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After the Doctor left to return Ancelyn to his
own universe, Brigadier Bambera expected
that would be the last that she saw of the
strange little man in his blue box. According to
UNIT records that Lethbridge-Stewart sent her
- the ones that never made it to the official files
- it had been at least two decades since the
Doctor had worked regularly with UNIT. There
had been sightings, certainly, and his influence
had been traced in resolving dozens of
incidents that UNIT had arrived too late for but
he seemed to actively avoid official notice.

Bambera was a little sorry about that. He was
annoying, confusing and possibly mentally
unbalanced, but she suspected that life was
much more interesting when he was around.

For a few years her prediction held true. There
were odd alien incursions and a fair number of
incidents that Bambera was half-convinced had
been due to aliens but someone out there was
covering their tracks very well. Every time she
tried to look into those events, though,
something else seemed to come up that was
much more important.

Then something blasted a massive hole in the
M25 and Bambera got that Doctor-ish feeling.

It was on the long, boring stretch between
junctions 23 and 24, anti-clockwise, and having
been stuck there in endless jams a few times
Bambera had a bit of sympathy for whoever -
or whatever - had decided to destroy it. The
problem was that there were now thousands
of motorists stuck in a queue that was already
back past the Dartford tunnel on a Friday
afternoon just before the May bank holiday.
This would not be an incident that was quick to
resolve.

"Set up a no-fly zone over Hertfordshire,"
Bambera ordered as the jeep did a tight turn to
get off the slip road and onto the anti-
clockwise M25 travelling in the wrong
direction. "l don't want any reporters getting
more footage of this than they already have."

Her aide made a note and asked, "News black-
out?"

"As much as possible," Bambera said. "We
can't do much about the traffic reports, not at
this time of day."

"Yes, ma'am. The local police are closing
junctions 21 to 26 and trying to get the traffic
off."

"Poor bastards."

Fortunately, this side of the motorway was
entirely blocked by the very large hole so
Bambera did not meet anything coming
towards her until she reached the big green
army trucks. On the other side of the crater,
cars littered the carriageway and she could see
the green uniforms of paramedics still working
on some of the motorists. Other motorists
were sitting on the grassy banks below the
motorway, mostly looking shell-shocked and
quiet.

Captain Leblanc was directing the science team
and looking harassed, but Bambera approved
of the efficient, calm atmosphere. Nothing ever
seemed to faze him. She left her aide to her
phone calls, checked her side-arm and
marched briskly to the captain.

"Report?" she asked.

Leblanc snapped out a salute quickly and said,
"It's definitely not a bomb, ma'am. Several
motorists report that the blast came from a



man dressed in furs, who seemed to shoot
lightning at the road surface and then blow a
hunting horn."

This was definitely Doctor-ish.
"Are the reports reliable?"

Leblanc shrugged. "They're all fairly similar but
there is enough subtle variation in the way that
they describe it. | believe that they think they
saw it."

"Was there any mention of knights? Or
Arthur?" Bambera asked.

"No, ma'am," Leblanc said. "I've read the
reports from Carbury, this appears to be a
separate incident."

"Have there been any sightings of a blue police
phone box?"

Leblanc frowned. "No, ma'am. Are you
expecting any?"

“I'll be surprised if one doesn't show up
eventually," Bambera said. "Keep your eyes
peeled."

"Very good, ma'am."

She left him to direct the large truck that had
arrived with what she hoped would be an
enormous marquee that could cover the hole
from prying eyes and made her way to where
two scientists were clambering around the
edge of the crater. The young woman was
taking photographs while her young male
colleague muttered at a small black box in his
hand. It seemed like the science geeks were
getting younger every year.

"Any ideas what caused it?"

The young man looked up. "Hello. You are?"

Bambera frowned. "Brigadier Bambera. Your
commanding officer. And you are?"

"Doctor Rhys Thomas." He gulped nervously.
"Sorry."

Bambera waved off the apology. "What have
you learned?"

"It wasn't a bomb," Thomas said quickly. "No
trace of explosives and Carol says that the
shape of the void is wrong."

