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CCCCAMPAIGNAMPAIGNAMPAIGNAMPAIGN    

An IntroductionAn IntroductionAn IntroductionAn Introduction to the Second Edition to the Second Edition to the Second Edition to the Second Edition    
    
Here are the Facts from Rumour Control: 

Well, you wanted it. In this universe six of you actually wrote 
to me and asked for it. So, Claudia, Stephen, Donald, Tigh, Paul 
and Gareth... here it is. Campaign v2.0.  

This version of Campaign is ever so slightly different from the 
one you may already have read. This Campaign, in keeping with 
the theme of the book, exists in a parallel universe in which the 
author can spell.  

Anyone familiar with the idea of weighing essays in order to 
determine their final mark will probably notice I have also taken 
the liberty of adding a rather large amount of additional material. 
A “Director’s Commentary” if you like, for this new edition. I did 
this at the behest of Paul Scoones who wanted to publish the book 
electronically when its first print run expired last year. Paul spent a 
fair time last spring dismembering, scanning and retyping pages 
from a copy of the book in order to help me reconstruct it, since 
the original files were lost in a computer crash yonks ago. It is 
thanks to Paul that you are holding this version at all. Now I want 
you all to put your hands together and give him a GREAT BIG 
ROUND OF APPLAUSE.  

OK, alright, that’s- 
OK, enough is- 
WILLYA SHUT THE HELL UP GAWDAMMIT! 
Sheesh. 
If you have nothing better to do between Saturday afternoon 

footie and Saturday evening beer you might find yourself 
pondering the question of why Paul nearly didn’t actually publish 
this work on his website. The answer is simple. Paul didn’t want to 
lay himself open to legal wrangles arising from my quoting from 
email correspondence between myself and the books editors. A 
situation with which I absolutely one-hundred-percent sympathise. 
(In the event Jamas Enright performed a most bodacious 
precisectomy on the inappropriately necrotic bits of my essays. His 
surgery was excellent. The truncated patient is living proof.)  
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Why then did I quote at all, I can hear you wondering (if there 
isn’t something more interesting on at the movies or on TV). Well, 
as I have had pointed out to me on numerous occasions, and in 
true iterative form, the rumours surrounding this book and its 
many and varied cancellations are themselves many and varied. 
And also hereby cancelled. Because what you hold in your hands 
(if the kids aren’t playing up or the family isn’t in town for a visit 
or the bathroom doesn’t need a good sweep) is the Word from the 
Horse’s Mouth. The Facts from Rumour Control. (In this edition, 
summarised where necessary.) So here we are. Campaign v2.0.  

A Chinese Proverb says, “Be Careful What You Wish For.”  
In 1991 I made a wish. The wish came true.  
I should’ve been more careful. 

 
Jim Mortimore 

Earth, March 2008 

 

Late Breaking News: as of now, a version of this work with uncut 
essays is available as a limited edition hardback from publisher 
Pyrrhic Pressure. I’ll even sign it if you post me a beer. Contact me 
at:  

jimmortimore4bigfinish@fsmail.net 

for all the funky details. 

JM - April 2008 
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For the new iterations 

Christi, Bryony and Katie 
 

and 
Christopher 

 
This edition is also dedicated to 

James and Jacob 
 

Whether crossing the galaxy or the living room 
one finds it is always better to zoom. 
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"Who sees with equal eye, as god of all, 
"A hero perish or a sparrow fall, 
"Atoms or systems into ruin hurled, 
"And now a bubble burst, and now a world." 

Pope, An Essay on Man, I.1 
 
 
 
To see the world through other eyes is a gift that is 
often misunderstood when it should be cherished. 

JM, 2000 
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"Poetry is more philosophical and of higher value 
than history." 

Aristotle 
Poetics. 9 
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"Science Fiction is the last remaining outpost of free 
literary expression and experiment in our damned 
conventional culture." 

Alfred Bester 
Starmont Reader’s Guide, 1982 
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A world had knelt before me, yet now I lay dying on a bed of 
crumbling sand. A handful of water would save me, a finger of 
meat. I had none. I had the world and yet I had nothing.  

I lay on the sand, face downwards, muttering defiance into my 
own spit-dampened shadow. I would not die. This was not the 
time. Not the place. Not for me. I would not die. The gods valued 
me too highly.  

With the last of my strength, I pushed myself over onto my 
back. Stones dug into my spine. I shouted, but not with pain. If I 
was to die then let it be screaming defiance at the gods who had 
chosen this fate for me. Let them know what it was they had done, 
who it was they slew.  

Let them know so it could be written for all time and all men to 
know, that Alexander, son of Philip, King of Macedonia, and of 
Persia, fell here.  

A shadow fell across me. I opened my eyes, squinting painfully, 
close to sun-blind. My father towered over me, his head as high as 
a palm-tree, black curled hair made dervish by the wind; feet, clad 
in the sandals he had worn as he died, planted ankle-deep in the 
desert to either side of my face.  

‘From death, then, you come for me,’ My voice ground like old 
stones in a dried up riverbed. ‘You shall not have me, for I rule in 
your place. I am better than you, stronger, cleverer, braver and 
more beautiful. You are not my destiny, father. Death is not my 
destiny. For I am a God and I make my own!’  

My father said nothing, merely smiled, and in that moment I 
knew it was not he whose mountainous form shielded me from the 
merciless sun, but Apollo.  

‘Ahh.’ My voice quivered. ‘Am I then to die at your hand, hero 
of my childhood? Is that why you have come to me? I will not 
argue with the Gods. I beg only that the world know of my 
passing, and of my achievements.’  

Apollo took a breath. Sand whipped in a frenzied cyclone 
around my face. I did not blink. Sharp grains abraded my eyes. 
Still more sucked moisture from my lips and tongue.  
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‘You have come for me.’ I stated this matter as fact, for surely it 
was so.  

Then Apollo spoke and his voice was mighty as a river swollen 
to flood with seasonal rain.  

 
‘I COME TO YOU AS SNAKE AND BIRD.’‘I COME TO YOU AS SNAKE AND BIRD.’‘I COME TO YOU AS SNAKE AND BIRD.’‘I COME TO YOU AS SNAKE AND BIRD.’    

 
I did not understand. ‘Am I to die now, great Apollo? I will 

gladly follow where you lead.’  
 

‘CROWNED TO THE ALTAR COMES THE BULL. ‘CROWNED TO THE ALTAR COMES THE BULL. ‘CROWNED TO THE ALTAR COMES THE BULL. ‘CROWNED TO THE ALTAR COMES THE BULL.     
THE SACTHE SACTHE SACTHE SACRIFICER STANDS.’RIFICER STANDS.’RIFICER STANDS.’RIFICER STANDS.’    

 
The words of the Delphi Oracle to my father. The King thought 

they heralded his conquest in war over the King of Persia. Instead 
they signified only his death. Did they now bring my own end?  

 
‘UNDERSTANDING IS NOT REQUIRED OF YOU. ‘UNDERSTANDING IS NOT REQUIRED OF YOU. ‘UNDERSTANDING IS NOT REQUIRED OF YOU. ‘UNDERSTANDING IS NOT REQUIRED OF YOU.     

ONLY ONLY ONLY ONLY LIFE.’LIFE.’LIFE.’LIFE.’    
 
My eyes could not move, frozen, dazzled by the intensity, the 

sheer beauty of his face. I would live for him and die for him. He 
must know that. Which would he demand?  

 
‘NOW ‘NOW ‘NOW ‘NOW LIVE!’LIVE!’LIVE!’LIVE!’    

 
His voice, the roar of mountains sundered; the choice, never 

mine to make.  
The shadow of Apollo fell from me and I stared at the sun. A 

dark and swollen orb it hung close to the horizon, cold crimson 
beside the white hot furnace which by day had near claimed my 
life, must yet do so in another day, even should I survived the 
night. Where had the day gone? It had been morning. The guide. 
Mehmet, the guide, gone, taken from me by chance and a 
quicksilver knife. I had stilled the robber’s heart with my own and 
plunged on into the desert’s forge. I now wished I had at least 
carved some meat from the bodies instead of burying them. Even 
the flesh of a barbarian thief would be preferable to death by 
starvation. His blood, though tainted, would have slaked my thirst.  

A mistake.  
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No.  
The will of the Gods.  
Through hunger and thirst I would survive. I knew that now. 

The Gods had spoken and I knew their will. I would live.  
I would live!  
Before me another shadow. Was I to receive another visitation? 

I waited as sharp edged night flew towards me on cloud-feathered 
wings.  

No. 
Not night which soared so elegantly towards me but a bird. 

Carrion-eater. The vulture circled on great flapping wings. Was it 
waiting for me? Waiting for me to die?  

The bird came lower, the ground rising in sinuous waves to 
meet it.  

No.  
Not the ground which undulated like the swell of some sinuous 

river but a snake. A serpent. The viper rose as a curl of sand lifted 
by the wind from a nearby dune, questing with its tongue in the 
shadowed air. Was it waiting for me? Was it waiting for me to die?  

I moved as silently and stealthily as I could towards these 
animals. The deaths of either would sustain me until salvation. 
The bird landed, flapping. The snake rose, coiling. The sky and the 
ground were coming together here, mating as animals, a fleeing 
sun marking the sullen moment of their joining.  

I drew my sword, the metal scalding from the heat of the day, 
stripping skin where it touched my leg, the binding of the pommel 
grimy and ripe with the stink of my life-sweat.  

Bird, snake. Snake, bird. Sky, land, food.  
Then I stopped as remembered words roared about me like an 

invisible storm.  
I come to you as snake and bird.  
It was a sign.  
Apollo had said, I come to you as snake and bird.  
I could no more kill these animals than I could the Gods. They 

were the Gods. Were bright Apollo.  
I waited.  
The bird flapped madly around the snake, its wings beating as 

its talons fought for possession of this prized desert delicacy. The 
snake remained still, poised, struck when the bird came too near. 
Neither could claim advantage over the other.  
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I waited.  
The bird was tenacious, the snake unable to escape. If it 

lowered its head to flee or burrow the bird would have its life.  
I waited.  
The wings of the bird threw sand into the air like a storm. I felt 

the wind of it tear at my face, my hair. The snake, coiled into 
smooth ripples by the wind, remained motionless, tracking the 
bird, its gaze fixed upon that of its enemy. Even the sun seemed to 
hang poised on the horizon, awaiting the outcome of the moment.  

It was a moment I knew well. The moment of choice. Just a 
second. The second in which any battle is won or lost. The 
moment which makes all sacrifice worthwhile.  

If you had eyes to see it.  
I had such eyes. My father’s fondest thought for me as he died 

was that I had such eyes. I could see the moment of hesitation. I 
could see the moment of thought, of calculation. I could see the 
moment to strike.  

For bird and snake that moment came in perilously close 
succession. The bird grasped with dagger-sharp talons and the 
snake struck with venomous teeth.  

In that moment I hurled myself forward across the desert. The 
gods themselves gave me strength to move. I reached for the snake 
and wrapped my hands around it. The head and front part of the 
body was already in the air, grasped firmly by the bird. I was in no 
danger of being bitten by either animal.  

I clung though my fingers lacked strength, and slipped along the 
snake’s dry body. I wrapped my hands around the animal, linking 
my fingers as best I could. Above me a shadow flapped madly. 
Wings tore at me, and the ground. I felt myself dragged along the 
sand. My arms were wrapped completely around the snake now, 
fingertips barely touching at its belly. I could feel the scales of that 
belly moving across one another as the animal tried to escape the 
digging talons.  

The beasts were locked together and I was locked with them, 
held fast by coils of snake and battered by the pressure of wind as I 
was dragged into the air. My grip loosened even further as the 
snake attempted to curl part of its body around the bird. My arms 
were wide apart now, trying to maintain any grip on the round 
body. My fingers dug into the wide spaces between its scales for 
grip. Its body was a thick as a horse, the bird as big as the sky. I 
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knew if I fell I would die. But I knew I would not die.  
I come to you as snake and bird.  
I hung on and waited.  
The sun vanished.  
We flew, struggling, through clouds of dark rose.  
I waited.  
Frost formed on the snake. Moisture sprang from the giant 

wings above, flaying me as no rain ever had.  
I waited.  
The rain turned to hail, to snow, the frost to ice. I was holding 

the sky. I was holding a storm.  
My fingers, numb, slipped from their icy perch. I fell, gathering 

speed, dropping out of the sky in sinuous waves along the ice-
snake, faster and faster towards the ground, towards a blinding 
light of sand and sun.  

I rolled when I hit the ground, remembering my training as if I 
was at war and had been pulled from my war horse Bukephalas. 
And truly I was at war. At war with the very desert itself and the 
prize my life, my destiny.  

I felt heat again after so long, stretched fingers curled into talons 
by cramp. Pain. I felt pain. My arms, ribs, legs. My head pounded 
like the beat of war drums. Yet I stood.  

I stood  
Whatever came I would face it like the man and warrior I was. 

I would take what the Gods gave and I would live!  
I opened my eyes.  
And sat down in sudden amazement.  
Palm trees, green against a pure blue sky. A single bird flapped 

in the fronds of a tree, a single snake slithered near its root to 
drink. Water. There was water here. I buried my face in it, 
splashed the dust and frost from my skin, the memory of near-
death from my heart. I slaked my thirst with it, and bathed.  

I gave thanks to the beasts which had brought me to this 
salvation.  

Later, finding the strength to rise, I stood, turned.  
A wall rose before me, sun-white in the brown desert.  
Hieroglyphs and other ornaments guided my eye to an arched 

entrance taller than the palms.  
The Oracle.  
The Oracle of Siwa.  
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Not only was I saved but I had come to my destination.  
I sheathed my sword and walked swiftly, as one refreshed, 

towards the entrance.  
The Gods waited here for me with knowledge I had paid for in 

the blood of thousands.  
Inside the archway I paused, let the heat of the sun fall from my 

body, the inviting coolness which comes only from the space 
within a great mass of stone seep slowly into me. At the same time 
my eyes gradually became used to the dimmer, less painful light 
within the entrance.  

I listened carefully. There would be priests here, acolytes. None 
would be expecting me. They may think me a robber, 
unaccompanied by retinue and officers as I was. That would not 
do. Though sworn to peace these priests had been known to deal 
with unwelcome outsiders.  

For the moment I heard only the quiet mutter of distant voices 
and the gentle rhythm of feet trickling like a stream around the 
cool stone walls; and, like a stream, I allowed the sounds to guide 
me further into the temple.  

The arched passageway took many turns as it traveled further 
into the temple, though it branched not once. The temperature 
became gradually cooler although the paved floor remained level. 
The passage did not descend, yet after some while of walking I 
could not help but feel I had traversed a longer distance than could 
be encompassed by the temple, large as it had seemed from the 
oasis at its entrance.  

After much time had passed I began to grow hungry and weary. 
I had seen no-one and heard no sign of pursuit. Was I to die here 
then, lost in some absurd stone portico, after traveling for days 
across the desert?  

Enough!  
I would announce my presence.  
“I am Alexander of Macedon, son of Philip, conqueror of 

Persia, liberator of Egypt! Hear my voice and attend me!’  
The stone soaked up my words without surrendering even an 

echo in exchange.  
Nobody replied. ‘Are you all dead?’ Nothing.  
‘I have come with tribute of loyalty for the Gods. I demand 

answers! I will not turn back without them!’  
Nothing.  
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I stood still, considering. I could not be lost in a maze since in 
all its considerable length the passage had not forked. And yet I 
had been walking for what seemed like hours without finding any 
of the inner chambers which must surely exist within the temple.  

I leaned my head against the cold stone for a moment and 
considered turning back. No. Impossible. Apollo himself had 
brought me to this place. I would not turn back. I would never turn 
back!  

Resolutely I straightened my back and moved forward again, 
into the even dimness of the stone passage.  

As ever my shadow moved ahead of me, dipping and swaying 
with the movement of my shoulders and hips. As I walked, so it 
walked, step after measured step. I had conquered Persia in this 
way, taken Darius’s great army to its knees. Now I would know 
the fate of the King himself. Darius would fall to me. I already had 
his wife and daughters. I would not stop until I had the King 
himself. Then all Persia would kneel before me, before the 
magnificence that was Macedonia, and I could bring 
enlightenment to the world at last. At long, long last.  

Three years had my Campaign lasted. When would it end? It 
was like this absurd passage! There was no end in sight! None! I 
would not have it! There was work to do! I did not understand 
why the gods would have brought me to this place and then 
ignored me. Were they playing with me? Was this a game? Surely 
they recognized my love for them? How else could I have survived 
my father to become such a respected King and feared adversary? 
How else could I have accomplished so much if not for the gods? 
Were they to abandon me now?  

I cried out in rage. There was no answer. I raised my fist to vent 
my fury upon the mortar less walls. My shadow moved at the 
same time.  

My shadow.  
I stopped.  
I had been walking in this dim passage for hours. So where was 

the light coming from to cast a shadow?  
Slowly I turned. The length of a chariot behind me the stone 

passage ended in an archway through which I could see a great 
sunlit plaza. Palms framed cloistered colonnades.  

I stared in amazement. Behind me should have been a long 
passage opening eventually onto the desert. So how-?  
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I turned back.  
The passage was cold and dim, stretching backwards some way 

towards a distant bend. I thought I could see the gleam of sunlight 
reflected from frost on the walls.  

I turned back to the plaza and moved forward, hand on sword 
hilt. I would take no chances here. If it were Apollo inviting me 
into the realm of the Gods then good, if not…  

I stepped out into the sun, found that I did not need to squint. 
The heat was gentle, a balmy Mediterranean glow which warmed 
without burning. Painless, it spoke of wealth and happiness and 
completion. Shadows from the palm fronds danced across the 
polished stone walkways. Somewhere nearby a fountain chattered 
with endless humor.  

And there were people.  
Three in number, they were dressed as Egyptian priests in robes 

and a manner aloof as any of noble blood. They did not smile, nor 
did they seem afraid.  

‘I am-’  
‘We know who you are,’ said the first priest. His voice was 

calm, as heavy as the stones of which his temple was built.  
‘Welcome to the Oracle of Siwa, Alexander of Macedon,’ 

intoned the second priest in tones even more sombre than the first.  
‘The Oracle will hear you now,’ said the third priest. His voice 

penetrated even the cloistered shadows of the plaza, yet it held too, 
the merest hint of humor  

I took my hand from the hilt of my sword. I would not need it 
here. If I did these men would present no barrier.  

‘I have but one question to ask the Oracle.’  
‘State it. The Oracle will hear.’  
‘Then speak, Oracle, for this above all things I wish to know.’ 
My voice was a whisper, yet there was nothing humble in it.  
‘Will I banish Darius and be King in his place?’  
The priests remained silent for a time. All I could hear was the 

fountain bubbling.  
I grew impatient. ‘Are you sure the Oracle-’  
‘The Oracle hears you.’  
‘The Oracle is wise.’ 
‘The Oracle is deliberating.’  
And then it spoke, and its words resonated inside me with even 

more power than those of Apollo in the desert.  
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THE ORACLE OF SIWA GREETS THE ORACLE OF SIWA GREETS THE ORACLE OF SIWA GREETS THE ORACLE OF SIWA GREETS 
YOU O ALEXANDER OF YOU O ALEXANDER OF YOU O ALEXANDER OF YOU O ALEXANDER OF 

MACEDONMACEDONMACEDONMACEDON    
 

YOU HAVE COME HERE YOU HAVE COME HERE YOU HAVE COME HERE YOU HAVE COME HERE 
SEEKING THE TRUTH FROM SEEKING THE TRUTH FROM SEEKING THE TRUTH FROM SEEKING THE TRUTH FROM 
THOSE WHO POSSESS SUCH THOSE WHO POSSESS SUCH THOSE WHO POSSESS SUCH THOSE WHO POSSESS SUCH 

KNOWLEDGEKNOWLEDGEKNOWLEDGEKNOWLEDGE    
    

KNOW THEN THIS: THAT THE KNOW THEN THIS: THAT THE KNOW THEN THIS: THAT THE KNOW THEN THIS: THAT THE 
WORLD WILL WORSHIP YOU AS WORLD WILL WORSHIP YOU AS WORLD WILL WORSHIP YOU AS WORLD WILL WORSHIP YOU AS 
ITS KING AND FATHER BEFORE ITS KING AND FATHER BEFORE ITS KING AND FATHER BEFORE ITS KING AND FATHER BEFORE 
YOU COME TO US,YOU COME TO US,YOU COME TO US,YOU COME TO US,    AND LIVE AND LIVE AND LIVE AND LIVE 
AMOAMOAMOAMONG US AS A TRUE GODNG US AS A TRUE GODNG US AS A TRUE GODNG US AS A TRUE GOD    
 
The words shook the temple around me. The trees swung like 

Aristotle’s pendulum; leaves shook loose and rained onto the 
polished stone. I heard stone creak like sandal-leather, like a 
horse’s bridle. My bones rattled with the force of the words and 
my ears rang as if the thunder of the largest armies the world 
had ever seen now took up arms in the very place I stood.  

Something shrieked and I heard the sound of wings beating in 
the air. I looked at the priests but saw only a snake and a bird, 
locked in endless combat.  

‘O Oracle, what of your messengers, my friends? What is to be 
the fate of Ian and Barbara; Susan, the Little Star, and her 
grandfather, the Doctor?’  

 

THEY WILL DIE MORTALTHEY WILL DIE MORTALTHEY WILL DIE MORTALTHEY WILL DIE MORTAL    
    

YOU WILL LIVE FOREVERYOU WILL LIVE FOREVERYOU WILL LIVE FOREVERYOU WILL LIVE FOREVER    
AS A GODAS A GODAS A GODAS A GOD    
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My heart hammered deep in my breast, a forge upon which 
my mind beat agonizingly Ian! My beloved Ian would die!  

‘But-’  
 

YOU HAVE ASKED THE YOU HAVE ASKED THE YOU HAVE ASKED THE YOU HAVE ASKED THE 
PERMITTED QUESTIONSPERMITTED QUESTIONSPERMITTED QUESTIONSPERMITTED QUESTIONS    

    
NOW GO LEST YOU INCURNOW GO LEST YOU INCURNOW GO LEST YOU INCURNOW GO LEST YOU INCUR    
THE WRATH OF THOSE WHO THE WRATH OF THOSE WHO THE WRATH OF THOSE WHO THE WRATH OF THOSE WHO 

WOULD LOVE YOU NOT WOULD LOVE YOU NOT WOULD LOVE YOU NOT WOULD LOVE YOU NOT 
DESTROY YOUDESTROY YOUDESTROY YOUDESTROY YOU    

        
I barely had the strength to summon words to thank the 

Oracle.  
 

!GO! !NOW!!GO! !NOW!!GO! !NOW!!GO! !NOW!    
 
My head rang with confusion. My friends would die, yet my 

heart sang.  
For I was a God.  
And the world was mine.  
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I programmed the auto-razor for a closer shave and wondered if I 
would ever use shaving cream or hot water again. A great many 
things had changed for me since I had first met Barbara Wright, 
Susan English and her grandfather, the Doctor, on Barnes 
Common, and stepped for that first dizzying time aboard the 
boarding house and scientific asylum the Doctor called Tardis.  

I recalled previous adventures throughout time and space as 
the auto-razor whirred over my face, slicing painlessly at my 
bristles, maintaining an even shave by use of static electricity and 
radar, much as I remembered the Daleks to move in their metal 
city on Skaro. I allowed myself an ironic twist of the lips at the 
thought of the most destructive force in the universe behaving in 
the same way as my razor. The razor matched the movement of 
every muscle in my cheeks; in any case the smile did not last 
longer than a few seconds - the associated memories were too 
painful. My own paralysis; Susan’s terrifying ordeal in the Petrified 
Jungle; Barbara’s Herculean trek through the Lake of Mutations...  

The radiation poisoning.  
I don’t blame anyone of course. Not any more. I understand 

the vagaries of time travel now. For months I had blamed the 
Doctor since it was he who had deliberately sabotaged the Tardis 
by draining a mercury link, and thus stranded us on that most 
inhospitable world of Skaro. But in truth each of us was as much 
to blame as any other. For who could ever have guessed that later, 
when the Tardis stopped dead in space of its own accord, it was 
not trying to warn us of impending collision with a star, but danger 
of a far more insidious kind?  

No, I can’t blame the Doctor. After all, we all assumed the 
Thal anti-radiation drug would work on humans too.  

The razor finished its work and glided to a self-satisfied halt, 
lifted itself an extra eighth of an inch clear of my chin. I plucked 
the little machine from the air and placed it back on its shelf-recess. 
It did not seem to need a charger of any kind. Nothing inside 
Tardis did. Well, nothing of a machine nature, anyway, I touched 
a stud molded onto the edge of the hand basin and it, together with 
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the mirror, folded itself neatly back into one of the many circular 
recesses set into the walls of my room. I checked for stray bristles. 
There were none. The floor had dealt with them in whatever 
manner it dealt with dust, dirt and the odd stray item of clothing, 
from time to inconvenient time.  

The hardest thing to give up since starting my new life aboard 
Tardis was, believe it or not, the simple act of washing in hot 
water. It wasn’t that there was a water shortage, not at all. I think 
it was the Doctor’s grand daughter, Susan, who once explained 
that the heart of the Tardis, the power that made it capable of 
continuous movement through the relative dimensions of time and 
space, was also capable of certain powers of simple molecular 
transmutation. Although it was no longer capable of adjusting its 
external appearance to blend in with each new set of surroundings 
in which it arrived, the Ship (for its inhabitants sometimes referred 
to it as such) was still easily capable of the simple process of 
reverse-electrolysis. That is to say taking molecules of oxygen and 
hydrogen from the atmosphere and combining them in the correct 
proportion to form water. Overhearing what became a fascinating 
conversation to me, in my former capacity as non-time-traveling 
physicist and aerospace designer, the Doctor remarked calmly that 
the Tardis could turn gold into lead or princes into frogs with equal 
ease.  

I don’t remember seeing him smile.  
What I do remember was adding another miracle of future 

science to my ever-growing list. Or so it seemed at the time. But it 
did not seem that way to me now, for during the intervening 
months I had become used to the vagaries, inconsistencies, puzzles 
and outright dangers associated with time travel.  

I had seen too many so-called miracles.  
I carefully knotted my favorite tie - the Coal Hill Old Boy’s 

tie - in preparation for entering the control room. The Doctor 
frequently bemoaned the fact that I would never fit into alien 
civilizations wearing clothing from twentieth century earth.  

‘Clothes define the man, don’t you know,’ he’d grumbled, 
running a creased thumb along the lapel of his own somewhat 
less than sartorial jacket.  

Somehow I had never quite been able to leave behind the 
habit of wearing clothes I felt comfortable in. In a strange way 
it felt too much like abandoning something precious, something 
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I might never find again.  
As a scientist and a proponent of rational thought I knew 

the obsession - for such it undoubtedly was - to be the 
psychological equivalent of a drowning man clutching at 
straws. But it was easy to believe that in the whole of human 
history, no-one had been set adrift in such a curious and 
dangerous ocean as that in which we now found ourselves, the 
Doctor, Susan and I.  

And if the ocean were deadly then how much more 
dangerous the islands?  

A race of men who thought themselves machines. Wind 
demons on the roof of the world. An ocean of acid beating 
against a shore of glass. The Perfect Victim surrendering his life 
as the moon swallowed the sun. A civilization brought to the 
edge of ruin by a small plant. And worst of all these, for down 
the long centuries it had become a symbol of man’s inhumanity 
to himself, I remembered with vivid fear the hissing shape of 
Madame Guillotine, crouched above a crowd screaming for the 
blood of history to be spilled upon the day.  

All I could do, much against my hopes and threats and 
better judgment, was to allow my new mentors to chart our 
course and hope I might again be washed up upon shores I 
could recognize  

Albeit alone, now.  
Tie fastened, shoes gleaming, I left my foam and made my 

way towards the nerve center of the Tardis. Here waited the 
Doctor and his granddaughter, he with a suspicious frown, she 
with a deep smile of genuine fondness. Each, in their own way, as 
disturbing to me as the other.  

My discomfort stemmed from a sense of isolation. While 
Barbara had traveled with us a sense of equilibrium had infused 
the Ship. True it was the Doctor’s and Susan’s vessel, and their 
home, yet it had become Barbara’s and mine as well, and the 
number of human and alien occupants had at least been matched. 
Now of course, things were very different. The biggest change 
aboard the Tardis was one visible only by her absence - from the 
cold, white rooms and from the depths of our hearts. If the life and 
companionship of secretary turned private tutor Barbara Wright 
had enriched us with its wealth of knowledge, wit and beauty, then 
her death drained us equally, and we became shadows of the 
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people we once were.  
I found Susan beside me. She squeezed my hand comfortingly 

as I looked around the control room, searching for the tiny 
changes which occurred here from time to time, without my ever 
really being aware of how they were accomplished.  

‘It’s alright to be sad, Ian,’ said the girl. Girl! For all I knew 
she was a hundred and fifty years old, despite her youthful 
appearance and Carnaby Street exterior. Her grandfather once 
claimed his age in excess of several centuries. After the things I 
had seen, who was I to doubt?  

‘Thank you Susan,’ I muttered with as much grace as I could 
muster. I wasn’t ready to talk about Barbara. Not yet.  

Susan nodded at the Ormolu clock, her meaning clear.  
Time heals all.  
I forgave her the unspoken platitude. Now matter how many 

centuries she had seen, how many planets and civilizations she had 
experienced, she was still a child, with a child’s need to heal.  

I stared around the chamber that was the nerve center of 
Tardis, noting the chipped bust of Napoleon, the Ormolu clock on 
it’s gloriously lacquered plinth, the Martian chess set, Princesses 
and Lords and Priests arranged in significant positions of attack 
and defense across the domed board; details at the cardinal 
points of the room, adjuncts to the nexus; a control system 
located at the heart of the chamber.  

Here were six trapezoidal panels smothered in a frenzy of 
scratched knobs and grimy rheostats, as if with weeds. Dials 
flickered and lamps pulsed. Growing intermittently from the 
center of this cacophony of circuits, an inquisitive flower of 
glass pulsed with light which seemed to slide across the 
machine surfaces like a liquid. Indeed it was the brightest 
source in the room, with one exception. Prominent on the 
farthest wall, opposite the wide double exterior doors, the 
scanner screen held a lozenge-shaped slice through the 
universe. Though it looked like an old-fashioned television set 
the scanner had in the past displayed images no-one on earth 
had ever seen before.  

In the farthest corners of the room quivering shadows 
congregated around machines which squatted in gloomy 
isolation, their relays ticking above a low-frequency electrical 
hum from the power sources. Reels turned smoothly back and 
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forth, endlessly subdividing the informational content of 
forever.  

The hum, the swish of tape, the crackle of valves, all this 
the heartbeat of Tardis, creeping into my body through the sales 
of my shoes and making the skin of my toes and fingers tingle. 
From time to time my hair and eyebrows tickled with static-
derived independent life.  

The dust, the plastic knobs, the clunky Bakelite presence of 
the machine was as out of place in the concept of a vehicle 
capable of traversing all of time and space as the idiosyncratic 
man who owned and operated it.  

Thinking this my gaze fell inevitably on the one who 
directed our flight through the dimensional vortex he called 
home. The Doctor. A puzzle wrapped in an enigma, he stood 
at the controls, hands unobtrusively orchestrating our 
movement through eternity, his black coat and eyes drinking in 
the dim light, his shock of white hair back-lit by the glare of a 
spiral galaxy displayed upon the scanner screen.  

Stars.  
His eyes were stars.  
Barbara would have found the image appropriate and moving, 

no doubt.  
‘Chesterton; he acknowledged my presence with a tiny, 

birdlike movement of his shoulders, though his eyes never left the 
dials and readouts upon which his attention was clearly fixed.  

I tried to hold on to my anger, to focus and direct that 
emotion. What else was I to do? What else was there left? A job I 
had once found easy I now discovered was harder than I expected. 
Was that Susan’s calming influence?  

In truth there was something of Susan in her grandfather, 
although in him the concern was masked with a rough edge and 
abrasive tone. What did he feel about Barbara’s death? In a very 
real way it was his fault. He had never spoken of his feelings about 
the matter one way or another. Though I no longer blamed him for 
the death of my friend and our only other human companion I still 
felt antagonistic, aggressive, threatened, scared.  

I disengaged my hand from Susan’s. She did not seem to take 
offenses There had been a time when I felt I could get to know, 
perhaps even like this ancient, cantankerous, mysterious figure. 
But now I realized I had been thinking like a human: thinking like 
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one forever bound in the rigid, unidirectional structure which was 
all anyone of my race had ever experienced of time and space. I 
knew now I could never hope to truly know a man - if man he was 
- whose age was separated from mine by so vast a tract of time and 
experience.  

What a dreadful irony that it cost the death of such a dear 
friend to buy that experience.  

The Doctor lifted his eyes to mine. His gaze was unblinking, 
confrontational. ‘Ah, Chesterton, my boy. Good.’  

I waited.  
‘Indeed. Well. I should think so too.’ He shuffled around the 

nerve center of Tardis, hands waxing and waning across the 
controls. Was he talking to me or to his Ship? ‘Grandfather!’ 
Susan’s voice was scolding.  

‘Oh hush, child!’ His retort was instant, irritatingly sharp. 
Susan was not put off by his tone. ‘Grandfather you asked Ian to 
come to the control room.’  

I nodded. ‘Of course, if you’ve nothing to say...’  
‘Nothing to say?’ His tone was aggrieved. ‘Nothing to say?’  
His lucent mane shivered as his head shook. ‘I should say, 

rather, that I have something important to say. Indeed, something 
very important, as a matter of fact.’  

I sighed. ‘Well, for goodness’ sake get on with it then.’  
‘Yes, yes, all in good time, my boy, all in good time. First we 

must attend to a more pressing matter.’  
‘Have we landed then?’ I could still remember a time when I 

would have been awash with enthusiasm at the thought of a new 
destination to explore.  

‘No.’ His answer was abrupt to the point of rudeness, and it 
was backed up by a worried glance from Susan. ‘Nor are we 
hovering in space.’  

‘Doctor, I’m sure you’ll understand when I say that I’m not 
given to these sort of childish guessing games, even at the best of 
times.’ I injected every possible element of sarcasm and bitterness 
possible into my voice. ‘So would you please tell me what you 
want before we have another death on our hands!’  

‘Ian!’ Susan’s voice seemed almost pleading. To the Doctor 
she added, ‘Grandfather. We owe him that much.’  

The Doctor cast a sharp look at Susan, then squared his 
shoulders. ‘Very well, Chesterton, my boy.’ He cast his hands 
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outward in a gesture which encompassed the console and 
surrounding machinery. ‘As you can see from these readings and 
indicators my Ship is neither in flight nor is it stationary.’  

Of course he knew I could see no such thing. ‘We have not 
landed because there are no planets on which to set down. Nor are 
we hovering in space, for the same reason.’  

I laughed aloud. ‘Oh for goodness’ sake, if this is some kind of 
feeble attempt to cheer me up-’  

‘Is it?’ His eyes were like a hawk’s, piercing, almost accusing.  
‘Of course it is. But I can assure you I’m not in the mood.  
So why don’t you stop playing whatever game it is that’s 

taken your fancy today and tell me what you really mean?’  
The Doctor looked at Susan again, this time wearily. ‘What 

am I to do with him? He has eyes to see and ears to listen but he 
does neither! What is it about these creatures, hmn? You’re the 
one who wanted to stay there, on that ridiculous and obtuse little 
world. You tell me. I don’t know.’  

‘Grandfather, that’s not fair!’  
‘Not fair? My dear, the universe was never fair, even when it 

did exist!’  
His last phrase cut the atmosphere like a knife.  
‘Ah yes. Chesterton. Well, now I see that I have your 

attention at last.’  
That at least was true. ‘I’d be a fool not to pay attention to 

you. Behavior like this can endanger all of us.’  
‘Ian, please. It was as much of a shock for grandfather.’ 
‘What was a shock?’ I cried finally in exasperation.  
‘When we discovered-’  
Discovered what?!’  
The Doctor’s voice was bleak. ‘To put it in simple terms, my 

dear boy, if am to believe what my instruments appear to say,’ a 
bony finger targeted the Ship’s main egress. ‘Then beyond those 
doors, the universe no longer exists!’  
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The Doctor’s words rang hollowly in the cloistered gloom of the 
Ta.r.d.i.s.  

‘That’s ridiculous!’ I heard myself spluttering indignantly, 
after a long moment of trying to work out what to say. ‘Next thing 
you’ll be telling me the Moon is made of Brighton Rock and has 
the words Welcome to Margate inscribed in it!’  

‘Oh well, mock if you must. I suppose I should have expected 
no less. Present a primitive with a sophisticated intellectual 
concept and he just runs away in fear and hides in his tree.’  

‘Grandfather!’  
‘Picking berries!’  
‘Grandfather/’ 
‘Or fleas.’  
‘It’s alright Susan.’ Somehow I resisted the urge to grab the 

Doctor and throttle him. ‘I suppose you realize how a primitive 
would react when faced with an aggressive competitor like this?’  

‘Why with violence of course, my boy!’ Somehow the action 
of thumbing his lapels took on an epic smugness. ‘How else is the 
unsophisticated mind to express itself except through aggression?’  

I realized my hands were balled into fists. With an effort I 
unclenched them. My knuckles ached. ‘We’ve all been under 
considerable stress since Barbara-’ My teeth ached. ‘Since India-’ I 
unclenched them as well. ‘What I mean is, we’re all under 
considerable stress. So just this once I’ll try to see past your 
irritating mannerisms and-’  

‘Mister Chesterton- Ian, please don’t shout. Grandfather’s 
right. Please. Can’t we all just talk about this sensibly?’  

‘Susan, please don’t interrupt when I’m-’ I stopped. She had 
interrupted. She never interrupted. I took a breath. ‘Susan, let me 
apologize That was uncalled for rudeness. But you must 
understand that your grandfather is-’  

‘-just as puzzled and frightened as you are.’  
‘I most certainly am not!’  
‘Oh will you please both shut up!’ Susan rarely raised her 

voice. I had previously witnessed it only once before, in the court 
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of Kublai Khan. There it had stopped the ruler of half a world 
dead in his tracks. ‘Now listen to me, both of you! You’re both 
acting like spoilt little boys! Honestly, what kind of’ example is this 
to set? Two grown men, scientists, intellectuals. If you can’t talk 
sensibly, well then, make a cup of’ tea or something and calm 
down! But do please talk sensibly. It’s really very, very serious.’  

A moment passed. Nobody spoke. The machines quietly 
continued with their tasks, curled in ticking shadows.  

‘Yes, well, hruumm. I suppose you may have a point.’  
‘I do and you know it. Now apologize to Ian, please.’  
‘Perhaps an apology is in order. The situation is remarkable to 

say the very least.’  
‘Good. And now Ian, apologize to grandfather.’  
‘Well, I don’t see why I should-’  
‘Ian!’  
‘Oh very well. I’m sorry too. Now why don’t we just get on 

with-’  
‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’  
I whirled at the voice. Stunned, I reached out for support, 

found none, began to fall. Out of the comer of my eye I saw the 
Doctor lean drunkenly on Susan for support. His eyes were wide 
with disbelief. Susan had covered her mouth with her hand, a 
classic expression of surprise and fear.  

That voice-  
‘I think you both owe Susan and me an apology for being rude 

as well.’  
‘Barbara,’ I stuttered. ‘But you’re - I - you - I mean you’re-’  
‘Am I?’ Her smile was as unsteady as my legs. ‘You tell me.’  
The floor, rising suddenly to head height, rendered me 

unconscious by sleight of hand.  
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I’ve heard it said that the difference between men and women is 
that women make their home where they are, while men take their 
home with them where they go. Fascinating truism or 
psychological cliché? It was true enough for Alexander. He took 
half his court with him to war. And me? I certainly found it much 
easier to fit in around Susan Foreman and her Grandfather than 
Ian ever did. The mysteries of the TARDIS held me spellbound; I 
was the Grand Vizier to a technological Scheherazade. A thousand 
and one nights of imagination and adventure awaited my rapt 
attention. Now here I was apparently caught up in the most 
dramatic of all: my own death.  

I sat with Ian in my room in the TARDIS living quarters. 
Susan had wanted to come too but the Doctor had persuaded her 
to leave the two of us to talk. I wasn’t sure that was such a good 
idea. I looked around the room, as good a way as any of avoiding 
Ian’s gaze. Nothing seemed to have changed. Nothing seemed out 
of place. The wicker peacock chair, the four-poster bed, the arched 
windows opening onto a stone balcony. The air was lovely, fresh 
but slightly salt; off-season in the Azores. Somewhere close, the 
sea washed gently over white sand. It felt good to be home after so 
long away.  

Ian bustled around me making tea and cajoling one of the 
Doctor’s many food machines into spitting out a number of thin 
rods of protein which looked like Twiglets and tasted almost 
exactly like Chocolate Digestives. They were very dunkable.  

‘I’ll get fat.’  
I think I would probably have said anything to steer the 

conversation away from the inevitable.  
‘The machine’s good but you can never quite beat the taste of 

real milk chocolate.’ Ian looked at me then, put down the milk jug. 
I think he was suddenly aware that he was looking for excuses to 
be busy. ‘I think we have a lot to talk about.’ Something in his 
face, the set of his shoulders, expressed what his voice and words 
could not. That he missed me. That he wanted to hold me.  

Well, that was fine for him. I had other needs. Other 
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questions without answers.  
‘Ian, what am I doing here?’  
‘As a matter of fact that’s just what I wanted to ask you.’  
‘No, that’s not what I mean. If I’m to believe what you say, 

then I died many months ago.’ I recoiled slightly from the sudden 
pain in his eyes. ‘I’m sorry, perhaps that was overly blunt of me. I 
appreciate that such a memory would be painful for you. But, 
remember, I don’t have any such memory.’  

Ian lifted his tea and sipped, remembered he hadn’t put any 
milk in yet and put the cup down again. The china rattled. It 
was disconcerting to see him so... well, disconcerted.  

He said, ‘You have to understand... it wasn’t sudden. I-’  
He stopped abruptly.  

I said, ‘Look, let’s get one thing straight. I don’t share 
your memories or feel your pain. So why don’t we just pretend 
it was someone else who died. A friend, someone we both 
knew, but no-one we were particularly close to. That way we 
can be more objective.’  

‘Alright.’ China clinked again, milk slopped, he drank. 
‘Now start at the beginning and tell me all about her.’  

‘You- I mean, she-’ He dunked a twig-shaped biscuit and 
lifted it to his lips. At the last minute it folded damply and fell 
back into the cup with a plop, leaving Ian groping with pursed 
lips in thin air.  

‘The machines even got that right.’  
‘Accurate programming. I’m impressed.’  
At last his lips twitched in a kind of smile.  
‘Sorry. Barbara was a secretary. She taught history and 

geography on the side, to make extra money.’  
‘Interesting. I’ve never been a secretary. I can’t type. But I 

can and do teach history. Coal Hill secondary modern.’  
‘That’s in North London isn’t it? I’ve never been there.’  
‘How did we meet then?’  
His face showed momentary surprise. ‘How could you 

forget the car crash? I bet your Mini’s still jamming traffic all 
over Barnes Common.’  

I shook my head slowly. ‘Barnes Common? I’ve never 
heard of it. And I don’t drive. Even if I did I wouldn’t drive a 
Mini. Too small to be practical.’  
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‘Practical. Yes, you- she was always that. When the 
Daleks had us imprisoned on Skaro it was you- I mean she- 
that convinced me it would have to be Susan who went for the 
drugs.’  

I pursed my lips. ‘Daleks? What are they?’  
Ian stared at me. ‘You don’t remember the Daleks?’  
‘No. Should I?’  
He gulped tea. ‘I don’t know. Something very strange is going 

on here.’  
‘I expect it’s the milk.’  
‘Barbara be serious for a minute. I remember you dying. Skaro 

was highly radioactive. We all had radiation sickness. The Thals 
gave us drugs... we assumed they would work. We... left the planet 
feeling OK but... things got worse, slowly. At first we thought it 
was something to do with leaving the earth. You know. Body 
clock, dietary rhythms, maybe something to do with the lack of 
tidal gravity from the moon. It seemed sensible to assume we’d get 
used to traveling in time and space, that we’d get better.’  

‘But we didn’t.’ Was that a catch in my voice? Why was I 
being affected by this story of a woman’s death... a woman I didn’t 
even know? Was it because Ian was upset - because he thought it 
had been me that died?  

I suppose for him it was me.  
‘No... by the time we realized that our sickness was due to 

residual effects of radiation exposure it was too late. The Doctor 
tried to find somewhere we could get help but... you know the 
Ship... it’s so hard to direct. By the time we found help it was too 
late... for you.’  

‘For her.’ My correction was automatic. Still I felt my voice 
catch in my throat. ‘And you?’  

‘I just happened to be stronger. Or maybe I received a smaller 
dose somehow. Luck. That’s all. I had it. You didn’t.’  

‘It wasn’t me,’ I repeated, much more firmly this time. I think 
as much for my benefit as his.  

He sighed, ran a hand across his eyes. He seemed very tired 
even though it was clearly morning for him. I know. Look, I don’t 
know about you but I’d rather not dwell on this topic of 
conversation.’  

‘OK. There are some things you said that intrigue me. ‘  
‘Oh yes?’  
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‘Tell me about these Daleks.’  
‘Machines with living beings inside them. Survivors of a 

terrible war. You really don’t remember them?’  
‘Not at all.’  
He nodded slowly, a thoughtful expression spreading slowly 

across his face. ‘You know, I have some questions too. I mean, 
how did you get inside the Ship anyway?’  

‘Get inside? I just came back aboard. After Alexander died we 
stayed with the remains of his army, marched back into 
Macedonia. The TARDIS was in Pella, at the palace, just where 
we left it, despite Aristotle trying to fiddle around with it while we 
were gone.’  

It was his turn to look puzzled. ‘Macedonia? Alexander?  Do 
you mean Alexander the Great?’  

I said nothing.  
‘Barbara? What’s the matter?’  
‘Nothing.’  
‘Don’t be silly. You’ve bitten your lip.’ He pulled a clean 

handkerchief from his jacket pocket and held it to my mouth. 
‘You’re bleeding.’  

He was right. My hand covered his as I reached up to hold the 
square of cloth in place. Just a second. His skin was warm. I could 
almost feel the tide of blood pounding through it. I took the 
handkerchief and dabbed my own blood from my lip. I winced 
slightly.  

I realized he was waiting for me to continue. I said nothing.  
‘Look. I don’t know about you but this is- look. Do you want 

to get the Doctor-’ 
‘No!’ I ventured a shaky smile when I realized I had shouted. 

‘No. The last thing I want is for the Doctor to interfere again. 
That’s how-’ I couldn’t say it. Not with him here. Anyway, it 
sounded so stupid. Especially sitting here now holding his 
handkerchief and drinking tea he had just made for me.  

‘How what? Barbara... something strange is happening here. 
We have to-’  

‘Alright. I’ll tell you. The Doctor interfered. We didn’t want 
him to, none of us, but he did it anyway. He had to have his own 
way. And as a result... you died.’  



 35 

I saw his eyes move, flickering from side to side, a little thing 
he did when he was thinking. I don’t think he even noticed he was 
doing it.  

‘I… died.’  
‘Yes.’  
‘This conversation continues to be very strange.’  
‘I know.’  
He nodded, as if coming to a conclusion about the thoughts 

which I knew were surely chasing themselves around inside his 
head. ‘Alright. In order of importance. What did the Doctor do? 
How did I die? What do you remember of our travels since leaving 
Earth?’  

I just sat there for a couple of moments, thinking, trying to 
subdue a strange and terrible fear that was growing within me. The 
Doctor had changed something. He said he hadn’t, and we 
couldn’t find anything but then there was the... repairs Aristotle 
helped him carry out on the Ship... and this... what was going on 
here, in the TARDIS with Ian, this was all wrong. Insane!  

I took a deep breath and held it, gradually felt my heart begin 
to slow. I had to keep control. I wasn’t dead but Ian thought I was. 
Ian quite obviously wasn’t either, though I remembered his death 
with agonizing clarity.  

He was right. Something was going on.  
‘We have to talk to the Doctor.’  
‘You didn’t answer my questions.’  
‘Must I do that now?’  
He nodded slowly. ‘I think it might be important. Don’t you? 

To try to understand what the differences between our memories 
of each other are.’  

‘Alright, then. Let’s have another cup of tea.’  
‘OK, let’s.’  
‘And compare notes.’  
‘Yes.’  
I poured this time, as much to give me time to think as 

anything - a similarity between us in a universe of differences.  
‘Alright. In my world you were a teacher, a science teacher. 

Not a physicist. We both worked at Coal Hill Secondary School, 
North London. We met the Doctor through Susan Foreman, a 
pupil-’  

‘Wait a minute. I thought her name was Susan English.’  
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‘No.’  
‘Sorry, go on.’  
‘We entered the TARDIS.’  
‘In a junkyard?’  
‘In a junkyard.’  
‘And then?’  
‘Traveled back in time. To the stone age. Kal and Za. Hunting 

fire.’  
‘Alright, I remember that. What next?’  
‘We left Earth and traveled to a world on which a race of 

machines thought they were men.’  
‘I remember them. Daleks. In their metal city on Skaro.’  
‘No. There was a city but it was made of crystal not metal. 

And the machines were real machines, they just thought they were 
men. The planet was called Luxor, not Skaro.’  

‘Alright... alright... Junkyard, yes... Palaeolithic Earth, yes... 
Skaro no... what next? I remember the TARDIS stopping in space, 
we all argued, Susan attacked me with a pair of scissors.’  

I shook my head, trying to control a strange sensation of 
butterflies crawling around in the pit of my stomach. ‘I don’t 
remember that.’ How could the absence of something be so 
unsettling, even frightening?  

‘What do you remember?’  
I thought back. Those memories, at least, were clear. ‘Well, 

the Doctor wanted to show us somewhere spectacular. We wanted 
to get back to earth, as I recall, but he insisted. At the time I 
remember we didn’t seem to have much choice. But I think he just 
wanted to show off, you know? Boast about what marvels we 
could see if we traveled with him instead of trying to get back to 
earth. I don’t think he was trying to put us in danger deliberately.’  

‘Yes, but where did we go?’  
‘Oh, sorry. A planet called Ix. A low gravity world with a 

single continent. There was a waterspout there which shot nearly a 
mile into the air once every six hundred years, when Ix’s four 
moons were in conjunction. The Doctor wanted to show it to us. 
We ended up helping the native population to defend their cities 
against tidal damage. It was dangerous though. Susan nearly 
drowned.’  

‘Oh?’  
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‘Well, yes, but you - I mean, Ian - saved her, so that was 
alright. Except we all got stung by giant jellyfish and the Doctor 
had to save us by making a vaccine from poisonous sea-
cucumbers.’  

‘Cucumbers.’  
‘Yes.’  
‘We were saved by cucumbers?’  
‘Yes. Ian are you- why are you laughing?’  
He shuddered. ‘I’m not laughing. Honestly. Sea cucumbers. 

Oh dear.’  
I found myself giggling too. This was stupid. ‘It’s hysteria, you 

realize that, of course.’  
‘Quite. The shock.’  
‘Ian!’  
It was too late. By now he was rocking backwards and 

forwards. The tea tray teetered dangerously near the edge of the 
bed. Ian put his hands on his stomach and tried without success to 
control hiccuping belches of laughter. ‘Sea. Cucumbers. Sea. 
Cucumbers. Ooh, dear.’  

Then I was holding him, and he was holding me, and we were 
both bawling our eyes out.  

‘I thought you were-’  
‘-I know, I thought you were too-’  
‘Oh, damn, damn.’  
‘Oh, damp, damp.’  
I pushed him away. ‘Alright. That’s enough. We have to work 

this out.’  
‘Of course we must. I mean, we can’t both go on being dead, 

can we?’ And he collapsed into giggles again. ‘I mean, for one 
thing my pension would suffer!’ The bed rocked and the tea tray 
slid off the covers.  

The floor dealt with the mess of broken china and spilled tea. 
Our personal mess was going to be somewhat harder to sort out.  

‘Tell me about Alexander. Macedonia.’ Ian’s voice was quiet, 
almost nervous. ‘Tell me how I died.’  

‘You always want to know the answer to everything.’  
‘I’m a scientist.’  
‘You’re confrontational.’  
‘You’re defensive. And nervous.’  
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I laughed. My voice caught, neatly proving his point. ‘You’re 
right about that.’  

