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The Doctor brings Ac to a mysterious art gallery and finally

puts her in the picture...
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8.25pm Eastenders

Too Many Drops to Drink

A new episode by

BORIN MANN

The annual ale-guzzling tourna-
ment at the Queen Vic pub com-
bines with a plumbers' strike, with
tragic results in Albert Square.

9.15pm A Very British
Coup

Harry Perkins invents a distinc-
tive chicken coup, much to the
chagrin of French farmers.

10.05pm House of Cards
Having problems stacking your
cards? This hour-long self-help
documentary will turn you into an
expert builder of card houses be-
fore the show is over.

LETTERS

Greetings! Spotted your ad
in issue 44 of Enlighten-
ment. Generally, | try to
avoid fanzines written by only
one person because of the risk
involved: if the writing is bad,
it's bad all the way through.
However, | was so interested
from your ad that | decided
to make an exception — the
relationships and the story
hints sound really good! En-
closed is $15 US for a copy
of Trenchcoat.

Chris Kocher

Dallas, PA (Order #1)

SERIAL 7Z

After eight weeks on location, the cast and crew retired to the CBC
Toronto sudiosto film Picturesat an Exhibition. Thisseria wasto be
thebudget saver, festuringasmal cast and nolocationwork. However, the
production crew took care that this short story would not suffer because
of this

Filmed third, Picturesat an Exhibition debuted second, asasingle
forty-fiveminute episode on September 13, 1992 whereit got respectable
ratings of 7.8 million viewers. This sory was remarkablein that not one
word of didogue was spoken, and the main fegture of the story wasthe
musica score, performed by the London Symphony Orchestra

Picturesat an Exhibition first appeared in September 1993 in Myth
Makers2 and wasincudedinthe Trenchcoat 1& 2 OmnibusReprintin
January 1995.

11.10pm Gloomwatch
Repeats:

Today the Mouse

By JERRY MAVIS

An intelligent mouse leads an or-
ganized rodent revolt, while tak-
ing to wearing little red shorts.

12.05am Who in Review
Replays. The Miscue

The TARDIS crew meets Vicki,
and Bill Hartnell flubs his lines.
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PICTURES AT AN EXHIBITION

street. Twenty marble steps led up to the three story
neoclassica entrance. Three heavy oak doors stood evenly
spaced between four Corinthian columns.

Ontheddewdk beforethe edifice, abluebox materidized out of thin
ar. No onewas around to see this Srange sight. The mid afternoon sun
shone brightly upon the TARDI S from over the cornice of the building.

Thedoor to the TARDIS opened
and a young woman stepped out,
shoul dering abattered black rucksack.
Shebrushed light brown bangsfrom
her forehead and stared irreverently
a the tal building before her. Ace
didn’t like pomposity. The building )
lookedlikeamuseum, or agovernment 2
house. Shewasglad shewaswearing
her old leather jacket with al its %
badges. That, her rucksack, and her
worn black jeanswould be perfect to
makethisplacefed morehuman. "

Shelookedtoher leftandrightfor
people, but saw no one. Beyond the
building, neatly trimmed lawns
sretched to the horizon. Ace raised
her eyebrows, andthen stared cockily |}
at the overdressed structure. No

-I-hebuildi ng rosesix storiesabovethebrick sidewalk and asphalt

Written by James Bow

Ace shrugged. This Doctor maintained one of the more annoying
characterigtics of his predecessor. He hadn't told her where they were or
why they were here. Yet he expected her to go into this naff building
without question. Aswith hispredecessor, sheknew therewasno getting
around himwhen hewanted something done. Sheshouldered her rucksack
and trotted up the steps into the building.

Shecouldn’t help but beimpressed by thesight thet greeted her asshe
entered thelobby. Grey-whitemarble
wallssretched six storiestoaceiling
of danedglass Thesunshonethrough

his glass, colouring everything in
brilliantly joyful hues. Across from
her, corridorsbarely twelvefeet high
\ dretched into the building's depths.
¥ Worksof athung & eyelevel onthe
3 lobby wals inthe corridors, and on

i thebdconiesaboveher.
Kch Acewasimpressed, but disgusted.
(W Artandartgalleriesweren't meantto
go together. Art was something she
=& enjoyed, but why did it have to be
MY stored in placesthat intimidated you
7] andcompelledyoutokespareverent
¥ slence?It just wasn't fair.