"Captain Leblanc already told me that,"
Bambera said impatiently. "What do you
actually know?"

Thomas shrugged. "Not much. I'm picking up
traces of radiation but the levels aren't much
higher than the usual background stuff. There
are traces of metal and plastics in the debris,
but | suspect that it's from the car that got
caught in the blast."

"Leblanc!" Bambera shouted.
He arrived with gratifying speed.

"Why is Doctor Thomas telling me about a car
caught in the explosion that you didn't
mention?" Bambera asked.

Leblanc rolled his eyes. "None of the eye
witnesses can confirm it."

"My instruments..."

"Someone would have seen it," Leblanc said
firmly.

"Everyone was either half asleep or distracted
by the big guy in fake fur shooting lightning out
of his fingers!" Thomas shouted. "It's Friday
afternoon on the M25 - they saw the guy, they
saw the lightning, they saw the big explosion.



Noticing whether it was a car, motorbike or
neon go-cart wasn't their priority."

Bambera held up her hands. "So, there may or
may not have been a victim apart from the
Friday evening of about fifty thousand
motorists. Is that an appropriate summary?"

Leblanc and Thomas glared at each other and
grudgingly nodded.

"Excellent!" Bambera said. "This gets better
and better. For now, I'll assume that Doctor
Thomas is correct and there was a vehicle
involved. Frankly, that makes a lot more sense
than random destruction of major London
orbitals, no matter how frustrating the traffic
jams are. Doctor, how long do you need to get
samples and readings?"

The scientist scratched his head, making his
curly red hair stand on end. "Probably another
couple of hours."

"Leblanc, organise someone to patch up this
mess as soon as Doctor Thomas and his
colleague are satisfied that they have
everything they need," Bambera said. "We
need to get this tidied up ASAP if we're going
to keep the media quiet and the Minister
happy. | want the M25 flowing normally by
tomorrow morning if possible."

“I'll do my best, ma'am," Leblanc said.

Her aide, Corporal Paris, was already looking
frazzled when Bambera got back to her jeep.

"Ma'am, they want you in London," Paris said,
barely getting her seatbelt on before Bambera
executed a high-speed U-turn in the middle of
the road. "And they're setting up a video
conference with Geneva."

"Of course they are," Bambera said,
accelerating away.

"Also...Radio 2 just had a call," Paris said. "They
read it out on air during the traffic bulletin."

"I'm not going to like this, am I?" Bambera said.

"Probably not."

Bambera got back to her office from London
early on Saturday morning. The all-night
session had been of little practical use, but at
least it would keep the high-ups off her back
for a while until she could work out what had
happened. The Minister had been more
difficult to pacify than Geneva simply because
he knew that the media would find a way to
blame the government for such a huge fiasco
on a busy commuter weekend and he had been
right. The morning papers had been filled with
reports on a 'suspected terrorist outrage' and,
coming less than a year after the destruction of
the World Trade Centre, Bambera could almost
understand the near-hysteria.

Despite the no-fly zone, someone had still
managed to get an aerial shot of the damaged
motorway. The UNIT press secretary had spent
the night in the office along with everyone else,
trying to keep the more fantastical elements of
the reports quiet. Bambera did not envy her
job.

There was a spare uniform in a cupboard so
Bambera ducked into the tiny bathroom that
was her only privilege as UNIT commander. A
wash and a clean shirt made her feel more
alert, if no less tired, and at least she would not
look smarter. Bambera felt that it was
important to give the illusion of total
professionalism, no matter how she felt inside.



The stack of reports on Bambera's desk had
multiplied while she was changing and there
was an equally large stack of phone messages.
Her email inbox had likewise exploded and
every other email was marked urgent. Most of
them were easily sorted out by vicious deletion
and the rest Bambera would look at after she
had talked to the scientists. There were folders
of press-clippings, damage reports and repair
estimates, but the science reports were
notable by their absence.

Bambera sighed as the telephone on her desk
started trilling loudly, caller ID showing that it
was the Minister's office. He was probably
calling for yet another update. As Bambera
knew no more than she had known when she
spoke to him an hour ago, she felt entirely
guiltless about ignoring it and leaving.