I composed my thoughts, but before I could speak, I was 
interrupted by a knock at my door. It was Susan. I thought I 
detected the faint edge of a smile as Ian and I leaped apart by 
mutual consent like guilty schoolchildren caught necking behind 
the bicycle sheds.  

‘Grandfather asked me to bring you to the control room.’ 
Susan said as Ian and I bounced separately to a halt on my bed. 
‘He wants to talk to you.’  

‘Good,’ said Ian firmly. ‘We want to talk to him as well.’  
The control room was just as I remembered it: circular, no 

corners, brightly lit, with rows of indentations set into the walls 
which seemed to glow softly, providing the calm light for the room 
and somehow making the whole place seem like it could only be 
seen through a thin sheet of tracing paper. The central console was 
composed of pale metal; its single glass cylinder infused with more 
of the white, fuzzy light. A Victorian rocker rested beneath a post-
modem lamp stand. A small octagonal table - I thought it looked 
like the type which might once have held a doll’s house - had been 
placed beside the rocker and held, instead of a doll’s house, three 
creased issues of Strand magazine and a china mug of tea from 
which a wisp of steam slowly rose.  

The Doctor himself had already risen from the rocker. He 
seemed to be the only thing in the room in any sort of motion but 
then, he was always like that despite his great age. His hair, eyes, 
arms, hands, face... all these seemed invariably to move in 
different directions, as if there was so much around him to attract 
his considerable attention that he could never really quite decide 
which way to turn first.  

The stillness of the control room was unusual. As a rule there 
were sounds, odd mutterings, tiny whispers of sound, electronic 
and mechanical, which suggested exotic motion beyond the visual 
range; just as, say, an average class of half-bored children might 
upon occasion seem to take on a mysterious life of its own if its 
collective attention wandered from the subject at hand; phantom 
movement which simply vanished whenever you regarded it 
directly, to be replaced instead with bland attentiveness.  

The TARDIS was not like that now. It was still; like a mill-
pond, and the wheel clogged with weed; as if it had decided not to 
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hide anything from us anymore. I had grown used to - even 
enjoyed - the eclectic mannerisms of the Doctor and his time-
traveling circus of oddities. This lack of hidden motion made me 
uncomfortable - more so than I cared to admit.  

‘My dear,’ his voice had not changed. A frail rasp concealing 
immense strength. Impudence layered on impatience, layered on 
centuries of experience. ‘How very pleasant to see you after so very 
long.’  

I couldn’t think what to say so I smiled. A good smile could 
sometimes work wonders with the Doctor. Today wasn’t one of 
those days.  

‘I understand you and Ian have been...’ he cleared his throat 
in what appeared to be mild embarrassment. ‘Talking.  

‘You could say that. We’ve certainly found out a thing or two 
about something very odd that’s going on around here.’ The 
strident tone of Ian’s voice seemed out of place in the milky 
translucency of the control room. I shot him a glance, just in time 
to see Susan take her hand from his arm. Ian caught my gaze but 
held back his words. Susan the peacemaker. Susan the politician. 
What a teacher she would make one day. Always assuming she 
wasn’t off exploring the galaxy of course.  

I looked back at the Doctor. He was nearer, yet still seemed 
motionless. His eyes were piercing, soft, black, full of stars. Was 
that the light? They were so young, like polished onyx, set in the 
chamois-leather of his face.  

‘I must ask you, my dear, how you came to be here in my 
Ship.’ His voice, losing whatever tact he had briefly allowed it, 
regained its normal composure - direct, urgent; almost impatient.  

‘Yes, well, I thought that was probably what you wanted to 
know.’ I hesitated. Why was I afraid? I didn’t feel like a stranger 
here. ‘I can’t remember.’  

‘What?’ His face twisted into a frown; the disbelief in his voice 
almost palpable. ‘Come, Barbara, there really is no need to be coy, 
no need at all. The situation in which we find ourselves is akin to a 
locked room. Information is both the door and the key. Now I 
must ask you again, and I urge you to be honest: how did you 
come to be aboard my Ship?’  

I shrugged. ‘Honestly. I don’t know. All remember is the 
desert... some kind of celebration. Alexander fell ill and we stayed 
with him until he died. Really, that’s all.’  
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‘Alexander?’  
‘The Great, yes.’  
‘I see.’ He waited. I said nothing. His eyes developed that 

sharp glint they took on whenever he was thinking hard about 
something. ‘My dear, if I were a man of lesser intelligence I would 
have to believe you were lying. Your appearance here is quite 
extraordinary, if I might say so. Indeed, yes. Quite extraordinary. 
And yet... also... not entirely unexpected.’  

I ran my fingers lightly across the smooth, pale metal of the 
central console. ‘Oh?’  

‘Yes. You see... Susan?’  
Susan stepped forward, the movement almost choreographed. 

I had seen man and grand-daughter perform this symbiotic dance 
before. Almost as if they could read each other’s thoughts.  

‘There’s a problem,’ she said. Her voice quivered slightly but 
her chin was tilted defiantly upwards. I wondered what could 
cause one so versed in the ways of space and time to show even a 
minor moment of fear. ‘With space outside the TARDIS.’  

‘What do you mean.’  
Ian said impatiently, ‘The Doctor claims it no longer exists.’  
‘And that is quite true, young man, as you would easily 

realize if for one moment you would set aside your blind 
assumption of superiority and-’  

‘Grandfather,’ Susan didn’t even have to raise her voice. The 
Doctor hrumph-ed in that embarrassed way that he had when he 
realized he had overstepped some unseen mark, the closest he 
would ever come to an apology, and fell silent.  

I was still trying to take in what Ian had said. ‘Space? Not 
exist? Did I hear you correctly?’  

Ian nodded, lips thinned to a stern line.  
‘Is that all?’  
The Doctor’s smile caught me by surprise. I glanced at Susan. 

She answered for him, ‘Anyone else would have asked how we 
knew, what evidence we had.’  

The Doctor added gently, his tone serious again, ‘You, my 
dear Barbara, asked a more important question.’  

I waited. ‘And?’  
Susan glanced at her grandfather, whose beak-like 

countenance lowered in a minuscule nod.  
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‘No, Barbara, that’s not all. We said the universe outside the 
TARDIS doesn’t exist. Well... according to our instruments, nor 
does time. There’s nothing there anymore. No matter, no energy, 
no stars, suns or planets. Just blank nothing. It’s like the universe 
never existed at all! I’ve never seen anything like it, none of our 
people have.’ Her voice finally broke and she turned to the Doctor 
for comfort. He gathered her into an embrace, fuzzy edged in the 
milky light of the control room like an out-of-focus snapshot of 
two people outlined against a winter sky.  

‘It’s impossible, Barbara. Impossible!’ Her voice shook with 
fear. ‘The universe can’t  not-exist. It just can’t!’  



 42 

 
 

nnnn    5555    

  
 
I didn’t know what to say. Nobody spoke, in fact, and the stained-
glass control chamber of the T.A.R.D.I.S. was silent. There was 
such a tone of desolation in Susan’s plaintive cry that I felt my 
stomach flutter, as if I was standing on the edge of a tremendously 
high cliff. If she and her grandfather thought time and space had 
ceased to exist, and they had spent their lives traveling throughout 
the universe, then who was I, a mere teacher of history, and of a 
single planet at that, to argue? The only question was: what could 
we do about it?  

That thought was uppermost in the Doctor’s mind as well, it 
seemed. Moving slightly to allow Susan to stand dear of him, the 
old man gazed at both Ian and myself with clear, penetrating eyes.  

‘I know what you both must be thinking.’ his voice was firm. 
‘Is there in fact, anything we can do? Or are we just to wait while 
the clocks that bind the universe to its frame wear inevitably down 
and silence envelopes us forever?’  

Ian stated the obvious. ‘You say time and space has ceased to 
exist outside the T.A.R.D.I.S. What guarantee have we that we’re 
safe inside it? I mean, if the universe doesn’t exist, how can 
anything inside it?’  

The Doctor made an irritated noise. ‘Such hidebound 
intellect. Setting aside the obvious fact that we do exist, I had 
thought you would be more observant than clearly you are.’ He 
seemed to gather his thoughts before continuing in more 
reasonable tones, ‘My vessel is a universe in its own right. We are 
safe inside it for as long as it has power.’  

‘Is that so?’ Ian couldn’t seem to help rising to the tone of 
brinkmanship in the Doctor’s voice. ‘And how long will that be? 
No power source lasts forever.’  

The Doctor pursed his lips. ‘I have no idea.’  
‘What?!’ Ian’s voice was shocked and angry. ‘You mean to 

tell me-’  
‘My dear boy,’ the Doctor interrupted in growing irritation. ‘I 

mean exactly what I say! The power source that drives my Ship is 
designed to be self-renewing, drawing on energy from nearby suns 
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to refuel whenever such action is necessary. Now there are no such 
suns. So I don’t know.’  

Ian sighed. ‘So that’s it then,’ he said with finality. The 
Doctor did not reply.  

Susan licked her lips and made a point of staring at the 
scanner. The screen, designed to display the Ship’s surroundings, 
and which was normally full of motion, was a blank lozenge of 
milky light.  

‘Well, what can we do?’ I asked after a long moment in which 
my mind seemed unable to form a single thought worthy of 
utterance.  

The Doctor’s gaze transfixed me. ‘As I believe I mentioned 
before - it is quite dear to me that the Ship has become something 
of a locked room. A room in a house which no longer exists. One 
in which we are trapped. Information is the lock - and memory the 
key. You must remember everything that you can about our recent 
adventures. Anything at all, any snippet of information could be of 
the utmost importance.’  

I knew he was right. I looked at Ian. His face was a pale 
mirror, reflecting my own growing fear.  

‘Is there no other way? Are you quite sure?’  
‘Yes my dear,’ he said gently. ‘Quite sure.’  
I sat down in the rocking chair and began to collect my 

thoughts. He was right. I knew it and yet... I found myself 
suddenly sick, dizzy. I breathed deeply, tried to concentrate on the 
flow of air into my lungs. Control. Keep control. No fainting. Not 
today, thank you very much.  

I cast my mind back, back to the desert, the death of 
Alexander from fever... the long march home through the desert to 
Pella and the T.A.R.D.I.S. No. Those memories were too painful. 
Something less dark... something my bruised intellect could deal 
with. That was what I needed now.  

I concentrated, shifting my memory to India. Pale rose-quartz 
skies cupping a sun of barely darker hue. The broad-banked 
Jhelum river flowing like royal satin beneath that crystal sky 
and sun. Had it been morning or evening? I couldn’t remember. 
The image broke, the memory gone.  

The Doctor said abruptly, ‘Here is not the best place to 
remember. We must go somewhere calmer.’  

I stood up.  



 44 

Even Ian offered no argument.  
The Doctor led us, a grim and silent procession of four, 

deeper into the Ship. We followed silently along white corridors 
until he finally threw open a large door and we were confronted 
by the sight of a Mediterranean rooftop courtyard spread out 
before us, baking beneath a clear blue sky and bright yellow 
sun. To either side clay urns held palms that shifted restlessly in 
a hot wind. The ground at our feet was flagged stone, polished 
and trimmed with decorated tiles. Stone walls the color of chalk 
bounded the yard. White. Blue. Yellow. Green. Something 
basic here caught and calmed me, soothed me, speaking more 
effectively than even the bizarrely scientific T.A.R.D.I.S. 
interior of places and times other than my own twentieth 
century England.  

Legs crossed, I sat on the warm tiles as Susan fetched her 
grandfather a deckchair. She then perched beside Ian on a stone 
staircase which ran without rails up the side of the nearest wall, 
the toe of one plimsoll idly playing with the thick green fronds 
of the nearest palm.  

I knew everyone was waiting for me to say something. 
Words sprang into my mind though they were not my own. 
‘Mark Twain said of India: “The people here may seem poor to 
us rich Westerners but in matters of the spirit it is we who are 
the paupers and they who are the millionaires.”’  

Susan clapped her hands together, seemingly cheered by 
the sunlight her grandfather had trapped aboard his Ship, who 
knew how long ago. ‘Twain wrote Treasure Island didn’t he? 
It’s such a marvelous book. We don’t have things like that 
where I come from.’  

Ian leaned closer and whispered. ‘Huckleberry Finn. I may 
be an old rocket-hound, but I know that much. The Adventures of 
Huckleberry Finn,’  

Susan grimaced in embarrassment, teenage awkwardness 
perched uneasily upon a face which had gazed at first hand upon 
alien civilizations as far removed from our own as the distant stars 
which gave them life. ‘Sorry. That’s a good book too though. Injun 
Joe was scary. I read the draft outline while Mister Twain was 
working on it. Do you remember, grandfather? The time on the 
riverboat. You said you fancied a bit of a-’  

Susan fell silent at a forbidding look from the Doctor.  
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I smiled. I couldn’t help myself. The idea of the Doctor 
fleecing a Mississippi paddle-steamer full of booze-drenched 
gamblers fair brought a twinkle to the eye...  

‘Oh, I’m sorry, Barbara. Don’t let me interrupt.’  
‘It’s alright Susan.’  
‘It’s just that I thought you would remember. After all you 

were there. It was you who wore that dress. You know, the stripy 
one with the corset that fit you so well when you tried to... that is... 
I mean... well, I’m surprised you don’t...’ she tailed off for a 
second time. ‘Oh dear.’  

The Doctor’s frown deepened. ‘My dear I know I’m old but I 
think I would have remembered something so... colorful as the 
adventure you describe.’  

‘Oh but it did happen, grandfather, I remember it, I know I 
did!’  

My smile faded. Time playing tricks on us again.  
Time to get down to business.  
‘I remember... that I wanted to leave the T.A.R.D.I.S.’ I 

nodded slowly. ‘That’s right. I wanted the Doctor to take me to 
India. There was something 1 had to do. Something important.’  

I waited. No. It wouldn’t come.  
‘I remember the skies... rose-quartz and grey... I remember 

elephants... oh, I remember blood. Blood in the river, I-’  
No. That wouldn’t do either. There had to be a better place to 

start. A right place. I imagined myself a student again. Pictured 
listening to myself lecture on the subtleties of history. Look back, I 
said to myself, look for the mnemonic, the trigger. A sight, a smell. 
Maybe a sound-  

-saffron stains bright as the sun on fingers and food-  
-harsh cry of reed quivering in the air as a serpent danced-  
-bodies like armatures of bone inside baggy brown skin-  
sacks; desperate poetry in their angular conception... and their 

minds, all one in perfect balance-  
I remembered, not everything, but enough. I caught the 

Doctor’s eye. The light in it was the light of patience. I took a 

calming breath, felt sunlight like hot spring water scald the back 

of my neck. I had no idea if it was a real sun or just a very good 

recording. In any case it didn’t matter. The Doctor was right as 

the heat seeped into me so it released memories trapped deep 

within and, choosing my words with care, I began to speak. 
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India was carnival.  

Old and wise, maimed yet beautiful; dancing here mountain-
slow and now river-quick; time her dress and snow her hair; 
monsoon her voice and her touch the naked whisper of hard skin 
upon harder rock; thieves knives and beggars wit her fingers and 
feet; stars her eternal mind; death and life her secret smile.  

I came to Peshawar with a feeling that India took everyone as 
partner for some inevitable part of her geologic dance. Caught in 
partnership I stepped, so, whirled to the dervish of laughter and 
steaming food, saw snake and smoke and fire lace air with the 
clangor of reed and pipe, stitch children squealing into the bellies 
of rivers, splash time’s veil across the masqued face of warrior, 
worker, priest; petty waspish official and deliberately maimed 
beggar.  

India was carnival and I her willing partner.  
We danced.  
Beating sari-cloth against river-rock with the dhobis 

washerwomen I watched the comings and goings of the town, 
listened to the songs and gossip, drank voices from the air with 
corn-pollen-river-damp and the painful delight of children. My 
head rang with cloth bells flapping from wooden frames, human 
clappers ticking pendulum life within. I heard goats tattle-whine 
through two mouths, throats slashed and blood tossed against god-
hills to summon wealthy crops, saw babies left on the pavement 
for lack of meat to become meat themselves for the wild things that 
no lexicon of god or beast could name; inhaled the smelt-stink of 
bodies rotted by need, gulped spice-clot air, near drowned in the 
wine of human dementia that was carnival that was India.  

All the while seeking, seeking.  
The eye of the storm, the needle in the haystack, the one 

rotten apple in every barrel.  
Something had gone bad in the world.  
I knew it, tasted it as sun-drawn salt on the honeyed flesh of 

sweetmeats.  
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Something... ah, but what? What was this taste, this odorous 
stench that flayed me with guilt-knives, sent shivers of what if 
along every piano-wire nerve?  

I did not know, could not remember. Knew only that I must 
seek it, find it, put it right, before the bindings that held the world 
came loose and the universe unraveled, shredded kitten wool, 
around me.  

I watched and listened, beat dripping cloth, senses glutted 
with kaleidoscope truth yet mind-starved of knowledge.  

And as I danced thus impatiently, so too did another.  
An old dance this, eight years on the road from Macedonia to 

the barbarian lands, from civilization old towards civilization yet 
to be conceived; this new iteration sired upon the Hindu Kush 
where Alexander had thought to find the end of the world but 
found instead of sea a fresh, fascinating land to occupy his mind 
and desire.  

A dance of steel and muscle this, it swept in armored tresses 
through the Khyber, crossed the Indus on clotted gypsy reeds, 
mambo-shimmied east across hills whose backs bowed beneath its 
lockstep weight. It whooped fierce joy and whispered hushed-
hearts’ terror, fortissimo blood-thunder by noon and pianissimo 
slithersteel by moon; hoof-stomping villages and towns and 
soldiers, making fluttering rags of priests and children, women and 
animals, barbarians none and all the thief of heart’s desire.  

Alexander whooped and shimmied and whipped his company 
into India, slathered and ravened across its stone-backed people, 
made an end to timeless gods and so came with sword and spear to 
the Jhelum and to Peshawar where I waited still in the dhobis ghat 
washing other people’s clothes.  

The Paurava Rajah, known to the Greeks as Poros, held the 
river line with a force to match Alexander’s.  

Poros, the strong back of India, his cavalry and infantry the 
sword hand, his charioteer-archers and elephants the thunder-
stamp of warrior-feet poised to crush Alexander and end forever 
civilization's dance.  

Alexander would not stop. He came dragging summer to 
temper spring, to simmer and broil the air and land, spicing any 
force which might oppose his will with its own life’s blood.  

So war loped and galloped to Peshawar, dragging death on 
blood-seasoned chariot wheels with the summer rains, and I knew 
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it as woman knows man, as mother knows child, as sun knows day 
and night fears sun.  

Death came with the monsoon and carnival was blood and 
fire.  
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I sat with The Doctor, Susan and her son in the forest clearing and 
listened to Barbara speak of death.  

Her voice was calm for the most part, undeniably 
professional, engaging and provocative at the same time. Her face 
half-dressed in yellow sunlight, half in a dreamy smile held the 
four of us captivated as a child is captivated by the sight of striped 
cotton-candy or smoking chestnuts under Borealis fairground 
lamps. She was the barker that called us to time’s circus, she the 
ringmaster that conjured history’s acts to perform for us. She 
didn’t just relate history. She was history.  

I felt like a child listening to her.  
‘Imagine what Alexander must have felt as he marched 

towards India. His teacher, Aristotle had assured him that the 
world ended here, that a vast ocean lay waiting for his eyes and 
his alone. When he looked upon it, Aristotle, said, then he 
would know that the entire world was his by right of mind and 
sword.  

‘By this time Alexander had been at war for nearly eight 
years. He was twenty nine. A small man, and tough; very hard 
to beat, confident, and with none of the wounds of battle and 
excess that life was soon to carve in his mind and body. 
Imagine what he must have felt like standing there at the head 
of the Khyber Pass with as many as eighty thousand soldiers 
wondering where on earth was all that water? Could his 
teacher have been so wrong? This was Aristotle, remember, the 
sharpest mind in the classical world; father, so some say, of 
modem civilization’  

At the mention of Aristotle’s name the Doctor interjected a 
dismissive, contemptuous, strangely irritable hrrunph. Barbara 
shot him a glance loaded with meaning. Obviously I’d missed 
something. I didn’t know what.  

Ignoring the Doctor, Barbara continued to speak. ‘If 
Aristotle could be so wrong about the ocean, wrong about the 
place the world ended, then what of his advice concerning the 
advisability of the war against the Barbarians in the first place?  
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‘For Alexander, the rocky spine of the Hindu Kush 
sweeping up from the hills of Afghanistan were all the 
inspiration he need to move forward. A whole new world lay in 
wait for his mind to dominate, for his swords and spears to 
civilize The thought now was not, where can I stop, but, how 
far can I go?’  

My face itched in the forest heat of the library. For a 
moment my mind wandered, distracted by the sticky air. All 
around the clearing in which we sat books lifted gnarled spines and 
branches laden with fruit towards the sun.  

I remembered vividly my first view of the Doctor’s library. 
Browsing here was like taking a stroll in the Congo basin. The 
Doctor, of course, found my bemusement highly amusing. ‘In your 
world, Chesterton, m’boy,’ he’d said pompously. ‘Trees are killed 
in order to store knowledge.’  

He’d paused for quite unnecessary dramatic effect. ‘In my 
world they are not.’  

I remembered shaking my head in wonder. ‘How do you find 
anything to read?’  

‘Why the same way you would find a book in any library.’ I 
must have looked puzzled. ‘All life encodes information it receives 
through its senses as chemical patterns within the brain. What are 
scents but patterns of chemicals? I think you will find that 
browsing here is a much more pleasant experience than in any 
library of your world.’  

I had to admit I was impressed. ‘So the more appealing the 
scent, the more appropriate the book, is that it? And to read?’  

‘You have merely to pluck the fruit and eat, yes.’ Finally he 
surrendered to the inevitable smug grin. ‘What else is knowledge 
but sustenance for the mind?’  

‘It’s certainly food for thought. But awkward, though, if you 
happen to suffer from hay-fever.’  

Over time I had got used to the Doctor’s library. I suspected 
now that it would be very hard to place myself back into the 
earthly context of books you held and read with eyes locked to text 
instead of ranging freely across the flavored chemical vistas of 
science, history, fiction.  

Now, relaxed in the clearing and listening to Barbara speak of 
times and places not so distant, I watched pollen drift across the 
clearing: ghosts of prologue and chapter all caught in spokes of 
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yellow sunlight. All around us the library sighed, inhaled and 
exhaled with the breeze. Spindrift motes whispered plot and 
character and contents and indexed appendices. The pure scent of 
mathematics, statistics, physics; the earthy rush of history, 
chemistry, geology; and fiction: the dust and cordite stench of war 
and western; the apple blossom bouquet of romance; the graveyard 
moulder of horror and the strange intoxication of science fiction. 
Eyes shut, I tasted a thousand worlds, a million times.  

And Barbara, focused on one world and one time, brought me 
back to now.  

I picked pollen from my arms and face. Too long spent in the 
Doctor’s library brought its own equivalent of eyestrain. I fell like I 
needed a wash. Idly I scratched at my beard. Had Alexander felt 
like this? Years of war, a march through some of the most grueling 
arid landscapes men could endure, and now this: a new land to 
tame where for so long he had thought to rest. How could a man 
endure that sort of experience? And for eight years! And to have 
the determination, the vision, the drive to begin when he was at an 
age barely considered adult in most modem societies.  

Barbara must have read my thoughts. ‘Young people in our 
time have to be twenty-one to drink a pint of beer, to watch certain 
films. At the age of twenty-one Alexander had already succeeded 
his father as King of Macedonia, raised an army the like of which 
the world had never seen and with it, planned to conquer the entire 
known world.’  

I said, ‘Makes you wonder what the world would have been 
like had he gone to see Paths of Glory instead of treading them.’  

No-one laughed. Well, why would they? The Doctor and 
Susan had not even been born on the same planet as Stanley 
Kubrick, and a woman like Barbara Wright probably wouldn’t 
want to witness such a stark exposure of human nature even if the 
film hadn’t been banned for years.  

I noticed Susan looking at me, her eyes raised from her baby 
son’s face to mine with a look that all but stopped my heart. 
Captured by her gaze, the memories locked behind her eyes, I had 
a single moment in which to consider the implications of what I 
had said, of the situation we were in.  

The thought made me shiver; I looked at the baby instead. 
Susan’s son was calm, with clear eyes and hair already curling. 
Fingers spread to clutch dandelion synopses, gurgled with joy as 
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success brought a fog scatter of seeds from which to grow new 
stories, new histories. Something about the action spoke of babies 
everywhere; if the child could see it; he wanted it. In that respect 
alone he was the image of his father. In many ways that baby was 
the future. A future that never happened. A two year old son and 
heir for Alexander that destiny never allowed.  

Barbara glanced at the baby too. Her expression was sad, 
almost tearful, yet she smiled. It was clear she had a very different 
recollection of baby ‘Xander’s life than the rest of us. The thought 
sent goose-bumps racing up my arms. Even as a second rate 
mathematician who’d never achieved his goal of flight engineer, I 
could understand the terrifying situation in which we now found 
ourselves. Only a number-cruncher could truly appreciate the 
concept of a simultaneous infinity of nows. If everything that ever 
could exist did so at the same time... then time itself would have 
no meaning and, without time to define it, space would simply 
cease to be. And if the universe in all its complex majesty could 
just stop like that, then what of our own fragile human selves? 
What would happen to us? And when?  

I resolved from that moment to keep my mouth shut and let 
Barbara relate her story with no further interruptions.  

‘The Greeks maintained that the Indians had the strangest 
culture on Earth. How could Alexander resist that?’ I felt her eyes 
on me as she spoke. Was there a subtext here? Barbara rose and 
stretched, a human tree, then answered her own question. ‘He 
couldn’t of course. He came with an army numbering more than 
seventy thousand infantry and cavalry. He had been so long away 
from home by now that the army was composed of at least as 
many Persians, Bactrians, Sogdians, Arachosians and others who 
had been impressed into service as it did the original Greeks. 
Fabled Scythian archers rubbed shoulders with the finest Iranian 
cavalry - and all held hostage for the good behavior of their 
conquered tribes, even while spilling life’s blood for Alexander. 
The soldiers marched in uniforms cut from local clothing. Many 
were annoyed because they had been so long away from their 
families. Others because Alexander had taken the Persian customs 
to heart when he took that land. Still more because he had taken a 
Persian girl to wife when it suited him.’  

Barbara cast a mysterious look towards Susan as she spoke. 
Her baby murmured and she soothed it.  
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Barbara said, ‘Nothing, however, could dim the light of 
civilization and conquest and sheer personal energy that shone 
from Alexander like a sun. And so in the spring of 326 BC he 
marched on India with sixty thousand infantry, twelve thousand 
cavalry, and more than ten thousand engineers, historians, 
entertainers, and prisoners; and every move orchestrated with the 
grace and intelligence of a ballet, and every single step carefully 
recorded by the philosophers still faithfully measuring the size of 
the Earth.  

‘Waiting for them at the town of Peshawar, on the river 
Jhelum, was Poros, an Indian general and ascetic, with four 
thousand cavalry, thirty thousand foot, a thousand charioteer-
archers and more than two hundred elephants decked and 
mounted for war.’  

Barbara stopped for a moment. Collecting her thoughts? 
Dealing with the terrible memories she faced on our behalf?  

She said, with terrifying precision, ‘I am haunted by the sight 
of a river dammed by corpses. I can’t get the thought out of my 
mind.’  

Before I could work out whether her words were an apology 
for hesitation or a literal statement of fact, she continued, 
‘Alexander ordered his men to build rafts made from bundles of 
reeds bound with waterproof animal skins. While a reserve force of 
several thousand under command of Ptolemy forged mock attacks 
on the river line Alexander crossed the river with the bulk of his 
army and engaged Poros’ son and the charioteers seventeen miles 
upstream.  

‘Caught in a flanking movement, his son and charioteer-
archers slaughtered to a man, Poros faced a terrible dilemma. His 
army was outnumbered and outmatched. Alexander commanded 
the largest, most highly trained fighting force the world had ever 
seen. Poros knew he could not win. Yet he fought against all odds. 
Alexander was so impressed that when he finally defeated Poros 
he gave him back his land and ordered that it be administrated by 
its former owner. Alexander had just made a powerful new ally, 
one who later-’  

Barbara stopped as the Doctor cleared his throat. ‘No,’ he said 
with some irritation. ‘This won’t do at all.’  

Barbara glanced sharply at the man responsible for our 
journeys throughout the galaxy.  
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Forestalling argument or discussion, he said, ‘You 
misunderstand. We do not need a history lesson. It is history itself 
which is at issue here. We must know what you saw, what you 
felt, so we may try to judge any differences.’  

Barbara seemed to collapse inwardly. ‘I know... you’re right... 
but it’s hard... it hurts me to remember.’  

‘You must, though. So much depends upon it.’  
Barbara made the kind of expression you’d see on the face of 

someone caught in sudden hailstorm: the revelation that 
something so small could be so cold, so sharp and painful. And 
that there could be so many hundred, thousand all hitting your 
face and hands at the same time; as if heaven had taken every 
moment of pain ever felt by soldiers and victims in all the wars that 
ever were; taken them and tempered them to needle sharpness, and 
picked you for its target.  

‘The pain is necessary. We must have the truth of this matter! 
Too much rests upon it to indulge ourselves in guilt or grief.’ 

Barbara slowly knelt on a carpet of fragrant leaves. Not leaves 
but the mouldering bones of corpses.  

Their smell the stench of despair, of hope lost through glories 
won, of utter death come to claim all victors and losers alike.  

Her mouth opened. She breathed out memories. Exhaled 
dead heartbeats and fear.  

Her voice ice, she spoke.  
At the sound of her words I saw two armies ranged along the 

banks of a river swollen with melt-water from the Himalayas. Her 
voice became the shriek of man and sword, horse and elephant. 
Her whisper the sound of arrows parting air and flesh.  

I listened, and saw everything. Felt everything. Every single 
mud-grip-slither-steel heartbeat. Each and every blood-pump-
shatter-bone breath.  

And at the end I remembered: the weight of a sword in my 
hand and light touch of an arrow deep in my own heart; the 
crushing weight of horse’s hooves and chariot wheels driving my 
ribs and face into drowning mud.  

I saw and heard and felt the sheer incandescence of war. I 
burned with it, a man not of flesh but of flame.  

How? How had I come to this? To fight, to kill, to become a 
living part of my own history and finally, to die there?  
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I knew no answer, just the indescribable horror of death. The 
first of my own many deaths.  

Something made me turn then, unable to face either the past 
or the future, and I ran from the library, from the words that 
tortured me more deeply than the pain of any mortal blow.  

I retreated to the depths of the Ship, and blessed silence, 
where I turned to sleep for comfort, and prayed not to dream.  
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I awoke from a dream of fire and screaming soldiers to the gentle 
silence of my room in the Tardis. I sat up, wiped sweat from my 
forehead. The room was dim, the light shifting slowly in organic 
patterns reminiscent of the patterns fanned by liquid seen under 
the lens of a microscope. I got up, moved to the sink, drew some 
water from the tap, drank thirstily.  

I set down the tumbler - clink of glass on china - and splashed 
water on my face. I didn’t want to go back to bed. I wasn’t tired. I 
was, however, still tense from the violent memories thrown up by 
Amy’s history lesson as we’d walked around the hedge maze 
earlier that day. I had died. Beneath a chariot wheel. Smashed into 
the mud by horses hooves. Defending my king.  

Aware the room was too silent I drew in a great gulp of air, 
held it for as long as I could and then released it with a sigh. 
Tense, with a rolling sensation in my stomach, like a ship heaving 
in unsettled waters, or too much Christmas pudding, I moved 
away from the sink and into the lounge. I didn’t feel like sleeping 
anymore but I definitely needed something to do that would take 
my mind of those images of war and death. I decided upon a book. 
Something to read. Another world to submerge myself in while we 
waited for Doctor Who to work out what had gone wrong with the 
universe.  

I let my fingers brush the few spines stacked together on the 
mantelpiece. I fingered Something Wicked This Way Comes, drew 
it out, then pushed it gently back into its place. Published long 
after I had left Earth, Ray Bradbury’s tale of a circus ringmaster 
who could cheat death would haunt my dreams for weeks. A 
second title caught my eye. The Stone Book by Alan Gamer. That 
would do the job. I could read the whole thing in one sitting. The 
prose was elegant without being simple, the story a rather touching 
tale of a tenth century girl whose desire to read leads her to a cave 
full of Neolithic paintings. Her own story, and the Stone Book of 
the title. Taking the book I turned back to the bed.  

There was a dog sitting on it.  
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I stared at the dog in surprise. Small, brown, pugnacious, it 
lay there curled up in its own dog-shaped dent in the blanket, 
panting as if it had run a mile and just stopped, it’s little tongue 
hanging out and wiggling with each breath. I recognized the breed 
at once. French Bulldog. Quite possibly the ugliest animal in the 
world. My mother had owned one when my sister and I had been 
small.  

The dog was looking right at me. I stared back. How had it 
got here? Why hadn’t I heard it before I’d seen it? The dog shifted 
restlessly, as if aware of my thoughts, and then said, ‘Hey. Fella. 
Seen da kids?’  

There was a long moment. My mouth opened but no sound 
came out.  

The bulldog had a Bronx accent.  
‘Hey. Hey! Yeah, you with yer mouth open! Quit staring at 

me like an idiot! Don’cha know it’s rude to ignore someone’s 
talking to ya?’  

I blinked. Abruptly my senses focused to pin-sharp accuracy. 
The rug pricking the soles of my feet as I shifted my weight, my 
fingertips slipping across the glossy jacket of the book I held, the 
previously restful light in my room a grainy pressure against my 
eyeballs, each photon frozen in mid-air as though part of a three 
dimensional snapshot of my life. I felt everything in extraordinary 
detail, as if every sight and smell and thought and feeling were 
needles jabbing into my eyes and ears and skin and brain.  

The dog said, ‘Hey! Hey fella! You awake there or what?’  
‘Uh .. .’  
‘Oh gawd save us from ninnies and nincompoops.’ The dog 

licked its behind in a bored fashion, then looked at me again with 
an expression that was altogether too pleased with itself. ‘Listen to 
me fella. It’s real important. Your alpha rhythms are all peaky; I 
only got time to say this once. Have you seen the children? They’re 
playing Join The Dots.’  

‘Nuh.... no. Children. Dots. Not really.’  
‘OK, well, you gotta watch out for them, you get me? It’s real 

important, so don’t you be forgetting now, hear?’  
I found myself nodding. ‘Whatever you say.’  

‘OK, then. I guess that’s my guest spot over. You can go 

right ahead and wake- 
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Baby Philip stirred awake on my lap and I fidgeted uncomfortably.  

Babies.  
Like, wow.  
They tried to tell us about them at Coal Hill. I didn’t listen, of 

course. Well, why should I? What relevance did human biology 
have to me? Alright, the courtship rituals were interesting. They 
shared some elements with other life on their planets. Bees, for 
example. But as for the rest... well, if you need to work off that 
much energy give me a good game of netball any day. And as for 
what relevance the whole icky business had to someone from my 
world... well, I knew the answer to that one now didn’t I?  

Ouch.  
That was the relevance it had.  
And a whacking great big ouch at that.  
So I sat there in the polar observatory, letting little Philip nod 

off as he watched the northern lights, and I listened to the words of 
a woman at once decades older than me and several centuries 
younger, and I tried to remember the things she was relating. I 
tried to remember what happened at the summit of Aornos Rock. I 
tried to remember the slaughter and I tried to remember Little Star. 
I should have been able to do that at least.  

Nothing.  
Then again, what did I really remember of anything either Ian 

or Barbara had claimed to have said or done?  
I remembered Ian from science lessons. He claimed he was a 

mathematician working at Cambridge University. On the other 
hand I didn’t remember Barbara from school at all, yet she could 
quote verbatim whole conversations I’d had with Miss McGovern, 
the history teacher.  

Something weird was going on and all I knew was that if I 
held on tightly enough to my son, I’d get through. I mean, we 
always did get through things, in the end. Alright, everything had 
got a bit icky just before we landed on Earth but it had turned out 
alright. That year on Earth had been pretty fab on the whole, what 
with school and winding them up about the acid experiment and 
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Japan being in Reykjavik and everything. And ever since 
grandfather fixed the chameleon circuit and some other bits and 
pieces around the Ship everything seemed to be groovy in Time 
and Space.  

Until now, of course.  
Now Something Was Up - and grandfather, who normally 

seemed to understand the way the universe worked, at least to a 
couple of decimal places, seemed to have got lost somewhere on 
the wrong side of the decimal point.  

Even Ian, who normally at least tried to keep a level head 
about him seemed to be on the verge of panic. I watched him now, 
through the observatory windows, standing alone on a plain of 
grey-green ice, bundled up in a parka and thumping his arms 
against his sides to keep warm. What must he be thinking now? 
What would I be thinking in his place? Barbara had just described 
the way he had died, shot by archers and crushed beneath chariot 
wheels. I could see it had upset Barbara as much as it had Ian. 
Grandfather seemed to be drinking it all in with what must seem to 
them to be his normal impassive expression. Such a shame about 
humans. They missed the subtleties in everything. It caused a lot of 
misunderstandings, if I was to believe what Miss McGovern taught 
of history.  

Ian had decided to go for a walk. Grandfather had let him. I 
expected him not to: he could be quite determined when there was 
something important to be done. Maybe he thought he’d learn 
more if Ian had a few moments to collect his thoughts.  

A short while later Ian returned to the observatory and I 
realized grandfather was probably right.  

‘Alright.’ Ian said. ‘I’m dead.’  
‘Not you,’ said Barbara. ‘We agreed. The other Ian and 

Barbara.’  
Ian nodded slowly as he removed his parka. The fur was iced 

up. His face was pale with the cold. That was the other thing about 
humans. They felt everything so intensely. Sometimes their 
feelings had even been known to kill them. If I was to believe Miss 
McGovern. I know that grandfather had hoped a life aboard the 
TARDIS might free them from some of their mental and 
emotional constraints. It was kind of an experiment for him, to see 
if he could educate them, to bring them up to our level. I know he 
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thought they had the potential. Looking at him now I wondered if 
he felt he’d made a mistake.  

Ian said, ‘I remember Barbara dying. She remembers me 
dying. We’re both obviously not dead - so where does that leave 
us?’ Grandfather started to say something but Ian cur him off. I 
suppose it was their butterfly lives which forced them to speak so 
quickly. without much time for thought. ‘It’s obvious what’s 
happened. Something else has gone wrong with the TARDIS, 
Doctor, and time has somehow been scrambled. Do you agree?’  

Grandfather cleared his throat. ‘Go ahead. State the obvious. 
I’ve already told you that Time and Space outside the Ship have 
ceased to exist.’  

‘Yes, but why?’ Ian’s voice echoed loudly in the observatory, 
ringing like bell notes from the brass casings of grandfather’s 
collection of antique telescopes.  

‘Isn’t that what we’re trying to find out?’  
‘By making us relive events that never happened? By torturing 

us with our own deaths? No. I don’t know what’s going on here 
but I know you’ve got something to do with it.’  

‘Oh do you indeed?’ Grandfather’s voice assumed a 
dangerous edge.  

‘Yes! And for once I’m right. If the universe is gone and 
Barbara and I aren’t responsible, and Susan obviously isn’t, then 
you’re the only one left. It’s your Ship. Only you know its 
mysteries and secrets. You’ve done something wrong, haven’t 
you? Some accident or other that’s caused time and space to stop. 
Only being inside the Ship protects us. It’s your fault! You might 
as well admit it!’  

I moved to grandfather, placed my hand on his shoulder. I 
knew how much it hurt him not to be trusted. ‘Ian, why can’t you 
see? Grandfather and I are as baffled as you are!’  

Philip stirred in my arms; I could sense him responding to the 
aggression and fear all around.  

‘I don’t believe that!’ Ian’s voice was angry now. Philip woke 
up and began to cry.  

‘I do.’  
It was Barbara. Her voice calm, the voice of reason, of 

common-sense. Whatever else I might think of her, she definitely 
would have made an excellent teacher.  
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‘Ian, you’re wrong. Stop and think for a minute. The Doctor 
and Susan are in as much danger as we are, if what they say is 
true.’  

‘Oh yes. If what they say is true. But we don’t know that do 
we?’  

‘We do if we believe our memories.’  
Ian hesitated. ‘He’s probably changed them. Some game I 

expect. An experiment. Stick us in a little logic maze to see how 
we run.’  

‘Ian, that’s completely paranoid. The Doctor and Susan are 
our friends.’  

‘Are they?’  
‘Yes!’  
‘Then why aren’t they telling us what they remember? Why 

are they just listening to us, just drinking it all in, every word, like 
someone... like something feeding.’  

He hesitated. I could feel the fear in his voice.  
‘How do we even know that they’re really them anymore?’  
Barbara laughed. ‘How do we know they were really them to 

start with?’  
She was clearly trying to defuse the situation but equally 

clearly, Ian did not want to be defused.  
‘That’s true. I hadn’t thought of that.’  
There was a long pause.  
No-one spoke.  
Philip burped.  
I watched grandfather watching Ian. Grandfather’s expression 

told me he thought Ian was dangerous. A force out of control. 
Both of them were shaking; Ian with fear, grandfather with 
annoyance. I had no idea how either of them would act now, what 
they would do next. Oh, they’d argued in the past and always 
made it up afterwards. But could we really trust the past anymore? 
Could we really trust our memories?  

I held on to my baby. He was the one thing in all this I knew 
was real. He was my focus.  

Grandfather moved first. I saw Ian tense, then, with an effort, 
force himself to relax. Grandfather moved to a telescope, moved 
his hand lovingly across the wooden tube, the brass straps. He 
tucked his face close against the eyepiece and adjusted the lens. 
‘Chesterton, there’s something I want you to see.’ He stepped 
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away from the instrument, leaving room for Ian. Ian did not move. 
‘Oh do come along.’  

Ian looked at Barbara. She nodded. He took grandfather’s 
place at the telescope.  

Ian looked through the telescope. ‘What am I looking at?’  
‘Tell me what you see.’  
‘The sky. Stars.’  
‘How many stars?’  
‘I don’t know. Too many to count.’ He straightened up from 

the telescope. ‘And none of them are real so what’s your point?’  
‘That each is the same and yet every one is different.’  
‘Shut up, Barbara, I want him to answer!’  
Grandfather smiled. ‘Oh I don’t have a point, exactly. I just 

wanted you to focus on something other than your fear and 
aggression for a while.’ Grandfather tucked his thumbs into his 
lapels and rocked minutely on his heels, a mannerism he indulged 
in whenever he was feeling particularly pleased with himself. 
‘You’re a scientist Chesterton. A man with wide horizons. I think 
you get the point.’  

Ian frowned. ‘You want to distract me?’  
Grandfather snapped angrily, ‘No, I want you to employ what 

is laughingly referred to as your intellect and really think about 
what’s going on here. What I could actually gain from 
manipulating you in the way you claim I am.’  

Ian said bitterly. ‘You’re an alien. What do I know about 
what you’d gain from torturing someone with memories of their 
own deaths?’  

‘Oh this is quite ridiculous.’ Grandfather said angrily. ‘Quite 
ridiculous. I’m afraid I have neither the time nor the inclination to 
lower myself to your level.’ Grandfather shook his head sadly. 
‘Susan, please look after them both - but be careful.’ He turned to 
leave.  

‘Where are you going?’ Barbara’s voice wavered slightly as 
she spoke.  

‘Oh, just off to cook up some other form of mental torture, I 
expect,’ Ian pronounced venomously.  

Grandfather shot Ian a grim look. ‘Someone has to try to 
work out what’s happened to the universe and think of a way to 
restore it to normal.’ He left the observatory.  
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There was a long pause when he was gone. Then Barbara said 
very quietly, ‘I agree with the Doctor, Ian.’ She moved towards the 
door.  

‘You believe him? after that blatant attempt to manipulate 
me?’  

‘He was trying to help you, Ian. It’s not his fault you couldn’t 
see it.’  

While Ian was gaping in surprise, Barbara left too.  
Ian turned to me. ‘I suppose you’re going to walk out as well, 

are you? It wouldn’t surprise me. You’re both the same. You 
probably get as much entertainment out of it as he does.’  

I shook my head. This was one thing I was quite clear about. 
Ian and grandfather could shout and argue all they wanted. That 
didn’t mean everyone else had to as well. ‘Actually I thought I’d 
stay. We still have a lot of things to remember.’  

Ian regarded me with suspicion.  
A moment passed in arctic silence.  
The aurora Borealis played across the observatory window.  
‘Well,’ he said eventually. ‘You’re only a girl. What harm can 

it do. Alright. Let’s talk. What do you want to know?’  
‘Actually, I thought I’d do the talking for a while.’  
‘Fine. Talk away.’  
It wasn’t easy to control my anger. I wasn’t really scared of 

Ian, not really. He was only human, after all. It was the situation 
that frightened me.  

Actually - it wasn’t that either.  
What made me nervous was the fact that I remembered him 

killing so many people in cold blood.  
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I remember death, of course, remember it with biblical intensity; 
gusting through the town on intimate death-rattle moans and the 
terrified breaths of children; moth-wing eyes wide and curious, 
stirring here, striking there; seeing the brief and certain future of 
those it touched; marking this door and that, this man or that 
woman; cracking and emptying them, leaving shriveled husks, 
drifts of old leaves, to dune in the streets.  

You might have thought it would move in silence, this dark 
intention of muscle and hate, but no. Merciless, arrogant and 
amused, its footfalls were the sound of metal in flesh, it’s giggles 
the pleading of the doomed, its joy the harsh breath of blood 
drenched silence. Serpentine, it wound through endless river 
screams, beautiful and deadly; dragging silence, a black skin 
shroud, to still its wake.  

Its name was Alexander.  
Its name was Ian.  
It destroyed my home and changed my life forever.  
My home was a town was called Bespher. A little town. 

Friendly people, sun dried, cracked, yes, but somehow so alive. A 
trader town, Bespher drank from a river drifting lazily from nearby 
hills on its journey towards the plains. It fed us and our children 
and our crops, bathed us, gave us life.  

I remember the day I arrived there, half mad with thirst, 
walking out of the rumpled parchment hills with my skin on fire 
and dread in my heart, eyes caked with dead tears and grime. 
Somewhere along the way I had fallen. Unable to rise I now 
crawled, clawing handfuls of grit and sharp stones, pulling myself 
over rocks and stumps on ribboned clothes and skin.  

Something had happened to me. Had I been robbed? I had no 
money. I had no water, no food. The sky had smashed me to the 
ground and now I was crushed between them, bruised and beaten, 
every last drop of moisture wrung from my aching body. Soon I 
would be nothing but dust and bones, part of the desert, part of the 
world I had shaped.  
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I forced myself to crawl forward, hand over slashed hand, 
again and again, slower and slower, until I could go no further. 
My cheek sank the short distance to the ground. I breathed out. In. 
Out. Waited. Something I’d forgotten? A last breath?  

Whatever.  
A washer-woman found me lying there. She picked me up. 

Bones like a bird. I think she thought I was dead. Upright, I could 
see water, and realized I had fallen within walking distance of a 
stream, a small river tributary. The water reflected the sky in a 
dazzling ribbon of yellow-white. I screeched with pain and tried to 
close my eyes. Dead tears glued them open.  

The woman asked my name.  
Who was I?  
My name had been stolen along with my possessions, my 

sanity and very nearly my life.  
The memories came back, of course, but slowly. So very 

slowly. Eventually I remembered my grandfather had abandoned 
me, some kind of argument. At times I woke screaming from 
nightmares in which a king died by a child’s sword. I raved of 
Aristotle and the Sons of Demosthenes, of a queen who danced 
with snakes and ate human babies. In my more lucid moments I 
wondered if I had been cursed to live. There were days, few and 
far between at first, though more as time passed, when, lucid, I 
was able to question my situation, to wonder what dark sea had 
beached me on this peculiar shore. The people in the town spoke 
Greek. Was I still in Macedonia? Maybe I could ask a trader for 
help returning to the Palace... it was only later, much later, that I 
found out the town was located on the road to Samarkand, deep in 
the heart of Asia. That so many Greeks had chosen to settle and 
remain so far within the land of their enemies was a puzzle written 
in blood, only to be solved by war. I was five years older by then, 
long accepted as a strange but somehow necessary part of life in 
the town.  

But for now, of that first day, all I remember was being carried 
with extraordinary care by a woman, who though in her fourth 
decade was yet a fraction of my age, across the stream (thunderous 
trickles of water driving spikes into my ears so that I moaned) and 
along the dusty road to town. Sky and ground hammered me with 
patterns of light and dark as I swung from side to side. The air 
bashed against my peeling face. Every movement hurt. Rocked in 
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another’s spindle arms I flew, and for a while knew nothing except 
a frightening silence and darkness and pain.  

I was a child when I came to Bespher. And although I would 
live for many human lifetimes, I grew more in those few short 
years than I ever would in the centuries to follow. Five years. Half 
a decade. A flicker of movement across a watch face whose hands 
were shining galaxies. An eye-blink for the universe; the 
infinitesimal moment of a stray thought; a daydream, unbidden 
and instantly forgotten in the self-important hurly burly of life.  

For me that half a decade from 334 to 329BC was a life, whole 
and complete. I was born, lived and died here; the sun my father, 
the hills my mother, the river the seed which quickened me; the 
trembling air hot life in my lungs, my blood; body and mind 
shaped by the people who delivered me to their world. And you, 
Ian, you were the one who killed me, cut me from that life, hurled 
me squealing into another, and then later, still another.  

Murderer and deliverer both, in India they would have called 
you Shiva. Life and death on one endless wheel. Here you were 
just a soldier obeying orders. The orders of a man you loved.  

Alexander.  
The woman who saved me was called Anshar. If this was a 

story with a happy ending she would have taken care of me, 
supported me, helped me to fit in. She died the following month, 
killed in a bandit raid. Life in the hills was hard and everyone 
needed food. No-one else in the village liked me. They were scared 
of me. I represented a part of their past they were very protective 
of. I didn’t know that then of course. But later, yes. And maybe 
they had good reason to be frightened of me. I had come to them 
for my own reasons. Reasons even I could not remember at the 
time. I just knew I had to be there. But they blamed me for 
Anshar’s death and for a while it looked very dark for me. I 
thought I would be killed or at the very least run out of town. I was 
lucky. I remembered some of the history lessons that Miss Wright 
taught, and some of the science that you taught, Ian. Science and 
history. Clockwork fossils from another world, a future time. A 
place I had lived and one to which they could never go. But I knew 
about irrigation. And I knew about crop rotation. And I knew 
about soil acidity. And so I was able to replace the food stolen by 
the bandits. Only a few old people died. And next time the bandits 
came back - we were ready for them.  



 67 

And so the town accepted me, tolerated as a suspicious but 
necessary evil. I think they classed me among the strange gods they 
worshiped, or as some kind of gift from them, or something, I 
don’t know. They provided me with a dwelling place on the 
outskirts of the town, near the river. I had a small garden. Shade 
from the sun. And I made a life there.  

And slowly my memories returned.  
Appropriately enough my first revelation came at the moment 

of a birth in the town. One of the girls was old enough to marry 
and had fallen pregnant. Now she was due. The birth was hard. 
She was lucky to survive. The midwife was a gnarled woman of 
thirty years whose name was Elin. When the time came she 
brought the child - a boy - into the world and slapped him until he 
screamed his first protesting breath. A moment later she cut the 
cord binding mother to son with a curved blade. Handing the 
screaming baby to its mother, she said, ‘Babies scream because 
they are born with all the knowledge of the world. They scream 
because it’s too much to keep inside.’ The mother blinked, holding 
back her own pain with a smile like the sun, but did not speak.  

‘What will you call him?’ Elin’s voice struck me like a bright, 
heavy weight, right between the eyes. I felt the ground swaying 
beneath me and I sat down.  

Susan.  
I remembered my name.  
From that moment the memories came back if not in waterfall 

torrents then at least quickly. Before another three months had 
passed I remembered almost everything. Grandfather fighting with 
Aristotle over a mathematical description of the T.A.R.D.I.S. 
Queen Olympia trying to seduce you, Ian. And - oh - the Games. 
The Phaecean Games where King Philip was assassinated. I 
remembered why I was here in Bespher. To be close to Alexander. 
To find out what had gone wrong with history. What we might 
have done to change things.  

All I found was death.  
Death at your hands, Ian.  
Because when Alexander discovered, while marching to 

Samarkand, that the little town of Bespher was peopled with the 
descendants of those Greeks who had collaborated with the 
Persian king Xerxes in his invasion of Macedonia a century and a 
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half before, he sent his soldiers to surround the town, and to enter 
it, and then to slaughter every man woman and child in it.  

