Kaylee pointed to a long, spiral component on the console. ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ 

of excitement in her voice. 

Leaning over to the mechanicΩs side, the Doctor peered at the object. He grinned like a school boy. ά¢Ƙŀǘ 

would be the exo-thermometer. It measures the atmospheric elements of the TARDISΩ destination and 

ǎŜƴŘǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘƻǊΦέ He moved away, only to point to 

another area on the controls. ά¢ƘŜ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘƻǊ ŎƻƴǾerts the atmosphere and gravitational 

pull to whatever the ratio is on the passengerΩs home planet. ItΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǊŜƭƛŀōƭŜΧ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

A small snort escaped from Kaylee; she immediately covered her mouth. The Doctor eyed her 

momentarily before his wide smile reappeared and began laughing. Kaylee joined him, their laughter 

bouncing off the coral walls. The TARDIS was no longer shaking and bouncing; the control room was still 

and the console humming softly. The column moved up and down as its regular pace, any evidence of its 

previous problems now gone. 

The laughter faded. Kaylee looked down briefly before returning her gaze on the Doctor. ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ 

ȅƻǳ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΚέ 

The Doctor looked up. άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΚέ 

άIn that war you mentioned before, when we were with ½ǳŦǘŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘΚ 

²Ƙƻ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦƛƎƘǘΚέ The question had been floating around her head for awhile and curiosity 

finally got the best of her. 

FƻǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƻǘŜŘ ŀǎ άƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƘǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇΣέ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ǎǇŜŜŎƘƭŜǎǎΦ He opened his 

mouth to say something, but the words escaped him. Martha and Donna had asked him about it before, 

but even then, he never knew just what to say. 

άYou know what, Kaylee? LǘΩs not important. Wars happen all the time; IΩd know. Nothing for you to 

ǿƻǊǊȅ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀōƻǳǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ 

Kaylee was not convinced. 

She placed a strand of her hair behind her ear. ά.ƻǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ½ǳŦǘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ǝƻǘ 

wiped out. That must be-έ 

ά¢ƘŜ ¢!w5L{Ω sensors just located SerenityΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ interrupting her. ά²ŜΩll be arriving on 

YƛȅƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ The Doctor ran his hand through his hair, purposefully avoiding her gaze. 

Placing her chin on her hands, Kaylee sighed, staring at the console once again. 

~*~*~*~*~ 



 

61 
 

The TARDIS began materializing, its distinct roar echoing onto the empty prairie. Its box form flashed, 

once, twice, three times. Finally, it stabilized, the blinking light dawdling its pace. 

The door opened and the Doctor walked out, fixing his brown trench coat. Kaylee had suggested it, 

insisting that heΩd only fit in if he did so. The mechanic herself followed out a moment later, closing the 

TARDISΩ door behind her. Looking out, their eyes were immediately drawn to the sky. The sun was just 

coming up over the horizon, the purple haze fading into a light blue. 

Kaylee closed her eyes, smelling the aroma of the dry grass surrounding them. ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ 

said to herself, smiling. 

The Doctor pulled his gaze from the sky, turning to Kaylee. άwƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΗ I completely 

forgƻǘΧέ IŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ 

Opening her eyes, Kaylee felt guilt nip at the pit of her stomach. She crossed her arms, staring at her 

boots. άLΩm sorry I made you uncomfortable before. I didnΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘΦέ 

Taking in a long breath, the Doctor smiled down at her. άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩt mean it. I didnΩt mean to 

act the way I did; I know you meant no harm. ItΩǎ ƧǳǎǘΧ ǿŜƭƭΣ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǇǳǎƘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

He paused, turning to stare at the long wild flowers being blown in the wind. ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǾŜǊȅ ƻŦǘŜƴΦέ 

ά/ŀǇΩn and Zoe sometimes talk about the Unification war. Sometimes its ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΤ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΧ 

most of time itΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘΦέ 

The coos of morning doves sounded from the distance, filling the brief silence between them. Stopping 

suddenly, Kaylee turned to take in her surroundings. Fading green grass stretched out across the flat 

plains, tiny white flowers and yellow dandelions sprinkled across them. However, one key object was 

missing. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩs SerenityΚέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿŀlking further into the meadow. 

