SUNDAY TV

19 October

VERA STRONG

7.00pm Mighty Mor-
phin Flower Arrangers
In The Grass is Always Greener
The Arrangers find themselves
at the mercy of giant radioactive
crabgrass.

7.30pm Doctor Who
Starring Jon Thaw

In Dead Ringers

Part one of a four-part adventure by
EDWARD CHAN and

BRAD CONNORS

Episode one:

Grave Consequences

There isndt time for tourism when the
Doctor, Sue and Ryan land in 1994
Minneapolis. They stumble upon a
morbid plot where no one is as they
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C CEEFAX SUBTITLES

With friends like these€ Ryan ynds himself in double trouble
Doctor Who, BBC1 7.30pm

LETTERS

The Shattered Clocks was an
unsatisfying conclusion to the
trilogy begun in Twilightts Last
Gleaming. It feels like nothing
more than a lot of running around,
with only the last twenty minutes
bearing any real relevance to
the plot. On the other hand, the
unexpected return of Random
Chance is welcome, and the new
development in Ryan and Suets
relationship bodes well for a new
dynamic in the program.

Shannon Sullivan

St. Johnts, NF

CANADA

The Shattered Clocks is no
less than the fourth story in TC
to be set mostly in a nightmare/
VR world. A surreal story is
hard to write, for the author
has to provide us with not only
the story line but with the logic
by which the story progresses.
Nobodyds done that yet, so the
VR stories of TC tend to be a
bit plodding, or a bit confused,
or (in the case of Jabberwocky
Dreams) reliant on the sheer
force of the imagery to push
the plot along. Shattered Clocks
doesnét create a logic either, but
it gets by without one better than
most stories. The ruined Galli-
frey of The Shattered Clocks is
genuinely nightmarish, and it
gets inside your head. Wow. As
Jung would say: Spooky.

Erin Noteboom

Omaha, NE USA

8.20pm Who in Review
Replays Pyramids of Mars
Starring Bom Taker

The Doctor and Sara arrive on an
alien planet and are immediately
confronted with the mystery of
Egyptian-style pyramids com-
pletely made out of a popular
Earth candy bar.
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SERIAL 9)

The new co-producers of Doctor Who must have felt themselves
baptised by yre, for on their yrst day on the job, the story that should have
ylled the third position of the season, Andromeda Sunset, collapsed,
and a replacement was needed. Dead Ringers was hastily composed
to yll in the gap and, fortunately, enough time remained following the
ylming of The Shattered Clocks and Yesterdays Avatar. The writing
team of Edward Chan and Brad Connors were commissioned for this
story, but the names were obvious pseudonyms. Some speculated that
Josh Whedon and David Greenbelt had fipulled a City of Deatho.

The cast and crew pew to Minneapolis for four weeks in June to
produce this eight-part (traditional measurement) tale. Upon the debut,
controversy erupted, with some complaining about the heightened level
of violence, combined with the humorous approach of the story. Some
felt the effect wasnét something the show should emulate.

Part one debuted on Sunday, October 19 with 9.7 million view-
ers, good for 28" place.

Dead Ringers was partially rewritten, with scenes taken from
the aborted BBC Books submission The Dead of Winter.
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DEAD R

The rain dulled the autumn trees against the backdrop of

the black and grey skyscrapers of Minneapolis. The depart-

ing mourners wore black and breathed clouds of white vapour
against the chill wind.

As the mourners were stepping into their cars, a hearse screeched
up to the nearest curb with a lurch. A fat little man popped out of
the passengerds side and bustled up to the priest who lingered by
the open grave.

The priest turned to meet him, his hands stuck into the sleeves
and vestments snapping like pags in the wind.

fiFather Blinkiron,0 said the portly man.

fiMister Moribund,0 the priest replied, sourly extracting one
hand from where it was tucked underneath the red cuff of thermal
undershirt under his opposite sleeve.

Moribund clasped the priestés hand between both of his and
shook it as if blending a milkshake. fiSorry 16m late,0 he said. fiThere
was a terrible accident on 1-35 and, wellé 0 He shrugged.

You had ambulances to chase, thought Blinkiron.

fiGood weather for a funeral, 1 think,0 said Moribund. AAutumnis
days are fading, and soon we shall be in the dead of winter.0 He
nodded to the crowd, glowing like a potbellied stove. filt was a good
turnout. A nice crowd.0

Blinkiron looked past the funeral director to where Stephanie
Winterds mother staggered under her grief. He
husband caught her up and helped —
her into the limousine. fiShe was
young. Eighteen.o

fiAh, yes, the yrst ingredient
in a grand funeral. Young T and
pretty, | believe.o

fiGood day, Mr. Moribund,0
said Blinkiron, pushing past Mori
bund. The mourners yled into their
vehicles. There was the starting of
engines and, one by one, the cars
left the cemetery.

Moribund snapped his yngers.
The doors of the hearse opened
and four men wearing formal
clothes jumped out, one from the §
driverés side, another from the
passengerts side, and two from
the back. They strode to the pile
of dirt beside the grave and peeled
the tarp away.

As they worked, Moribund
stared at the straggling cars that
made their way out of the cem- §
etery. When the last car passed !
through the gate, he snapped hi
yngers again. The gravediggers
dropped their shovels. /

One gravedigger clambered 7z
into the grave. Taking a coffin /
key from his pocket, he opened {477/
the top half of the casket. The /f
head and upper body of a young
woman were revealed.

The funeral director stared down. Stephanie Winters was pretty.
Her skin, though pale in death, hinted at a lustrous life. She had
long, wispy, blond hair and yne eyelashes. She was dressed in a
red blouse and jacket. Her slender hands were clasped across her
chest. Her lips were slightly parted.

Moribund blew clouds of vapour in the chilly air as he eased
his portly frame into the grave. Kneeling on the lower half of
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The sun never appeared for Stephaniets funeral.

-

Written by Edward Chan and Brad Connors

INGERS

the casket, he unbuttoned Stephaniets blouse and pulled it back,
exposing her shoulder.

Moribund then pulled a vial from his pocket. It contained a
translucent grey liquid. Motioning for the gravediggers to give him
room, he ylled a syringe with this serum and pressed the needle
into the girlés shoulder. The serum injected slowly. Then he knelt
back and waited.

The area around the injection turned scarlet. The skin rose just
enough to be noticed. Then the lump spread.

Moribund nodded to himself.

The lump followed veins and arteries, down Stephaniebs chest,
up her neck, and over her face. The girl did not move as her skin
twitched. The scarlet diffused over her body, changing her skin
from pale to a lifelike pink. Then the reaction stopped.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then there was the sound of
an intake of air through loosening passages. The girlds chest rose,
then fell, and a stream of vapour issued from her lips.

The girlés eyes opened.

Moribund smiled.

Episode One: Grave Consequences

he storm rolled in from the west, a squall line that dwarfed

the citybs skyscrapers. Lightning pashed, and the rain fell,
slowly at yrst, then in torrents.
Inside a tower of black steel
and tinted glass, employees were
hard at work gooyng off. In one
ofyce, Malcolmés yngers tapped
against his desk in time with the
g raindropsd beat. His other hand
2 idly twirled a silver fountain pen

3] between answers as he ylled in a
questionnaire.

The intercom buzzed. The sec-
retarys voice was piped through.
¥ fiYour niece, Erin, here to see you,
Mr. Varner.o

fiSend her up,0 the Malcolm
replied, barely looking up from
his survey.

fiEvil weather,0 the other man,
4 lanky and balding, commented.

/ fiThank God for underground

1 garages and automatic garage

door openers,06 Malcolm mut-

tered. fil wonft be getting wet,

at least.0

- fiThe perks of privilege, Mr.
Varner. Almost ynished?0

fiYes; here, Mr. Will.0 Varner
handed over the form and the
4] fountain pen.