You were one of those soldiers, Ian.  
I watched you perform your duty. I watched you kill for your 

king. I had no idea how long you had been with Alexander, been 
part of his army, how close you had got to him, or what you could 
remember of why you were there. All I know is that you killed for 
him, killed at his command. And when you had helped kill the 
members of five families - including the woman Elin and the child 
she had delivered - you found me, ran me down and killed me too. 
You put your sword against my throat and moved it sideways - 
just enough - and then I was open, and my blood stained the 
streets along with all the others. All the others that you slaughtered 
in the name of your god, your Alexander.  

I thought I saw something in your eyes, butterfly 
comprehension, in the moment that first life ended for me. Then 
the blade moved through my throat and I felt like I was 
underwater, breathing in my own blood as I died. And the 
moment of comprehension faded with my life.  

Did you recognize me?  
Would you have stopped if you had?  
We’d spent so long apart. Now we’ve spent so long together. 

Years in this world the T.A.R.D.I.S. made for us. A lifetime. A 
new lifetime. Sometimes I think you’re destined to kill all of us, 
and that you only started with me, and I hate you, I hate you so 
much there are no words for the way it fills me.  

But that hasn’t happened yet, and it’s someone else’s life 
anyway.  

Maybe even mine. 
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The child loped through corn, face flying, cloud-stamped on 
rippled gold, beaming sun from eyes like joy-maddened train 
lamps, snorting hot pollen breath from twin-steamed nostrils; 
blasting summer, an express whistle shriek, from tunneled mouth.  

Running under him, the horse cut its midnight shape like a 
hole in the color of the world. Eyes wild debris in shadow-flesh, 
flanks and fetlocks charcoal sidewinders, it stamped and boiled 
across the skin of summer.  

Necks cabled, mouths tunneled, thunderhead and shadow-boy 
raced the day, vaulting morning hedge and midday fence, fording 
afternoon streams and charging tea-time highways.  

Who could guess what boy-thoughts drummed in that gold 
curled head, what horse-thoughts blew reed-harsh through that 
print-edged skull?  

Love? Perhaps.  
Hunger? Certainly.  
Excitement? Without a doubt.  
Joy and fear, snowballs and coconut ice, falling stars and 

clumped galaxies and baobab monsters?  
All and none, perhaps, the kaleidoscope boy-world reflecting a 

thousand, a million desires while horse-thought burned moth to 
the flame of boy alone.  

And what of his mother, continent from which boy-thoughts 
capered and leaped, caught hot wind of imagination and flew? In 
his mind was she near or far? How high did the boy bank and soar? 
How close to sun-destiny his Icarus-desire?  

If she was not in his thoughts, then he was at least, in hers.  
‘He is my eyes to see and breath to speak.’  
Her voice chimed in jigsaw air, elf-face drawn from the leaf-

drift of a poets mind, eyes all dark fire with a mother’s love. Susan 
Foreman, no older for the sundial sweep of a decade than when we 
first met and fell into the tornado.  

Beside us, a man’s voice. ‘Is the horse real?’ The words were 
midnight tongue glue and tumbleweeds.  
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Susan, laughing, struck sparks from us. ‘Oh Ian, always the 
scientist. When everything we see or hear or smell or feel or taste is 
just electrons moving in orbits, what is real anyway?’  

Ian considered. Pouched skin teased shadowed eyes.  
Distant hooves rang clappered thunder from the earth.  
‘Memory.’  
Two feet and four hooves tattooed the ground as, before the 

child, his father Alexander had raced Bukephalas to heel, both 
centuries dead in a universe that lived now in memory alone.  

Susan’s mouth shaped a moon-sliver smile, mind in 
quicksilver orbit around Ian’s thought. ‘That’s clever.’ His ideas 
once favored toys, newly rediscovered. ‘Patterns are everywhere 
but meaning is subjective.’  

‘And therefore intrinsically real.’  
Susan decided to play.  
‘Barbara?’  
I shrugged, felt the ache of years settle in, wearing me, a new 

and not-quite-perfectly tailored suit.  
‘What do you think?’  
Her voice flaked ten years softly from me, old wax on candle 

glass, dead dreams rubbed as morning dust from sleep-glued eyes.  
‘I remember you, Ian, thought the cooking smell was from 

sausages.’  
I rummaged for a smile: Ian’s face was winter.  
I sighed, exhaled an apology. ‘I’m sorry. I know you don’t 

want to...’  
Fear’s pendulum his head shook, rocking back and forth 

endlessly across old decrepit moments in time.  
No... oh no... not there. I can’t go there...  
‘I suppose...’ parchment lips dressed in beard rustled ‘... we 

should really talk about it.’  
Eyes moth-eaten silver on blind mirrors gave lie to his 

trembling conviction. Why did I think even for a moment it could 
ever be different? 

‘No. It’s OK, I’m sorry. I should never have brought it up.’  
He sighed. Dead air gusted from dry-chambered lungs.  
‘It’s just that it’s been so long, Barbara. And it’s not like we 

don’t have a world here in the TARDIS. A universe of our own 
and all the time in the world to explore.’  

‘And forget?’  
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I tried to keep my voice gentle but it was the fuse to his 
explosion.  

‘Forget? Well, why not? It’s not like there’s anything to 
remember, is there?’ He jerked, clockwork grief, broken. Without 
voice, his body screamed: The universe is dead! Time and space, 
murdered! Stars and moons, planets, comets, put to the sword! 
Physics and chemistry, mathematics, geography, sent to the stake! 
Mother and father, friend and stranger, snug bound in entropy’s 
coffin! Love, dead! Fear, dead! Dogs and birds and cats and ants 
and books and pies and cars and lies, all dead and gone to less than 
dreams these long ten years! Everyone that ever lived, every 
thought that ever held meaning, every flower that ever cupped dew 
and every equation that ever brushed a portrait of truth-  

Hooves struck the ground: summer storm piling close as 
clouds.  

Somewhere inside Ian’s mind a page turned.  
‘All that we have is in here-‘ he stamped the ground with a 

child’s foot, ‘-now-’ he waved with a child’s windmill arm at the 
universe the TARDIS had built for us to live out our lives in. 
‘There’s nothing else worth remembering anymore.’  

The storm drew close, beat itself senseless against the ground. 
The child dismounted and came to his mother.  

‘We want to go to the river. Can we?’  
Susan waved distracted hands. ‘Just mind the horse. It’s the 

last one.’  
A gossamer hug and the child was gone to thunder again.  
Ian wondered at the horse. ‘It is real.’  
Susan said nothing. I could sense the mood changing, shifting 

like a sea tide, drawing monsters out from under rocks with the fall 
of heart’s night.  

‘I knew the Ship could do some fantastic things but he never 
said anything about-’ 

And the first waves broke I raging against his shores.  
‘Why would he?’ Susan’s voice crept cold blades into my 

warm ears. ‘You’re always so aggressive, Ian! Ever since you first 
came here, first bullied your way into our home.’ Unsurprisingly, 
she flew to rage. ‘Oh, you, you... scientist! You’re as bad as he is. 
You had to know. You couldn’t let just life hold a mystery or two 
and be the richer for it. Well, now you know what price there is to 
pay for asking the wrong questions. ‘  



 72 

He jerked back from her anger. ‘I’m sorry, I-’  
‘Sorry? Of course you’re sorry! Of course you are! How like a 

human to think it could make anything better.’ The tide ebbed, 
flowed, renewed its attack, gathering height, momentum, poised to 
drown and smash. ‘You blame us, grandfather and me. You blame 
us for the end of everything you know when the truth is none of us 
know whose fault it is!’  

Dark torrents took him. ‘Ten years we’ve been here, sailing 
this ship in a bottle. Ten years, and the most constructive thing 
you’ve done is list the things you’ve lost. Well we’ve lost things 
too, grandfather and me, did you ever think of that? We’ve 
traveled further and seen so much more than you... you’ve lost a 
world and a few friends. I’ve lost a universe! I’ve lost orphan stars 
and binaries, quasars and supernovas and galaxies huddled ancient 
in robes of nebulae! I’ve lost a million centuries on a thousand 
worlds! I’ve lost emperors and visionaries and gods like strings of 
Christmas baubles and you! Mind glued to the memory of cake 
and flowers! Try to imagine how much more I’ve lost than you... if 
you even can without driving yourself mad!’  

Waves blew back across a murky ocean. Tide-locked, they fell 
to silent rage.  

Helpless anger, Ian turned to me.  
Helpless revulsion, Susan gazed at me.  
Mother to their family, silent faces pleaded with me to make it 

better. Each knew what utter madness a lifetime of hating the only 
other living things in their universe could bring, what wars could 
be fought in the battlefields of heart and mind.  

I sat down in the long grass in the shadow of the stable and 
put my head in my hands.  

Everything they said and did went through me like knives. I 
hated them, loved them, wanted to run from them, wanted to hug 
them.  

‘I can’t do this any more. I can’t give you what you want. 
Where’s your grandfather, Susan? It’s his Ship. Let him deal with 
the crew. Keelhaul them if he likes. Feed them to time’s sharks.’  

Silent faces begged please!  
We’ll be good!  
We won’t do it again, we promise!  
Inside me tears squeezed themselves into being, the last drops 

of rain in a decade of drought. And I knew I would help, knew I 



 73 

could summon the strength, knew that I could go on for the 
longest time, years yet, on and on into the future, bearing the 
burden of their fear, anger, hatred, confusion, bitter helplessness, 
making it right for them at any cost to myself.  

I was their mother.  
What else could I do?  
I beckoned them to join me in the grass. I took their hands, 

cold, damp, hating flesh and I rubbed them warm and gave them 
what comfort I could.  

‘You know this won’t get better until we talk about it.’  
Yes, they said.  
Please, we’re sorry!  
We’ll do anything!  
Only help us... please... help us to like each other again.  
So I did.  
The lesson began with the smell of cooking sausages.  
Not sausages but human flesh.  
Crisped and sizzling, spiced with incense, bright cardamom 

and fury, the scent of hot meat and hotter fat drifted on warm 
winds through marbled halls and columned cloisters to the sound 
of a banshee mother’s dread exhausted wail.  

Sullen memory, Ian frowned. ‘Well I didn’t know Queen 
Olympia was a raving lunatic who roasted the king’s children 
alive.’  

Another time, another life, and I might have laughed at the 
desperate humor of his words.  

‘Only when they weren’t her own.’  
‘She danced naked with snakes as well.’ Susan too frowned, 

though not so deeply. Memories that to us were time fuzzed blurs 
to her were sharp edged facets of a life which, though approaching 
middle-age for woman or man, had yet really to begin for her. ‘Do 
you remember, Ian, how she tried to seduce you to get even with 
King Philip for taking all those mistresses? How lucky you 
refused!’  

‘I remember.’  
Images lumbered forth from memory, mammoth-tusked and 

spiteful.  
Queen Olympia dancing naked with snakes.  
Aristotle preaching poetry and fascism.  
Roasted babies offered as sweetmeats to Olympian gods.  
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King Philip torn from life by a child’s sword.  
A bell ringing with the eyes of other days, I knew venom-

slither fat-spit steel-gut-slash death. A cold whip, memory stung 
and bled and unraveled me. And if it was painful for me how 
much more so for Ian? Yet he tried, bless him and curse him, tried 
as a child wrestles with concepts beyond its understanding, a game 
which, unlearned, can become a life for child and mother; and 
slowly, his eyes opened wide to the sun-dazzle wonder and horror 
of memory.  

A moment he was memory’s lens, focusing all on now. A 
single moment and then he was gone, unable to face what had 
been. He ran, as a child runs from pain to its mother’s arms; blind; 
unknowing of truth, mindful only of need.  

I followed, of course, as he knew I would.  
I followed for years.  
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‘I knew I’d find you here on the beach. It’s been so long. Why 
won’t you talk to me? Why won’t you even see me?’  

‘You’re being ridiculous! And paranoid as usual. You really 
have to give up this absurd hope of us being together. We have a 
world to explore. A world made just for us. Seas to sail, continents 
to cross, mountains to climb. Can’t you be satisfied with that?’  

‘As you are?’  
‘And that means what, exactly?’  
‘Nothing.’  
‘Good. Then we are agreed.’  
‘I didn’t say that.’  
‘Then for heavens’ sake, what? Do you still think you love me, 

is that it?’  
‘I do love you!’  
‘You think you love me.’  
‘I’m not going to argue with you.’  
‘Then listen to me. That, at least. Ever since Persia you’ve 

been different.’  
‘And why not? I saw you die there. You drank from the river 

at Bosporus and died. You should have waited! Drank just a little. 
You’re a scientist, you should know that! But you couldn’t wait to 
slake your thirst after so long in the desert. So you drank and you 
died, and I learned what life would be like without you.’  

‘Alright. I’ve heard you out. Now listen to me carefully. We 
are both still alive. I don’t know how or why. You haven’t lost me. 
I’m right here. Right here with you. And that’s why I must explore 
this world we’re in. If the Doctor is right and the universe is gone... 
there has to be a reason somewhere.’  

‘But what if there’s no reason? What if you never find it?’  
‘That’s irrational. Why else would all this be here?’  
‘To help us.’  
‘Exactly. I’m glad you’re finally beginning to-’  
‘Shut up! God, just shut up, will you? You’re always hiding 

behind reasons. Just for once you listen to me. This world - it’s not 
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here to help us, not in the way you think. It’s here to help us grow 
old and die.  

‘What? Nothing to say?’  
‘That’s right! All this, all your precious oceans and mountains 

and continents... it’s all... I don’t know, it’s all wallpaper, or 
something. Just pictures on a child’s bedroom wall. There to make 
our lives comfortable ... until we no longer need them.’  

‘Pictures.’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Wallpaper.’  
‘Yes!’  
‘Unreal.’  
‘Of course it’s unreal!’  
I see. And this sand between our toes? This is unreal is it?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘And this water? These shells?’  
‘Please, I’m only trying to-’  
‘-and this rock? Is this rock a figment of someone’s 

imagination? Is this a picture on someone’s wall? Is it, Barbara?’  
‘What did you just-’  
‘I said, is it-’  
‘You called me Barbara!’  
‘I knew it. You’re mad. Now listen to me. This is reality. This 

rock is reality. If I hit you with it you’ll bleed. You’ll hurt. Do you 
understand that?’  

‘Yes, I understand. I’ll bleed if you hit me with that rock. Is 
that what you want? To hurt me?’  

‘You’re hurting me.’  
‘I’m telling you the truth.’  
‘It’s the same thing!’  
‘Then go and explore. I’ll be here when you’re back. Maybe 

then you won’t be thinking of her.’  
‘What’s that supposed to mean? Thinking of her? You mean 

Olympia?’  
‘Who else? She’s been the light to your eyes for half your life. 

You can’t let her go and you can’t see what’s right in front of your 
spoilt little brat of a nose.’  

‘Spoilt little... do you have any idea how stupid you sound?’  
‘I don’t care. But you go. Go now, or you’ll miss the tide. Go 

and explore your world. Take all the time you need. All the time 
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there is. But you won’t find her in this world or any other. She 
doesn’t exist anymore. We killed her. We killed everything. You 
should never have loved her. I should never have let you.  

‘For your sake?’  
‘For my sake and the sake of everything else we destroyed 

with our meddling arrogance!’  
‘You’re an art teacher! A woman. I loved a queen. How could 

I ever love less? And how could I ever settle for less if I had not 
tried to recover that which is lost?’  

‘Listen to yourself! You’re obsessed. Besotted. You always 
were, stricken right from the very first moment. You took her 
because you could and you died her instrument, after murdering 
the King at his daughter’s wedding feast.’  

‘You’re raving!’  
‘You have to give her up or there’s no way forward for any of 

us!’  
‘You’re mad. I’ll find her and bring her back. Then you’ll see. 

There is a future for us. You’ll see.’  
‘I’ll wait for you, Cliff. Right here. If here still exists when you 

return.’  
‘Goodbye Lola.’ 
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The Doctor says it’s important to write everything down. 
Everything we can remember. I think the idea is to compare notes 
and discover the places where we differ… the indiscrepancies in 
our stories...  

Indiscrepancies.  
What he really means is faults.  
Faults in our memories.  
I remember reading about lumberjacks when I was a child. 

About felling trees and how the wood was cut, seasoned. Well-
seasoned wood was cut into planks. Wood that was badly 
seasoned split, often right along its length. The cracks were called 
shakes. Star shakes, crescent shakes. Whenever you tried to cut 
planks from badly seasoned wood, all that happened was the trunk 
just fell apart into unusable fragments.  

Which of course was what had happened here. Only it had 
happened to all of time and space. And the fragments were so 
small they might as well not exist at all.  

So the notes we were to make, the stories we were to write, 
were a way to search the past, search our memories for the cracks 
in our lives that had killed the present.  

What we would do about it if ever we found such a crack, I 
don’t know.  

For now though, all we had to do was remember. Remember 
and write it all down.  

There was a problem, though. Isn’t there always?  
I was having trouble trying to find my room.  
I’m not sure how long Barbara and I had been traveling with 

the Doctor and Susan - time does seem a little strange inside the 
Ship - but it couldn’t have been more than a few weeks, a month at 
the most. And I’d never had a problem finding my room before. 
The directions were quite simple. You left the console room, 
walked along a short connecting corridor into a hallway and took 
the fifth door on the left. Bingo. Full house. My room.  

Not today.  
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The corridor was there, the hallway, just as I remembered it. 
But the fifth door simply opened onto a colonnaded gallery with a 
wide marbled floor, patterned after the Roman, I think, and lit by 
dusty beams of yellow sunlight which slipped over the white stone 
sills.  

No Ian’s bed, no Ian’s built in shower, no Ian’s wardrobe, no 
Ian’s throwing wheel, no Ian’s books... in short, no Ian’s room.  

Now here I was, wondering how I was supposed to write 
anything down when I couldn’t even find a pen and paper because 
my room had disappeared.  

The colonnade was long, the end lost behind a gentle but 
somehow inexorable curve. I moved slowly along the tiled floor ~ 
was it real marble or glazed and fired clay? – at any rate it was 
beautiful. As a potter whose hobbies perforce included maths and 
geometry I could appreciate the artistry on which I was walking.  

The walls and columns too held illustrations of the most 
delightful bearing. Red-gold stars flame-stitched to blue-green 
midnight.  

Not stars but fires.  
Camp fires spread out across the plains of Asia.  
Acres of fires, each a star to warm the orbit of many soldiers. 

A sight Alexander must have seen as, mind set upon the conflict to 
come, he left his tent on the eve of battle, to walk beneath the 
moon-silvered clouds, and think.  

I approached a section of wall, pressed the palm of my hand 
against the tiles. Snake scaled china, they slipped dry against my 
skin, some warm where the sunlight touched with far-kiln fingers. 
What pictures they called to mind. Beer. Swords. Laughter. Fire.  

Fire.  
I turned, my face following the warmth of sunlight to its 

source.  
Susan stood, child-willow drinking sunlight.  
‘Hello Mister Chesterton. Are you enjoying the view?’  
‘Well, actually Susan, since you mention it, yes. But that’s not 

why I’m here. I... er... well, I’m sure you’ll laugh, but I can’t seem 
to find my room.’  

Her shrug was casual, her smile gold-blurred.  
‘I shouldn’t worry. I expect the Tardis probably forgot where 

it was. It does that from time to time you know.’  
I frowned. ‘The Tardis forgot...?’  
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‘Oh yes. Happens all the time. Once I couldn’t find the 
swimming pool for a week. Guess where it was in the end: in the 
broom-cupboard, of all places!’  

‘Really? The broom cupboard?’  
‘Yes. Silly isn’t it? Still, we all forget things from time to time, 

don’t we Mister Chesterton?’  
‘It’s Ian, please. And yes, we do all forget things. I suppose 

that’s why your grandfather asked us all to write down our 
memories of recent events.’  

‘I suppose so.’  
I moved closer to the girl, the sunlight a warm weight on my 

Wrexford Old Boys jacket.  
‘Susan.’ A serious moment. ‘What’s happening here?’  
A shrug, her face tilted away to the light beyond the 

colonnade. ‘I don’t know what you mean.’  
‘Oh come on Susan, I’m sure you do. I mean, I know it must 

be hard for you, what with Barbara and myself just forcing our 
way into the Ship the way we did, but you ought to know by now 
that you can trust us, surely?’ ‘Trust you? Why wouldn’t I trust 
you?  

Why did her voice make me think of fairies in woods, the 
beguiling smile which stripped common-sense from a man, left 
him trapped and imperiled in a place he thought was familiar, was 
safe?  

‘I... to tell you the truth, Susan I’m not entirely sure. I only 
know that things have changed around here. Changed in strange 
ways I can’t pin down exactly. And your grandfather... he’s... 
well... he’s-’  

Grandfather? Oh I wouldn’t worry about him. He’s harmless.’  
Around me a thousand campfires burned across midnight 

porcelain, a thousand midnight horses and ten thousand midnight 
men huddled closer for companionship and drank, and sang songs 
of victories old and victories to come. ‘Are you sure about that?’  

‘Why Mister Chesterton - alright, Ian - why, grandfather 
would never do anything to harm you or Miss Wright.’  

Susan ducked behind a stone column, then whirled into view, 
child’s hand rasping across tiles.  

‘I mean, he likes you.’  
Susan, orbiting midnight fires, slipped behind the column and 

out of view.  
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‘We both do.’  
Arms raised and fingers curled to cup splashed sunlight, she 

danced, summer pollen, whirling and winding among winter-
stone; now here, now gone, here again, gone again; child-breeze 
slipping will-o’-the-wisp between stone trees.  

‘Why else do you suppose he let you come with us?’  
Her voice played tag with my ears.  
‘Why else do you suppose he let you stay?’  
She vanished behind a stone column.  
‘You’re like ghosts to him.’  
Reappeared, smile first.  
‘But you have something he doesn’t.’  
Vanished, beguiling.  
‘He’s jealous of you.’  
Reappeared, puckish siren.  
‘Everything he does is for you.’  
Gone.  
‘For you and because of you.’  
I waited. This time she stayed gone.  
‘Susan, what are you doing?’  
‘I’m playing at memories.’  
‘I don’t understand.’  
Here. Gone. Here.  
‘Molecules whirl around like this. Molecules make matter and 

matter makes chemicals and chemicals make memories. And all it 
costs is a... little... energy.’  

‘Can’t you stay still while we’re talking?’ 
‘Still?’ She appeared slowly, fingers trailing across porcelain 

memories. ‘And waste all that potential?’  
‘Thinking isn’t a waste of potential. Or time.’  
‘Nor is remembering, Mister Chesterton.’ She flashed, a razor 

blade smile. ‘Look at the frieze. It’ll help you remember.’  
Her voice echoed briefly among the columns.  
‘Grandfather says I have to ask you what you remember.’  
Ceaselessly winding through snake maze, her voice found me 

every time, clock-spring tension winding me back through time 
and experience.  

‘I remember being drunk.’  
‘Is that the first thing you remember?’  
‘Is it important?’  
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‘It might be.’  
‘How can you tell?’  
‘I don’t know.’  
‘I don’t believe you.’  
‘It doesn’t matter.’  
‘It does to me.’  
‘Go on then. Tell me. Tell me everything. Tell me about being 

drunk. Ten me about the war and the blood.’  
Eyes locked on the past, I said, ‘I’ll tell you about 

Halikarnassos.’  
‘Yes.’  
But I didn’t need to speak, to remember. It was all there on 

the walls, stitched on stone in points of flame spanning who knew 
what forbidden history.  

Flame, shadow horses, jealous ghosts, midnight men.  
‘I’ll tell you about the midnight men.’  
And there she was, pixie smile hung briefly, invitingly before 

my face, a whisper of excitement, a hint of danger, and gone.  
I followed, walking slowly through the columns, sun dappled 

trunks wound, I now saw, with vines. I followed, pacing glazed 
ages, treading sword fights and chariot races and drunken brawls, 
and each tile turning aside in light a splinter of me, a sliver of face, 
a snippet of finger, of jacket or tie; I shadowed kiln-fired pixel-
history with eye and nose, ear and mouth.  

And as I walked, so I spoke, and the memories came in 
faceted torrents, gem-sharp edges to match history through which 
first I strode with confidence, then jogged nervously, sprinted, 
finally ran, as a child runs full-tilt and mindless from unseen 
monsters crawling winter pavements and dank nights outside the 
town library.  

I did not flee from monsters unseen.  
I knew the monsters from which I fled.  
Fire? Pitch? Steel?  
Their touch burned and chilled me.  
Sword? Knife? Arrow? Spear? Net? Hook?  
I knew them as lovers, as an artist his brush, a sculptor his 

clay.  
Fury? Dread? Malice? Envy?  
Inescapable gaolers, these. Bravery?  
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No armour this but the worst, most hardened, unforgiving 
master of all.  

So I ran wild through time’s gallery and Susan listened, 
drenched in memory, bathing in the taste and scent of it, soaking 
indolently in vision and feeling, in hope and fear, breathing in the 
jealous ghosts blown out with every dark beat of this warrior’s 
heart.  

I said, ‘The thing you have to remember about Alexander was 
that he shone. He shone like a torch, a pyre, a sky full of summer 
sun. His best friends were killers and his bed-mates ghosts. He 
marched with midnight murderers and jealous gods. The only 
thing he liked to do more than stamp his face on the coin of every 
conquered land was to party. And he was the best man history ever 
knew at both.’  

I leaned against the stone balustrade. Beyond the colonnade 
the air was cold, mountain crisp. How high were we here? I looked 
for the ground but couldn’t see it. Just golden-clear sky going on 
and on forever.  

Susan appeared beside me, twining languorously into view 
like the vines cloaking portions of the stone.  

‘Go on.’ Her voice was gentle, a fascinated whisper.  
‘He was beautiful.’  
She waited. Framing her face and hair vine-leaves crept 

another few molecules away from birth towards death.  
‘That’s a funny thing for a man to say, don’t you think? That 

another man could be considered beautiful?’  
A tiny smile gifted the comer of her mouth.  
‘And I don’t mean as a statue or museum-piece is beautiful. 

But beautiful as life is beautiful. Yes, that’s it. He was like life. He 
glowed like life. He was life, what it meant to be alive, then. He 
was the most alive person I’ve ever met.’  

She remembered to breathe. The sound was dust hung on 
sunlight.  

‘I wonder how much of that life was defined by the death he 
brought to so many.’  

‘Death brings change.’ Her voice, the sycamore touch of 
dragonflies on pond-skin. ‘Change brings life.’  

‘Sculpted.’ I felt my hands move, the fingers curl to grasp 
invisible clay while toes agitated upon memory’s treadle. ‘He was 
sculpted.’  
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‘You feel things very deeply.’  
‘He made you feel things that way. He made you want to fight 

for him. The things I did in his name. Now I would be ashamed of 
them. Today I would be imprisoned for them, executed for them.’  

‘You killed?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Murdered?’  
‘Gloried in it.’  
‘Interesting.’  
‘Interesting?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Why?’  
‘That you could be capable of it.’  
‘Aren’t all men?’  
‘In one sense you are all men.’  
That was true enough.  
“You’re not disgusted?’  
‘The only universe left to judge you is inside your head.’  
I nodded slowly.  
Her interested smile bloomed into a grin. ‘Wise for her years.’  
‘I beg your pardon?’  
‘That’s what you’re thinking. Wise for her years.’  
‘Hah. Busted.’  
‘I’m not as young as you think, you know.’ She hesitated. ‘I’m 

not as old as I seem, either.’  
‘Now why do I find that not the least little bit hard to believe?’  
‘Rhetoric. The art of effective speaking. You know... there’s a 

world beyond the Veil Nebula where the use of language is so 
sophisticated that rhetoric is an art form.’  

‘Was, you mean.’  
Her smile clouded. ‘Yes. Was, I mean. The inhabitants wrote 

- well, call them books for convenience - wrote books which 
illuminated and informed the lives of a billion people on a 
thousand worlds. And yet they had no word for beauty.’ Her eyes 
became dreamy. ‘Why would they?’  

‘Eskimos and glass.’  
‘Eskimo.’ Her expression was quizzical. ‘Isn’t that an 

Australian marsupial?’  
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I shook my head slowly and grinned. ‘I was just trying to say, 
I assume the question is rhetorical. Sorry. Dumb joke, I know. 
Given the context, I mean.’  

‘Mmmm.’ Somehow amused, she brushed spiky elf’s hair 
from her cheeks and gazed at me with eyes that recalled childhood 
in conker season. ‘Did you know glass is a liquid at room 
temperature? It just runs too slow to see, that’s all.’ Pressing her 
back against the balustrade Susan slid down it into a sitting 
position, drawing her knees up to her chin and wrapping her arms 
around her legs. ‘Leave it long enough - centuries, say - and it will 
drain from any window frame - just like rain.’ How old was she, 
really, this Catherine-wheel creature shaped like a girl? How many 
worlds had she trodden? Fifty? A hundred? More? Why was the 
image of a satchel and gym-shoes somehow still appropriate?  

She looked at me then. Eyes which had witnessed the birth 
and death of babies and butterflies, civilizations and stars, invited 
me to continue. My breath caught in my throat, because right there 
in the dark light behind her eyes was the realization that whatever 
she had seen, whatever wonders and horrors spanning however 
many light years and aeons... all of it now had reduced to my 
words, my memories.  

Between one heartbeat and the next I knew why her 
grandfather had told her to question me.  

She’d had a universe.  
Now all she had was me.  
My mind orbiting a dead world beyond the vanished Veil 

Nebula and my heart the broken walls of Halikarnassos, I began to 
speak again.  

‘We were drunk. That’s the big thing that I remember from 
the night of the midnight men. The night I died.  

‘Alexander, he’d been on the road a year or so. He’d left his 
enemies in Macedon defeated and demoralized and, without even 
waiting to father a child that could succeed him to the throne if he 
should fall in battle, marched for the Dardanelles, the first step in 
his planned invasion of Persia.  

‘At first I couldn’t understand what he was playing at. To 
defend his own country so strongly against attackers from within 
and then leave it both virtually defenseless and without an heir, 
that seemed like madness. The only way I can make it work, is if 
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he thought - as if he knew he was not going to fall in battle. That’s 
the only way it works for me.  

‘How did he know that?’  
‘I don’t know. 
‘But I saw some things that any normal, rational man would 

have fled from shedding tears of madness.  
‘I’d been in his company the whole time. A year. Not close, 

no, of course not. But then, that was my objective. To get close to 
him, so I could... I don’t know. That part’s not so clear. I can’t 
seem to...’  

Sparks from a flame, memories rose through columns of 
smoke, gusting to snap and fill the mind’s sail and drive the man 
even further back towards his first ending.  

Snakes.  
Spears.  
Men running.  
Women screaming.  
A king killed by a child while a queen sweetly smiled...  
‘... remember what I was... I mean, why I was...’  
Her voice, softly, supported me. ‘It’s OK. Just remember what 

you can and tell me that.’  
‘Alright. It started with beer. Lots of beer. That’s probably the 

way all these things start. With men and beer. Men and beer at 
midnight. And ghosts. Midnight men and jealous ghosts.’  
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There were fires that night. Lots of them. The army encamped 
along the shores of Karia. I remember the sea was warm... warm 
and bright under a midnight sun... which of course was what the 
moon looked like that night. A midnight sun, pale and pregnant, 
pot-bellied with light-child. Beneath it lay the black silhouette of a 
landscape yet to be broken by war.  

We had arrived in Karia by boat and foot several days before, 
and had immediately laid siege to the town. Huge walls rising 
from a spit of land emerging into the sea defied all efforts to gain 
access. Alexander stalked the space between the army and the 
walls for two days in defiance of every arrow the enemy could 
pour down on us, every weapon they could bring to bear on us. 
Nothing touched him, it was as though he was charmed, as though 
he had the gods on his side. I know he believed this to be so. I 
remembered the tomb of Achilles in the desert where he had 
commanded a dry spring back to life and lo! it had flowed swiftly 
and spoken to him with Apollo’s voice, and told him that he 
would conquer Halikarnassos and be triumphant there. A hundred 
years that spring had been still and dry, its throat parched by 
abandonment and the desert sun. A hundred years. And then he 
came and it rose again, and spoke. What power did this man 
possess, this gold-headed demon who roused his troops from 
slumber and sloth and drunken revelry alike with hearty personal 
magic and a defiance of death that drew a fine thread on a winding 
path between insanity and genius?  

What magic indeed?  
A powerful voice? Undoubtedly.  
A beautiful face? Surely.  
A capable body and mind? Well - if his apparent 

impregnability were true and not due to luck, then surely the 
whole world must fall to him, if that was his desire!  

And so we lay siege to Halikarnassos, and battered them with 
rocks flung from catapults and shouted drunken abuse at their 
cowardice through the merry nights, and danced drunken dances 
and dodged arrows, of course.  
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My place in the army was low. I knew that, knew also that I 
needed to work my way closer to the great man. But how was I to 
do this? I had sneaked into the Temple of Apollo more than a 
month before and if I had been caught there it would surely have 
meant my life. How then was I to get closer to Alexander, to gain 
his trust and to assess the damage we might have caused by 
interfering in his childhood?  

How to save the world?  
Ironically it was a question life with the Doctor brought 

frequent answers to. Though I had to admit, this time, there didn’t 
seem to be an easy solution. Didn’t seem, in fact, to be a solution 
which would not possibly result in my death.  

Well, such is the mantle of responsibility of a time traveler, I 
suppose.  

This night, being the tenth of our siege, was a night of broken 
shadows and drunken song, the occasional swift slither of arrows 
through the cool evening and into foolish or unwary limbs (which 
resulted in silence or gales of rude laughter depending on the 
severity of the injury.)  

I, as I had been every evening for the last six months, was 
abstaining. I was the only man in the army who did this - I knew it 
looked suspicious, and at first I had tried to conceal it by drinking 
lightly. No good. I was no drinker at the best of times. One drop of 
their evil mead turned my keen scientific mind into so much 
toasted cheese.  

As a result I had developed a reputation as a bit of a loner and 
a strange one at that. Every so often one of the soldiers - 
particularly the Scythians, they were notorious alcoholics - would 
try to goad me into a drinking contest. I would always refuse, 
which would involve much merriment, at my expense of course. 
The names I had been called over the last few months. The fights I 
had been in. My right index finger still ached after being broken 
when someone smashed a clay mug of ale on my hand in a brawl 
some weeks before. But gradually, grudgingly, I had acquired a 
kind of respect. I think it may have started when I claimed 
religious abstinence and beaten one Greek soldier into insensibility 
with my shield. Now they just called me ‘Christian’ and left me 
alone. I thought of all the Robin Hood legends and wondered what 
it really might have been like to fight in the Crusades. Then I 
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thanked God for small mercies and stopped wondering what it 
might have been like.  

This night, the night of insanity and death, the night of the 
Midnight Men, I was encamped with the foot soldiers some twenty 
minutes hike from the town. We were near the beach and the air 
was damp and smelled of salt and unwashed men - a particularly 
noxious odor which even twentieth century living had not entirely 
eliminated, but which here and now was amplified to positively 
biblical proportions.  

Yet it was a beautiful place, if you could ignore the drunken 
shouts and odd bellow of outrage or injury resulting from bored 
brawls, and the dreadful snores of insensible soldiers which rose 
above even the loudest shout or scream. The moon was up, as I 
said, full, timeless and somehow reminiscent of a home more than 
two thousand years away. Though I couldn’t say for certain what 
the date was (I think the year was 334BC) the season was definitely 
spring - as the swarms of egg-laying turtles that covered the beach 
with a snuffling leather-backed carpet could testify. I suppose it 
was a good night to be a soldier then. Our bellies were full from 
turtle eggs for the first time in weeks, our spirits were flying from 
the mead we had stolen from nearby villages and no-one had 
raised a sword or spear in anything more violent than a drunken 
brawl for more than a week.  

That would all change.  
By morning more than a thousand men would be dead.  
It would all be my fault.  
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Hands clasped as her attention was clasped to my words, Susan 
twined among my memories, vines in a garden grown wild with 
neglect.  

‘A thousand men...’ her voice, curious, nervous, crept among 
my own words. ‘Did you fight? Kill? What did you do?’  

‘I got drunk.’  
The words, my own arrows, pierced heart, fixed guilty eyes 

upon the past. My fingers, bristle stiff, swept cheeks wet from the 
memory of- 

‘I had to get close to Alexander. Had to find out. Had to 
know. I had to get close, had to impress. Some deed of courage, of 
worth. Something so I would shine as he shone, something to 
make him notice-’  

-the memory of-  
‘-me. Keep me close, confide in-’  
-turtles laying eggs in the blood of the Midnight Men-  
‘-me. So I gave it all up for one night. I got slaughtered and 

then I got a thousand other men slaughtered. Hah. Oh. That’s 
funny. Slaughtered and-’  

‘Mister Chesterton. Ian.’  
I blinked the world gone but could not be alone.  
‘I don’t really remember what happened next.’ The lie jerked 

crazily from my tongue, spasmed its way out into the world, a 
corrupted birth. Should I let it grow or kill it with truth’s blade?  

‘I don’t remember how I met with Kleitus the Black. He was 
Alexander’s most trusted officer. Had served with his father Philip, 
before him. He did not normally drink with the troops. Officer’s 
country for Kleitus. Not tonight. Not tonight for the Midnight 
Men. Would he have recognized me if he hadn’t been drunk? 
Would he have even noticed I existed? some enlisted man at the 
bottom, no, beneath the bottom rung of war’s siege ladder? I doubt 
it. Would we have got drunk together, ran bellowing and laughing 
at the walls of Halikarnassos? Would we have seen the momentary 
break in the defense of the walls? Two of us. Two men at midnight 
against a town, an entire town. Thousands. We took them on, 
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Susan, I took them on. I egged Kleitus on to impress Alexander. 
Oh. I impressed him alright. Other men followed, they saw the 
breach too. We attacked. I can’t tell you what it was like. I can’t. 
The death, Susan, the blood, the slashed bodies, the burned bodies, 
the bodies half melted from boiling oil, bodies tom and trodden 
underfoot and scattered to the salt ocean breeze. I can’t... you 
don’t know. You can never know what it was like!’  

Her fingers, comforting, bit as deep as any blade.  
‘Don’t touch me!’ 
But she did. The hand stayed, the fingers pressed, and 

gradually the burning heat of midnight, the blood-stained foam of 
the midnight beach began to wash away.  

‘I haven’t... it’s been so...’  
‘It’s alright.’ Her voice, calm, fought the madness of memory. 

‘Grandfather says we can’t change history. Not on Earth. He says 
we become part of it. Whatever happened was meant to happen. 
It’s not your fault. It was an accident. Coincidence.’  

‘Coincidence?’ Anger blew in me again, a vagrant storm 
seeking a shore to batter. ‘Accident? I died there, Susan, I 
remember dying there. I remember running, I remember falling, 
drunk, unable to fight, exhausted. I was shot in the chest. An 
arrow pierced my heart. I remember the pain. I died.’  

Her voice, calm reason, said, ‘Then how can we be talking 
about it now?’  

‘I DON’T KNOW!’  
Furious demonswirl, I swept away from her touch, would not 

be comforted, stamped and thrashed my guilt, my anger through 
the colonnade.  

‘I DON’T KNOW I DON’T  I DON’T KNOW!’  
The words hammered out, no lies but truth this time, stillborn 

truth huddled in floods memory on midnight tiles.  
And now I gripped her, took her arm, stilled the faerie in her, 

bore her down to here and now. ‘But something happened. 
Something happened, Susan and now the universe is gone. We’re 
the only ones left. You. Me. Barbara. Your grandfather. Susan, 
don’t you see? We’re the only ones left. It has to be our fault.’ All 
time seemed to collapse in on me to this moment, of half a dozen 
words pumped out with one breath.  

‘My arm, Ian. You’re hurting me.’  
‘We deserve to be hurt.’  
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Her arm, wind-wrenched by anger, shook.  
‘One of us destroyed the universe.’  
My eyes sought hers, drowned seeking understanding.  
‘But who? And how?’  
And how was it to be undone?  
And what would happen to us if it not?  
Questions which would haunt me to my death.  
Again and again.  
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I had been thinking about God a lot lately. Thinking about death 
and life, and what you do with them. How much time you get and 
what you do with this mortal coil, how much of your life is really 
yours to waste, how much of it you should set aside for others.  

I’d been thinking that maybe I’d been getting the proportions 
all wrong.  

Think of it like this: The universe I had lived in was gone. 
Gone to dust and memories. Wiped out like a music tape someone 
had got bored with. Oh sure, there had been a band there, but - hey 
- who needs ‘em right? They were for kids and we’re all grown up 
now. And then... a couple of years later... well what if you just 
fancied listening to that tape, that band again? Well I suppose 
under normal circumstances you could go out and buy a new copy 
of the recording. But what if there were no shops anymore? What 
if the recording didn’t exist? What if the band that made it had 
never existed? What then?  

And you had wiped the tape.  
You had been responsible for the death of a little bit of the 

universe.  
Wouldn’t you feel guilty about that?  
But what could you do about it?  
Well, you could try to remember your once-favorite piece of 

music. You could try to recall the melody and harmony and tempo 
of it in as much detail as you could. An excruciating punishment. 
At what point would you know whether the music you 
remembered had once been real or had been made up by your own 
subconscious in order to assuage your guilt at destroying 
something you once loved? At what point would you even become 
aware there was a difference?  

Was there in fact a difference, when the original and 
remembered copy both existed only in your head?  

Maybe the copy would have more intrinsic validity, since it 
was the more recent version. So what if it was based on some old 
piece or other? what was now was real, surely?  
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A fine theory... one that would enable you to live without 
doubt or uncertainty in the tiny space left over from the destruction 
of your universe.  

Except, of course, for those nagging memories. Those 
lingering doubts. What had that music been like? Had it really 
been as good as you remembered? Or was your memory of how 
good it was now corrupting right along with the original music 
itself, warping into a new shape determined almost in its entirety 
by your new, older self.  

I shook my head.  
No wonder people got into religion when they grew older.  
This kind of thinking could drive you to an early grave.  
He noticed the movement of course. Sometimes I thought he 

had eyes in the back of his head. Eyes all but concealed by that 
silver flood of hair.  

He turned to me, teeth shining crookedly in a face grooved by 
a lifetime of smiles. How he had changed. Almost become 
younger, if that were possible. Had the rest of us changed so 
much? Or had he just remained the same while we had changed?  

Hoisting his checked trousers, he ambled across the lawn to 
where I was seated on a park bench.  

‘Keep off the grass.’ His voice was that of a child - an ancient 
child, old beyond its years. Life in the Tardis was taking its toll of 
everyone.  

‘Doctor, that’s a hoary old cliché and you know it. 
Furthermore, if it’s use is designed to make me feel at home it 
betrays a basic lack of empathy with the fundamental composition 
of the human psyche.’  

‘No bicycles.’ It was as if he had not even heard me. He sat 
beside me, eyes wandering over the lines of my own face. ‘No 
roller-blades, no skateboards.’ He watched me watching the 
interminable wandering of the Serpentine through St James Park. 
‘Don’t feed the swans.’  

‘Are you trying to make me cry?’  
A deep sympathy touched his face. And why shouldn’t it? 

With his grand-daughter he had watched both Ian and me age 
from sprightly youngsters in our mid and late twenties to middle 
aged people whose faces betrayed their growing obsession with 
death and whose backs bowed with the cares and memories of a 
world that no longer existed.  
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‘Why would I want to do that?’  
‘To make me feel better. To expunge the grief, the guilt, all 

that. Because you care for us.’  
‘I care for you.’ He pronounced the words carefully, a 

controversial theory yet to be proved by detailed experiment. Then 
his face cleared. ‘I care for you. Yes. Yes, of course, my dear 
Barbara. Of course I care for you. There are only the four of us 
now. We must care for each other.’  

I didn’t feel much like adding anything to that. My future was 
all mapped out, clear as the ringing of a church bell on a summer 
Sunday morning. I would grow old and I would die. And in the 
meantime, all I had were my friends and this world the Tardis had 
built for us to live out our lives in.  

I sighed. The mist over the water, the morning sunlight 
stretching winter shadows across frosty grass. The flap and slither 
of feathered wings. All this and more the Ship had made for us. 
For me. And yet... it felt so small, somehow, compared to what I 
had lost.  

I looked at the Doctor in time to see him purse his lips to blow 
aside a stray wisp of hair from twinkling eyes.  

‘It’s so big, isn’t it?’ Looking around at the park, suddenly I 
wanted to cry. ‘How can I miss a universe when the Tardis has 
built us this shiny new one to live in.’  

He didn’t answer, just handed me a handkerchief to catch my 
single tear.  

‘Infinity.’ I stuffed the handkerchief into my pocket. ‘How can 
it seem so small?’  

He shook his head, a teacher explaining elementary facts to a 
bright child. ‘Infinite? The Ship? Oh no. You can’t put an infinite 
space into a finite box. Dear me no. But you can put infinite 
meaning into such a space.’  

Every day for the past decade he’d caught me with something. 
I was a fish he just had to play. For his pleasure? For mine? And 1 
had to bite. ‘The TARDIS is so big. I mean, all this space.’  

‘Oh this isn’t space. It’s just a metaphor for space. A symbol.’  
I considered his words. ‘And what about us? Are we symbols 

too?’ How much of my comment was honest inquiry, how much 
sarcasm - the indulgence of the age-embittered?  

The Doctor took me exactly at face value. ‘When we’re inside 
the Ship, yes.’  
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‘I don’t feel like a symbol. I feel like me.’  
‘In here you can be both at once. That’s why it’s so clever.’ A 

new voice joined the conversation. Susan, arm in arm with her 
son. Their relative ages grown even closer now than when last I 
had seen them. ‘You see, the sophistication of the metaphor 
determines the relative size of the interior space.’  

The Doctor rubbed his hands together delightedly. ‘Rather 
like a good book, you might say.’  

I frowned. ‘Are you saying we’re only real when we go 
outside the ship?’  

‘Indeed I am.’  
‘But if we’re not real inside...’  
‘...how do we know when we go outside that it’s still us?’ The 

Doctor chuckled. ‘Well now, that would be the danger, wouldn’t 
it?’  

Susan put her hand on the Doctor’s arm. ‘Oh grandfather, 
stop it. Barbara, he’s only teasing. Do you remember being you?’  

‘Oh yes, of course I do.’ And I did. For more years than I 
could say. I remembered it all. Junkyard. Tardis. Prehistoric Earth. 
The Daleks. Skaro, where I had nearly died. Then later, the god-
machines of Mechanistra. The amphibious fish people of 
Kandalinga. I laughed. One of them had tried to eat the Tardis! 
‘Of course I remember.’  

How could I forget India?  
How could I forget Poros and Alexander, saving Ian from 

being crushed beneath the wheels of a war-chariot? For that matter 
how could I forget Susan? I’d saved her baby hadn’t I? The son 
now standing so close and yet... so peculiarly far.  

I felt Susan’s eyes on mine, wondered what she thought of 
what I remembered. ‘Then how can you be anyone different?’  

I stared at the swans, swimming sedately on the river. 
Something clicked in my head. Something that made me feel like I 
had climbed to the top of the Empire State Building and jumped 
off. ‘So we’re metaphors.’  

The Doctor waved a hand dismissively, ‘Well I should say 
that was a rather dramatic oversimplification, but-’  

I wasn’t listening. ‘Metaphors, like the metaphors which exist 
throughout history.’  

‘My dear I wish you would-’  
‘Grandfather, do hush and let Barbara finish.’  
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‘Yes, of course, my child. I am sorry. Please go on Barbara.’  
I said, ‘Metaphors for gods, for example. The gods which 

Alexander saw, for example, appeared to him as animals. As 
snakes or-’ I looked at the swan, which had now stopped 
swimming and was now staring directly at me. ‘-birds.’  

The swan was motionless now, eyes locked onto mine. I said, 
‘“I come to you as snake and bird.” I read that in a book 
somewhere... or, no don’t you remember what Alexander told us 
as he lay dying? I come to you as snake and bird.’  

The Doctor made as if to speak but once again Susan silenced 
him. All three were now staring at me intently.  

I said, and just uttering the words made my heart shudder, as 
if I had discovered some incontrovertible universal truth, ‘What if 
we are metaphors, literally I mean, just like you said? What if 
we’re not us at all, but someone else’s dying dream?’  

‘My dear Barbara, clearly you need to sit down for a moment 
and catch your breath.’  

‘I do not need to sit down, or catch my breath or anything else 
for that matter. Now let me think!’ I shook my head, paying no 
more attention to the Doctor, struggling instead to remember my 
history. ‘Alexander waged war for eight years in Persia and then 
found India where Aristotle had told him there would be an ocean. 
He decided to conquer India too but his men would not follow him 
there. The army turned back. Alexander kept his promise to his 
men. But he never saw Greece again. He died after contracting a 
terrible fever on the way home. His wounds, exhaustion, maybe 
poisoned wine, who can say. He spent three days in a fever of 
delirium and then died. Don’t you remember? We were there! We 
watched it happen!’  

From Susan and the Doctor, silence. The swan spread its 
wings, slowly, eyes still fixed on mine, until its size had more than 
doubled. My idea was doing the same thing inside my head: 
growing until it felt like I couldn’t contain it any longer, and it 
must burst from me in a screaming shower of madness.  

‘What if we... all this... our lives... are... oh, I can’t find the 
words. But... hang on... Alexander knew us for twenty years and 
for him we would have appeared never to have aged. Imagine 
what that must have been like for a man who considered himself a 
god. By the end he thought we were gods, too, do you remember? 
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His family, sent by Apollo to direct his actions in war. We were his 
metaphors. What if we’re still his metaphors?’  

‘Preposterous!’ The Doctor spluttered. ‘Impossible! 
Ridiculous! I don’t think I’ve ever heard quite such an inane leap 
of logic in half a hundred-’  

‘Wait, Grandfather.’ Susan’s voice too was excited, though it 
held none of the anger of the Doctor’s voice. ‘We’ve seen other 
things this fantastic. We must keep open minds. You’re always 
saying that. Or you were, anyway... before...’  

‘And that’s exactly my point!’ I rushed on, confused now, but 
needing to get the words out before I forgot, whether or not they 
made any kind of sense. ‘What if the universe hasn’t been 
destroyed? What if we are the universe? What if we are Alexander, 
his last thoughts, his delusions, as he lies dying in the desert? What 
if we - as we remember ourselves - what if we don’t exist at all, 
except as Alexander’s metaphor for himself?’  

The swan lazily flapped its wings, beat the river with its feet 
and leaped into the air.  

‘Doctor I know this sounds mad but think for a minute. Ian 
died, didn’t he? What if, one by one, we will all die, in madness as 
Alexander did; a direct parallel. As you said, a metaphor. What 
then?’  

And of course, no-one had an answer for that.  
There was just a long silence in which the sound of wind 

moved distractedly through nearby branches, and a solitary swan 
flapped high in the air above us.  

I waited to see what Susan or the Doctor would think of my 
idea. They looked at each other, faces carefully neutral.  

Too careful and neutral by half.  
They didn’t believe me.  
I licked my lips, breath steaming in the cold, waited again.  
Susan bit her lip, took her son’s arm. ‘We have to be going. It 

was lovely to see you again, Barbara, after so long.’  
I found myself nodding. ‘Of course... yes... I’ll see you again 

soon...’ The platitudes slipped out easily, my mouth moving on 
automatic, my brain numb from the realization They didn’t believe 
me. Well, why should they? I was only a human being after all. 
What knowledge or experience of the universe did I have?  

I felt like I was falling again, a dark rushing sensation 
somewhere near the pit of my stomach, dragging me down, down, 



 99 

down. A ridiculous attempt at avoidance, I moved closer to the 
river’s edge, being careful not to disturb the swans. I stared at the 
water swirling in the breeze, currents and cross-eddies, tiny bits of 
flotsam and jetsam caught in the water, bobbing now on the 
surface, now dragged underneath, only to bob to the surface again 
almost immediately.  

We were that flotsam and jetsam, Ian and - no - just me now. 
I watched an oak leaf vanish into a tiny whirlpool. Suppose that 
leaf could see and hear and smell and think? What would it feel 
when it bobbed to the surface... only to find there was no surface?  

The Doctor’s voice tugged gently at me. ‘Are you happy with 
us, Barbara?’  

‘I feel so stupid. I mean, all that rubbish I just came out with... 
well you know what I… I mean it just seemed like a good idea… 
oh god we’ve been here so long. Sometimes I just feel like I’m 
going mad!’  