Twirling around, the Doctor began his own search, standing on the tips of his trainers. ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ 

his mouth agape. He looked over to Kaylee, her hands on her hips and her hair carried by the gentle 

wind gusts as she awaited an answer. He chuckled nervously. ά5ƛŘ L ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Ω landing is 

ƻŦŦΚέ 

Giggling, Kaylee walked over to the Doctor. άCƻǊ ŀ ǎƳŀǊǘ ŀƭƛŜƴΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŀ ƳƛǘŜ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭΦέ As 

she reached him, she grabbed his hand, her fingers encircling his. ά/ΩƳƻƴΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΗέ 

Kaylee pulled him along, dragging him through the thick grass and weeds. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Archibald Mathers and his men were already waiting when the mule finally reached the clearing. The 

new hovercraft gleamed in the eŀǊƭȅ ǎǳƴƭƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΩ ƳŜƴ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƛǘΦ Mathers himself sat in 

the ship, his expression unreadable from this distance. He was dressed in a solid black suit, his graying 

hair slicked to the side. 
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Mal sighed, tightening his grip onto the mule as they hit a bump. ά[ŜǘΩǎ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊΣέ ƘŜ 

said, as they drove down the steep hillside. As they approached, Mathers stood up from his seat, leaping 

out of the hovercraft. His wide smile could be seen now as he smoothed the wrinkles from his jacket. 

EŀǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƻǇΣ ½ƻŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƭŜΩǎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ aŀƭ ŀƴŘ WŀȅƴŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ 

vehicle. As Jayne and Zoe went to work on unloading the crate, loosening the straps, the captain 

stepped forward. άaǊΦ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ Ƴȅ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜǎǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜΦέ Up close, Mal could see that 

MathersΩ smile was strained and lines marked his forehead. Word of their Alliance encounter had clearly 

spread. 

The tall grass folded as Archibald walked over it, his hands behind his back. άbƻΣ ƛǘΩs quite fine, CapΩn. 

¢ǊǳǘƘ ōŜ ǘƻƭŘΣ L ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŦ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳƛƴƎ aŀƭΩs previous 

thought. However, tension and anxiety were still evident in MathersΩ voice. 

ά²Ŝ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŘŜŀƭΣ aǊΦ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘΦέ Behind Mal, Zoe and Jayne carried over the 

crate before attempting to place it down carefully. 

ArchibaldΩs eyes brightened as they caught sight of the crate. However, he quickly turned back to Mal. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƻŎŎǳǊǊƛƴƎ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘeduled time you would be 

there. {ƘƻǳƭŘ L ōŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΚέ 

The captain shook his head. ά!ōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǘΦ Another ship had altercations with Proctor. An Alliance 

Cruiser found it tailing us and had it destroyed. ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘΦέ 

The childlike grin returned to MatherΩs face, his relief evident. ά{ƘƛƴȅΦ Now, I presume thatΩǎΧ itΚέ IŜ 

asked, pointing to the crate. He couldnΩt take his eyes off of it. 

Mal nodded to his two crew members and they unlocked the crate, lifting open the top. The large, sleek 

Stone sat there, completely unharmed. Mathers stepped forward, two of his own bodyguards following 

him. Any concern he had for his fine clothing was ignored as he kneeled onto the grass and leaned 

against the metal crate. He placed his hand against the stoneΩs surface, moving his hand up and down 

against it. With his thumb, he began tracing the indents, from the ancient Greek to the hieroglyphics. 

