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LETTERS

Where did you get the idea
for Story on a Train? |
thought it had both an origi-
nal location and origina “bad
guys.” | especialy liked the
idea of the Doctor as a spy
ring as opposed to one per-
son — the government mind
is aways limited, | suppose.

Chris Kocher,
Dallas, PA (U.SA)

James has taken every
possible cliché of the train and
spy genre and weaved them
into a serious drama and, in
doing so, turned in not only
the best story of the issue, but
one of the most origina Doc-
tor Who adventures ever. At
least, original in terms of
Doctor Who; it certainly
isn't original in terms of ac-
tion-adventures! But that's
what makes this one work.
You look forward to the next
cliché, you savour them.

Andrew Flint,
Mississauga, ON
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9.30pm Gloomwatch
repeats The Buttery People

by PET KIDDLER

Are factory workers being con-
taminated by their product? Pro-
fessor Twist finds very little mar-
garine for error.

SERIAL 8G

Thesix-part Sory celebrating thethirtieth anniversary of Doctor Who
was produced by the BBC. Unlike previous anniversary stories, The
Abbey by the Sea did not feature gppearances of previous Doctors or
companions. Theusua anniversary fanfarewasthere, with Doctor Who
merchandise appearing everywhere, but the story itsalf was decidedly
low key.

Instead of reviving people or monsters from the Doctor’s padt, the
production team decided to recreate an atmosphere. The Abbey by the
Seawasto be asdute to the Gothic eraof Doctor Who. The story was
filmed onlocation onthe Yorkshirecoast and inaprivatey-owned castle.
Picturesof the setsshowed that care had been taken to devel op the proper
look andfedl.

A tight lid waskept oninformation about the story’sscript or plotline,
especidly for thelast two episodes. Somefanswondered about the secrecy,
snce the show was supposed to be so low-key. Like its predecessor,
Story on a Train, this six-part story was shown in three 45-minute
episndeswhilethe BB C continued their search for amid-seasonreplacement
for Eagenders.

TheAbbey by the Sea premiered on Sunday, November 28, 1993, at
7:30 p.m. as scheduled. With the added publicity, and with the show ona
high from the previous story, the first episode garnered ratings of 8.2
million. These ratings made a consderable jump after the cliffhanger in
episode two. ..

JAMES BOW




THE ABBEY BY THE SEA

e seawas restless.
The air was awash with the pulsating roar of the waves as

they pulled back, reared up and smashed down on the rugged
shoreline, sending spray everywhere. On the cliffs that rose high
from the anxious waters, seagulls laughed and shrieked. The wind
wailed from offshore and the sky out to seawas darkening ominously.
A bolt of lightning jotted the horizon. Distant thunder rumbled.

A new sound added its note to the others. A screeching, grating
noise heralded the appearance of alarge blue box at the base of the
cliffs. The seagullswere startled into frenzy. Oncethe London Police
Box had taken full shape, the sounds stopped and the waves roared
onasbhefore, ignoring the new arrival.

Across the bay, atop the dliffs, awoman watched the spectacle with
no outward signs of emation. She seemed not to notice the wind as it
pulled afew coarseydlow hairsfrom her neetly coiled bun. Sheignored
the cold that should have penetrated her cloak and thelong-waisted, full-
skirted dressit covered. Her stern eyesremained fixed onthe TARDIS.

Thunder rumbled again.

After awhile, the door to the police box opened and ayoung woman
stepped out. Fayette hugged hersdlf for warmth. The wind whipped
through her cloak and dress. Droplets of spray began to trickle down her
cheeks. She surveyed her surroundings nervoudy, sensng something
sinister about this place. Perhaps it was just the setting.

Finally, after what seemed like ages, the Doctor emerged fromthe
TARDISandlocked thedoor. He buttoned up hiscloak for protection
against the chill and glanced at Fayette. Their eyes met. The Doctor
stared at hisadopted daughter with concern, asking without spesking:
You'resureyou’ rewarm enough?

Understanding thelook, Fayette nodded. Neverthel ess, the Doctor
went to her and wrapped her inthewarmer cloak he had brought with
him from the TARDIS. He handed her a handkerchief to wipe the
spray from her face.

Fayette beamed a the Doctor, then hugged hersalf tighter. Staring out
to sea, she watched the approaching dark clouds with mounting dreed.
Sheglanced at her adopted father withworry. Papahad seen somethingin
his TARDIS instruments thet he did not like & al. He had muttered
vaguely about a“tempora distortion” and had then landed them here. He
hed dismissed her usud what, where and why questionswith hishabitual
I'll explainlater’ response.

Fayette looked the Doctor up and down. She noticed that he had
chosen not to wear his trenchcoat as he usually did, and had chosen
the cloak he had worn when shefirst saw him ontheeveof the French
Revolution. They were obviously in Earth’'s past, her present,
probably early 19th century. Where they were and why they were
there remained amystery to her, however.

The woman on the clifftop strained to see what the Doctor was
doing. He seemed to be pointing a hand-held device to points along
the shoreline and out to sea, as though he was trying to pinpoint
something. At last shemanaged to get aclear view of him, and asmile
slowly crossed her face.

The Doctor was pointing his furiously beeping device at a point
far downtheshoreline. Fayette decided then that enough was enough.
“Papa, what does it mean when that thing does that?’

“I'mnot sureif you' Il understand me,” replied the Doctor, distracted.

Fayette gazed at him sourly, insulted. “Papa, try me.”

“All right. I'm picking up atempord disturbanceinthearea. Do you
understand?’

“What isatemporal disturbance?’

The Doctor paused for aminute, trying to find wordsto describe
it. “Um...er...awrinkle in the fabric of time? An eddy in the time
stream? Do you know what I'm saying?’
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Fayette shook her head.

The Doctor sighed, defeated.

“Isthiswrinkle dangerous?’

The Doctor smiled to himself. Fayette might lack a scientific
education, but at |east shewas practical. Then his smiledisappeared.
“Yes,” hereplied. “1t might be.”

“That isal | need to understand. What's causing it?’

“1 don’t know. It could be from atime machine or it could be an
openingintothe TimeVortex. It most certainly isnot another TARDIS.
Theimportant thing s, it'shere, 1851, Yorkshire coast, and thereisa
potential for trouble.”

“So what are we doing here?’ asked Fayette nervoudly. “ Should
we not be getting as far away from this place as possible?’

The Doctor shook his head.

She sighed. “I did not think it would be so easy.”

“Fayette, this must be investigated, and I'm the only qualified
person around.”

“1 did not know there were apprenticeships in investigating
temporal disturbances.”

TheDoctor ignored her jab. “1’m going to haveto explorethe area
and see how this is affecting the populace. You may stay in the
TARDIS, if you want, but I'll be gonefor awhile.”

Fayette shook her head vehemently. “Non! | am staying with you.”

The Doctor smiled and took her hand. “Good. | don’'t want to
explorethisareadone. It gives me the creeps.”

SotheDoctor wasfeding thesnister atmospheretoo. Fayetteshivered.
Now shecouldn’t explainit asaproduct of her overactiveimagination.

Thewind picked up and began to howl ominoudy. The dark clouds
werecoming closer and thedistant rumbling of thunder grew louder.

“Where do we start?’ asked Fayette glumly.

“That house up there.” The Doctor pointed above him.

Puzzled, Fayettel ooked up, and wondered how she could havemissed
such athing. The ‘house’ was a castle that towered over them on top of
thedliff. Itsspiresblended with the col our of therockssomuchthat it was
hard to tell where the diff ended and the walls began. The windows
looking out to seawere small and gave no indication of what might be
indgde. They were so high and so doseto the dliff edge that anyonewho
stared out of them would be attacked with vertigo, Fayette was sure.

“We Il ask for shelter there. It will beour basefor theinvestigation.”
The Doctor glanced at the approaching thunderclouds. “We'll be
needing shelter soon. Let’'sget moving!”

They surveyed the cliff before them, searching for a section that
they could climb. Behind them, across the bay, the woman watched
patiently from the clifftop.

The hairs on the back of the Doctor’s neck bristled. He whirled
around and stared at the cliffs behind them. There was no one there.
The seagulls cackled derisively at him. The searoared on.

Fayette cameto his side, wordlessly asking what was the matter.
The Doctor shook his head. It was nothing. Just a product of his
overactiveimagination.

Turning, they advanced on the cliffs, and began to climb.

2727
e Doctor reached the clifftop before his human companion.
Oncethere, heturned, knelt and leant ahand to Fayette. They
walked away from the edge, gazing around and brushing
themselves off.

Yorkshire moorland stretched away as far as the eye could see.
They were alonein acraggy, treacherous, heath-covered landscape.
The big house was roughly a hundred metres away from them. A
rutted track led from its door and into the western horizon, with no
other houses nearby.
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Thewind whistled around them and thelandscape offered no protection.
Thethundercloudswere dangeroudly close. The Doctor and Fayette glanced
at each other, then shrugged. They madetheir way acrossthe heath towards
the track and were at the front door within minutes.

The houseloomed over them, bricks meeting firmly, the door sensibly
shut. The windows held darkness within. The place looked as though it
had stood for centuries, and would stand for centuriesmore. The seagulls
were gone and the silence lay thick over the wood and stone of the place,
broken by the caw of asingle crow, and the rumble of thunder.

Fayette and the Doctor eyed the door nervously.

“Whatever waks here, walks alone,” the Doctor muttered.

He decided to take the brazen gpproach. Marching up to the door, he took
the heavy knocker and he hammered it three times againgt the wood. The
percussions resonated inside. Satisfied, the Doctor stepped back, and waited.

In one of the windows overlooking the front door, the coarse blond
woman from the clifftops stared out at the couple.

TheDoctor watched asthelarge door creaked on itshingesand opened.
A fair-haired young footman peered out. “Name your business here,” he
said coldly.

“Weareweary travellers seeking shelter,” said the Doctor, trying to sound
asfriendly aspossible. “ Could we please see the master of this house?’

The footman continued to stare at them coldly. He began to shut the
door. “I'm afraid he's unable to see anyone today.”

The Doctor rushed forward and leaned against the door with al his
weight. “Please!” he said, desperately. “We ve comealong way and there
isnowhere elseto shelter from the coming storm. Please, my friend, grant
usthat, at least.”

The footman thought about this for a minute, glancing at the couple.
Then he caught sight of the woman from the clifftops, who nodded her
head. “| will return,” he said. Then he shoved the door closed against the
Doctor’sweight and locked it.

The Doctor stepped back to Fayette's side. He took her hand and
squeezed it, for hisreassurance aswell ashers. They glanced nervoudly at
the skiesabovethem asthe thunder grew louder. Thewind yanked at their
cloaks and they felt the first sprinklings of rain.

Much to their relief, the front door opened and the footman motioned
them inside. As soon as they were past the threshold, thunder clapped
and the skies shattered. Rain poured down in buckets.

The thud of the slamming door echoed through the house like the
reverberationsinside adrum. Thelobby was nearly bare, and quite dark.
Cold-looking stairwellsand corridorsled to other partsof themansion, all
lit inadequately by a few guttering candles. Fayette felt as though the
stonewallsstared at her and the Doctor, sizing them up and checking their
defences. She shivered, wondering if they had traded the malignant storm
for something worse, still hidden and unknown.

The cold-faced footman took their cloaks. “ It seemsthat the master of
the house will seeyou,” he said dully. “Walk thisway, please.”

Heturned and loped down the hallway. The Doctor followed, imitating
his steps until Fayette cuffed him on the shoulder.

The footman led the couple through draughty and dim halways. The
echoes of their footfalls on the stone floors were the only sounds they heard.
TheDoctor redlized that trying to talk to the footman woul d be futile and kept
quiet.

They wereledintoaspaciouslibrary. “Wait here, please,” said thefootman,
closing the doors behind him as he left. When he was gone, the amosphere
lightened, but only dightly. The Doctor and Fayette explored the room.

Thelibrary waslargeand unfriendly. Shelvesof thick, dark booksrosetothe
ceiling and stretched the length of thewalls. Therewasno firein thefireplace
and, when theroom wasnot lit to glaring brilliance by flashesof lightning, the
few cand esprovided woefully inadequateillumination. Ther nervousbresthing
was the only sound between the claps of thunder.

Fayetteshivered, chilled and on edge. Sheglanced around nervously, eyeing
aminiaturestatueof somewarior chieftain daying hisenemy and animposing
portrait of Some ancestor thet stared arrogantly back at her from its place over
themain door. Turning dowly, shenearly jumped out of her skinwhenashape
loomed at her out of the darkness. Upon closer examination, shefoundit to be
the head of adeer that had been stuffed, mounted and was now gazing at her
glassly.

“Mon Dieu, | do not like this place,” she muttered.

Acrossthe room, the Doctor’s hypersenditive hearing caught every word.
He glanced a her sympatheticdly. “1’m sorry, Fayette. | don't like it either.”
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Fayette turned and fixed
the Doctor with a stern look.
“1 think that we should |eave,
then.”

The Doctor glanced at the g
storm outside and shook his | §
head. “We can't go back now.”

Fayette's temper flared.
“Why not? What is so f
important about thisplace?You
saidyouwanted to seehow the [
time disturbance or whatever
you caled it affected the local
population. One house hardly
qudifiesassuch!”

The Doctor strode up and [
placed a firm hand on her [
shoulder. “It's not the [
investigation. We can’'t go ¢
back becausewe d never make
it. Climbing downthecliffsin fs
thiswesather would besuicide.
Andimaginewhat thisstorm i
would be like on the beach. [
The TARDIS will be safe
from the waves but we'd be
dashed to pieces before we
got near thefront door. | know
I'vemadeamistakeincoming
here but we' re stuck with the
conseguences, for now.” :

Fayette calmed down.
Turning away, she shivered i
again. “Sorry, papa. I'm just [
afraid. Thisisastrangeplace.
| feel as though this house
knowswhere | am and wants
megone. | fedl asthoughl am
being watched.” ;

The Doctor nodded to
himself. That wasn't all, he E !
thought. Wasit hisimagination or hadthefootman mthethreeml nuteshe
waswiththem, only blinked twice?Hedecided not to bother Fayettewith
that minor detail; the poor girl wasfrightened enough dreedy.

“A Gothicfolly likethis?” He shrugged in answer to Fayette. “It's
possible.”

They monitored every word. The couplewereplainly visibleonthe
screen, although the Doctor’s back was toward the camera.

The Doctor gazed around the room. “It's quite possible,” he
chuckled. “Portrait on the wall, mounted deer’s head, small statues,
lots of things with eyes. All the clichés are here. Our hosts are well-
equipped.” He turned to Fayette and grinned.

Fayette giggled, shaking her head at hersalf. “You areright, Papa. |
haveawildimagination.”

Satisfied, the Doctor turned away and let his grin disappear.
“Unfortunately, sodo |,” he muttered beneath his breath.

Lightning flashed and thunder roared.

One of the doorsto the library opened, groaning loudly for oil. A
middle-aged woman, coarsely blond, entered and curtsied. “Good
evening, sir.” Her voice was grim and level. “I am the housekeeper.
Mr. Thorpe will see you now, over dinner. Come this way please.”

She escorted them out of the room.

On the monitor screen, the scene changed to a hallway where the
Doctor and Fayettewerebeing led.

As they walked, the Doctor realized that there was one major
difference between this place and the settings of those creepy ghost
stories. Nonchalantly, he asked, “Where's the butler?’

“He died,” she said in a matter-of-fact way. Thunder clapped
outside, itsroar barely muted by the stonewalls of the house. “ It was
about ayear ago. I’ ve taken hisdutiesfor thetime being.”
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“You don't sound too much
'| affected,” the Doctor muttered.
“Hewasafrail old man, it
|| could not have been averted.”
1 “Hasn't anyone tried to
{| find areplacement?’

The housekeeper moved
'l her shoulders slightly.
“Nobody has shown an
interest in the position.” It
was not quite an answer.

Thunder rumbledoncemore.