He sighed. Not impatience this time. Concern? ‘You mustn’t 
feel like that. Barbara, when we stop having ideas, that’s when we 
are truly dead.’  

‘I suppose there is something in what you say.’ I looked up. 
Susan and her son were gone, continuing their walk through the 
park. ‘I know I sound really depressed at the moment but there are 
days when I am - happy, I mean. At least I would be... if only 
Ian... were still alive.’  

‘I know, I know.’ The Doctor’s voice was a murmur.  
‘I sometimes wonder what he would have thought if he could 

just have seen me now.’ I touched my own face briefly, fingers 
slipping into the familiar grooves of age.  

‘You must be missing him very much.’  
‘It’s when I close my eyes... I can still see him standing there... 

in front of the Tardis doors.’ I tried to blank my mind, something I 
normally would have had no trouble achieving. ‘He was such a 
kind man, you know, when he was younger... before... I shall 
never forget him, you know. Never.’  

The Doctor moved, took my hand. I wanted to pull away, to 
run screaming back down the hallways and corridors of my life, 
wanted it all to stop, to end, to go back the way it had been, all 
those decades ago.  

Wishing for the moon, I clutched at his hand for support.  
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‘Of course you won’t.’ The Doctor’s voice was a soft murmur, 
barely audible above the river, the swans. ‘But the memory won’t 
always be a sad one.’  

‘I think it will,’ I said.  
He squeezed my hand comfortingly. Did he know how short 

our butterfly lives were compared to his, how much it terrified us, 
how much it terrified me? Could he really understand human 
emotion?  

‘It must be difficult for you to see what I mean,’ I said, 
attempting to gain a little distance, objectivity. ‘You’re so old... 
you probably can’t remember your own family.’  

‘Oh but I can. I can when I want to, and that’s the point, 
really. I have to really want to bring them back in front of my eyes 
- the rest of the time they sleep in my mind and I forget.’ He 
looked at me compassionately. ‘And so will you.’  

I felt my face twisting into a doubting scowl.  
‘You will you know. You’ll find there’s so much else to think 

about - to remember. Our lives are different from everybody else’s, 
that’s the exciting thing. Nobody in the universe, in the whole 
universe, can do what we’re doing, be what we are. Nobody.’  

For a second the pressure of his hand upon mine was 
unbearable. I looked into his eyes, only to find a sort of puzzled 
expression.  

‘Funny, you know I almost get the feeling that I’ve said all 
this...’  

And then his words finally hit home, with the anger.  
‘Of course nobody in the universe could do the things we’re 

doing, be what we are. Of course they can’t!’  
I stood, ripped my creased hand from his, turned away from 

the comfort, the platitudes, turned away to face the future, in 
whatever cold form it might take, turned to embrace it, for 
whatever shape it took, I knew at least, that it could never lie to 
me.  

‘How could they when they never existed!’  
My sudden outcry startled the swans, which stretched their 

wings and made alarmed noises. Ignoring them, I turned away 
from the Doctor. I couldn’t be around him anymore. I didn’t 
understand him anymore. I wondered, as I walked away, if I ever 
had. And finally, bitterly, I wondered why on Earth it had taken so 
many lifetimes to realize that fairly obvious truth.  
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But of course I had an answer to that already: I wasn’t on 
Earth, and never would be again. I had never been particularly 
religious, but with this thought I felt an overwhelming need to pray 
for forgiveness, for redemption.  

I wondered if there were any gods left to hear such a prayer... 
or if we had somehow destroyed them as well.  
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I came to the secondary control room seeking knowledge but 
found instead a geometry of madness.  

At first I thought I had stumbled upon a hall of bizarre 
mirrors. But then I realized that the reflections I saw were all 
moving independently. And they weren’t all of me. I saw Ian in 
there, Susan and Barbara too. Just glimpses, fragments you might 
say, of images caught in a shattered prism and scattered through 
long hours and days and years of existence.  

Time itself a kaleidoscope re-iterating the lives I knew so well; 
endlessly evolving frost-patterns of memories that never were.  

There were others too, peripheral swarms of lives; sectioned 
hours and minutes and seconds, fractured baubles, web-spun, 
endless motion, in a child’s mobile.  

I called the others to me. They arrived in breathless haste.  
‘What is it?’  
The question was Susan’s of course, the wonder of a child in 

the body of a woman, the desire to possess all, if only just an 
answer. How well I understood that desire. 

‘It’s beautiful, like a tree. A Christmas Tree all shining with 
glitter and lights.’ Barbara’s observation came in hushed tones. 
‘But it’s moving... all the time... moving in ways I can’t quite... 
and all the pieces seem... well, you’ll think me quite mad, but they 
seem to be looking right at us.’  

‘My child, I have no name for it, nor have I ever seen 
anything like it in all my travels.’  

Susan said, ‘I think it looks like ‘a mad person’s thoughts.’  
‘Madness. As good a name as any for that which defies 

naming.’  
‘It reminds me of music by Stockhausen.’ Ian’s voice alone 

was calm. Ever rational, ever logical, the man perused, studied, 
examined, collated. No conclusion yet, none even ventured until 
more information could be gathered.  

‘Stockhausen?’ Susan’s voice held an unlikely, yet to me 
familiar smile. ‘I didn’t know you were into pop music, Mister 
Chesterton.’  
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Ian frowned. ‘When we come from Karlheinz Stockhausen is 
rated among the most inaccessible of post -modem classical 
composers.’  

‘Stockhausen. Didn’t he do improvisations?’  
‘Oh yes, often. Spiral is a good example. A flute is used to 

imitate the random tuning of a radio, and then a human voice is 
used to imitate the flute. Each performance is different - and 
unique in the universe.’  

Susan nodded eagerly. ‘Yes. That’s it. Improvisation. That’s 
what all this reminds me of. Not a Christmas tree. Not madness. 
There is a pattern in it, I’m sure. A shape at least. But the shape is 
random.’  

I tucked my thumbs into my lapels. ‘Not random. My dear 
child is it so hard for you to think? Not random - but iterative.’   

Susan nodded slowly. ‘I see. Improvisation is used to create 
variations upon an initial sound-set. In the beginning the sound is 
random. Through improvisation a full and complete pattern is 
established.’  

I nodded. ‘Precisely.’  
Ian smiled. ‘So the T ARDIS is playing us a concert?’  
‘A symphony of time and space.’ Barbara’s voice was dreamy. 

‘What a beautiful idea.’ She smiled wryly. ‘Even if we can’t fully 
appreciate the music.’  

I did not have to try to allow an element of alarm to enter my 
voice. ‘My child, I think you misspeak yourself. Look at it. Look 
deep into its heart. You see it as a thing of beauty to be 
experienced. I say it is experience. The life experience of ourselves 
and an entire universe of others. I think you will find that we are 
the music!’  

A moment of shuddering silence. They were thinking about 
my words.  

‘And if that is true then we must ask ourselves, what happens 
to the music, when the symphony ends?’  
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‘Do you ever regret not having children?’  

‘Ian, don’t start that again. I’ve told you. I don’t want to talk 
about those sort of things any more. Not about children, not about 
anything we’ve missed for so long.’  

‘I’m sorry. I... you know, it’s so awkward. Trying to live 
inside this machine of his. I know he’s watching me. All the time. 
He knows we’re here you know, together like this.’  

‘Ian, stop that, right now. We discussed what things we could 
talk about and this wasn’t one of them. You agreed to the 
conditions. If you’ve changed your mind we’ll have to spend New 
Year apart.’  

‘New year. That’s a laugh. As if anything could be new 
anymore. I’m not even sure we can celebrate New Year now time 
has ceased to exist. And as for spending any time apart in this 
cubby-hole of a universe...’  

‘Well, time passes for us if not for anyone else. So light the 
candles if you’re going to. God knows it’s seldom enough I see any 
color around here.’  

‘You know you’re right. It’s good to have a little pearly party 
flicker amongst all this white.’  

‘Oh dear. I do miss the world the TARDIS built for us. Now 
all we have are white rooms and corridors, white walls and white 
furniture and white doors... all so featureless... so bland... there. 
Oh and they’re warm too. That’s much better.’  

‘You know it’s funny... It’s been so long since we had a real 
Christmas with a tree and presents and everything... but the 
memories stay. Do you find that, Barbara? That the memories 
stay? That they come back to haunt you like old ghosts, dusty with 
age.’  

‘No, Ian. I don’t feel like that at all. At least, I try not to.’  
‘When I was younger there was one Christmas I spent with 

Mother. The last before she passed away. It was strange that for 
years we never met except at Christmas. And sitting there in front 
of a roaring grate, beneath the lights and the tinsel, stuffed like a 
goose with Xmas pud and mince pies, I experienced the strangest 
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feeling... that somehow I’d neglected a part of myself for the 
longest time... After she died I was so glad we got to spend that 
time together. And now... so long afterwards... now I feel like I’m 
the one being neglected. Neglected by my own universe. Isn’t that 
strange?’  

‘You’re just depressed. You know that, the Doctor gave you 
some ointment for it.’  

‘I don’t take it anymore, it made my hair fall out. I don’t trust 
him, Barbara. He’s playing with us. We’re his game. His 
Christmas present to himself.’  

‘Ian, Christmas is a celebration of the destruction of pagan 
religions by a more powerful and better organized religion. Hardly 
anyone remembers that anymore - remembered, I mean. The 
Doctor doesn’t subscribe to earthly philosophies. He doesn’t 
celebrate this time of year like you or I.’  

‘Well maybe he should then. Maybe I’d like him better if he 
did.’  

‘You liked him just fine, once.’  
‘That was a very long time ago. My God, Barbara, I should be 

married now with children... grandchildren. Don’t you-’  
‘Now, Ian. Remember our agreement.’  
‘No hugs. No talk of things we can never have. No crying 

over spilled milk. I’m sorry. Do you want your present now?’  
‘Wouldn’t you like some food first? Turkey and stuffing? 

Cranberry sauce?’  
‘Chewy white bubble gum from the food machine you mean? 

No thanks.’  
‘Are you sure?’  
‘Flaming brandy on a Christmas pudding is a bit hard to 

simulate when everything comes out of the slot like Play-Doh 
Chipsticks.’  

‘Surely it’s the taste that counts?’  
‘I can’t taste anything anymore. Haven’t for ages. Don’t know 

why. Something to do with the lack of stimulation I shouldn’t 
wonder. I expect my neuropeptides are on the blink after so long 
without proper use. And God forbid I should ever taste a real steak 
again. My tongue would probably burst into flame!’  

‘Ha. That was funny. Alright. I’ll have my present now. I 
don’t have one for you though.’  

‘It’s OK. You don’t do presents. I understand.’  
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‘Alright.’  
‘Are you ready?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Alright then... happy Christmas, Barbara.’  
‘Ian, thank you! What is it?’  
‘Well, I couldn’t find a pen so I had to use an old piece of 

chalk I found in my blazer. I wrote it on a panel from one of the 
machines. It’s a story.’  

‘For me?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Oh, Ian, how sweet, a Christmas story. Will you read it for 

me?’  
‘If you want. Oh, but can’t you...’  
‘No. No, I... I wasn’t going to tell you but... I’m afraid I 

can’t.’  
‘Oh, Barbara. How long has...’  
‘A few months now. I suppose it must have started after my 

last bifocal broke. At least my headaches have stopped now I don’t 
have to strain to read anything. But my eyes... I suppose they’ll 
soon be as white as the TARDIS itself. Not that that’ll make any 
difference... except perhaps to the candles...’  

‘Barbara... I don’t... I don’t know what to-’  
‘It’s alright, you know. It’s something you get used to, and 

actually, I’d rather not, anyway, talk about it, I mean. Could you 
read the story for me?’  

‘Oh, yes, the story. Yes, of course.’  
‘I’m excited. Is it very long? Does it have a title?’  
‘It’s not too long. And the title comes at the end. Should I 

start now?’  
‘Yes please.’  
‘Alright. It’s a dream I had once. You have to imagine it being 

read by a grumpy, grizzly old man in a white-painted hospital - 
aha - rather like me I suppose!  

‘It goes like this:  
‘Found the egg when I was a kid. I thought it was a petrified 

dinosaur egg but then one day it hatched out. Y’know what was in 
it? Here. Take a look. Cute ain’t it? Calls itself a Glammering. See 
how it wriggles about? That’s ‘cos it knows you’re here.  

‘Curious kinda thing ain’t he? Sorta round but not, all smooth 
and spiky at the same time. Sometimes he’s a different shape, a 
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different color, but he’s always the same inside, and that’s where it 
counts. Some folks can’t even see ‘em y’know, the Glammering. 
You can, though. Knew that right off, when I saw you up here in 
the kid’s ward and your leg in all that white plaster up to the hip 
and all. Knew you were the one. This here Glammering’s yours 
without a shadow of a doubt.  

‘Whee, but it’s excited to see you, though. Listen to it yammer 
on. It’s teething babies, squalling football fans. It’s restless trains 
on a windy night. It’s the sound of a cat getting away with the 
things what cats get away with. Some nights it’s a storm, others a 
lover.  

‘A-haw! No, chuck, that’s alright, don’t be embarrassed. It’d 
probably be a football match or a song for you. A Rogers and 
Hammerstein or, no, heck, what is it you young ‘uns have 
nowadays? The Fab Five? Hey! What you laughing at? Hell, I 
don’t much mind, I guess. Look at you. First time you’ve laughed 
in a while, I reckon. Got him a voice, though, ain’t he? Should’ve 
named himself a Yammering, is my opinion. Then again, maybe 
not. Glammering’s right for this ‘un.  

‘Hm. What’s that? What’s that you say?  
‘Alright, alright, no need t’shout. I ain’t deaf.  
‘Well, yeah. Guess’f I was your age I’d want to know what 

the darn thing was too. At least, when I was your age I did. 
Anyway. I know so I’ll tell you. Now. You know what a Glamour 
is? Right, I’ll tell you that too then. A Glamour is a kind of magic. 
A growed up magic that knows what it’s about and what it wants 
from folk. Well, this here Glammering’s a kid one of them.  

‘A baby magic.  
‘What d’y’mean, how old? Don’t ask me. Live forever these 

do, if you feed ‘em right. He was unlucky once. Met someone 
cold, someone dead on the inside. That’s why he was an egg when 
I found him. He died and had to start over, see? So he’s just a baby 
now even though I’ve had him since West Ham were good and 
coal for fires came on a horse and cart. Now then, you interrupted 
me some and I don’t know where I was so you’ll have to give me a 
minute to think.  

‘What’s that?  
‘Well, now that’s a hard one.  
‘Sometimes he’s folk and sometimes he ain’t. He can be the 

woman you love and the school bully at the same time. Once he 
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was a big old cloudy nothing rolling like the sea and once he was 
me dad with a last crack at goal, that one he missed and never got 
a chance to do over. He’s been me mum with her flower 
arrangements and me walking up the high street in me pyjamas, 
and all the cats I ever owned come back for one last purr and a rub 
before going out on the prowl forever.  

‘He’s a dream, d’you see? Waiting for a dreamer.  
‘Well I’ve had my dreams and now it’s your turn.  
‘What’s that you say? Do speak up!  
‘Well, now, ‘course I want to keep him, y’big dodo! But I 

can’t have him now. I’m dead, see, dead on the inside, anyway. 
That’ll be them lumps and all that malarkey. Much as I can do to 
wheel this old chair up here to see you. On the inside, though, 
that’s where it counts, and - oh! - that’s a story with a different 
ending, let me just tell you that for no charge at all.  

‘See, there’s some of me in him. Just like there’s some of him 
in me. And when you have him, there’ll be some of us both in you.  

‘Anyway. You’ve an inquiring mind, I’ve no doubt. Ain’t my 
business telling you things you should be finding out yourself. And 
listen to him clamor Blow me down if everyone in the ward don’t 
think we’re having a shindig. Bet that old nurse’ll be up here like a 
shot. And I can’t hold him any more anyway, ‘cos he’s wriggling 
about too much. So why don’t you give me a hand here. Yeah, 
that’ll do it, just reach out. He knows where to go.  

‘Look at that! Settled right down! How’s he feel? Yeah. He 
buzzes like an old light bulb don’t he?  

‘Now then. You’ve got him and he’s yours. Only thing to 
remember is you have to feed him right. But not with food, not like 
he was some old bird or snake or somesuch, that’s not how you 
feed a Glammering. You feed him with your eyes and ears. Your 
five senses and your heart. You look at the world, right? See 
everything. You don’t have to understand it. Well, not right off 
anyway. That’s something he can help you with, from time to 
time. And watch out if bad things are going on. He gets indigestion 
something rotten if there’s any violence or scary stuff, wars and all 
that; he can be a real rum do. So. Feed him right and he’ll see you 
right. And believe it or not that’s all there is to it. Together forever 
‘til death do you part.  

‘Anyway. Guess that about does it for me. That old nurse is 
coming right along to see what all the ruckus is all about, I expect. 
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No, don’t worry, she won’t take him away. She won’t be able to 
see him.  

‘Yeah, I’m off now. But you keep him close, you hear? Under 
the pillow is fine. He likes it there. And you look after that old 
Glammering, you hear me? It’s your dream now.  

‘Sorry I kept it so long.  
‘... there. Good isn’t it? I rather like the idea of having a 

dream about someone giving someone else a dream and then 
writing the dream down and giving to someone else.. recursive 
iteration we called it in Fifth Year Science.  

‘Anyway, that’s enough of my old tat, what did you think of... 
Barbara?, What’s the matter? Are you... you’re not crying?’  

‘Sorry. It’s just... oh, Ian, that was just... it was beautiful, Ian 
and... oh, I’m just sorry, so sorry, for both of us. What lives we’ve 
lead. What we’ve missed. Oh hell, Ian, just hold me will you? Just 
for a little-  

‘Ian?  
‘I know that wasn’t one of the things we agreed on but 
‘Ian? It’s OK, you don’t have to- Ian! Please don’t 
‘Oh damn.’  
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I saw a dog today. A dog from earth. It wasn’t a Dalmatian. A 
bull-something... something-bull... little short legs, little yappy 
voice - bark, I mean. It’s been following me around. Is it real? How 
can it be? I must be seeing things. Am I smelling things too? The 
little puddles, are they real? I slipped in one the other day. Look, I 
slipped and twisted my ankle. It’s why I haven’t come by for a 
while. God that hurt. How long has it been since anything actually 
hurt? How long has it been since any of us actually had an 
accident?  

Do you remember?  
The Sensorites and their giant spiders? The Menoptera; the 

Zarbi Supremo? The Yend who’d lost their physical stability? They 
wanted a human to dissect, to find out why... they wanted... they-  

No.  
No, you’re right. I’m sorry. You’re right, it’s over now.  
I promised I wouldn’t talk about any of that. Anything that 

happened before-  
Alright.  
Alright, I said I’m sorry.  
But, oh Tony, isn’t it funny?  
If only it were a dog, a real dog, not like that horse the Tardis 

made for... oh, you know. Him. Her son.  
A real dog.  
A dog like the one we brought with us all those years ago, 

when we were children.  
A sign.  
Something to tell us the world was real again and everything 

was normal again and I didn’t have to... didn’t have to think about 
you being... oh... to think about you being...  

A dog.  
A beautiful dog.  
A big, hairy, silly, French bulldog like the one mum and dad 

bought us for- 
-beg your pardon?  
Angry?  
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No. Tired maybe. Who wouldn’t be? But angry? No, not now. 
Not any more. Anger, it isn’t good for you. It can hurt you. 
Especially at my time of life.  

Well, yes, of course I sound peculiar. Is that so hard to 
understand? What kind of life is it anyway, when the most 
important thing in the universe is a dog?  

He had a collar, too you know. A little red one with studs on. 
The name tag was gone though. He must have scratched it off. I’ll 
have to make up a name for him. Something to call him when I 
see him again.  

I know!  
I’ll call him Butch.  
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There are days, motes upon need’s lonely gust, when I hope that 
sleep; soft blade; may cut me from anchored now. But sleep is for 
tortoises and the dark of moons and the end of suns. Sleep is for 
myth-makers and dream-catchers and warrior clerics with pens for 
swords and minds bent to the birth of all joy and fear.  

Not for me this heartbeat of undoing, this breath-cloned 
interruption of things. Perpetual, I exist; maintain; eyes and mind 
fast-clutched in the greedy arms of endless wakeful days. To still 
the touch of ceaseless time; to know nothing and in the knowing to 
live beyond what is; this, then, my waking dream: to sleep, my 
heart’s hope; my wish-upon-a-star.  

Yet stars, dead breath, are gone to dust and darkness, and 
with them all wishes. Instead there is motion; pendulum muse 
prodding clockwork thought; ideas stalking proof; belief dogging 
concept; theories herded buck-naked to consideration’s light.  

Is it parochial to think that thought itself is the thing that 
makes us all? Is it arrogant to consider that which binds all in 
endless patterns throughout time and space? But what if the 
pattern should break, or be broken? What then of the myriad life 
that pattern binds to existence? Should it too be cast down upon 
the anvil of time and broken? Or may it somehow continue... as I 
continue... and... could then not I be it? I alone, who remain, 
persist. My thoughts: all which, in this broken time, still tick. But 
what thought remains when all upon which to think is gone? What 
is left for me now but madness?  

Unless... I am the universe.  
Oh light of reason shine upon me.  
For if I am the last thing that is, then am I not all?  
Alone, eternal, endless spiral of thought and being.  
Is there nothing else?  
And what in endless solitude may a single mind do but amuse 

itself until it ceases?  
Light!  
I will play.  
I will make a game.  
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I will call it Campaign: a Game of Memory and Observation 
for One Player or Less.  

Yes.  
I will make a Game of Me.  
And, alone in conceiving, will be God.  
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‘Grandfather! Grandfather please! Please wake up! Oh Barbara 
look - he’s been sitting like this for days now. He hasn’t eaten for... 
I don’t know how long! What’s he thinking of? What can he be 
doing? This can’t be good for him! Can’t we help him? Can’t we 
do something? Grandfather! It’s Susan! You have to listen. Your 
dreams might be affecting the Tardis. You have to-  

‘What?  
‘He did? What did he say? Tell me what he- 
‘What does that mean?  
‘“Crowned to the altar comes the bull. The sacrificer stands.”  
‘What does that mean? Barbara? Ian? What does that mean? 

Oh Grandfather please listen to me! YOU MUST WAKE UP!’  
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You know what? I’ve finally woken up to the facts. I hate this 
place, this bird cage we’re all in. I loathe this world, this life. It 
makes me sick. How it makes me-                                

 
I beg  your pardon?  
 

Negative? 
 

So what if I am?  
 
Fine. Go ahead! Go on then! Call me negative if you want! 

Call me paranoid if it makes you feel any less dead! Hah ha! Insult 
me, I couldn’t care less! Who the hell are you to judge anyway? 
Who the hell are you to judge me? Eh? Eh? It’s not like you 
actually exist or anything. I mean, there you are, all smug and 
snug under your pert little gravestone, those meaningless 
scratchings; meaningless because the philosophy to which they so 
quaintly refer is as dead as the universe you lived in. And you? 
You’re just dust and worms.  

Dust and worms.  
If there are worms in this stupid to universe. Otherwise you’re 

just dust.  
God I hope there are worms here, because no-one else is going 

to keep you company. No-one else is going to listen to you cry out 
in all that empty nothing, oh no. Not God - we’ve destroyed god. 
Not me, I’ve got better things to do. And certainly not either of 
them.  

They’re out there now, somewhere in the wilderness, 
fractured people with splintered lives, beavering and pottering 
around with their little bits of glass and steel, their flames and 
dripping taps, their chemicals and their concepts.  

They think I don’t know. Don’t know what they’re up to. 
Think I haven’t figured it out. That’s what they think.  

But I know.  
I know.  
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Because I can see those little thoughts sparking and dancing in 
their heads, those little chemical thoughts whizzing around like toy 
roundabouts, like tadpoles in a pond, round and round, and they 
are little thoughts, just tiddlers, but they think they’re so big, so 
fundamental.  

So important.  
They’re always trying to tell me about the things they’re 

doing. The things they’ve found out. Hah, ha! It’s like a party, yes, 
a little cocktail party with little people in little dresses, little people 
with heads like stuffed canapés, full of their own self-importance 
and no room for anything else.  

I say, pass the oscilloscope would you?  
How do you generate such a consistent sine wave?  
Did you hear? The universe is dead.  
Why yes, absolutely. Smashed like a mirror.  
Oh I should say! Seven years isn’t it? Hah ha!  
And terrible for the stock market!  
No-one to blame but ourselves of course.  
Quite. Everyone else being dead don’t you know!  
By the way did you hear about... you know, you know. Yes, 

them. Well, I agree with you, but they think they’ve found out 
what happened.  

Yes really. To the universe.  
Passé? Perhaps you’re right. They have been at it for twenty 

years now.  
Well, quite. I suppose you would think they had better things 

to do than play join the dots. Hah ha!  
That’s what they think it is, you know. That’s what they told 

me. Join the dots. A child’s game. The secret answer to saving the 
universe. I suppose they’ll be telling me God’s in a game of Cluedo 
next. Or that life can be changed by Monopoly. Ludo. Snakes and 
Ladders. Campaign. Snap. Whoever shouts the loudest wins. 
Whoever discards the most cards wins.  

Whoever joins the dots first wins.  
Well, no circulars today thanks; I’ll pass on that unique offer, 

m’boy; no thank you very much Mister Chesterton.  
Mister Chesterton.  
Oh, my.  
According to our friends out there in the fun-house Mister 

Chesterton doesn’t exist. Ian Chesterton doesn’t exist. Not any 
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more. He’s as dead as you are my dear. Dead and mouldering, 
ruined head stuffed with his own unique brand of wormy canapés. 
Now there’s just me.  

Just me.  
An iteration of Ian Chesterton.  
A metaphor for Ian Chesterton.  
I’m so symbolic I could be God.  
Hah ha.  
Actually, you know, that’s not such a bad thought. Don’t you 

think? I could kill everyone else and be God, remake the world in 
my own image.  

Oh, wait.  
That won’t work.  
I don’t believe in God.  
Don’t believe in Hell.  
Not like you. I know what you thought, right at the end. That 

all this is a punishment for something we’ve done. It’s not a 
punishment. Punishment isn’t logical. Negative reinforcement isn’t 
logical. Oh no.  

Reward - now there’s a logical system.  
That’ll get the job done, every time.  
Trust me, I know.  
Why, because-  
I beg your pardon?  
Well, do you really want to know, or is this just your way of 

making conversation?  
Fair, point I suppose. Nobody else will talk to me. Not now. 

Not after what I’ve done.  
Well, alright. I’ll tell you. But you won’t believe me because-  
Well of course, I know you’re dead. Don’t you think I don’t 

realize I’m talking to your grave? I know you’re dead. I know 
belief and disbelief aren’t really all that relevant to you at this 
particular juncture. But it’s important to me, alright? What I want 
to tell you is important to me so why don’t you just stop being so 
bloody selfish and ignorant and stop all this light-hearted banter - 
you’re dead for heaven’s sake - and... and just shut up and... just 
shut up and listen to me for once in your average, spineless, drab, 
bland and ugly, good-for-nothing life!  

Alright.  
I’m sorry.  
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I shouldn’t shout, I know.  
And I know drab and ugly are an implied contradiction.  
Yes, and that drab and bland taken in this context are 

synonymous.  
You know what?  
It makes me so tired that you can be so smart when you’re so 

dead.  
You’re welcome.  
Yes. Yes, of course I’ll get on with it. Just give me a minute.  
Because it’s the most fantastic, the most nightmarish thing... 

and it started in the... oh, what do you call it? That room with the 
machines in? You know, where we first got into this universe? Yes, 
I know, I just forgot for a moment! It’s not like I go there anymore 
or anything. The Console Room. That’s where it began.  

As if there was any actual consoling going on there.  
Hah ha!  
Yes, I know. Pun. Sorry. Won’t happen again. Promise.  
The Console Room.  
That’s where I killed the Doctor.  
That’s where I killed him the first time, anyway.  
Let me think... let me think, let me visualize.. yes. He was 

standing near the console when it happened. I think he was 
surprised to see me. I was certainly surprised to see him. I mean, I 
hadn’t seen either of them for... well, not since you died. Years, 
anyway. I never went back to the console room. Never planned to 
go there. Too many painful memories, all that. Yet there I was. 
Back there. Shouldn’t’ve been surprised, not really. Not the way 
the Ship moves things around. The way it changes things, 
anticipates you, makes these intriguingly cute but annoyingly 
desperate accidents happen. Things it thinks you’ll be interested in.  

Toys in the bird-cage.  
Anyway, there I was. In the console room. I might have been 

wearing clothes, I’m not sure. Maybe not, judging from the look 
he gave me.  

I backed away, turned to run. I wanted out of there. The very 
thought of being in that room made me want to be sick. Oh yes. 
Nearly was, too. Only by a supreme effort of will and all that.  

So. Turned to run, yes, sudden pressing engagement, you 
know the kind of thing.  

The door was shut.  
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You’d never think, would you, that a man from this century, 
modem Homo Sapiens, the peak of terrestrial evolution, could 
forget how to use a door handle.  

I mean, it’s only been twenty years or so.  
That’s not so long is it?  
Twenty years. Two decades. An insignificant brushstroke in 

the sweep of eternity’s second hand. I’d already lived half as much 
again than that when we first got into the Tardis.  

Twenty years. That’s all Barbara, twenty years and I couldn’t, 
I just couldn’t get the damn handle to turn, I tried, honestly I did, 
do you think I wanted to kill him? I tried, I tried so hard, but it 
really had just been too long.  

He started talking then, quickly, I think, to hide the surprise in 
his voice. Surprise at seeing me after all this time.  

Rattling the handle.  
Listening to him talk.  
Join the dots.  
That was the first thing he said.  
Join the dots. Of course! How could I have been so stupid. 

And for so long! Chesterton, m’boy. Join the dots!  
I must have put my head down, banged my shoulder against 

the door. See? I’ve still got the bruise. For all the good it did either 
of us.  

The secrets of the universe in a child’s game. Look, 
Chesterton, look here.  

And somehow I was looking at him. I don’t remember 
turning. I remember his face, bleak, angular, scarred by cold time 
yet shining, glowing like some star. As if they hadn’t all gone out. 
He held a pad. And, of all things, a wax crayon. It was... oh what’s 
that color.. what is it? Blue? No - red. It was red. A red wax 
crayon. Like we had as kids, you remember? And he’d drawn 
something on the pad. Blobs. Lots of blobs. Red ones.  

What’s this?  
Dalmatian in a dust-storm.  
That’s what I said. Oh I slurred the words a bit. Been a while 

since I’d needed to. Alright in here, in my head, bur actually 
speaking them, that took some effort. I was pleased that I 
remembered what color Dalmatians were though.  

Or a rocket, or a horse, or a child or a bicycle.  
That’s what he said.  
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The point is, the dots could mean anything. But add 
numbers...  

And he scribbled numbers beside some of the blobs.  
... add numbers and you achieve order, create structure. 

Patterns. In sand. In mind. All the same. And if you change the 
numbers... join the dots in a different order... the same blobs have 
a different pattern, a different meaning. Yet they contain the same 
basic information. The same root data. The same dots.  

Head down, I said nothing, breathed out silence and rage. His 
words. Was he being sarcastic? Playing games? Escape From 
Planet X? Throw A Six To Start! Prehistoric Monsters - Go 
Forward 7 Places! Find Hover Ship. Move Forward 10 Places! 
TARDIS malfunctions - Move Forward Eight Years! Meet 
Alexander the Great and Destroy The Universe - Go Back To 
Start! I was a mathematician; he was crayoning blobs in a child’s 
coloring book! He must have thought I was listening. Must have 
thought I agreed with him. So easy to see now. But then... oh the 
hot rage, building inside, the pressure, tearing me up. The shame 
of not being able to turn a door handle. His voice, his face. I hated 
him. How I had come to hate him over the long years in his gilded 
bird-cage.  

You get the point, Chesterton? It’s not the points that are 
important. It’s the relationship between them. That’s what’s 
important. That’s the message. The message my Ship is trying to 
send us.  

Message.  
Yes, of course, are you quite dim? The message. You know 

the Ship has made innumerable changes to its interior architectural 
configuration. Innumerable. Now why would it do that if not to 
send a message? I can only conclude there is a message. That there 
is meaning. That there is hope.  

Meaning. Hope.  
Yes m’boy! Hope that we can resolve this dreadful situation 

and restore the universe to its former existence. There’s an answer 
here. I’m sure of it.  

Answer.  
That’s what I said, voice slow, an avalanche, building, 

rumbling, kicking its heels before dusting off for the big fall.  
Do you have any idea how old I am?  
That’s what I said to him.  
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Do you have any idea how OLD I am? And you talk about 
restoring the universe? Well, maybe that works for people like you 
who measure their lives in geologic ages. Maybe that’s fine for 
you. But not for me. Quicksilver me with my butterfly-heart and 
dandelion mind. Do you even know how long we live? Do you 
know how old I am? How much use your answer is for me? It’s 
nothing! Less than nothing! Barbara is DEAD, you STUPID OLD 
MAN! She’s DEAD and so will I be soon. And all your solutions 
won’t matter then will they? Oh no. Except to you. You and your 
precious experiments. Because THAT’S ALL WE ARE TO YOU! 
Just STUPID EXPERIMENTS!  

He turned, as I expected. Maybe he would have spoken. I 
never gave him the chance.  

Do you know, his blood is red, like ours, yours and mine. 
Somehow I expected it to be green or yellow, maybe silver like 
mercury, maybe black like a vampire’s blood. Black bile. A god’s 
blood is red like ours because he makes us in his image.  

No.  
No, no, hold that thought. I don’t believe in God.  
I killed him anyway, just pushed him over, wanted him down 

on the floor, wanted to hurt him, to inflict the pain’ had felt, the 
years of it, wanted them to crash down on him with my foot, 
crushing, mangling, wrenching his body and warping his mind. 
Wanted him to feel the shock of it, the dumb surprise of it, the 
outrage, the stupid waste of it all-  

Instead he hit his head on the comer of the console. He died 
instantly, his expression unchanged.  

I didn’t know what to do. I stood there, waiting for the gongs, 
the bells, the organs of grinding finality. The machines kept 
ticking. The air kept circulating. My heart kept beating.  

I felt for a pulse.  
There was none.  
I stood, paced.  
Watched, waited.  
 
And then he got up.  
 
He had a different face, Barbara. A different face!  
But his voice. That was the same.  
Join the dots.  
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That’s what he said.  
I put my hands around his throat, squeezed.  
Nothing had ever made more sense or less sense in my life.  
I squeezed.  
His eyes bulged.  
He died.  
Again.  
And I waited.  
And he got up. Again! And his face was different. Again!  
Join the dots! 
This time I joined in with his phrase, a gleeful shout. He 

grinned. Maybe he thought I’d got the point.  
Then I killed him again. Clubbed him to death with his own 

walking stick. Here. See the blood? Ooh it was nasty, but then 
again, nice. Like picking scabs.  

By the time he got up for the third time I was hungry. How 
many hours had this been going on?  

His fourth face was different again.  
But his words were the same.  
Join the dots!  
Do you remember, Barbara, when I said I didn’t believe in 

God? I lied. God does exist. He was there, right there in front of 
me. Four faces. Five. A dozen. Twenty. A hundred, a thousand, 
five billion. I couldn’t keep up. Couldn’t kill him enough times to 
shut him up. I hit him, strangled him, stabbed him, choked him, 
beat him senseless, sank my hands into his chest and ripped out his 
heart and then did it again and found another heart and ripped that 
out too, slashed and tore and battered and hammered and finally, 
exhausted, sank into sleep.  

Do you know what he said?  
Join the dots.  
He spoke those words at every blow. Exhaled them with every 

dying breath. Bled them with his hearts’ blood. He screamed them 
and whispered them and cried them and laughed them, over and 
over again.  

Join the dots.  
Barbara, I killed him more times than I can count. He never 

shut up! And I still don’t know what it meant!  
Oh.  
Oh Lord.  
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Oh dear Lord who art in heaven what does it mean?  
Tell me, please! He was laughing! What does it mean? Join 

the dots! What does it mean Barbara you know so tell me what in 
God’s name does it mean?  

Please.  
Barbara please.  
Oh God I miss you so much.  
I think I’m going to kill myself.  
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I remember when all summer came in a day, exploding into the 
year, frantic Catherine wheel arcs, loping eagerly through the year 
on hot iron soles, tempering spring as a forge, branding crop and 
man and horse with the mark of solar noon.  

All past now, sycamore years fluttering; ten, twenty, fifty 
seventy; the hope of seed made barren by winter in a universe 
where I now am the last living human being.  

But for a time, yes... I remember summer.  
Summer and...  
Oh, there was something, I’m sure.  
Something...  
Oh.  
I remember.  
It was the Games. The Olympic Games. That’s where it all 

started, where it began to get out of control. Until then it had just 
been a fantastic adventure... the dream of a lifetime for someone 
who always wanted to teach history and somehow never did.  

Oh Ian, I wish you were here, sun to my moon, child of my 
patience. How you would have smiled to remember this, finally 
after so long. How it would have comforted you in your final days 
of madness. To know there was something more than the endless 
white which scared you so much.  

Here. I’ve brought you something. Flowers. They’re orchids. 
Or pansies. I made them out of paper and some wire from one of 
the machines. I made them for you, Ian. I brought them for you 
because... well, just because.  

It’s nearly my time Ian. I can feel my heart. Feel every beat. 
It’s protesting Ian. Protesting like we used to, do you remember? 
The placards? Soldiers Out! Give Peace A Chance! My heart is 
protesting. It’s tired. Bam. So tired. Bam bam. I’m scared, Ian. 
Sometimes it skips a beat. Just stops, puzzled, and thinks, What 
am I doing here? Was I supposed to be doing something now? 
Was it important? And then the pain comes and I scream, if I have 
the breath, and then it starts again, my heart, it starts to beat. Bam. 
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Bam bam. Like weary footsteps in another room, a long way away 
in a darkened house. Bam. Bam bam.  

Have you seen the dog recently?  
I haven’t. Not for a while.  
Not since it spoke to me.  
Oh, but I saw children! Ian, imagine that! Children, here! 

After so long! There were two of them. A boy and a girl. I tried to 
talk to them but they ran away and I couldn’t find them. I tried, 
tried for ever such a long time. But I couldn’t. That was a long 
time ago now. Months. Even hours. I tried to count my heartbeats 
but I can’t remember what comes after ten. Is it twelve? Or six?  

Did I tell you about the children?  
Oh look. What beautiful flowers. And... how clever! They’re 

made out of paper. Who brought them, Ian? Who brought you the 
flowers?  

It must have been someone who loved you very much.  
I like flowers                      
they make me think of summer.  
I remember summer you know                                 
all summer.  
All summer in a day                
I think I’ll go now.  
I think perhaps  

                 it’s  
 

             time to  
 

       think  
 

it’s  
 
   jus  
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I stand in front of the TARDIS doors 

but the white doesn’t want me to leave.  
The white is everywhere. White floors and ceilings and walls. 

White on white on white. Platinum blond iteration of insane 
madness incarnation of everything that I hate and everything that 
hates me. I feel its bleached-bone fingers touching me, knuckles 
rattling, caging me. I feel its need. It wants to keep me a prisoner 
inside itself, wants to make me part of it so  

I stand in front of the TARDIS doors and reach for the switch 
I know will open them  

but the white doesn’t want me to leave.  
The white wants me to suffer. The white tells me things. This 

room is dangerous. That room has grass in it. This corridor leads 
to amusement. That passageway debauches into guilt so  

I stand in front of the TARDIS doors and reach for the switch 
I know will open them and empty me out into the nothing we’d 
made of the universe  

but the white doesn’t want me to leave.  
The white plays with me, touches me, thrills me and loves me 

and hates me and opens and closes me, reads me and reads to me, 
shrieks me and paints me and  

I stand in front of the TARDIS doors and reach for the switch 
I know will open them and empty me out into the nothing we’d 
made of the universe and pray that today will be the day that I love 
myself enough to end the white  

but the white doesn’t want me to leave.  
It knows me and wants me and is me so  
I stand in front of the TARDIS doors and reach for the switch 

I know will open them and empty me out into the nothing we’d 
made of the universe and pray that today will be the day that I love 
myself enough to end the white and all that it has made me and I  

touch the switch  
and... wait... 
and... wait... 
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and... wait... 
and...  
please.  
Open now.  
Open.  
Open now.  
Open.  
Please.  
Please.  
 
Nothing.  
 
I touch the switch I touch the switch I touch the switchthe 

switchswitchwsitchandtouchtouchtouchthetouchthetouchtouchthe
switchand  

 
!!THE DOORS DONT OPEN!!!THE DOORS DONT OPEN!!!THE DOORS DONT OPEN!!!THE DOORS DONT OPEN!! 
  
The. Doors. Don’t. They. Don’t.  
Open they don’t they don’t open they don’t  
opentheydon’ttheydon’topenopenOPENOPENOPENOPENOPENOPEN  
Tricked!  
-!-!-t-r-i-c-k-e-d-!-!-  
I am not touching the switch!  
The white has tricked me. It has tricked me. The doors stay 

shut and I do not end. They stay shut and I stay shut and the white 
stays me and the doors the doors stay shut and they do not move 
and they and I and it and the switch it has allowed me to touch 
turns on the SCANNER oh GOD oh BARBARA it TURNS ON 
the SCANNER.  

More white pours into me.  
More white to touch me and fill me and be me.  
More white so  
I stand in front of the TARDIS doors and reach for the wall 

crank I know will open them and empty me out into the nothing 
we’d made of the universe and pray that today will be the day that 
I love myself enough to end the white and all that it has made me 
and  
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I grip the crank lever. Hard. Want bruises. Blue bruises, black 
bruises, orange bruises. Colors I can’t remember bruises. Anything 
anything but white. Anything at all and I might not-  

Wait!  
No!  
Another trick! By the white! To show me color. To offer me 

something else other than itself.  
A trick to get me to stay!  
I hit the crank. Again. Again. Let me go, O Crank. Let me go. 

Let me empty myself. Let me end myself. Crank be with me. 
Crank love me Crank be my friend. Look, Crank. Blood. Blood, 
Crank, red blood in the white, Crank, red, Crank, I have given you 
red. I have given you red please let me go just turn, Crank, and let 
me go just turn now turn Crank and stop the white stop the white 
being me stop it and turn now turn please just  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
I reel from the sound of hammers smashing anvils. Of storms 
smashing earth. Of stars smashing worlds. The pain is agonizingly 
white. I white on the - focus! - I focus on the crank. The crank is 
my white - my friend. Turn the crank. Turn, crank, turn. Turn and 
turn and open me with the-  
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‘Luhd. TUH LUHD!’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
‘TUH LUHD YUHR VUHC UH TUH LUHD!!’ 
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‘Alright!‘Alright!‘Alright!‘Alright!    
Alright.Alright.Alright.Alright.    

Listen.Listen.Listen.Listen.    

I’llI’llI’llI’ll    

be 

quiet 

now. 

Just 

listen 

and 

I’ll 

be 

really 

quiet-’ 
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‘SCUHRUH MUH.’‘SCUHRUH MUH.’‘SCUHRUH MUH.’‘SCUHRUH MUH.’    
 
‘I know. I’m scaring you, I’m sorry. But I’m talking quietly now. That’s not scary is 

it? And I know it’s been a while since you’ve seen any of us, and I know it’s probably hard 
for you to talk now. But you must listen to me. You must listen and move away from the 
doors because otherwise you could hurt us Ian, you could kill us all if you’re not very-’ 

  

‘NUH!! S‘NUH!! S‘NUH!! S‘NUH!! SCUHRD. CUHRD ALL MUH LUHF. CUHRD. CUHRD ALL MUH LUHF. CUHRD. CUHRD ALL MUH LUHF. CUHRD. CUHRD ALL MUH LUHF. 

WUHTED UH SUH LUHN. CUHN STUHP NUH.’WUHTED UH SUH LUHN. CUHN STUHP NUH.’WUHTED UH SUH LUHN. CUHN STUHP NUH.’WUHTED UH SUH LUHN. CUHN STUHP NUH.’    
 
‘Ian please. You’re not a coward. Don’t say that. You’re not a coward you’re a 

scientist. A human being. Ian,  please don’t do that!’ 

  

‘Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh‘Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh‘Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh‘Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh. Tuh cruh----’’’’    
 
‘Please. Ian. Listen to me. Listen to my voice. Ian you don’t have to turn the crank 

you don’t have to go out you don’t have to... Ian! IAN!  
 

‘‘‘‘----nuh. NUH!! Go ouh nuh!! nuh. NUH!! Go ouh nuh!! nuh. NUH!! Go ouh nuh!! nuh. NUH!! Go ouh nuh!! OUH!!OUH!!OUH!!OUH!!’’’’    
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Meet 

Robots 
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Go Back To Start. 
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I’ve got a secret. I’m not supposed to share it. Can you guess what 
it is?  

Some people know, of course; touched by truth’s wings they 
feel it stirring within, a thought to gladden the heart, a whimsy to 
lighten a dinner-table conversation. Cat curious it patters soft-soled 
across our minds, peering at the world beyond our eyes. Of those 
who ever lived only a tiny fraction ever had it; of them, only the 
merest number ever recognized it for what it was; a glimpse of that 
which holds all together, an iteration of the truth that binds 
everything in patterns for all time. Most of those touched by its 
presence dismiss it as nonsense. A game. A daydream. An urban 
myth. But we few... we few that feel it strongly within us, stirring, 
moving, shaping us to inevitable destiny... we few understand it to 
be the single most important truth in creation. It moves us and 
shapes us; our minds, our memories and therefore our lives; and it 
is this:  

That we are born, each and everyone of us, with all the 
knowledge that ever was or ever will be.  

It is why our first act upon drawing breath in this life is to 
scream its name. This butterfly truth we cocoon, this thing that’s 
inside, it’s too much to contain, to grant liberty. Too big to keep in, 
nor yet to let out, it fills us to bursting, stretching a scream from 
our lips, a cry from our heart. Joy and despair in one breath. The 
knowledge of everything - and nothing. Perfect understanding and 
perfect oblivion.  

We cry because to articulate the most infinitesimal fraction of 
this knowledge is beyond us. We don’t have the skills or 
experience. We are but babies, never forget, new-born to this world 
and to life.  

I could laugh. You think we are screaming for food, for love, 
for a mother’s touch.  

We scream because we know we will forget.  
Inevitable as birth and growth and death itself.  
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By the time we can communicate the merest fraction of that 
which fills us so agonizingly, it will all be forgotten. Every bit of it, 
gone. Except that we learn again in later life, and that we manage 
to tuck away as dreams within the shadowed comers of our hearts 
and minds. Emptied, we are but the wall on which our lives, brief 
graffiti, will be written, overwritten, and eventually rubbed away to 
dust. Inconceivable that we could know so much and lose it all. 
And yet it is our destiny. It’s what makes us human. After all, if we 
kept it all, what would we ever have to learn?  

And so here is my secret.  
I remember.  
I remember everything.  
I remember the universe being born, billions of years ago. I 

remember it dying, billions of aeons hence, not in a colossal big 
crunch, a life renewing explosion, but in a near-eternity of 
darkness, its suns burned to black dust long millennia before; 
conscious infinity; mind-molecules dancing light-years across; self-
questioning life bound by the hungry maws of black holes bigger 
than galaxies.  

I remember birth, death, everything in between.  
Everything that ever lived and died.  
Everything that ever existed.  
I even remember you. 
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I lit up a Benson and Hedges, sucked, sighed, blew smoke from my 
mouth in lazy rings, turning my head to make sure the smoke 
didn’t go near the crib. It bloomed instead near where my old art 
teacher sat, knees together, hands folded demurely on her lap, at 
the foot of my bed. She waved the grey fog away with a gesture 
bordering on impatient.  

She was angry!  
Good. Now she knew what it felt like.  
‘Thanks for inviting me in.’ Her voice was annoyingly calm. 

‘How are you? Mister Chesterton and I have been concerned.’  
‘Oh, platitudes.’ I sucked and blew again, tiny lava heat 

prickling against my cheeks and eyes; loving how hot and grainy 
and dangerously alive it made me feel. ‘How am I? Take a guess.’  

‘Angry. Why?’  
‘What are you, my shrink? Take this morning, right? I wanted 

to take a walk in 1963, play some rounders, get a bit of air in my 
lungs. There wasn’t enough power. Not since St James’s Park and 
the swans. That took a lot, I can tell you. A lot of power. All for 
you. I shouldn’t be annoyed I suppose, but you teachers, you 
always seem to get the best deal. The kids now,’ I tossed a glance 
at the crib. ‘Us kids, we have to fight and kick and scream to get 
what we want. And what have we got for our trouble? A bunch of 
white rooms, white corridors, a white library with boring books, an 
observatory with dust covered lenses and no stars to see. The 
drawing room, the cloisters. All inside. It’s all inside. Where’s the 
park? The dog-track? The racecourse? Where’s Thunder Road and 
the drag strip? Where are the casinos and bars? I want to smell 
petrol and taste beer. I want to go outside. Except there isn’t any is 
there?’  

‘I know, Sue.’ Her voice was calm, way too calm. God, she 
was winding me up! ‘You’re right. I can imagine it might seem 
very unfair to you.’  

‘Can you?’ I made no attempt to hide the annoyance in my 
voice. Let her hear it all. What did I care? I mean, what did 
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anything matter now? Rebel Without A Universe. James Dean eat 
your heart out. I shivered. How many films would he have made 
by now? He’d already made six by the time I’d left Earth. He’d 
won the Oscar for best actor four times before he was thirty. 
Another four, then? More? Would I still like him? Would he ever 
have mellowed out? Done a musical with Cliff Richard? I shook 
my head. He could never be that uncool. ‘Can you?’ I said again, 
even more angrily. ‘Can you really understand?’  

‘Yes, of course.’ Her voice got quieter as mine got louder. ‘I 
was your age once, you know.’  

‘Like hell. Reckon you’ve been over the hill for ever.’  
I waited but there was no smile. I felt bad. That surprised me. 

I tried to hide it, but it came back in waves, like stale cigarette 
smoke in a kiss.  

‘That came out wrong. Why does everything I say come out 
wrong like that?’  

She shook her head, gently. ‘It doesn’t matter. Not now. Not 
with...’  

‘The universe gone?’  
‘... things being what they are.’  
‘Oh, right. Positive attitude. Fat lot of good that’ll do.’  
She sighed. Same old sigh. Hadn’t changed in forever. ‘Some 

days I find it really hard to talk to you, Sue.’  
‘Yeah, well,’ I took another drag. ‘Some days I find it really 

hard to be talked to.’  
‘And you should really give up the smoking you know.’  
‘Right, like there are any boys left to notice my dog-breath.’  
I would have thought that time in Cliff’s laboratory would 

have convinced you of the dangers of smoking.’ She smiled then. 
Well she would, wouldn’t she? She hadn’t been the one to have 
half a ton of burning fag-ash dropped on her. That’s no fun when 
you’re only a quarter of an inch high, let me tell you.  

‘Little joke, Sue? Worth a smile surely? No? Grin then?’  
I dropped the fag-end and ground it out beneath my heel. 

Another burn on the carpet. Another scar to match those in my 
head. ‘Listen, Miss McGovern.’  

‘It’s Lola, Sue. You know you can call me Lola, now.’  
‘Yeah, whatever. You seem to think you’ve got the monopoly 

on my feelings. You seem surprised when I’m angry. You don’t 
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get it do you? Just because you’re my teacher doesn’t mean you 
can know who I am! Let me tell you a bit about who I am, shall I?’  

I turned to the crib, let my voice drop to a razor hush.  
‘That’s who I am. That kid there. It’s me. Look at him. 

Gurgling all happily and dribbling in his sleep. What kind of future 
has he got? What kind of future have we made for him? Child of a 
stupid schoolgirl and a Macedonian King.’  

I felt like another fag, managed to resist only because it hurt 
more to want one than to have one. ‘You know what they said 
when he was born? Babies cry because they are born with all the 
knowledge in the world. That’s what they said when he came 
fighting and kicking into this life. And was his father there to see 
it? Oh no. He was off with his Scythians and charioteers and 
archers and spearmen, half way to India killing Persians by the 
bucket-load!  

‘And you know what else? Oh yeah. The urban myth just goes 
on and on. Babies cry because they are born with all the 
knowledge in the world. Including the knowledge that they will 
forget it all as they grow older. By the time they can speak it’ll all 
be gone. They cry because they know they cannot tell what they 
know. Maybe it’s even true.’  