She looked for the Doctor and
o found him at the entrance to one of

wonder no one was around. Well, if
this place wasn't going to welcome
people, paticularly her, then she'd
impose hersdf. She'd be a blot of
imperfection on its perfect hdls, at

¥ the corridors. He was staring a her
oddly but before she could cdl out,
he ducked back and was logt in the
darkness of the halway.

Ace frowned. She strode across

least until someoneturfed her out.
The door to the blue box opened |
againandatal manstepped out. Ace
looked up at the Doctor ashelocked
his disguised time machine and

the lobby, her boot-hedlsloud on the
palishedfloor, towhereshe dlast seen
)%} him. She peered dong the corridor.
g Marblewadlls, lit by an endlessseries
of gas lamps, stretched to the

draightened hisgrey trenchooat. Even ||
after a year with this man, she i
reflected, she dtill hadn't gotten used

to hisnew appearance. Shewinced assherecaled thetraumatic eventsof
his degth.

To see her mentor riddled with bullets until little remained was bad
enough, but to watch him change before her eyes, taking onthisform he
hed now, that wastruly frightening. Worst of dl, for sx months after, he
had been so sickly that she didn’t know what would have happened to
him had she not been there.

Duringthat time, themysterious, dark yet cheerful and erraticmanshe
knew was gone. She' d hoped this persona would return as soon as he
recovered fromthepost-regenerationtrauma, and when thisdidn’ t happen,
she was disgppointed. The Doctor settled into a completely different
personafor hiseighth body.

As Ace gared up into the sombre, high cheekboned face of the tall
man, she knew she couldn’t help liking him. Since hisrecovery, he had
tried hisutmogt to re-establish thelr closefriendship. Shetrusted him, he
was the Doctor after dl, but in this character the mysterious and dark
nature of his previous incarnation remained, while the cheerful exterior
disgppeared. It had been replaced by fragile, sombre melancholy. She
missed hisseemingly indestructible old body. Certainly, shecouldn’t call
him ‘professor’ anymore.

TheDoctor smiled a her; aways, shenoted, therewasasad twingeto
his lips. He patted her shoulder resssuringly and trotted up the marble
stepsto the oak doors of the building.
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& Vanishing pointandaongthesewalls

§ framed pantingsdternatedwithsatin

draperies. The Doctor was nowhere

to be seen, though A ce could see no placewherehecould hide, nor asde
corridor where he could run.

Why had the Doctor run away from her? One thing he hadn't lost
fromhispreviousincarnationwasatendency to sometimesdothesranges,
mogt infuriating things. Wasthissomestupid gameof hideand seek?1f so,
knowing the Doctor, he' d use some snesky trick to make her lose. She
could go back tothe TARDI Sinsteed, but that idearepelled her. It would
havemeant admitting defest. Inthetwenty-threeyearsof her life, shehad
never admitted defeet by anything.

Shestroded ong thegasHit corridor, passing masterpiecestoright and
left. At first shegavethem only apassing glance, but after afew minutes
shefound hersdf lingering at each one.

Ace's favourite works of art weren't boring, stately portraits, but
pieces depicting people or other things interacting. Picnics in the park
charmed her, though she’ d never admititin public. Loverskissing, though
sappy, dill offered more life than atic poses. Depictions of oncoming
sormsor other threstening action thrilled her.

She found herself staring at a painting of a ship at sea. The sky
was black and the waves were capped with white. Sheets of rain
obscured the small vessel. More than amile away, the lightsfrom a
distant harbour beckoned.

Acelooked on appreciatively. She glanced near theframeto ssewho
hed created the piece, but could find neither namenor title. She shrugged
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and stared at the painting again. The blue-white ship leaned at arakish
angle, beset by whitecaps, but il it withstood the attacks. Itsmast jutted
triumphantly up from the deck. It looked ready and able to fend off the
sorm’sbest blows. Silly asit sounded,
Acecouldn'theplikingtheboat, dmost
asif it were aperson.