The housekeeper pushed
open apair of heavy oak doors
and ushered them into a large
¥/ Il dining room. Unlikethe rest of

4] the house, it was well lit by a
roaring fire in the hearth and
severd canddabra on the long
table. A finedinner had been st
for three and the madter of the
housesat at thehead of thetable.
; “Mr. Thorpe, sir...” the

housekeeper’ svoicetrailed off
as she realized that she had
| neglected to ask the guest’s
names.
y “Doctor Caonne and his
il daughter, Fayette,” the
il Doctor supplied.

“..areheretoseeyou, Sir,”

'] the housekeeper finished,
composed as ever.

i “Thank you, Jane,”

i answeredthewarmvoiceof a

/¥ young man. “ That will be all

for now.”

The housekeeper curtsied
respectfully and backed out of
] thelargediningroom, dosingthe
doorsassheleft. Theyoung Mr.

Thorpe ood up to greet the oouple He wore fashionable clothes and

caried himsdf with aneat and dignified grace. He smiled &t his guests.
Fayette was struck by hiswarmth, so out of place in this house.

“Good afternoon, Miss Calonne,” he said, bowing before Fayette
and charmingly kissing her hand. Caught off-guard by this show of
human kindness, Fayette hastily managed aladylike smile and said,
“Bonjour, monsieur.”

“Ah, vous parlez francais! | should have guessed, you look so
charmingly French.” At this, Fayette blushed. Mr. Thorpe turned to the
Doctor and warmly shook his hand. “Good &fternoon to you, Doctor.
Come, both of you, sit down! You must be hungry after your journey.”

They took their places at the long table and began to eat.

“So, Doctor,” Mr. Thorpe asked amiably. “What brings you to
Morland Abbey?’

“So that iswhat this place is called,” the Doctor muttered.

“Yes,” Thorpe nodded. “The abbey by the sea. Didn’t you know
that?’

“No, | didn’t,” said the Doctor, shaking hishead. “\Wewerejust in
the areaand we came upon this place by accident.”

A blinding flash of lightning reminded the three of the raging storm
outside. Thunder rattled the window a few seconds later. Sheets of rain
obscured theview.

“You were very lucky finding this place in time,” said Thorpe,
glancing at the storm beyond theglass. “ Stormslikethisrushin from
the sea without warning. The nearest village is more than ten miles
away. You would have been drenched.”

Fayette nodded. “Yes. We were very lucky.”

Mr. Thorpe was about to continue when a thought struck him. “My
housekeeper judt told me that you two had some important message to
deliver to me. How can you possible convey a message to me if you
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stumbled onto this place by accident? What redlly bringsyou to Morland
Abbey, Doctor?” Heset hisfork down and gazed at the Doctor with ahint
of suspicionin hiseye.

TheDoctor shifted uneasily under Thorpe spenetrating are. “ Actudly,
| did hopeto spesk with anyone | happened to come acrossaround here,”
hereplied, sammeringdightly. “I did not know exactly wholived herebut
| do have something very important to say to you.”

“Out with it then, Doctor.”

The Doctor set down hisfork and thought for aminute about whet to
say. He wanted hiswords to have the greatest impact possible.

“I have reason to believe, Mr. Thorpe” the Doctor began dowly.
“Thet thereisagredt... evil... a work in thisplace.”

Fayette choked on her wine and stared at the Doctor in shock. She
caught hisglance: don'tinterrupt. Hewatched Thorpe sreaction carefully.
Even the thunder and lightning seemed to subside for the moment, as
though pausing to listen.

Mr. Thorpe's suspicious stare had softened. He gazed at the Doctor in
great amusement. “You do, do you?’ he asked, grinning. “ You' re not the
first person to say that. In the village | passed through on my way here,
many said the samething. They dl warned me of an evil that salked this
place. Warned me not to set foot in Morland Abbey. This place has
awayshad areputation, Doctor. It didn't scaremy uncleoff, and it won't

character he hadn’t intended.

“1 jumped at the chance to inherit this place,” Thorpe continued,
“I'm also very interested in astronomy.”

“Did your uncle keep careful notes?’ the Doctor asked.

“Ohyes, definitely. Many volumesof hisareinthelibrary. Why?”

The Doctor smiled. “ Astronomy isan interest of mineaswell. 1’d
really liketo see your uncl€e's notes, perhapsyour observatory, if you
don’t mind.”

Fayette smiled to herself and rolled her eyes. It wasfascinating to
watch the Doctor get on friendly terms with the people they met.
Already, he'd made fast friends with M. Thorpe, judging by the
surprised and eager expression on the man'sface.

“Yes, Doctor, certainly!” said Thorpe, excited. “I'll be glad to show
you around! You must promise not to leave right after the gorm!”

The Doctor nodded amiably. He glanced triumphantly at Fayette.
The dinner continued, but the mood of the room had lightened
considerably, the raging storm outside was hardly noticed anymore.
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e dinner was finished, the servants cleared away the dishes.
Asthe evening was not very old, Thorpe offered to guide the
visitors through some of the house before showing them their

sareme.” @JK{
E

The Doctor frowned in /|
irritation. Typical human | f'”
response, he thought. If you
don't understand it, ridicule it!
But one of Thorpe'scomments
caught hisinterest. “You're not
from here, originaly, Mr.
Thorpe?’ he asked.

Thorpeshook hishead. “No.
Bornandraisedin Lancashire,a | |
far cry from the Yorkshire
moors. My unclelived herefor
mogt of hislife. Heleft it to me
after he died, about ayear ago,
God rest hissoul.”

“How long have you lived
here?’ the Doctor asked.

“1 arrived a week ago by
coach. It'savery londly place.
That's why company is so |
welcome here.” Thorpe smiled
warmly at Fayette. The Doctor
continued hisquestioning. 4

“What reputation does
Morland Abbey have, may | |
ak? '

Mr. Thorpe smiled. “This
place was built over two
centuries ago by some
nondescript order of monks.
These religious orders tend to
like strange, out of the way
places, don't they?It seemsthey
built over some site where
ancient pagan rituals were |
performed, whichisthe reason ity :
why the villagers tend to stay e
away; superstitious nonsense, of course. My uncle bought the abbey
thirty years ago and had it converted into a proper house. He lived here
with afew servants until he died a year ago. Redlly, nothing out of the
ordinary has hgppened, which showsyou how little the villagers have to
fear. Of course, the shooting star didn't help matters much.”

The Doctor leaned forward with interest. “ Shooting star?’

“My unclebought the place, you see, because heloved astronomy and
this isolated area is excelent for viewing,” Thorpe replied. “My uncle
wrote to me about the shooting star about ayear ago. It lit up the ky for
miles. It wasactudly thelast thing my uncle observed. Hedied of old age
aweek later.”

Thunder rumbled again, giving Thorpe's statement a dramatic

te Ll remi s

Doctor accepted and they | eft
the dining room, Thorpe and
| the Doctor carrying on most
of the conversation with
Fayettetagging aong.

Fayette sighed. Shedidn’t
really enjoy being a silent
| partner tothe Doctor, but she
had grown accustomed to it.
Besides, withstrangers, itwas
best to let the Doctor’s
persondlity carry the day.

The  expressionless
housekeeper stopped in her
work to watch them leave.

They pickedthemuponthe
monitor screen. They watched
thetrio walk down a hallway
andupaspiral flight of stairs
to other parts of the house.

Thorpe and his guests
arrived in the attic. Unlike
most attics, thisonewas neat
and well kept, even bare.
Also, there were no portraits
on the walls, Fayette noted,
no statues, nothing to stare at
her and raise the hairson the
back of her neck. Whilethey
entered thesmall observatory,
M| Mr. Thorpe gave the Doctor
] alectureonitsdesign.
“This tower is directly
| over the clifftops and is the
4 highest point of the house.

i Windows look out in all

directions and offer an unobstructed view. It was my uncle sfavorite
spot and you can see why.”

Thorpe motioned to the telescope on a stand, pointed out to sea.
A seat had been placed at the near end of the telescope and a small
desk was conveniently nearby.

The Doctor took aseat and stared through the tel escope out to sea,
looking due east. “Is this your favorite view, Mr. Thorpe?’

Thorpe nodded. “That’s where my uncle saw the shooting star a
year ago. Hesaid so in hisletter.”

The Doctor stared through the telescope again. His gaze became
more and more intense. Fayette saw this, but did not comment.

Still staring through thetelescope, the Doctor asked, “Mr. Thorpe,
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do you have your uncle's observations on that shooting star?’
Thorpefrowned, shaking hishead. “I’m sorry, Doctor. | can’t find

athird, fourth, fifth, and alarge one a the bottom. They were dl empty.
Now shewasthoroughly disappointed. Shecursed her imaginaionfor

them anywhere. He would write his observations on loose pieces of ~ sending her onawild-goosechase. Beforeturning back tobed, shegavethe
paper before transferring them to the bound volumes. I'm afraid desk a contemptuous thump.

they’ve been lost forever.”
The Doctor paused to think.
He was adding this evidence to

Her knuckles struck one of the
carvings and the wood caved in
/4] dightly. A small, hidden drawer

whatever case he was carefully li {” ¥’ 4 s popped open between two of the
building in his mind, Fayette @7F 1 1 W7 ) smdller drawers. Fayettejerked back.
thought. These notes were il (e { 4 Instantly sheforgaveher imagination
obviously important and their e i - and decided that the TARDI Slibrary
d|£)pea'm(\ewesj ust $|mporta1t i s e o us ; - - hadn't bem.av.vaﬂeof timeafter dl.
The Doctor turned to Thorpe, ghies 8 L] X ;ﬁ;ozﬁedag;sgighgysega%gr?ﬁg;
about to suggest that they visit the f ' 1 ) f - ]
library. Out of the corner of hiseye, [E_L& A / reachedin. Herfingerstouched paper;
however, he saw Fayette trying to A shepulled it out. iy
stifleayawn and he decided that the HeE Itwasahandful of writing paper,
day had been long enough. yellowed and crispy with age. The
“Mr. Thorpe,” he said, “ perhaps i flrstdweetslogkedtothkedrangs
it'stime we found our rooms.” 6 7 i i%@qumn%hgzge gtqggn out %
Thorpesmiled, remembering the B obe thlgf' < toof al enappear
time. He showed them out of the it P iod] o M ec'jr pageh a Ae:h v it
observatory, down the stairs and P = = anyF e;fteﬂﬁ%% reinuvr\;heltw
back to the main corridors of the e hgrgcah d?gfl anjw e sud dgﬁ dipoed
house. There, the monitors picked | d almost t y i p'IE)h
up their movements again. dOW and aimost went out. The
"9 ) 1 darknessloomedall around heg and
LA (B threatened to swallow her up. “Oh,
ette lay on top of her guest A please, please,” she pleaded to the
ed, in the nightdress the ] candleunder her breath. “Don’t go
housekeeper had found for her. R ) out. Not herel Not now!”
Her mind danced with scenes from | The candle guttered once more,
The Mysteriesof Udolpho, Dracula [ I} then rose up as bright as ever,
and TheHaunting of Hill House. She |/} surrounding her with its comforting
stared at the ceiling. 4| glow. Fayetteheaved asigh of relief.
“Cursethe day | ever found that She'd better stash these papers
sectioninthe TARDISlibrary,” she "T 1 somewhere safe before her candle
muttered. Wit suck uponher again. Fayetteglanced
Before she even considered iy down a her nightdress for pockets
undressing, she had explored every [ A 2 and found none. She sighed in
corner and every crevicein her room [ B8 . - s frustration. Seding nodlternative, she
and make sure dl the demons were 1 28 r_: folded and bosomed the papers,

chased out by candldlight. She/ deven
looked benesth her bed. Shefdt afool, but her candlewasstlll burnlng in
itsstand on her bedside table and shehad no intention of putting it out.

Thewindwhistled outside, driving theraindropsat thewindow panes.

The thunderstorm had passed by, leaving an overcast sky and alight
drizzle. Inthe slence, only Fayette' s nervous bregthing could be heard.

Fayette sighed again. “Listen, Fayette. You are not a scared little
girl. You are seventeen, ayoung woman. You' ve faced swordsmen,
crazed alienswith big claws, terroristsand drowning. | would liketo
see Stephen King face thethings | have faced for real. What right do
you haveto be scared of ghosts and hobgoblins?’

No one answered but her own subconscious.

“At lesst do not cower beneath anightlight,” she muttered in disgust.

Fayette gathered her courageand sat up inbed. Sheleaned toward her
bedsidetableand wasabout to blow out the candlewhen she stopped. She
had caught Sight of abattered nondescript writing desk sat inthefar corner
of the room, in arecess next to the window. The heavy drapes helped to
hideit from casua sight. Fayette'simagination conjured up 101 reasons
why the desk might have been deliberately hidden.

Her curiosity piqued, she climbed out of bed and, taking thecandlein
its stand, tiptoed across the bedroom to the forlorn desk.

Its ornate painted carvings were faded and the brass drawer handles
weregreenwith corroson. A thinlayer of dust covered thesurface, showing
its disuse. Fayette's curiosity overcame her discretion and she couldn't
stop hersdlf from reaching over and jerking thetop drawer openfor alook
indde

It was empty.

Thisdisgppointed her, but only for one moment. She shut the drawer
and hopefully pulled open asecond, smaler drawer below thefirg, then
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Adl anceat thedrawer toI d her that therewere more papersinside.
Shereached into get them.

Without warning, the candle expired, plunging Fayette into blinding
darkness. She had no matches or any meansto rekindlethelight. Outside
her window, thewind rose and began to moan, grating on her nerves.

What wasthat noi se?\Was someonetrying to enter her room? Were
the ghosts of this unholy place finally coming to spirit her away?In
her fright, Fayette didn’t realize that her imagination was playing
trickson her again.

Stifling a scream, she charged across the room, jumped into bed,
pulled the covers over her head and trembled.

Fayette stopped shaking after afew minutes of tense silence. No
demon with burning eyeshad burst into her room and carried her off.
No mysterious lurker with murderous intent had chainsawed her to
pieces. She poked her head above the covers and peered nervously
around her. Shewasalone.

Fayette breathed asigh of relief and lay silently in her bed, trying
to ponder the day’s events rationally.

Now that she thought about it, she saw nothing supernatura about
Morland Abbey. All it had was a bad reputation, enough dark cornersto
hide another house and afew creepy servants. They, like the house, dl
seemed to bewatching her closdly, and resenting her presence. It wasn't
pleasant, but there was nothing unnatural to worry about.

Her adopted father was distinctly troubled, however. They had
come herefor areason she couldn’t understand and she could seethat
hewas dlowly but surely building hisinvestigation. Sheremembered
how aert he'd grown as he stared through Thorpe's telescope. She
remembered hisinterest in the history of thishouse and that shooting
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star. The Doctor was following his own clear but hidden agenda. It
was a pity hewouldn’t let her inonit.

Her mind turned to the folded papers under her gown and how
she'd found them. They had obviously been hidden in the secret
drawer and she had come acrossthem by chance. Why had they been
hidden?Who had they been hidden from? Theletter had been written
to young M. Thorpe by his uncle but it had never b%n sent. Why?
Did Uncle Thorpe never get : ri
the chance?Did hediebefore
he could post the letter and
did the shooting star have
anything to do with it?

Something told Fayettethat {8
the papers she had stumbled §f¥§
upon were important in some
way. Papa might be interested
inseeingthem.

The wind began to moan ks
aganand Fayette'simagination |
startedtohear thingsinit. There
was no better time than the |
present, shethought, tofind her
adopted father and show him |
the papers. Hisroom was next §y
door and shewanted company.

Fayetteslently climbed out
of bed and walked softly tothe
door. Opening it slowly to &
prevent it from advertisng her B
presence, she stepped into the
halway. It wasdarker herethan
inher roomand Fayettefet her
way dongthewdls barkingher |/
shinsonthedecorativepanding
intheprocess. Stifling agasp of
pain, she rubbed her leg, then
moved onmorecarefully.

Without warning, a hand
reached out from adark acove
and stroked her cheek. It wes
stone cold. Fayette stood
paralyzed with terror. She
swallowed hard and forced
hersdf to look into the cove
toseewhat mongter waswithin. |

No wonder the hand was §
so cold. It was made of
marble! Fayette had bumped into astatue and the strokl ng of the hand
was caused by her swaying assheamost fainted. Shegiggledinrelief,
then broke off asan echo changed her laughter to amad, eerie sound
that reverberated through the halls and finally died away.