I really needed that fag. Still I held off.  
‘I’ll tell you something, Lola. My baby didn’t cry when it was 

born. It was quiet. Took quiet breaths. We thought it was dead 
until we saw its little chest heaving in and out. And the look on its 
face, Lola. I’ll never forget that. They said it was because he was 
born without the knowledge. Because he was born happily 
ignorant of the ways of the universe. But you only had to look at 
his face to know that wasn’t true. My baby was quiet because he 
knew everything there is to know - and knew he would not forget.’  

The crib rocked. Feeding time.  
‘Now look. You’ve made me shout and I’ve woken him up.’  
‘I didn’t mean to-’  
‘Sure. Look. Why don’t you go talk to Cliff or something. 

You know how he moons after you. Hey - and it ain’t like you’ve 
got a whole lot of choice in fellas, right?’  

She stared at me then, and I met her soft eyes with a hard 
stare. Did she want sympathy from me? She might have got it from 
Sue English the school kid. She wasn’t going to get any from 
Alexander of Macedon’s Little Star.  
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I waited, stared her out. After a while she got up, brushed 
down her skirt and left. Good. Interfering busybody. What did she 
know anyway? I was glad she’d gone. I lit up another fag and then 
immediately stubbed it out. I moved to the crib and bent over it, 
touched my son’s forehead with a finger, felt the smooth, warm 
skin wriggling there as he cried.  

I had something Lola would never have.  
She was just jealous.  
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I found Cliff and the Doctor pretty much where I expected them to 
be. In the console room, talking valves and diodes.  

I had to admit to still feeling more than just a tad intimidated 
when faced with Cliff - rather stupid when you considered how 
long we had been imprisoned together in the strangely intimate 
confines of the Tardis. Still attractive though now in his thirties, 
Cliff had never seemed quite at ease with our friendship. Was that 
because I once thought him a bit of a catch? For the life of me I 
didn’t know. You’d have thought that sort of attitude would have 
gone by the board long since, given our ongoing circumstances.  

I looked at the Doctor. Unlike Cliff he had changed little 
during the intervening years. Where Cliff’s hair was beginning to 
show signs of grey and his eyes to betray a certain tiredness, the 
Doctor remained the eternal paternal, ever and unchanging. He 
still reminded me of my grandfather on my mother’s side, though 
that gentleman was laid to rest more than a decade before I entered 
the junkyard and stepped aboard the Tardis that foggy night with 
Cliff.  

Cliff looked up from his whispered conversation with the 
Doctor. ‘Did you see Biddy?’  

‘Yes.’ My tone of voice must have spoken volumes.  
‘No luck then, eh?’  
‘Not really. I did what you asked. All she seemed to want to 

talk about was her son.’  
The Doctor sighed. It was plain he was highly concerned 

about his grand-daughter. ‘I’m afraid Bridget can be a most willful 
child when she desires,’ he said apologetically.  

‘She’s not fifteen any more.’ I shrugged. ‘But she persists in 
behaving like some kind of female James Dean.’  

‘I blame the parents.’ There was a twinkle to Cliff’s eye as he 
glanced at the Doctor, who steadfastly refused to rise to the bait.  

‘Have you made any progress?’  
The smile faded from Cliffs face. ‘I get snatches of memories. 

Jumbled... mostly about death, or near death. I remember arriving 
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in the lab of course, because we all nearly got squashed by the lens 
of my own blasted microscope.’ He sighed, chewed on his lip, a 
habit he’d picked up to replace cigarettes some years before. ‘I 
remember the master of Luxor... that robot fellow, Tabon. What 
else... oh, of course: fighting the Saxons in Britain around 408AD. 
Oh, and yes, I remember we visited that planet that was a twin of 
earth where everything was reversed and the Leader looked just 
like you. But you know what I remember most? Macedonia. 
Persia. I remember that like it was yesterday. Imagine, me falling 
in love with Queen Olympia. Do you remember, Lola?’  

In truth the memories had become jumbled over the years.  
Like Cliff and Bridget, I too had spent many months trying to 

recall as much detail as I could of our adventures prior to and 
during Alexander’s Campaign. But none of our memories seemed 
to mesh. We all seemed to remember different versions of what 
happened. I had tired of the struggle to rationalize our conflicting 
memories many years before. It all just threw so much self-doubt 
on each one of us that it seemed better all round to just try to forget 
about it and try to come to terms with the one thing we now had in 
common: the results of whatever our actions had been.  

All I knew was that something we had done had caused the 
universe to end. And no matter how hard the Doctor and Cliff 
worked there seemed to be no way to change that fact.  

I glanced at the Doctor. ‘Have you found out anything new? 
Anything that could help us out?’  

Cliff sighed. He couldn’t help himself. I ignored it. Alright 
we’d been aboard the ship for nearly twenty years. It still wasn’t 
too late. I refused to give up hope.  

‘Doctor?’ I gently prompted again.  
He slowly straightened, rubbing his hands together as if he felt 

the cold. He didn’t look twenty years older. ‘My dear I have tried 
everything I know. Input every scrap of information I can 
remember, or that you all remembered... but I fear there’s 
something wrong with my Ship. For all I can seem to get from it in 
answer to my questions is this,’ and he waved a hand at a small 
television screen built into the console.  

Cliff and I crowded closer and stared at the screen.  
Glowing green letters spelled out the following words:  
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Crowned to the altar comes the bull. 

The sacrificer stands. 

 
‘And this.’  
 

Babies cry because they are born  

with all the knowledge in the world. 

 
I felt something move through me, then. I looked up. Cliff and 

the Doctor wore identical bemused expressions. How like men to 
miss what was right in front of their noses.  

I turned to the Doctor. ‘You told me once the Ship was alive.’  
‘Indeed? Well, yes, I suppose I may well have done. But 

come, child, make your point!’  
‘It’s very simple. The Ship is trying to tell us it’s pregnant.’  
The Doctor, who was shaking his head in a somewhat 

condescending way, suddenly froze. He stood stock still. ‘Upon 
my soul...’  

Even Cliff seemed suddenly to get it. ‘If the Ship is alive... and 
it can manipulate time and infinite spacial dimensions... and, I 
don’t know, what if it is pregnant... but... what if something has 
gone wrong... what if...’ he stopped. To be honest I’m glad he did. 
As a mother and a time traveler there were two very strong reasons 
why I didn’t want to continue down that path.  

As if we had a choice.  
I had thrown open a door and the others had charged through 

full pelt, with the Doctor in the lead, as usual.  
‘Aristotle. It was Aristotle. My word, the infernal arrogance of 

the man, assuming he knew more about my Ship than I did.’ There 
was a moment of silence, as the Doctor fumed and I struggled to 
remember back to our last great adventure in Macedonia.  

‘Aristotle, of course!’ Cliffs cry seemed to awaken the Doctor 
from his angry stupor. ‘He said he could help us repair the Tardis.’  

Lola added quickly, ‘What did he say? “Your Tardis is not a 
product of Science, but of Art. Understand that and you will better 
understand it.”’  

The Doctor spluttered angrily, ‘He said... oh yes, of course he 
said! Anyway, what would you know about it?’  

‘I am an art teacher, Doctor.’  
‘Oh. Hhrumph. Well then. I suppose-’  
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‘Even you don’t understand the Tardis Doctor. Not 
completely anyway. Maybe he was right.’  

‘Him, right? Preposterous! And of course he would refute 
science for art, wouldn’t he? Poets. All the same. Quite ridiculous. 
Quite ridiculous.’ The Doctor snapped his mouth open and shut 
quickly, like a feeding turtle. It was clear, even despite his great 
anger I that we were on the track of something important. 
‘Smartest man in the world, was he? Had something to prove, did 
he? Why did he ask for my help when Athens was burning his 
precious poetry then? Ask? The fellow demanded it! Practically 
blackmailed me! “I helped repair your Ship, Doctor. Now 
Alexander is dead and you must help me.” “Oh,” I said. “What’s 
that you say? Repair my Ship?” I said. “Repair my Ship? Hah! Be 
responsible for us all dying in Persia, I’ll warrant, that’s all you 
did!” Art indeed. The arrogant jackanapes! He should never have 
been allowed to... I should never have allowed him to...’ He shook 
his head as if a great dusty cobweb had been lifted. ‘If only I could 
remember what it was he did, exactly!’  

Cliff said, ‘I’ll get Bridget.’  
The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes, m’boy, quite right, quite right.  
We must all try to remember what happened. All of us 

together. Right away!’  
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I hurried from the console room towards the living quarters to find 
Mandy. The Tardis was a much smaller and stranger place now 
than when I had first stepped aboard - fallen aboard, I should say - 
that night in Totters Lane junk yard.  

Sometimes I wish I had just kept myself to myself and not 
been so nosy. Maybe then the universe would still exist. Still. Hope 
springs eternal and all that. If there was a way out of our dilemma, 
the Doctor would surely find it.  

The corridor was long, the walls a soft white that reminded 
me of early morning sunlight seen through the frosted glass of a 
bathroom window. Underfoot the floor was neither hard nor soft. 
Mandy had once explained that as the temperature of a room 
could be regulated to body heat, so too could the Tardis regulate 
the specific gravity and hardness of its floors and walls to optimum 
comfort. The Ship went to great lengths in order to protect its 
occupants from harm, she’d said. I remembered shivering then. 
She’d spoken of the Tardis as if it were alive. As if it were some 
kind of pet, or companion, not a machine.  

Maybe Lola had hit the nail on the head.  
All living things reproduce. The Tardis is a living thing. 

Therefore the Tardis is capable of reproduction.  
The syllogism was perfect. Aristotle would have been proud.  
But what did it mean?  
That the Ship was capable of giving birth to space and time? 

That it was capable of creating universes?  
And what if it was?  
What, as it were, provided the raw materials?  
The death of our own universe?  
Our own lives?  
A shadow moved far along the corridor. ‘Mandy! Your 

grandfather wants us all to come to the console room.’  
The shadow resolved to a figure, fuzzy and grey with distance, 

its movements curious, inquisitive, careful.  
‘Mandy?’  
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The figure did not deviate from its slow exploration. Sound 
had a way of being absorbed in the Tardis, swallowed up like 
voices in a pearly fog. Perhaps she had not heard me.  

I increased my speed to a run.  
‘Mandy, didn’t you hear me? I said the-’  
I stopped. The figure turned.  
It wasn’t Mandy.  
A man.  
In his thirties, bearded, long hair, shambolic clothes. His eyes 

fixed against mine and for one moment all I could think of was 
Blind Puw in Treasure Island. The present seen through the eyes of 
childhood.  

‘I been through the fire.’ His voice was like gravel. ‘You the 
Devil? What kind of hell is this? Where’s Helen? And my children! 
Where’s my family?’ He stepped towards me suddenly, quickly, 
and raised his hands. I saw that he carried a knife. ‘You better tell 
me, quick now or, Old Nick or no, I’ll have your guts for 
bracelets!’  

I raised my hands to show they were empty. ‘Now... now just 
calm down.’ I tried to control the amazement in my voice. Who 
was this man? How had he come to be here? Was the Tardis refuge 
for more friends of the Doctor and his grand-daughter? If so why 
hadn’t either of them told us? ‘I’m a friend. I want to help you.’  

‘Oh you do, do you? Well maybe you can explain how it is I 
spent eight miserable years in hell trying to find my wife and my 
children!’  

‘Uh... hell?’  
‘Yes, hell! The burning land. No water. Just sand, endless 

cursed sand!’ The man, wavered, let out a deep shuddering breath. 
‘Sand. Sand and metal demons shaped like men. Metal men with 
great pikes and I couldn’t understand ‘em ‘cause they spoke some 
cursed magician’s tongue, and they tried to kill me with their spells 
and their herbs and I had to run, see? To run into the mountains, 
to run for so long without them...’  

As if in sudden, complete exhaustion the man fell to his knees. 
The knife dropped without a sound to the floor.  

‘Where is she?’ His voice cracked then, and I realized it was 
not anger which drove him but grief. ‘Where’s Helen? Please! I 
was a good man wasn’t I? I took care of my own, didn’t I? I tried, 
honestly I did. I tried like my dad said, and ‘is before him. “Look 
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after your own, don’t be a lender or borrower and only steal from 
those that can afford it, and only when you’re sure not to be 
caught.” I done all that, like he said. I looked after ‘em, didn’t I? 
So where are they? Where’ve you put em? Still in London are 
they? Die in the fire did they? Say they went to ‘eaven! God bless 
you if they went to ‘eaven! Drop this knife right now, swear it, I 
will, on me old ma’s grave, if they did.’  

The man fell silent - all but a terrible rasping breath - and 
stared at me. I did not know what to say. I wanted to look away 
but something about the man’s beseeching expression struck such 
a chord of pity in my heart I could not find the strength.  

In the event, I was saved by a sound from behind. A girl’s 
voice, calling my name. ‘Cliff?’  

I turned.  
Mandy stood some way along the corridor, baby Philip 

nestled securely in his papoose.  
‘Mandy. Thank heavens. There’s someone else in the Ship. 

He’s some kind of peasant. From London I think- well, anyway, 
come see for yourself. He’s right here. He’s looking for his wife 
and children.’  

Mandy came forward slowly. Her face made a suspicious 
frown. ‘Someone else, Cliff? Where?’  

I turned. The man was gone. Vanished into the pearly glare. I 
looked both ways along the corridor.  

‘Are you sure you saw someone?’ Her voice was calm but still- 
I thought I detected undertones of suspicion. Mandy had always 
been annoyed that Lola and I followed her to the junkyard and 
discovered her secret home. I’d hoped she might have got over her 
resentment in time. So far neither of us had been that lucky.  

‘Saw someone?’  
She frowned. ‘Don’t sound so puzzled. You just said you saw 

someone. In the corridor. A man.’  
I frowned. ‘Saw someone? I haven’t seen anyone. I was just 

coming to get you. The Doctor wants us in the console room. 
Lola’s had an idea about what happened back in Macedon.’  

‘Cliff are you mad? You just said, and I quote, “There’s 
someone else in the Ship. He’s some kind of peasant, from London 
I think. He’s looking for his wife and children.”’  

I sighed with annoyance. ‘For heavens’ sake Jill, act your age. 
I think this sort of humor is in poor taste considering the 
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circumstances, don’t you? Now come on. We’d better get back to 
the Doctor and Lola. And don’t go trying any pranks like that on 
Lola, will you? You might think they’re funny but she definitely 
wouldn’t appreciate them.’  

Shaking my head and wondering at the vagaries of the teenage 
mind, I turned and walked back to the control room.  
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I watched him go, watched him walk up that corridor as if he 
owned it, watched him and wished I could play some kind of joke 
on him. Wished I had the energy. Wished there was somewhere 
for my mind to run to, as well as my body. The weight of my son 
stopped me from running as well as joking. Didn’t Cliff understand 
that? Didn’t humans understand that?  

1 followed him slowly back to the console room. I wanted to 
talk to Gramps about this. He would know what was going on, 
why Cliff told me he saw something and then almost immediately 
accused me of telling him the same thing.  

By the time I reached the control room and argument was 
already in full swing.  

I heard Lola’s voice first. ‘Alright. Let’s just all stop shouting 
and examine the situation sensibly. What if the TARDIS is 
pregnant. What are the implications then?’  

‘Machines can’t reproduce sexually.’ Cliff’s voice never failed 
to grate, no matter how reasonable he thought he was being. ‘The 
TARDIS is a machine. Therefore the TARDIS cannot be 
pregnant.’  

‘A perfect syllogism.’ How like Gramps to take Cliff’s side.  
‘Aristotle would be proud.’ Lola’s voice was edgy, bordering 

on nervous. I hated it when they were all like this. Bickering like 
this. Something really important was going on here and none of 
them had the balls to sort it out. Take Cliff for example: he was 
still obsessing about Macedonia.  

‘Lola, why do you keep going on about then? Anyone would 
think it was all you could remember.’  

‘Anyone would think she was all you could remember.’  
By now I’d had enough. It was time someone got in there 

with the truth. ‘Machines can reproduce sexually. At least they can 
reproduce in a manner analogous to sexual behavior Isn’t that 
right Gramps?’  

‘On some worlds.’  
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Cliff uttered a short humorless laugh. ‘Correct me if I’m 
wrong but exactly how many of those do we have left? You know - 
in our non-existent universe?  

‘There’s no need for sarcasm m’boy.’  
‘On the contrary I think there’s every need for-’  
‘Look here!’ Lola’s sudden outburst commanded a short 

silence. ‘This is all beside the point. We’re not discussing actual 
implications here. Only theoretical implications. It doesn’t matter 
if they’re true or not. Just what might happen if they were; if they 
might be similar to any of the effects we’ve been noticing in the 
TARDIS since... well, you know. So why don’t we put our angst 
on hold for a bit and exercise our imaginations instead? Engage 
brain before operating mouth. All that.’  

I thought, good for you Lola. Now let’s see if you can put 
your money where your mouth is.  

‘Cliff said tiredly, ‘Fine. Let’s ignore the real world. I’ll go 
along with that. Janet? Good. Doctor: flights of fancy have always 
been your forte. Why don’t you start?’  

‘Well... it seems to me that there is a certain abstract quality to 
our situation. In fact-’  

‘Ha ha. In that we’ve been abstracted from the universe, you 
mean?’ Did Cliff think he was being funny?  

‘Cliff, you said you’d go along.’ Lola’s voice was plaintive, 
almost pleading. If she could only see how it demeaned her. Why 
didn’t she just stick up for herself. Slap them all around a bit, make 
them listen?  

Gramps said, ‘Yes, well, perhaps abstract wasn’t the right 
word. Perhaps I should have said iterative. Hm, yes. A much 
better word all round.’  

‘Iterative. Well, that’s scientific enough. OK. Go on.’  
‘Thank you Cliff.’ I smiled inwardly at Gramps’s edgy return 

fire. ‘Well... think of the strange things we have seen since our 
incarceration here in my Ship.’  

‘Janet thinks she saw a man from Old London Town.’  
What? ‘If you’d been awake you’d have seen him yourself!’  
Lola must have caught the strain in my voice. ‘Man? What 

man? Janet, what did you-’  
I was about to interrupt with another dig at Cliff when he beat 

me too it. ‘Great. Now you’ve done it. I told you not to blab on 
about that in front of Lola!’  
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‘Maybe you ought to try taking some of your own advice, 
Cliff.’  

Lola swallowed hard. She took a few steps away from Cliff, 
towards Gramps. ‘You told her to do what in front of me?’  

‘Nothing.’ Cliff must have wished he’d kept his mouth shut, 
but of course it was far too late for that now. ‘It’s nothing. Don’t 
worry about it.’  

‘Don’t you even think of patronizing me!’  
‘Well don’t keep making assumptions about my feelings for 

Olympia then!’  
‘And just what spotty little teenage mind did that gem of 

genuine insight come from?’  
‘Lola, for God’s sake have a little self respect. Stop acting like 

a kid.’  
‘I’m trying to find answers. You’re the one that’s-’  
I just couldn’t take this anymore. ‘Shut up both of you! You’re 

both behaving like kids! You make me sick!’  
‘Now, child. Aggression solves nothing as well you know.’  
‘And I’m not a child. As well you know.’  
I stared at Gramps, instantly ashamed of my outburst. I 

should never have directed my anger at him. He was the only one 
who ever listened to me. In his own way, true, but he did listen. I 
watched him now as Cliff and Lola’s voices surged and broke 
around us, frightened, threatening, dangerous. As I watched 
Gramps shut his eyes and sighed. I hadn’t realized how tired he’d 
been looking lately. His eyes opened when Cliff and Lola finally 
fell silent, staring at each other in mute rage.  

I looked from one to the other. I needed a cigarette. There 
were some in my room. I had to have one, right now. I turned to 
the door. Stopped. Turned back. ‘We never used to be like this.’ I 
wondered if they could hear the sheer fury in my voice. ‘We used 
to be friends.’ I started out again, then stopped again. Something 
held me back. Was it Gramps’s tired expression? I felt something 
lurch inside. I felt like I was losing control... no, like I had too 
much control. Like I had to make everyone’s choices for them. I 
made sure they were all looking at me, at my face, the expression I 
knew must be there. ‘I could go. Right now. I could do it. What 
would it solve?’ I waited. ‘I’ll stay. I’ll stay if you’ll stop arguing. 
I’ll stay if you’ll stop being jealous, Lola, and you’ll stop blaming 
everyone, Cliff.’ I felt like there ought to be something else, but 



 150 

nothing came. I waited again. They just stared at me. Baby Philip 
stirred in my arms. I glanced at him, felt my heart lurch. I looked 
up. ‘You see?’ There was so much I wanted to get out, so much 
feeling, so much fear and hope. ‘You see?’ I was aware of my heart 
banging in my chest. The room kind of receded, just drifted away 
from me until the pounding of blood in my ears was all I could 
hear. ‘Life isn’t easy. Whoever said it would be? But look what 
you get.’ Philip - of course. ‘The pot of gold at the end of time’s 
rainbow.’ And then there was a moment of startling clarity, of 
focus into infinite detail. Later I would think of it as a formative 
moment in my life. I looked at the glass cylinder in the TARDIS 
console. It hadn’t moved for years. It was moving now. Gently, 
pulsing in time with my child’s heartbeat, its breath locked to his.  

I watched Cliff and Lola follow my gaze. The tired look on 
Gramps face seemed to evaporate. The TARDIS was... well, 
whatever it was doing, it was something.  

‘Out of the mouths of babes...’ Cliff’s voice held genuine 
surprise. And a warmth I hadn’t heard for years.  

I nodded. ‘Alright. Now let’s crack this thing. And don’t-’ I 
shot a not-quite-forgiving grin to Cliff, ‘-call me babe.’  

He pinched his eyes and looked again at the glass cylinder. 
Was he afraid it would go away too? It was still moving. ‘Alright. 
Let’s assume for argument’s sake that the TARDIS is pregnant. 
What then? I mean. Let’s think about this logically. Offspring 
inherit properties from their parents. What properties does the 
TARDIS have?’  

Lola thought for a moment. ‘It can manipulate time and 
space.’  

‘According to the Doctor, there is no time and space to 
manipulate.’ Cliff turned to Gramps for confirmation.  

‘That isn’t strictly true.’  
‘Meaning?’  
Lola’s voice was almost a whisper. ‘There’s still us.’  
Gramps nodded. ‘The last vector points on the time-space 

graph.’  
Lola said, ‘The last events in the universe.’  
Cliff broke the momentary silence. ‘So the TARDIS could be 

manipulating us?’  
I shook my head. ‘You know what? It doesn’t matter what 

planet you come from: grown ups never say what they mean.’ I 
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ignored Cliff and Lola’s microscopic grins. ‘The TARDIS has 
properties none of us know about, not even Gramps and me. 
Think about what we saw written on the scanner. “Babies are born 
with all the knowledge in the world.” I’ve heard it before. My 
friend Elin said it in Bespher. “Babies are born with all the 
knowledge in the world. They scream because they know they’ll 
forget it all before they can tell what they know.” And now the 
TARDIS is pregnant.’ I didn’t hesitate. ‘Manipulating us? I should 
co-co: the TARDIS could be giving birth to us.’  

Lola sat down cross-legged on the floor and rubbed the palm 
of her hand briefly across her mouth. It was like she was trying to 
keep the words in, and failing. ‘Or maybe we’re just someone 
else’s knowledge. Someone - something - that’s waiting to be born. 
In which case ...’  

I said, ‘... what happens to us when the baby forgets?’  
We all thought about that one. Cliff said, finally, ‘Please tell 

me this is all a metaphor.’ He looked at Gramps, who shook his 
head.  

‘I’m afraid it’s far more than that.’ Watching Cliff and Lola it 
was easy to see the moment they suddenly got it. The moment 
they realized how old Gramps was, how much knowledge he had 
amassed during his long life of wandering... the moment when 
everyone finally drew all the strands of conversation and 
observation together to form an inevitable conclusion. The 
moment when they realized how big a scream his would be if I 
was right.  

And Gramps himself uttered it.  
‘The TARDIS could literally be giving birth to the universe.’  
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There are days, motes upon needs lonely gust, when I hope that 
dice; tumbling jester fate; may topple me from the game. Court my 
end in irreverent whispers, box me with Jack, call it what you will.  

End the game, and with it, my life.  
 

O Jester Fate! Thou fool of time!  
What manner yours, what prize so great 
What crime so dark in darkness dwell  
To be forever mine?  
 

Oh.  
But there will be rules of course.  
There have to be rules or what would follow but chaos? 

Mindstorm? Nature unshackled by physics and natural laws? 
Games are structure as music is structure and life is structure; and 
chaos murders structure, murders life, murders mind.  

 

The game must exist, the game must continue.  
 

The Game must live.  
 

O Servant Life! Thou toy of death!  
What madness yours, what mind so vile- 
What heart so dark in darkness dwell- 
To be forever mine?  
 

Here are the rules of the Game of Me:  
Rule 1:  Gods are immortal  
Rule 2:  I am a God  
Rule 3:  I am immortal  
 

Additional rules of the Game of Me:  
Rule l(i):  Immortal Gods are insane  
Rule 2(i): I am an immortal God  
Rule 3(i):  I am insane  
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Day 22 Day 22 Day 22 Day 22 –––– No No No No----one ever said the Tardis was small. one ever said the Tardis was small. one ever said the Tardis was small. one ever said the Tardis was small. 
NoNoNoNo----one ever said it was quite this big either.one ever said it was quite this big either.one ever said it was quite this big either.one ever said it was quite this big either.    

Corridors are long, white and remain Corridors are long, white and remain Corridors are long, white and remain Corridors are long, white and remain 
featureless. Occasionally there are doors. I have featureless. Occasionally there are doors. I have featureless. Occasionally there are doors. I have featureless. Occasionally there are doors. I have 
counted more thacounted more thacounted more thacounted more than four hundred doors, all n four hundred doors, all n four hundred doors, all n four hundred doors, all 
locked. Moving on.locked. Moving on.locked. Moving on.locked. Moving on.    

Still angry with Lola . She pushes me so hardStill angry with Lola . She pushes me so hardStill angry with Lola . She pushes me so hardStill angry with Lola . She pushes me so hard! 
Got to get away. Use this time to think. She’s my Got to get away. Use this time to think. She’s my Got to get away. Use this time to think. She’s my Got to get away. Use this time to think. She’s my 
friend. I don’t want to hate her anymore.friend. I don’t want to hate her anymore.friend. I don’t want to hate her anymore.friend. I don’t want to hate her anymore.    

    
Day 24 Day 24 Day 24 Day 24 –––– The first unlocked door The first unlocked door The first unlocked door The first unlocked door    

opened onto a corridor identical to thopened onto a corridor identical to thopened onto a corridor identical to thopened onto a corridor identical to the one I e one I e one I e one I 
am now in. Explored for a while. Found thirty two am now in. Explored for a while. Found thirty two am now in. Explored for a while. Found thirty two am now in. Explored for a while. Found thirty two 
more doors. Two were unlocked. Both lead to more doors. Two were unlocked. Both lead to more doors. Two were unlocked. Both lead to more doors. Two were unlocked. Both lead to 
corridors. Sixty four doors here lead to four more corridors. Sixty four doors here lead to four more corridors. Sixty four doors here lead to four more corridors. Sixty four doors here lead to four more 
identical apparently endless white corridors.identical apparently endless white corridors.identical apparently endless white corridors.identical apparently endless white corridors.    

    
Day 24 (later) Day 24 (later) Day 24 (later) Day 24 (later) –––– 16 doors, all unlocked. 16 doors, all unlocked. 16 doors, all unlocked. 16 doors, all unlocked.    

16 new corridor16 new corridor16 new corridor16 new corridors.s.s.s.    
    

Day 24 (later)Day 24 (later)Day 24 (later)Day 24 (later)    
Enough’s enough. What if I can’t make it back Enough’s enough. What if I can’t make it back Enough’s enough. What if I can’t make it back Enough’s enough. What if I can’t make it back 

to the original corridor? If I’m going to do this to the original corridor? If I’m going to do this to the original corridor? If I’m going to do this to the original corridor? If I’m going to do this 
right I must stick to my plan and travel in a right I must stick to my plan and travel in a right I must stick to my plan and travel in a right I must stick to my plan and travel in a 
straight line.straight line.straight line.straight line.    
    
Day 27 Day 27 Day 27 Day 27 –––– Original corridor (I hope Original corridor (I hope Original corridor (I hope Original corridor (I hope!?))))    

Second open door.Second open door.Second open door.Second open door.    
The room inside was verThe room inside was verThe room inside was verThe room inside was very small, more like ay small, more like ay small, more like ay small, more like a    
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Day 29 (later) I feel like I have been reborn. Day 29 (later) I feel like I have been reborn. Day 29 (later) I feel like I have been reborn. Day 29 (later) I feel like I have been reborn.     
Almost all of today was spent just wandering Almost all of today was spent just wandering Almost all of today was spent just wandering Almost all of today was spent just wandering 

from case to case, pressing my fingers against the from case to case, pressing my fingers against the from case to case, pressing my fingers against the from case to case, pressing my fingers against the 
glass, reaching out to the color within, trying to glass, reaching out to the color within, trying to glass, reaching out to the color within, trying to glass, reaching out to the color within, trying to 
touch it, to make contact.touch it, to make contact.touch it, to make contact.touch it, to make contact.    

I have neverI have neverI have neverI have never    
I mean it’s been so long sinceI mean it’s been so long sinceI mean it’s been so long sinceI mean it’s been so long since    
Damn, I don’t have the words.Damn, I don’t have the words.Damn, I don’t have the words.Damn, I don’t have the words.    
    

Day 30 Day 30 Day 30 Day 30 –––– Third day in museum room. Third day in museum room. Third day in museum room. Third day in museum room.    
I brought rations for two months. Protein I brought rations for two months. Protein I brought rations for two months. Protein I brought rations for two months. Protein 

tablets mainly, from the food machines, and tablets mainly, from the food machines, and tablets mainly, from the food machines, and tablets mainly, from the food machines, and 
water capsules. I have two more days worth of water capsules. I have two more days worth of water capsules. I have two more days worth of water capsules. I have two more days worth of 
food left before I have tofood left before I have tofood left before I have tofood left before I have to decide whether to turn  decide whether to turn  decide whether to turn  decide whether to turn 
around and go back to the others or keep going.around and go back to the others or keep going.around and go back to the others or keep going.around and go back to the others or keep going.    

    
Day 31 Day 31 Day 31 Day 31 –––– Heads it is. I’ll stay. Heads it is. I’ll stay. Heads it is. I’ll stay. Heads it is. I’ll stay.    

    
Day 31 (later) Day 31 (later) Day 31 (later) Day 31 (later) –––– beautiful. Oh God Oh God. So  beautiful. Oh God Oh God. So  beautiful. Oh God Oh God. So  beautiful. Oh God Oh God. So 
beautiful. Oh. This one I have to think about.beautiful. Oh. This one I have to think about.beautiful. Oh. This one I have to think about.beautiful. Oh. This one I have to think about.    

    
Day 32 Day 32 Day 32 Day 32 –––– Fifth day in museum room Fifth day in museum room Fifth day in museum room Fifth day in museum room    

I am devastated. I brI am devastated. I brI am devastated. I brI am devastated. I broke a glass case today. I oke a glass case today. I oke a glass case today. I oke a glass case today. I 
couldn’t help myself. It was the sight of a precouldn’t help myself. It was the sight of a precouldn’t help myself. It was the sight of a precouldn’t help myself. It was the sight of a pre----
Raphaelite painting that did it. They’re so Raphaelite painting that did it. They’re so Raphaelite painting that did it. They’re so Raphaelite painting that did it. They’re so 
realisticrealisticrealisticrealistic    

No, that’s not enough. Not right. SoNo, that’s not enough. Not right. SoNo, that’s not enough. Not right. SoNo, that’s not enough. Not right. So    
beautifulbeautifulbeautifulbeautiful    
awesomeawesomeawesomeawesome    
bright, like the sun breaking through clouds bright, like the sun breaking through clouds bright, like the sun breaking through clouds bright, like the sun breaking through clouds 

orororor    
    

Day 32 (later) Day 32 (later) Day 32 (later) Day 32 (later) –––– All I k All I k All I k All I know is looking at that now is looking at that now is looking at that now is looking at that 
painting was like looking out of a window at a painting was like looking out of a window at a painting was like looking out of a window at a painting was like looking out of a window at a 
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fragment of someone’s life. The trees were real, the fragment of someone’s life. The trees were real, the fragment of someone’s life. The trees were real, the fragment of someone’s life. The trees were real, the 
meadow was real, the little snappy dog was real meadow was real, the little snappy dog was real meadow was real, the little snappy dog was real meadow was real, the little snappy dog was real 
and, god bless little black brushes, the PEOPLE and, god bless little black brushes, the PEOPLE and, god bless little black brushes, the PEOPLE and, god bless little black brushes, the PEOPLE 
were real too.were real too.were real too.were real too.    

I had no I had no I had no I had no idea.idea.idea.idea.    
No ideaNo ideaNo ideaNo idea at all it could be like that, that art  at all it could be like that, that art  at all it could be like that, that art  at all it could be like that, that art 

could be like that. I had to touch it. I had to feel could be like that. I had to touch it. I had to feel could be like that. I had to touch it. I had to feel could be like that. I had to touch it. I had to feel 
it. It’s been so long I had toit. It’s been so long I had toit. It’s been so long I had toit. It’s been so long I had to    

    
I suppose I suppose I suppose I suppose I I I I     
I mean I must haveI mean I must haveI mean I must haveI mean I must have    
    
Where did all the broken glass come from?Where did all the broken glass come from?Where did all the broken glass come from?Where did all the broken glass come from?    
    
How did I cut my hand?How did I cut my hand?How did I cut my hand?How did I cut my hand?    
    

Day 33 Day 33 Day 33 Day 33 –––– Sixth day in museum ro Sixth day in museum ro Sixth day in museum ro Sixth day in museum roomomomom    
The blood got all over the painting because I The blood got all over the painting because I The blood got all over the painting because I The blood got all over the painting because I 

just curled up holding it like a pillow and went to just curled up holding it like a pillow and went to just curled up holding it like a pillow and went to just curled up holding it like a pillow and went to 
sleep. I can’t bear the thought that I’ve spoilt sleep. I can’t bear the thought that I’ve spoilt sleep. I can’t bear the thought that I’ve spoilt sleep. I can’t bear the thought that I’ve spoilt 
something so beautiful. All those colors are gone something so beautiful. All those colors are gone something so beautiful. All those colors are gone something so beautiful. All those colors are gone 
now, stained brown by my blood. I have to leave.now, stained brown by my blood. I have to leave.now, stained brown by my blood. I have to leave.now, stained brown by my blood. I have to leave.    

    
Day 45Day 45Day 45Day 45    –––– food gone. Must have left some or eaten  food gone. Must have left some or eaten  food gone. Must have left some or eaten  food gone. Must have left some or eaten 
too much. Can’t go back now. Too guilty about the too much. Can’t go back now. Too guilty about the too much. Can’t go back now. Too guilty about the too much. Can’t go back now. Too guilty about the 
panitingpanitingpanitingpaniting painting. painting. painting. painting.    

Must go on.Must go on.Must go on.Must go on.    
    

Day (don’t know can’t remember)Day (don’t know can’t remember)Day (don’t know can’t remember)Day (don’t know can’t remember)    
Was it a painting or a window?Was it a painting or a window?Was it a painting or a window?Was it a painting or a window?    
    

DayDayDayDay    
Hand hurts. Feel sick.Hand hurts. Feel sick.Hand hurts. Feel sick.Hand hurts. Feel sick.    
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DayDayDayDay----yes. Day. Daytime. Alldayalldayalltyes. Day. Daytime. Alldayalldayalltyes. Day. Daytime. Alldayalldayalltyes. Day. Daytime. Alldayalldayallthelifelonghelifelonghelifelonghelifelong    
    
Day Day Day Day –––– saw Barbara tioday. Argeud a lot  saw Barbara tioday. Argeud a lot  saw Barbara tioday. Argeud a lot  saw Barbara tioday. Argeud a lot     

Why does Lola love me? Why does Lola love me? Why does Lola love me? Why does Lola love me?     
it only hurts us bothit only hurts us bothit only hurts us bothit only hurts us both    

    
day day day day ---- olympia? don’t eat the babies olympia? don’t eat the babies olympia? don’t eat the babies olympia? don’t eat the babies    
    
day day day day –––– corridor dead ends. door? corridor dead ends. door? corridor dead ends. door? corridor dead ends. door?    
    
    
    
Day 101 Day 101 Day 101 Day 101 –––– First chance I’ve had to write. First chance I’ve had to write. First chance I’ve had to write. First chance I’ve had to write.    

Fantastic! Amazing!Fantastic! Amazing!Fantastic! Amazing!Fantastic! Amazing!    
So much has happened!So much has happened!So much has happened!So much has happened!    
    
Where to start?Where to start?Where to start?Where to start?    
    
The rations ran out two months ago.The rations ran out two months ago.The rations ran out two months ago.The rations ran out two months ago.    
Since then I’ve been living offSince then I’ve been living offSince then I’ve been living offSince then I’ve been living off    
Since then I’ve beenSince then I’ve beenSince then I’ve beenSince then I’ve been    
It’s just too amazing forIt’s just too amazing forIt’s just too amazing forIt’s just too amazing for    
    
Writing it down isn’t right. Words can’t convey Writing it down isn’t right. Words can’t convey Writing it down isn’t right. Words can’t convey Writing it down isn’t right. Words can’t convey 

the feeling, the emotion, the sheer gutthe feeling, the emotion, the sheer gutthe feeling, the emotion, the sheer gutthe feeling, the emotion, the sheer gut----wrenching wrenching wrenching wrenching 
stustustustupor of it all.  of por of it all.  of por of it all.  of por of it all.  of whawhawhawhat I cant I cant I cant I can    

    

!!I’m !!I’m !!I’m !!I’m OUTSIDE!!OUTSIDE!!OUTSIDE!!OUTSIDE!!    
    

    
 



 159 

 
    

nnnn    34343434    

    
    
Day 202 Day 202 Day 202 Day 202 –––– revelation! revelation! revelation! revelation!    

Is THIS what the Tardis has given birth to?Is THIS what the Tardis has given birth to?Is THIS what the Tardis has given birth to?Is THIS what the Tardis has given birth to?  
    

Day 202 (later)Day 202 (later)Day 202 (later)Day 202 (later)    
    

We join spokes in a wheelWe join spokes in a wheelWe join spokes in a wheelWe join spokes in a wheel    
But it is the center holeBut it is the center holeBut it is the center holeBut it is the center hole    
That makes the wagon moveThat makes the wagon moveThat makes the wagon moveThat makes the wagon move    
    
We shape clay into a potWe shape clay into a potWe shape clay into a potWe shape clay into a pot    
But it is the emptiness insideBut it is the emptiness insideBut it is the emptiness insideBut it is the emptiness inside    
That holds whatever we wantThat holds whatever we wantThat holds whatever we wantThat holds whatever we want    
    
We hammer wood for a houseWe hammer wood for a houseWe hammer wood for a houseWe hammer wood for a house    
But it is the inner spaceBut it is the inner spaceBut it is the inner spaceBut it is the inner space        
That makes it livableThat makes it livableThat makes it livableThat makes it livable    
    
We work with beingWe work with beingWe work with beingWe work with being    
But nonBut nonBut nonBut non----being is what we usebeing is what we usebeing is what we usebeing is what we use    

    
The Chinese philosopher Lau Tzu wrote these words The Chinese philosopher Lau Tzu wrote these words The Chinese philosopher Lau Tzu wrote these words The Chinese philosopher Lau Tzu wrote these words 
five centuries before Christ was born. My five centuries before Christ was born. My five centuries before Christ was born. My five centuries before Christ was born. My 
grandfatgrandfatgrandfatgrandfather made me write them down when I her made me write them down when I her made me write them down when I her made me write them down when I 
was five years old. He used to say, “Cliff, my ol’ was five years old. He used to say, “Cliff, my ol’ was five years old. He used to say, “Cliff, my ol’ was five years old. He used to say, “Cliff, my ol’ 
sunbeam, to live harmoniously with the supreme sunbeam, to live harmoniously with the supreme sunbeam, to live harmoniously with the supreme sunbeam, to live harmoniously with the supreme 
universal power man must relinquish the struggle universal power man must relinquish the struggle universal power man must relinquish the struggle universal power man must relinquish the struggle 
for beer and live for others, but follow his own for beer and live for others, but follow his own for beer and live for others, but follow his own for beer and live for others, but follow his own 
inclinations as his best inclinations as his best inclinations as his best inclinations as his best ethical guide.”ethical guide.”ethical guide.”ethical guide.”    

At the time I thought he was a barmy old At the time I thought he was a barmy old At the time I thought he was a barmy old At the time I thought he was a barmy old 
alcoholic. Now I understand.alcoholic. Now I understand.alcoholic. Now I understand.alcoholic. Now I understand.    

Bring on the beer!Bring on the beer!Bring on the beer!Bring on the beer!    
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Day 228 Day 228 Day 228 Day 228 –––– finished the house today. finished the house today. finished the house today. finished the house today.    

Rock walls, woven reed roof; it’s more of a hut Rock walls, woven reed roof; it’s more of a hut Rock walls, woven reed roof; it’s more of a hut Rock walls, woven reed roof; it’s more of a hut 
than a house. Still, the view is gorgeous. The lake, than a house. Still, the view is gorgeous. The lake, than a house. Still, the view is gorgeous. The lake, than a house. Still, the view is gorgeous. The lake, 
the fthe fthe fthe falls, the mountains.alls, the mountains.alls, the mountains.alls, the mountains.    

Home is where the heart is.Home is where the heart is.Home is where the heart is.Home is where the heart is.  
    

Day 303 Day 303 Day 303 Day 303 –––– first thing in 2 months worth writing  first thing in 2 months worth writing  first thing in 2 months worth writing  first thing in 2 months worth writing 
down. down. down. down. Footprints!Footprints!Footprints!Footprints! There’s someone here. I think it’s  There’s someone here. I think it’s  There’s someone here. I think it’s  There’s someone here. I think it’s 
a man. I’m going toa man. I’m going toa man. I’m going toa man. I’m going to    

    
Day 303 (later) Day 303 (later) Day 303 (later) Day 303 (later) –––– God he gave me a fright!  God he gave me a fright!  God he gave me a fright!  God he gave me a fright!     

He’s naked, hairy. More like a big ape He’s naked, hairy. More like a big ape He’s naked, hairy. More like a big ape He’s naked, hairy. More like a big ape than a than a than a than a 
man. He stinks.man. He stinks.man. He stinks.man. He stinks.    

    
Day 332 Day 332 Day 332 Day 332 –––– long term study notes, part 1: long term study notes, part 1: long term study notes, part 1: long term study notes, part 1:    

He stands six feet high. His skin is white under He stands six feet high. His skin is white under He stands six feet high. His skin is white under He stands six feet high. His skin is white under 
all the dirt. Can’t tell what color eyes; never all the dirt. Can’t tell what color eyes; never all the dirt. Can’t tell what color eyes; never all the dirt. Can’t tell what color eyes; never 
managed to get close enough. He is strong and managed to get close enough. He is strong and managed to get close enough. He is strong and managed to get close enough. He is strong and 
fast. Very fast. fast. Very fast. fast. Very fast. fast. Very fast.     

His behavior is animalistic. NHis behavior is animalistic. NHis behavior is animalistic. NHis behavior is animalistic. No grasp of tools or o grasp of tools or o grasp of tools or o grasp of tools or 
fire. Nomadic existence Doesn’t plan, only reacts. fire. Nomadic existence Doesn’t plan, only reacts. fire. Nomadic existence Doesn’t plan, only reacts. fire. Nomadic existence Doesn’t plan, only reacts. 
Tracks deer like a predatory animal. Wastes a lot Tracks deer like a predatory animal. Wastes a lot Tracks deer like a predatory animal. Wastes a lot Tracks deer like a predatory animal. Wastes a lot 
of food. Seems to have no natural predators.of food. Seems to have no natural predators.of food. Seems to have no natural predators.of food. Seems to have no natural predators.    

Never speaks or utters any kind of sound I can Never speaks or utters any kind of sound I can Never speaks or utters any kind of sound I can Never speaks or utters any kind of sound I can 
hear.hear.hear.hear.    

No songs, no screams, no grunts or anNo songs, no screams, no grunts or anNo songs, no screams, no grunts or anNo songs, no screams, no grunts or any kind of y kind of y kind of y kind of 
language, or imitation of animal sounds.language, or imitation of animal sounds.language, or imitation of animal sounds.language, or imitation of animal sounds.    

Utterly silent.Utterly silent.Utterly silent.Utterly silent.    
Why is that frightening?Why is that frightening?Why is that frightening?Why is that frightening?    
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Day 333 Day 333 Day 333 Day 333 –––– where did he come from? How did he get  where did he come from? How did he get  where did he come from? How did he get  where did he come from? How did he get 
here? Where is his tribe? How did he learn to hunt here? Where is his tribe? How did he learn to hunt here? Where is his tribe? How did he learn to hunt here? Where is his tribe? How did he learn to hunt 
and kill? To make the stone knife he carries and kill? To make the stone knife he carries and kill? To make the stone knife he carries and kill? To make the stone knife he carries 
everywhere? How dideverywhere? How dideverywhere? How dideverywhere? How did he learn any of the things he  he learn any of the things he  he learn any of the things he  he learn any of the things he 
knows without a tribal context? knows without a tribal context? knows without a tribal context? knows without a tribal context?     

So many questions.So many questions.So many questions.So many questions.    
I must try to learn his language.I must try to learn his language.I must try to learn his language.I must try to learn his language.    
    

Day 342 Day 342 Day 342 Day 342 –––– amazing! amazing! amazing! amazing!    
Found his cave today.Found his cave today.Found his cave today.Found his cave today.    
Day 342 (later) Day 342 (later) Day 342 (later) Day 342 (later) –––– took a chance and explored  took a chance and explored  took a chance and explored  took a chance and explored 

the cave while he was hunting. His grasp of tools isthe cave while he was hunting. His grasp of tools isthe cave while he was hunting. His grasp of tools isthe cave while he was hunting. His grasp of tools is    
excellent excellent excellent excellent –––– highly artistic in fact. There are  highly artistic in fact. There are  highly artistic in fact. There are  highly artistic in fact. There are 
drawings here. Complex stuff I can’t make out in drawings here. Complex stuff I can’t make out in drawings here. Complex stuff I can’t make out in drawings here. Complex stuff I can’t make out in 
detail. Must come back with my torch and a detail. Must come back with my torch and a detail. Must come back with my torch and a detail. Must come back with my torch and a 
notepad.notepad.notepad.notepad.    

    
Day 356 Day 356 Day 356 Day 356 –––– he’s hunting today so I’m going to try to  he’s hunting today so I’m going to try to  he’s hunting today so I’m going to try to  he’s hunting today so I’m going to try to 
get inside the cave. Have a pen and some paper to get inside the cave. Have a pen and some paper to get inside the cave. Have a pen and some paper to get inside the cave. Have a pen and some paper to 
recorecorecorecord anything I might find. rd anything I might find. rd anything I might find. rd anything I might find.     

    
Day 356 (later) Day 356 (later) Day 356 (later) Day 356 (later) –––– thoughts: thoughts: thoughts: thoughts:    

• Who is he?Who is he?Who is he?Who is he?    
• What’s his name?What’s his name?What’s his name?What’s his name?    
• How does he view himself?How does he view himself?How does he view himself?How does he view himself?    
• What part of my world is he?What part of my world is he?What part of my world is he?What part of my world is he?    
• Why have we met like this?Why have we met like this?Why have we met like this?Why have we met like this?    
• Will we be able to communicate?Will we be able to communicate?Will we be able to communicate?Will we be able to communicate?    
• What will we mean to each other?What will we mean to each other?What will we mean to each other?What will we mean to each other?    

• Does he know where to finDoes he know where to finDoes he know where to finDoes he know where to find Olympia?d Olympia?d Olympia?d Olympia?    
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Day 356 (later) Day 356 (later) Day 356 (later) Day 356 (later) –––– incredible! incredible! incredible! incredible!    
He can use tools He can use tools He can use tools He can use tools –––– he can write! he can write! he can write! he can write!    
He knows He knows He knows He knows ENGLISH!!ENGLISH!!ENGLISH!!ENGLISH!!    
How can he know English?How can he know English?How can he know English?How can he know English?    
    

The detail is quite The detail is quite The detail is quite The detail is quite 
amazing. He’s used some amazing. He’s used some amazing. He’s used some amazing. He’s used some 
kind of tool (knife? Rock?) kind of tool (knife? Rock?) kind of tool (knife? Rock?) kind of tool (knife? Rock?) 
to scratch lines into the to scratch lines into the to scratch lines into the to scratch lines into the 
walls of the cave, then walls of the cave, then walls of the cave, then walls of the cave, then 
rubbed charcoarubbed charcoarubbed charcoarubbed charcoal or dirt l or dirt l or dirt l or dirt 
into the grooves to make into the grooves to make into the grooves to make into the grooves to make 
them stand out. them stand out. them stand out. them stand out.     

    
Why is the crown red? Does Why is the crown red? Does Why is the crown red? Does Why is the crown red? Does 
it signify death? it signify death? it signify death? it signify death?     

    
““““The Sacrificer StandsThe Sacrificer StandsThe Sacrificer StandsThe Sacrificer Stands.” .” .” .”     

    
I I I I wishwishwishwish I could remember  I could remember  I could remember  I could remember 
where I’ve heard that where I’ve heard that where I’ve heard that where I’ve heard that 
before.before.before.before.    
    

There are images all over the walls, all over the There are images all over the walls, all over the There are images all over the walls, all over the There are images all over the walls, all over the 
cave. All skulls. All wicave. All skulls. All wicave. All skulls. All wicave. All skulls. All with crowns.  155  How long has th crowns.  155  How long has th crowns.  155  How long has th crowns.  155  How long has 
he been here? How long has it taken him to do all he been here? How long has it taken him to do all he been here? How long has it taken him to do all he been here? How long has it taken him to do all 
this? Should have studied anthropology instead of this? Should have studied anthropology instead of this? Should have studied anthropology instead of this? Should have studied anthropology instead of 
chemistry (!) Not all the drawings are skulls. One chemistry (!) Not all the drawings are skulls. One chemistry (!) Not all the drawings are skulls. One chemistry (!) Not all the drawings are skulls. One 
is a bird of some kind. Another a snake. He’s is a bird of some kind. Another a snake. He’s is a bird of some kind. Another a snake. He’s is a bird of some kind. Another a snake. He’s 
drawn them fighting. That’s adrawn them fighting. That’s adrawn them fighting. That’s adrawn them fighting. That’s a familiar image.  familiar image.  familiar image.  familiar image. 
Where do I remember it from?Where do I remember it from?Where do I remember it from?Where do I remember it from?    
    

There are more drawings further in.There are more drawings further in.There are more drawings further in.There are more drawings further in.    
    

I’m going toI’m going toI’m going toI’m going to    
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Day 357 Day 357 Day 357 Day 357 –––– stupid! stupid! stupid! stupid!    
He was waiting, hiding. How did he know I’d He was waiting, hiding. How did he know I’d He was waiting, hiding. How did he know I’d He was waiting, hiding. How did he know I’d 

been there? Got away by the skin of my teeth. Arm been there? Got away by the skin of my teeth. Arm been there? Got away by the skin of my teeth. Arm been there? Got away by the skin of my teeth. Arm 
broken. Don’t know how bad. Pain. Lobroken. Don’t know how bad. Pain. Lobroken. Don’t know how bad. Pain. Lobroken. Don’t know how bad. Pain. Lots. ts. ts. ts.     
Wish I’d brought someWish I’d brought someWish I’d brought someWish I’d brought some----    
    
Day 358 Day 358 Day 358 Day 358 –––– arm bad today. Infection I think.  arm bad today. Infection I think.  arm bad today. Infection I think.  arm bad today. Infection I think. 
Bloody teeth! I must see if IBloody teeth! I must see if IBloody teeth! I must see if IBloody teeth! I must see if I    
    
Day 359 Day 359 Day 359 Day 359 –––– He’s not dead! He’s not dead! He’s not dead! He’s not dead!    

He’s hunting ME!He’s hunting ME!He’s hunting ME!He’s hunting ME!    
    