She blinked, and the wind blew
spray into her face.

Ace clutched @ the whed as the
shiptoppedthecrest of ahugewhitecap
before plunging into the churning sea.
Another wave, threemetersfromtrough
to crest, rose up in front of her.
Desperately, following an ingtinct she
didn’t know she had, she steered the
bow intothewave. Spray washed over
her, but theship crested without keding
over.

Thewind howledlikeademon, and
the roar of the waves and thunder
drowned out anything less than a
scream. Acepeeredintothegloomand
spotted thedistant lightsof theharbour.

Thewind was a her back, driving
the vessel recklesdy forward. A four-
meter wave rose up before her. The
dashing water ailmost knocked her
overboard, but she clung to thewhed.
The bow tipped up, crested the wave,
and plunged forward into the dark
trough. It wasal Acecould doto keep
the ship head-on into the next swell.

For fiveminutes, sheforcedtheship
over whitecap after raging whitecagp. Fortunately, someoneel seseemedto
be handling the sail, though Ace couldn’t see anyone behind her. She
couldn’t sparemorethan aquick glance away from the oncoming sees.

But after that first four-meter wave, the subsequent whitecgpsweren't
aslargeor asdifficult tohandle. Acegot used to piloting thevessl through
thefoamtoward safety. Shebeganto enjoy hersdf. Thiswasexhilarating!
It was her and the ship againg the dements and she and the ship were
winning. A two-meter whitecgp shoved the vessd skyward, and Ace
shriekedinddight. Thenthewindsfatered and shetaunted themfor giving
up S0 soon. Thedark cloudsbroke, therainslet up, and Ace chased them
away with her laughter.

Minutes later, she was within ahundred meters of the harbour. Other
craft poked their masts above the protective barrier. Ace smirked
contemptuoudy a those who hid from the storm. They were like kids
cowering under ablanket.

Suddenly, inexplicably, awaveroseupinfront of her, blocking her view
of theharbour. Her jaw dropped, but sheaimed thebow intothewash. She
felt her shiplurch skyward and shelost her grip. The bowsploughed over
thewave as shefell back.

Ace blinked and glanced around in confusion at the marble halsand
satin curtains. The daydream had been so redl. But it had beenred! But
how could she have gone from some art gallery to the middle of some
ocean? Shefdt her faceand clothes. They weredry.

It must havebeen herimagination, somehow spurred onby thet painting.
She glanced at the picture and stepped back in surprise. The salling ship
wasno longer tossad at sea. It floated at the entranceto aharbour, among
other ships. The sun shone brightly and the ssawas cam.

Sheshuddered. She couldn’t explain how this had happened. Instead,
sheturned away fromthe painting and strode hurriedly down thecorridor.
Find the Doctor and demand an explanation, shetold hersdlf.

But thepicturesdtill caught her eye. Eventudly, her pacedowed again,
and she gared at each painting as she passed.

One painting made her stop and stare. It had hard edges so cold they
meade her shiver. A man, hiseyesinvisiblebehind grey sunglasses, stared
beck &t theviewer. Hesat on acold white chair on awooden deck, and the
sky beyond wasacold cloudlesshlue. A revolver lay onthetablein front
of him. Hislipswere set in athin sad frown.

Thewindwascam, and thelake below the deck hardly madeasound
as it lapped the sandy beach. The man stared through Ace toward the

distant horizon.

Asshe stared at the man, hishead lowered and she could seehiseyes
over his grey sunglasses. They were glistening. His hand went up and
wipedatesr avay. Shesaw theenve ope
onthetable, besdetherevolver. It had
beenhend ddivered, and addressed with
elegant flowing script. It lay open and
had obvioudy been reed, but despite
theman’sgrief, hehad camly refolded
it and inserted it neatly back into the
envelope. His fists whitened as they
clenched to hold back thetears.