The UNIT labs were in a bright, airy, glass
building at the centre of the compound. There
was an underground level where anything
really sensitive was done, but Bambera did not
blame the scientists for hating to work down
there. No matter what the architects did,
underground labs were still damp and
depressing. Bambera blamed the lighting. Her
office was almost as bad, with no windows and
therefore requiring clinical fluorescent lighting
at all hours.

Doctor Thomas was staring intently at a
computer screen that displayed hundreds of
green and blue lines when she arrived. A few of
the scientists stood at attention as she passed,
but most of them were civilian contractors and
barely acknowledged her. She stood behind
Thomas for a couple of minutes and then
cleared her throat loudly.

His barely-muffled yelp and jump were
completely satisfying.

"Brigadier Bambera," he said, turning bright
red. "l didn't hear you."

"That was painfully obvious," Bambera said.
"What is that?"

Thomas looked back at his screen. "Nothing
particularly useful."
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He gestured at it. "A spectrographic analysis of
some of the samples we took from the site.
There are traces of any number of things, none
of them helpful because they're all substances
we'd expect to see on a busy motorway. | can
confirm that there's a good chance a car was
destroyed in the explosion, but we already
knew that."

"So nothing to explain what happened,"
Bambera concluded.

"No," Thomas agreed.
"No radiation?"

"Nothing our equipment can detect," Thomas
said. "No traces of explosives, though, so |
think we can rule out terrorists."

"Have you found anything useful?" Bambera
asked impatiently.

"We may have a lead on the car," Thomas said.
"Carol!"

"Five minutes, Rhys!" a voice shouted from
behind them. "Five bloody minutes, that's all |
ask."

"It was five minutes two hours ago," Thomas
said. "The Brigadier wants to know what we've
got, it doesn't have to be perfect."



"The Brigadier isn't trying to sift through traffic
camera data that's so badly focused it's almost
useless," came the response. "Tell her to wait."

The voice appeared to be coming from a red-
headed young woman on the other side of the
lab. Her long hair was the same bright ginger as
Doctor Thomas', worn in a messy bun with a
pen stuck through it and half the hair escaping.
She sat with her back to Bambera, staring
intently at one of two monitors on her bench
and she had that hunched, intense look that
hinted at the hours she must have spent
immobile while she scanned data. Her bench
was littered with mugs and an uneaten
sandwich sat at her elbow.

Bambera strode towards her, saying, "Doesn't
have to be perfect, we just need somewhere to
start."

Carol did not jump, although bright spots of
colour on her cheeks betrayed her
embarrassment.

"Sorry, ma'am, | didn't see you," she said.
"There's a lot of that going around, Doctor-?"

"Thomas," the young scientist said. "Rhys is my
brother."

"So | see." Bambera peered at the fuzzy image
on the monitor. "You can actually see number
plates on that?"

Carol nodded. "I've got software that can clean
it up reasonably. It's not perfect, but you can
make out most of the plates. The software just
takes a long time to process the image."

"Very impressive," Bambera said. "Have you
been able to identify the car that was
destroyed?"

"I've narrowed it down," Carol said. "The
camera's position doesn't give us any footage
of the explosion, but | can use its distance from
the site and the speed of the traffic to calculate
a window when our mystery car would have
passed under it. That gave us around sixty cars.
A lot of them can be discarded because they
were on the witness list from yesterday. A few
more can be seen in footage from the camera
at the next junction, but it could take me days
to identify every car in that footage. I've got
our list down to twelve cars that | can't
positively confirm as escaping. I'm still working
on getting plates for two of them - we've had
every computer in the lab running the images -
but ten of them are ready for checking. Like |
said, not perfect."

Bambera raised her eyebrows. "You've
managed to produce a list of ten - possibly
twelve later - cars that could be our victim out
of hundreds of cars in the vicinity at the time.
And you did it in less than fifteen hours. That's
pretty impressive."

"Thank you, ma'am," Carol said, flushing again.

"I'll get my people onto that list," Bambera
said. "Get me those missing licence plates as
soon as you can. Then you should probably get
some sleep if there's nothing else."