Will took the paper but refused

M the pen. AiOur compliments.o

' VarnerGs eyebrows rose. fiYou

1] canét make money giving away
freebies like this!o

Mr. Will smiled. fiBut we can. We at Advantage Marketing have
helped many companies achieve a competitive edge in this harsh
economy. Webve doubled the proyts of 90% of our clients and all
have been grateful.o

Varner chuckled tersely. fiYou havendt been helping Vaughan
Industries, have you?0

fiNo, sir, we haven6t,0 Will replied seriously.
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There was a knock at the door, and a young woman entered. She
had auburn hair and wore a smart, green dress. She was brought
up short by the sight of Mr. Will. i0h! | didndt know you were in
a meetingd 0

fiNo,0 Mr. Will strode past her to the door. fil was just leaving.o
He stopped and handed her a business card. fiYouore Erin Varner,
regional representative, right? | hope you will consider our services
for your company.o

Erin gave him a sour look. fiThanks, I already have your card.0

Will chuckled, embarrassed, and left.

Erin turned her attention to Mr. Varner. iuncle?0 He was staring
out the window at the darkened sky and didndt respond. fiUncle?0
she tried again. fiMalcolm!o

Malcolm came back to reality with a start. He smiled up at his
niece. i0h, hello, Erin. Howis Omaha?0

Erin looked hard at Malcolm. iUncle,0 she said. iWhy were you
meeting with Mr. Will?0

Malcolm didnt meet her gaze. iWhy should you care about
whom | choose to meet?0

fiMalcolm, Ad Inynitum is a marketing consulting yrm,0 said
Erin sternly. fiGiven our companyés situation and the decisions
before the Board of Directors, it is inappropriate to conduct such
business without the permission of the Board.o

fiwhat makes you think I donft have the permission of the
Board?0 asked Malcolm defensively.

fiuncle, would the board of directors of a company facing bank-
ruptcy or buyout consider opening a major business venture with
a major marketing company?0 asked Erin. fiEven if the rest of the
Board did approve, we dondt have the cash in the bank for it. 16m
surprised Mr. Will bothered to show up to see us.0

Malcolmds gaze rose to meet hers. fil was hoping youdd back me
up on this, Erin,0 he said.

Erin bit her lip. Malcolm turned away and stared out the window.
A tense silence followed.

fiUncle,0 said Erin ynally. iWe donét have any choice.0

fiNo!0 Malcolm thundered. fil will not sell out!o

Erin took two steps back, but pressed on. fiUncle, face facts.
Vaughan has a clear edge in our stocks. We donét have the time or
the money to purchase the remaining stocks to stop him. His offer
is quite lucrative, and more than that the majority of the Board sup-
ports him. All we can do in opposition is stall the deal, and wedll
still have the creditors knocking.o

Malcolm rose from his chair. fil will not sell out to some py-
by-night operation!o

fiVaughan Industries is hardly a py-by-night operationd o0

fioh, no?0 Malcolm shouted. AiThen where were they a year
ago? How could they come out of nowhere and steal Nanosystems
Technologies right out from under us? Is it any coincidence that
our earnings went to hell since that happened? They think they
can just march in and snatch a company out from under a personds
feet, without any thought to the sweat and tears put into it. Well |
wondt have it!o

Lightning speared the sky. Thunder rumbled. The young woman
stared warily.

Malcolm took a deep breath. fiErin,0 he said. fiYoubre my niece;
I trust you more than anybody else on the board. Help me! Find us
away out of this. Surely you care about the company?0 He waited
for an answer. iDondt you care?0

Erin winced. il do care, uncle. | care so much that I canét ignore
the fact that wedre heavily in debt. Our companyés nearing bank-
ruptcy, uncle, so we have to take Vaughands offer seriously.0

fiYoudre letting industrial spies win,0 Malcolm growled.

fiThat is a serious accusation,0 said Erin. filim as surprised at
Vaughanos luck in the markets as you, but | remind you that unless
you have evidence to take to the board of directors, youdd better not
make those accusations in public.0

fiDo you think they dondt know that?0 Malcolm shot back. iThatds
why they chose them to be the spies.0

AWho?0

fiThe board of directors!o

Erin swallowed hard. iUncle, dondt you think you should sit
down?0

fiDondt patronize me!do Malcolm shouted. fiTheybre all in with
Vaughan Industries, working to bring this company down!o
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AiThree industrial spies on a board of yve directors, thatés not
espionage; thatts a ynished take-over,0 Erin snapped. fiHow can you
say this? Joe and Andrew have been on the board since my father
brought me here during my school breaksd o

fiYoubre a regional representative, Erin; you donft see them every
day.0 Malcolm darted around the conference table, grabbing Erin
by the shoulders as she tried to back away. fiYou donét know how
theydve changed! Somehow theyfve managed to bring this company
down. But I refuse to give in! | refuse!o

?27?7?
bell chimed, and the elevator doors parted. A tall, gangly
man of over six feet stepped out. Striding out of the elevator
obby, he stepped up to the secretaryés desk. The secretary
was hard at work at her computer. She shivered, then looked up.
She forced a smile. fiHello.0
?27?7?
he intercom buzzed. fiMr. Varner, Mr Christopherson wishes
to see you.0
Malcolm hit the switch. fiTell him to go to Hell!o

Erin paled. fiYou cantt say that to your own vice-president!o

fil can do what I like!6 Malcolm shouted, bounding up from the
desk and marching from his ofyce. As he left the room, he shook
as if from a sudden chill.

Christopherson was waiting for him at the reception area. He
stood up. fiMr. Varner?6 he asked.

There was something about Christopherson that left Malcolmill
at ease, and he had come here to think. That would be impossible
with Christopherson around. Malcolm turned for the elevator bays.
filém not ready to talk to you, Christopherson.o

Christopherson followed him. iMalcolm, youdre being short-
sighted. You may have great plans, but you have to be a realist.
Varner Inc., in business circles, is little more than a minnow, a
small ysh in a sea of sharks.0

Malcolm glared. iHow dare youd 0

Christopherson raised his hand. fiYou know Iom right. If we try to
yght our enemies wedll lose. Thereds only one way for a ysh to yght
a shark, and that is to dive into its maw and attack from within.0

Malcolm looked at Christophersonds smiling face and a shiver
trembled through him again. He turned on his heel. iYoudre mad,
Christopherson!o

The displays at the elevator bays showed that no cars would be
arriving soon. Too restless to wait, Malcolm shoved open the doors
to the stairs and stepped onto the landing.

Anhand clamped onto his shoulder. Malcolmés heart leapt. Christo-
pherson twisted him around. fiWe must consider Vaughans offer.0

fiLet me go!0 Malcolm shoved him away. They scufped, and Chris-
topherson slipped. He toppled down the pight of stairs, landing heav-
ily, with a sharp crack, at the bottom. Malcolm stared in horror.

Christopherson must have caught his arm on the railing, and
the force of his fall had torn it from his body. It lay beside him, the
severed end oozing blood. Christopherson groaned.

Then, as Malcolm watched, the blood stopped trickling from the
arm, and reversed its pow, seeping back into the open wounds.

The severed arm twitched, and Christopherson sat up. Taking his
severed arm with his other hand, he pressed it against his shoulder.
The skin rejoined, becoming a red seam that began to fade. He
stood up, pexing both arms to compare them, then yxed his eyes
on Malcolm.

He advanced up the stairs. fiPull yourself together, man,0 he said
grimly. AYou are going to pieces.0

Malcolm stumbled back into the elevator lobby and pushed
the button for a down vehicle. Nothing happened. Then heard the
stairwell door open and ran. The only door left was his ofyce. He
darted in, knocking Erin over. Her briefcase fell open, scattering
papers everywhere. fiUncle!o she shouted. iWhat the hell T whatbs
wrong?0

But Malcolm was already on his feet, looking for a place to
hide.