He reached for the revolver and
began examining its metd detailsand
its amooth finish. For a second, Ace
stood frozen in horror. When she saw
him turn the muzzle to his face and

finger thetrigger, shelunged forward,
gripping him by thearm.
Themangtaredupat Ace, asif he d
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seen her for thefirst time. Through his
sunglasses, their eyes met. Ace sared
at him, wordlessly pleading. She
couldn’t bear to see him do this.
Whatever was the matter, no matter
what thecircumstances, it wasn' tworth
ittodothis Itwasn'tasolution; hehad
to find another way out. Aboveadl, he
couldn’t bottle his emotions up any
longer. Hehadtolet go.

The man stared back at her for a
second, and thentheexpressonaround
his eyes shifted. He brought his other
hand up and carefully unloaded the revolver. The bulletsfell into Ace's
hands and she pocketed them. She breeathed asigh of relief.

The man placed the gun on the table, and shoved it out of reach. His
dare returned to the distant horizon. Tears flowed like rivers down his
cheeks

Ace gared @ the picture in astonishment. The painting had changed.
Therevolver wasmissing, andthecold, bottled-up manwascrying fredy.
But when she fdt her pocketsfor the bullets, she couldn’t find any. This
was crazy!

She glanced up and down the marble hallway. She must have been
walking for awhile. Thelobby wasasmal bright squarein the distance,
and shecould till seeno ending to the corridor theother way. Still nosign
of the Doctor.

Shewaked on briskly, trying to keep from seeing the paintings from
eventhe cornersof her eyes.

She sensed rather than saw the next painting. It was dmogt asif an
invisble presence reached out to caress her subconscious. She tried to
wak by, but her legs stopped as if they were possessed, and she was
forced to look at the picture. The scene sent chillsthrough her bodl.

It wasapicture of acrib in aroom decorated modestly for the baby’s
needs. A woman stood by the window, nursing the child, her back to the
viewer. [twasascenefilled withwarmth, but thefamiliarity of it made Ace
shiver for areason she couldn’t name.

When the woman turned around, Ace's blood froze. She easily
recognized Audrey, her mother. The memory of thewoman she hated s0
much blinded her momentarily, and the painting patiently froze until Ace
couldignoreit nolonger. Thenthesceneresumed. It wasobviouswhothe
child was. The loving way Audrey cuddled and sang a lullaby to the
gurgling tyke s ckened the young woman.

How could she show so much love to me then and not when | could
giveit back, she wondered? Why did she change so much? But as she
watched, Ace saw dl the characteristics that made her mother in that
womeaninthe picture. Yet thewoman looked so compassionate. Had she
changed?Of course, Acetold hersdlf. Shehad tohave. If her mother hadn't
changed, thenit had to havebeen... Shedismissed that thought out of hand.

Audrey set the baby gently into the crib. It fell adeep within seconds.
Ace was disgusted that she hadn’t even wailed just a bit to annoy her
mother.

Audrey smiled down on the child, and then sraightened up. A tired

3

e f-f-‘—'__.lh"—'-'I:F—r

=

its



Trenchcoat

Season 28: Pictures at an Exhibition

edge crept into her eyebrows, and Ace recognized it immediately. The
woman left the room, turning out the lights behind her. Ace felt hersdf
following her.

Thetwo-bedroom gpartment was as she remembered it, subdued and
lonely, with no man about except for thosetimesmom brought onehome.
They never stayed for long, however. Something dways happened to
chasethemout thedoor. Acedidn’t evenknow whet her father looked like.
Audrey had refused to tell her, and Ace hadn’t succeeded in getting the
information hersalf. That had been thefina straw.

Audrey sat down beforethe coffeetable, and thetired linesaround her
eyes deepened. Acelooked on dispassionately; then she noticed an open
envelopeonthetable, itscontentslying nearby. Before Ace could ook at
it, Audrey pickedit up and read it, obvioudly for the umpteenthtime. The
weary look around her eyes sharpened.

Ace peered over her mother’s shoulder to read the letter. Her jaw
dropped and asi ckening sensationfilled her somach. Shehad beenwrong.
Audrey hadn’t chased the father out.