Just to make sure it was a statue, she tapped the marble arm. It
clinked reassuringly. Much relieved, Fayette grinned and mentally
scolded herself for being so easily frightened. She moved slowly
onwards, feeling her way along thewalls.

The eyes of the marble statue glowed as they watched her depart.

As Fayette approached the Doctor’s room, she froze. Something
was not right; she sensed danger. Thewalls of Morland Abbey were
watching her again, but nolonger seemed passiveand silent. Thistime
itwasn't her imagination. She couldfed anevil fromfar off andit was
coming closer by the moment.

| amlike a small creature swallowed whole by a monster, and the
mongter fedsmy tiny little movementsinside. Thewordscameunbidden
from Fayette's memory and she wondered what book she had read
themin. Whatever it was she swore never to have anything to dowith
that book again.

Eager to get away, sheran thelast few yardsto the Doctor’s door.
Fortunately for her, therewereno tablesor chairsin her way. Desperate
not to attract attention, she opened the door as silently as she could
and quickly stepped in.

The soft comforting glow of the candle on the Doctor’sbedside table

dispelled Fayette'sfears. Pgpawaslying on top of his sheets, not having
changed out of hisday clothes. Histightly denched handsindicated that he
waslocked inintense concentration.

Not wanting to disturb him, Fayettesilently shut thedoor and watched
fromacorner of theroom. Shebaskedin hiscompany, likeacold svimmer
being warmed by the sun.

TheDoctor’ seyesopened and hegazed at her for amoment. Findly he

e 25ked, “Can't deep?’

A look of concern crossed
his face. “You look pale,
Fayette. Does this place scare
you?

Shecursad hersdlf for herlack
of composure, ashamed by this
4 childishweekness. Shenodded
her head sadlly.

The Doctor got up and
crossed the room to her. “It
scaresmealittle, too. Here, give
meahug.”

They hugged each other,
each thankful for the other’s
presence. After a minute, the
Doctor kissed Fayettegently on
the forehead and released her,
motioning for her totakeaseet.
7 Pulling up another chair, he sat
next to her and asked, “ Tell me
A what brought you here, mafille”

“1 want to know what is
going on.” Fayette fixed the
Doctor with a stern look. “Do
{ youthink youcantell menow?’
§ The Doctor grinned

gpologeticdly. “1 leave you in
4] thedark sometimes, don't |7’

Fayette nodded.

The Doctor frowned in
thought, saying nothing for a
minute. Then hesaid, “I’'m not
redly sure. Thereis something
"1 ™| going on, but there are severd

14 dementsinvolved. Theshooting
dar, Thorpe'suncleésdegth, this
place's reputation. It's hard to
find atheory that can put them
al together.”

“Perhaps the shooting star was a spaceship?’ Fayette ventured.
“Nicededuction,” said the Doctor. “1 thought so too but that’s not the
only explanation. Very few spaceships cause tempora disturbances and
most timemachinesdon’t light up the Sky like meteors. No speciesthat |
know of that have time machines have any reason to be anywhere near
here”

Fayette remembered the pgpers under her gown. “That reminds me,
Papa, | have something to show you.” She pulled out the folded papers
and handed themto the Doctor. He unfol ded them and examined them by
candlight. Asheread, hebecameexcited.

“Thisisfascinating!” heexdamed. “ You vefoundolduncle Thorpe's
observations of the shooting star. These must have been made just days
before he died! Fayette, look at this. What'swrong with this picture?’

He handed Fayette a sheet of paper. Inthe dim candldight, she could
barely makeout asketch. Theseaand thediffshad beenroughedinandthe
shooting star was drawn in detail. There was something odd about the
picture, but shecouldn’t put her finger onit. She handed the sheet back to
the Doctor, shaking her heed.

“Norma meteorsdon’'t mekecoursecorrections” theDoctor explained,
“and thisonedid. It'sheading for acrash landing in thistrgectory but its
descent is dowing. Here's the trgjectory equation. Do you know where
thisthinglanded?’

“Near where you were looking with Thorpe's telescope?’

“Right,” answered the Doctor, surprised. “How did you guess?’
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“I cantel when something catchesyour attention. What didyousee?”  Soon he lost track of the time and his surroundings as he became
“A faint glow down aong the shore, near where | located the engrossedin hisresearch.

temporal disturbance.”
“So it isthe spaceship that's causing it?’
“1 would guess so, yes.”

Inthe servants wing, the housekeeper dowly walked dong the dark
hals. Dressad in her voluminouslinen nightcl othesunder awoolen shawl
and carrying alit candelabrum, she gazed around her, neither curious nor

Then Fayette redlized that she hadn’t yet seen thelast sheet of the  afraid, dert for anything out of place. Findly she came to her room and
papers. She wanted to see what it said. “What isin the letter, Papa? opened her door. Glancing around onemoretime, sheblew out thecandles,

May | seeit?

The Doctor glanced at the
letter, frowning. He seemed to
have been caught off guard.
“It's incomplete. | can’'t say
what it saysuntil I’ veread the
full copy.” He folded the
papers and put them in his
pocket, out of Fayette'sview.

She shrugged, quite
undaunted. “I know wherethe
others are. | will go and get |
them.” Sheroseand started for
the door.

The Doctor caught her
wrist and stopped her. “Do
you know what timeit is?’

She shook her head. !

“It's nearly midnight, the
witching hour.”

“Please do not say that!” |

“Sorry. It'smuchtoolatefor
youto beup. Here, degpinmy
bed, | rarely use such things.
Keepmecompany. Pleese? |

Fayette smiled and kissed [
himgood night. Shewent tothe
bed and crawled under the §
covers. She leaned toward the
bedside table and blew out the
candle Thedarknessenveloped
her, but with Pgpa close by it
wasmucheeser nottobedfrad.
Soonshehad drifted off todeep.

The Doctor st in the chair
beside the bed, watching her
while she dept. Running over Risx
the contents of the letter in his
mind, he shivered. It may have
been incomplete, but its point
wasvery clear.

“My dear nephew Arthur,
| fear that thismay bethelast
letter from me that you will [
receive. The shooting star |
catalogued last night has §:
unleashed horrors | do not [:
understand and can not relay
through quill and paper alone.
An evil is creeping over this |
house. | can no longer trust

any of my servants, save for my butler, Mr. Twite. | amwriting thisto
tell you not to cometo Morland Abbey. No matter what happens, stay
away. | hopethat Mr. Twite can deliver thismessage. For me, | fear it

may have been too late—*

Obvioudly, old uncle Thorpe didn’t get a chance to send it.

What had he dragged Fayetteinto?
77?7

sky was overcast but chances looked good that it would
clear up. To occupy histime, Thorpe sat at awriting desk,
comparing hisuncle’ snotesto hisown. He shivered dightly, feelinga
draft. Thenearby candleflickered once, waned, then burned asbefore.

M r. Thorpeworked eagerly away in hisattic observatory. The
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mm entered the dark room and shut
4 thedoor.
Thedicksof theturninglock
11 echoed through the hdls. The
i] sound of the bolt diding home
Al Was the last human sound in
il Morland Abbey that night.
"M Silencesettled onthehouselike
| avelvetpall.
: A migty drizzle did down
the window panes. The wind
had camed to dmost nothing.
The moon attempted to make
an appearance through the
d clouds, but only partially
il succeeded. Inside, the walls
seemed to sigh, asthough they
had been holding their bresth
until the humans were goneto
deep.
) Somewherein the housg, a
MY passageway opened and
somethingemerged. Anunseen
1 presence began to search the
4 hdls and arhythmic heartbeat
M| began resonating through the
house.
Morland Abbey had
awakened.
?7?7

ette was never quite
re when her dreams
ended and hard reality

began. Sherememberedlaying
in bed in the Doctor’s room,
her adopted father sitting
close by. She remembered
listening to the faint noise
1| resounding throughthehouse
| with the strange detachment
/| only dreamscan bring.
) The next moment, she
J (| realized that she wasn't
11| dreaming. The nightmare
‘11 soundswerered; thehousewas
| awakeand dtirring. Despiteher
thick covers, shefdt cold. The
surrounding darkness, passive
and benign when she'd fdlen
adeep, now pressed in on her
S avilly.
Shelooked for the Doctor and wasrdieved to ssehim il inhischair,
staring hard a the door to their room, listening to the faint sounds.

“Papa,” shemumbled groggily, “what isthet noise?’

The Doctor turned and gave her asharp look. Fayette could see him
working throughin hismind how hewasgoing to shield her fromthis. He
wasfrightened for her, asthough he feared she’ d taken al she could take
from Morland Abbey without snapping.

“It'snothing. Go back to degp, mafille” he tammered.

“Donot lieto me, Papa. | can heer it too!”

Shecould hear it. Shewasfully awake now so therewasno chance of
it beingadream. Thesound wasgetting closer. It waslikeagiant heartbeet,
aloud, hollow boom pulsing onceasecond. Andwasn'tit getting colder?
The source of the sound was gpproaching nearer by the moment, its




Season 29: The Abbey by the Sea

Trenchcoat

rhythmic booming echoing through the hallways and the rooms. Fayette
sat up excitedly.

“Papa, what is mmph!” The Doctor clamped a firm hand over her
mouith, preventing al speech. He stared a her commandingly, mouthing
“Bequiet!” Hehugged her tightly, lest any movement from her should give
them away. Fayette got the message. She stayed very ill and silent.

The demon gpproached their room from down the hallway. For one
heartpounding moment it stopped outside their door. Fayettewas glad of
theDoctor’ shand over her mouth becausewithout it, she d have screamed.
Shetried desperately to dow her breathing. Her agitated heartbeat must
surely be audible to the monstrous thing outside.

The thing scraped againgt the closed door. Its heartbeat resonated
through the room. Fayette conjured up wild images of the unknown
cregture that was trying to get in a them. As though aware of this, the
Doctor held Fayettetighter. Hiseyeswilled amessageat her: Keep quiet!
Keep quiet and it will go away!

Findly the demon, or whatever it was, seemed to lose interest and
resumed its course. It continued down the hallway and passed through a
door. Its heartbeat became muffled. The feding of terror went with it.
Fayette's own heart lightened.

TheDoctor rd axed and gently removed hishand from Fayette' smouth.
He bresthed asigh of relief, surethat theworst was over. Fayette madeto
speak but the Doctor stopped her with aglance.

“Keep your voice down,” he whispered. “It'sin your room.”

Fayette had to know. “What isit, Papa?’

“I don't know.” The Doctor was perplexed. “But it'sill close. Can't
youfed it?We' redtill cold.”

Fayette redlized that the oppressive cold 4ill surrounded her. She
remembered readingin somenove that asudden dropintemperaturewas
asure sign that an evil spirit was near. But this was no nove, this was
redity!

“Whet isit doing?’ sheasked fearfully.

“It'ssearching for something,” hereplied. “I can'ttell what itisunless
| go and seeit, but to do that would bevery supid. Whatever itis, it'sout
of place, wrong for thetime and probably hostile and dangerous.”

It scanned Fayette sroomusingitsadvanced night vision. It relayed dl
information back to itsmasters. It noted the folded clothes, the once dept
in bed and the lack of occupant.

Itsmagterstold it thet thewoman had |ft the room and was next door
with the other vigitor. They hadn’t been conditioned ether. The owner of
the habitation had not been found; thesetwo would haveto do for now. It
was ordered to fetch them.

Obeying, the demon moved back out into the halway, towards the
Doctor’sroom.

Insde, Fayette clutched at the Doctor. “1t's coming back.”

The Doctor tried to loosen her grip around hisneck. “Kegp cadm,” he
squawked. “Let mebreathe. Perhapsit’sreturning to base. Perhapsit will
smply pass by our door and leave usadone.”

The cold presence stopped outside their door.

“I should keep my mouth shut,” the Doctor muttered.

Fayette watched, horrified, asthe knob began to quiver and turn. The
demon scraped againg the door, pushing on it. Sheturned to the Doctor
and mouthed: “Did you lock the door?’

Tother horror, the door began to cresk open...

TheDoctor sprang off the bed and charged acrosstheroom. Hethrew
himsdlf againgt thedoor, damming it against theunseen horror without. He
heard something heavy bounceoff the oak and clatter againgt theopposite
wall. Grasping for the balt, he shoved it home. Standing back, he stared
cautioudy a the door, praying that he had done enough.

Thedemon charged againgt the solid oak door once, twice, threetimes.
The door withstood each attack. The demon launched itsdf again, its
pounding heartbeat pulsing faster with the effort, yet the door Hill held.
The Doctor crossed hisfingers.

Its magters watched. They were getting nowhere. These two humans
werenot important, the owner was. They would Smply havetotry again
the next night.

The demon stopped its assallt on the door. Its heartbeat resumed a
steady booming rhythm, which faded away asthe beast moved off, back
towhereit had comefrom. Theoppressivecold dispersed. Fayette stopped
shivering, sensing that the orded wasover.

Relieved, the Doctor dumped against the bedpost.
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rapestofill theroom with adim, soft glow. Fayettelay adeep

on the bed, clutching the pillow. At the foot of the bed, the

Doctor sat on achair. He had been facing the door all night, guarding
hisdaughter.

After awhile, he took his watch from his pocket: in his trips to
erasbeforedigital watches, heawaysfound it wiseto keep hishidden.
Glancing at it, heput it back and stood up. Hewent to the bedsideand
nudged Fayette gently. “Fayette, wake up.”

She started awake, gasping in fright. The Doctor laid acomforting
hand on her shoulder.

“It'sal right,” hesaid. “It'smorning.”

Fayette peered over the edge of the covers to confirm this, then
relaxed. Giving the Doctor aweak smile, she slumped back onto the
pillows. The Doctor leaned over and kissed her forehead. Standing
up, he moved over to amirror and began to straighten his clothes.

“You'd better start getting dressed.,” he said. “After last night,
you' re going back to the TARDIS.”

Upon hearing this, Fayette was overjoyed. Sheflung off the covers,
jumped lightly out of bed and skipped over to the door. She was
reaching for the knob when athought struck her. She turned on the
Doctor.

“Un moment, Papa, | am going back to the TARDIS? And what of
you?’

Hedidn’t turn around from the mirror. Hisvoice became level and
commanding. “I’'mgoing to stay and finish theinvestigation.”

It wasthelast straw! “ Stop treating me asthough | am breakable!”
Fayette exploded. “You can not work on this by yourself! How will
| know that you areall right?’

“That's not important, Fayette.” The Doctor’s voice rose at her
outburst. “This place is too dangerous for you. | can't let you be a
distraction to me.”

“You are a mortal like me, Papa. It is better that we stay close
together!”

The Doctor glared at her. “For once, why don’t you do asyou're
told? Thisisfor your own good! You are going back to the TARDIS
and you are going to stay thereif | haveto tie you to the console!”

Inahuff, Fayette strode to the window. This place was getting too
stuffy for her. She flung open the drapes and found hersdlf in the
spotlight of the sun. Once the casement was pushed open, a light,
fresh breeze entered the room, bringing with it the sounds of the sea.

Fayetteleaned againgt the sill, drinking in the soft seaair. Sowly, her
anger cooled. Pgpawas just concerned about her, shethought. After last
night, she could seewhy he desperately wanted her out of theway. She'd
leave too, but not without him!

Then shelooked down at the shoreline. Her eyebrows shot up.

« -

“What?" The Doctor came to her sde and looked down at the sea
crashingagainst thediff walls.

“Isthat not where we put the TARDIS?’ she asked innocently.

The Doctor groaned. He had forgotten about thetide. What had been
level beach last night was so far under water now thet the TARDIS hed
disgppeared.

“Isthe TARDIS Al right?’ asked Fayette, concerned.

“Of course,” the Doctor replied. “A little water couldn’t hurt it.”

“But | am stuck here, aren't |7 asked Fayette.

“Don’'t sound so smug.”

Theseagullslaughed at him. The Doctor closed thewindow and glared
a Fayette, who didn’t try to sifle her amusement. He cast his eyes
heavenward. “All right, | guess!’ll let you stay. For awhile.”