A chill shook Erin. She looked at the ofyce door and gasped.
fiMr. Christopherson, youdre bleeding! What happened?0

fiHe knocked me down the stairs,0 Christopherson replied, nod-
ding at Malcolm. fiSomethingés wrong, hefs in a panic. Get security
and ask for a doctor.0
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him and Christopherson. fiHe6s going to kill me!o

fiGet security,0 said Christopherson emphatically. filéll try to calm
him down.o He took a step around Malcolmds desk.

fiNo!0 Malcolm cried and swung up the chair to strike Chris-
topherson. In his haste, it slipped from his yngers. It struck the
window, which shattered with a roar.

fiMalcolm! Please!0 cried Erin.

Christopherson advanced.

fiNo! No!6 Malcolm turned to run, and stumbled over the fallen
chess pieces. The fall carried him through the shattered window.

Erin and Christopherson ran to the window, ignoring the driving
rain as it soaked their clothes. They stared in horror at Malcolmés
crumpled body on the sidewalk, twenty stories below, surrounded
by a crowd of shocked pedestrians.

Christopherson stared down at the poor, and saw the cracked
remains of Mr. Willds pen. Malcolm must have stepped on it during
his mad dash to the window. iDamn,0 he muttered.

Erin was still staring out the window. She began to cry

277
rin held a handkerchief to her nose, wincing at the tears as
she stared at the closed casket containing her unclets dead
body. The lights were dim, and a woman was singing fiThe
Lord is my shepherdo as the casket rolled slowly toward the doors
of the crematorium.

As the crematorium doors closed behind the casket, Stephanie
ended her song and sat back, watching the mourners.

Erin looked up and nodded as fellow mourners offered condo-
lences. Then she shivered and looked behind her. Moribund was
there, offering his hand.

fil am sorry for your loss,0 he said. iBut it was a yne service.0

fiYes, it was,0 Erin managed.

fiListen,0 said Moribund, leaning close. fil realize this may not
be the time, but there is some paperwork still to yll.0

fiCanét it wait?0 asked Erin. iMy lawyer has been handling
everything.o

fiYes, but since youdre hered 0

fiThank you, Mr. Moribund, but no,0 she said. filove got to go
now. Sorry.o She joined the line of people yling out of the chapel.
Moribund watched them depart.

When the last guest had gone, Moribund glanced at Stephanie, who
got up and closed the chapel doors. Then she followed him to the cre-
matorium, where he pushed aside the opening and clambered in.

The cofyn sat there, unburnt. The gravediggers surrounded the
casket, waiting patiently. At a signal from Moribund, one of the
gravediggers unlocked the casket and opened it.

Moribund took off his hat shook his head at Malcolmés body.
filronic, isnft it? You spend all this time trying to get information on
a fellow, and he dies on you. What a waste of time and money.o

fiCandt you revive him?0 asked Stephanie.

fiNo.0 Moribund shook his head. fiNot as we did you. He landed
on his head, poor fellow. 16m afraid his brain took too much damage.

His mind is gone. But at least we can st
He snapped his yngers.

The gravediggers closed the casket. Standing three to either side,
they lifted it onto their shoulders and carried it out of the room at
a respectful pace. They strode calmly through the hallways, out
the back of the funeral home, where waiting hearses were subtly
labelled for the Phoenix Moribund Funeral Home.

There was a noise of a garage door opening. An ambulance was
waiting outside.

The six set the cofyn down and opened it. One opened the back
doors of the ambulance. Lifting the body up, they chucked it in the
back of the emergency vehicle as though it were a sack of potatoes;
then they slammed the door. The ambulance driver gunned the
engine and drove out the driveway, wheels screeching.

The six men sealed the casket, and took it to the empty hearse.
Reverently, they laid it in the back and closed the door.

2?7
wo roads diverged in a yellow wood and I... | took the one
last traveled by.o Nicholas Thanitopsis closed the poetry book
and mused a moment. Then he decided.

fil hate Robert Frost!0 He tossed the book aside. It sailed over
his deskés nameplate identifying him as the hospital mortician for
Pheifferlife Memorial and knocked over his clock radio. He found
the resulting clatter rather satisfying; the radio had told him only
moments before that it was yve in the morning.

Why wasnt the coffee working? A yawn made his eyes water.
He rubbed them blearily, and then looked up in surprise.

Two orderlies were passing his desk, wheeling a gurney. With
the detachment of fatigue, he stared as they pushed open the doors
to the morgue and stepped inside.

Something wasnét right about this, but Thanitopsis couldn6t put
his ynger on what. He stood up shakily and was walking towards
the doors when the orderlies shoved their way out with a shrouded
body on their gurney.

Finally, Nicholas found his voice. iUm, excuse me?0 He stopped
the lead orderly. iWhatés going on here?0

The orderly stared at him blankly, then nodded at the shrouded
body. iAnother one for the morgue.o

Nicholas blinked. AOh.0 Then a realization struck him. fiBut
this is the morgue!o

fiThe other morgue,o the orderly replied.

Nicholas blinked again. fiOh.0 The orderlies pushed by. Nicholas
sank into his seat, watching them go. He was blinking away the
shrouds of sleep when another realization struck him. fiBut there
is no other morgue!o

The alarm woke Thanitopsis with a start. He staggered to his feet
and stumbled around his desk to retrieve his clock radio. It read 7:
00 a.m. Hedd fallen asleep on the job again. Good thing his boss
didnét catch him at it. He sighed, rubbed the sleep from his eyes
and took a swig of his coffee. He grimaced. Cold.

The memories of last night came back to him. To calm his nag-
ging doubts, he stepped to the mortuary doors and pushed them
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open. His eyes ran over the bodies in their shrouds. Then he covered
his mouth in horror.

He rushed to the phone and beat in the numbers. He ydgeted
while it rang. Finally someone picked up line.

fiStan! Wedve got a body missing here!o said Nicholas franti-
cally.

fiWhat?0 said Stan. iAre you sure? Did you count?0

fiYou bet I did!0 said Nicholas. fil had eight bodies when | took
shift, and now thereds only seven!o

fiSeven? Are you sure?0 Stands voice was noticeably calmer.

AOf course 16m sure!d Nicholas shot back.

fiNick, you only had seven bodies at the beginning of your shift,0
said Stan patiently.

fiNo,0 said Nicholas. fiLook, | have the names right here andd o
He picked up a clipboard. On a second glance, he stopped and
stared.

fiSeven names, right?0 Stan chuckled. fiNick, when was the last
time you were on vacation? Did you think you were an extra on
Invasion of the Body Snatchers?0

Nicholas shook his head. il guess youdre right. Sorry | bothered
you.0

He slammed down the phone and slumped in his seat. He rested
his head in his hands. Maybe he did need a vacation.

Then something caught his eye. He leaned forward and brushed
his desk with one hand, gathering the scattered white material into
the other palm. He yngered the debris of an eraser.

Thanitopsis stared down the corridor where the orderlies had

gone. cR :
227 e %
- ccentric, me? Ha! o o
n Eccentric, indeed!d The 7
Doctor strode down the [*% Bk ;

corridor of the shopping mall, his
two companions in tow.

fiwe had to think of something,0
said Ryan.

fiThat was a police ofycer we |;. ;
were talking to,0 said Sue. iWe i
were standing in an alleyway,
beside something labelled dPolice
Boxd, and we wouldnét give
straight answers to his questions.
He had the power to lock us up and
would have if Ryan and | hadnft
shown our ID.0

fiNever mind that what you i
did was dangerous,0 the Doctor
growled. iNever mind that the
F.B.l. might take notice when
they hear Minneapolis police
reporting that two F.B.l. agents
showed their ID at exactly the Y
same time those same agents were .
in Chicago. Never mind all that, A
why did you have to say that | was ‘ 2z
an eccentric working for you and i =
that my TARDIS was really my '
special tool box?0 ; -

Ryan shrugged. iWell, the |
ofycer didnét give us much time [’ 3 s
to think of a better story.0 / ca

fiAt least he bought it,0 Sue i 4
added. Ml

fAnd you have to admit your f—t— i
dress sense isnft exactly what one s :

wHE

S

glanced at each other and laughed. Suefs eyes caught Ryanés gaze,
and the laughter stopped. Ryan shifted uncomfortably. Without
a word, he darted after the Doctor, leaving her staring after him
before following.