Audrey’sjaw tightened, but she refused to cry. She negtly folded the
letter and, carefully and methodicdly, toreit into small pieces, which she
threw into the garbage. Ace stared in shock. Inthat moment, she dseena
bit of hersdlf in her mother. It had dwaysbeen there, but she' d never seen
it before.

Sheblinked once, andwasinthegasHit corridor. Sheblinked again, and
the corridor wasgone.

Ace frowned. She hadn’t even had the chance to look away before
another painting swallowed her. She couldn’t even see what the new
painting was about. Nervoudly, she surveyed her surroundings. Thesame
chillswent through her aswhen she’ d seen her mother, only worse.

Shewas outside the fence to the hard of her school. Sure enough, she
saw her younger self, mopinginanacove, aoof fromthechildhood dliques
and the classroom friendship circles. Alwaysthe lone wolf.

But as Ace stared at the moping little girl, she had to wonder if she
actudly choseto bedone, or if circumstancesforced her. Had shechosen
not tofitin? A nearby group of children spotted thelittlegirl and giggled.

againgt the Doctor struck Aceonce again.

Chad Boyle was a child, so was Dorothy and dl the kids in the
playground. Looking back, wered| theproblemsredly sogreet, especidly
compared with the anxieties she contended with today?

Ace lowered her arm and turned away, leaving the school grounds.
Chad gtared after her, confused. Then he shrugged and looked for little
Dot. Shewas nowhereto be seen, but he spotted ancther pieceof funina
nearby teacher’s pet.

Acesood at thefencearound theschoolyard, waiting for thetrangition
to begin again. Thistime, she meant to run straight through the corridor,
not stopping to look at another creepy painting. She knew the Doctor’s
game, now. It wasanother attempt to get her to re-evauate her life. Well,
shewashaving nomoref it. She' d hireapsychiatrist when shewasgood
and ready!

Acewaited, but thetransition back tothe corridor never came. Insteed,
the air tingled; telling her some sort of change wasto occur. She looked
around in darm. Ten meters to her left, she saw an opening in the air.
Through it was what one would expect to see looking out from withina
painting. The satin-draped marble corridor beckoned beyond theframe.

Degperately sheran towardsit, astheworld around her faded to black
and took new shape. Then, as shewas about to jump through, something
on the other side blocked her path.

Sheblinked tofind hersdf faceto facewith the Doctor. Theframewas
between them. Shehesitated, and then reached out to haul hersdlf fromthe
picture. The Doctor pushed her hands back. Ace gaped, then pushed
forwardagain, but theDoctor firmly pushed her back. It waslikealudicrous
gameof mirrors.

Acestepped back, somping her footinfrustration. Sheshot awordless
gppedl to her old mentor, but he grimly shook hishead. Hishand reeched
through theframeand pointed over her shoul der. Shesaw no other choice
but to look.

Shegared out acrossapark. Sherecognized it asthe one not far from
her old home in Perivale. People, mogtly adolescents, lingered on the
rolling grassy hills between the sparse trees. To the west, alate summer
un .

Their whispered remarkswerethose most children made, but deeply hurt

those they wereaimed &t. v
A larger group of boysloitered || ™

Shesaw hersdf again, thirteen
years old, walking done past the

by the wdl. Amongst them was
ChadBoyle.

Ace had accepted the fact thet
the Chad Boyle sheé d met again
throughthe Timewyrmwasn'tthe
red one but atwisted verson. He
was, essentidly, achild barely the
ageof eight. Thismeantlittletothe
younger Ace, however, whom
Chad aways found a way to
torment.

Chad spiedthelonegirl moping
inthedcoveand asneer lit up his
face AsAcedared fromthesredt,
her eyesflared.

It started dowly at first, the
jokes with his friends (who were
mogtly smdller kidsafraid to stand
up to him), then the taunts,
growing more and more direct as
the girl just scowled. Findly, the
younger Acelashed out, yelling a
first, then lunging forward and
tripping hersdf up to the laughter
of Boyl€'s group.