There cameabrisk knock a the door. A fraction of asecond later the
housekeeper entered, bringing breskfast onatray. Sheseemed surprised at
seeing Fayetteintheroom, but theexpresson only lasted asecond. Sheset
the tray down on a table near the window and bobbed a brief curtsy.
“Good morning, | trust you dept well.”

Fayette couldn’t believe she heard this. She wanted to say, no we
didn’'t, something knocked on our door with a cannonball and tried to
bresk inand est usup. A glancefrom the Doctor stopped her. He stepped
forward.

“Madam, did you deep well last night?’

Thehousekeeper seemed dightly startled by the question, asthough

9

-I-he morning dawned clear. Sunlight filtered through the heavy
d
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until now no-one had ever seen fit to ask.

“Yessir, | did.”
“You didn’t see or hear anything unusual, did you?’
“ NO S‘ r.ll

“Tell me... what’ syour name?”’
“Jane, sir.” She answered all questions in the same way:

prance around in those wide skirted, tight waisted and probably
uncomfortable dresses that are now in fashion, thought Mr. Thorpe.
We can learn athing or two from the French.
Fayette' sfather followed. Did helook dightly distracted?Mr. Thorpe
greeted them amiably. “ Good morning, Doctor. | trust you dept well?
TheDoctor frowned, deciding not to answer that question. Hestudied

emotionlessly, saying only what was requnred Her name struck a Thorpe closdy. “How well did you deep, Mr. Thorpe?’ he asked.

chordinthe Doctor’smind and

The Doctor’s penetrating

released amemory. !

“1 knew a Jane once,” he i
said to himself. “Charming, [\
rational woman. If | told her B
I'd stayed at a house straight |
out of one of those novels she [
hated, she’'d scold me for [
having more sensibility than § ,
sense” Hestopped and smiled,
finding himself off topic. l
“How long have you worked |
here, Jane?’

“1 took over the post from
my mother, Sir, about tenyears |
ago. She served under old Mr.
Thorpe ever since he bought
the abbey from the monks.”  §

“How many servants are
in this house now?’

“Fivework here, sir.”

“How many when you
took service?’

“Ten, sir. Threedied ayear
ago, they wereold.”

“Why haven't the posts
beenfilled?’

“I told you, sir, no-one has
shown any interest in the §
positions.” :

The Doctor paced the M
room, closely watching the
housekeeper’sexpression.

“That shooting star ayear
ago,” hesaid. “TheoneoldMr.
Thorpe observed. Do you
remember it?’

“Yes, sr.”

“What do you remember?’

“It was bright, sir.”

“ Anything unusual ?’

The housekeeper gave the Doctor an uncharacteristically
condescending glance. “It wasthere, sir. That'sunusual initself.”

The Doctor sighed. This was getting him nowhere. “Thank you,
Jane, that'll beall.”

The housekeeper |eft the room and returned with a tray that had
obvioudy been meant for Fayette. After another brief bob shedeparted,
closing the doors behind her. The Doctor took his watch from his
pocket and checked it. In three minutes the woman had only blinked
twice. This house was weird, but its occupants were even stranger.

They monitored theconversationwithinterest. Thishumanwasdifferent.
He sensed something about this place that the othershad not and hewas
asking too many questions. Hewould have to bewatched more carefully.

Staring at the shut door for a minute, the Doctor shrugged, then
pulled chairs up to the table for himself and Fayette. Sitting down,

they ate their breskfast.
M replacing one of the thick volumes on its shelf.
The door to the library opened and the beautiful young
Fayette arrived, dressed in her usua long, white dress, sashed with
red. These mademoisellesdefinitely had astyleall their own: elegant
yet smple. She's far more attractive than the English ladies who
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r. Arthur Thorpewasinthelibrary, inspecting, then lovingly

afradl haveotherbusn% oattendto !

Wl tarewasdisturbing, It seemed
to Thorpe that the Doctor was
unduly interestedin hisanswer.
He grinned sheepishly. “I'm
' afraid | spent mogt of the night
sl in my observatory waiting for

v.] the sky to clear, occupying

'] mysdf with my uncl€'s notes.
| | actualy spend most of my
{ nightsup there; I'm beginning
tothink that | should vacatemy
il bedchamberspermanently.”

The Doctor gave an
obligatory smile. He gazed up
at thelongwall of bookshelves
| and the many bound volumes
on them. “All these are your
Y uncle'snotes?’

! Mr. Thorpe turned eagerly
to the shelves, happy to show
off his prized collection. “ Yes.
All the obsarvations, the fruit
of my uncle's thirty years of
agronomy, arecatd oguedhere”

“Every one?’ the Doctor
1 nodded gpprecidively.

“Would you care to see
them?’

Fayettewatched the Doctor
suspicioudy. What made her
think that he was planning
something that concerned her?
Why was he glancing
surreptitioudy at her from the
corner of his eye? She braced
hersdf for whatever trick the
Doctor wasgoing to pull.

TheDoctor shook hishead,
4 turning to Mr. Thorpe. “I'm

“That's too bad.”

TheDoctor glanced a Fayette again, then continued, “But I'm certain
that Fayette would be very interested in what your uncle observed.”

Fayette's heart sank. She rushed to his side and squeaked, “Papa, |
know nothing about astronomy!”

He didn't back down. “Exactly!” he exclaimed. “Mr. Thorpe, | think
it's about time somebody taught her, what do you think?’

Thorpelooked eager.“ Doctor, | agree! Andif | might havethehonour?’

Fayette glared murderoudy &t the Doctor. “Pgpa..” she growled. He
gently pulled her to oneside, out of range of Mr. Thorpe'shearing. “1 am
going to get you for this” she hissed.

“I'll tekethet risk.”

“How dare you shove me aside so casudly! How dareyou! | want to
help you, Pepal”

“Youareheping!” saidthe Doctor, soothingly. “ Let Thorpeshow you
theobservations. Try tofind out if other shooting starshave ever occurred
herebefore. If youfind any, remember thedates. Thismorningwon't beso
bad. Thorpe seemslikeavery niceman.”

Fayette nodded at thet, partialy mollified.

The Doctor squeezed her shoulder gently. “Please?’ he asked. “For
me?

Fayettesghed. “All right.”

“Good,” said the Doctor, happily. Heturned to Thorpe and ushered
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Fayette forward. “Your student, Mr. Thorpe.”

Asthe Doctor left thelibrary, he cast one more glance behind him
as Thorpe began telling Fayette about the constellations. Fayette's
eyeswidened in an expression of quiet desperation.

27?27

tside the library, the Doctor looked around. “Right,” he

uttered. “ Timefor agrand tour.” Heglanced in hispocket at

is small hand-held device, tuned to home in on pockets of

temporal disturbance. Seeing that thiswasthe only housein the area

and judging by the events of the night before, Morland Abbey must

have been radically affected by the temporal distortion, he thought.

Searching for the pockets of disturbancewould rather belikesearching
for the heart of a haunted house.

Onthemonitors, they watched ashewalked through thelabyrinthine
hallways.

Thedevicein hisshirt pocket remained mute. The Doctor walked
on. In the silence of the halls, helet his mind wander over the many
unanswered questionsin hisinvestigation. Why had Thorpe not heard
the sounds last night? What made his observatory a place where
Thorpe could work without being found by the“demon” ? Werethere
parts of this house that Thorpe knew about that the demon did not?
In most haunted houses, the situation was usually reversed.

That theory explained quite afew things, the Doctor thought. The
house was not haunted; it was under the influence of crewmembers
from some spaceship that sought to drive everyone away. As the
aliens were newcomers, they would not know the location of every
room and Thorpe could accidentally have found a hiding place. But
why were the dliens here? Was it Mr. Thorpe they were looking for
last night and if so, why?

Another question was the servants themselves. Why did they act
so strangely? Had the“ haunting” unbalanced themin someway? The
Doctor didn’t trust them at all.

Mr. Thorpe could be trusted, of that much hewas certain. Hewas
warm, friendly and blinked at thenormal rate—an important difference.
Perhaps he smply hadn’t been in Morland Abbey long enough to be
affected by it. The sooner Fayette was out of here, the better..

The device in his pocket bleeped faintly. A small temporal
disturbance was nearby. The Doctor quickened his pace and rounded
acorner. Heimmediately slapped his pocket to turn the device off.

Downthehall, apretty young maid wason her knees, methodicaly
scrubbing the floor. Stopping in her work, she gazed suspiciously at
the Doctor as he approached.

Thecold, stern stare sent shiversup the Doctor’ sspine. He slowed
his pace and madeto walk past her, putting on an unthreatening air as
hewould if suddenly faced with awatchful predator. What unnerved
him so0? The servants were norma men and women. They had made
no threatening movestoward him so far. Why did they makethe hair
rise on the back of hisneck?

Ashegazed levelly into those cold eyes, amemory rose from the
depths of the Doctor’s subconscious and plucked lightly at his
consciousness. He had seen this condition before, but where?

The cold, hard stare of the maid was such that the Doctor felt
forced to make up some excuseto explain histrespassing. “Um...I'm
afraid I’ velost myself in thisrambling house. Wheream |7

“You're near the sarvants quarters, Sir,” the maid answered evenly.
“Continue dong this halway and turn l€ft at theend and you' |l returnto
the library and Mr. Thorpe. That hdlway isthe servants wing, Sr.”

“Yes, | see. Thank you very much.” Smiling broadly to hide his
discomfort, he walked in the direction indicated. He could feel the
young maid’'s eyes burn into the back of his head until he finaly
turned the corner.

Thelong hallway wasfrugally decorated, asmight be expected in
the servants quarters. Doors to bedrooms lined both walls. The
Doctor decided to check oneout. Listening and looking to make sure
he was unwatched, he opened a door at random and stepped inside.

The occupant was on duty, asthe Doctor had hoped, and the room
wasempty. Silently closing thedoor behind him, helooked around. A
plain but immacul ate bed rested against onewall and asmall bedside
table sat next to it. A small dresser was nearby. The drapes were
drawn and the room was dark.

Opening acloset door, the Doctor found somedresseshanging. He
recognized them to be what Jane the housekeeper wore. Inside the
small dresser wereafew changes of off-duty clothing. A heavy Bible
rested on the bedside table and across had been hung onthewall over
thebed. “All very austere. We're closeto Scotland, too. Jane must be
Presbyterian,” the Doctor muttered.

No artwork, the Doctor mused. Nothing with eyes hanging from
the walls. Was it just coincidence that his constant feeling of being
watched had gone away?

He pointed the device around the room but found nothing of
interest. He switched it off and decided against searching the other
servants rooms. Probably they’d yield the same result. If anyone
was directly connected to the disturbance here, it had to be the
housekeeper; and now she had been vindicated. It seemed unlikely
that any of the lesser servants would be involved.

The Doctor let himself out silently. After checking to seethat he
wasn't being observed, he tried his device again. The “heart” of the
house was still far away. He dipped the device into the pocket and
crept along the hallway.

27?7

fter an hour, Mr. Thorpe redlized that tutoring Fayette in the

basics of astronomy wasn't as enjoyable as he had hoped.

The young woman had arather bizarre pattern of knowledge
on the subject. She knew nothing about the orbits of planets and the
mathematics involved yet when he mentioned the names of certain
stars, she' d react in asubtle way that suggested they were familiar to
her, amost asif she' d been to them herself.

This, of course, was impossible. Wasn't it?

Also, young Fayette seemed rather bored by it al. Shehad tried to
hide it, but he could see it. She followed his lectures dutifully, as
though following orders. The poor girl had evidently been dumped on
him quite unceremonioudly. Why wasthis?

Mr. Thorpe ran through in his mind what he knew of Doctor
Calonne, and redlized that it wasn’t much. The man must beforeign,
judging by his daughter, but he sounded English. He had carefully
kept much of hisbackground hidden. He seemed to bedriven by some
secret agenda and it had something to do with this house.

Dr. Cdonnewasawdl-mannered gentleman who seemed to meanno
harmto anybody, but it irked Thorpe that hewas hiding so much. Wasn't
the Doctor aguestinthishouseand didn’t hehavean obligationto beabit
morefrank with hishost? Thorpethrived oninformation, onereason why
he so enjoyed astronomy, and the lack of it infuriated him.

He carefully placed an open volume on thetable and pointed to an
entry. “Her€’s another shooting star my uncle ohserved about two
yearsago.” That was another thing, thought Thorpe, why werethese
two so interested in shooting starsin particular?

Fayette leaned over and glanced at the chart, date and sketch.
Thorpe could see that she could make neither head nor tail of the
trgjectory equation. “Where did thisland?’ she asked.

“Shooting starsrarely land,” explained Thorpe, lipping back into
his schoolmaster style. “Most of them expire in the air, or skim
acrossit. According to that trajectory, this star was skimming across
and back out into space. Tell me, what part of France areyou from?”’

“Welived in Paris,” Fayette answered, pouring over the notes.

“1 see.” Thorpe nodded. “What brought you to England?’

Thisman isasking questions, thought Fayette, is he suspicious of
me? She struggled to answer. “Well... my father isascientist and he
wanted meto learn more, so he decided to travel the world and teke
me along to study what we saw. Papa often saysthat travel broadens
the mind.” Fayette congratulated herself on her quick answer. She
hoped she had alayed Thorpe's suspicions.

Sheddliberately kept her eyesaway from me, Thorpenoted. She's
hiding something too. He dared not press the matter further. It was
improper to demand frankness from alady. From alady’s father, on
the other hand...

“Whereisyour father? He's been gone for sometime.”

“1 do not know,” answered Fayette distractedly. “He could bein
his room, | suppose.”

“Well...” Thorpe reflected on this. “I have to have a word with
him. Do you mind if I go? You may havefull use of thelibrary.”

11
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Fayette nodded agreeably.

“If you need anything, just ring for assistance.” Thorpe pointed to
asilken cord hanging onthewall.

Shelooked up and gave Thorpeawarm smile. “Merci, M. Thorpe.
I will befine.” ; /

Thorpe smiled back and
left thelibrary. When the door
clicked shut, Fayette relaxed
dightly. M. Thorpewasanice §
enough man, but his presence
made clear thought a little
difficult. Fayettetook thetime §
to assimilate the information
shehad learned.

Astronomy was a
disgusting subject, in a way. #
How dare they translate
something so beautiful asthe
starsin the sky into thesedry-
as-dust charts and numbers! B
Fayette  had barely [EAd
understood her hour long fxi
lecture, but she had managed
to grab afew facts out of the [*
chaos of Thorpe’steaching.

This area had a history of
shooting stars. In the uncle's |+
observations, five weref..
describedinthelast fiveyears, |
each roughly a year apart. | ..
Fayettecould guessthatthese ||
shooting stars, whichweren't |
ina“landingtrgjectory,” were
spaceships. Perhaps the one
that crashed a year ago was
one of these ships. L

Making an efforttopursue |
the Doctor’s usual train of | [.
thought, Fayette came up |,
with atheory piecing together
as many elements of the |:
puzzle as possible. A group
of aliens crash-lands on a
hostile planet. They areafraid
and do anything they can to |
isolate themselves from
curious onlookers; so they p
haunt a house and scare f§
people, likeold uncle Thorpe,
to death.

Fayette frowned. Papa
used to say that a scared fg
animal was the most |
dangerous. It wasn't really
surprising why her adopted father wanted her out of harm’s way. It
was understandable, but still frustrating.

Shesat down at the table and heaved abored sigh. Well, that wasit.
What should she do now, twiddle her thumbs? Shedid so, but wasnot
entertained.

Rising, she paced thelibrary, glancing a the rows and rows of books,
the portrait on the wall, the statue and the mounted deer’s head. She
paused there, remembering last evening and how sinister it had looked in
thedark. Inthelight, it just stared blankly down & her, asthough bemused
a whereit had ended up. Sheflicked its nose contemptuousdly.

The house is much more friendly by daylight, thought Fayette.
Perhaps the watchers only walk by night. Perhaps they melt in the
sun, or shriek at crucifixes. Perhaps the thing that roamed the halls
last night waslooking for her in hopes of drinking her blood...

Fayette shuddered. Maybe romantic novels would be better read
at bedtime.

12

Heaving ancther bored sigh, Fayette decided that shewould find some
way to make hersdlf useful. Sowhat if her adopted father dwayskept her
from themost exciting adventures? So what if he dways seemed to want
her just to stand around and look pretty? She could Hill be of help. If she

- : 9 didn't aleviate her boredom
soon, she might do something
crimind!