Behind them, a man wearing a dark overcoat and glasses peered
at them from behind a newspaper. He glanced at his partner and got
no response. Then he realized that his partner was engrossed in an
article, entitled fiStress Related Ilinesses Up 50% in Metropolitan
Area,0 and he elbowed him to his senses. His compatriot looked
up, startled, then nodded.

Behind them, the newsstand manager cleared his throat. fiDoes
this look like a friggind library?0

The two hurriedly paid for their purchases, then rushed after the
Doctor and his companions, not noticing a businessman look up
from his newspaper and stare after them.

Down the corridor, Sue hurried to catch up. fiDoctor, where are
you going?0

fi0h, 16m sorry, are you ready for a serious conversation?0 he
snapped.

Sue folded her arms. fi0h, how mature.o

The Doctor winced. filom sorry,0 he said. fil was being too
sensitive.0

Suebs glare softened. iThatés all right. So, where are we going?
I didndt think we were going to stay long here. Dont take this the
wrong way, but you were trying to get us home.o

The Doctor gave her a smile and resumed his walk. fil thought
wedd all like to stretch our legs. Fresh air, a chance to see new

pightsd 0

2

fiBut what about the chance
e might meet ourselves?0 asked
Ryan.
fiYoubre in Chicago,0 the
Doctor replied quickly. Then he
frowned. il mean to say, you
ere in Chicago. | mean, you are
n Chicago now, but before 70 He
aved his hands in frustration.
fYou know what | mean! As long
as we keep a low proyle, theres no
reason why we cant be tourists, is
there? love wanted to see the Uni-
\versity of Minnesotas Museum
bf Natural History. I like catching
heir mistakes.o
Ryan groaned.
fiConsider this an opportunity
0 broaden your mind,0 said the
Doctor.
fiActually, Doctor,0 said Sue
yrmly. Alf you dondt mind, Ryan
and | would like to see the sights
oy ourselves.o
The Doctor gave her a per-
blexed look. AiWhat could pos-
sibly be more fun than a fascinat-
ng afternoon in a natural history
A\ Al museum?0
; Sue smiled. fiDoctor, webre
s Americans, and welre in a mall.
Al What do Americans usually do
. n malls?0
: | fiCruise for chicks?0 Ryan
muttered. Sue elbowed him in
he stomach.
The Doctor rolled his eyes.
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would call normal for 1994,0 said
Ryan. fiunless you were heading to a costume
ball.o

The Doctor just glowered. He strode on.

Ryan glanced at Sue. fiDo you notice how he goes beet-red
when teased?0

fiHis previous incarnation wasnit like that at all,0 said Sue. fiToo
restrained.o

The Doctords face grew redder. He pulled ahead. Sue and Ryan

iShopping, right?0

AOF course!o said Sue brightly, gripping Ryanés arm. Through her
smile, there was amessage in her eyes. Ryan looked uncomfortable. The
Doctor looked from one companion to the other, and understood.

IAh.0 He gave them a smile. fiFine. Meet me back at the ship
in fourd no, yve hours. See you then.o

Ryan made to follow the Doctor, but Sue steered him away. They
took a branching corridor lined with shops. Behind them, the two
men in dark overcoats stopped at the junction. They hesitated a
moment before following the Doctor out of the mall.
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A couple sharing coffee in a nearby restaurant turned in their
chairs to watch the company depart.
?7?7?
he gravesite lay open. There were no mourners. Father
Blinkiron said his ynal prayer alone.
fiForasmuch as it hath pleased Almighty God of his great
mercy to receive unto himself the soul of our dear brother here
departed; we therefore commit his body to the ground; earth to
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust; in sure and certain hope of the
Resurrection to eternal life, through our Lord Jesus Christ; who shall
change our mortal body, that it may be like unto his glorious body,
according to the mighty working, whereby he is able to subdue all
things to himself.o

The service ended. The six gravediggers put their hats on in
unison and advanced on the casket, lifting it up to carry it to the
open grave.

Moribund stood by a tree and watched the work. He nodded at
Father Blinkiron as he approached.

The priest sighed. filt is always sad to bury someone and have
no mourners attend the funeral.o

Moribund smiled. iBut he wasnit alone, Father. We are here.
Wedll remember.0

Father Blinkiron gave him a look of respect. fil appreciate the
trouble you go through to make these types of funerals. They cantt
be proytable.o

il like my profession,0 said Moribund. fil consider it my civic
duty to provide this service to all people. Everyone deserves a decent
burial, and I intend to give it to them.o

As the gravediggers brought the casket over the grave, one of
them lost his footing on the slippery ground. He fell, and the cofyn
tilted alarmingly with a loud rattle. Silently, the other yve gravedig-
gers compensated and righted the cofyn before it touched the ground.
The sixth got back onto his feet and resumed his place.

Blinkiron stared hard at the cofyn and the gravediggers. He
shivered, but he attributed it to the wet and cold wind. filt has been
a busy month for you,0 he noted. iwhat has it been? Twelve burials
in the past seven days?0

Moribund shrugged. fiPerhaps itos a sign of the stressful society
we live in.0

Blinkiron smiled, then turned to leave. A shiver trembled through
him again, and he quickened his pace towards the shelter of his
car.

Moribund stiffened. Without looking behind him, he said, iGood
afternoon, Mr. Will.o

Mr. Will stepped out from the trees. filt was unfortunate about
Malcolm. He managed to yll out the survey, before he died.o

fil agree. It was unfortunate,0 Moribund replied. iBut we must
anticipate these small deviations from our plan. What about his
niece?0

Will shook his head. iNo information on her. Refused to take our
survey and refused to open or accept all promotional materials.o

fil havenft convinced her to sign the funeral paperwork, yet,
either.0 Moribund shrugged. fiThe girl is stubborn like her uncle.
Wedll have to ynd out other ways to get the information we need.o

fWhy waste our resources?0 asked Will. fiWe can count on four
out of the yve board members. Isnft that enough?0

fiNo,0 Moribund replied. filtés the same reason why we cant kill
her. We may have eighty percent of the board of directors, but we
need her to get more than yfty percent of the shares.0 He sighed.
filom afraid Erin is a loose end. More than that, she is a resourceful
and intelligent loose end. I will feel much better once she is tucked
away. But surveys arenft going to do it, 10m afraid. | think youdve
done all you can with Varner Incorporated. Let someone else handle
that for a while. Concentrate on new leads instead. Any ideas?0

fiThere is a trade show coming up in a couple of weeks,0 said
Will. fiLots of great high-tech and bio-tech attendees. We could set
up a booth, hand out promotional literature, lots of free pens. Ad
Inynitum has an option on poor space.o

fiExercise it,0 said Moribund. AiSounds like a good marketing
campaign.o He looked at Will with interest. iwhy didnét you call
this information in?0

fiDidndt | tell you?0 asked Will. fil used to work in that area,
investment broker. | didnét think it wise to stay there for too long. It
wouldnit do the operation good if | ran into someone who attended
my funeral.o
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Moribund nodded and started to follow Will out of the graveyard.
Then he paused, and stepped along a path a few feet, approaching
a particular grave. There, he plucked the power that was pinned
to his lapel and placed it on the gravestone dedicated to Malcolm
Varner.