Archibald glanced up at Mal jubilantly. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Kaylee ran across the meadow, several steps in front of the Doctor and drew to a halt in front of a large 

rock formation, its jagged edged resembling a ΨUΩ. Looking over her shoulder, she smiled. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ 

YamashitaΩǎ /ǳǊǾŜΣ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƻǊ ƻŦ YƛȅƻƳŜΣ ¸ŀƳŀǎƘƛǘŀ WǳƴΦέ As the Doctor caught up 

with her, she turned back around. άYƛȅƻƳŜΩs full of these types of landmarks. Unfortunately, thatΩs all 

ǿŜ ƎƻǘΥ ǊƻŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǎΦέ 

Studying YamashitaΩs Curve, the Doctor ran his tongue over his teeth as he concentrated on the earthy 

red color of the rock against the light blue sky. άLǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΧ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦέ He looked down to 
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Kaylee; in her hands were several of the purple and white flowers from the field. She carefully braided 

them together. 

Searching around him, the Doctor could only see several hills in the level distance and maybe two or 

three other huge rocks. Not one house in sight. άbƻǿΧ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƭƛǾŜΚέ He asked. 

Sighing, Kaylee tilted her head up, pausing her moving hands. άhǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ This half is 

mostly unsettled. Soil isnΩt fertile enough to grow anything, so it ainΩǘ ŀ ōƛƎ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 

The Doctor nodded, remaining silent as he gazed at the rock structure. The wind blew past them. It was 

warm, despite being late September. Cicadas began to chirp and birds flew overheard in search of them. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻΚέ 

Breaking his gaze, the Doctor turned to Kaylee, her hair splayed over her face. She leaned down, pulling 

several purple flowers from the earth. ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩt gotta answer if youΩre uncomfortable, but Zuftar said 

ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŀǎΧ Ψnosy.Ω L ǿŀǎ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

A soft smile tugged at the cornerΩs of his mouth. He began walking, Kaylee keeping at his side. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ 

wasnΩt wrong- in a sense. Time Lords were the masters of the fourth and fifth dimension, also known as 

time and space. We came to harness the time vortex, which allows for time travel. With the power of 

time and space travel came the great responsibility of policing it. We needed to know the advantages, 

disadvantages, benefits and consequences that went with it , and there were a lot, which also meant lot 

ƻŦ ǊǳƭŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΣ ά!ƭƭ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘǎ- and Ladies, naturally- were required to study and gain 

understanding about how time and space worked. Because we were responsible for it, we would make 

sure time flowed correctly and it was our right to set it on whichever course we thought best.  

άAs time passed, the principles behind it slowly deteriorated. My people used to live for hundreds, 

sometimes thousands of years. We began interfering when no real interference was needed. I myself 

was sent on missions, occasionally- well mostly, actually- on some misguided, Council rubbish. So yes, 

ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ Ψnosy buggers.Ω  ZuftarΩs sentiments were quite similar to my own. The Time Lords didnΩt know 

ǿƘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦέ The Doctor paused, swallowing. άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

question from before- about the war. ²Ŝ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΦέ 

They both stopped, edging the end of a cliff. Looking over in the nearby valley, there was a small group 

of figures, huddled together. The Doctor squinted his eyes, attempting to make the people out. 

Kaylee immediately recognized them, smiling. ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜƴŘŜȊǾƻǳǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΗέ She said quietly. 

άSeptember 30thΣ нрмуΣέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ his hands in his pockets. ά¢ƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ !ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ 

Mathers came into possession of the Rosetta Stone. IƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦέ 

Standing still, Kaylee watched the meeting carefully, the breeze swaying the flowers in her hands. 

ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ said to Zuftar was true? !ǊŎƘƛōŀƭŘ aŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊŀŎŜΚέ 
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The Time Lord nodded his head. ά9ǾŜǊȅ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ IŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ Raising 

his eyebrows, something in his coat pockets caught his attention. Digging in further, he finally grabbed 

onto it. He grinned when he realized what it was. 