Taking the bound volume
from the table, Fayette
carefully put it back on the
shelf. She shivered. It was
drafty near the bookcases.

She scanned the titles,

thelength of theroomandwere
stacked from floor to ceiling.
Most volumes dealt with
astronomy (no surprise) but
] therewasasmall fictionsection
in amongst the notes. Looking
) closer, Fayette could see that

Wl they weredl Gothicnovels The

=M man had aweskness.

= One novel was The

Mysteries of Udolpho, one
4 of the original livres
| horribles. The Doctor’s
library had a copy of it, a
1 paperback reprint. This was
il a first edition. The Doctor
.4 would love a copy like this
4 and he' d eventakethetrouble
of going back in time to get
Mrs. Ann Radcliffetosignit.
i ..] He'd done that with his
4 il paperback version.

It For somereason, the Doctor

1 preferred a heavy, dusty first

4 editiontoalight paperback with

afancy cover. Why, Fayettehad
1 noidea.

As she knelt to inspect it,
her mind ran over the story. It
wasrather asilly one. Readin
| a darkened room, it could
.| frighten you, but its plot
deviceswere so contrived, so
cliched, that a rationa mind
would find it hard to teke it
i seriously. (The book was
*1 stuck. Fayette pulled harder).
It had a maiden-in-distress
(ugh!) fleeing from the
clutches of a conniving old
aunt and her sinister husband (pull!) in this overbuilt old castle.
Udolpho had hidden chambers(allezvotrelivre stupide!), connections
with the supernatural, a very dark past (the book finaly gave) and
secret passages, much likethe onethat now opened up before Fayette.

Secret passage?

Aghast, Fayette stared at the book in her hand, goggled at thedark
spaceleft where asection of shelving had swung inward, then put two
and two together.

She strained to seeinto the passageway but it wastoo dark. A cool
breeze drifted into theroom, carrying afaint smell of the sea. Fayette
glanced around thelibrary for alit candle, but saw none.

She sighed. No candles, no trip down the passageway. Shewould
have to wait until Papa came back before she could tell him what
she'd found. He would probably tell her then to stay in the library
whilehe explored, perhaps getting himself into trouble. Therewasno
aternative, however. To explorethe dark passageway without acandle
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wasnot asmart idea. With her luck, the candlewould probably expire
anyway. Fayette made to close the secret door.

Thedark passageway yawned invitingly at her. Fayette'scuriosity
began to tug at her, stifling her common sense. Perhaps she could
check afew yards of the passageway herself and then quickly come
back. Maybethere' d belight alittle further on. Tentatively, she stood
up and crept into the blackness.

From the door of the library, the housekeeper watched the young
woman enter the dark passageway. Foolish girl! Curiosity would be
her downfall. Silently she entered and approached one of the shelves
to the left of the opening. Finding a specific book, she pulled it out.

Fayette had barely walked six feet into the passageway when, to her
horror, thedoor started to close behind her. Rushing back, shedesperately
triedtopull it open, buttonoavail. Soon, it becameclear thet, if shewished
to continue to write with her right hand, she'd better remove it before it
became caught between the door and thewall.

Letting go, she watched in despair as the door closed with a
disturbingly final-sounding thud. She hammered against the oak
pandingwith her fists, making littlenoiseand bruising hersdlf painfully.
Finally, she gave up and leaned against the door, loudly cursing her
foolishness in the darkness.

Shewastrappedin here. Therewas nowhereto go but onward into
theblack tunnel. The smell of the seaenticed her, promising anexit to
the passage. Going forward was much better than staying till inthe
dark, thought Fayette. After aminute, she gathered her courage and
walked boldly down the passageway. Straight into a stone wall.

After recling for afew seconds, Fayette continued more cautioudly,
keeping one hand on the rough stonewall and feeling her way aong.

?7?7
ere were parts of Morland Abbey which were not regularly
used and the Doctor was in one of them. The stone stairway
was bare. The beeping device in the Doctor’s pocket guided
him up theflight of stairsinside an unused tower. He had walked the
length of the house and the steep stepswere beginning to tire him out.
He stopped to rest near a window that looked out to sea.

Gazingout, helet theseabreezewaft gently acrosshisface. Helistened
to the sounds of the seabirdsand theroar of thewavesfar down below. A
line of dark clouds was dowly approaching from the horizon. Another
stormwas brewing.

The Doctor sighed. Did the fates like to indulge in these clichés? He
took the device out of his pocket and he made a few calculdions. The
‘heart’ of the house, aminor source of tempora disturbance, was on the
same sde of the house asthe library. Another, smaller source, was even
closer. Hehad dmost goneinacircdle Remembering that hehad | eft Fayette
inthelibrary, he hoped that she wasn't too close to the potentia threat.

Heshivered, fedingasudden senseof beingwatched. Helooked out the
window again and saw agargoyle perched near theroof, glaring out to sea.
TheDoctor chuckled. “ Getting alittleoverwrought mysdlf,” hemuttered.
He pocketed the device and hurried onward.

The watchers followed him on their monitors. What was this man
doing with a device obvioudy not of thistime or planet? \Who washe?
None of the watcher srecognized him. Which servantshad had contact
with him? Their memories had to be checked.

They started with the housekeeper, her memoriesshown aspictures
on the monitor screen, flickering backwards. There was this man at
breakfast, this man with Mr. Thorpe after dinner, this man walking
down a hallway, thismaninthelibrary, thisman at thefront door, this
man leaving the TARDISon the beach...

They stopped at that picture, focusing on the police box. Thiswas
positiveidentification.

They had found the Doctor.

?7?7
e Doctor emerged from the stairwell through aheavy oak door
that groaned loudly, as if protesting the effort of moving its
hinges.

Closing the door behind him, he decided to look at the nearest
sourcefirst. He crossed the narrow hallway and entered anondescript
drawing room.

The coldness of the room struck him immediately. The fireplace
hadn’t been used in ages, but that wasn’t the reason. Thetemperature

seemed to have dropped ten degrees as soon ashe crossed thethreshol d.
He sensed that he was near the ‘heart’ of the house.

Taking the small device out of his pocket, the Doctor pointed it
around the room. It beeped most rigorously when pointed at one
particular section of paneled wall. Going over, the Doctor tapped it
lightly, listening to the distinctly hollow sound.

The secret panel was about the size of awindow and located four
feet above the floor. The Doctor felt the wall around it, looking for
hidden locksor catchesbut couldn’t find any. Hesighed in frustration.
Thiswas getting him nowhere.

Taking hiswatch out of his pocket, he checked thetime. He muittered
afew cdculations. “ Threein theafternoon, thetide should have gone ouit.
The storm wouldn't arrive for another hour and that should give Fayette
enough time to get back to the TARDIS and out of ham’s way.” He
nodded to himsdlf, satisfied. “The questionis, how do | explain Fayette's
sudden absenceand my own continued presencehere. Oh, well. I'll leave
that for when it comes up.”

Pocketing thedevice, the Doctor re-entered thehalway, making for the
library. Then henoticed, to hisdisquiet, thet the cold had followed him out
of the room. He shivered. It fdt as though the house was watching him
again. Hecould sensean evil will preparing to strike.

A firm hand dapped down on the Doctor’s shoulder and hegasped in
fright. He rlaxed when he saw that the hand belonged to Mr. Thorpe.
“Pleasedon’t dothat again!” hemanaged to say whilecatching hisbreath.

Thorpewas gazing & the Doctor with suspicious animosity. “Sir,” he
sad inadlipped tone, “I don't think you' ve been perfectly honest with
me”

“What do you mean?’

“I meanthat you' ve hidden your trueintentionsfromme. You havea
specificreason for being here, but you' renot tellingme. You'reinterestin
thishouseis beyond that of someweary traveller who stumbled here by
accident. You're asking questions like an investigator. | let you into my
house as my guest! Isthis a proper way to treat your host?’

The Doctor stared at Thorpe, unsure how to answer.

“You said that therewasagreat evil at work inthishouse,” Thorpe
continued. “Yet you are not like those superdtitious villagerswho'd
mistakeagoat for thedevil. Youlook likeyou' reconducting ascientific
investigation. | can respect that. | am aman of science. But if thereis
something wrong here, scientifically wrong, |, asowner of thishouse,
have aright to know!”

“Yes,” said the Doctor. “You probably do.”

Thorpe cocked his head, obvioudly puzzled. “Am | in danger?’

“Definitely,” said the Doctor forcefully. “I really think you should
leave here as soon aspossible.”

“That'sexactly what thevillagerssay, but | find it easier to believe
you. Now then, why?’

“l can’'t explain it to you.”

“Why?" Thorpe frowned again. “This sounds like more
superstitious nonsense!”

“Not at al, my conclusions are based entirely on science. It'sjust
that you wouldn’t understand them.”

“l amascientist, Doctor, | can understand whatever you may have
totell me.”

“No. This dedls with things that you haven't dreamt about. It
deals with areas of science that mankind has yet to explore. Things
you can't comprehend. You' d deny their existence.”

“Superstitious poppycock!” snapped Thorpe. “You're saying
that science can't explain everything! If you can’t explain your fears
rationally to me, Doctor, then you must be dealing in superstition.”

“1 am speaking rationally, and the evidenceisonitsway. Listen!”

Heheld up ahand and they bothlistened. Last night’ sgiant heartbeat
was starting up again. The unseen entity was approaching. The sound
seemed to come from the drawing room the Doctor had | eft, moments
before. Immediately the Doctor thought of the secret passage.

Thorpe, desperately curious, reached for the doorhandle to open
thedoor to the drawing room. The Doctor stopped him and shook his
head. They backed away slowly down the hall.

Thedoorknob twisted and the door opened. A black shapeabout twice
thesizeof asoccer ball glided into the halway and hovered afew feet off
the floor. It was shaped like an eye. The round lens of its pupil stared
blankly at the Doctor and Mr. Thorpe. Waveafter waveof coldrolled over
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themintimewith the deafening heartbegt. Itsengine, the apparent source
of thenoise, wasaglowing pand at thebaseof theobject, dso pulsatingin
time with the heartbeet.

“Anoptica tracker.” the Doctor muttered. “It'sabsorbing the heat
out of the air in order to power itself. No wonder the temperature
drops when it's around.”

“What?’ Thorpe goggled at the hovering cyclops.

“Never mind,” the Doctor whispered. “Just don’'t make any
threatening moves. It doesn’t seem to have ordersto attack, but-"

A pand intheeyeopened and athin, gleaming nozzl e poked out, aimed
at thetwo men.

“Run!” The Doctor shoved Thorpe aong the hallway and ducked
as abolt of energy sizzled over his head, exploding the wall. They
pelted down the hallway, the cyclops not far behind. They rushed
through thelibrary doors and dammed them shut, locking and bolting
them securely.

“What was that thing?’ exclaimed Mr. Thorpe, his composure
completely shaken.

“An optical tracker. It's been searching the halls a night.” The
Doctor muttered this to

“She's out there, somewhere!”

Asif mocking him, the heartbesat of the cyclopsresonated through
the room. Thorpe stared fearfully at the door, terrified by this red,
but inexplicable danger. He reached up beside the door and pulled
frantically at a cord, yanking out a simple rhythm.

“What are you doing?’ asked the Doctor incredulously.

“I"msummoning my servants, Doctor. They’ rein danger out there.”

“1 know that, but they're-"

“If they come by the servants' door, hopefully they’ |l avoid that...
that...”

“But you mustn’'t summon them, they’re-” The Doctor stopped
and shook hishead. Thorpewastoo frightened and confused to listen.

The cyclops hovered outside the library door.

2727
ette had followed the tunnel for sometime. It was still pitch
F%rk but fortunately for her, the only bats or dragons she
encountered were in her imagination. The sounds of the sea
were much louder now and the breeze blew chill through her dress.
Fayette tried to push the cold to the back of her mind. Therewasno

himself, explanationsclicking
into place for him. “It's
obviousthey havecamerason
every level andinevery room,
watching us, but they were
looking for someone specia
their cameras didn’t pick up
at night. Who... Mr. Thorpe
in his observatory. Why?
They'reafraid of himfor some
reason. Maybe these aliens B
havebeentryingtoisolatethis
placesincethey arrived ayear
ago. Something went wrong B
and Uncle Thorpe and some [
of his servants died. Mr.
Thorpe's only been here a [
week and he hasn’t been
conditioned... The servants
haveall beenconditioned!”  F

Another thought struck him. B
“Why arethey getting sofrantic
now?| haven't beenconditioned
but they could have come for
me a night. What have | done
to dtract ther attention?’

The device in his pocket
beeped softly. He glanced &t a §
section of bookshelves. Going
ove, heexaminedthemdosdy.
Hesaw hairlinecracksoneither
sde This mugt be the facade
for another secret passage, the
Doctor thought. Unless he did
omething, thedienscouldcome
through hereand get them.

Searching through his
pockets hefoundasmal damp
that belonged to a tool chest |ji
back in the TARDIS. He
thanked heaventhat hehad been
too messy to put it back. The
secret door was such that it
opened into the passageway. f
Placing the dlamp over one of LIS |
thejoints, hescrewedit tight. Herepeetedtheprocedureontheother joint.
“There,” he muittered. “Let them try to open the secret door againgt 200
pounds per square inch of pressure” He glanced around the room and a
disguieting thought struck him.

“Where'sFayette?’ he demanded. Thorpe started, glanced around
and gestured helplessly. A wave of despair rushed over the Doctor.
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To her delight, she sensed
3 the tunnel becoming lighter,
o signaling that the end of her
§ journey was near. Eager to be
out, she hurried onward and
tripped over acrate. Lyingin
 anundignified hegp, shenursed
her bruised shins and cursed
the day the TARDIS had
brought her here. Oncethepain
subsided, she looked at what
i1 had felled her.

2  Thecrateslooked new and
@4# dust-free, showing that the

eedly, reveding dozensof thin,
metal cylinders. Curious,
Fayette picked one up and
ooked at it closely.
) The metal was mostly
i smooth, except for a small
button at one end. The whole
thing wastechnologically out
of placeinthisera, that much
gl Fayetteknew, and Papawould
i beextremely interestedin her
find. Fayette took two and
§ shoved them under her sash.
Other crates were stacked
along the tunnel wall further
on. As Fayette walked, she
'l began to hear another noise
above the roar of the sea. It
i was a deep and level hum,
i| increasing as the light grew
brighter along the passageway.
Turning acorner, she was
i] out. She was perched atop a
wide ledge in a huge cavern.
Ingtinctively, feeling exposed,
shelay down on her stomach
'i' and peered over the edge.
= : The deep and level hum
came from a sguat spaceship, twenty feet below her. Crates and
equipment had been set out on the dry, enclosed beach and the sea
entered under awide arch on the other side of the cavern. Theledge
shewasonfollowed the cavernwalls, gradualy sloping downwardin
anatura ramp to the cavern floor. Smaller tunnels led off from the
ledge and Fayette wondered if any others led directly to the house.
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There was nobody about and Fayette toyed with the idea of going
down to have alook around. Movement below sent her shrinking back.
Then she carefully pegped over the edge to see what was going on. A
hatchway on the Sde of the spaceship opened and one of the occupants
prepared to leave it. Fayette strained her neck to get agood look at the
creature but it wasn't until it was out in the open that shegot aclear view.

She recognized the adien

the unconditioned humans in the house. Thorpe was important no
longer, and could be disposed of. They fired smultaneously.

??7?

. “I know that sound!”

he exclaimed and everything

e sound of energy fireand Thorpe' sscreams brought the Doctor
fully aert

became crystal clear to him. He had to get away.