"Yes, ma'am," Carol said. "I'm emailing the list
now. You'll have the rest by lunchtime,
definitely."

The lab was already starting to empty as
Bambera left. She suspected that the scientists
would be back soon, but with so little to work
on they were smart enough to get out and
recharge while they could.

Carol's message was in her inbox when
Bambera logged on. It even had home and



work addresses plus information on next of kin.

The scientist was impressively thorough.

Bambera spent a few minutes farming the list
out for further investigation and then she eyed
the narrow camp bed in the corner of her
office. It would probably take a few hours to
confirm whether anyone on the list was
missing and she had a nasty suspicion that
sleep might be a rare commodity over the next
few days.

Despite the thin, lumpy mattress and the low
hum of an active military base, Bambera was
asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

Carol threw her post down with the rest on the
little table by her front door and sighed as the
large stack teetered and then slowly slid to the
floor. Muggins chirped happily and started to

roll on it, purring like a small, fluffy motor-boat.

Ignoring the light flashing on the answering
machine, Carol hung her bag over the end of
the banister and stepped over the ecstatic cat.

"Come on, fluff brain, I'll get you some food,"
she said.

Muggins' dish had a few pieces of food left but
she still ran into the kitchen as soon as she
heard the rustle of the food bag.

"You only love me for the opposable thumbs,
don't you?" Carol said as Muggins almost fell
over in her eagerness to get her nose in the
food dish before Carol could even put it down.

The prospect of climbing the stairs to her bed
filled Carol with exhaustion, so she trudged
through to the lounge and sank onto the sofa.
A minute later she pulled the afghan down
from the back, wrapped herself in it and

stretched out to sleep. Warm afternoon sun
bathed her corner of the room, chasing away
the last chills from the hour in an air-
conditioned lab. For a long time there was
quiet apart from the Muggins' contented purr
where the cat lay along the back of the sofa.

Then, just for a moment, the light in the room
flickered and a chill in the air made Carol shiver
and pull the blanket closer. Muggins looked up
and mewed inquiringly.

The moment passed, the sunlight returned and
Muggins put her head down for a good nap to
dream of mice and bacon scraps.

In a small copse a hundred metres from the
M25, a patch of air seemed to shiver and then
pulse blue. A wheezing sound echoed around,
causing birds to suddenly flutter away and
disturbing the play of three small fox cubs.
Nobody was there to watch a blue police
phone box materialise out of thin air or see the
door open slightly to allow a hand holding an
odd device to emerge. The device pinged
quietly for a moment and then the hand
withdrew.

When the blue police box disappeared with a
loud groaning noise, the vixen ushered her
cubs back into their burrow and spent the night
watching warily for more strange intruders.

The victim of the mysterious events on the
M25 turned out to be in the final car that
Doctor Thomas identified. It was Sunday
morning before all the other drivers were
tracked down and the missing man's tearful
wife accepted that her husband was not



coming home. Bambera read through his file,
but nothing really stood out.

His name was David Owens and he was an
accountant who worked in Stevenage. He had
been on his way home, having called his wife
just before he left to confirm that she still
wanted him to pick up Chinese on the way and
ask her whether she wanted king prawn sweet
and sour or lemon chicken. She had waited
until midnight before calling the police, in
denial that her husband could possibly be
involved with the bizarre accident she had
been hearing about on the news. When she
eventually called the police because she could
no longer pretend that he might be stuck in the
horrendous tail-backs, they were
unsympathetic and advised her to wait until
morning before she panicked.

Bambera had a suspicion that Thames Valley
Police was going to be facing a lawsuit.

Mr. Owens had no enemies and his employer
seemed genuinely upset by his death. He left
no children and his bank accounts looked
perfectly normal.

No matter how hard Bambera looked, she
could see no reason why he had been killed. Or
at least, no reason that made sense in an
ordinary world devoid of aliens and oddities.
The frustrating thing was nobody really knew
what had happened on the motorway and that
meant Bambera had nowhere to even start
investigating for unearthly reasons for his
death. David Owens was as ordinary as anyone
could be.