2?7
ue steered Ryan into a seat outside an indoor mall caf@. iTwo
coffees,0 she called to the waiter, before sitting across from
Ryan.

fil thought you wanted to go shopping,0 said Ryan unenthusi-
astically.

fil do,0 said Sue brightly. fiBut yrst | want to talk.o

Ryan shivered. iDoes it have to be here? | feel as though eve-
rybodyés watching us.o

fiNobodyés watching us,0 Sue replied, fiand, yes, it has to be
here.o

fi0h.o

There was an uncomfortable pause as coffee was brought to
them. It lasted many minutes after the waiter departed.

fiRyan, whatds wrong with you?0 said Sue ynally.

fiWhat do you mean, whatés wrong with me?0

fiYou know what | mean,0 she replied. fiYou havendt been com-
fortable around me for the past few days. Not since...0 Immedi-
ately, Ryands face reddened. To Sueds disgust, she could feel herself
blushing as well.

She thumped the table. iDammit, Ryan, webre friends! Webve
shared secrets we didndt tell our parents! Thereds no reason why we
candt deal withd 0 She suddenly became conscious that the eyes of
caf®; patrons were on her. She leaned closer and lowered her voice.
fiWebre friends, right? If we want to stay friends, then we have to
deal with what happened back there.o

fiLike put it behind us and forget about it?0 asked Ryan.

Sue blinked. A pash of disappointment crossed her face. iNo!0
Then she hesitated. fiWell, not quite. It happened, but ités not some
great disaster, is it?0

Ryan cleared his throat. iSue, you donét understand. | thought it
was over between us. We both agreed when we ended up assigned
to the same department T these sorts of things donét work. And yet,
well... | treasure our friendship, | donft want to lose it, but what
happened back there... brought back memories.0 He searched for
the right words. None came. iOh, you dondt understand.o

Sue shook her head. fiActually, | do. But we candt keep avoiding
each other. If this had happened in the bureau, one of us could have
applied for a transfer, but until the Doctor gets us home, wefre stuck
with each other. Therefore, we have to come to terms with it. We
have to agree that it happened, and we have to agree that it wonot
affect our friendship.o She held out her hand. iDeal?0

Ryan clasped it. fiDeal.0

fiUnless we want it to affect our friendship,0 she muttered.

Ryands grip on her hand tightened. iWhat?0

Suebs eyes darted past Ryan. Her face lit up, yrst in disbelief,
then in delight. AErin?0

As Sue stood up, Ryan tried to pull her back down. fiNo, wait!
You said something!o But Sue wasnit listening.

fiErin!o she called. She was waving to an auburn-haired young
woman, lugging a cardboard box and looking depressed.

Her head snapped up when she heard her name called, and her
eyes widened in shock. iSue?0 She ran forward and the two friends
greeted each other with a hug.

AErin, its been years!o Sue cried, looking the woman over.

Erin frowned. fiActually, ités only been two months.o

Sue did a quick calculation. iUm, yeah,0 she said hurriedly.
AWell, it feels like years!o

Erin wasnit listening. iWhat are you doing in Minneapolis? |
thought youdd transferred to Chicago to work with that man you
liked so much, what was his named 0

Sue yanked Erin to her table and made her shake hands with Ryan.
AErin, this is Ryan, my superior. Ryan, this is Erin Varner. She was
my roommate at college. I lost touch with her before we left.0 She
emphasized the last sentence with a strong look.

Ryan frowned. Sueds toying with a time paradox. He gave her a
perplexed look, which was met with an obstinate glare. She turned
back to Erin, all smiles as she bid her sit down. fiErin, howts your
job doing?0
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This made Erinds smile disappear. She slumped in her seat,
dropping her cardboard box on the poor. It klinked. fiTerrible. Just
terrible. 16ve been suspended.0 Her voice took on a sarcastic tone.
fiNo, sorry, dasked to take a paid leave of absence.d It means the
same thing, the board of directors donét want me around. First my
uncle dies and then this!o She kicked the box in frustration.

fiYour uncle died?0 asked Sue, shocked.

fiYes.0 Erin sniffed. fiTheydre keeping it quiet for the good of
the company.0 She snorted at that. ADidn6t | tell

fiGet in,0 said the driver. It was a young woman with dark hair
and dark eyes.

The Doctor looked at the passers-by on the sidewalk, then
pointed at himself. iWho, me?0

The driver let out an exasperated sigh. fiYoudre the Doctor, right?
Silurians, Autons, Cybermen, Crazed Magical Knights from Camelot
and Yeti? Need | say more?0

The Doctor blinked, then shrugged. fil guess 16d better get in. |
hope youdre headlng to the Museum of Natural History.0 The car

last letter?0 :
fil never got your last letter,0 _'
said Sue grimly. fiTell me more.0 f
?2?7?

ather Blinkiron hauled his
tray through the dinner J
crowd of nurses and
doctors until he located a free
seat. He made for it and sat down
hurriedly. It was only when he
was settled that he looked up at
his tablemate. His gaze brightened
in recognition. fiNicholas! Youbre
here early. Your shift doesnt start
until 11 p.m.o '
Thanitopsis gave Blinkiron a
warm smile. il couldnft sleep.
And the only place | can read in
peace is at work. So, I thought lod
come in early. Perhaps get some
overtime to save up some funds for W
a vacation. How about you?0o ,
Blinkiron laughed. A0, busy!
You think doctors stay up all hours
at hospitals? They should make
hospital chaplains do internships
to prepare them for their daily
grind. Over and above the work
for the hospital, theyove farmed
me out to the funeral home across
the street. Ités run by an odd chap named Phoenix Moribund.o
fi0h, man!o Nicholas winced. filf he does any evil in this world,
hets not entirely at fault. But theydve been keeping you busy?0
fiLots of funerals. | gave my twelfth this morning.0 Blinkiron
sighed. fiwhat a world we live in.0
fiWell, 16m not the one who has been pushing work your way.
Ités been slow for me.0 Nicholas shook his head. fil dont mind it
when | have a good book to peruse, but | made some bad choices
this week. Staying up all night with only bodies for company is
hard enough, but there are fewer bodies coming my way. 1dm going
insane with boredom.o
Blinkiron regarded Nicholas thoughtfully. iReally?0
fiYes.0 Nicholas laughed, then leaned close. fiLast night, | fell
asleep on the job and had the oddest dream. | dreamt that two
orderlies walked right past me and took one of my bodies away.
No authorization, nothing. Just a case of boldfaced body snatching.
I think my boss is right. | do need a vacation.o
Nicholas waited for a response, but found none. He looked up at
Blinkiron and found him deep in thought. fiFather?o
Blinkiron came back to reality with a start. iOh, what?0
fiPerhaps you need a vacation, 00?0
Blinkiron smiled wanly. iMaybe | do.o
?2?27?
fter the Doctor crossed the Tenth Street Bridge over the
Mississippi, he paused by a window. Glancing past his
repection, he saw the same two ygures that had left the mall
with him, standing on the other sidewalk, watching him intently.
Donft jJump to conclusions, he thought. | thought that taxi-driver
was also regarding me with more interest than he would normally
give a potential fare, but that was just me being paranoid. Then again,
just because one was paranoid didnét mean that people werendt out
to get him. The Doctor turned right at the next street, then left at
the one following. A casual glance behind him conyrmed that he
was still being followed.
As he debated confronting them, a car slid into the parking lane
beside him with a squeal of brakes.
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smelt of air freshener, a sign it was
arental. The Doctor sat, looked in
W the side view mirror, and saw his
y two shadows reacting with alarm.
§ They signalled a taxi, which sped
B past without slowing down. As
his car pulled away, he saw them
kick and stomp on the sidewalk in
frustration.

e The taxi followed the rental car
at a discreet distance; its driver
glanced at the Doctor, then at the
license plate before turning left at
the next intersection.