“Don’'t move, Doctor!”

|mmed|atd¥.) . Vi I il {1 / i ”;,’gr Before the Doctor had
s ™ ﬁ E k T |-| v y I.[LLI#‘. ||"I JIII!;II il mOVaj, the houﬂ(%pa’ was
utside  Morland J:1 [ =1 i -H. h .r_{-.h\ i II covering him with an
Abbey, the storm ANEE [[| [ ".&jh'ﬂ.',;l; I advanced laser pistol. Her
arrived and the skies — -t}'-f'ﬁ].- L F | stern expression was
opened. The thunder shook | M T | | T “-a r||' f unchanged.
the abbey’s foundations and || &1 |16 |11 HiB il ..".'Illr_'-: il The Doctor desperately
the lightning brilliantly g\ \ {r"".i';;'-' i1 tried to think of someway to
illuminated the darkened ; . I-T"ﬂ U4 divert her. “But your master,
rooms. | f‘ o ﬁ AR |IE  Mr. Thorpe—* he
The servantsweredl inthe ] | | SRl lh 14 stammered.
library now, mantaininganesrie . s I\ i? The housekeeper shook
silence. The Doctor ignored [+ 7T ; PN il her head. “He's been
them as best he could. Heaso Ji* 1 :| y \ I ||Il|'|'||'|'|l'|I W i exterminated, Doctor, and
tried to stop worrying about §— | e I il —_==={ you will be too if you try to
Fayette, though he had an idea | = ¥ '-'|' LA =
whereshemight havegone. He i}.| s M !!:t' 4 Reluctantly, the Doctor
had to keep adlear mind to get il \ ALl @ ~] raised hishands. Heheard the
out of this desperate position. 1 I-e. hil ) ) .= sarvants door being pushed
Mr. Thorpe was not lﬁ 'H""l == —=| open behind him. He turned
hendlingthesituationvery well. Iju } i'1 — ~==] andwatched it with mounting
He had never faced something ”l i |l dread. A dark shape could be
likethis before and could think ! ceon behind it. A flash of
of no scientific explanation for g%, lightning illuminated the
it. Theman relied upon science L. H nawcomer.
asasecurity blanket, theDoctor In the doorway, its gun
thought. Now that it proved “----.___-______ trained upon the Doctor, stood
unreliable, hewasreedy tosnap. == the suat shape of aDalek
The storm outside was not 599 '
helping matters. = / P
A brilliant flare of lightning |, = QIR ) ette remembered the
pushed Thorpe closer to the 4 * i ory the Doctor had
edge “Whatarewegoingtodo? \\ i b "\‘ told her about the
he shrieked, nearly hysterica. \ St I"\\I. " %] Daleks. Hewasexplainingto
“Wemust leave at oncel” H'-ﬁ 5 e s #2#4 her why he always got so
“Cam yourself, Arthur!” ‘; ‘-\M = S M;Z involvedinrightingwrongson
the Doctor shouted. “You'd | gk s = A" === every planet they visited, not

never makeit out of thishouse!
Besensible, man! You' reascientist!”

Thorpecamed dightly, glancing at the Doctor nervoudy. Hewastill
very much on edge, but hewastrying to say rationd.

The cyclops seemed to tire of waiting and launched an attack on the
door. It fired at thewood, making thethick oak bulgeand buckleinward.

Thorpe snapped. He turned and rushed for the servants door. The
Doctor anticipated this move and met him there, holding the door shut
with al his weight. “You can't go out therel” he shouted, desperately
trying to reestablish contact with Thorpe's sanity. “You'll bekilled!”

“We reasgood asdead in here! Asgood asdeed! I'll takemy chances
out therg!”

The housekeegper who, with the others, hadn’'t moved or spoken since
she arrived, placed a hand to her temple and visibly concentrated. The
Doctor stared a her in horror. Was shereceiving amessage?

Waetching this, the Doctor was too distracted to see Thorpe's fist
coming until thelast second. He reded againgt the doorframe and by the
timehe d recovered, Thorpewasgone.

27?27

orpe raced down the haunted corridors of Morland Abbey,

desperateto get away. Histurbulent imagination saw acyclops

in every corner; every hallway contained some unspeakable
terror. Only some of those horrors werered...

Thorpe ran into their sights and stopped dead. These crestures were
like nothing he had ever heard of, or imagined. They glided adong the
corridor towards him, guns at the ready. Thorpe let out onefind scream.

With the Doctor here, there was no need to hide, or worry about

that she disagreed with such
actions. He had started by saying, “ There are cornersin thisuniverse
that have bred the most terrible things. Things that work against
everything that we believein. They must befought.” Then hetold her
about his many battles with the Daleks.

Themetd casing of the Daekswasredly an amoured carriage, she
reminded hersdlf. Insdethe casngwasaliving cresture, ashape esshlob of
flesh that had mutated from aonce-great humanoid race and depended on
its covering to survive. The mutation had made them bitter and ruthless
creaturesthat sought to destroy andendavedl lifeformsunliketheir own.

Atonepointintheir history, they had dmost conquered thegdaxy, but
now they werearacein decline. After aseries of disastrous defeets, they
attempted to revive their creator, Davros, who was il partly humanoid.
He wanted to totaly rule the Daleks, however, and ended up bresking
with the Daek Supreme and starting a Daek civil war. Davroswon and
was crowned Dalek Emperor.

Papafeared Davros. Without him, the Daeks had many wesknesses
that could be used to defeat them. With Davros as emperor, those
weaknesseswerebeginning to be phased out andif somethingwasn't done
soon, the Daekswould again bein aposition to conquer the gdlaxy. The
Doctor had tried totrick Davrosinto destroying himsdlf by letting him get
hold of a power source he couldn’t control. However, the Doctor was
never sureif he had done away with Davros permanently.

Davros Daleks were distinguished by the fact that they were
painted white and the sensor hubs that dotted the lower part of their
casingswere gold. Thetwo Daleks below Fayettefit the description.

Fayette shivered, remembering what the Doctor had told her about
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Dalek conquest. That aforce of Dalekswas on Earth in this erawas
not good news, but it explained everything. Dalek spaceshipshad the
ahility to travel through time, afrightening prospect to say the least,
but the Dalekshad never used their ability to deliberately alter history.
The ship’s presence explained the ‘temporal distortion’. Once here,
the force of Daleks would do the utmost to keep prying eyes away.

What should she do now? Confronting the two Daeks guarding the
ship below was out of the question. She couldn’t go back into the
passageway because she didn’t know how to open the secret door. She
could follow the three other Daeks that had moved down another

ay but she blanched &t that idea. Therewere other passageway's
and shehoped that they, too, lead back into thehouse. Theimportant thing
wasto find Papaand warn him as soon as possible.

She picked out another passageway near the one she had travel ed.
To stand up would bring her out in the open but the two Daleks were
looking the other way and the distance to the tunnel entrance was
short. She decided to chanceit.

Fayettegot up assilently asshe could but in doing so, sheaccidentally
didodged asmdl stone. She watched in horror asit rolled off the ledge,
pinged off the hull of the spaceship and rapped a Dalek sharply on the
eyestak. It turned and stared at her. She bit her lip fearfully.

“Intruder!” the Dalek grated. “ Exterminate!”

Fayettefell to her somach asabolt of radiation hit thewall where
shehad been standing, sending shardsof stonein every direction. She
felt the heat of the next shot asit missed her by inches. She grimaced
in pain as stone shrapnel showered around her.

Fortunately for her, the ledge provided ample cover, but she was
pinned there, as she found out when she raised her head to check her
position and another bolt of radiation missed her by inches. Covering
her head against another wave of stone debris, Fayettedecided tolie
flat and pray for amiracle.

Sheheard one Dd ek turntotheother and say “Bring thefemaeherel”

“| obey!”

Peering cautioudy over theedge, shesaw oneDd ek glideoff theramp.
It moved acrossthecaverntothebeginning of theledgeand begantoglide
up the gentleinclinetowards her. The Daek below covered her position,
making it impossible for her to get away. Within a minute, unless she
thought of something, she would be captured, or worse!

Sheran over what the Doctor had told her about the Daleks. Not only
did they have particle beams, which they used themsdves aswell ason
their ships, but they aso had anexplosivesubstanceknown asDa ekanium.
Dalekanium was very powerful and versatile. It could be deployed in
anything from doomsday bombsto smadl, but effective grenades.

Thethought of the grenade released amemory. Shedidn’t quitegrasp
the principle of agrenade but she remembered the Doctor telling her thet
every dvilization had them. Their shgpes ranged from goose eggs, to
spheres, cubesand long, thin cylinders, thelatter alot likethetwo objects
shehad found and hidden under her sash!
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Shepulled out oneof thecylindersand examinedit closdly. Thebutton
wasthere, dl right, located at oneend. It was probably the detonator. The
middleof thecylinder had ahairlinejoint and both ends could betwisted.
Therewere markings acrossthejoint in ascript she could not recognize.
Thishadto bethetimer. Itlooked Smpleenoughfor her to handlehersdlf.

Sheglanced a the Da ek approaching her ontheledge, now fifty metres
and aturn away. All she had to do was twist the Daekanium grenade,
pressthe button, let it roll down the gentleincline of theledge and boom.
Therewere problemswith thisidea, but it was her only chance.

TheDaek wasthirty metresaway. Fayettetwisted thecylinder dightly
and pressed thebutton. A small indicator light began flashingand sheknew
she had to hurry. She set the grenade down and flicked it. The cylinder
begantorall.

To digract the Daek, she picked up asmadl, round, fis-sized stone.
Sherolled onto her back and carefully judged the throw. The Dalek was
now twenty metres away. Fayette hurled the gone with al her might. It
bounced off the Dalek’ seyesta k, goppingit whileit took timeto refocus.

TheDdek turned ontheyoung woman. “ Resistanceisfutile! Stand or
beexterminated!” Seeing nodternative, shedowly got up. Shewatched as
the grenade rolled up and silently came to rest at the base of the Dalek.
How powerful were those things? She backed away dowly.

The gun was trained on her in an instant. “Do not attempt to
escape! Do so and you will be exter-"

TheDalek never finished. It wastorn apart by thegrenade. Fayette's
elation turned to horror when the shockwave picked her up and
hurled her backwards. Her mind screamed “ The edge! The edge!”

It wastoo late. With ascream, Fayettewas hurled of f the ledgeand
down to the ground, twenty feet below.

72?7
ree white and gold Daleks surrounded the Doctor. His hands
remained raised over his head but he had composed himself,
facing hisenemieswith dignity.

“You arethe Doctor!” one Dalek began.

“What, don’t you know?’

“Do not try to deceive us!” grated another.

“1 wouldn’t dream of-”

“Silence! You arethe Doctor!”

“If you say s0.”

“You are an enemy of the Daek race!”

“Let me guess what happens next,” the Doctor muttered.

“You will comewith us!”

“What?' Thiswasn't thenormal Dalek response. “You'regoing to
keepmealive?’

“You can be of useto us!”

“You'll find me an uncooperativedave.”

“That isirrelevant!”

“If you say so. Tell me, what did you do to this place?’
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The Daek hesitated, considering the Doctor’s question. It decided to
answer. Maybe then thisirritant would shut up.

“Our spaceship entered this time period five Earth years ago. Four
yearsinto thesurvey our engine systemsdevel oped ma functionsand we
crashed here. Sepsweretakentoisolatethisplacefromthelocd inhabitants
until help could arrive. Wetook over thishabitation, duplicated theservants
andexterminated theoriginas. Wehavebeen repairing our communications
system, damaged in the crash, since beforeyou came here.”

The Doctor seethed. The Daeks had wantonly murdered the people
that used to live here. Controlling himsdlf, he commented dryly, “You
made afew mistakesin your duplication process, didn’t you?”

“Four people, including theleader of thishabitation, weretoo wesk to
endure duplication process.”

TheDoctor’sanger intendfied. Hecouldimaginetheterror of Thorpe's
servantsastheDaeksinvaded. Heshuddered at their fate. Daek duplication
was aprocess of cloning. The victim was strgpped to amechine and his
memory was scanned by computer, copied, dtered to suit the Daleksand
then deposited into a clone of the victim. The process was excruciating
and, with extermination waiting at theend, it wasaneedlesstorturebefore
dezth.

Then something the Dalek said grabbed the Doctor’s attention. “\Wait
aminute. You were here, in orbit around Earth, for five years?’ he asked
increduloudly. “Why? What is this survey—*

The Daek, tired of this conversation, shot him.

Thelow-grade bolt sent the Doctor to the floor, bent over double and
gasping in pain. The Daek looked down at him and grated “ Stand!”

“How on earth do you expect meto—"*

The Ddek shot him again. The Doctor groaned in agony. The Daek
repeated itsorder. “ Stand or be exterminated here and now!”

The Doctor gazed up at the three Dalek guns pointed at him. Daleks
usudly meant what they said. Painfully, he stood up, then staggered.

Without being bidden, the housekeeper silently stepped forward and
gently propped the Doctor up, staying there and taking most of his
weight. The Doctor noted this uncharacteristically compassionate action
with surprise. The Daleksdidn’'t seemto care.

“Follow!” grated their leader. Helped dong by the housekeeper and
flanked by thethree Dd eksthey headed for thebookshelf. The passageway
didn’'t open.

“Your interference, Doctor, isonly aninconveniencel” Asif toprovea
point, the lead Dalek shot a the damp holding the passageway shut.
Paper went flying everywhere and the doorway cresked open.

“More destruction,” the Doctor muttered. The housekeeper’s face
remained gernandemotionlessasshehd ped himaong, intothe passageway.
Before the last Daek entered, it turned on the other, silently waiting
servants and ragped “ Continue with your duties”

The door shut behind them. Outside, the storm raged on.

2?77

ette woke with a splitting headache and the bright lights
idn’t help any. She groaned painfully and wondered where she
was.

Thememory of the fight came back to her & once. She remembered
Dalek fire bardly missng her. She remembered using the grenade and
blowingaDa ek to pieces. Sheremembered being blown off theledgeand
faling... Now shewashere.

Shetried to get up but her arms and legs would not respond. For one
horrifying moment, she thought she was paralysed. But soon it became
clear that this was not the case. She could definitely fed her legs: they
ached badly. Something was resgting their attempts to move. Her arms
were pinned too.

Opening her eyes, Fayette found hersdf donein asmal whiteroom.
Theonly door wasclosed, probably locked. Her arms, chest and legswere
shackled to ashelf, holding her taut. Even her neck washeld downwitha
shackle. There was no hope of escape.

Sherdaxed her aching body asbest asshe could. Her cutsand bruises
weresharpidandsof paininthegenerd ache. Shelickedthesideof her dry
mouth and could taste blood on her lip. The Daleks had just shackled her
here and |ft her with no thought to her condition. Was this the way all
Daleks trested their prisoners? From what Papa had told her, it was in
cheracter.

Atleast shewasdive. Butwithlifecameanxiety. What would they do
withher?

27?7
ey emerged onto theledge Fayette had been on before. Part of
the cavern wall had been blown away and rubble of stone and
metal lay everywhere. Miraculoudly, the ledge had remained
intact after the explosion. The Doctor eyed the damage with interest.

“ Something happened here?’ he asked innocently.

“A Dadek unit was destroyed by a Da ekanium grenade!”

“Accident?’

“Your companion!”

“Fayette? She'sdive?’

“Weareholding her!”

“Shehad better bedl right.”

“Youwill bewith her shortly!” thelead Dalek grated.

They continued onward, passing the exploson Ste. “That'smy girl,”
the Doctor muttered, smiling to himsdlf.

They reached the cavern floor and approached the deek, metdlic
spaceship. It was no more than 15 feet high, a small ship by Daek
Standards.

TheDoctor scanned what he knew about the Da ek military and made
aquick caculation. “ Sothereareonly fiveof you now that your comrade's
been destroyed, | see”

The lead Ddek ressted the urge to turn and shoot the Doctor once
again. Why did this busybody never cease asking questions? “You are
wrong!” it said, amogt joyfully. “We have four. One Daek unit was
destroyed upon crashlanding! No more questions, Doctor!”

The Doctor wisdly decided to shut up.

He could walk without being supported now and he made to teke his
weight off the housekeeper. The woman immediately stepped back and
let him stand on hisown. The Doctor gazed & her, puzzled at her show of
kindness. “Thank you,” hesaid quietly. Thehousekeeper curtsed dightly
then walked behind him up the ramp.

The Doctor gazed up &t the spaceship before hewastaken in. Hefelt
like hewas entering ahornets nest.

27?7

ette?”’
Py The familiar voice woke Fayette from dreams of pain. She
looked sidewaysat thedoor to her cell and saw her adopted
father, flanked by Dalek guards, staring at her in horror. Her heart
sank. So he was a prisoner too. There was no hope now. “Papa,” she
croaked, choking back thetears.