The girl stormed off,
desperately hiting back the tears,

couples and the groups. Few
adultsmingled; itwaslateevening,
when the neighbourhood park
becamethe abode of derdictsand
teens. Acehad, in her youth, spent
alot of timein the park to escape
the pressures of home. So had
many teens. How ironic, then, that
the park they escagped to was the
most boring place on Earth. An
open space, where one sat, or
played Frisbes, or gotintomischief
and worsethings.

Aceremembered theday. She
didn'twanttolook. Yet anunseen
force within her mind bade her
watch.

Dorothy Acestruck out across
the park on her way home. There
wasnothingesetodo, soshe dbe
early for once. A row of
townhouses dretched across the
street from the park. Dorothy’s
homewasamongthem.

The girl stopped and ducked
ingtinctively back behind a copse
of trees as she spotted a group of

andfailing, making her fed dl the i‘./
worse. Boyle and his bunch started to follow. They passed the gate, and
Ace lunged forward, grabbing Chad by the shoulder, raisng her amto
drike.

Chad stared up at her withwide, bright eyes. Shesuddenly redized he
was much smaler than sheremembered him. Hewasonly achild. Inhis
eyes, she saw the same vulnerability dl children had and, yes, even the
same innocence. The tragedy of the Timewyrm using him in her fight
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older boysacrossthe street. They
wored othesthat wereadisgusting combination of grungeand militarism.
They exuded tough-guy attitudes from every pore, reedy to chalenge
everything and everyonethat got in their way, or stayed out of their way.

They wererunning, someof them laughinginamanner Dorothy didn’t
like. Theolder Acecouldn’t bear towatch. Shewanted to shout awarning
to her younger counterpart, but her throat was dry. Why couldn’t the
Doctor mind hisown businessfor once?
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Therewasadartling boom, and the peoplein the park jumped to their
feet. Smoke issued from the front of one of the townhouses, and then
flames began to gppear. It took young Dorothy only a second to redize
which address it was. She screamed and lunged forward. Others who
soodwatchingin horror heard her coming, redlized what shewasabout to
do, and grabbed her. Sheyd led hysterically and struggled, but they held her
back, shouting to reach her. The front of the house was now aninferno.

The fire trucks arrived, and began hosing the house. Other men
entered through the windows and pulled peoplefree. They laid them
on stretcherson the other side of the street asthe ambulancesarrived.
Young Dorothy recognized one of the burnt forms and broke free of
those holding her safely at bay. She rushed up to Manisha.

Ace watched numbed as her younger self broke down beside the
dark girl, hysterically apologizing as if it was al her fault. Ace
remembered how she had felt at the time. She almost blamed herself
for the explosion. If only she'd been more insistent on taking her
friendto the park! If she' d only realized what those bastards were up
to and acted! Sheknew now theseweresilly concerns, but in the heat
of the moment, they cut through her heart.

She aso remembered the look of hatred Manisha shot &t her. As
though, by the colour of her skin, she was no better than those who'd
firebombed her home. But astheolder Acewatched, Manishadidn’t react
adl. Thedark girl lay inadaze, staring ahead with eyesglazedinpain, not
responding tothevoicesaround her. Shedidn’t even know what wasgoing
on. Then, the eyes softened as unconsciousness overtook her, her heed
lolled away from the younger Ace, and shefd | unconscious.

Acefrowned. Had she blamed herself so much for thistragedy she
made hersdlf believe Manishahated her for it? How €l se had memory
altered the events of her life?

Dorothy stood staring as the paramedics lifted up the stretcher
and pulled it into the ambulance. Someone asked her if shewanted to
accompany her friend, but shedidn’t hear. Shestood inadaze. Findly,
they couldn’t wait any longer and the ambulance drove off. Dorothy
stared after it in stunned horror. The passers-by dispersed, but little
Dorothy just stood on the sidewalk.

Acewatched her younger self boiling like akettle. Finaly the girl
screamed, venting al her rage and frustration at the sky. Thiswasn't
enough, and the girl charged across the street, not caring as traffic
barely avoided her. Ace stared after herself, and decided to follow.
Knowing thisplace, she’ d be compelled to follow, anyway. Sheknew
the route, and needed no prompting.