Removing his hand from his pocket, he pulled out a small, paper bag. The Doctor opened it and held it 

out to Kaylee. ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƧŜƭƭȅ ōŀōȅΚέ 

άIǳƘΚέ 

άLǘΩs a sweet from the twentieth century. IΩm rather fond of the orange ones myself. ¢Ǌȅ ƻƴŜΦέ 

Kaylee stared at the bag, curious. She dipped her hand in warily, taking a red one out. Biting into the first 

quarter, she allowed it to sit on her tongue. Suddenly, her face lit up and she chewed the piece, popping 

the rest into her mouth, swallowing it eagerly. 

The Doctor chuckled. ά¸ƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΚ IŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦέ Obediently, Kaylee took not one, but four more out, 

chewing on a yellow one as she smiled. He followed suit, shaking up the bag until he found an orange 

jelly baby and placed it in his mouth. 

Slowly, as he chewed, his expression soured, grimacing. ά{ǘŀƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ 

Kaylee glanced back at him, chewing her own. ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘΚέ She immediately grabbed the bag from 

him. άLΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦέ wŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƧŜƭƭȅ ōŀōƛŜǎΣ 

savouring each of the flavours. 

Staring at his empty hand, the Doctor felt himself laughing, placing his hand back in his pocket. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Archibald closed the crate before locking it shut. Standing up, he faced Mal. ά¸ƻǳΩve done fine work, 

CapΩn. IΩƳ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦέ The two bodyguards walked up to the crate, each one grabbing one side and 

lifting it. As they carried it off, Archibald reached into his inside pocket, producing a thick, white 

envelope, the same kind he used during the first payment. 

He extended the envelope, allowing Mal to take it. They gripped each otherΩs empty hands firmly, 

shaking. The job was complete. 

άIt woulŘ ōŜ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ /ŀǇΩƴΣέ aŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ōŜŀƳƛƴƎΦ 

Mal smiled back, though his was not as wide. άbƻ ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜΣ aǊΦ aŀǘƘŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘΩs not in the near 

ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦέ 

Laughing, Archibald released MalΩs hand and walked towards the hovercraft, where the crate was being 

loaded on to the back. Mathers swung his legs over the side, boarding the ship. 
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ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƻǳŎƘΗέ IŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ Řƻǿƴ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀōƻŀǊŘΦ 

The hovercraft started into life, moving upwards from the ground. Slowly, the driver turned it around 

ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {ŜǊŜƴƛǘȅΩǎ ŎǊŜǿ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ 

Mal waved weakly. ά¢ŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǾƛƴƎΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άNi haoΗέ 

The mule had only reached the edge of the prairie when Kaylee and the Doctor came into sight. She 

waved at Mal and his group, flowers in her arms and the small bag of jelly babies in her hand. Despite 

this, she began running toward them, smiling. 

Even as Zoe slowed the mule, Mal hopped off, regaining his balance quickly. Kaylee lunged for him and 

he wrapped one arm around her, hugging her tightly. άMei meiΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƳŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦέ 

She giggled, digging her face into his coat. άLΩm sorry, CapΩn, but I was okay! The Doctor took care of 

ƳŜΦέ Loosening her grip on him, Kaylee looked over her shoulder, motioning for the Time Lord to 

approach. 

Slowly, the Doctor walked over to them, his hands still in his pockets. Kaylee let go of Mal and grabbed 

onto the DoctorΩs arm, smiling. ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ȅƻǳΩve already met the CapΩn. Over yonder are Zoe and Jayne.  

DǳȅǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ Zoe nodded, smiling; she had immediately noticed 

his brown coat. Jayne grunted, his cheeks turning a shade of red as he looked away. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩs a pleasure finally meeting you iƴ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ aŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ The Doctor 

took it, and shook it eagerly. 

άAgreed! Kaylee has told me so much about you all! LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎΗέ IŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

school boy once more. 

TƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άbƻǿΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜreΩs any way of repaying you for taking care of Kaylee, you let me 

ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά!ǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƛƴȅΣ itsy bitsy favour I need, if it wouldnΩt be too much trouōƭŜΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǊǊŀƳ ƘŜƭƭΚέ 

Jayne stared at the TARDIS, his eyebrows pushed together. Zoe stood next to him, studying it carefully, 

tilting her head slightly. Mal kept his arms crossed, his expression similar to JayneΩs. 

άLΩm inclined to agrŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ WŀȅƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǎǘŀƴŎŜΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

Doctor who were standing opposite them. άWǳǎǘΧ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜΚέ 
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The DoctorΩs mouth opened, ΨummΩing nervously as he thought of a lie. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜΗέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ŀnnounced loudly, gaining the stares from her crewmates. Usually, she was a 

terrible liar, but in this case she was half right, wasnΩt she? It did all the normal functions of shuttle, 

though it was so much more. 

Nodding in agreement, the Doctor smiled. ά!ōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ- a shuttle! I didnΩt want to land my entire 

ǎƘƛǇ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜΗέ 

Zoe looked back at the blue box. ά! ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜΚ IǳƘΦέ 

Jayne scoffed. ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƴƻ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

Kaylee approached the mercenary. ά¢ƘŀǘΩs because itΩs brand newΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ-of-factly. άL 

ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜǎƘƛǇ ŜȄǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΣ WŀȅƴŜΤ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿŜǎǘ ǎƘƛǇ ƻǳǘ ƛǎΦέ Her voice 

was so sweet, it was almost syrup. 

He turned away, grunting. 

Mal let out an exasperated sigh. άwƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴΗ Jayne, letΩǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ ƛǘǎ 

side. He paused, running his hand against the exterior slowly. άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƻŘΚέ 

Rushing to the TARDIS, the Doctor placed his hand on it. άbƻΣ its metal- that feels like wood! You know, a 

throw back to Earth-That-²ŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎƘƛǇǎ ǘƻ ǎŀƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ 

stroking the front door. 

Kaylee nodded, at the DoctorΩs side in a moment. άLǘΩs mighty popular on Osiris and the other Core 

ǿƻǊƭŘǎΦέ 

Staring at the TARDIS once again, Mal shook his head, gripping onto it. άwǳǘǘƛƴΩ /ƻǊŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŦƻƭƪΣέ ƘŜ 

mumbled, waiting as Jayne held onto it. Counting to three, they barely lifted it, struggling to move it 

over to the mule. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Wash stood on the dock, sighing. ά5ƻƴΩt tell me we accepted that ŀǎ ǇŀȅƳŜƴǘΦέ 

Zoe slowed the mule down as she approached her husband. In the back was the TARDIS, strapped down 

in place. She kissed him as the vehicle came to a stop. 

άbƻǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΤ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ άThat was a favour we 

ƻǿŜŘΦέ 

Stepping off the mule, Kaylee appeared. She grabbed the Doctor, pulling him off. Wash smiled. ά²ŜƭƭΣ 

look who came back to us! 9ƴƧƻȅ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊƛǇΚέ 
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Tugging the Doctor along by his sleeve, Kaylee stopped in front of Wash. ά²ŀǎƘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ the Doctor. 

Doctor, this is Wash, ZoeΩs husband! He pilots SerenityΗέ 

Grabbing WashΩs hand, the Doctor shook it. ά9ȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘΣ ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘΗ It must be a pleasure flying such a fine 

ǎƘƛǇ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΗέ Wash nodded, unable to utter a response. Zoe laughed as started up the mule and drove it 

back aboard 

Kaylee tapped the DoctorΩs shoulder, garnering his attention. άIƻǿΩŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭΚέ {ƘŜ 

nodded her head in SerenityΩs direction. 

The DoctorΩs brown eyes set on Serenity, widening before he turned back to Kaylee. άLΧ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǾŜ 

ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜΗέ Grabbing her hand, the two ran up the loading dock, disappearing. 