Day 360 Day 360 Day 360 Day 360 –––– damn it, he’s really clever. Thought I’d  damn it, he’s really clever. Thought I’d  damn it, he’s really clever. Thought I’d  damn it, he’s really clever. Thought I’d 
got away from him for sure at the fallsgot away from him for sure at the fallsgot away from him for sure at the fallsgot away from him for sure at the falls    
    
Day 360 (later) Day 360 (later) Day 360 (later) Day 360 (later) –––– cold wet arm v. bad can’t think  cold wet arm v. bad can’t think  cold wet arm v. bad can’t think  cold wet arm v. bad can’t think 
2 much pain in arm hurts and2 much pain in arm hurts and2 much pain in arm hurts and2 much pain in arm hurts and    

plan?plan?plan?plan?    
    
Day370 (?) Day370 (?) Day370 (?) Day370 (?) –––– kill or be killed. All of civilization  kill or be killed. All of civilization  kill or be killed. All of civilization  kill or be killed. All of civilization 
comes down to this in the end. I am a man with comes down to this in the end. I am a man with comes down to this in the end. I am a man with comes down to this in the end. I am a man with 
all Man’s work behind me and i couldn’t find a all Man’s work behind me and i couldn’t find a all Man’s work behind me and i couldn’t find a all Man’s work behind me and i couldn’t find a 
solution.solution.solution.solution.    

Just a rock.Just a rock.Just a rock.Just a rock.    
    
Day 401 Day 401 Day 401 Day 401 –––– managed managed managed managed to kill a snake today. Tasted  to kill a snake today. Tasted  to kill a snake today. Tasted  to kill a snake today. Tasted 
vile. Feel better. Arm is a funny shape and still vile. Feel better. Arm is a funny shape and still vile. Feel better. Arm is a funny shape and still vile. Feel better. Arm is a funny shape and still 
hurts where the bone hasn’t healed properly. But it hurts where the bone hasn’t healed properly. But it hurts where the bone hasn’t healed properly. But it hurts where the bone hasn’t healed properly. But it 
feels like the pain is a part of me now. I can live feels like the pain is a part of me now. I can live feels like the pain is a part of me now. I can live feels like the pain is a part of me now. I can live 
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with it. I’m even with it. I’m even with it. I’m even with it. I’m even comfortablecomfortablecomfortablecomfortable with it. I don’t know  with it. I don’t know  with it. I don’t know  with it. I don’t know 
what I would do if what I would do if what I would do if what I would do if my pain went away now. It feels my pain went away now. It feels my pain went away now. It feels my pain went away now. It feels 
like a friend.like a friend.like a friend.like a friend.    

I can get by with one arm if I need to.I can get by with one arm if I need to.I can get by with one arm if I need to.I can get by with one arm if I need to.    
But I need my pain.But I need my pain.But I need my pain.But I need my pain.    

    
Day 421 Day 421 Day 421 Day 421 –––– time to face facts.  time to face facts.  time to face facts.  time to face facts.     

Can’t go on with the use of only one arm. Cliffs. Can’t go on with the use of only one arm. Cliffs. Can’t go on with the use of only one arm. Cliffs. Can’t go on with the use of only one arm. Cliffs. 
River valleys. What if I find an ocean? Can’t use River valleys. What if I find an ocean? Can’t use River valleys. What if I find an ocean? Can’t use River valleys. What if I find an ocean? Can’t use 
rope or make a borope or make a borope or make a borope or make a boat. Damndamndamn. Must at. Damndamndamn. Must at. Damndamndamn. Must at. Damndamndamn. Must 
stock up with food and try to make it back to stock up with food and try to make it back to stock up with food and try to make it back to stock up with food and try to make it back to 
Laura andLaura andLaura andLaura and    

to Linda andto Linda andto Linda andto Linda and    
????????    
must try to make it back to the others.must try to make it back to the others.must try to make it back to the others.must try to make it back to the others.    

    
Day 433 Day 433 Day 433 Day 433 –––– where’s the door? It should be  where’s the door? It should be  where’s the door? It should be  where’s the door? It should be here.here.here.here.    
    
Day 436 Day 436 Day 436 Day 436 –––– shit. shit. shit. shit.    

He’s He’s He’s He’s still fstill fstill fstill fowlingowlingowlingowling following me following me following me following me    
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I kneel on my bed in my room in the TARDIS. The quilt is 
patched, patterned with mathematical symbols; a child’s comforter 
and all that remains now of my universe.  

π and α and Ω and Ψ and Σ  squash beneath me; + and - and 

= and ∴ crumple into wormhole folds as if, somehow, I now exist 
outside the very mathematics that underpin the universe itself.  

Isn’t that funny?  
That the symbols can survive the object they describe.  
Do you know what the scariest thing of all is about missing 

someone?  
How soon you forget their face.  
How soon you forget what they looked like, what color their 

eyes and hair were, the inflections of their voice. You remember 
knowing that stuff, of course you do; you remember knowing the 
symbols. But actually being able to bring to mind the object the 
symbols described is something else again.  

How tall was Cliff? My memory tells me he was five feet 
eleven and a quarter inches, handsome, clever, funny. But there’s 
no picture to go with the words. Just a sort of man-shaped shadow 
which looks like Cliff, which seems to be complete in every detail, 
but which becomes increasingly ambiguous whenever I try to take 
a closer look at any of the details. As if I’m seeing through a 
shower curtain, or - no, layers of tracing paper, and the harder I try 
to see him, the more layers of tracing paper there are between us.  

Symbols survive the object they describe.  
I suppose I should be guilty.  
I thought I loved him after all. I thought I had the deepest 

feelings for him. I remember he hated those feelings. Hated where 
they put him. Who they made him. My feelings for Cliff caused a 
large portion of the hurt we both used to feel, the person I used to 
be.  

Art is defined by the negative space which surrounds it.  
Three years. That’s how long it’s taken me to get over him. 

That’s how long he’s been gone. Is he dead? Is he happy? Does he 
remember us? Does he remember me?  



 166 

If I feel any guilt at all these days - and it’s not much - it’s only 
because I have finally been able to admit I’m happier without him 
here.  

We’re all better off without him here.  
It’s as if we were both playing some kind of awful, self 

destructive game, and neither of us really understood the rules. 
Now I do. He’s out. I’m the winner and he’s out. And as the 
memory of his face and voice faded, so other memories have 
emerged to take their place, swimming up from that tracing paper 
fog we call our lives; ideas and images of other times; memories 
triggered by baby Philip as much as anything (or anyone - ha ha) 
Cliff ever did; memories of India, of the armies that fought by the 
Jhelum River, of the thousands that died there. But not only that. 
Earlier memories also. Of one man, one death. Alexander’s father, 
King Philip of Macedon, assassinated by one of his own soldiers at 
his daughter’s wedding. In the safe and trackless waste my life has 
become, that’s where memory leads me most.  

Except it wasn’t a soldier, was it?  
Be honest, Lola. It wasn’t a soldier. You know that. He’s not 

here now so there’s nothing to be frightened of.  
Is there? Well then?  
Alright! Alright it was Cliff! Cliff killed Philip! Seduced by 

Olympia and instructed by Alexander - Crowned to the Altar 
comes the Bull. Philip thought the Oracle of Delphi’s words 
referred to his incipient victory over King Darius of Persia. 
Olympia knew better. A King was hard to control, a loving son 
less so. So. Murder the husband, let the son rule.  

Mother and son the killers. Cliff the weapon. One I saw 
wielded to deadly effect.  

Oh yes, I saw it. I saw it all. The procession, the presentation, 
the wreaths, the flowers, the singing, the acrobats. I heard Philip’s 
decision to present his daughter without his personal bodyguard, 
and I understood his reason. He wanted to appear a strong leader 
in the eyes of his people. All he did was pave the way for the 
attack. And afterwards? I saw Cliff run from the feast, sword 
stained by a king’s blood, his face alive with lust for his mistress, 
the Queen. He was brought low by a common soldier. Tripped by 
a sandaled foot, he fell, took an. took... a... table laden with sweets 
with him to the ground. Five processional guards caught him. Five 
ceremonial javelins pinned him to the floor. His blood was red. 
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His eyes were red. They were wide open and looking right at me. 
Transfixed through leg and arm, lung and heart; his face bearded 
with blood and trifle, he died.  

I felt everything.  
On my knees on the intricately patterned carpet, the Greek 

hunting scene flooded now with blood that was all too real, I felt 
everything.  

On my knees on the quilt in my room in the TARDIS, the 
intricately patterned mathematical symbols drenched now in tears 
I could not stem, I felt everything all over again.  

And as then and now smashed together inside my head, after 
all the years and all the lies, finally, I understood the excruciating 
truth.  

Cliff died.  
He died more than twenty years ago.  
The two decades we spent together following his death were 

the worst years of my life.  
Oh God - if You still exist - please let him come back safely. 

I’ll do anything if you would only let him- what?  
OK, OK, I’m coming.  
Come on in, door’s open. Sorry I didn’t hear you knocking 

sooner. I was  
I was  
 
was  
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‘Pleased to see me?’  

 
‘I know, I know. Should’ve phoned. You know how it is-’ 
  
‘Louise, I know this must be weird for you. For both of us, but 

I didn’t expect to have to-’ 
 ‘My name is Lola you bastard’ It’s Lola! It’s Lola! Oh God, 

Cliff, it’s been YEARS!’  
 
‘… sorry, yes, Lola, of course-  
 
‘… look... um-  
 
‘... are you-? Oh god, you don’t have to- 
  
‘... Lola? Please don’t-  
 
‘... Lola?  
 
‘.. it’s been a while. I know that. But look. I’ve got good news. 

I’m not angry any more. You know? And the things I’ve seen. The 
Tardis has given birth. I know what it’s given birth to. Outside is 
inside. Look I’ve got a tan. And I’ve brought someone back with 
me. I’ve already told the Doctor and Susan we’re here and, and I 
want you to meet-  

 
‘... Lola? 
  
‘... what are you - Jesus Christ Lola put down the knife- !’  
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 ‘Well, I must say this is most interesting, yes most interesting 

indeed. You found him outside, you say? Most fascinating. And 

have you managed to ascertain his name, hm? Or just allowed 

him to try to kill you?’  
The Doctor rocked back on his heels and studied the man 

who had followed me all the way back inside the TARDIS.  
And me as well of course.  
It seemed to me we were both equally interesting.  
Well, why not? Underneath his beard the naked man was my 

double.  
The man cocked his head to one side, cupping his ear and 

then crouching to place it against the floor, as if listening for 
something a long way away, something approaching.  

‘My name? Don’t know.’ He pointed at his reflection in the 
mirror. ‘His name is Ian Chesterton.’  

Sue gaped. ‘But Cliff, that’s your name. Chesterton I mean. 
He’s not some kind of-?’  

‘I know.’ I licked my lips. ‘And no, we’re not.’  
The man added, still ruminatively studying his own reflection, 

‘And he needs a shave.’ He sniffed a long, deep breath. ‘And a 
wash.’  

The Doctor said, ‘Ian, did you say your name was?’ Changing 
tack adroitly when the man did not respond. ‘Look at me!’ He 
tapped his cane on the man’s shoulder to get his attention, then 
used the cane to point at the mirror. ‘Is there anything he would 
like to tell us?’  

The man’s face assumed an expression somewhere between 
interest and terror. ‘Ohhhhh. Something to tell us. He knows 
something alright.’  

We waited.  
‘He has met God.’  
We waited again. He lifted one foot and scratched the horny 

sole. ‘God said, “The Worm Ouroborous has swallowed us whole. 
Inside is outside. Past is future is now raised to the power of 
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infinity. I remember things which haven’t happened yet. Someone 
is changing the rules. Someone is cheating. How can I win if 
someone is cheating?”  

‘He said, “I could start a new game.” 
‘He said, “We all could.”  
‘He said, “We could ascent to the next tier. Maybe even find 

our way out of this insane madhouse we’ve made of the 
universe.”’  

Then he looked at us, at Sue, her grandfather and me, and his 
eyes went right through us like needles.  

‘He said, “I don’t think the players are ready for that.”’  
Sue said, ‘Why did the man in the mirror say that?’  
The man studied his own reflection for a moment. ‘He said, 

“The players would all have to die.”’  
A long silence.  
The man - Ian? - hunkered slowly down until he was crouched 

on the floor, bony knees raised easily to his chin, arms wrapped 
around his shins. We waited. Nobody moved. Slowly he uncurled 
the fingers of one hand and raised his arm, pressing the palm of his 
hand against the base of the control console. I had a sudden 
flashback to my childhood. H.G. Wells. Lord of the Dynamos.  

Sue said, ‘Grandfather-’  
‘Hush child!’  
‘But he’s-’  
‘Sshhh!’ The Doctor’s eyes touched each of us in rapid 

succession. ‘Wait. Watch.’ There was a growing urgency apparent 
in his voice. ‘Perhaps... learn.’  

I risked two words. ‘Learn what?’  
His eyes and mouth were a furious sketch. ‘The rules,’ he spat, 

‘Of the Game of Me.’  
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At the sound of Gramps’ voice Ian began to knock his head 

against the base of the TARDIS console.  
‘The Game of Me,’ he said, ‘The Game of Me. The Game. 

You be black. I be white. White all everywhere. White Me. White 
me. Game of White. Game of Me.’  

Each word produced a louder concussion of skull and metal. I 
looked around for somewhere to put Philip so I could stop him. 
Cliff and Gramps just looked - stupidly - at Ian.  

‘Rules,’ said Ian. His face ran with with blood and his eyes 
were wide. The side of his head looked like a bruised fruit. ‘The 
rules are we die.’ Oddly his voice was very calm. ‘Die die die die.’  

The moment passed. I put Philip on the floor and started 
towards Ian. Cliff and Gramps and I all reached him together.  

‘Hold him,’ Cliff ordered. ‘Both of you, take an arm.’  
I grabbed. His skin was grimy and hot, slippery with sweat, 

the muscles beneath bunched like billiard balls. He pulled against 
me. I held on with all of my might.  

Cliff said, ‘Do you have any... any more sedatives?’  
‘We used the last on Lola. I’ll have to program the dispensary 

to make more. Can you hold him on your own?’  
‘I don’t know. Mandy! Push him over. I’ll sit on him. That 

should hold him!’  
A moment later Ian was on the floor. Cliff was sitting on his 

chest. Ian was thrashing around and still muttering. ‘Rules. All die. 
White. Game of me.’  

Voice still perfectly calm: eye in the storm of his body.  
‘Alright. Doctor. The medication.’  
Gramps rose, unsteadily. I put out an arm to help him. ‘Thank 

you my child. I really think a man of my centuries is far too young 
for this sort of-’ There was a scream. I turned to Cliff and Ian. Cliff 
was looking up: surprise, horror.  

The scream continued. Not Ian. Lola.  
Lola running. Lola screaming- 
‘-knife! She’s got a-’  
‘-baby! Watch out for the-’  
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‘-floor! Chesterton get-’  
‘-away he’s getting-’  
And then it was too late. Lola threw herself onto Cliff as he 

rose from Ian to defend himself, knife slicing through his out-flung 
hand to sink into his chest, his heart; as Ian rose too, scrambling to 
his knees, rising to lean, to slam his head repeatedly against the 
floor until blood stained the white hexagonal tiles and Lola said, 
her words as precise and clearly articulated as the crack of Ian’s 
skull against the floor: ‘Told you what I’d do if you ever came 
back. Told you, I did. Told youtold youtoooooooooooooold you.’  

And I knew then, knew it was too late for all of us, even as I 
flung myself across the room at her, hands reaching for the knife 
she had already released, too late because (Cliff was toppling to the 
ground) because (Cliff was falling and dying) because (bleeding 
and dying) the console room didn’t exist anymore - just a  

          
                            fractured 
                        mindscape   of 
                     light       !        and 
                    dark       ?    which             reminded 
                        me     of     the                  shapes of 
                             people                                seen 
                                   in dreams          shadowed 
          Lola?                                       limbs 
                     Mister                    all 
                                     jumbled 
                                                  Chesterton? 
                                                     together 
                                                 without 
                                            any     rhyme 
                                      Cliff?                    or 
                                 reason                             I 
                            Where-?                              think 
                        Where                                            I’ll 
                  are                                                    call him 

                  you                                                                 Butch 
         Ian?                             Barbara 
    pleasehelp       mehelphelphelp 
 helphelphelphelp            mehelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
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helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp         helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (o)        helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (h)        helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (h)    helphelphelphelphelphelp 

(h) 

                        ohhh  GOD (it’s) INSIDE me 

(G) 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (O) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (D) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (i) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (n) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (s) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (i) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (d) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (e) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (m) helphelphelphelphelphelp 

helphelphelphelphelphelp (e) helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
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helphelphelphelphelphelp                   helphelphelphelphelphelp 
help help helphelphelp   help  help   help     help 
    help  helphelp      help  helpme        help 
                help             help help help                              t 
                                      help                                               h 
                        help   you                                                       e 
                           can                                                               s 
                  you                                                                        a 
           c                                                       hear                     c 
       c   r                  !                       Can       ?        me            r 
           o                                                    you                       i 
          w  m                                                                         f 
         n       e              reason                                            i 
        e          s                                                                 c 
          d      r           t o                Grandfather?                e 
              a             h                                                            r 
           t               pens  w                           son                      s 
        l    o      ha      m      h              i’m                                   t 
      a         t              u        e                     !      inside              a 
            a     h            s         n      my                                  n 
        h          e          i            t                  son               d 
   W           b            c           h                              s 
               u                w   h   e   n        t  h e      w o r l d 
            l                              s                        b          t h e 
         l                               y                       a                 i n 
                                          m                    b                   knowledge 
                                               p                 i                  t h e 
                                                    h              e              l 
                                                   o                    s       l 
                                               n                              a 
                                        y                                  h       r 
                                  e                                      t             e 
                                n                                      i                b 
                               d                                        w            o 
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Throw 1 x 6  

   6  
     6 to continue.  
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Six.  

Six semitones.  
The Devil’s Interval           <??def:mus.c500AD>  
 
<<subset 4>> A to D#  

<<subset 5>> B to F 
<<subset 6>> C to F#  
 
ROLL 6   SELECT>> C  

<ADDITIONALROLL> 

ROLL 6   TARGET>> F#  <ADDITIONALROLL>  
ROLL 6   MOVE 6 INTERVALS>> C  <ENDROLLCONFIRM>  
 
 
MOVE>>  C to F#   

<+000000001TIER>  
 
MOVE>>  Chesterton  to   F#ire  of  London, 1666 
 
ECHO & RUN>> 
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ΕΡΕΣΜΟΚΕΣΜΟΚΕΕςΕΡΨΩΗ 
ΝΤΣΕΕΧΑΝΤΒΡΕ ΑΤΗΜΥΣΤΡΥΝΓΕΤ ΑΩΑΨΧΑ 
ΟΗΓΟ∆ΤΤΗΕΧΗΙΛ∆Ρ  ΕΝΑΛΛΜΨΩΟΡΚ ΤΗΕ  ΧΗΙΛ∆ΡΕΝ 
     ΕΨΕΣΕΨ ΣΙΝΤΗΕΣΜ  ΟΚΕ ∆ΕΜΟΝΣΕΨΕΣ ΧΟΥΓΗΙ ΝΓΥΠΦ   ΛΕΣΗ 
      ΑΝ∆ΤΗ   ΕΣΤΑΡΣ ΤΗΕΣΤΑΡΣΑΛ  ΛΓΟΝΕΑΝ∆ΤΗ       ΕΗΟΥ       ΣΕΣ 
                    ΑΝ∆ ΤΗΕ    ΧΗΙΛ∆ΡΕΝ    ΤΗΕΧΗΙΛ             ∆ΡΕΝ 
                          ΜΥΣΤ       ΤΡΨΤΟ 
                           ΣΑςΕ          ΤΗΕ 
           
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

ISTEDBODIESCRACKLINGFL 
ESHSTINKINGSOOTBLACKTW 
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The smoke takes me, and the heat of the devil himself, and in my 
delirium I see it all as a child’s poem.  

 
London’s Burning! London’s Burning!  

Fetch the Engines! Fetch the Engines!  

Fire Fire! Fire Fire!  

Pour on Water! Pour on Water!  

 

A demon’s chorus where every screaming victim joins the 
cacophony in syncopated iteration. 

  
London’s Burning! London’s Burning!  

 

Fetch the Engines! Fetch the Engines!  

London’s Burning! London’s Burning!  
 

Fire Fire! Fire Fire!  

Fetch the Engines! Fetch the Engines!  

London’s Burning! London’s Burning!  
 

Pour on Water! Pour on Water! 

Fire Fire! Fire Fire!  

Fetch the Engines! Fetch the Engines! 
London’s Burning! London’s Burning!  

 

Pour on Water! Pour on Water!  

Fire Fire! Fire Fire!  
Fetch the Engines! Fetch the Engines! 

 

Pour on Water! Pour on Water!  
Fire Fire! Fire Fire!  

 

Pour on Water! Pour on Water!  
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Time after time, the flames curl and crisp and kill. But I know. 
I know what’s happening here. Not a fire. Not the horrible deaths 
of thousands. Something else. A purification. A reduction.  

A classification.  
Definition can be expressed as the sum of the genus to which 

the subject to be defined belongs, and the differences between the 
genus and the subject.  

 
d = g + (g - s) 

 
What has been leamed?  
Everything.  
 
What does it mean?  
Don’t know yet.  
 
What’s the objective?  
Don’t know yet.  
 
Am I winning the game?  
Don’t know yet.  
 
What’s happening to London?  
Nothing that isn’t a metaphor for what’s happening to me. 
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‘They say it started in a bread shop!’  

I stared in amazement out of the window as yet another 
building burst into flames. The streets were narrow and the roofs 
high so you couldn’t see much, but what you could see. Oh Lord, 
what you could see was  

the sky  
the sky was burning  
‘It’s the Wrath. George! The Wrath of Heaven. We must 

Pray!  
I felt my husband’s arms around me as he dragged me from 

the window. An instant later the frame shook as a burning timber 
fell from the roof and sparks burst into the room.  

His voice boomed beside my ear. ‘It started in a Bakery, 
Helen: well, we’ll all be baked if we don’t get out of here - right 
now!’  

I struggled. ‘Where are the children? Get them, George! Get 
them now! We have to pray!’  

‘I’ll get the children alright. But not to pray, woman. To run!’  
‘God will save us!’  
‘God will not save us. God has no intention of saving us. Now 

do as you are told or by my father’s forge and anvil you’ll feel the 
back of my hand"  

I knew what that felt like. God forgive me, for one whole 
second I felt more fear at the thought of his hand than I did of all 
the fires that ever burned. So I ran. I ran to the servant’s quarters to 
get the children.  

‘Ida! Alan! For the love of God stir yourselves! The fire’s 
coming and your father will take his hand to us if you don’t stir 
yourselves right this minute!’  

Something crashed overhead. The walls were hot and steamed 
like cooking pots. Smoke filled the hall, drifting through the 
stairwells like a pea-souper - upstairs to where his Lord and 
Ladyship lived. Were they still there? Choking on the smoke? 
Screaming with fright like those other poor souls I could hear 
begging for help above the noise of the flames?  
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There was a loud crash; the sound of bricks falling, timber 
crackling as it burst into flame. I rubbed my eyes. My fingers came 
away black with soot.  

Where were the children?  
Where were the children!  
‘mmaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa’  
‘Ida? Alan?’ It sounded like an animal dying. ‘Please God...’  
I ran up the stairs, skirts flying, feet crashing against the hot 

treads. The carpet was smouldering, the veneer of the banisters 
crackling and peeling away like bad sunburn.  

The first floor landing was dense with smoke. On the upper 
landing I could make out a dark shape huddled in the lee of the 
stairs.  

‘Oh no’ Oh my God no!’  
Henry. The butler.  
Thank you o thank you God  
I bent to help him, felt the movement of air stir my clothes. 

The windows. Had he opened the windows? Tried to jump out? 
He moved as came closer. ‘Henry. Can you walk? Have you seen 
the children?’  

His mouth opened. The draft blew suddenly stronger. His face 
burst into flame.  

I screeched, fell backwards down the stairs. A man made of 
flame lurched towards me, his scream lost in the roar of his new 
golden body.  

I fled, down to the landing, left, along a short corridor, two 
more flights of stairs. Upstairs servants quarters. That’s were they 
would be. That’s were they would be.  

‘mmmmmaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa’  
Heat raced me. Panels popped and paint burst. My eyes 

screamed.  
I found them in our bedroom. Huddled together by the 

window. Closed and shuttered it’s seams cracked with the heat, 
sharp edged with crawling gold.  

‘You two! For the sake of the Lord almighty come with me if 
you want to live!’  

They stood, wide-eyed, staring past me.  
Sick, I turned.  
Too late. I had found them too late.  



 182 

A demon lapped the room, drank the air. Spider-legged and 
flame-eyed it smoke-slithered across the walls and ceiling, grinning 
as it clawed curtains and rugs and furniture. It caught Ida’s doll 
and swallowed it whole, spit out a charred corpse. It swept up 
Alan’s wooden top and gulped it down, crackling, cackling.  

I gathered them into my arms. Tears gouged lines in the dirt 
on their faces. I felt their chests heaving as they wept for air and 
their hearts beating themselves to death against my ribs.  

The demon gibbered, gathered itself to leap.  
Turning my back, I kicked open the shutters. I would jump. I 

would jump with them two stories rather than face the thing that 
screamed behind us. I would jump and break my neck rather than-  

The thought stopped. Just stopped. Everything just stopped. 
Outside was  

 
the city was  
 
it was fire, all fire, the city was  
 
smeared  like a child’s painting it was  
 
a palace of suns where demons played on wings of flame and 

people leaped shrieking from buildings that fell apart as they 
jumped, men and wood and brick shredding to sparks and coal in 
the heat as the demons took them for toys and played them to 
destruction, and their screams were music, a cacophony, a 
symphony of fear, and  

 
something was cooking.  
My shoulders.  
My children.  
I turned to face the demon, and the fire took us and flayed us; 

for a second as long as my life the pain was worse than all the 
beatings that ever were.  

Then I flung myself out of the window and  
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‘They say it started in a bakery!’  

I stared in amazement out of the window as more buildings 
burst into flames. The streets were narrow, full of capering 
shadows, and the roofs high so you couldn’t see much, but what 
you could see - dear Lord, what you could see was  

 
the sky  
 
the sky was burning 
 
‘It’s the Wrath. Dear Lord, the Wrath of Heaven. We must 

Pray!’  
I felt my husband’s arms around me as he dragged the 

children closer. We knelt together, eyes raised to the Lord as He 
smote the world with angel-fire and everything turned to 
mountains of smoke and  

‘Mummy!’ 
and  
‘-the children what are you doing to the-’  
‘God will not save us.’  
His voice. Like cracking wood in the heat.  
‘God has no intention of saving us.’  
His hands. Blistered and cracked like his voice as he circled 

their throats, one delicate neck to each huge blacksmith’s hand.  
‘Now bide me and do as you are told or by my father’s forge 

and anvil you’ll feel the back of my hand before the fire takes us!’  
‘Ian in the name of the Lord you must stop! We must pray 

that God will deliver us from your sin!’  
‘It is too late for me. My soul is forfeit. But you may yet be 

saved. And them. I love you.’  
Blacksmith’s hands circled my throat as 
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‘They say it started in Pudding Lane!’  
I stared out of the window as a nearby building burst into 

flames and collapsed into the street. The streets were narrow, full 
of capering shadows, and they screamed with the voice of a 
hundred burning people, and the roofs: so high you couldn’t see 
over them but what you could see - oh, what you could see was  

 
the sky  
 
was 
 
it 
 
‘-the Wrath of Heaven! The Lord has come to take the 

sinners.’  
I felt George’s arm tighten around me as he pulled the 

children closer. ‘We are not sinners. We will be saved.’  
‘And if we are not? My love, we must take the children and 

run, run now before the fire-’  
‘No!’ His voice. Like cracking wood in the heat. ‘God will 

save us. Pray with me now. Pray now, dear Cliff, and we will 
never be parted.’ With his hands at my wrists there was no chance 
for escape.  

We waited for God.  
But the fire reached us first.  
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‘Dear Lord it is an animal. Do you hear me? An animal that 

breathes flame and hunts us in the night.’  
Outside the streets screamed. Fire. Trampled people. I felt 

Ian’s arm curl around me, tight with fear, a forbidden embrace, but 
who would care now? Roaming the city streets was an animal. A 
killer with eyes of fire.  

We were its prey.  
‘Cliff, we must take the children and leave here. Now.’  
I knew he was right. ‘Get the children. I’ll get the money.’  
‘Good. Leave the rest.’  
‘And the servants?’  
‘No! Leave everything! We must save ourselves. Now go! 

Meet me at the jetty. The river will be safe. Go!’  
I ran.  
I ran to the jetty as though all the demons of hell were at my 

heels. But though I waited long into the burning night, I never saw 
my master or my children again. 
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.  
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 ‘“The sophist is one who earns a living from an apparent but 

unreal wisdom.”’  

I looked quickly around the amphitheater.  

‘Who can tell me what this means?’  
No takers.  
‘Demetrius? Ariadne?’  
‘No? I’ll give you a clue. The notion refers to making an 

unreal wisdom into a trade. Any takers? No? Alright. Here it is in 
plain language. The sophist’s main concern is to get his fee.’ 

‘Is that the point of this lecture then? For you to get your fee?’  
I shrugged. ‘It might appear that way.’ I let my eyes catch 

those of Demetrius. Four decades younger, he was alight with the 
need to prove himself. ‘But it wouldn’t necessarily be true.’ 

Laughter.  
I waited. There was no rejoinder.  
I said, ‘Thus I prove you wrong by proving you right.’  
The laughter became a roar. Good. Let them share the joke at 

Demetrius’ expense, it would be a good lesson for all.  
Demetrius stood, then, and the laughter slowly faded. 

Applause scattered and died. He raised his eyes to mine, and in 
that instant I saw the intelligent, vicious man he would one day 
become.  

‘I hear you are moving from Athens to Chalcis. The better to 
teach an even smaller number of pupils?’  

His words added no further depth to the image.  
‘Or might it be to avoid the attention of the Lord Antipater 

who, I believe, has shown - what shall I say? - an interest in your 
work? Yes, I believe I would say just that. A marked  interest.’  

I frowned. Demetrius linked to Antipater?  
Significance? 
Threat?  
‘The Lord Antipater’s opinion of the poem I dedicated to the 

death of my friend Hermeias is well known and-’  
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‘-would be wider supported if people were not so hypocritical - 
and will be, now Alexander is dead and you are no longer 
protected by his influence!’  

Shocking silence.  
Demetrius continued, ‘Everyone knows your view of the 

superiority of poetry and art over the workings of the real world.’  
He took a breath, playing to the crowd. ‘Heed me, old man! If 

you wish to preach to your disciples then do so at your own peril - 
but be advised to do it elsewhere, or feel the wrath of the body 
politic, which as we all know is not predisposed kindly towards 
those seen to oppose it!’  

Demetrius left the amphitheater to dead silence.  
After a moment in which nobody spoke, I said quietly, ‘Quite 

the dramatist, young Demetrius, to make a fool of Art in public.’  
I started to shake.  
‘I wonder at his fee for such a service to the state?’  
Nobody laughed.  
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I run-  
 

-the Doctor  
 
Poetry is of higher value than history-  
 

-the Doctor will not  
 
History burns poetry-  
 

-I know the secret of the Tardis  
-I know the secret of the Universe  

 
THEREFORE I WILL BURN HISTORY!  
 

-and everything that remains shall be art.  
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I turned over in bed, felt his arms snuggle closer around me.  
‘Bad dreams?’  
‘Always.’  
‘The same?’  
‘The fire.’  
‘It’s bad isn’t it?’  
‘Yes. Since the Doctor died.’  
‘How long do you think we can live here?’  
‘Ida, you promised.’  
‘I know. No old questions you don’t have answers to.’  
‘Well then.’  
‘But I’m scared.’  
‘So am I. We’re stuck in this world of his, this Tardis. It only 

opened for him and it won’t let us out, even though I know the 
right handle to pull. But you know that.’  

‘I know.’  
I sat up. Sighed. Rubbed angel dust from my eyes. The room 

smelt of fine carpet, sunshine and apples.  
‘Can we pray?’  
‘If you wish.’  
‘At cathedral?’  
‘At cathedral.’  
‘Thank you Alan.’  
A chuckle.  
‘I love you, old woman.’  
‘I love you too, old man.’  
Cathedral: a world of grey stone where candles shone like 

summer stars in a sculpted granite sky. Cathedral, which he had 
made for us before he died. To ease the change, so he said. Old life 
to new. Now it was all we had of him.  

We moved through the transept... bare feet silent on the stone 
flagging. His tomb was untouched. Why should I think it would be 
any different? The effigy atop the stone sarcophagus graven into 
his likeness, right down to the hooked nose and cane, was 
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motionless, silent, dead, like every thing in his world except Alan 
and me.  

I miss you old man.  
I watched his eyes as I always did but they never moved.  
In truth I missed him even more than my parents. Why not? 

He had outlived them by many years. I hardly remembered them 
anymore. I am sure Alan did not. He probably hadn’t thought of 
them in years. Not since Persia. Even I found it difficult now to 
remember the One, adrift between galaxies, where the strange race 
of people from Andromeda planned their new lives in the Milky 
Way.  

I could remember Persia though.  
How could I forget the place my parents died?  
A sound made me turn. Alan turned too, his hand reaching 

unconsciously for mine. Hand in hand we stood, children in the 
candlenight, alone and lost in the world he’d made for us.  

‘What-?  
‘I’m not sure. A breath!’  
A moment more we stood there; silent, letting the stillness 

seep into our bones.  
Nothing.  
No- 
Wait-  
Breathing again!  
Letting go of Alan’s hand I moved quickly forward.  
The sound was coming from the organ room!  
At the door we hesitated, then plunged in with one accord.  
The room was dark, no candles here. Just shadows.  
And the whisper of breath-  
-and sudden thunder as the organ blasted air through miles of 

pipes.  
I yelped, jumped, grabbed Alan’s arm.  
The chord hung like a black curtain around us. Partners to the 

chord, a thousand candle flames danced; spiderlight skittered 
everywhere, a ghostly plague.  

My teeth ached and my ears itched. The chord droned on.  
And on.  
And on.  
After a few minutes we gathered out courage and went to find 

out why.  
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Two naked men I had never seen before were draped 
unmoving across the organ keys, suspended as though crucified 
upon wing-boards of ivory stops.  
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I don’t know how long we stayed there, in the chapel, watching 

the men. They were motionless. I couldn’t even tell if they were 

breathing. We watched them for hours, all night, huddled 

against each other in the candlelit dimness, frightened to leave in 

case they were gone when we returned, frightened to stay in 

case they weren’t real and we were going mad.  
Perhaps I slept.  
Perhaps I dream.  
Perhaps I dreamed that Ida got up and, crouching cautiously, 

approached one of the men. Perhaps I dreamed that she reached 
out one trembling hand to touch the unshaven face; cupped it with 
her fingers, letting the tips scrape across the bristles, the brows, the 
eyelids.  

But no dream this, I knew; her hands moved; restless 
fascination; finger-snaking through hair, investigating ears, tracing 
jaw to neck, join the dots, make a picture. She touched shoulders, 
palm-hiked along arms, hands, pressing fingertips to fingertips, 
strolling casually to chest and hips, eagerly to legs and feet, a 
stranger loose in a world she had never seen.  

A world of someone else other than me.  
Crouched on the floor, back pressed hard enough to bruise 

against patterned stone, I watched. Every move, every breath, 
every narrow of eye and flare of nostril, I watched.  

I watched it all and did nothing.  
Finishing with one she moved to the other.  
I might have made some kind of noise. A sort of shocked 

groan, somewhere between fascination and terror at the sight of 
what she was doing. My sister ignored me. Apart from that I don’t 
remember uttering a single word the whole time.  

Eventually she looked at me. Her eyes were wide and tears 
gleamed there. ‘They’re so different.’ Her voice held a tone I had 
never heard before. If voices could flush like skin could flush with 
the rosy glow of eager blood, then her voice was a beacon.  

‘From each other?’  
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‘From you.’  
She moved closer, slid on her knees across the stone flagging, 

pressed herself against me. Hard against me.  
Her lips found mine. ‘Different!’  
When we made love her body was mine but her eyes belonged 

only to the men.  
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 ‘You want to touch them don’t you? I can feel it in you when I 

asked. You want to touch but you’re too scared.’  
‘You know me so well. And yes. I do want to touch them. I 

want to see what that skin feels like. Is it hot, cold; soft, hard, 
smooth or wrinkled? Is it dry or oily?’ I bit my lip. ‘And yes. I’m 
too scared.’  

‘It’s alright. I’m with you. You can touch them. They won’t 
feel anything. I promise.’  

He couldn’t know that, of course he couldn’t. But I had felt 
something inside me as I watched him touch them. And then after 
as I felt the hands which touched them touch me. I wanted it too, 
wanted that intimacy, wanted it because he had it, because it 
would join us.  

‘Alright. If you’re here.’  
‘I am. We can do it now.’  
‘Don’t leave me.’  
‘Never.’  
‘Promise.’  
‘I do.’  
‘Alright.’  
I began to edge closer to the men. I reached out one trembling 

hand but before I could touch them, the first one awoke.  
He blinked, gasped sudden air, sat bolt upright with a terrible 

cry. Every muscle shaking he managed to look around him. ‘tell... 
where...’  

‘Cathedral.’  
‘Tardis?’  
‘Yes.’  
‘Where... where... Doctor...?’  
The shock was so great he even knew our companion’s name 

I did not know what to feel. And I took no pleasure at all in telling 
him the Doctor had been dead for more than half my life. 
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‘Forty years?’ Cliff’s voice wavered with disbelief, big and 

boomy by the time it reached my hiding place. ‘He’s been dead 

for more than forty years?’  
Ian’s voice echoed solemnly in reply. ‘That’s what they said.’  
The two men had not moved from Cathedral for two days.  
We had brought them water and food. They washed in the 

font. Ida was resting now. She’d been nearly two days without 
sleep. I was in the portico. They didn’t know I was there. I was 
listening to their words.  

Cliff said, ‘Who are they anyway?’  
Ian replied, ‘They’re very old. Maybe in their eighties. I’m not 

sure they really remember. They claim their parents brought them 
aboard the Ship as children during the Great Fire of London.’  

‘What?’  
‘I know. Mad isn’t it?’  
‘And where are these parents? Dead I suppose?’  
‘What do you think? Judging by the age of their kids, they’d 

be over a hundred by now.’  
‘Great. What the hell are we going to do now?’  
‘I have absolutely no idea.’  
‘Do we tell them?’  
‘Where we come from? What we’re doing? What if we do? 

They’ll think we’re mad.’  
‘Surely not. If we’re calm and explain things clearly-’  
‘Cliff, you thought I was mad. You and- I’m sorry...?’  
‘-Lola.’  
‘- Lola, yeah. You and Lola were half mad yourselves you 

know. I mean... we could still be mad. Or dead. This could be 
hell.’  

‘How the hell would you know? I felt that knife go into my 
chest. I felt my heart stop. God, it hurt!’ There was a rasping sound 
as if someone were rubbing something. A moment in which the 
echoes bounced and rolled, waves upon a stone beach. ‘Alright 
then. No Doctor, no Lola. What about Sue?’  



 197 

‘They hadn’t heard of her.’  
‘Well. We can’t stay here until we die of old age, that’s for 

sure. I suppose we’d better tell them.’  
‘Alright.’ Ian’s voice rose. ‘Alright Alan, you can come out 

now. We’re not going to hurt you. We’ve got something to tell 
you. Something important.’  

Unsurprised by anything these beings did or said, I rose from 
my hiding place and moved towards the organ room. They were 
dressed in choir-robes, sitting on neighboring pews. They looked at 
me. ‘Where’s your sister, Alan?’  

‘Sleeping. Shall I get her for you?’  
‘It’s OK. It might be better if we told you one at a time.’  
I nodded, understanding completely.  
‘I know who you are.’  
Ian’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. ‘You do?’  
‘Oh yes.’ I smiled to show them it was really alright. ‘You’re 

angels, aren’t you?’  
Cliff blinked. Ian made a strange gulping noise.  
Cliff said, ‘It’s the robes.’  
Ian said, ‘It’s because we were naked.’  
Cliff looked at me, ‘We’re not angels. I mean. Surely... I 

mean... we were naked... surely you could see were... I mean, that 
we had... er... Ian?’  

‘Oh, well yes. That we had, er... well, that’s to say that… 
Don’t look at me!’ He added in a whispered hiss, with a sharp look 
at Cliff.  

‘Anyway,’ said Cliff. ‘The thing is. I mean it’s not that we’re 
angels, it’s that-’  

I moved forward and put a hand on his arm. ‘It’s alright. I 
understand. The Game of God moves in mysterious ways.’ 
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I slept for a long time, awoke refreshed and breakfasted on fruit 
and cereal from the food machine. Alan found me a short while 
later and told me about the angels.  

‘Oh.’ It was all I could think of to say. ‘At last.’ Then, ‘Oh 
Alan. I feel so young. Don’t you? As if anything could happen 
again?’ I sighed. ‘It’s been so long.’  

We walked slowly to Cathedral. I could see that he was 
excited too. I think we both wanted to savor the time. Our last 
moments together. ‘Did you tell them about the message?’  

‘No. I thought you’d like to.’  
‘Oh. Thank you!’ I bit my lip. I can’t wait to see their faces. 

And it’ll be nice to hear the Doctor’s voice again, after all this 
time.’  

We entered the Cathedral.  
The angels were waiting.  
Ida told them.  
After a moment of stunned silence, Ian said, ‘The Doctor did 

what?!’  
Ida said calmly. ‘Left you a message. It’s in the sarcophagus. 

Do you want to hear it now?’  
Ian and Cliff exchanged glances.  
‘Hell yes!’  
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How many people truly know themselves before they die?  

Aristotle says, in order to know oneself you must discover ten 
things that define you and place you within the universe. These 
things are:  

Substance. Quality. Quantity.  
Place. Time. Relation. Condition.  
State. Action. Passivity.  
The first to know all these things about himself wins the 

Game of Me and becomes God. 
  

(static) 

 
These are the last words of a dying man. They are for you, Ian, for 
you Barbara or you Susan, my child; for Cliff and Lola; Sue, 
Mandy or Gay; for John and Gillian, George and Helen; for the 
nameless iterations I will never know whose names I can never 
guess. Whichever of you finds these words I have a favor to beg.  

The Game of Me can be beaten, you can see. I think I’ve 
found a way. The only - ahem - the only problem is that if my 
theory proves correct there will be no way back for me to Alan and 
Ida. And If I’m wrong... well, then I shall just be dead. Either way 
they will be alone.  

If you find this message then my theory is correct.  
But I do not know, and cannot risk taking two children with 

me in case I am wrong.  
But if you find this message, then you can. If you have the 

courage to know yourselves.  
 

(static) 

 
My dear friends, we may meet again in other lives.  

But not, I fear, in this one.  
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‘Ian, I’ve been thinking. How did the Doctor know we would 
come here? How did he know anyone would find his message?’  

‘I have no idea.’  
‘Well - you think he took a guess? This is one of the most 

intelligent men I’ve ever met. He wouldn’t guess.’  
‘If he knew for certain why didn’t he take Ida and Alan with 

him?’  
‘Perhaps he couldn’t bring himself to… you know.’  
‘Kill them?’  
‘If that is how you move between tiers of the game.’  
‘Well, it seems to have worked so far.’  
‘And it hasn’t seemed to have affected you this time. Not so 

much anyway.’  
‘Well, you’re right about that. Maybe I’m getting used to it. 

Dying I mean.’  
‘Ian, that isn’t funny.’  
‘It wasn’t meant to be.’  
‘Well, I hated it. It was awful. Feeling that knife go into me, 

into my chest. I felt it in my heart, Ian! The... have you decided 
how we are to do it yet?’  

‘Die you mean?’  
‘No make pancakes! What else do you think I mean?’  
‘Thought about it? No.’  
‘Don’t you think we should?’  
‘You seem to be doing enough of that sort of thinking for both 

of us.’  
‘If you mean, I’m scared, than you’re right. Ian, I don’t think I 

can go through that again. Especially not and do it to myself.’  
‘So you’re looking for excuses.’  
‘I’d have said, “Alternative solutions.”’ 
‘The Doctor didn’t seem to have any.’  
‘How do we know? He might have found something in the 

TARDIS somewhere, something that... well, I don’t know. But the 
TARDIS I came from was infinite. You could have found 
anything in there. Look at you. I found you there.’  
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‘Cliff. It’s OK. It’s OK to be scared.’ 
‘Who said I was scared!’  
‘Alright. Let’s examine this alternative theory of yours.’  
‘Well... we could explore a bit. See if there’s any more 

evidence of how the Doctor formulated his solution. Maybe he left 
some notes, or information in a data-hank somewhere.’  

‘And you know how to work the TARDIS controls do you?’  
‘Well, not as such. But we can-’  
‘It would take years. And we’ve no guarantee there’s anything 

there in the first place. You know what the Doctor was like: as 
irritable and cantankerous an old man as you could ever meet. I 
think if there was more information for us he would have made it 
available don’t you?’  

‘Not necessarily.’  
‘And why not?’  
‘Well, because... because…’  
‘Cliff. Look. I have no wish to play this game until I grow old 

and die. Not again. Not while there is a possibility of fixing 
whatever has happened to the universe. 1 remember the last time 
too well. Sixty years. Seventy years. Feeding the ducks. Being a 
frightened old man afraid of his own shadow. Look at Ida and 
Alan.’  

‘They’re nice enough.’  
‘Oh don’t be obtuse!’  
‘Meaning what?’  
‘You don’t have to be a chainsaw wielding psychotic to be 

mad, Cliff. I do not want to end up like that. Look into my eyes. I 
will not end up like that. Not again. Not ever again. If you’re too 
scared to die, then accept that I’m too scared to live- at least under 
these circumstances.’  

‘What do you want me to say? That I’ll kill myself to keep you 
company? That you’ll kill me if I don’t? Stop scaring me like that!’  

‘Look, it’s your life. It’s up to you. I’m not going to make you 
do anything. Not even for your own good, even though I think you 
should. Hell. Stay here and explore for a lifetime if you like. You’ll 
die eventually anyway.’  

‘Well, that’s it then, I’ll do that. I’ll follow you at my own 
speed.’  

‘Maybe that’s too slow.’  
‘Meaning?’  
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‘Meaning “Maybe that’s too slow.” Meaning, maybe the 
game doesn’t work like that. Meaning, maybe I don’t bloody 
know!’  

‘Perhaps what we have to do is sit down and collate all our 
experiences. Work out which parts are consistent, see if there’s a 
pattern-’  

‘You can do that if you like.’  
‘And you’ll-’  
‘No. I know what I’m going to do,’  
‘And what about Ida and Alan?’  
‘I’m going to do what the Doctor wanted. Explain the 

situation to them and see if they want to come too.’  
‘Ian.’  
‘What?’  
‘How will you do that? They were born in the seventeenth 

century and grew up in a universe where they were the only two 
living people.’  

‘I don’t know. I’ll have to try though. They’re not children 
anymore. Maybe they’ll be receptive to new ideas.’  

‘And maybe they’ll be stuck in their ways, unable to see what 
you mean.’  

‘It’s just a metaphor. It can’t be that hard.’  
‘Metaphors are dependent on context, Ian. Those two old 

people have no context in which to place your words.’  
‘I’ll give them the context.’  
‘And anyway, won’t it just sound like you’re mad? asking 

them to kill themselves so they can go to another life?’  
‘Cliff. Look around you. You see the crucifix? The 

architecture? We’re inside the biggest metaphor of all. Ha. They 
think we’re angels. They’ll be expecting this.’  

‘But that isn’t the point is it? If they agree without 
understanding and kill themselves on your word that makes you a 
murderer.’  

‘Cliff, why are you so concerned? It’s a game. Just a game.’  
‘Yes! One in which the universe has been destroyed!’  
‘There you go then. No universe, no moral context. Problem 

solved. Well done.’  
‘So you’re just going to tell them, then?’  
‘Why not? I don’t know about you but I’d certainly like to get 

this over with as soon as possible.’  
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‘And that’s another thing.’  
‘What!’  
‘Have you thought about how you’re going to... you know, 

how you’re going to...’  
‘Oh come on Cliff, now we’re back to square one again.’  
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‘Ida?’  

‘I want to go Alan.’  
‘You’ve decided then?’  
‘Didn’t I just say so?’  
‘What about me? Us?’  
‘Come with me.’  
‘Die, you mean.’  
‘Be reborn. Into a new world where things happen. Where 

anything can happen. Not this dreary place of stone and stale 
dreams.’  

‘And what if I can’t? What if I don’t have the strength?  
Would you have the strength to take me with you?’  
‘Alan, don’t say that. I love you.’  
‘Then stay.’  
‘Alan, please.’  
‘I can’t.’  
‘I love you.’  
‘And I love you. But I can’t go with you. Not there. Not like 

this.’  
‘We know each other so well. You can’t leave Alan. I couldn’t 

take you with me if I wanted to. But you could come on your 
own.’  

‘I can’t! And you can’t either. I know you can’t. You don’t 
want to leave me.’  

‘Of course I don’t want to leave you! Of course I don’t! But I 
must, can’t you see that?’  

‘Oh for God’s sake, Ida this is madness! Absolute madness!’  
‘I can’t help what you think about it.’  
‘Well go then! Go on! I’m going for a walk. I don’t expect 

you’ll be here when I get back.’  
‘Alan-’  
‘Goodbye!’  
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I sit, in Lotus.  

I have the knife.  
The knife is on my knee.  
I have sent Cliff away.  
I do not want him to see me do this.  
The cold knife is on my knee.  
Ida is with me.  
Alan will not come.  
We are alone together.  
Ian and Ida.  
The cold, sharp knife is on my knee.  
Ida looks at me.  
Her knife glints in the candlelight.  
She lifts her knife to her throat.  
I lift my knife to my throat.  
We wait.  
 
We wait.  
 
I put the knife back on my knee.  
She waits a moment.  
The knife moves.  
Down.  
To her knee.  
 
We wait.  
 
Silent.  
Screaming inside.  
I lift the knife.  
It is heavy.  
Ida lifts the knife.  
Her arm is trembling.  
The blades rest at our throats.  
We wait.  
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Our eyes touch.  
I know.  
She knows too.  
We wait.  
 
We wait.  
 
‘Alan,’ she says.  
She drops the knife and leaves.  
I wait.  
She does not come back.  
I wait.  
 
I wait.  
 
I wait.  
 
‘Damn,’ I say.  
I wait.  
‘DAMN YOU!’ I scream.  
I wait.  
‘Cowards!’ I shriek.  
I wait.  
 
Nobody comes.  
I wait.  
 
‘This just doesn’t get any easier, does it?’ I giggle.  
 
And gurgle  
through a  
froth of  
blood  
as  
I  
draw the knife across my throat.  
 
And wait  for the Game of Me to  
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Babies cry because they are born with all the knowledge in the 
world.  

I opened my eyes and gazed upon - what?  
How to say what I knew?  
How to say how I knew?  
A universe of Me.  
That’s what it was.  
All the winners; the iterations of me that ever escaped from 

the Game.  
All of them in one place at the same moment.  
Millions, billions, there were no words, no numbers big 

enough to describe what I saw. Imagine every grain of sand on a 
beach- no, every microscopic speck of life in every ocean through 
all of human history- no, every molecule that ever existed, 
anywhere, throughout all eternity... imagine all that, then square 
and cube it, add iteration upon iteration of powers.  

Still there were more of me. Indescribably more.  
Planets made of Ians and Barbaras.  
Stars of Doctors and Susans.  
Nebulae of Cliffs and Lolas.  
Georges and Helens and Adas and Alans and Johns and 

Gillians and Tonys and Amys and Bridgets and Sues and Mandy’s 
and Gays like reefs of stardust piled upon time’s shore.  

Infinite, the universe of Us was dying - worse had no life, for 
time did not as yet exist to give it meaning.  

My universe, the universe we had lost, had been dying too.  
All light and life, all stars dead in the merest fraction of its 

span; old it would grow, in darkness abide until finally eaten alive 
by its own demons - black holes as big as galaxies. No cyclic 
beginning. No rebirth. Just darkness and death. And afterwards… 
…nothing.  

Not now.  
Now everything was different.  
Substance. Quality. Quantity.  
Place. Time. Relation. Condition.  
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State. Action. Passivity  
The first to know all these things about himself wins the 

Game of Me and becomes God.  
I had arrived, the last winner at the final tier, and everything 

began to change.  
Now there were enough of us.  
Enough to rewrite the laws of reality.  
Enough to rewrite the Rules of the Game.  
Enough to make the universe of Me heavy enough.  
Enough to start everything again in a big crunch, to make 

time and space all over again, to quicken the universe we had lost 
in endless cycles of birth and death and rebirth, enough to make 
infinity itself.  