They did try. Bambera had people digging into
everything he had ever done, everywhere he
had been, everyone he had known. It took days
and in the end they were no further forward.

For a few hours there was the tantalizing
possibility that David Owens was a cover
identity for an MI5 man, but that proved to be
a red herring caused by the transfer of records
from paper to computer ten years before.

David Owens was exactly who he appeared to
be and Bambera's team looked just as
disappointed as she was when they finally gave
up. The next Friday evening rush hour
proceeded perfectly normally, the eighty miles
of slow or stationary traffic on the M25 that
night caused by an overturned lorry
transporting jars of honey that took hours to
clean up combined with a three car pile-up at
junction 15.

If Bambera had not been an officer, in charge
of an elite force of soldiers trained for the
strangest things imaginable, she would have
screamed from the frustration.

Mary hated burying an empty box, but the
stern black woman had told her there was no
body and she had to accept that. Or at least
learn to move on from it. An explanation would
have helped. Major Bambino (Bambona? Mary
could not remember) had failed to hide her
frustration when she told Mary that she did not
know why David died.

The funeral was long and difficult. Mary barely
heard any of it and she sat in a sort of dazed
stupor in the corner of the pub where
everyone gathered afterwards for food and
drinks. Her brother drove her home and Mary
took one of the little white tablets that the
doctor had reluctantly given her to help her
sleep with a large glass of water.

Deep red still stained the evening sky when she
went to sleep, which was why she did not



notice the man who stood outside her house
for half an hour. He appeared to be reading a
newspaper, but he held it awkwardly and every
now and again something emitted a quiet
'ping' noise.

He was frowning when he walked away.

The next death was thankfully a little more
low-profile. Bambera's Jeep slewed a little on
the gravel as she braked in the car park at
Clifford House. Already most of the public had
been quietly ushered out of the stately home
and only a few stragglers in the furthest
corners of the grounds were left. They would
be rounded up and returned to their cars
shortly. A mobile incident room had been set
up and a private was manning the ice-cream
stand, handing out tea, coffee and choc-ices to
hungry soldiers.

Captain Leblanc spotted her and hurried up.
"Where is it?" she barked.

"In the rose garden," he said. "The good news
is that the only witnesses were her family."

"And the bad news?"

The captain considered for a moment. "The
bad news is that she's dead, ma'am."

Bambera rolled her eyes. "Thank you for your
insight. Right, you'd better take me to the
scene first. Then I'll want to talk to the
witnesses."

"This way, ma'am," Leblanc said, gesturing for
her to follow.

They had to walk through an ornamental
Japanese garden and skirt around a maze to

get to the rose garden. Bambera had been
taken through her share of stately homes and
gardens as a child and this one was pretty
typical. There was a big garden in front of the
house, laid out to look amazing from the
windows but not that interesting to anyone
standing in the middle. The grounds
immediately around the house were laid out in
a series of gardens separated by tall hedges
with the rest of the grounds left as pastoral
park land. It would be very pretty, the kind of
place families visited on sunny weekends so
that the mothers could drag everyone around
the formal gardens before letting the children
loose in the park while everyone tucked into a
picnic. There would be ice-creams in the
afternoon or, for those with a bit of money,
teas in a large conservatory that had been built
on the side of the house. The house itself
would probably only be open for tours on bank
holidays.

Bambera had always found visits to stately
homes mind-numbingly boring and her parents
had never been able to afford the fancy teas.

The smell of charred earth and burned meat hit
Bambera's nose as soon as she stepped into
the rose garden. It combined with the sweet
scent from the roses into a nauseating miasma
and she had to take a deep breath to settle her
stomach. Scientists were already crawling all
over an area next to some bushes heavy with
yellow blooms. Doctors Thomas and Thomas
were immediately visible due to their bright
red hair.

"What do you have?" Bambera asked.

Doctor Rhys Thomas looked up at her. He was
examining a small, shallow crater with some
kind of handheld device, his face smudged with
dirt. The remains of a blanket covered with



plates and sandwiches lay undisturbed next to
the hole.