άbƻǿΣ LΩve heard that Firefly ships have little nooks in them, where stowaways can hide. Is there any 

ǘǊǳǘƘ ǘƻ ƛǘΚέ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩs voice echoed, his tone high pitched from excitement. 

άDuhn ruhn! wƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΗέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ 

άhƘΣ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘΗέ 

Walking up behind Wash, Mal placed his hand on his shoulder. άIŜΩs a bit of a chai neow, but all things 

considering, Kaylee couldΩve been picked ǳǇ ōȅ ǿƻǊǎŜ ŦƻƭƪǎΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǎŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭǘΦ 

Jayne sneered, making his way up the dock. ά.ƻȅΩs shiang jing, if you ask me. YŀȅƭŜŜΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ 

ōŜŜƴ ŎƻŘŘƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ǿƘŀŎƪƻ ǿŜ ƎƻǘΦέ 

Rolling his eyes, Wash turned back to Mal. ά{ƻΣ ƛt didnΩǘ Ǝƻ ǎƻǳǘƘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭΦ 

Mal reached into his coat pocket, producing the white envelope. άрΣллл ǇƭŀǘƛƴǳƳΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΣ ƴƻ ƭŜǎǎΦ 

Even after we split it up, we should be able to lay low for a few months, only hit soil when Inara needs to 

see clientǎΦέ 

ά!ƘΣ ŀ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŎǊƛƳŜΗέ ²ŀǎƘ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Serenity. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Kaylee smiled, patting SerenityΩs engine. άL ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳΩve been good while IΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀǿŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƻŜŘΣ 

tying her light brown hair back. Lying down underneath the engine, she began carrying out her normal 

routine. SheΩd check the oil, make certain the compression coil was working properly, see if the 

gravboot has held together- 

Sighing, she stared back up at the engine. Kaylee normally found her routine thrilling; it was how she 

had learned all of SerenityΩs inner workings. But in that moment, after being reunited with her beloved 

ship, she couldnΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ŦŜŜƭΧ 

Unhappy. 



 

68 
 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦέ 

Pushing herself back from underneath, Kaylee found River leaning against the engine, staring at the 

walls of the room. Sitting up, she kneeled near her. άwƛǾŜǊΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ-έ 

ά²ƘŜƴ {ƛƳƻƴ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ aŜŘ!ŎŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƴǎƘƛǇΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩt immediately go off to 

ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƭƻng ringlets. άIŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

main Core worlds: our home world of Osiris, then Sihnon, and Londinium. He spent three months doing 

this. !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ Ƨƻō ƛƴ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ /ƛǘȅΦέ 

Kaylee nodded, listening. άwƛǾŜǊΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜ-έ 

She set her eyes on Kaylee, startling the mechanic. ά{ƛƳƻƴ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΦ But he knew 

that before he even did it, he wanted to experience things, get everything out of the way before he 

ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘΣέ wƛǾŜǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ Serenity, the crew, and Simon 

and me; your love is so overpowering. But you canΩt keep doing this if travelling with the space man is 

ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΦέ Her hand reached over to Kaylee, gently touching a curl that hung near KayleeΩs 

face. 

Pushing herself up, River looked down to Kaylee, her dark hair veiling her face. άDƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŀ 

small smile appearing. 

Turning away, Kaylee knelt there quietly, mulling over RiverΩs words. Finally, she scrambled up off the 

floor, running out of the engine room. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The Doctor stuck out his tongue through the corner of his mouth, peering through his glasses at the 

small, square object in his hand. He flashed the sonic screwdriver over it, waiting for it to react. When it 

didnΩt, he groaned and tossed it onto the console. He closed his eyes, rubbing his temples in frustration 

άbŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜƭǇΚέ 

Startled, the Doctor looked to the source of the voice. Kaylee stood at the entrance, closing the door 

behind her. Her hair hung loosely, curling at the ends. She smiled, stepping further into the ship. 