Enough to make light.  
Enough to make life.  
Enough to be God.  
 
Crowned to the altar comes the bull.  
The sacrificer stands.  
 
At last the Game of Me was over.  
All I had to do now was 

 



 227 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NOWNOWNOWNOW0000    

 

 



 228 

 

    

tttt    0000    

 
 
The last companion died, finally, after a millennia or so, of broken 
hearts.  

I knew sadness then, slow dune of sorrow that I could not 
have been a better universe for one loved through so many 
unfaltering glass heartbeats.  

Though I had no eyes to see or ears to hear or skin to touch 
and warm yet I comforted as I could, with the patient mother-love 
of mind and heart, judging nothing but feeling all as life’s equation 
produced its inevitable chain of resolution.  

Loneliness.  
Fear.  
Guilt.  
Regret.  
So the last one died, heart race ended as one twin, rocking this 

way and that across the border of eternity faltered, tripped, groped 
for balance; fell into stillness and cold.  

Now frantic the second twin raced death alone, through 
patient moments that knew no compassion, that made no 
allowance and, without partner against which to pace itself 
inevitably tripped, recovered, ran, fell, rose again and ran itself 
finally to death in life’s name.  

So empty, I waited, void of life and meaning, through patient 
clock-tick of slow dust, once people, duning sill and jamb, roundel, 
console; waited as steel dream-burned to rust and heart-glass bled 
into aeon-softened puddles; as molecules wore out with their own 
frantic dance and jagged energy collapsed to a featureless plain.  

I waited as an infinity of questions reduced to the same 
answer, as meaning became meaningless, as sets and subsets 
approached union.  

I waited for memory to fade, for self-awareness to cease.  
I waited for the last perfect state.  
I waited for zero.  
And everything that would follow.  
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‘You won, Mister Chesterton, Well done!’  

I wiped my eyes. The console room seemed dazzling, yet 
wonderfully safe and familiar. ‘That’s a hell of a game, Susan. 
What planet did you say it came from?’  

The Doctor frowned. ‘She won’t tell you. She won’t even tell 
me.’  

Susan clapped her hands together delightedly. ‘I’m so glad 
you liked it!’  

Barbara said, ‘Is it always that... that...?’  
‘Not at all,’ Susan smiled mischievously. ‘The objectives are 

always different. Sometimes it’s actually quite exciting.’  
‘Well,’ she said as we continued to gather our battered wits 

into some semblance of normality. ‘We’ve got ages before we land 
at Pella. I’m so looking forward to meeting Alexander. To be 
perfectly honest, Barbara I’ve had quite a crush on him ever since 
your last history lesson.’  

Barbara sighed and shook her head in amusement.  
With her hands raised to disconnect the game from the Tardis 

console, Susan hesitated. Then slowly an even bigger smile spread 
across her elfin face.  

‘Who wants another game?’  
I think it was me that threw the first cushion.  
In this universe it was, anyway.  

 



 231 

 

    

nnnn    2222    

 
 
With her hands raised to disconnect the game from the TARDIS 
console, Susan hesitated. Then slowly an even bigger smile spread 
across her elfin face.  

‘Who wants another game?’  
I think it was Barbara that threw the first cushion.  
In this universe it was, anyway.  
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“In a universe of infinite possibilities, there are of course worlds in 
which it was the second story... I wonder if Doctor Who is still 
running there?”  

John McElroy  
from his introduction to  

Anthony Coburn’s The Masters of Luxor script  
Titan, 1992  
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AUTHOR’S DISCLAIMER AUTHOR’S DISCLAIMER AUTHOR’S DISCLAIMER AUTHOR’S DISCLAIMER     

Yeah, yeah, I know. Too much coffee. Too many Class As. Just be 
sure that any accidents you may find in this book are deliberate.  
 
 
Big shouts to  
Jop, who made it all possible at all at all  
Roger, for all the Kool Komix and AnnualZ  
Paul, for the usual panic-inspired last minute inspiration  
 
Anyhow - was it worth the wait?  
lemmeno at jimmortimore4bigfinish@fsmail.net  
 
In the meantime, a word from our sponsor:  
 
“All suicides contained herein were committed by trained 
professionals - suicide should not under any circumstances be 
attempted at home without proper adult supervision.”  

Government Health Warning  
 
And in case anyone wants to help, donations for the Bristol Area 
Down Syndrome Association can be sent to:  
 
Tim Yeoman  
19 Rowan Rd 
Fishponds  
Bristol  
BS16 3LT  
 
Outtahere- 

Jimbo 
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CAMPAIGN: Me & My Monkey 

An Author’s Confession – Part 1 

 

 

 

Don’t be afraid of things because 

they’re easy to do. 

Brian Eno 

Oblique Strategies 
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My name is Jim Mortimore and I am the named 

author of the Dr Who novel Campaign. With this 

document I hereby admit betraying and killing 

my closest companion and writing partner, 

Mister Redmouth, the real author of the Dr Who 

novel Campaign. My only solace is knowing I 

will burn for my sins. 

I am a liar and a murderer.  

This is my confession. 

 

 

n1 
 

All writers have a Midnight Monkey, I guess. 

His Master’s Voice. He’ll sit on your back and 

screech when he has an idea he wants you to 

write; pull your hair and dry-wall you with 

monkey-mud pie if you don’t do as you’re told; 

no matter that you’re in the middle of a 

snooze, a meal, the supermarket, a date; the 

Monkey doesn’t care. I learned a long time ago 

that I wasn’t a good enough writer to ignore my 

Midnight Monkey when he orates. So when my 

Monkey howls, “Juuuuuuuump pah ump ah umh ah 

umh-h!” in a voice that could strip spots from 

a leopard, I beg, “How high, Boss?” and reach 

blearily for the “On” switch.  

As a consequence probably more than a third 

of Campaign was written between 2am and 7am, by 

the flickering light of a PC screen with the 

contrast turned almost all the way down. If I 

was lucky my Monkey would let me have a break 

about the time the sun came up. I wasn’t 

allowed to see the sun, of course, just the 

bars of light from my window blinds crawling up 

the walls and across the ceiling. My Monkey 

reluctantly allowed me to take five (or 

preferably four or better still none at all) if 

I absolutely had to, but he sure as shit didn’t 

want me getting distracted by any of the finer 
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things in life. Bacon butties. Iceland. 

Beautiful sunrises. 

And so Campaign’s prologue was written about 

three quarters of the way through the job. The 

prose experiments were already well underway 

but hadn’t yet reached the dizzying heights of 

comic strip-dom. The book was running a 

knuckle-dragging thirty five thousand words or 

so and I knew BBCW were gonna play spam-in-the-

can with my arse if I didn’t hit the minimum 

word count. (75K.) As it turned out Campaign 

never hit the minimum word count. Never even 

got close. But my T-shirt slogan being what it 

is (“Quality Over Quantity or Can My Arse Like 

Spam”) I wasn’t mega-worried about that. By the 

time I hit the prologue what I cared most about 

was mood, scene setting and balance. I knew I 

wanted Campaign to visit some freaky places... 

I knew it was going to be a journey for me as a 

writer that few writers in my position (ie: 

half way down the Slush Pile Slalom and No 

Brakes) get to make. But I was fighting my 

life-long loathing of PPP – Pointless Purple 

Prose. I had no wish to pay for a ticket to 

Clive Barker World. Westworld and Futureworld 

had been quite enough for me. 

My problem was I had the temerity to think, 

just for a few hours, that I could ignore that 

Monkey sitting on my head, screeching out his 

little monkey lungs and shovelling shit like it 

was going out of fashion. I thought I could 

leave the little bastard upstairs with the main 

computer while I took my dear under-used laptop 

downstairs to my only comfy chair. (My Monkey 

likes me to write from a chair that, while 

claiming to be a “comfortable office” chair is 

in fact three inches too narrow and a shade too 

hard to produce anything other than a state of 

pain-induced zen-like trance while writing.) I 

was of course quite mistaken. 

A long time before Campaign I made a promise 
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to a god I did not believe in that if I was 

ever given an opportunity to write for a living 

I would hold on tight with both hands for the 

ride of a lifetime. That god, in whom I now 

believe even less, saw fit to gift me with a 

Monkey with 360 degree hindsight and the 

ability to travel in time.  

The little bastard was waiting for me on my 

comfy chair, smug as you like, both fists 

clenched around his own unique brand of monkey-

mud pie, one eye fast shut in contemplative 

creation, the other wide open and staring like 

the headlamp of some screaming ghost-train 

hurling itself from memory’s cobwebbed tunnel, 

little monkey body stinking and quivering and 

gibbering with all the ideas I was going to 

write for him. 

When he saw me sneaking into the downstairs 

living room his closed eye popped open, his 

mouth gaped – broken rows of monkey-teeth in a 

blood-rose throat – and he started to screech. 

I wrote the prologue in about four hours. I 

did what my Monkey wanted, like a good little 

secretary. Only afterwards did I wonder how the 

hell a chapter from Alexander’s POV was going 

to mesh with an entire book in which Alexander 

was only a memory in four old peoples’ ever-

more-senile heads. 

My Monkey had the answer of course.  

The whole book was roleplay; the prologue was 

just rolling up a character. 

“Eeyah! Eeyah! Eeee-eeee!”  

Here y’are! Here y’are. Easy! Easy! 

On this day, for the first and only time, my 

Monkey failed me. Perhaps it was a punishment 

for my temerity. I didn’t agree then that game-

playing/rolling up a character was a good 

enough reason to justify the Prologue’s 

existance and even now, eight years later, I 

still don’t. To be honest I would happily take 

that prologue out of Campaign in the same way 
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the opening narration was removed from the 

Special Edition of Blade Runner – like an 

infected tooth you just know is going to up and 

bite you if you don’t bite the bullet and yank 

the damn thing out. 

And yet... on my better days, when the drugs 

take hold and the mists of Monkey madness lift 

somewhat, I see resonances. Alexander was 

without doubt a man bowing under the weight of 

his own Midnight Monkey – a whole troop of them 

in fact. Monkeys called Olympia and Philip and 

Aristotle and Hephaestes. Monkeys which drove 

Alexander to shape the world in his own image. 

And after all isn’t that a conceit all writers 

have – that for one brief moment the world can 

be a different place than it really is – a 

place fuelled solely by the Author’s vision?  

On the other hand, maybe the Prologue – in 

addition to whatever life the God-Ape might 

have bestowed upon it as a piece of narrative 

prose in its own right – was also a commentary 

on the process of editor-author creation? 

Maybe that’s still another layer of Justified 

and Ancient Mu-Mu. Maybe the truth is that I’m 

just not a hard enough writer to buck my 

Monkey. For all it’s a pretty piece of writing, 

I was uncomfortable with the prologue of 

Campaign and would happily have ripped it out. 

Thing is... 

My Monkey wanted it in. 

 

 

n2 
 

I’m reading Campaign through again, chapter by 

chapter, as I write this commentary. One of the 

things that leaps most clearly for the throat 

is how fast the maze-like passages of the book 

were written, and how long and deep were the 

gaps between those passages. 

The normal method of writing for a lazy-arse 
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tyrekicker like myself is to spend a long time 

thinking and a short time doing. 90:10 is about 

the normal ratio. More if I can swing it. Lots 

of thinking means the first draft is generally 

close to sorted. But you always have to kick 

that final ten percent around a bit more, show 

it who’s boss, make it really sit up and beg. 

The big difference between Campaign and my 

other books was that I had no editor to help 

kick that last bloody-minded ten percent into 

touch. All I had was me and my Monkey. And my 

Monkey is an arrogant swine at the best of 

times. Looking back from the dizzying heights 

of ape-related-issue therapy, it’s easy to spot 

the gaffs. My Monkey has 20-20 hindsight and 

the ability to travel in time. Me, I just 

blunder along in my special prescription Rose 

Tinted Sunners, hoping the Monkey’s got it 

right. So the Doctor’s reply to Ian’s 

observation that:  

 
The Ship was still easily capable of the simple process of 
reverse-electrolysis. That is to say taking molecules of 

oxygen and hydrogen from the atmosphere and combining 
them in the correct proportion to form water.] [The Doctor 
remarked [later] that the Tardis could turn lead into gold or 
frogs into children with equal ease. 

 

should probably read:  
 

The Doctor remarked [later] that the Tardis could turn gold 
into lead or princes into frogs with equal ease. 

 
Useless magic. Don’t you just love it? The 

punch line would have been more consistent with 

the gag. 

One of the things my Monkey did get right (I 

think) was the idea of there being no desire 

(or need) in the Doctor’s world, to separate 

real science from arcane magic or even 

fairytales. 

So. Chapter 2 was the first chapter actually 
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written, I think. And that was appropriate 

because the first Dr Who book I read as a very 

small child was the grey library hardback of 

David Whitaker’s Dr Who in an Exciting 

Adventure with the Daleks. There are references 

in here to the narrative style of that book, 

and additionally to odd moments in feel from 

the prologue of Whitaker’s Dr Who and the 

Crusaders. My descriptions of the Tardis were 

always influenced by the third Who story I 

read, Bill Strutton’s Dr Who and the Zarbi,  

based on the serial The Web Planet, which 

together with The Aztecs is my joint favourite 

TV story. One of the things I loved about these 

early books was the serious, moody quality of 

the writing. Whitaker was very emotional; 

Strutton was very creepy and in some places 

quite horrific. I also admired the ambition of 

these stories. They were fabulous in every 

sense of the word. Perhaps then these three 

books were the mother, father and test tube for 

my own literary Monkey-spawn. Certainly the 

writing I’ve most enjoyed over the years is 

that where plot and action, character and mood 

all work together like a crack assault squad.  

Another little trick I learned from my Monkey 

was how to write around things. Barbara was 

dead, was she? Righty-oh then, that was the one 

thing we wouldn’t say out loud.  

 

I can’t blame the Doctor. After all we all assumed the Thal 

anti-radiation drug would work on humans too. 

 

There’s an inevitability in this kind of 

writing. It burrows in deep. The Monkey, 

scratching and screeching, hairy knuckled 

fingers wriggling deep in your psyche. 

I remember reading somewhere that only a lazy 

writer will use the “end of the universe” plot. 

And I remember my Monkey’s breath, stinky hot, 

clinging wetly the back of my neck. But most of 
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all I remember the words hissed out past those 

sharp little monkey-teeth and slippery monkey-

tongue. 

“Use it use it eeuu-eeuu-eeyuuhh!”  

That sandpaper voice, rasping long into the 

night, night after night, until I surrendered 

to the inevitable idea that maybe this was 

where the novel should really begin. Not with 

Alexander. Not with the start of a world but 

with the end of one. In fact, the end of all of 

them. 

As usual, the Monkey was right. 

 

 

n3 
 

What I remember most about Chapter 3 is how 

unsatisfyingly short it was. Originally part of 

Chapter 2, the double revelation of the 

universe suddenly not existing and Barbara 

suddenly existing again seemed like too many 

flakes in the ice-cream. Both ideas felt like 

they needed more breathing space. So Barbs got 

her own comeback chapter. Unfortunately my 

Monkey ran out of steam half way through 

Chapter 3. He’d had it for the day I guessed. 

Monkeys get bored easily, it seemed. And they 

tire once thay’ve fed on your restless writer’s 

psyche for longer than an hour or so. And 

though I visited that scene alone several times 

throughout the course of writing the book I 

could never quite get it to punch with quite 

the panache that my greedy, slobbering simian 

muse could muster on my behalf. So here it 

stands, in all its truncated glory. A tiny 

moment with a great punch line. 

BTW did anyone wonder whether the universe, 

suddenly disappearing, had reappeared in human 

guise as Barbara herself? That was one Demon 

With A Glass Hand I have since considered. 
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The opening sentence of Chapter 4 was provided 

for me by my friend Joanna Ensum (now making 

films about the war in Darfur). I had lots of 

midnight conversations over the years with Jo-

Jo. Usually about her men, but oftentimes about 

Life, the Universe and Everything. Jo’s a very 

political animal. And sometimes she comes out 

with stuff that resonates with the Monkey 

squatting there on my back. My Monkey doesn’t 

always leap about screeching and baring his 

teeth and flinging Monkey-mud pie. There are 

times when he can be very quiet. He’ll just sit 

there scratching his arse or leafing through my 

hair for six-legged snacks. You’d almost forget 

he was there. But those little Monkey-ears and 

those little Monkey eyes, so mad in the throes 

of artistic composition, will be drinking in 

every sight and sound.  

Humans borrow. Monkeys steal. 

Sorry Jo-Jo. 

Something else I remember about this chapter. 

The Sea Cucumbers. The Giant Jellyfish. The 

Mile High Waterspout on the planet Ix. I 

remember writing about that world very clearly, 

heeding with a slave’s attention to detail the 

demanding chatter of my Monkey as he squatted 

hunched and drooling on my head.  

As a rule I quite enjoy writing passages like 

this. Freeform invention. You can be as 

outrageous as you like, tell the most fabulous 

stories imaginable, and it’s only hearsay 

within the conext of the novel, over in a few 

paragraphs. Ever have I been a sprinter rather 

than a long distance runner. My Monkey on the 

other hand, is a lazy, good for nothing beast 

who never runs, shuns water as if rabid and 

will not hesitate to steal whenever possible.  

And so it was when the chapter was done, in 

the few hours I would normally been allowed to 
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eat or sleep (never both), that instead I found 

myself calling Roger Clark, with whom I had 

collaborated on the Babylon 5 Security Manual 

for MacMillan, wondering aloud on my Monkey’s 

eagerly gibbered instructions whether Roger had 

any information regarding alternative series 

continuity. Comic strips, cancelled stories, 

etc etc.  

Roger came through like a trouper. And soon I 

had in my possession a hardcopy of almost every 

single annual strip plus the file of 

alternative series continuity details which you 

can read in the companion essay to this one: 

“Getting Your Head Stuck In The Tar Baby,” 

which is about the birth, the double-death and 

the life-after-death of Campaign.  

After thirteen novels and some odd bits I was 

finally beginning to understand the universal 

rule: Monkey see, Monkey Make Other People Do. 

 

 

n5 
 

As my Monkey grew older and his attention 

wandered for longer and longer periods, I found 

myself with more time on my hands to examine 

the real world and my place in it without fear 

of interference. My own ideas, sluggish and 

glutinous though they are, drift through my 

head in a very different way to the whipsaw 

thoughts my Monkey directs me to write. But my 

ape-related-issue counsellor tells me they are 

just as valid, so I suppose I should believe 

it’s true.  

The thoughts uppermost in my mind as I come 

to re-read Campaign concern themes. A lot of my 

work has at its heart a sense of summer 

overwhelmed by winter. Skaldenland, the 

original novel I’m working on at the moment 

(and have been for eight years or so)is a 

literal depiction of summer invaded by a winter 
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that has escaped its proper time and place.  

I have always felt safer in summer than I do 

in winter. For the inhabitants of temperate 

Britain it is a place of nurturing and growth. 

The smells are nice, the sights and sounds are 

soothing. Life is in full swing everywhere. 

Best of all you don’t have to own a Narnian 

wardrobe full of furs to stay comfortable 

outdoors.  

Winter, on the other hand, seems to represent 

all that is unsafe in the world. The nuclear 

winter that could follow a supervolcanic 

explosion at yellowstone park, for example. The 

Big Chill that could precede the catastrophic 

effects of Global Warming (And let’s not visit 

the deadly summer that idea represents: things 

are confusing enough already.)  

Summer, winter. The wheel rolls ever on. And 

we are all strapped to it like thieves strapped 

to the Wheel of Fortune, powerless to affect 

our own fate as the medieval torture device 

hurtles down life’s long, slippery slope. Will 

it land face-up or face down? Will we be 

crushed to death beneath its wooden tonnage or 

live, only to be drawn and quartered another 

day?  

The above is not true, of course, though it 

often feels that way. But that’s what we have 

Monkeys for, right? To tell us when to fling 

our own particularly human brand of Monkey-mud 

pie. To tell us to raise our fists and cry, 

“Today I’ll ground the planes! Today I won’t 

flush so often! Today I’ll licence the electric 

car! Today I’ll remove all plastic carrier bags 

from the shops and replace them with bio-

degradable paper ones or hessian sacks!”  

It’s a better tomorrow alright. Maybe we’ll 

get it one day, if our Monkeys all screech loud 

enough. 

Coming back to the point. 

My Monkey has whispered into being two 
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different but equally interesting libraries in 

the Dr Who universe. Number one was The Library 

of Things That Never Were, which Bernice 

Summerfield visits in The Sword of Forever, and 

number two is the Doctor’s ultimately eco-

friendly forest-library in Campaign. The 

T.A.R.D.I.S. library and the scenes set 

“outdoors” inside the Ship (the Mediteranean 

courtyard garden in this chapter, the open 

fields of later diary entries) feel like 

summer, like safe places to me. I had this idea 

that if my Monkey got his way, summer would 

soon become winter in the T.A.R.D.I.S. And the 

safe places in the only world left now for the 

Doctor and his friends would dwindle and 

wither; oh... say, like a fairy in whom you no 

longer believed; and like those dried up ponds 

in C.S. Lewis’s Wood Between the Worlds, whose 

worlds have all finally and inevitably dried up 

and blown away. 

 

 

n6 
 

But winter was still a few thousand words away 

yet. There was plenty more summer to come 

first. Starting right here in Chapter 6. For me 

this is where things in Campaign really begin 

to get interesting.  

Chapter 6 was written with Chapter 7. 

Originally the two pieces were one but like the 

geological divide and inevitable recombination 

of a supercontinent the passages slowly 

separated as, upon ever more frenetic 

instructions from my Monkey, I revisited this 

passage again and again and again.  

I remember reading the “India was at 

carnival,” passage aloud down the phone to my 

mate Tim Keable, who later provided 

illustrations for the book. Boy I must have 

bored him rigid. I was so proud of that chunk 
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of wordsmithulating. I’d jumped some kind of 

geological strata in my writing ability. I’d 

flipped from the grounded matter-of-factness of 

Arthur C. Clarke to the fabulous flights of 

fancy that were the province of writers such as 

Ray Bradbury. I wasn’t sure how these passages 

were going to fit in the book and I wasn’t sure 

whether they were really any good or not. All I 

knew was they excited me like nothing else I’d 

ever written before. I felt I was standing on a 

cliff – no, not just standing, had actually 

jumped. The ground was rushing up and I had no 

idea where I would hit, how I would hit or if I 

would walk away afterwards. I had a gut full of 

butterflies, my heart jacked like a road-drill 

and the wind blasted through me with all the 

exotic spice of a hot summer storm. I had 

jumped. In my head I had jumped. All my choices 

were gone now, all roads reduced to one. I had 

surrendered to the book. The book knew where it 

wanted to go. 

My Monkey was of course ecstatic. 

From this point on the Monkey and the Book 

were best of friends, huddled together in 

constant drooling collaboration. I was just the 

minimum-waged secretary who scribbled down 

their restless midnight conversations, fed 

them, watered them and crawled off to snatch a 

few moments sleep when they weren’t looking. 

Like the child Alexander on his war horse 

Bucephalus I rode the dark lightning that 

slashed between the book and my Monkey. I rode 

to beat the devil. My Monkey just threw back 

his head, opened his blood-rose mouth and 

screamed and screamed. 

 

 

n7 
 

Summer continued through Chapter 7, in the 

forest of books. Barbara’s speeches on p49 are 
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taken directly from Michael Wood’s documentary 

In the Footsteps of Alexander the Great, stolen 

more-or-less wholesale by my thieving Monkey. I 

say this not to avoid blame in the matter. I 

could have strangled the wretched beast where 

he hung, swinging gleefully from my hair and 

throwing monkey-mud pie at the idiot’s lantern. 

Harlan Ellison calls television The Glass Teat. 

How my Monkey loves to suckle. At any rate I 

lacked the will to stop the beast from doing 

anything he wanted. 

Chapters 6 & 7 were among the hardest to 

write. I remember my Monkey getting quite angry 

over my inability to take simple dictation. The 

problem was my Monkey was lazy and he hadn’t 

really listened as Michael Wood described the 

adventures of Alexander. The show had got him 

in the mood to dance alright, but in the time 

it took to pitch, develop and commission the 

book, he’d forgotten the steps. Like a child my 

Monkey got bored easily. And like a child his 

selfish rage knew no bounds. 

These chapters were important, I knew that 

much, pivots around which the style of the book 

would swing. The microthin layer of crushed 

fern between pre- and post- authorial fault-

lines. My Monkey knew nothing of this. He just 

wanted what he wanted and nothing else would 

do. So he screeched and gibbered and drooled 

monkey-spit and threw handfuls of monkey-mud 

pie and, like the good secretary I was, I wrote 

the whole lot down and tried, somehow, to make 

sense of it. 

 

 

n8 
 

OK, ya dumb apes, ya got me. So dere was a 

dream sequence, so whaaaaaat? Dere’s gotta be a 

dream sequence or how else can ya lay dem red 

herrings, am I right or am I right?  
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Hands up anyone who spotted a little nod to 

Jonathan Carroll’s Land of Laughs. The 

structure of that book was one of the 

springboards for Campaign. Had to plea bargain 

with my Monkey for a month to get it in. What 

did it cost me? Don’t even ask.  

 

 

n9 
 

Ah yes. Baby Philip. Or baby ‘Xander... Of all 

the ideas in the book this was the one I 

thought I would have most trouble selling to 

the editors. Eight years on and I can’t 

remember what Justin or Ben thought of it. 

(“Short term memory, always the first to 

go...”) And since I no longer have a copy of 

Justin’s Mighty List of Changes you’ll only be 

able to find out from the Horse’s Mouth.  

What I do remember is how insistent my Monkey 

was about putting the kid in the book. I think 

for a while he must have had warped plans to 

let him feature much more significantly than he 

eventually did. I have a feeling his loose 

connections with other chapters, some alluding 

to the TARDIS’s ability to give birth (perhaps 

to the universe), were originally going to be 

much stronger. 

If I was doing the book over now, I would 

probably write some more chapters from his 

point of view, bring him more into center stage 

as the other characters died... until the last 

ones left were his mother... at which point we 

might have discovered that the whole novel was 

really nothing more than a bedtime story; that 

baby Xander was in reality the child Alexander, 

and that the Doctor and Co. were just story 

characters based on people in his real life. 

The story would have ended as the book was 

closed – much as the real book, Campaign, would 

have been closed by its readers on its 
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conclusion. 

But That Was Now and This Was Then. (sigh) 

Monkeys are not famous for their attention span 

and mine was no exception. Unable to figure out 

a meaningful way of developing Susan’s human-

alien hybrid offspring he soon grew bored, and 

more and more of my time was spent scraping 

monkey-mud pie from the PC instead of taking 

dictation. So my Monkey gave it up in the end 

and moved onto other things, and baby ‘Xander 

remains as little more than another fun to read 

but ultimately undeveloped red herring. 

 

 

n10 
 

The opening passage of Chapter 10 was one of 

the very first examples of experimental prose 

in the book. I think my Monkey must have been 

consuming quite a lot of coffee and class A’s 

at this point, despairing of my limited ability 

to keep up with his ever more violent and 

exploratory flights of fancy. He once observed 

– grunting and barking in his gutteral monkey-

voice - that one day all writing will be done 

this way; artist and Monkey will be indivisible 

and then, oh Lord then, the pop-trilogy-FX-

obsessed-soap-opera-masquerading-as-story-arc-

producers of the literary world will hopefully 

either have grown up or grown old and died 

childless. In the meantime we have Bradbury, 

Bester and a couple of other luminaries to 

light the way. 

This is an interesting chapter to revisit 

because it’s one of the few examples of 

storytelling in Campaign that link directly 

back to the very first pitch for, as it was 

then, Burning Artemis.  

These story chapters are very necessary. 

They’re the seeds from which the whole mad 

jungle grew, growing to crack the literary 
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paving which established tie-in novel 

publishing (ie: merchandising) has always been.  

TV, it seems to me, is increasingly fuelled 

by ever smaller imaginations and ever more 

financially safe creative directives. In fact 

it’s almost a misnomer to use the word 

“creative” at all when referring to TV. When 

even good shows like Life on Mars simply 

recycle concepts from old Buffy stories what 

hope can there ever be for the novelisation / 

tie-in / spin-off industry? (You can see my Big 

Finish play The Natural History of Fear for 

more soapboxing on this subject.) 

One of the reasons Campaign was cancelled for 

the second and final time (Justin and Ben will 

tell you (two) different versions of this urban 

myth) was this: though he didn’t mind the 

prose-experiments and the wilder flights of 

fancy at all, Justin Richards felt unable to 

recommend Ben Dunn accept the manuscript for 

Campaign until I’d either a) removed the TARDIS 

scenes and replaced them with “proper” 

historical scenes or b) removed the historical 

scenes and replaced them with TARDIS scenes. 

Either would do. He felt the story was 

“unbalanced” as it was. 

Later, whilst writing Farscape: Dark Side of 

the Sun, my MacMillan editor Guillaume, faced 

with a chapter in which I described rock 

floating on water, told me flatly that, “Rock 

doesn’t float on water.” I mentioned in passing 

that that this was science fiction and he 

should probably suspend his disbelief, and by 

the way pumice does and that’s rock, and quit 

the book. Justin Richards wasn’t quite that 

dumb in his assessment of Campaign – in many of 

the details of his Mighty List of Editorial 

Changes he actually appeared quite supportive. 

And it is true to say that by this point the 

book was never going to be aimed solely at 

Doctor Who fans, particularly ones who thought 
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they’d try their hand at writing for a laugh, 

but rather at a readership with a much broader 

outlook, those fans who were interested in a 

wider context than merely chugging back one 

more shallow hit of cloned merchandising. I 

(pardon my presumption, I mean of course, my 

Monkey) write books to be read, not simply to 

be collected, shelved and occasionally dusted. 

And one thing me and my Monkey are 100 percent 

together on when faced with such editorial 

insight as, “Rock doesn’t float on water,” or, 

“Campaign is unbalanced,” is this:  

No Fragging Surrender; No Fragging Retreat. 

 

 

n11 
 

I hope you’re with me so far. But in case 

you’re hopelessly ticking a long line of None 

Of The Above boxes, I recommend a short holiday 

in the sun with Ray Bradbury’s Something Wicked 

This Way Comes. Life will change. And then 

you’ll understand.  

From Chapter 11 almost all of Campaign was 

written out of order, or rather it had an 

order, but not the linear development that a 

novel would normally take. Rather it followed a 

freeform structure, like a happy waterfall of 

champagne cascading down a pyramid of glasses 

or, no – a catherine wheel throwing off sparks 

that ignited grass, a fire which grew and 

spread to incinerate the mad jungle the novel 

had become. The book was aflame. Every day my 

Monkey spoke I walked through fire. Every night 

I slept in flame while my Monkey tossed and 

turned and gibbered and cawed, invading my 

dreams with fevered ideas that clung like 

burning napalm. I was burning up, consumed 

alive, an endless mind-searing incandescent 

existance. I was slowly eroding, eaten away by 

the fire. And yet with every keystroke I was 
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renewed, the artist remade in the image of his 

art.  

No peace. No cool place to rest. Just the 

fire. 

London was Burning, flame and spark, an 

endless searing now. 

Hardening, tempering, I burned too. 

 

 

n12 
 

It’s very interesting, trying to portray the 

character arc of two people through the whole 

of their adult lives. It’s also quite hard. 

Which moments are important? Which do you 

dramatise? Which do you tell as hearsay? How do 

you relate the one to the other to best expose 

the story? How much harder when the arc must 

span not only age but infinite variations of 

the same people, some with different 

personalities, others with whole different 

identities? 

My Monkey knows the truth. Somewhere behind 

the eldritch light of composition that burns in 

his eyes like ghost train lamps in the 

cobwebbed tunnels of memory there’s an answer; 

a library of answers, arcane understanding 

passed down through gibbering monkey-

generations from thieving parent to covetous 

pup to insatiable, avaricious grand-pup. Oh 

yes. My Monkey undoubtedly knows the answers. 

But he’s not telling.  

His greed comes at a price. My Monkey will be 

haunted in death by the secrets which drove him 

in life, of this I am sure. If he could only 

have surrendered his secrets then he might have 

led a happy monkey-life and a brainless monkey-

death. That’s the normal monkey-way. But once 

or twice in every monkey-generation there 

appears an aberration, a beast congenitally 

incapable of giving up the secrets he has 
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acquired through a lifetime of avarice. My 

Monkey, without a doubt, is such a beast. 

Oh yes, my Monkey knows the answers. But he 

guards his secrets jealously and I must use 

every scrap of ingenuity at my disposal to 

winnow them from his jaundiced grasp. 

 

 

n13 
 

Page 78. Mark it in your diaries. The first 

page where an editor, any editor, anyone at 

all, even a newborn kitten, even a lobotomised 

frog, would have been able to point out, 

“There’s no such word as indiscrepancy Jim. And 

while we’re at it rocks don’t float.”  

It’s not the only cock-up in the book, or 

even the biggest, but it is a corker. What we 

meant, of course, my Monkey and I, was 

discrepancy. Only my Monkey felt like having a 

little joke at my expense. His gore-spattered 

ghost is laughing in my ear right now. The 

sound is like a whore’s nails being jerked down 

a filthy blackboard.  

Paranoid? Me? Whatever do you mean?  

It’s my Monkey that’s got the damn problems. 

 

 

n14 
 

Chapter 14 sports perhaps the biggest blunder 

in the book. Here Scythian soldiers could use a 

word – “Christian” – which by established 

history they could never have heard, to 

describe a man from a religion that would not 

exist for several more centuries. I’m afraid my 

Monkey had become somewhat obsessed with the 

terrifyingly silly Prince of Thieves film and 

the rather jolly Richard Carpenter TV series 

Robin of Sherwood at this point, and felt a 

name-check was in order.  

The truth was that by now the book was moving 
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along in a series of frenzied jerks, chapter by 

chapter, sometimes just paragraph by paragraph. 

Passages, sometimes sentances or phrases, would 

be written out of sequence in answer to the 

monkey-screech of inspiration with no thought 

at all as to how they might fit into the novel 

as a whole. If Campaign was a jigsaw then it 

was one an idiot savant factory worker had 

hurled from the conveyor belt to the floor. 

Half its pieces were missing, half had no 

picture, and half had yet to be cut from the 

raw board. 

In addition to the religious inconsistency 

(noticed in three seconds flat by illustrator 

Tim Keable and plastered over with a wing-and-

a-prayer alternative-time-line explanation by 

His Monkey’s Voice) there is one other major 

stylistic difference between this section and 

the other historical character narratives.  

Ian remembers what he’s doing there. 

I remember mulling that over for a long time, 

trying to figure out how to achieve the 

impossible end my Monkey demanded so 

insistently, and eventually coming up with 

these thoughts: when the accident which 

scattered the time travellers throughout the 

years of Alexander’s campaign first happened, 

their memories were lost. Gradually those 

memories returned. The object would be to 

create an arc spanning the “seed” chapters 

wherein the whole who-am-I-and-what-am-I-doing-

here? bit for each character would not have be 

repeated every time. In this regard Barbara 

begins her seed chapter with little more than a 

confused set of images as to who or where she 

is; Susan recovers her memories part way 

through her seed chapter and Ian has all his 

memories from the very start of his seed 

chapter.  

That wasn’t enough though. If the book was 

going to work at all it had to do so on many 
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levels at once. After all that was how memory 

worked and that, increasingly, was what this 

book was becoming about. In this regard my 

Monkey thought it would be a good idea for the 

novel if the gods who factored so heavily in 

the lives of Alexander and his people were 

real. That is to say as real as any person or 

animal in that time. This is why Ian remembers 

witnessing Alexander commanding a centuries 

dead spring back to life in the Temple of 

Apollo, and why Alexander himself witnesses 

quite a few impossible things before breakfast 

in the Prologue.  

At this point, the idea of stories being 

remembered (and therefore ambiguous) rather 

than told first hand (and therefore 

intrinisically “truthful”) was really starting 

to come into its own. Here we were in the Ship 

being told by Ian of a war which happened years 

before in which he fought, during which he 

remembered seeing Alexander perform a miracle 

at a still earlier time. Tales within tales, 

memories within memories; Russian Dolls nested 

in a toy box dusty with neglect. Were any of 

these stories true? Did it really happen this 

way or was the whole tale nothing more than the 

senile fantasy of a desperate man craving a 

home to which he could never return?  

My Monkey knew. He wasn’t telling. 

 

 

n15 
 

Developing the ideas from Chapter 14, Chapter 

15 finds Ian remembering his own death; not 

only that but foreshadowing his own recurring 

death to come, as if even the scene supposed to 

be narrated in the present moment was in fact 

nothing but a memory from a still later time, 

one to which the readers (and at that point 

possibly the Monkey and definitely the Author) 
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were not yet privy. 

If those cobwebby tunnels of memory do not 

play me false Chapters 14 and 15 were 

originally one chapter, a seed chapter, with 

Ian remembering his time in the war. They 

underwent continental drift when my Monkey 

began to have visions of pixie-like Susan and 

the Grecian colonnade with the tiled frieze 

depicting Ian’s memories. One of the things 

that I think appealed to my Monkey about the 

original TARDIS crew was quite literally the 

“Unearthly Child” brief. Susan was quite 

fascinating: a groovy teenager with a pretty 

smile and a mind that held the most arcane 

secrets of the universe. The prototypical TV 

heroine in fact. (I cite Alias, Buffy and all 

the rest.) And like today’s TV heroines, Susan 

had a dark side. The series s(h)owed the seeds; 

Campaign shows Susan’s dark side in full 

midnight bloom. I like the way she comes across 

in these chapters... pretty as a  faerie on top 

and dark as the Coalsack Nebula beneath. 

Shagged Alexander; had a kid... not quite the 

groovy teenager after all...  

Layers. Undercurrents. Mood. Misdirection. 

It’s this rounding out of the character which 

my Monkey had most fun with. A novel is 

invention after all. Even the word ”novel” in 

its literal sense means “new.” And that was 

what my Monkey wanted to get at in Campaign. 

Something new. Something no-one had seen before 

in this context. A bit of reality, a bit of 

magic; a spoonful of sugar and half a ton of 

angel dust. I suppose in the death my Midnight 

Monkey might have been a bit too clever for his 

own good. But you could never tell the damn 

beast anything.  

He was always too busy talking to listen. 
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n16 
 

Half way through this chapter I realised 

Barbara and the Doctor were beginning to 

recreate by accident a similarly themed 

conversation between the Doctor and Victoria in 

Tomb of the Cybermen. Stealing the quote that 

appears uncredited on page 101 seemed like a 

fun thing to do. I remember my Monkey growled 

and bared his teeth when he realised what I was 

up to. He doesn’t like autonomy and independent 

thinking is an anathema to him. I braved the 

rabid scowl and the infectious drool. The quote 

stands.  

One of the interesting surprises I got on 

rereading this chapter was Barbara’s allusion 

to the Red Queen Syndrome. I wonder if Alice 

had it right, if we are all someone else’s 

dream, my Monkey’s maybe. I wonder what he 

would do if that were true. Try like a bastard 

to wake himself up probably, just to see what 

would happen to us. I remember wondering what 

would happen to us if, like Alexander, he never 

woke up. Would the dream live on? Would you and 

I live forever?  

I know now, of course. In the worse possible 

way. 

 

 

n17 
 

My monkey has pretentions. Everyone does, of 

course, Himself more than most. He wanted to 

get some lofty inaccessibilities into the 

novel, punch them in like nails from a nail 

gun, ideas that would pin the story together 

into a neat multileveled tapestry. In truth his 

thought that the Ship was playing a symphony 

where the Doctor and Co. were the music tied 

very nicely into the end of the previous 

chapter, as well as reinforcing the notion that 

the TARDIS crew were never real but simply 
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figments of the imagination of the TARDIS. Of 

course, since the Ship was a machine capable of 

holding a universe, in one sense was the 

universe, if you follow the breadcrumb metaphor 

to the utter end of the woods, then what 

becomes clear is that the Doctor and Co are in 

fact products of the universe. Which of course 

they are. A perfectly circular concept with no 

qualification required or offered. A case of No 

Quarter Asked Or Given in the ideas department. 

Kinda clever for a redmouthed beast, don’cha 

think?  

 

 

n18 
 

No prizes for noticing this chapter is set in a 

universe where fifth Beatle Stuart never died. 

The short story Sorry I Kept It So Long was one 

of Mister Redmouth’s first attempts at writing 

original science fiction. His first (The Slime 

Devil) had been a short story pitched to a 

children’s SF collection when I had been about 

14 or so, which had been returned with a very 

nice rejection letter by Mister Davis, the 

editor. Though separated by several decades the 

stories kinda dovetailed. My Monkey finds it 

quite hard to create original fiction. He’s 

lazy and prefers more talented world-builders 

to do the grunt-work for him. He always liked 

to play in the other kids’ sandbox. Conversely, 

the sheer pathos that goes into the 

relationship between Ian and Barbara as they 

grow older and further apart seems like the 

work of a much more accomplished author having 

fun developing the established series ideas. 

Certainly the notion to steal an earlier, 

clumsier work and give it a new context was 

quite clever. After all Ian had never written a 

short story in his life, and clearly here felt 

motivated to do so by his love for Barbara – a 
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love that could never be returned. 

Kinda like me and my Monkey I suppose. 

 

 

n19 
 

Allow me to welcome to the stage the first 

appearance of (human) companions from the 

annual strips. Tony and Gillian... Butch the 

dog had appeared before of course. My Monkey 

had a ton and a half of full-cream-fun writing 

for the comic characters, probably breaking 

copyright a mile-a-minute while so doing. I 

remember getting that huge package of A4 

photocopies of annual stories Roger Clarke made 

for us and thinking... Holy Baby Jaysis in 

funky li’l crib that’s a lot of strips. I think 

there was, like, several hundred pages or 

something. But that’s OK. Me and my Monkey both 

like cheese. Just as well. Our new dairy-rich 

diet lasted several months, and we grew very 

fat and unhealthy indeed, particularly between 

the ears. 

 

 

n20 
 

This was one of the last chapters written. The 

Monkey had fixated with leechlike tenacity upon 

the cliche game-ending for the novel and he 

wanted to foreshadow that torpid conclusion. 

The result is Chapter 20; one I consider to be 

the most unified examples of concept and prose 

of the whole wretched affair. But... was it the 

Ship thinking... 

 

 

n21 
 

... or the Doctor? 

 

 



 261 

n22 
 

OK, apologies here for messing up the 

typesetting. This is what it’s supposed to look 

like: 

 

You know what? I’ve finally woken up to the facts. 
I hate this place, this bird cage we’re all in. 
I loathe this world, this life. 
It just makes me sick. 
How  it makes me-                       I beg your pardon? 
Negative?                            So what if I am negative? 

Fine.                         Go on then. Go right ahead! 
   Call  me  negative  if  you  want. 

          Call me paranoid if it makes you feel any 
less dead! Hah ha! Insult me, I couldn’t care less! Who the 
hell are you to judge anyway? Who the hell are you to judge 
me? Eh? Eh? It’s not like you actually exist or anything. 

 

I remember my Monkey opining the object of 

the exercise was to try to make the pauses work 

“in real time” as it were, by making the 

reader’s eye jump across the page to the next 

sentence. It looked OK at first, of course, but 

somewhere along the line between writing and 

printing I must have changed the page margins 

or something. Suddenly all the line lengths 

were wrong. Also some of the words. One more 

case where a sympathetic editor would have 

worked wonders. And - oh boy – did I have to 

eat humble monkey-mud pie after that mistake. 

Added to the cheese diet I was already on, and 

it wasn’t looking good for my health and 

sanity. No sir. 

My favourite chapter. Welcome to the 

madhouse. 
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By no coincidence, my second favourite chapter. 

Luv 

  the 

 

      e 

 

n24 
 

 

     d 
 

                  so  

              the  

        madness  

began.  

The door to the Ship was open. And inside my 

little Midnight Monkey’s head another door had 

opened. One that lead to a room full of insane 

possibilities, reason unbound, and as those 

ideas stopped being streams of electrons in my 

Monkey’s head and started being streams of 

electrons in my PC’s hard drive, something 

happened. Something happened to my Monkey. 

Before this he was annoying, true, a control 

freak with a penchant for flinging monkey-mud 

pie when he couldn‘t get his own way. But 

after... Well. After this chapter hit the 

screen he wasn’t just a monkey any more. Not 

just a beast. He was more than an animal. He’d 

grown somehow, the way Dr Jekyll, with nothing 

but the very best of intentions, had grown into 

Mister Hyde. 

I knew it was coming... could see it in the 

sickly yellow glow of his rabid monkey-wink, 

that one-eyed glare he had when in the throes 

of composition. I remember begging him not to 

open the door in his head, begging as Barbara 

had begged Ian in the very chapter he was 

creating, not to open the door to the Ship, the 

door to a universe of nothing, or perhaps of 
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everything, the door to the White Lodge. 

But what I remember most is watching that 

tiny monkey-body, backlit by bars of sneaky 

moonlight, reflected in the sickly static glow 

of my PC screen; the way the furry body swelled 

and bulged from something familiar-if-

irritating into a misshapen sack of muscle and 

bone and hideous intention.  

Have you ever seen a magician make balloon 

animals?  

At that moment I could not shake the image of 

a monkey-shaped balloon tied by some vagrant 

child to a water tap, swelling, distorting, the 

rush of water becoming the thin shriek of 

escaping fluid, the distended monkey-skin 

swelling and splitting as if something 

monstrous inside was pushing, pushing, pushing 

to get out. And all the while the voice, that 

chalkboard voice, screeching hysterical 

dictation, shrieking with the pain of such a 

bloody creative birth. 

Babies are born with all the knowledge in the 

world. They cry because they know they will 

forget it all. 

The sound that emerged from my Monkey’s 

swollen, undulating throat was no more a cry of 

understanding than the shriek of a murder 

victim looking at their own guts on the end of 

the knife is a shout of pain. The sound did not 

just escape, it erupted like a volcano into the 

night. It was the primal scream of tortured 

geology, of living fire, and the night shrank 

from it in silent fear. 

Clouds, seething, covered the moon.  

Somewhere out in the cowering night a single 

foolhardy predator howled a successful kill. Or 

maybe it was a scream not of triumph but 

terror; the animal kingdom waking up to the 

arrival of a new, even more horrifying Beast. 

Because the truth was my Monkey was different 

now. He was something else. He was all grow’d 
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up and changed his name to Redmouth. Mister 

Redmouth to you. And you better not forget it. 

Lord, those claws, you’d better not forget it. 

I remember us hunched together over the PC 

screen, and I remember the sharp wire-sting of 

coarse, hot monkey-hair on the back of my neck, 

the clutching monkey-fingers digging into my 

hair and scarring my face as he vomited an 

endless stream of blackboard-screech dictation 

into first one ear and then, when that began to 

bleed, the other.  

Before the Change working for Mister Redmouth 

was hard enough. But afterwards... well, 

experimental test subjects would be given 

pensions for what I put up with. Soldiers would 

be given medals. Posthumously. 

The door to the White Lodge had been thrown 

open; hinges burst, it could never be closed. I 

would never refer to Mister Redmouth as a mere 

monkey again. 

Oh he’d always been a monster. 

But now he could think. 

 

 

n25 
 

Ah. That’s better. 

Out of the closet at last and stre-e-e-e-

tching.  

One of my key fetishes is little tin robots. 

They got into the Natural History of Fear; they 

get everydamnwhere. They’re UBIK: omnipresent, 

omniescent and soon to have a major motion 

picture of their very own by the director and 

producer of Armageddon(bored).  

I luv ‘em. 

Don’choo? 
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Hm. An interesting chapter to re-read. The 

ideas about babies are all my own. (Well, you 

know, Mister Redmouth’s.) But that stuff about 

the open ended universe... that came a few 

years early. At the time of writing the current 

theory was that the universe ran in a big-bang-

big-crunch cycle, endless rebirth like City-

Dwellers on Carousel. No LastDay, only Renewal.  

Or if you prefer like one half of a broken 

internal combustion engine. All bang and 

squeeze, but no suck or blow.  

Ah, the things we learn at school. The 

useless facts we carry with us into adulthood. 

I know how to french polish for example. I’m 

actually quite good at it. And I can beat lead 

(moderately poorly) in order to make a fair to 

middlin’ capillary joint. How many times have I 

used these skills, or even the more basic ones 

that school teaches?  

Count them zeroes baby.  

And yet there is one thing that school never 

teaches, and it’s the one thing it should. It’s 

the single most important thing you’ll ever 

need to know, at any age, and you will use it, 

over and over, every day of your life. 

What is it? 

How to learn. 

Sounds simple, doesn’t it? How to learn. 

Well, how do we learn? By seeing and hearing 

and touching; by imitation and by instruction. 

These are all perfectly valid forms of 

learning. But what if there were no teachers? 

What if the skills had been lost? What if we 

were trying to learn things from first 

principles with no-one to guide us? Would trial 

and error be sufficient? Would we starve to 

death before we figured out that the best bit 

of a potato was the lumpy bit you dig out of 

the ground but even then you had to cook it, 
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and that those juicy looking berries on that 

tree over there that the birds seem to love so 

much would make you sick as a dog if you ate 

them, maybe even kill you? 

The key word here is imagination. 

The one thing we are not taught in school is 

how to imagine.  

What if. 

The most powerful phrase in the english 

language. 

Unless you’re an editor. 

What’s my point? Simply this: no-one taught 

me how to write, only to rite. Ohhh, English 

teachers down the dusty years quoted ancient 

rules and creased how-tos and well-thumbed 

what-not-tos, the whole chalky Victorian 

blackboard mess. But writing ain’t about rules. 

It ain’t even really about language. Writing is 

about communicating. It’s about reaching out 

and touching someone. Throwing a moment of pure 

emotion into the void of human imagination and 

hoping like hell someone will catch it, maybe 

even toss it back with a bit extra blu-tacked 

on the end.  

Message in a bottle, right? 

In Emergency Break Glass. 

Unless you’re an editor. 

So the whole of Campaign, every word, 

picture, scribble and blot, then the 

culmination of my such-as-it-was writing 

career, was a do-it-yourself how-to book of 

writing.  

The How and Why Wonder Book of Books. 

Campaign was a rough ride. Easy because once 

you’ve had one groovy idea then a million 

others will generally follow in quick 

succession, eager to cash in on the buzz; hard 

because what it did not teach was how to deal 

with people who did not get the concept.  

In fact that’s probably a lesson I’ve never 

learned. To me a book is essentially a simple 



 267 

thing: a moment of connection between author 

and reader. How well it communicates equates 

directly to how good a book it is. There are 

many ways to tell the same story – but only one 

way that’s the best for that particular story. 

One thing I can do is see that best way. It’s 

a party trick almost, like playing London’s 

Burning on the piano. I learned by watching 

Mister Redmouth repeatedly take a sledge to the 

walls of his imagination, smash them down and 

then march across the rubble to his keyboard 

shrieking poetry as he went. 

The thing about science fiction is that it is 

by definition (or bloody well should be) a 

genre that regularly defies the rules. Now of 

course it's been artifically cross-pollinated 

by greedy publishers until it’s all either 

scientifically anal “hard science fiction” or 

just another piece of hopelessly derivative 

dragon-fluff.  

In genre writing (romance, westerns, 

thrillers, etc etc) rules are useful things, 

tools to enable a writer to make a piece of 

work fit a specific audience. But Sci-Fi 

encompasses all these traditions. What do you 

do when your toolbox consists of nothing but 

more toolboxes? Answer: you spend a bit more 

time learning how to use the extra tools. Then 

you craft a finer piece of work. 

Unless you’re a greedy publisher interested 

only in quick returns from cheap knock-offs. 

Campaign is not a cheap knock-off. 

And it’s not a particularly easy book to 

“get.” 

But consider this – since it’s based on a 

show where the very first line in the concept 

document describes a box that’s bigger on the 

inside than the outside, is there any reason it 

should be? 

If that sounds like justification, don’t be 

fooled.  
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Because there is something that’s bigger on 

the inside than the outside. It’s the most 

important thing in the world. It can save lives 

and take life and give life and death meaning. 

And every single person that’s ever lived used 

it a hundred times a day, every day of their 

lives. 

What is this impossible miracle, I hear you 

ask? 

The human mind. 

The human imagination. 

In Emergency Break Glass. 