The Doctor looked curiously
at the woman beside him. She
] was young, in her late twenties.
1 Her dark hair fringed a pretty,

pale face with a small nose and
small lips set yrm in a serious
¢l expression. She carefully steered
through an intersection, then gave
him a glance.

fil was monitoring police radio.
| heard someone send a message
o their dispatcher about a police
box and a man matching your
‘; description, so | put two and two
d together.o

fildm afrald you have me at a disadvantage. | dongt usually moni-
tor police radio, and | doubt theyéd radio about a young woman
minding her own business. Who are you?0 he asked. The woman
passed him some identiycation.

The Doctor looked. The face of the woman smiled cheekily back
at him from her picture. His eyebrows shot up. fiLieutenant \Wendy
R. Jones, United Nations Intelligence Taskforce?0

Wendy twisted the wheel. fiBefore we go any further, let me just
tell you that I prefer to be called Jones, sir. Nothing personal, | just
hate that yrst name, and my parents never gave me any good middle
names to use as alternates.o

fil wonét call you Wendy if you donit call me sir. | prefer just dthe
Doctord. So, what are you doing here? Watch that car!o

Jones applied the brakes suddenly. She switched lanes and accel-
erated. fiRoll up your window,0 she said crisply.

fiAre we that paranoid?o

fiYes. Please?0

fiFine.0 The Doctor did as he was told.

filom on an investigation,d Jones growled. fiBefore you ask, itfs
covert. If the U.S. Army catches wind of it, webre in trouble. Thatés
why ités just me, not an entire squadron. Ofycially 1m a British
soldier on exchange with the Canadian Army, on leave from C.F.B.
Winnipeg to visit friends and relatives in Minneapolis. They didn6t
even ask me about that at the border. Northern US customs ofycials
are nowhere near as strict as the southern ones.o

AANd, unofycially, why are you here?0 asked the Doctor.

fiNine months ago, unexplained meteors were sighted on NORAD
radar. Once NORAD conyrmed that it wasndt a Russian missile
attack, or one of their own experimental planes, they passed the
information onto us 16 she gave the Doctor a sardonic look, iiT three
months later. As you can expect, UNIT went on alert. While the bulk
of the force waits in Canada for US clearance to land, | was sent
with a group of a few others to different cities to do reconnaissance.
I was assigned Minneapolis. So far, nothing has shown up in my
area. We suspect some of those meteors were decoys; they covered
the entire country, including targets like Des Moines, which have
no strategic value whatsoever.o
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fiSo why is the US stalling in granting clearance?0 the Doctor
asked. iGo straight through this intersection, please.o
fiThe US never found any landing sites. They maintain that the
meteors probably burnt up in the atmosphere. Really, they just donét
want to be bothered by us.0
The Doctor nodded. fiThe U.S. Army is notoriously obstruction-
ist when it comes to UNIT activities. How long has it been since
they forced UNIT to abandon their ofyces at the UNGs New York
Headquarters? Right at the next light.o
fiFourteen years,0 Jones replied, twisting the wheel yrmly. filom
not sure | blame them. I know | wouldn6t want an international body
investigating UFOs | may have put into orbit myself. Still, the delays
open up a major hole in Earthds International Security network.o
fiHow do you know there is anything behind the meteor activity
at all?0 the Doctor asked.
fiThe meteors made course corrections on their way down.o
fiAh,0 said the Doctor grimly. iTurn left here T watch out for
that pedestrian!o
Wendy glared at him. fiDo you know that | really hate back-seat
drivers, particularly when they sit in the front seat?0
fiWatch out for that pedestrian!o the Doctor repeated.
fil saidd 0 Wendy began.
fiWatch out!o The Doctor pointed. Wendy jammed on the brakes,
and managed to stop inches from a wild-eyed man who had jumped
into trafyc. He was staggering as he ran, and he slammed his hands
against the hood to stop himself.
fiTheybre everywhere!o he screamed.
fiHey!0 shouted a police ofycer. At the sight of him, the man took
off, weaving through stopped trafyc. The ofycer ran in pursuit.
The Doctor and Jones stared after the madman. Then they looked
at each other.
fiWWelcome to America,0 said Jones.
They started up again, the driving on for a moment in an uneasy
silence. Finally, Jones said, iSo what have you found?6
fiWhat makes you think léve found anything?o
fiwhy else would you be in Minneapolis? Not for hockey, surely;
the team left for Dallas a year ago.o
The Doctor glared. fiContrary to popular belief, trouble does not
follow me around.o
Jones gave him a dubious look. filf you say s0.0 She sighed. iThat
puts my investigation at a standstill. Not that this is much different
from the past week.o
fiThere, there,0 said the Doctor. fiTell me something, you said
you were alone? Is that standard UNIT procedure?0
fiWhen operating in the U.S.?0 She nodded. fiYes. Or sometimes
with a partner, but never with a large entourage.o
fiThen your investigation may not be at a standstill after all,0
said the Doctor. fiThere were two people following me before
you picked me up, and they didndt look to be working for the US
government. Now, what other reason do you think theydd take an
interest in me?0
Jones broke into a smile. iThat sounds like a lead.0
fiGood. Make a U-turn here.o
Jones tensed. fildve just driven you to the Museum of Natural
History, and now you want me to make a U-turn, on a divided
highway?0
fiWell, if webre to begin an investigation, thereés no time like
the present, | always say. 16ll need my companions, so we have to
go back.o
Jones brightened, and turned her car across the grassy median.
2727
I this has made me think my uncle may have been right,0
said Erin between sips of coffee. fiHe was clearly under
stress, but stilld 0
fiwhat are you talking about?0 asked Sue. Ryan listened uncom-
fortably, feeling very much the odd man out.
fil never wrote about this in our letters,0 Erin replied. fiBut for
the past six months, my uncle had been feeling the strain of run-
ning the company. There were even bouts of paranoia. He was
certain that every member of the board of directors, except me,
were against him.o
fiBut you were practically family,0 said Sue, appalled.
fiYoudd be surprised at how quickly things fall apart in bad
times,0 said Erin. iWe were hit hard when two of our directors
had to go to the hospital in the space of a month. Heart trouble,
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both of them. Fortunately, both made quick recoveries, and our
stocks recovered as well. It looked like the rough spot was over,
then Daniel suffered a nervous breakdown. In fact, right about
then was when Malcolm started getting tense. Daniel had to be
replaced; news leaked out again despite Malcolmds efforts to keep
things quiet, and the stocks got hit again. Then we lost our bid for
Nanosystems Technology to Vaughan Industries. It was at that time
that Christopherson was voted aboard as our Vice President. | wasnét
at that meeting, so Malcolm was outvoted two to one.

AThings didndt get better with our stocks. | still dondt know
why; as regional representative, | know our regional sales were at
their best since the recession. Privately, Malcolm started blaming
the rest of his board of directors, particularly Mr. Christopherson.
Then his bouts of paranoia increased, and his criticism of his fellow
board members became more public. Then, as | told you, he fell
out his ofyce window.0 She drew a shaky breath. Sue gripped her
hand yrmly.