"'Same as last time," he said. "No radiation, no
traces of explosives, nothing to explain why
there's a big hole in the ground."

"It's a smaller hole," Carol Thomas pointed out.
"That might mean something."

"It could just mean that whatever did this
wasn't aiming at a car," Bambera said.

Carol nodded. "Exactly. Whatever did this only
wanted to kill the woman. It could have got her
entire family, but it was precise. Last time it
just targeted one car. There were hundreds of
vehicles that day, lots of collateral damage
possible, but it was precise."

"Good thinking," Bambera said.
"Thank you, ma'am," Carol said with a smile.

"Take as long as you need," Bambera said. "We
can keep this place closed down for the next six
months if we have to. Find something."

"Yes, ma'am," Rhys and Carol chorused.

They looked faintly embarrassed and Bambera
suppressed a grin.

"“Captain, where is the dead woman's family?"
Bambera asked.

"I'll take you," Leblanc said. "She was called
Gwen James. Her husband is Bill, there were
two kids."

Bambera winced. "The kids saw it?"

"They were eating their lunch," Leblanc said.
"They're all pretty traumatised. | don't know
how much they'll be able to tell us."

The small family had been put in the tea room.
A young female sergeant was sitting with the
children, who had been given blankets and
large slices of fruitcake. Their father sat by
himself at another table cradling a mug of tea,
his eyes red-rimmed and blank. Two privates
guarded the door and they saluted to Bambera
as she went in.

Bambera took it all in with a glance. Comforting
grieving relatives had never been her forte. She
was better with action and decisions. She took
off her beret and tried to look a little less
military.

"Mr. James?" she asked, approaching his table.
"I'm Brigadier Bambera, I'll be investigating
your wife's death."

He looked up and frowned. "You're not police."

"No, Mr. James," Bambera said. "This isn't a
police matter."

"Oh." He seemed to think about it for a minute
and then said, "We just wanted a day out."

Bambera pulled out a chair and its legs
screeched on the floor, unnervingly loud in the
oppressively quiet room. She sat down
opposite him, trying to gauge her approach.

"Mr. James, | know this has all been a shock,"
she began.

"I don't understand," Mr. James said. "My wife
has never hurt anyone."

"Can you tell me what happened?" Bambera
said patiently. "We need to know how your
wife died."

Mr. James stared into his tea for a while.



"Gwen loves gardening," he said. "She's been
having a rough time lately, so | thought it
would be a nice treat for her to come here and
look at the roses. They're her favourites. We
only have a tiny garden at home and she can't
get roses to grow in it. Something about the
soil, she says. The kids got hungry - you know
what boys are like - so we decided to have our
picnic in the rose garden rather than walking
out to the park. It would give Gwen more time
there. She loves - loved - roses."

He paused and took a sip from his tea, making
a face as he did so.

"Too sweet," he commented. "We were eating
our picnic. Jake kept stealing Simon's cheese
sandwiches - they're the only ones he'll eat
right now - and Gwen told him that he
wouldn't get any cake if he kept it up. Then the
sun seemed to go in and it got chilly. | thought
the weather forecast might have been wrong,
it felt like rain was coming in. Gwen was just
starting to pack up the sandwiches when there
was this sound like thunder and something -
someone - appeared."

Can you describe it?" Bambera prompted.

"She was dressed like something out of a
movie," Mr. James said. "Long dress, lots of
gauzy stuff floating around. Like an elf out of
Lord of the Rings or something. She had long
black hair and she was tall."

Bambera frowned. "She?"

Mr. James didn't seem to hear her. "She
pointed at us and said something. | didn't
understand any of it. She must have been
foreign. Then she laughed - laughed! - and it
was like lightning came out of her finger right
at Gwen. One minute Gwen was there, trying
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to get the kids to run away, the next minute
she was gone. She didn't even scream."

"What happened to the woman?" Bambera
asked urgently.

"She vanished," Mr. James said. "She looked up
at the sky and there was another thunder
noise, then she vanished. It was weird: as soon
as she was gone the sun came back."

"And that was it?" Bambera asked.

Mr. James looked up and seemed to see her
properly for the first time. "What happened?
Why is my wife gone?"