The Doctor strodeto her side. Carefully heinspected her cutsand
bruises. There was anasty gash on her forehead and abrasions down
her right cheek. Theblood hadn’t been cleaned away and so made her
condition look worse than it actually was, but this was inhuman.

“Why isshelikethis?’ he hissed, turning on the guards.

“Sheisour prisoner!” aDalek grated in reply.

“That’'sno excuse! Haveyou no compassion?’ Hechecked himsdlf.
“Nope, sorry, forget | asked that.”

“Your questionisirrelevant! You will cooperate with us!”

“Not if sheremainslike-”

The Doctor was hit by a low grade shot and he was slammed
against the wall. Pain ripped through him. He heard Fayette scream,
terrified but unableto interfere. The sound galvanized him. He pulled
himself upright.

“Let me put it this way,” he managed. “Either you release my
companion or you will receive no cooperation. None of your threats,
noneof your torture, not even killing mewill changethat. What does
it matter if she'srestrained or not?We' relockedinacell! How canshe
be athreat to you?’

The lead Dalek paused, then asked, “You will cooperate if we
releaseher?’

Heheard Fayette gasp“Non!” and he motioned for her to bequiet.
“Yes. | will do asyou say.”

Thelead Dalek turned to one of itsunderlings. “ Release her.” The
second Dalek turned to apanel and activated acontrol. The shackles
holding Fayette opened and she breathed more easily. Thelead Dalek
turned back to the Doctor. “You and your companion will remain
here! When the time comes, you will be taken to the control room
where you will repair the damaged systems. If you do not cooperate,
you will both be exterminated!”
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The Daeks glided back. Once they were clear of the cdll door, it did
shut behind them, leaving the couple aone.

“Damnthem,” the Doctor muttered. He saw Fayettestruggleto get up
but hewaved her down. Hewent to her Sde and began examining her for
broken bones. When he found that there were none, he heaved asigh of
relief and helped her to her feet. They sat onthefloor of thecell whilethe
Doctor cleaned Fayette' swounds with his handkerchief.

“Fayette.”

“Ouli, Papa?’

“When | say never to go anywhere strange on your own, that applies
to dark secret passagewaysaswell.”

Fayette grinned. “ Yes, well, | know that now.”

“| was worried about you.”

“After Mondeur Thorpe'slectures| could not resist looking into thet
passagewhen| foundit. If | had knownthe Daekswereat theother end...”
A thought struck her. “Whereis Monsieur Thorpe, Papa?’

The Doctor looked a her sadly. He decided to tdll her the truth: she
would know if hewaslying. “He'sdead.”

Fayettegasped, “ Il et mort?’ Her eyesbegantofill withtears. Things
went from bad to worse!

The Doctor thought that he couldn’t handle Fayette crying here. He
tried desperately to cheer her up. “I liked the way you handled the now-
laeDaek,” hesaid approvingly.

Shesmiled weekly, thenwinced asthe Doctor dabbed at asoregash. “|
remembered your stories about the Daeks and Daekanium grenades. |
picked up a grenade in the passage. There were others. You did not see
them?’

“| saw cratesinthetunnd but | didn’t get the chanceto stop and look.
Not bad the way you used the grenade. How did you get into this
condition?’

Fayette smiled reassuringly. “ That was my fault. They did not torture
me. Those Daekanium grenades are very powerful. The explosion blew
me off the ledge and | think | landed rather heavily. | cannot remember
landing.”

TheDoctor finished cleaning off her face. Hesmiled a her thankfully.
“I'mjustgladyou'redivel”

Shebeamed thenleaned forward to kisshim. Something jabbed her in
the somach and she cried out in surprise. The Doctor Sarted. “Whet is
it?’

Fayettereached under her sash and pulled out the second Dalekanium
grenade. Sheglanced around thecdll for cameras, but found none. Careful
for listening devices, shemouthed, “| thought they would havetakenthis
fromme!”

The Doctor took it from her gingerly. Sharing her caution, he said
quietly, “Perhgps they didn’t have time to search you. Daleks aren't
totaly rationd . Sometimesthey runonhateaone.” Hecarefully pocketed
thedeviceand kissed her. “ Youmay havegiven usachance,” wasthelook
Fayette saw in the Doctor’s eyes. She amiled triumphantly back.

27?77

e Doctor and Fayette sat against onewall of the cell, holding
each other. It was the best way to communicate, they felt,
without being heard by any listening devicethat might or might

not beintheir cell. It was also very comforting.

“What areyou going to do?’ whispered Fayetteinto the Doctor’s ear.

“I'll fix the engines and communications systems as they say,” The
Doctor whispered back. “If | can, I'll wirethisin and activateit on aone-
hour “fusg . Theexplosionwill causean overload and theshipwill explode.

“Thewhole ship?" asked Fayette.

“And much of the surrounding area.”

“Our chances of surviva are disma, n'est-ce pas?’ asked Fayette
soberly.

The Doctor gazed & her sadly. “ Yes, very.”

“What will hgppen to us?’

“ After we ceasebeing of useto them, we' Il beshat, if the ship doesn't
blow up firg”

“Oh.” Fayette pressed hersdlf closer to her adopted father. Shesobbed,
“Papa, | anscared.”

He heaved ashaky Sgh and squeezed her gently. “Metoo. I'm sorry.”

Their cdl door did open and aDd ek looked down on them. “ Stand!”
it grated. The Doctor stood up and helped Fayetteto her feet. The Dalek
advanced toward the Doctor. “We are ready for you!”
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The Doctor stared long and hard at Fayette, taking dl of her in as
thoughthiswould bethelast timehewould seeher dive. Shewasdoingthe
same. Immediately they embraced. The Doctor tipped her face upward
and kissed her softly on the foreheed.

“Goodbye, Fayette” he whispered.

“Goodbye, Papa. | love you.” She was trying to keep a brave face.
They hugged each other onemoretime.

Impatient, the Da ek trundled forward and prodded the Doctor withits
sucker am. “Move!”

27?7

e Doctor was taken into the control room, round and white
like dl the others, but lined with equipment. He was promptly
surrounded by all four Daleks. “You will repair this panel!”

grated one.

The displays on this pand were dead. Knedling down, the Doctor
removed thecover, revealing mangled, broken and burnt-out wiring inside.
“You meantotel methat you couldn’t fix thisyoursdf?’ he said, trying
not to laugh.

“Get to work!” rasped another Dalek.

“1 getit, it wasyour design flaw. You' reall thumbswhen it comes
to finely-tuned electrical equipment.”

“The Daleks have no design flaws!”

“Sure, sure.” The Doctor eyed the Daleks sucker arms. “You
probably just didn’'t have the right tools.”

“Get to work!”

“All right! All right!” The Doctor stood up and examined the panel
itself. TheKded script caught him off-guard. “ Thisisthecommunications
station! Isthis more important to you than your engines?’

“GET TO WORK!” shrilled all four Daleks.

“Of course! I'm starting now!” said the Doctor quickly, desperate to
pecify four angry Daeks. “Where are my tools?’

OneDad ek turned and crossed the control room and returned with abox
of toals. The Doctor inspected them. Ashe d anticipated, they wereonly
useful to the Daleksif they were attached directly to aparticular Ddek in
place of the sucker arm. That would be a time consuming operation,
assuming that the operation equipment wasn't faulty. Why couldn't they
haveasked the servantsto do thisearlier? Perhapsthey weren't consdered
intelligent enough and the Daeksweren't willing to takethetimeto tutor
them.

The Doctor got down on hisback and poked his head into the hatch.
Sdecting one of thetools, he set to work.

SeeingtheDoctor findly working, threeof the Daeksdeparted, leaving
the fourth to cover their prisoner.
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young maid gently set down the pail of water she had been

carrying. Kneeling down, she carefully rolled up her sleeves

and reached into the bucket, pulling out a wet cloth.
Methodically, she began to scrub the floor.

TheDa ek that had been gpproaching from downthehd lway saw this.
Curious, it glided up to themaid and grated, “Whet areyou doing?’

Themaid paused only briefly in her work to acknowledge her magter.
“I andeaningthefloor, dr,” sheanswered.

TheDdek eyestalk turned 360 degreesasit surveyed thefloor around
it thet themaid had not cleaned. Then it gazed at the areaof thefloor that
she had begun to scrub. “But the surface does not requireit!” it rasped
increduloudly.

“It ismy duty, Sr,” the maid answered evenly as she continued to
work. “I haveto clean dl thefloorsevery day.”

“Why must you do it so often?’

“If I missaday, I'minviting complacency and theplacewill turnfilthy.
Cleanlinessisnext to Godliness”

The Daek stared a the maid in puzzlement. Humans were abizarre
species. How could they devote so much effort to such usdess activities
and then link it dl to a belief in a deity? No wonder the Dadeks were
superior. Then the Da ek remembered what it had comefor.

It glided closer to her. “Your work isirrdevant! | have been sent to
retrieveyou! Follow!”

Themaid stopped her work, got up and followed the Da ek down the
halway, towardsthe library.

2727
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reyou finished?’
The Doctor pulled his head out of the hatch and nodded.

“Theenginepandsareover therel” TheDaek pointedtoarow
of dead control pandlsacrosstheroom. Wearily, the Doctor picked up the
tool caseand crossed the bridge. He got down on hiskneesand pulled out
the hatch, revealing more burnt and broken wires. Herolled over onto his
back, poked his head ingde and prepared to work.

Then he pausad for amoment, sensing something wrong. Pulling his
head out of thehatch, hegazed a hisguard. It wasn't watching him. It had
turned to the communications station and activated the pand. It was
performing checks and tests
without paying any attention to
its prisoner. Cautiously, the
Doctor reachedinto hispocket and
pulled out the Dd ekanium grenade.
TheDdek didn't turn on him.

Thanking his lucky stars, and
whispering a silent prayer for
Fayette, hetwisted the grenadeto
the proper setting, activated it and
then wired it in. Glancing at the
Daek, he saw thet it had noticed
nothing. Sighing in relief, the
Doctor continued with hislabours.

?7?7

Il the servants, except

for the housekeeper, i/

were hounded into the Fi
library by three Daleks. Once
they were in the center of the |
room, the Daleks surrounded
them. The servants glanced at
each other, confused; their Dalek
conditioning, which demanded
obedience, conflicting with the
human urge to run from
impending danger.

Theleader of thegroup turned
to its comrades and grated, “ Our
leeder informsusthat themission
isamost complete! The servants
are now usdess They areto be
exterminated!”

The footman’s conditioning
broke and he ran for the library
doors. A balt of radiation senthim
flying. He was dead before he
smashed against the bookcases.
The three women cowered under
themuzzlesof theDaek guns The
leader paused momentarily, then
gavetheorder. “ Exterminate!”

Then the library wasfilled with screeams of agony asthe maids were
bathed in rays of radiaion. After afew seconds, the last one was dead.

Off inacorner, the housekeeper stood silently. Her stonecold features
quivered asshewatched her co-workersdie. Her mouthtwitched, grimaced,
thenresumed itsstern frown as Dalek condiitioning held. Theleader of the
group approached her. “ Return to the ship and await orderstherel”

“| obey,” the housekesper muttered as she curtsied. Then sheturned
and disgppeared down the dark tunnel.
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I "m finished,” murmured the Doctor wesrily as he stood up from

hiswork. “It'sal fixed.” He replaced the hatch and activated the
enginepanels.
The Dalek turned on the Doctor, covering him with its gun.

Is this it? the Doctor wondered, shot down by a single Dalek after P&

spending the night in a haunted house? It wasn’t exactly how he'd
envisonedit. ButtheDaek didn'tfire. It just sat there, covering him. The
Doctor frowned.

“Wel?" he prompted. “What are you waiting for?’

Thewhite Daek continued to sit there silently.

To seeif it was deactivated, the Doctor stepped forward. The Daek
immediately advanced onhim, grating“Halt!”

The Doctor hdted, ssood where the Ddek covered him, and waited.
Soon the housekeeper entered the control room and strode up to her
madter. “ You summoned me?’ sheasked.

“Accompany us” the Dalek replied. “Movel” it ragped at the Doctor,
prodding him sharply. They and ancther Dalek Ift the control room and
filed dong a narrow, bright corridor to a smadl white room containing
equipment. Shackleslay onashdf and adangerous-l ooking machinestood
close by. The Daleks' guns
remained fixed on the Doctor.
“Regrain him!”

The Doctor saw no way out of
thisand offered noresistance. Soon
thehousekeeper had him shackled
to the bench and was attaching
electrodes to his forehead with
mechanicd efficiency. Hegazed up
at the Ddek. “You'regoing to try
toduplicaeme?’

“No,” the Daek replied. “The

duplication process provesfatd to
strong minds like yours, Doctor,
and a complete memory print
cannot beobtained. However, what
memoriesyou doyield will prove
useful for the Dalek Empire. This
% isDavros standing order!”
“We must leave before the
{ dectromagneticradiaionfromthe
processdamagesour sysems” the
second Da ek intoned.

“So that'swhy you don't stick
around to see me duplicated,” the
Doctor muttered. His mind raced
§ desperately as the last cold
| dectrodesweregpplied. “Didyou
| havethisal planned fromthevery
i beginning? Did you activate your
tempora equipment to lure me
here?’

“No,” the Dalek replied to the
Doctor’s question. “We crashed
here by accident and we activated
our tempora equipment to attract
anyone capable. Your arriva was
not anticipated but was useful to
us.” The Dalek turned to the
housekeeper. “Begin the process
after | havegone!” It turnedto go.

“What are you doing here?’
The Doctor pressed for time. “What isthis survey?’

The Daek stared a him for asecond.

“Tdl me! It can’t hurt now, canit?’

The Dalek turned away without a word. Frustrated, the Doctor
dumped againg the shelf. He watched the housekeeper make the find
connectionsto the big machine. Sheglanced a himwith concern.

Concern?

The Doctor stared hard at the housekeeper. Uncharacterigtic Sgns of
emotion played over her face. Hispenetrating stare seemed to disturb her.
“Please don't worry. It only hurts for a little while, then...” Despite
hersdlf, the housekeeper shivered.

The Doctor took a deep bresth. Keep the conversation going. “One
thing about Daek duplication,” he said. “It's primarily cloning with
persondity dteration to accommodate Daek moralsand beliefs. But the
son beneath remains basicdly the same. That' swhy Da ek duplicates
aresohardtotdl fromtherea people But sometimestheperson undernegth
istoo strong for Dalek conditioning. That person’smorasand ethicsrise
tothesurface, whether the Dalekslikeit or not. Isthat why you helped me
down the passageway after they shot me?’

“It wasthe Chrigtian thing to do,” she answered eesily. “I1t's our duty
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to help the weak-" She stopped short, dearly troubled. The Doctor saw
hisopening.

“You' readevout Chrigtian, Jane?’

“I havefath inthe Lord...” Shefdtered, avoiding his eyes. “Please,
don't digtract me. | don’t want to cause you unnecessary pain.”

“Jane.” The Doctor spokeloudly, trying to hold her atention. “ Jane, |
know you' reawoman of faith. I” ve seen your room, your Bibleand your
crucifix. How well do you know your commandments?’

“What?" shesammered, looking up..

“Recitefor me the commandments!” the Doctor repested quietly, but

“Jane, ligentome!” He grabbed her by the shoulders. “I’ ve planted a
bomb onthisship and it will explodein 30 minutes. The ship and perhaps
the Abbey will betotally destroyed. | haveaship of my own. I'll takeyou
with me, but we have to get out now. Do you understand?’

She nodded without hesitation.

“WhereisFayette'scdl? We haveto find her!”