Erin continued. fil didndt believe my uncleds accusations, but now
that love been back to Minneapolis a while, | do think something
strange is happening. Mr. Christopherson was voted president, and
they voted in another person from outside the company, a corporate
lawyer of some sort, to yll the vacancy. The four of them have been
voting as a bloc, and no one told me | was on the opposing side.
Now Mr. Christopherson has been pressuring me to take a paid leave
of absence, to help me get over my unclets death, he says. | know
when [6m getting the brush off. What I dondt know is why.o

Ryan shivered again; this caught Sue and Erinds attention.
fiWhatds wrong?0

Ryan looked at the passing crowd. He had to laugh. fltés silly,
but I keep on getting this feeling that 16m being watched.0

Erin glanced at the crowd. iWell, youdre not being followed, Mr.
F.B.l. agent.0 She gave him a grin, which turned serious. fil can
tell. 16ve been keeping an eye out; | thought at one point that the
company had hired someone to tail me, but I couldndt see anyone.
I learned my street-smarts from Sue too, s0d 0

fiFollowing you?0 repeated Sue incredulously. fiWhatever
for?o

filom thinking of leaving the company,0 Erin replied. fil dondt
have the energy to yght four men on the board of directors. Were
I in their position, 16d hire someone to keep an eye on me to make
sure | donft take company secrets over to some rival, but they
clearly havendt. Sometimes, though, | candt escape the feeling. |
candt explain it, but the board members give me the creeps.o

An alarm beeped on her wrist, and Erin checked her watch. She
sat up and drained the last of her coffee. filive got to go. | have to
pack and arrange a train back to Omaha. I6ll be staying to attend
to a few things, then heading back soon after. | may have a couple
of hours, though, so give me a call.0

Sue stood up with her, and they hugged. Erin shook Ryands hand.
fiTill later, then.0 Then she was off.

Sue watched her go, and drained the last of her coffee. iNow,
thatés so strange.0

fiWhat is?0 asked Ryan.

fiWhat happened with the company. It was practically a family
operation, and it went to pieces.0

fil donft think thatds so strange,0 Ryan replied. filove heard of
bigger scandals in the pages of the Financial Post.0

Sue shook her head. fiYou won6t hear much about Varner Inc.
in the Financial Post. Ités a small company. | knew a lot about it
through Erin. I almost took up her offer to join that company when
I got out of college.o Sue sighed. fil wonder what happened?0

fil cantt understand why youbre interested,0 said Ryan. filtds just
a company. They have these power plays all the time.o

fiBut what about Erinds story?0 asked Sue crisply.

Ryan paused at Suets glare. He chose his next words carefully.
fiThat woman was upset over her uncleds death. Ités possible she
exaggeratedd 0

He broke off as Sue stood up angrily. Without a word, she left
the table and walked out of the caf®. Ryan paid the bill and rushed
after her.

The waiter came over and picked up his tip. As he pocketed it,
he stared after the two agents as they left the mall.
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rin left the mall and stepped onto a street corner. She strode
across the street with the crowd of pedestrians. Suddenly, she

was brought up short with a shiver. She searched the departing
faces for someone she thought she recognized.

AEXcuse me?0 a Tennessee accent cut in. Erin turned with a start.
Her eyes fell upon a mature couple. Their clothes were too warm
for the weather. AiWedre tourists; would you mind taking a picture
of me and Martha?0

fiNow, George,0 Martha whispered under her breath, fiYou dondt
want our camera to be stolen!o

fiMartha, nobody does that in Minneapolis; ités just like Canada
only less boring.0 He passed the camera to the startled woman, who
accepted it mutely. She stepped back, raised it up, and focused.
George put his arm around Marthaés shoulder, and the couple
posed.

Erin paused, and peered over the camera at something that had
caught her attention through the lens. She felt a sudden sensation
of dozens of people watching her.

The screech of wheels broke her reverie. She saw the car out of
the corner of her eye, too late. The wind left her suddenly. Before
she hit the ground, she realized that the car hadndt been skidding on
the street. It had deliberately hopped the sidewalk. Doubtless, her
next of kin would take comfort in that fact with the lawsuit.

George scrambled forward and snatched the camera from the
ground. fil hope the ylmés all right,0 he muttered.

Sue left the mall, with Ryan at her heels. They both looked up
as they heard the screech of wheels and a dull thump, followed
by cries of shock and anger hurled at a vehicle departing at high
speed. They shouldered through the gathering crowd to look. Sue
recognized the prone body and she sprang forward. AiErin!o

fiSomebody call an ambulance!d Ryan shouted.

Erin groaned in pain. Sue shushed her gently. iDonét try to talk.
The ambulance is on its way.0

fiNo,0 Erin gasped. fil saw T my uncle T Malcolm.o She grunted
as the pain increased.

fiErin, dontt talk,0 said Sue yrmly. fiYoubre going to be all
right.o

The people turned as they heard the sirens of an ambulance.
The vehicle pulled up. As Sue watched the two orderlies expertly
place Erin onto a stretcher, she drew her arms around herself and
shivered. As they placed Erin in the back, she strode up.

fiStep away, please,0 ordered one of the men.

filom her friend,0 Sue replied crisply. filom going with her.o

For a moment, the attendant looked ready to argue. Then he
waved Sue inside. As she made to enter, Ryan stepped forward but
Sue waved him back. fiNo, one of us has to wait for the Doctor.0

The door slammed. With a blare of sirens, the ambulance drove
off.

One of the remaining ofycers turned to the crowd. fiRight, who
witnessed this accident?0

Every hand in the crowd went up.

The ofycer nodded. fil want everyone to meet me at the Minne
Java back at the mall where 161l take everybodyés statements.o
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One of his partners stepped up to him. AJohn, could | take
statements while you help Bill secure the accident scene?0

fiNo,0 said John patiently. fil made the call yrst, so | get to go
take their statements.o

fiYou took statements last time,0 said Lars. fil want to take wit-
nesseso statements. You can go shiver in the wind!o

fiNow, look, youd 0

Bill cut the two ofycers short. fiStop arguing. 16m the senior ofycer
of this patrol, and | get to decide who secures the scene and who
takes statements. And as senior ofycer, | decide that 161l be the one
to take the witnessesd statements. Do they have cappuccino?0

Ryan stepped to the curb. There he stood, momentarily lost.
What did he do now? He had some time to wait until the Doctor
returned.

The noise of another siren brought him around with a start.
Another ambulance careened up the street and screeched to a halt
at the intersection. There, the driver and a group of paramedics
jumped out, and looked around in surprise. The evidence of an
accident remained, broken glass on the pavement and spots of
blood, but no patient. Seeing the police ofycer, they strode over
and began to argue.

Curious, Ryan ran over. iWhats the problem?0 he asked.

fiThereds some confusion, thatts all,0 the ofycer replied quickly
T too quickly. fiNothing to be alarmed about.o

fiWebre from General Hospital,0 the ambulance driver cut in.
fie got a call to pick up an accident victim. Ités our jurisdiction.
No other hospital has a right to go stealing our patients!o

fiWhatbs he talking about?0 asked Ryan yrmly.

fiThat other ambulance didnét come from General Hospital,0
the ofycer replied. To the driver he said, filtds probably just some
computer dispatching error, thatés all.o

Ryan stared down the street in the direction the ambulance had
gone.

277
tephanie dreamed of driving. She was driving along a highway
as twilight deepened, exhilarating in the freedom of the roads.
The black asphalt slipped beneath her; the black trees beside
the road pew past. The wheels hissed with water, and lightning
pashed overhead, but she felt safe in the warmth of her car.

She frowned as a pair of headlights ylled her rear-view mirror.
The person behind her was driving far too fast for the conditions.
Then the headlights slipped to the left, and a sleek black car burst out
of her blind spot behind her. It raced ahead in the opposite lane, then
cut in front of her, sharply. Stephanie jerked the wheel and pressed
her foot on the brake. Her car swivelled, still driving forward but
this time on an increasing angle. She jerked the wheel again. The
car wouldnét straighten itself, and it wouldnét stop. She was atop a
long bridge, and she was pying towards the railing.

And the metal and the glass and the pames. In her dreams,
Stephanie screamed.