"l wish that | knew," Bambera said.

She beckoned to Leblanc and said, "Make sure
they get home safely."

Outside it was still a beautiful sunny day. There
was even birdsong overhead and Bambera was
struck, as she often was, by how ordinary the
world seemed sometimes and how jarring that
sense could be.

Leblanc caught up with her before she got back
to the Jeep.

"What are your orders, ma‘'am?" he asked.

Bambera looked around at the small car park
filled with military vehicles. "Get the scientists
to go over every inch of this place. See if you
can get a sketch artist in with Mr. James. I'll see
you back at HQ: the Minister is going to want a
full report immediately."

"Very good, ma'am," Leblanc said.

"Let me know if that blue box turns up," she
added.



"Do you really think the Doctor will come?"
Leblanc asked.

"I think this is exactly the kind of thing the
Doctor will be interested in," Bambera said,
"and we need him."

Bambera climbed into her Jeep feeling bone
tired.

The scientists packed up when the sun went
down. They had all the time in the world to do
a thorough job, no need to hang around with
no light. Guards were posted at the entrances
to the Clifford House's grounds but nobody
stayed to keep an eye on the rose garden. Who
could get within fifty feet of it with half of UNIT
guarding the borders?

That was why nobody saw the blue police box
that materialised with a loud wheezing groan.
A man stepped out and spent a long moment
gazing up at the sky. It was a cloudless night
and the stars shone with that intensity that
only happens when everything is perfect. He
took a deep breath and made a face at the
smell that still lingered in the air. Nothing
moved in the garden for a long time. The man
seemed to be listening for something or
perhaps just waiting.

Somewhere in the distance an owl hooted,
shaking the man from his reverie. He pulled a
small device from his pocket and extended a
long aerial. For a couple of minutes the device
pinged quietly and the man fiddled with a
couple of knobs on the front. Then he hummed
under his breath and frowned.

"Who are you?" he whispered.
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His blue box disappeared a few minutes later,
leaving only the impression of something
square in the grass that would fascinate the
scientists in the morning.

Bambera grinned when they told her about it.

It was close to midnight when Carol got home,
having checked a few things in the lab after
work at Clifford House became impossible due
to the lack of light. The sight of a warm light in
her house and a battered old VW Bug sitting in
the drive made her smile tiredly as she pulled
up behind it.

Muggins greeted her at the door with a pleased
little chirp that said she had been fed and
cuddled so Carol was forgiven for being away
for so long. Carol tossed her jacket into onto a
peg and picked the cat up, letting Muggins
snuggle into her neck and purr enthusiastically
for a couple of minutes before carrying her into
the living room. The TV was on, playing a late
edition of the news, and there was a tall man in
jeans and crumpled shirt sprawled on her
couch. His long brown hair flopped over one
eye and he was snoring lightly.

Carol nudged him with a knee and he stirred.
"When did you get in?" she asked.

The man rubbed his face and blinked up at her.
"Uh, a while ago. | didn't know you'd be out so
late."

He raised an eyebrow and Carol rolled her
eyes. "It was work, Paul, nothing like that."

Paul grinned. "I had to check."



Carol snorted. "As if | have time to date with all
the work that keeps getting thrown at me. How
was China?"

"Very Chinese," Paul said. "It's nice to come
home."

"Have you been to your place yet?"

Paul shook his head. "It didn't really appeal.
Your place is nicer, and you have food in the
cupboards. Are you hungry?"

The loud gurgle from Carol's stomach
answered that question before she could form
a response and Paul sighed.

"You know, sometimes the human body
requires calories," he said, getting up and
padding towards the kitchen. "You took A-level
biology, I'm sure they mentioned it somewhere
in there."

Carol followed him. "I forgot. It happens."

Paul busied himself with pans and things from
her fridge while Carol sat on one of the kitchen
chairs and shifted Muggins to her lap. The cat
seemed content to curl up and purr herself to
sleep. She had always been an easily pleased
little creature. Carol and Paul chattered about
inconsequential things as he cooked pasta and
put together a sauce from ingredients that
Carol had forgotten were even in her kitchen.
They never talked about their work; it was one
of the rules.