“Thisway!” With Janeinthelead, they ran out of theroom. They fled
down empty white corridors, knowing they wouldn’t be empty for long.
Four Daleks weren't many, but they were enough to ded with thisill-
equipped duo.

with theauthority of apreacher. | The housekeeper led the
Without redlly knowingwhy, |+ r h Doctor to a single white door.

the housekeeper began torecite | “Thisis it.” Without waiting

the Ten Commandments. Each . for the Doctor to try and open

onecod her agreet effort. “Thou the computer lock

shdt havenoother godsbut me” surreptitioudy, shetrained her
“Goon!” laser onitand blew it out. The
“Thou shalt not make to door did open.

thysdf any graven image and Fayettewassittingwith her

bow to it or worship it.”
“Yed” |
“Thou shalt not take the | ——
name of the Lord thy God in R
vain. Remember that thou keep
holy the Sabbeth Day.”
“Yeg”
“Honour thy father and |
mother.”

back againgt awall. Shestared
morosaly beforeher anditwas
evident that she had been
crying. She looked at the
td opening door in fear, thinking
w| that her executioners had

#] arrived. At the sight of the
Doctor, she gasped in delight

“Yeg”

“Thou shalt not k—" The | b4
words caught in her throat. The [ 41"
in o

housekeeper frowned
puzzlement.
“Say it!" The Doctor was

getting desperate. “ Say it!” 2

For a moment, the Dalek [
conditioning returned. “ Thisisa E
wagteof time,” she said gernly.
She moved over and pressed a it
switch.

Pain whipped through the
Doctor and held him paralyzed
with pain. His brain felt like it ,
was blazing. Memories rose

public view. He fought aganst
the agony and tried to reach the :
human belnglntheDdekda/e -

“Say it!” he groaned. “Why can't you say |t’>Whycentyousay
“Thou shat not kill' 7" Thepaingrew until it wastoo much to bear and he
threw hishead back and screamed.

Thehousekeeper watched thiswith mounting horror. Two Sdesbattled
for her mind. Whenthe Doctor screamed again, her human siderosetothe
surface. “What ishappening tome?” shecried. “Why am| so confused?’

“Turn the machine off!” the Doctor gasped.

Sherantothemachineand flicked aswitch. Thepain subsided, leaving
himlimp. Jane' shandsshook asshe undid theshackles. The Doctor sat up
and caught her asher conditioning crumbled.

“They camelikedevilsinabadl of flame!” shesobbed. “ They tortured
al of us, makingusthink likethem! They killed Mr. Thorpe, they killed his
nephew, they killed al my friendsl” The Doctor held her for aminute,
while she cried. He gazed at the room around them, studying dl the
equipment. Hiseyesfel on one particular machine.

“Do you dill have your laser pigtol?’ he asked. The housekeeper
nodded. “Let'sput anendtodl this. Destroy that mechine, it holdsacopy
of my memory.

Shepulled her laser pistol and aimed it a themachine. Her expresson
changed assheremembered her torment. All of her hatred and anger went
intothisshot. A bolt of energy blew through themachineandit exploded.
Theflashblinded themfor amoment and theexplosiondeafened their ears.
Alarm klaxons began sounding through the ship. The Doctor knew he
didn't havemuch timeleft.
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and astonishment, jumped up
andflewintohisarms Hegave
her an affectionate squeeze.

“Hurry up!” Jane shouted
over the alarm sirens. “We
haven't got muchtime!”

The Doctor grabbed
Fayette's hand and pulled her
after him. They rushed adong
thestark whitecorridor, turned
acorner, and stopped dead in
their tracks. Two Daleks
confronted them.

H  “Stay where you are!”

grated one Dalek. “Do not
move!” The trio did as they
weretold.

“You have caused us
enough trouble, Doctor!” the
Déek continued. “Thetimehas
comefor your extermination!”

Thetwo gunstrained on the Doctor.

“Youthink you havewon,” Fayette hissed, “but Papahastricked you.
Your engines, they are-” Shestopped suddenly, redlizing that shehad given
everything away. “ Sorry, Papa” she muttered. The Doctor squeezed her
hand gently.

“Whatever he has done to the engines does not matter!” the Daek
replied.

This caught the Doctor by surprise. He stared at the Daleks,
dumbfounded. “Don't youwant to get back home?” heaskedincreduloudly.

“Our enginesare of noimportance. Our comm-unicationssystem has
been repaired. It works perfectly! Wetricked youinto thinking our ship's
enginesweremoreimportant.”

“Why?" asked Fayette, confused. The Daek ignored her.

“Our dtuation hasbeen relayed back tothe Dalek Empire! Our survey
report has been sent! You may have destroyed the copy of your memory
intheduplicationroom, Doctor, but another copy wassent liveto Davrod
We have won, and now, Doctor, you will diel”

Thegunsfixed on the Doctor. They prepared to fire. Then, one of the
Dd eksexplodedin flames. The second Da ek turned on the housekeeper,
but sheshat it firgt. Viewing theflaming remnantswith pride, sheholstered
her |aser pigal.

“Let'sgo, then!” the Doctor nudged Fayette dong. He was about to
follow when Jane held him back and handed him her pistol.

“Tekethis, Doctor.”
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“But why?' The Doctor looked at the thing with distaste.

Shegavehimagrimlook, and he saw that her fistswere denched.

“I cantill fed the Daek conditioninginsideme. It’slikeapoison. I'm
not sure...”

“I trust you, Jane.” He hoped he could, anyway.

“No. | fed very ungtable. Take thisgun before | shoot you.”

Hesghed. “Very well.” Hetook the gun and waved her ahead of him
aongthecorridor.

?7?7
e Doctor and the housekeeper burst out of the ship and ran
down the ramp. Fayette was already across the cavern and
making her way up therising ledge. They were about to follow
when the two other Daleks appeared from around the corner of the
ship.

“Fayette! Look out!” the Doctor shouted. Fayette dove for cover asa
bolt of radiation missed her by inches. One of the Daeks turned and
headed for the ledge to get her. The other continued to advance on the
Doctor and the housekeeper. They ran behind another corner of the
spaceship beforethe Dal ek fired.

Theledgewasbeforethem, fifteen feet abovethecavernfloor. Thedliff
face seemed climbable, but it looked like hard work. There were no
dterndives however; theDa ek wassureto find them soon. They rushed
forward and began to scaletherocks.

The Doctor reached the top first. One of the tunnels yawned before
him. They were afew feet from escape! Fayette, who had been keeping
closeto theground, scrambled up to the opening and waited. The Doctor
motioned her insde. He turned and leant ahand to the housekeeper.

Janewasfivefeet below theledgeand hampered by her heavy skirts, a
much dower dimber. Shebegantolook desperate. “ Comeon!” theDoctor
shouted franticaly. “ You can makeit! You must!”

Shewasdimbing asfast asshecould. Shewasfivefeet fromtheledge...
four fet... three... The Doctor reached down for her hand but they were
centimetres gpart. He sretched to grab ahold...

Suddenly Jane began to shriek in agony. The Daek had come around
thecorner of the gpaceship and shewascaught initsfire. TheDoctor could
only watchinhorror asshetwistedinitsbeambeforefdling totheground
likeabrokendoall.

The Doctor stared a her shattered body in shock. And then al the
disgust, dl thehorror, al hishatred of the Da ekshoiled over. Memoriesof
Katarina and Sara Kingdom came unbidden into his mind. Of a ruined
Earth and thousands more endaved planets. His mind recoiled from the
memory of theDaleks' atrocities, and awhispering consciencechastising
himfor abandoning hisprinciplestofight them. Hecouldn't control himself.
Hepulled out the housekesper’slaser pistal. “ You bastards!” Hefired full
force. The Dalek exploded.

His fury spent, he dropped the gun in disgust. “Why did | do that?’
Theoneshot had accomplished nothing. It hadn't brought Janeback or the
livesof any theservantsthat had beenkilled. Hewasvaguely awareof the
last Dalek asit stopped ten feet away from him ontheledge. Temporarily
numb, hedidn’t care.

“Exterminate!” it grated, trainingitsgunon him.

In aflash, Fayette legpt out of the tunnel and lobbed a Dalekanium
grenadeat it. Shegrabbed the Doctor by thearm and yanked himto sefety.
The Ddek wasbacking away very quickly asthe grenaderolled after it.

The Doctor, once he had redlized what had hgppened, turned and ran
after Fayette, down the tunndl. He easily caught up with her and, taking
her arm, propelled her along faster than before. He braced himsdlf for the
distant explosion, but none came.

“I didn't - have time - to set it, - Pgpa” Fayette explained between
bresths. “It won't - explode”

TheDoctor wondered how long it would take beforethe Dal ek redlized
thet. Then he heard its shrill voice distantly behind them. “Hdt! Stay
whereyou are! Hat or you will be exterminated!”

They turned another corner and the light left them for good. The
Doctor didn’'t dow his pace in the pitch darkness, and soon they both
regrettedit. They ended uptripping, landinginatangled hegp, scrambling
up, running and tripping again. Thestonewallswere painful thingstorun
into and the tunnel turned and twisted fiendishly, conspiring to block the
fugitives. All the while, the Daek seemed to be equipped with radar. Its
progresswas uninterrupted and it was gaining on them by the minute.

TheDoctor mentdly ca culated how muchtimeremained. Thegrenade

intheship’senginecontrolswoul d explodein about fiveminutes. Severa
larger explosonsfrom the overload could follow aminutelater. They had
to get out of this bloody tunnel, and soon!

Jugt then, the Doctor crashed into awadl. Blindly, Fayetteranintohim
from behind. Teking just afew secondsto get hisbreath back, heexamined
the obgtruction. It was wood, not stone, and it blocked off the entire
passageway. Running hishandsalongit, he could fed hingesand acrack.
They had found the secret doorway! How did they open it?

Hecouldn't find any hidden catchesor leversonthisside. Wouldn't the
Daeks have damaged them when they blew the door open after he had
clamped it shut? The only option left was brute strength. The Doctor
worked hisfingertipsinto the crack and pulled. Thedoor gave... alittle.

Itwasdll theencouragement heneeded. Gettingagood grip, hestrained
agang theheavy pand withdl hismight. Inthedarknessheheerd Fayette
gasp, “Vite, Papal” The Dalek was getting nearer. Any second now...

The Doctor heaved at the door. It moved alittle, stuck, moved a
little again, then stuck some more. With one fina heave, the door
creaked open. The Doctor and Fayette scurried through.

They wereinthelibrary. It wasdim, yet brighter than thetunnel so
that they had to stop and shield their eyes. But there was no timeto
waste.

They were halfway to thelibrary doorswhen asound behind them
madethemwhirl around. The Dalek was out of the secret passageand
turning on them with its gun. The Doctor’s hypersensitive hearing
caught the distant sound of an explosion and therush of an gpproaching
shockwave. Thegrenade had doneitswork. They had dmost notime
| eft.

Ignoring the consequences, the Doctor jerked open the library
doorsand hurled Fayette through. Ashe dovefor shelter, acascade of
fire burst out of the secret passageway and hit the Dalek full force. It
was dammed against the opposite wall and shattered into fragments.

But therewas no chanceto stop and cel ebrate. Hand in hand, they
raced through the deserted hallways of Morland Abbey. The house
shook like aman possessed, making it hard to keep their balance, but
somehow the Doctor and Fayette stumbled on.

The optical tracker lay in ahalway under apile of rubble, made
lifeless by the destruction of its masters. The Doctor and Fayette
rushed by without a second thought.

They could hardly stay on their feet by the time they reached the
front door. The Doctor yanked it open. Once outside, they ran across
themoor like deer before the hunter. Theroar of shattering glassand
crumbling rubble broke out behind them.

About a hundred metres from the abbey, a craggy boulder jutted
from the ground. The Doctor dived behind it, taking Fayette with
him. They squirmed down against therock and held each other tightly,
waiting for the cataclysm.

Theshakingand roaring climaxedinadesfening explosion. A firebdl
erupted into the sky. Then came the shockwave, and ahot wind tore
through their hair. Rocks began to fall from the air. Peering past the
boulder, the Doctor watched the Abbey disintegrate. At last, nothing
was|eft except aburning ruin.

27?7
e next morning dawned clear and bright. The Doctor emerged
from the sheltering crag where he and Fayette had spent the
night. He observed the blackened ruins grimly. The fires had
finally gone out. Fayette came to his side, obviously shaken by her
experiences.

“All those people,” her voice quivered. “Dead?’

He nodded. “Most of them died ayear ago, when the Daleksfirst
came,” he muttered sadly. “Death and destruction seems to follow
these creatures wherever they go and | till don’t understand why.”

He turned away from the ruins and gazed around. The wind
whistled, the seagullslaughed. Out to sea, dark cloudswere forming
on the horizon. Nature was ignoring this tragedy. Everything was
business as usual.

“1 see no reason why we should stay here any longer. Let's get
away from this place.” He headed for the cliffs. Fayette followed
thankfully.

They climbed down the cliff face in silence and walked towards
the TARDIS. It was wet with spray but miraculously free of rubble.
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Stopping at the door, they gazed downshore at a hole in the cliffs at least. What had they found? Were there other groups watching
blown out by theexplosion. Thesearolledintoit, beginningto erode other eras? Was the information sent back being used by the Dalek

away the evidence of anything having happened there.

“Why were the Daleks here,
Papa?’ Fayette asked quietly.
“| don’t know,” the Doctor

answered. “Why were they },"
more concerned that their |”

communications system be
repaired before their engines?
What is this survey? There are
many questions hereand | have
none of the answers.”

Fayettethought for aminute.
“Perhaps they were surveying
Earth for aninvasion?’

“Not possible.” Heshook his f;

head. “The Daleks tried to
conquer Earth in the 22nd
century, not the 19th.”

“The Daleks know how to
travel through time, n’est-ce
pas? Perhaps they are going
further back in time to try

in?’

“No,” said the Doctor firmly.
“The Daleks may have time
travel ability, but they have been

incredibly responsible with it. [§¥

They’ve had thousands of

defeats they wanted to rectify [y

Empireto formulate an invasion plan?

He had been tricked into
repairing the  Daleks
communications systems and
they had sent amessage. A copy
of hismemory had aready been
sent to the Empire before he'd
had a chance to destroy it. It
might contain information that

~| couldfurther theDaleks' aready
extensive knowledge of time
=i travel. Had he allowed an

invasion of timeto begin?
What other explanation was
there? None, and that was the
most frightening thing of al.
The Doctor reached out for
Fayette’'s hand. She gripped his
firmly in hers. For some time,

=3 they stood silently on the beach,

holding hands, staring out to sea
at the approaching dark clouds.
Finally, with a sigh, the Doctor
unlocked the TARDIS door and
waved Fayetteinsde. Heglanced
around once more, and then
followed. The sound of the
demateriaizing TARDIS startled

3 the seagullsinto frenzy, and then

but they’ve only tried to alter itwasgone.

history once.” Theruinsof Morland Abbey
“Once?”’ loomed over the landscape,
“Once,” he assured her. shattered brick and wood hiding
Fayette turned and stared at Sl darkness within. The place had

him with worry. “Papa, if they tried once, they mlght try agaln stoodfor centuriesand theruinswould stand for centuriesmore. The

For aminute, theroar of the waves and the cries of the gullswere  silencelay thick over the heath and the stones of theland and whatever
the only sounds as the Doctor stared out to sea. Suppose Fayette walked there, walked alone.
was right. What if the survey was an expedition to discover the Off in the distance, a stormfront approached.
weakest point in Earth’stimeline that would be the easiest to alter in
the Daleks favour? Thisgroup had been orbiting Earthfor fiveyears, END.

Missing Adventures. Trenchcoat 2
Arise and Follow Charlie, by Chris Kocher

In 1998, the world's environmental crisis is looming. In England,
however, terrorist activity is mounting, from a group of people
ii determined to right a historical wrong which goes back as far as
i 1746!

&% 47  Thisaction-oriented story with astrong historical background actually
LFir ¢ * mutated into Millennium’s End. Along the way, it bore the names of
w7 < AR ¥ Druid Hill and The First of May Stratagem. Millennium’s End,
e ;' however, bears no resemblance to the story originally mooted for
" y y Trenchcoat 2. As ChrisKocher wrote, he gradually introduced the Great
i Intelllgencelnto the plat, wrote out the historical terrorists, and increased
the theme of environmental terrorism. Delays pushed his story back into
“ Trenchcoat 3.

= . After the publication of Millennium’s End, Chris tried again, and
_'fg succeeded in addressing the historical themes of Arise and Follow
/2" Charliein his submission to Myth Makers 4 entitled The First of May
r',f Stratagem.
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