Dorothy ran through the streets, asthough to outrun her troubles.
She ducked along an abandoned right of way, ignoring the bushesthat
scratched her calvesand ankles. Shetripped once on arotting piece of
wood but was on her feet without breaking stride. Only ten years of
exercise and growth allowed Aceto keep up.

Dorothy ran until her legs collapsed beneath her. She struggled up
torun again, but her strength had gone. She sat on the abandoned land
and sobbed uncontrollably. Thecloudsveiled thesun, and alight rain
began to fall. The afternoon thunderstorm built up.

She stood up pitifully, her clothes torn, her ankles bleeding, and
her eyesred. But shedidn’t want to go home now. Shedidn’'t want to
go home ever. The thought of her mother was too much for this bad
day. She pushed through the bushes, not caring where they would
lead her. When awall and adoor barred her way, it wastoo much. She
kicked it in frustration. The rickety door splintered open at once.

Acewondered how she could have missed the old house until she
wasinside. The place had stood abandoned for aslong as even their
parents could remember, and it was always the subject of dares and
childish pranks. Yet no one had ever ventured inside. They sent stones
through the broken windows, but no one dared go any further.

Aceblinked once, and watched Dorothy sitting onthedusty stairs,
taking in the musty air with deep breaths. The sobs ebbed. The till
air caressed Dorothy’s cheeks and soothed her soul. The girl looked
around her. Outside, distant thunder rumbled, but the walls of the
place caught the noise and muted it, giving it asoothing quality.

Acehadn’t remembered Gabriel Chaselikethis.

Dorothy caught movement out of the corner of her eye and she
whirled around. A butterfly fluttered out of the shadows and landed
by her feet. It had wide, delicate blue wings that bobbed gently asit
rested. Dorothy was charmed.

Then the winged creature took flight again, and Dorothy got up
and followed it. It led her through the shadowy hallways, past dust-
laden rooms that hadn’t been disturbed for a century. It flew into an
old study. Dorothy walked up to the open door to be surprised by a
second butterfly, which flew out, then flew back in.

These creatures were at peace with the world, with hardly acare.
How shewould haveliked to have been likethem. Shefelt the house
teeming with life, forever unchanging, and untouched by the harsh
redlities of theworld.

Acefrowned. Wherewasthe evil edge she' d sensed in the house?

The blue butterfly fluttered out of the study door and hovered in
the air before Dorothy. The girl raised afinger, and the flying insect
landed onit. A smilelit up her lips, the first smilein along while.

Dorothy sensed the feelings of this house. They offered her a
placeto stay. She could drop the troubles of theworld outside; forget
them entirely if she wished. She could live here, forever at peace,
untouched by the rapidly changing redlities. Dorothy remembered
Manisha sstare of utter hatred, the grotesquelaughter of the skinheads,
her mother who was too busy trying to sort out her own problemsto
havetimefor her. She could leavethem all behind.

Ace's heart pounded. Why had she burnt this place down? Even
now she' d accept the house's offer if she could. No more Daleks, no
more worrying about the Doctor’s health or sanity, no more coming
to terms with how small she was in comparison to the evils of the
Universe. Shecould leaveall that behind. Why not?

The house coaxed Dorothy, and Ace heard and remembered every
word. It wasasthough avell waspulling back from part of her mind. Why
had she placed it there in thefirst place? Why had sheforgotten dl this?

Stay, the house urged. L et your troubles cease. Befree. Giveup.

The last two words were a dap in the mouth to Dorothy Ace.
Give up? After so much struggle against her mother, against Chad
Boyle, against theignorant fascist youths, against Daleks, Cybermen,
Fenric and even the Doctor himself, how could she giveup? It would
mean declaring all the years of her life a wasted journey. It would
mean admitting defeat. She couldn’t contend with that. Inthethirteen/
twenty-three years of her life, she’d never admitted defeat. Not by
anything. If she kept fighting, things would get better eventually.