The food, as always, was delicious. Cooking
was Paul's speciality and he always claimed
that it was the part about travelling that he
hated: the weeks of anonymous hotel food and
terrible airline meals without even the chance
to make an omelette. Sometimes Carol
wondered whether the reason he enjoyed
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cooking so much was because it was such a
rare treat. She found the entire process boring
and never seemed to produce food that tasted
anything like Paul's, so she often settled for
cereal or take-out when she got home early
enough to eat at home.

Muggins had retreated to the couch for a
proper snooze and the plates had been cleared
away for a while when Carol realised that she
was yawning and struggling to stay awake.

"It's late," she said.
Paul nodded. "I should leave, unless...?"

The question hung in the air for a moment
before Carol said, "You could stay here."

Paul stayed until the weekend. Then Rhys
popped in unannounced on Saturday morning
carrying a paper and a carton of orange juice.
He did not hide his displeasure at finding Paul
eating breakfast with Carol and Paul made his
excuses shortly after.

Rhys fumed as he dried dishes.

"I don't know why you keep him around," Rhys
said.

"He's a good friend," Carol said. "We have fun.
He cooks. | need someone outside UNIT."

"He's using you," Rhys said, wiping vigorously
at a bowl.

Carol rolled her eyes. "We use each other.
Neither of us has time for anything serious, this
works for us."

"And if he meets someone?"



She shrugged. "He won't sleep over any more.
No big deal."

"“It's just weird," Rhys said. "Why do you let him
do this?"

Carol took a deep breath, determined that she
wouldn't shout. "Rhys Edward Thomas, you're
a prick. Keep your nose out of my life, I'm
perfectly capable of running it myself. | like this
arrangement, it works for both of us, and that's
all that matters."

Rhys looked a little stunned. "But-"

"You're my twin and | love you," Carol said,
"but right now, you need to leave before |
shove this spatula where spatulas should never

go.

UNIT kept Clifford House closed for nearly two
weeks before the screams from the National
Trust became so loud that the Minister could
not ignore them and politely requested
Bambera to get out of the stately home. Rhys
Thomas had declared that there was nothing to
find after twenty-four hours, but Carol Thomas
had stayed on with another young scientist,
determined to test and examine every inch of
the grounds if she could. Bambera admired her
determination but could not justify keeping the
house any longer. So the scientists had to pack
up and leave, allowing the gardeners back so
that they could try to salvage something from
the mess in the rose garden.

Bambera was almost ready to close the file,
declare everything unexplained, when she got
a call about two bodies in a garage in Swindon.

It was actually a large scorch mark and two
missing mechanics but Bambera thought that
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correcting the local police assessment might
not be conducive to cooperation. She arrived
at the same time as the scientists to find
Captain Leblanc already coordinating the taking
of statements and clearing of the premises. He
saluted smartly as she entered the drafty
garage with the scientists tailing her. The
Thomas twins led their people straight to the
cordoned off scorch mark and started setting
up equipment, muttering things about
spectrums and decay rates as they went.

"What happened?" Bambera asked.

Leblanc shrugged. "Nobody knows. Nobody
saw anything. One minute they were working
on a car, the next they were gone."

"Any witnesses?"

"Another mechanic, Gary Silver," Leblanc said.
"The business is owned by two brothers. Their
apprentice had stepped into the office to make
the tea. Do you want to talk to him?"

The apprentice was a tall, gangly twenty year-
old with a prominent Adam's apple who looked
terrified out of his mind. Bambera tried to look
reassuring and non-threatening, but she was
dressed in army fatigues and it was hard to
look reassuring in khaki and heavy boots. Gary
Silver audibly gulped when she introduced
herself and Bambera had to resist the urge to
wipe her hand after shaking his sweaty palm.

"Mr. Silver-"
"Gary," he corrected nervously.

"Gary," Bambera said, "can you tell me, in your
own words, what happened?"

"We had a silver BMW in," Gary said. "Nice car,
but the customer can be pretty touchy and Jim
doesn't like teaching on the nice ones. H