Stephaniebs eyes snapped open. She was sitting bolt upright on
a swivel chair, her hands at her sides, and her cheeks strangely wet.
Curious, she reached up and touched her cheeks with her hand, and
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stared at the moisture as if she had never seen it before.

Then her gaze hardened. She wiped her face dry with both
hands, and she cleared her nose with a sniff. She turned back to
the computer.

The phone rang. Stephanie picked it up. fiPhoenix Moribund
Funeral Home?0 There was a pause. Then she nodded. fil see. Fine.
1611 tell him.o With that, she hung up.

She turned, and suddenly found herself facing Moribund. fiLet
me guess,0 he said. fiThe Doctorés arrival has been conyrmed.o

Stephanie frowned. fiHow did you know? fi

fiThis operation has been waiting for him ever since it began,0
said Moribund. iWebre trouble, and wherever trouble goes, the
Doctor is sure to follow.0 He snapped his yngers, and a gravedigger
appeared from behind a doorway. iThe latest delivery has arrived,0
he said, nodding to the garage. fiConsidering the recent arrival of
the Doctor, | think it best that we rush the remaining orders.o

The gravedigger nodded, and turned back to the door through
which he had come. Seconds later, he returned, yve others in tow,
and the headed for the garage.

Moribund turned to Stephanie. fiNotify the others.0 Stephanie
nodded.

The gravediggers returned, bearing the delivery on their shoul-
ders. They carried the cofyn through the room and towards the steps
that led to the basement.

2?27
igh up in an ofyce tower, a young man, in his late twenties,
tapped at a keyboard. His clean-shaven face accentuated
his boyish features. He frowned at the screen. fiVery
interesting,0 he muttered.

He picked up the phone, which was lying off its cradle, beside
the computer. fiJack, ités a shame you lost him, but at least you got
some information. Hebs only been there an hour, and already hebs
hooked up with UNIT. He canit have gone far; you two keep an
eye out for him. Shadow his friends; theydll lead you back to him,
but be quiet about this. Thanks.0

The man hung up the phone and pressed the button on his inter-
com. fiRodney, any messages?0

fi0ne, Mr. Vaughan,o said his secretary. fiMr. Will at Ad Inynitum
called, asking for an appointment.o

fiYou already know my answer. Under no circumstances do |
want to talk to that parasite. Did you tell him that?0

fiUh, yes, sir. Sort of,0 the secretary replied. fiMaybe not those
exact wordsé 0

fiwhatever gets the job done, Rodney,0 said VVaughan.

fiOh, sir?0 Rodney cut in. iMr. Christopherson of Varner Incor-
porated is here for his meeting to discuss your buyout proposal?0

Vaughan smiled. fiGood. Send him in.0

?27?7?

yan paced outside of the TARDIS. Not for the yrst time,

he strode up the alleyway and glanced down the street. He

perked up at the sight of the Doctor. fiDoctor! Webdve got to
come quickly, Suebs in the hospital! Well, sheés not in the hospital
really, but she met a friend and now her friendés in the hospitald 0
He launched into his story at lightning pace; Jones couldndt
understand a word, but the Doctor listened patiently.

Then Ryan became aware of the young woman at the Doctords
side. He stopped in mid-sentence and stared at her in puzzlement.
fiUm, forgive me for being blunt, but who are you?0

Jones and the Doctor exchanged a glance. The Doctor nodded,
and Wendy turned back to Ryan. She offered her hand. fiLieutenant
Wendy Jones of the United Nations Intelligence Taskforce.o

Ryands eyebrows shot up. iShouldndt you be in the United
Kingdom? Does the U.S. Army know youbre here?0

Jonesd stare was grim. iShouldnbt you be in Chicago right now?
Does the F.B.1. know they have an impostor in their midst?0

Ryan coughed. fiPoint taken, but as 16m sure you know, | candt
help being here, two years before | was picked up, what with
the Doctor being responsible.0o His face darkened. iWhatés your
excuse?0

The Doctor placed himself between the two. iNow, now, webve
more important things than jurisdictional squabbles. You said you
lost Sue after she went in some unknown ambulance with an
injured friend.o
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Ryan snapped back to the present. fiYes,0 he replied. iThe police
are calling all the hospitals and ynding if Sue or Erin are listed as
having arrived. Ités taking some time, but if we get back to the
police station now, we might ynd some answers waiting. Come
on.0 He led the way.

The police station was yve blocks away. Ryan strode to the
front desk. The on-duty ofycer recognized him immediately. fiMr.
Parnel, | think we found the information youdre looking for.0 He
handed him a slip of paper.

Ryan barely glanced at it. fiPfeifferlife Memorial Hospital.
Thanks, do you know how we can get there?0

fildve written the directions,0 the ofycer replied.

fiSo you have,0 said Ryan, glancing bemusedly at the paper.
fiThanks again. Come on, Doctor, letts go.0 The three hurried off.

The police ofycer stared after them. iDoctor? First the patient
gets sent to the wrong hospital, and now her doctor needs someone
to show him where that hospital is?0

They piled into Wendyés car and drove off. Behind them, a black
car pulled out of a parking space and into trafyc. One of the two
dark-clothed men was behind the wheel, keeping the car in sight,
until he was cut off by the van which pulled into his lane. He hit
the brakes and leaned on the horn, cursing. Switching lanes, he
sped up, trying to make up for lost time. The taxicab was barely
in sight ahead of him.

Inside the car, the Doctor nudged Ryan. iDondt look behind us,
but wedre being followed,0 he muttered.

Ryands blinked. fiYou would have made a good F.B.1. agent, you
know? Whobs following us?0

fiTwo men, in a black car,0 said the Doctor quietly, after glanc-
ing ahead in the rear view mirror. iTheydre the same two men who
followed me out of the mall.o

fiThatés interesting,0 said Ryan. fildve had this sense of being
watched, almost since after leaving the TARDIS. Erin also men-
tioned making sure she wasnét followed. You think webve stumbled
onto something?0

fiYes,0 said the Doctor. fiAs for what, | donét know. You say you
felt as though you were being watched, but I can only identify two
people actively shadowing us; those two in the car behind us.o

fiSo what do we do?0 asked Jones. fiConfronting them?0

The Doctor shook his head. iNo. Wedll let them think that
theybre following us, and see what theybre up to and who employed
them.o

Ryan sighed. He opened his mouth but before he could speak,
the Doctor cut in, iANd, no, you are imagining things, trouble does
not follow me around!o

Ryan and Jones just sat in their seats and stared ahead, not
saying a word.

?7?7?
ather Blinkiron sat on a stool by a counter in the coffee shop,
staring at the sun as it sank over the park and the lake. Before
him, cars and trucks crept forward along the street while
pedestrians stepped quickly along the sidewalk, shielding their
faces from the rain. Finally, darkness set in and rush-hour trafyc
eased. Blinkiron left a tip and stepped out onto the street.

He crossed the park. The sounds of the cars faded behind him.
At the other side of the park, he crossed a quiet street. Phoenix
Moribundds funeral home was a hundred metres to his right. A
graveyard stretched before him.

He surveyed it warily for amoment, wondering if his greater fear
was of being caught at what he was about to do, or of something
less rational to do about the graveyard itself. Or both.

After amomentts indecision, he put his doubts behind him. Hebd
checked the municipal death records of the past week. Five people
dead from exposure. Another six dead from natural causes. Seven
had been buried at other graveyards; the remaining four were still
to be buried. And yet Moribund had buried twelve people here.
Blinkiron had even seen the cofyns.

He stepped through the gate and left the streetlights behind.
Pausing for his eyes to adjust to the dark, he made his way with
difyculty over the soft ground to the darkened administration build-
ing in the corner.

The door was locked, but Blinkiron was prepared for that. Using
a lockpicking tool, he had the door open after a few minutes. He