It wasasthough theair becametainted with gall. The bluebutterfly
turned to dust in Dorothy’s fingers. Gabriel Chase demanded she
stay, not coaxing thistime. It promised to swallow her wholeand hold
her inlimbo. No more changes. No moredealing with redlity. Dorothy
recoiled astheinvisible forces of the house reached out for her.

Ace wordlessy urged her younger saif on. Thiswas asick, stagnant
house, with theghostsof itspast forever frustratedin their bid to hold back
flux both good and bad; admitting defeat a the hands of change, and
retreating to its own little world. Dorothy Ace was not like that.

But as theinvisible forces of the place rose up from beneath the
house and al around, Dorothy stood overwhelmed. She ran back
down the hallway, but the evil forces followed. She fell heavily as
dry-rotted floor collapsed beneath her, but she scrambled up and kept
running. She paused for breath at the stairwell and gripped therailing.
The rotten wood came off in her hand. She glared around at the evil
house in disgust.

Anideastruck her. Theworld wasfull of hatred, but none so evil
astheforces surrounding thishouse. Manishawould be avenged. She
pulled apack of matches from her pocket, and avial of lighter fluid
she' d shoplifted from the hardware store the morning before. She'd
hoped to build abomb, but it suited her fine on its own. She pulled
open the cap and doused the bottom of the stairwell, leaving the half
filled bottlediscarded in themiddl e of the puddle. Then shepulled out
amatch, and struck it.
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Ace watched in satisfaction as the stairwell caught fire. Dorothy
jumped out the front door and ran as fast as her legs could take her.
She' d donetheright thing.

Ace felt the forces of the house speak to her. She'd destroyed
them, but had sherealized her mistake? She could have been at peace,
freefrom all the demonsof reality and the evils of the Universe. Had
sherealized shewaswrong to reject the offer of freedom, and instead
accept alife of constant risk and constant change?

Never, Acethought. I'll never surrender. There' salwaysachance
that I'll win. Good for you, Chad told her, because the human race

isn't so bad, and we all must be forgiven for our childish mistakes.
Will you forgive me? Remember that there are peoplewho loveyou,
Audrey told her, and not everyonein thisUniverse hates, said Manisha
You'd fight better against the demons of redlity if you made peace
with the demons of your childhood. The past is the past, and each
day isanew start.

Theforcesof Gabriel Chase closed in around her, but theforces
surrounding Ace pushed them back and made her run through the
hallway to the back of the house. At the door to thekitchen, apicture
framefloated in mid-air. Beyond, the satin and marblegas-lit corridors
beckoned. The hallway flared up behind her, and Aceran. She dove
through the centre of the frame, and wasfree.

It was as though a great weight had lifted from her shoulders.
She' d il remember the bad thingsin her life, but they didn’t tighten
around her asthey used to. They weren’t asimportant. Shewasfree.
She bounded to her feet, light-headed. She saw the exit to the corridor
ahundred meters away, and strode towardsiit.

Theportrait of Chad Boylesmiled asshepassed, asdidthat of Audrey,
and Manisha. Ace stopped some distance from the lobby. At the end of
the corridor the Doctor stood, adark shagpe. A guilty smile touched his
face. He gazed & her hittersweetly, slently asking forgiveness.

Ace ran down the rest of the corridor and embraced him. He
staggered back, but held her. Thelight from the stained glasswindows
glittered around them. No hard feglings, Professor, Ace thought.

After amoment, she pulled back and stared up at his sombreface.
She recognized apart of his expression, now. She saw the weight on
his shoulders, and it made her weights look pitifully small by
comparison. And he’ d been carrying hisfor much, much longer than
she had. She gripped hishand and pulled him back into the corridor,
but he resisted. He smiled and shook his head. He pointed to his
watch and led her through the lobby and out the front doors.

Thelateafternoon sun shoneon Ace sback from over thecorniceof the
building. The Doctor strode up to the TARDIS and unlocked the door.
Ace gave him a amile as she stepped indde. The Doctor smiled back,
glanced a thegdlery onelast time, and thenfollowed her. With agrating of
engines, the blue box disappeared from the sdewalk.

END
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