The Time Lord leaned up from the console, taking his glasses off. άYŀȅƭŜŜΣ LΣ ŜǊΧ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƻ 

ƎŜǘ ƛƴΚέ 

Glancing at the door behind her, she looked back to the Doctor. ά²ŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻŎƪŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǎƛƳǇƭy. 

He nodded, turning away. άwƛƎƘǘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƛǎƴΩt working. Something else that needs to 

ōŜ ŦƛȄŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ The Doctor moved from the 

console, stepping onto the walkway. άL ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦΤ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΚέ 

ά¢ƘƛǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻƴȊŜ ŎƻǊŀƭ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ 
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The Doctor blinked. ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 

Kaylee skipped in, placing her hand on the twisted beam. ά{ƘŜΩs been on my mind since I stepped off 

her. Can bareƭȅ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΣ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀƳ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ Stepping away, she 

walked closer to the Time Lord. άL ŦƛƎǳǊŜ one little ride- not to Kiyome, but somewhere in time, some 

whole other planet- would be fun. That is, if itΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ Kaylee stopped, her body inches away 

from the DoctorΩs. 

Scratching his hair, the Doctor thought to himself, still focused on Kaylee. ά²Ƙ-what about Serenity? You 

love that ship. I mean, not that I wouldnΩt mind you aboard, but whoΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΚέ IŜ asked. 

She smiled. άL Ǝƻǘ ƳŜ ŀ ōŀōȅǎƛǘǘŜǊΦέ 

After a moment passed, the Doctor grinned. άL Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΨǊŜ ǎƻ ŀƭƭǳǊŜŘΦ The TARDIS- she ticks ΨnΩ 

tocks, clicks ΨnΩ ŎƭƻŎƪǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ ǊŜƛǘŜǊŀǘƛƴƎ YŀȅƭŜŜΩs earlier words. 

She nodded in agreement, giggling. ά{ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƻ Serenity, but sheΩǎ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜΦέ 

άhƴŜ ǊƛŘŜΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L ǿŀƴǘΦέ 

He could live with that. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ aƛǎǎ CǊȅŜΗ Where would you like to go? There are millions of places 

in the universe just waitinƎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΗέ IŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ǇƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΦ 

Running up behind him, Kaylee grabbed onto the consoleΩs smooth sides. άLΩve always wanted to see 

Earth-That-²ŀǎΦέ 

ά9ŀǊǘƘ ƛǘ ƛǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ Ŏonfirmed, entering in the coordinates. He glanced up to Kaylee. ά!ƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ 

ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΗέ He moved around the console, flipping up several small switches. 

Placing his hand on the old bronze lever, the Doctor looked back at her. άbŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ /ƛǘȅΣ муртΥ ǘƘŜ 

Industrial Revolution. Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΗέ 

άbƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀǿŘƭƛƴƎΤ LΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅΣέ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅΦ 

The Doctor pulled it down, the green-blue column immediately set into motion. άAllons-yΗέ IŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 

TARDISΩs roar drowning him out. Kaylee smiled, the loud screeching sending goose bumps up her arm in 

anticipation. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩt right- ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƛǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŀƳΣέ wƛǾŜǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ƘŜǊ ōŀǊŜ ƭŜƎǎ ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ 

underneath the engine. Her hand reached out from underneath, searching for the nearby wrench before 

finding it. She groaned, tightening the bolts. 
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Sliding out, she dropped the tool next to her, annoyed. ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀƴ ƻǾŜǊƘŀǳƭ- none of 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƻƳǇƻƴŜƴǘǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦέ 

A low creaking echoed, bouncing throughout the engine room. River turned to the engine, her hand flat 

against it. ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǳǇǎŜǘΤ YŀȅƭŜŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǎƻƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǇǳŎƪŜǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƻǿŜǊ ƭƛǇΦ 

The engine groaned in response. 

ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƛt. River rubbed 

the engineΩs side, as if comforting a child. ά.ƭǳŜΩǎ ŀ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŎƻƭƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƘƛǇΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 

 

 