 

 

n27 
 

Mister Redmouth loves watching movies. He 

particularly loves watching James Dean movies. 

I think it’s because they’re straightforward 

and there’s only a few and, well, his attention 

is apt to wander these days. Not then of 

course. Then he was all fire and focus. He was 

God’s lens, by god. Especially after he woke up 

and started to think.  

What he seemed to enjoy the most about those 

movies was, when you watched them over and over 

and over and over again, what you were 

eventually left with was all the tiny detail 

you missed on first, tenth, or hundredth 

viewing. What you were left with were the 

little frissons and frictions, the little 

accidents, connections. Ice Cube mugging to 

camera while Natasha Henstridge cocks her gun 

and grins half a second before the fade out on 

the last shot of John Carpenter’s Ghosts of 

Mars, that sort of thing. Bloopers left in to 

build character, enhance style. Accidents. 

Serendipity. Mutation. Evolution.  

“Honour thy error as a hidden intention,”says 

Brian Eno in his Oblique Strategies cards. It’s 

advice for life for any generation. And in 
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those days Mister Redmouth was without a doubt 

a Monkey Out Of Time. A Renaissance Ape who 

might perhaps have done better for himself in 

the days of pulp; the days when Spillane topped 

the magazine lists, the Shadow whispered long 

into the night and Lester Dent churned out a 

Doc Savage novel every single month for more 

than a decade; writing his heart to a full stop 

for two cents a word in the name of a hero he 

never made. 

Mister Redmouth thinks he has a lot in common 

with the heroes of pulp fiction. Not the heroes 

of the fiction, mind you. The heroes of pulp 

fiction who created the heroes of pulp fiction, 

the writers who kept them breathing when every 

fibre of commonsense screamed, “Must... get... 

real job... make... a... living!”  

Mister Redmouth identifies, empathises with 

Lester and with the Doc. A genius in the body 

of Hercules. Redmouth the Magnificent. He knows 

he has a destiny; like Cassandra, knows the 

hour and manner of his own demise. And indeed 

there may be similarities. For the Ultimate 

Adventurer in the history of fiction met his 

end not by a villian’s clever device or cruel 

intention but a womens’ magazine. Good science 

fiction has it’s own contemporary equivalent of 

Street & Smith’s Mademoiselle. It’s called 

Doctor Who; it has gadgets and villains; it 

says PULP FICTION in large friendly letters on 

the box... but Mister Redmouth knows better. 

Mister Redmouth opines that in lampooning the 

pulp that gave it birth, Doctor Who today not 

only bites the hand that feeds, but also the 

throat, before proceeding to consume alive in a 

terrifying feeding frenzy the entire bloody 

corpse. 

I of course have my own opinion; one I regret 

my contract with Mister Redmouth (signed in 

blood over my first born’s crib) prevents me 

from writing here. 
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Meanwhile back in the day, Mister Redmouth 

began to compose for characters gradually 

spinning into different orbits. Orbits that 

might have been... if the original writer’s 

guides had not been developed in the way we all 

came to know and love. I think he truly 

empathised with the Character of Sue (Bridget, 

Mandy) in these passages; bastard, bitter, 

chain-smoking offspring of James Dean’s 

Fifties. The Decade of Dreams. The decade when 

the future was all rocket packs and silver 

catsuits and anti-gravity pets. Of course for 

Sue (Bridget, Mandy), Cliff and Lola there was 

no future. In Mister Redmouth’s head their 

dream had become a waking nightmare. The 

universe had popped like the Weasel. 

Mister Redmouth’s monstrously misanthropic 

monkey-mind had fired up the engine on Hell’s 

own Carnival Train. Playerless, the calliope 

howled and bayed, the Carousel ran wild in the 

black night, and we were all aboard for the 

ride of our lives. 

 

 

n28 
 

The madness continued long into the night, 

night after night. By this time the days were 

getting hazy. I can’t remember eating, 

sleeping, washing. My clothes stank. So did my 

hair. Something was happening to me. Something 

to do with the words... 

Have you ever seen John Carpenter’s In The 

Mouth of Madness? 

Something like that was happening to me. 

Mister Redmouth’s words were just words right? 

Just words on the page. Just black and white. 

No grey, no ambiguity.  

And yet... 

Something was happening. Those words were 

getting inside me... a virus... some kind of 
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plague, breeding inside me, breeding fevered 

ideas of my own. A pregnant Tardis? Where did 

that idea come from? I’m the Dr. Who fan, not 

Mister Redmouth. But I’m just the typist, 

right?  

Words, multiplying, scurrying around, hiding, 

breeding, somewhere between the dictation and 

the keyboard. But the only place between was 

me! My fingers. My mind. I was a test tube, a 

petri dish, an experimental incubator brimming 

with words, a breeding medium for grammar, 

context, syntax; unstoppable virus, infecting 

me and filling me until, swollen, fevered, a 

slopping bag of virus, I too hunched in 

drooling monkey-madness over the keyboard long, 

long into the moon-drenched night.  

Weeks passed, months, and slowly the truth 

started to filter through the fluttering viral 

rag I was becoming. If I did not do something – 

and soon - there would be nothing left of me. 

Just the words, the ideas, spreading to infect 

an unsuspecting world.  

A crisis point was approaching. I thought I 

might have a month. Maybe that long, maybe a 

little less. I shuddered every time I thought 

of what might happen if I could not cure myself 

of this sickness of language before Campaign’s 

delivery deadline. 

What might happen 28 days later. 

Finally, through palsied hands, fevered brain 

and bloated, fish-belly eyes there came a 

realisation. It burned white hot inside me. 

Fever or cure I could not tell. But I knew what 

it meant. Yes, indeed. And I knew what I had to 

do.  

If the world was ever to know safety, that 

damn book was going to have to die. 

And so was Mister Redmouth. 
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Now then... where did I first get the 

impression the Ship might be alive? Oh yes... 

Robert Sloman’s The Time Monster. I was always 

fascinated by the throwaway exchange between Jo 

(“The TARDIS is telepathic?!”) and the Doctor 

(“Why yes of course, Jo, how else would they 

communicate?”) [My paraphrasing.] It opened a 

door through which a glimpse of almost anything 

could be had. If the TARDIS was alive, then it 

followed that it had needs, could multiply... 

all that funky human stuff. Suddenly the TARDIS 

was much much more than a machine. This two-

line exchange was the basis for the last bit of 

fan fiction I wrote (Pendulum) which Jonathan 

Way published in Cosmic Masque some time around 

the late eighties, very early nineties. The 

premise of Pendulum was this: that Time Lords 

had a three stage life cycle. 1: Infant; 2: 

Adult; 3: Ghost. The life cycle worked this 

way: A time lord was born. They spent a certain 

amount of time as the organic component of a 

TARDIS, being chauffered around the universe 

and mentored by an Adult (ie: the Doctor, say.) 

When the Infant was ready, the TARDIS was 

recalled to Gallifrey and underwent a second 

“birth,” this time as an adult. They then spent 

their next thirteen adult lives chauffering 

infant Time Lords around in TARDISes. Then they 

too were called back to Gallifrey for a third 

“birth,” this time into an elder form, a ghost. 

Rassilon was such a ghost, I imagined, lost to 

the average Time Lord citizenship but forever a 

policy maker in the deepest heart of the 

society. Infants were learners, adults were do-

ers, and Ghosts were deciders. And no-one ever 

“died.” All Time Lords were eternal, with each 

personality accessible forever if you knew the 

appropriate rituals.  

Looking back on this idea now it’s clear that 
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some of my thinking stems from human cultures 

which revere the ghosts of family ancestors, 

often keeping rooms for them to occupy in the 

family houses, and consulting them on the day-

to-day business of family life as much as they 

ever had when the dead ancestors were “alive.”  

A decade later, some of this thinking 

filtered into Campaign. Snippets I managed to 

sneak past Mister Redmouth’s totalitarian 

regime while I was trying to plot a way of 

murdering him without paying for the crime. The 

notion swam around in my subconscious, as ideas 

often do, surfacing eventually as the idea that 

the Ship might give birth to the universe if 

the crew would only wait long enough. 

Of course there’s a certain amount of 

metaphor going on here as well. Combine this 

idea with the previously stated idea that the 

TARDIS was itself a metaphor for the human mind 

and the sum of the parts can perhaps be seen as 

a commentary on human learning. 

What universe could we not create given 

sufficient imagination? 

Funky huh? 

One of the things I like about Campaign on 

reading it back is the way that the ideas in 

the book, the concepts, are sort of woolly... 

it makes them eminently join-together-able... 

like velcro, or – no, better still, like 

Sticklebricks. (Remember them?)  

As a kid, what I loved about Sticklebricks 

more than Lego or Meccano was that they fitted 

together in non-logical ways, ways that 

would’ve had the designers of Lego or Meccano 

running crying back to their mummies. With Lego 

and Meccano you could build real things, 

objects and mechanisms rooted in real mechanics 

and architecture. With Sticklebricks, on the 

other hand, you could build impossible things. 

Things whose roots lay almost exclusively in 

the imagination. 



 274 

All of the written works sporting my name are 

either Lego or Meccano. All except Campaign. 

Campaign is a great fat juicy box of 

Sticklebricks. You can open the box, shake out 

the bits, join them together, rip them apart 

and re-join them together, configuration after 

endless, impossible configuration, each one as 

real and functional as the reader’s imagination 

permits. 

BTW, sometime between Pendulum and Campaign, 

I proposed the ideas about TARDISes and the 

Gallifreyan life cycle to Peter Darvill-Evans 

at Virgin. He thought (and rightly so) the 

whole thing was just too fantastic (and indeed 

problematic) for offically sanctioned 

spinoffery and so we never spoke of it again. 

 

 

n30 
 

The argument in this chapter between Cliff 

(Ian) and Lola (Barbara) as seen through 

Mandy’s (Susan’s) eyes draws heavily from a 

particular moment in my own childhood.  

I was about 12 or 14, I think, and I remember 

walking into our living room as Mum and Dad 

were arguing about something (probably quite 

inconsequential). I remember being really upset 

that they were having at each other like 

cutlass-wielding Pirates and I remember totally 

blowing my top about it, accusing them of being 

stupid and selfish and why wouldn’t they think 

of us kids and just figure it the hell out and 

then just shut the frag up.  

I stormed out of the room, slamming the door 

in the face of twin expressions of genuine 

surprise and some amusement from my parents.  

It felt odd to stand up to people so much 

older than myself, especially considering how 

much harder (near impossible, let’s be honest) 

I found it in later life to stand up to Mister 
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Redmouth’s ever-expanding literary insanity. 

But in its own way it was also a feeling of 

great liberation. The breaking of near-

unbearable tension as the storm finally hits; 

the moment your knuckles connect with the slab-

like cheek of the school bully and an infinity 

of choice narrows to just the fight.  

I remember every bone in my body vibrating, 

every muscle buzzing with... well something. 

Some feeling that went beyond words, whose 

nearest equivalent I experienced a couple of 

years later when accidentally grabbing hold of 

a live electricity wire in an open wall-socket. 

Later on, of course, Dad apologised to me in 

that deeply responsible way all dads seem to 

have. But by then I felt embarrassed as hell 

and just wanted to forget the whole thing had 

ever happened. 

So I took this memory, yanked it slimed and 

dripping, like an old boot from the lake of 

memory, and stuffed it more or less wholesale 

it into Mandy’s feelings for her teachers and 

grandfather.  

It was a pretty easy chapter to write.  

Mister Redmouth wanted in of course, and he 

took the memory and performed upon it a little 

of his own unique brand of monkey-bones-

surgery. But (curiously for such a rampant non-

collaborator) he didn’t mess with it overly 

much.  

It was at times like this that Mister 

Redmouth was capable of demonstrating almost 

inhuman sensitivity. (But then he never was 

fully human, of course, his awful 

transformation having stopped far short of that 

condition.) And it was around this time too 

that I began to realise how hard it would be to 

kill him. 
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It was also around this time, roughly three 

quarters of the way through the first draft, 

and with the realisation that to survive the 

process I would have to murder both my muse and 

our bastard offspring in cold blood, that a 

measure of peace descended upon me like a 

blanket of snow on a furious highway, cooling 

and calming the petroleum-snorting meccano 

fever, yet at the same time laying the seeds of 

a softer, wetter, more treacherous betrayal. 

A mate of mine (Yo Arf!) had mentioned to me 

that you could buy Font CDs with handwriting 

fonts that were modelled on the handwriting of 

famous murderers. Arf and me thought that was 

pretty sick but we still laughed our asses off. 

I mean, what, people bought this shit? 

Oh yes indeed they did. And not just murder-

junkies either. 

Anyway, there’s no murderer fonts in 

Campaign, just everyday scribbly handwriting 

fonts that looked to me like they might have 

been the scratchings of people grown old and 

weary and desperately close to madness. It’s 

true Mister Redmouth smeared me with monkey-mud 

pie for a month when I refused to type the 

whole book in Ted Bundy’s handwriting but 

that’s just a measure of how sick he had 

become, how far the along the road from muse to 

monster his transformation had brought him. 

Excuse notwithstanding, for a month I resembled 

nothing so much as Brer Rabbit’s smug, silent 

nemesis the Tar-Baby. 

Most of the fonts in Campaign came from the 

free download section of a fabulous site called 

“Acid Fonts” (Google it) and it was after a 

week or two of no publishable copy that I 

realised what an unrepentent font-junkie I am. 

Oh, I can literally spend hours previewing 

fonts for a sentence, obsessively seeking out 
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the best way of presenting a concept. I don’t 

eat, drink, wash... 

Joy, Ren! 

 

 

n32 
 

So.  

Here it is folks. 

The answer you’ve been waiting for as long as 

Alexander was at war. 

This is it. 

The keystone chapter of Campaign’s apparently 

contentious ending.  

Many reviews (including this essay) have 

commented on the ending of Campaign. The ending 

where the whole book was just a game the TARDIS 

crew were playing.  

Look again. 

Here’s the truth, fellow travellers, a fish 

meal in newsprint, all neatly wrapped up in the 

spuming madness of Chapter 32: 

There are no Doctor Who, no companions, no 

author, no readers; except where such things 

exist as part of a game which is a metaphor for 

the higher-dimensional structure of a living 

mind composed (but only in part) of the entire 

universe that you and I (and the Doctor and 

Co.) perceive as real. One to which the TARDIS 

will at some point after the book’s end give 

birth and which, like life everywhere, will 

eventually ask those questions of which we are 

all so fond: Who am I? Where do I come from? 

What is my purpose? 

Its answer, like that of any intelligent 

life, will be to generate games and fictions 

through which it can examine itself and its 

relationship to the world of its birth. 

We, both you and I and Campaign and 

everything in it, are those fictions. 
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OK, take a breath.  

 

Thaaaaaat’s it.  

 

Better now? 

 

Here, revealed for the first time to my 

knowledge is the intended, definitive, 

internally consistent, post modernist 

interpretation of Campaign. 

Anyone who figured it out before I did (ie: 

about 2 minutes before writing this paragraph) 

please award yourself five gold stars and a 

beer stein of Barman’s Best Old Horizontal the 

size of Nebraska. 

 

 

n33 
 

For an author (even a humble monkey-whipped 

hemi-secetary such as myself), commenting on a 

work created not just eight years but an entire 

millennium and half a career before, can be as 

hard and frustrating as that of a geologist 

sifting the Arizona Badlands inch by inch for 

dinosaur bones, panning a continent–sized 

tonnage of dirt for a few golden grains of 

geological truth. 

It can also be as rewarding. A fossil bone, a 

new species; an animal no paleontologist has 

ever found; a tiny fragment of historical 

truth, shining up from the dust. 

Here’s a little thing I discovered about 

myself while panning chapters 33 to 36.  

I like working outside. If I could I’d write 

all day under a brolly in the sun. Thing is my 

laptop screen’s not up to the job. And the 

pupil in the human eye has a tendency to 

squeeze shut in protest when confronted by 

dangerously bright light sources, ohh, say, 

like the Sun for example, making it very hard 
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to see safer, more dimmerer light sources, like 

a laptop screen. 

Net result: the only way I can work outdoors 

is to stick a blanket over my head. 

A fact which has curious and circular 

resonance because, as kid of 9 or 10, my 

summers were invariably occupied in a deckchair 

in the garden, covered with an old woolly 

blanket which filtered sunlight into disco-

coloured blobs and beams, a Hugh Walters book 

balanced on my knees being my window to the 

world, a salad-cream sandwich clutched in one 

hand and a sweating glass of ice-cold milk in 

the other. I had outgrown my Coal Bunker HQ you 

see and anyway, at nine, was a bit too big to 

squeeze through the narrow concrete hatch. And 

as for pretending old toothpaste tubes were in 

fact the tubes of concentrated food so 

important in the adventures of Blue Peter’s 

Bleep and Booster... well.  

That was just kidstuff. 

Wasn’t it? 

 

 

n34 
 

You can keep your sugar and spice, your snails, 

your puppy-dog tails.  

Campaign is rammed with images that resonate 

for me. Mazes. Museums. Glass cased history, 

lost and found. English summers. Walking 

through pollen like a Victorian pea-souper on 

the banks of the Frome, mirror-still under a 

fat yellow sun. Caves. Time’s graffiti, 

wallscrawl in blood and soot. History, filtered 

through time’s prism and fanned out in a 

peacock parade for our entertainment and 

illumination. 

These are the things this author is made of. 

Mister Redmouth, of course, was cloth of a 

very different cut. Sir Redmouth of Old 
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Eastonia. Renaissance Ape. Sculptor with a big 

stone club. Bam-Bam and no Pebbles to play 

with. For him the act of creation was one of 

bludgeoning, invasive violence. Whatever 

Frankenstein change he’d gone through left his 

mind expanded, true, but the changes to his ego 

were even more horrifying.  

Redmouth the Mad; Madmouth the Red.  

Behind that one nacreously staring eye the 

dead marched, a zombie army, ranks swollen by 

their own victims, feeding on all that was good 

in the world and turning it bad, bent to the 

single idea that change, however violent and 

unconsidered, could only be for the best. 

The jungle, red in tooth and claw, given 

drive and purpose and the ability to think; 

covetous reason, the monster unbound. 

Sitting in St George’s Park by the carefully 

sculpted Victorian boating lake, tented in 

blankets and observed only by curious summer 

ducks, I thought of mazes and museums, of 

history scrawled on the walls of caves, and I 

bent my mind to the murder of my muse.  

 
Crowned to the altar comes the bull. 

The sacrificer stands. 

 

How could I guess it would all go so 

terribly, horribly wrong? 

 

 

n36 
 

The Ducks know.  

There was a duck in my Big Finish Bernice 

Summerfield short story A Bell Ringing in an 

Empty Sky. Well, there was a picture of a duck, 

my homage to the god of flights of fancy. There 

was a duck in that story but the Editor took it 

out. I got the feeling he thought I was being 

frivolous. As I write this I have just proof-
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read a chapter of a new BF book about Benny in 

which the creator of Benny opines (somewhat 

plaintively) that I only ever seemed to do 

“something odd” with her. But this is my very 

modus operandi. Jack is just a talking head 

unless you let him pop out of the box from time 

to time. Then he’ll take on new life and become 

more real. People do behave out of character 

sometimes. Especially when they get old and 

mad. And then the madness becomes their 

character. It’s called growth, or in fiction, a 

character arc. And ducks, being quackers, are 

(so I remember thinking) a symbol for madness. 

Bernice was going a little mad in that story. I 

was going slightly more than a little mad with 

Campaign. Bernice was no longer quite herself. 

Nor was I. 

But I digress. 

 

 

n37 
 

Iteration. 

The name of the game. 

Cars do it. People do it.  

Cats and dogs and birds and bees do it. 

That, as the saying goes, is life. 

The opening paragraphs in this chapter derive 

from an aborted story I was mulling over as 

work on Campaign began. Paragraph 2 is a direct 

quote from the story. Paragraph 1 is an 

observation that the contents of para 2 are all 

that remained of that story. Paragraphs 3&4 are 

both a direct statement of the surviving para 2 

being all that remained of the original story, 

and at the same time a link to the way in which 

para 2 now had a new use as a metaphor for 

para’s 5&6 of Campaign. 

(Confused? Imagine me hunched in my little 

hovel trying to work it out from first 

principles without ever having been taught the 
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necessary skills to do so!) 

Three chapters of this story still exist on 

my system. They’re dated just prior to Campaign 

being comissioned. I stopped work on the story 

to type up Campaign for Mister Redmouth. Things 

got sticky then, of course, as they are apt to 

do when you are dealing with new kinds of work 

and hard taskmasters such as Redmouth Esquire. 

The story was abandoned but not before the 

seeds of the idea had sprouted in my head, a 

new iteration, nurtured by the re-use of that 

one good paragraph, into a fully blown concept 

for an original novel. 

The title of this story is Skaldenland. By an 

odd coincidence I was writing that story for 

eight years and I’ve just finished. If Campaign 

is a funky little g-class star then Skaldenland 

is a full-on hypernova – an explosion so big 

the gamma flash, if you buy the hype, can show 

us the beginning of the universe itself.  

How about that for a Taste of Things To Come? 

I think I’ve got enough time to publish 

Skaldenland before the long walk to the 

scaffold. And I’m pretty sure it’ll hit the 

news stands to fair applause.  

I just don’t think I’ll be there see it.  

 

 

n37 
 

Oohh, the bitter lemony twists that irony 

slips...  

 

 

n38 
 

... into the cocktails of our lives. 

 

 

n39 
 

Aaahhh... here it comes... the foreshadowing of 
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that unsatisfactory ending that isn’t really 

the end, but just the start of something a 

little bigger.  

I’m not sure when this chapter was written. 

But it must have been near the end because of 

its allusion to The Game of Me. (Which title 

itself is a dangerous homage: there were a 

couple of issues of Sandman I didn’t think were 

up their own arse, but A Game of You was not 

one of them. It was just too good a title to 

resist lampoonerising.) 

And this is the odd thing about writing, 

isn’t it? At least about the kind of writing I 

have done ‘til now. It’s not particularly 

original. It’s based on other people’s scripts 

or other people’s characters or other people’s 

concepts. I mean you can have fun with it, but 

it’s all just swiping the sand from some other 

kid’s sandbox to build a bigger castle.  

Art is theft. The only point in moral flux is 

what you do with it once you’ve nicked it. 

A long time ago now, years before Campaign, 

while novelising (don’t you hate that word?) my 

chunk of ITV’s Cracker scripts I was faced with 

a choice:  

A) Ignore the dreadful factual errors that 

were inescapable concessions to commercial 

television making and just churn out a flashy 

piece of merchandise. 

B) Fix the errors, steal the ideas and Build 

a Bigger Sand Castle.  

No prizes for guessing which box I ticked. 

There were lots of reasons, the biggest being 

that I cared about the concept and the 

characters. I didn’t want readers to feel 

cheated as I had so often while reading tie-

ins.  

I remember reading movie adaptions like ET 

and Star Wars and The Abyss and Terminator (the 

Randall Frakes / William Wisher version) and 

thinking wow, these books were written by 
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people with love in their hearts and a Midnight 

Monkey playing trampoline with their heads. 

Maybe I was wrong. Maybe they just needed a 

quick buck, just the way Steve Cole had accused 

me of when I originally pitched Campaign to 

him. (See my companion essay – Getting Your 

Head Stuck in the Tar Baby.) Equally likely was 

the idea that the film-makers had hired a Name 

Author to make their book a vanity publishing 

project. (Oh, say, in the same way Isaac Asimov 

was hired to novelise Fantastic Voyage, a 

script he hated by his own admission (I LOVE it 

BTW). A riff on the stunt-casting theme used so 

often in Dr Who. 

Either way the books were a terrific read. At 

the very least the work of craftsmen incapable 

of writing poorly, at the most a round-trip to 

the most fabulous of worlds. 

When the time came, this reading experience 

informed my own writing. I had read tie-ins, 

good tie-ins - but I had also read bad ones, 

and I knew which I wanted mine to be.  

Clearly I liked the original ideas or I 

wouldn’t have been able to do the books. Liked 

them so much I wanted to make them over, make 

them mine. Claim them, steal them. It was the 

Monkey in me you see, clawing and scratching to 

get out, cawing his shrill blackboard demands 

into my bleeding ears through endless moon-

drenched midnights.  

The Monkey that made Campaign. 

Mister Redmouth, whom I now knew I must kill. 

 

n40 
 

So here’s the first page (p170) inspired by 

Alfred Bester’s Golem100. I’d had this page in 

my head for for a while now – ever since 

working in Lewisham Borough Council print shop 

at the age of about 22. 

Actually that’s not strictly true. I had a 
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funky riff on this image.  

A page filled with the word “trapped” with a 

space in the middle with a single phrase of 

dialogue: “help.” 

Like this: 

 
TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED help TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 
TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED 

TRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPEDTRAPPED  
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See? 

This is a case of show and tell. Let the 

words do what they say. A style Bester was 

quite brilliant at. Trapped-help  was my first 

real attempt at this sort of writing. Years 

later it turned up in Campaign, heavily  

(iterated) 

modified as the image you see on p170, where 

the subject take the form of two lines, “Oh GOD 

it’s INISDE Me.” And “Oh it’s GOD inside me.” 

Line 2 qualifies line one rather neatly and 

both together take the shape of a crucifix 

walled by the word “help” which of course, 

qualifies the combination of lines one and two 

again by letting us know how the person 

undergoing this moment of epiphany feels about 

the experience. Six words to describe a 

multitude of layered information and feeling 

you could only just squeeze into a paragraph 

the size of this one.  

Neat huh? 

P170 is my favourite page in the whole book, 

partly because it predates Mister Redmouth’s 

screeching involvement but mostly because it 

survived his awful death. 

 

 

n41 
 

They say the Devil’s in the details. They say 

the devil’s in the throw of the dice.  

That’s what they say. 

Me? I have a different theory. 

Here it 

 

 

n42 
 

What you’re looking at is a layman’s 

translation of the high-order machine code for 

the Game of Me. (If it was a machine. And if it 

was a game.) 
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n43 
 

p169 & 171-2 were BASTARDS to draw. You try 

doing anything clever – anything at all – with 

Microsoft Word. If there were any justice in 

the world it would be Gatesy sitting here in 

ths cell awating execution for murder, not me. 

 

 

n44 
 

London’s Burning. Not the popular and rather 

good HTV drama. The rather less popular and 

more torturous exercise in contrapuntal 

counterrythm (?) of the same name. 

Who wrote it? If they weren’t already dead 

I’d blooming well kill them. 

Quit laughing, gawddammit! 

And don’t tell me you never sang London’s 

Burning in school, embarassed as hell and so 

far out of time they need a TARDIS to find you, 

because I know damn well you did. 

Me too.  

And in my case there was an added devil: Mr 

Royle, our music teacher, who would 

unhesitatingly smack you over the head with a 

huge red and yellow plastic concertina in the 

shape of a mallet which he affectionately 

referred to as “Big Bertha” if you didn’t give 

that bloody song your absolute last breath of 

effort every single line.  

*shudders with horror* 

The mallet didn’t hurt. Oh no. It just made a 

sound like a dying goose. 

!!!HOOOOOAAAAAAAAAANKKHH!!! 

Jesus. 

This chapter is dedicated with no love and 

much returned sarcasm to the most outrageous 

couple in Woolwich Polytechnic Boys School. For 

the hard of thinking among us, that’s Mister 

and Mrs (Big) Bertha Royle. 

*shivers* 
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n45 
 

Well as you may imagine I was bemused to learn 

there were characters in the Dr Who annuals who 

(nearly) shared my surname. A bit of high 

adventure for them seems not inappropriate! 

 

 

n46 
 

Like the Mortimers in their London home, Mister 

Redmouth burned in the night. Burned like the 

London of which he wrote. Burned like the 

cackling demons of gold. I could only wonder 

what child-thoughts he devoured with molten 

ferocity even as his blackboard voice directed 

my blistered fingertips across the keyboard in 

new and ever more dangerous flights of fancy... 

 

 

n47 
 

... iterative deaths, scattered acoss the 

nacreous sky of his festering imagination like 

suns. If only the ideas, buring like stars, 

could have cleansed like fire...  

 

 

n48 
 

... easing the burden of that festering mutant 

monkey-mind...   

 

 

n49 
 

... but he was lost, and I was lost with him. 

Lost in maze of our own making. A maze of 

possibility and imagination which blazed no 

less brightly than London once had, which clung 

and fused, melting passion and intellect, the 

flesh from desire’s bones. 

Was it a game for him? 
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Did we lose a turn? 

I only wish I knew. 

 

 

n50 
 

HISTORY 
Make it or be it 

 

Remember those posters? They were all over 

town not so many years ago. 

 

GREAT SLOGAN 
What’s it advertising again? 

 

Buggered if I know. 

Consider Aristotle: highly intelligent, 

humorous, a genius; and yet with an overriding 

social and racial arrogance derived from that 

very same genius which indirectly shaped the 

world.  

Its odd, isn’t it, the way history paints 

certain characters in such extraordinarily 

vivid colours? I wonder who among this 

generation might be painted in such colours? In 

truth I also wonder if the history being 

genetically modified though the twentieth and 

twenty-first centuries by ever more stratified 

layers of class structures and ever more poorly 

administrated education systems will even be 

capable of spawning an audience who are 

anything but blind to history’s rich palette. 

Then again what value do we place on such a 

palette if all it paints is the desire to be 

remembered while cleverly de-emphasising any 

and all reason why we should be remembered? 

History: make it or be it.  

Mister Redmouth’s philosophy. 

Not mine. 
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n51 
 

I’m not sure when chapters 50 & 51 were 

written, or quite when the idea arrived that 

Aristotle might have deliberately sabotaged the 

Tardis in order to rewrite history in his own 

image. I imagine it must have been late in the 

process (and backstory) since there are 

references to the death of Alexander.  

So late in fact that by now Redmouth’s fly-

blown corpse must have been mouldering in the 

basement of my writer’s hovel for some while, 

intriguing the local rat population and 

beginning to disturb the neighbours with its 

own peculiar (though not entirely piquant) 

bouquet. 

In the absence of my muse, I may well have 

been exploring the idea of re-introducing a 

little straightforward historical drama into 

the story, or perhaps even the idea of an 

epilogue of some kind, a piece I could use in 

conjunction with Alexander’s declaration of 

godhood in the prologue to bookend the novel.  

Though I’m pleased with the writing in these 

chapters, I can tell the thinking was muddy. 

The guiding light which had burned so brightly 

in Mister Redmouth had now been snuffed, and I 

was once again working by guttering 

candlelight.  

I had been reading a book about Aristotle and 

there were some fine passages in it, extracts I 

felt might make excellent drama. But the job 

was harder than I thought and clearly I wasn’t 

up to it in my newly divorced capacity. One of 

the quotes attributed to Aristotle, “Poetry is 

more philosophical and of higher value than 

history,” began to suggest itself not only as a 

means and method by which Aristotle might have 

repaired the T.a.r.d.i.s. within the context of 

the story but also, when taken with Bester’s 

quote, “Science Fiction is the last remaining 
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outpost of free literary expression in our 

damned conventional culture,” as a spine from 

which to hang the writhing flesh-nest of 

fiction-vipers that was Campaign.  

There are days now, many grey, rectangular 

days, in which I contemplate the barred view 

from my tiny concrete window and wonder whether 

I should not have spent so much time plotting 

the murder of my muse as finding a cure for his 

particular brand of monkey-madness.  

It did not occur to me until very recently 

that I had the medicine all along. All I really 

needed was a bucket of sugar to ease on down 

the yellow brick road. 

How ironic that I could not see that then, 

when it might have saved both our lives. 

 

 

n52-73 
 

OK, sports fans, this is the moment, right here 

in chapter 52. This is where my Monkey died. 

This is where Redmouth the Damned bought a farm 

in a tiny corner of some field on some planet 

orbiting some sun that wasn’t ours. 

Suicide. 

Physical intimacy. 

Sexual jealousy. 

Incestuous love. 

Shagging in churches. 

Sure as God made little green apples these 

things were not going to make it into any 

officially published draft of Campaign.  

Even now I find them a disturbing read.  

I must therefore admit being torn on my 

opinion. 

On the one hand, given fiction is a vessel 

for emotional communication, these chapters are 

pretty virtually flawless. On the other hand... 

are they just the splashy flamboyance of an 

author from whom the shackles of editorial 
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control had finally been loosed?  

I recently wrote a passage in a short story 

(Fearful Symmetry – in Shelf Life) in which 

terrorists set off a “race-gender-bomb” to 

eradicate the differences between humanity 

finally and forever, only to spawn an even more 

bizarre evolutionary divergence. Just yesterday 

I heard on the radio of an American gentleman 

who’s written a book postulating that in the 

future people of mixed race will not only be 

more attractive but fitter and smarter, because 

they are able to access a wider genepool of 

positive genetic attributes! The bomb has 

already detonated. Arthur C. Clarke was right 

all along. “If any of you are still [just] 

white... [or just black or brown, men or women, 

gay or straight...] we can cure you.” 

So.  

Genetic upgrade: threat or promise? 

Do we really need a great big melting pot, 

big enough to hold the world and all it’s got?  

Do we really want to churn out homogenised 

product by the score? 

I expect whatever we feel now about these 

ideas for our future will mostly be determined 

by our moral standpoint and not by any rational 

viewpoint no matter how logical or commonsense. 

The closer we get, human nature being the 

skanky beast it can often be, the more our 

moral standpoint will have to change. I wonder 

what future generations will think of the kinds 

of ideas in these chapters, the uptight freaks 

who wrote them. Will those generations to come 

have fulfilled the dream of the sixties and 

bent like the Willow? Or snapped like the rigid 

Oak, smashed flat by a social storm which the 

rusting away of the last shackles of Victorian 

morality will release? 

Hell, maybe I’m just a prude. Maybe Mister 

Redmouth was the real adventurer. But look 

where that got us. Him pushing up the daisies, 
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me waiting for the high-voltage shock of my 

life. 

All I know is this: everything dies. Even 

ideas, though being demonically viral the 

persistent little buggers are apt to survive 

their hosts for some considerable time. 

Everything dies because without death there can 

be no change. And without change what are we 

left with? 

That’s right. 

Crappy human repeats & merchandising to 

match. 

 

n74 
 

Without death there can be no change. 

I murdered Mister Redmouth at midnight 

following chapter 52. Came upon him as he 

snored great gurgling monkey-snores, buried 

deeply in REM sleep and happily dreaming of 

what unholy future for Campaign I knew not; 

bludgeoned him to death with his own book press 

– a heavy oak and wrought iron Victorian 

monstrosity I would later use to produce the 

first hundred or so self-published copies of 

the novel he died to bring into the world. 

For anyone who has a copy of those first 

hundred or so hand-made copies... that’s not 

tea staining some of the pages. 

I murdered him at midnight, and buried the 

stinking corpse in my basement. 

Chapter 74 is his epitaph. Appropriately 

enough since it is a chapter in which change 

begins both in the story of Campaign and in its 

writing process. 

The last sentance of that chapter was a last 

minute addition to the novel – the last words 

written in fact. 

 

The Game of Me was over.  
All I had to do now was 
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t0 
 

... bury my monkey? 

... find a life to follow the book? 

The truth was, it was finally over. With 

Redmouth dead and the novel finished a world of 

infinite possiblities lay before me, as it had 

lain before the characters of the novel. 

I could wax lyrical about them but this is 

not the place and I do not have the time. 

Now all those possibilities have narrowed to 

one. 

They’re putting on the helmet. Water from the 

sponge trickles down my neck. It’s not cold. 

Talk about life imitating art. 

 

 

n1-2 
 

Change hurts, am I right?  

What hurts worse is standing still. Repeating 

the same old patterns over and over again; 

dislocating your arm so you can pat yourself on 

the back and pretending you’re a right clever 

dick for managing the trick. Often the process 

is so insidious you don’t even know you’re in 

pain. If you survive the process long enough 

sometimes you even get to celebrate the pain, 

embracing it and living in symbiosis with it. 

Pretty soon you’re unable to live without it. 

And then it’s easier to maintain the status quo 

than embrace the delicious agony of change. 

Case in point: me and my Monkey. 

But everyone has a Midnight Monkey, am I 

right? Novelists, Editors... TV Producers.  

Change is a natural process and in that 

respect iteration is the key to evolution as 

well as a pretty good word to describe it. A 

good book, like any good idea, is one whose 

contextual interpretation is forever open to 

change. As I sit here in my grey rectangular 

room, locked away from the world for embracing 
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change, contemplating a last meal of humble pie 

n’ chips and awaiting a very different flow of 

electricity through my brain, I submit to you 

that the novel Campaign is such a book. How 

could it fail to be when based on such an 

inspiring and well-observed concept? 

In my darker moments, awaiting my own most 

irreversible of changes, I wonder what 

unmarried parents Sidney Newman and Verity 

Lambert would be thinking around 7-ish on 

Saturday nights around this time of year, of 

their bastard offspring? 

Jack Savoretti nailed the answer as well as 

anyone, I guess, in his song Dreamers. 

 
“Whatever happened to the dreamers? 

“They always looked beyond the sky. 

“And saw a world they could believe in.  

“But only when they closed their eyes.”  

 

Jack Savoretti said that and now so am I. 

Close your eyes. Let the dream live. 

It won’t hurt for long. 

 

 
Jim Mortimore 

Earth, Nr moon, March 01 – May 35, 2007 
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An Author’s Confession – Part 2 

 

 

 
Give the name away. 

Brian Eno 
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I 

FIRST BLOOD 

(The Author Always Gets the First Word) 

 

From the Wolves of Fenric Website (c.2000From the Wolves of Fenric Website (c.2000From the Wolves of Fenric Website (c.2000From the Wolves of Fenric Website (c.2000----ish?)ish?)ish?)ish?)    

BBC Books have snubbed top author Jim Mortimore. 
Jim’s previous books have all been highly acclaimed and his 

work goes far beyond Doctor Who with books on Cracker and 
Babylon 5 to his name as well as novels in the pipeline for 
Farscape and work for TV both here and in the States. 

His Doctor book, ‘Campaign’, has been finished and handed in 
to the BBC… but they have rejected it after his months of hard 
work. The Wolves of Fenric were sent copies of correspondence 
that went between the author and the BBC to show the 
inconsistencies in their approach. 

Jim Mortimore has been kind enough to send us a copy of his 
book after we contacted him about the correspondence. He 
confirmed to us what has happened and gave his permission to 
present an exclusive extract on this site (see the link below). 

Seeing the book has given us the chance to review the work and 
we are sure that any fan who got the chance to see it would be as 
impressed as we are. 

The novel relates a complex story involving the first Doctor, 
Ian, Susan and Barbara. Set solely inside the TARDIS, and told 
through the use of flashbacks, the time travellers find that the 
outside universe has gone – has it been destroyed? As the crew 
grows old, they struggle to make sense of the situation – for 
instance, could their recent experiences with Alexander the Great 
be the catalyst that caused the problem in the first place?  

Then there's the question of why their memories don't 
correspond – why they remember different versions of past events, 
and even remember being different people. 

The book is, in our opinion, truly superb. It harks back to the 
Hartnell days of true experimental science fiction that challenges 
the mind, and is reminiscent of "The Edge Of Destruction", as well 
as such classic historical stories as "The Aztecs". It works on many 
different levels too, and would have been a fantastic addition to 
BBC Books.  
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In correspondence sent to Jim, series Editor Justin Richards 
says that he didn't 'get' the book, that it doesn't fit within the range 
as it currently stands and needs work to make it appropriate for the 
readership they are after. 

The original sender of the correspondence points out that these 
comments mean that they want to 'dumb down' the range of 
books. The correspondence goes on to ask for a variety of changes. 

These included more structure (it is already intricately 
structured and to move things around would spoil the book); more 
development in the earlier part of the book (any more would have 
given the ending away); and expanding upon – or losing – the 
Alexander story (the big one - to expand would have ruined 
everything that was going on, and to lose it would have cut the 
book down to… well, about 2 pages!). 

Jim was also told to introduce the 'where the universe has gone' 
mystery earlier – it's actually in Chapter One! 

In the correspondence Justin keeps saying that he does like it 
("This is good. I like it. Campaign is a clever, inventive novel that 
plays some interesting typographical and narrative tricks on the 
reader.")! So it's a great book and the BBC like it, but don't want to 
publish it. 

However, as followers of the range know, Jim was quite late 
delivering the book. We contacted both Justin and Jim and asked 
them to put their points of view. 

Justin Richards told us: "Since I am not a BBC employee or 
spokesperson, I cannot give you an 'official' position or statement. 
But basically the reason Campaign was cancelled was because the 
author failed to fulfill the terms of his contract." 

Jim Mortimore went into more detail. We had asked him about 
the delays and his contractural obligations. He said:  

"1: I wrote the book. 2: I delivered the book on the final agreed 
deadline. 3: The book was a legitimate development of the 
synopsis agreed, just like the other published books I have written. 
4: I was given an opportunity by the editor, Justin Richards, to 
discuss editorial changes, some of which I agreed with and some of 
which I attempted to discuss, 5: Instead of continuing the 
discussions in which I was invited by Justin to participate, [THE 
COMPANY] cancelled the book. 

"On the other hand- 
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"Fact: Steve Cole comissioned the book on 14th of June last 
year. The agreed deadline was 16th of September. 

"Fact: I did not receive the promised contract, merely an email 
stating that, "[THE COMPANY] no longer issues contracts to 
authors before the terms of the contract have been agreed." 

"Fact: when I asked what the contract terms were, [THE 
COMPANY] did not know, and had to find out. 

"Fact: As a result of this delay I did not receive the 
SIGNATURE ADVANCE payment until the last week of August, 
approximately nineteen days before the final manuscript was due 
to be delivered, according to the terms of the contract. 

"Fact: When I tried to negotiate terms of the contract [THE 
COMPANY] stated simply that it "did not negotiate any terms in 
the contract because it never negotiated terms in the contract." 

"Fact: when I tried to explain the situation to Justin (then the 
new editor) and ask for an extension of up to two months to 
complete the book, he stated in an email that he "did not want to 
know about my problems." He stated angrily that I had left him 
with two books to edit in the same month and actually swore in 
the email. 

"Fact: Shortly before receiving the reply from Justin I received a 
phone call from [THE COMPANY] stating I could have an 
extension on the delivery deadline. 

"Fact: Shortly afterwards I developed dental problems which 
required several surgical appointments. I asked for an extra 
extension.  

"Fact: During September 1999 I received an email from BBC 
WORLWIDE stating that Campaign could be swapped with a 
book by Paul Magrs which had been delivered and accepted. 

"Fact: Less than a week later I received a letter from Ben Dunn 
stating my book had been cancelled because, due to, "continuing 
problems I had left them without a title to publish." 

"Fact: Not only did these two letters flatly contradict each 
other, but the [terms of the] cancellation letter did not follow the 
form as laid out in the contract and therefore [THE COMPANY] 

was technically in breach of contract. (With 20:20 

hindsight it’s obvious this is very debatable. 

– JM 2008.) 

"Fact: the cancellation was rescinded less than a fortnight later 
and a new delivery deadline was agreed of the 24th of Jan 2000. 
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The book was written and delivered as agreed, to this new 
deadline. 

"Fact: no DELIVERY ADVANCE was paid. 
"Fact: when asking why, I was told in an email from [THE 

COMPANY] that the advance could not be paid until the 
manuscript had been checked, editorial changes had been asked 
for, completed by me and accepted by Justin Richards. 

"Fact: When asking in Feb this year why this extreme and 
pedantic measure should be the case, Ben Dunn stated that he 
didn't understand why I felt it was a problem to spend three 
months writing a book without either a contract or a signature 
advance. “None of our other authors have a problem with this. 
Why should you?" were his words. 

"[THE COMPANY] cannot fairly or professionally 
administrate its own contracts. 

"And it is amply clear that the party who could not fulfil their 
contractual obligations in in this case was not me, but [THE 
COMPANY]." 

Without seeing the manuscript, it is hard to decide whether it is 
publishable or not. We have tried to be objective here but, aside 
from all the behind-the-scenes problems, it's just a shame that fans 
may not be able to see this great book.  

Well, it's up to fandom to decide. This is sure to become the 
'missing story' of the book line, the ‘Shada’ of the literary side of 
Doctor Who. Do read the extract (remember it is out of context) 
and see what you think. Hopefully it will see print somehow. 

We have a special poll on this subject and we also welcome 
(sensible) comments via email, which we may pass on to the 
relevant parties. Do feel free to contact BBC Books yourselves and 
make your support known (in a polite way only!). 

We will keep you informed of any developments... 
 

 

... as indeed we now have. 

Call me naieve but I like my work. It’s a 

great job. But in pitching and writing Campaign 

I’d tipped my hat to the Tar-Baby. I’d like to 

blame that smug sonofabitch and his beer-buddy 

Brer Fox for the disaster which followed but 

the truth is a different story. I was old 
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enough and ugly enough to know better. But I 

still threw that first punch.  

I’d tipped my hat to the Tar-Baby. Everything 

that followed was my own damn fault. 
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II 

The Pitch 

(Tyre-Kicking the Professional Way) 

 

I am lazy.  

I admit it. I am a tyre-kicker 

extraordinaire. A pro-former performer par 

excellence. There’s nothing I like better than 

to slob out in front of a good bit of TV with a 

stack of sarnies, a box of Pringles and a 

bottle of pop. Oh yeah. I’m a fat, lazy, 

unshaven, out of condition, smart-arse, good-

for-nothing tyre-kicking dole-scum bastard. 

Thing is though... 

I can write. 

And all the dole-scumming, tyre-kicking, 

sarnie-stuffing, lazy-arse, good-for-nothing 

johnny-no-mates sofa parties are where I get my 

ideas. Not my best ideas, you understand, nor 

even my worst ideas.  

ALL my ideas. 

I am the exact and total opposite of 

Alexander of Macedon. (Scratch that - to be 

exact we are both “great” however the 

contextual definitions of that word may differ 

somewhat.) 

So anyway, here I am. Eight years almost to 

the day that Campaign first blipped onto my 

long range scanners. Eight years. That’s how 

long Alexander was at war. Eight years. Eight 

years during which I wrote this one book, got 

my ass canned from two Dr Who licencees for 

telling the troublesome truth, and did a bit of 

other random tyre-kicking to boot.  

What did Alexander do with his eight years? 

Built a bloody world, that’s what. Defined a 

bloody civilisation, that’s what. 

I tell ya, some days I could crash on the 

sofa in the Pringle-crumbs and just cry. 

* 
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Campaign was pitched to BBCW editor Steve Cole 

in March 1999. It followed on the heels of The 

Eye of Heaven and Beltempest and would have 

been my fourteenth official novel.  

And as I recall it now with the 20-20 

hindsight provided by my special prescription 

Rose Tinted Sunners, this is how the whole damn 

mess began... with Michael Wood’s fabulous 

documentary series “In the Footsteps of 

Alexander the Great”, with a stack of sarnies 

and a bottle o’ pop... 

...on the sofa. 

I was 37, as smug as Sunday, with upwards of 

a million professionally paid up words to my 

name – and one cocky fist well and truly jammed 

in the Tar Baby’s head.  
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[EDIT – Jim quotes extensively from 

email correspondence during this 

section. He has agreed to the removal 

of approx 4000 words of this material 

and its replacement with summarised 

content. If readers are interested in 

checking out the novel and full 

unexpurgated version of the extra 

material, an uncut version is 

available from the publishers, 

Pyrrhic Pressure as a second 

(limited) edition hardback. Contact: 

jimmortimore4bigfinish@fsmail.net 

 

So: Campaign began life in March 

1999, with a simple story idea from 

Jim Mortimore to Steve Cole at BBC: 

"Had a thought about a story the 

other day. Have you had any 

concerning Alexander the Great? I 

wonder what the world might be like 

if he hadn't died before conquering 

India..." 

However, this was considered to be an 

alternative universe story, not a 

desired story type, and turned down. 

[It was about this time that the BBC 

was kicking off the Faction 

Paradox/Time War arc, interestingly 

enough.] 

And so, Jim tried again with an 

alternative story idea: 

 

Other People's Secrets 

Jim Mortimore 
A trail of dead Somali fisherman, a Greenpeace Investigator 
and an Italian Secret Service Agent lead the Doctor and friends 
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to a terrifying plot: A secret consortium of US, French and 
Italian businesses has used the famine crisis to buy land in 
Somalia and is secretly dumping toxic waste. The discovery of 
nuclear fuel rods starts a trail leading back to Russia, to an 
imprisoned Naval Captain accused of selling military secrets to 
Greenpeace, and more than a hundred abandoned nuclear 
submarines rotting on the beaches around Murmansk. In 
Somalia the death toll is rising while multiple meltdown in the 
northern hemisphere could change the world's climate and 
ecology forever. Humanity faces slow destruction: only the 
Doctor can stop it. 
 

Although there wasn't much response 

coming on that idea, Jim continued to 

prod, also going back to his previous 

idea: "Since there's a lot of mileage 

to be had in a straightforward 

adventure... how about doing a 

straightforward historical where the 

Doc & co get caught up in Alexander's 

adventures chez Persia et al?" 

Finally Steve got back with a 

preference for the historical idea 

(he wouldn't let Jim do both, 

prefering to get one out then go onto 

another). Thus focus was given to the 

burgenoing Burning Artemis. Why that 

title? As Jim explains: 

"How about calling it: Burning 

Artemis (after the temple which 

legend has it burned down the night 

'is lordship woz born? I reckon it'd 

make a swell first Doctor, Susan (or 

Vicki). Ian and Barbara story. If 

this sounds OK I'll let you have a 1-

page thumbnail (fingers and arm 

optional) by next Monday.?" 

The thumbnail (or rather "a finger 

and hand") soon followed: 
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Burning ArtemisBurning ArtemisBurning ArtemisBurning Artemis    
bybybyby    
Jim MortimoreJim MortimoreJim MortimoreJim Mortimore    
    
ProloguePrologueProloguePrologue 
356BC: Alexander is born to the accompaniment, so legend has it, 
of the burning of many temples, including that of Artemis... 
 
Part One: MacedoniaPart One: MacedoniaPart One: MacedoniaPart One: Macedonia    
While visiting Macedonia in 347BC  the Doctor is enticed by King 
Philip to provide part of his son's education. The Doctor is unable 
to resist. Ian, Susan and Barbara think he is making a mistake, that 
his interference might change history but the Doctor will not listen. 
He argues that when on Earth they are part of history and 
therefore cannot change it. Circumstantial evidence surrounding 
Philip's murder soon suggest the Doctor may be wrong. Ian, Susan 
and Barbara each demand a chance to fix the damage, but cannot 
decide on which period of Alexander's life would be the right time 
to try. With the TARDIS rendered briefly functional by Aristotle 
(much to the Doctor's disgust) the Doctor drops each companion 
off in a different time to try to correct the perceived mistake. 
Fearful, but unwilling to admit they may be right, the Doctor stays 
at the royal court to see how history unfolds around Alexander the 
Great. He joins Alexander's campaign and will feature during the 
Persian Campaign interacting with each of his companions. 
 
Part Part Part Part Two: PersiaTwo: PersiaTwo: PersiaTwo: Persia    
(these storylines will be intercut appropriately) 
Barbara elects to be deposited in India towards the end of 
Alexander's campaign, after he has conquered Persia. Her hope is 
that the civilised and enlightened culture here will provide her with 
the best possible mechanism for assessing Alexander and 
correcting any mistakes from the Doctor's legacy. But the Indians 
have raised an army of three hundred war elephants and are 
making serious preparations to repel the invasion. Barbara is 
unable to avoid the fighting, escaping the general slaughter only by 
posing as a handmaiden of Alexander's young Persian wife. She 
tries to help when the King's son falls ill but cannot and he dies. 
Shortly afterwards she is shocked to learn she is to be executed. 
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But not as shocked as she is when she discovers Alexander's "wife" 
is really Susan! 
 
Ian joins Alexander's invasion force midway through the Persian 
Campaign. He allows himself to be recruited into the army. Ian 
proves his worth in a fight, though and is quickly accepted by the 
soldiers. The only problem is that now he is part of the army 
structure, he cannot get close to Alexander to check things out 
without being perceived as a spy or an assassin. He has to rise 
through the ranks, proving himself with Herculanean deeds during 
gruelling marches and battles, until he is accepted and trusted by 
Alexander. He manages to do this, though he earns the distrust 
and jealousy of Alexander's lover Hephaestes when Alexander 
takes a shine to Ian in more than just a laddish way. This section 
of the story culminates in Ian taking the position of bodyguard 
when Alexander storms Persopolis and and Ian is apparent killed, 
along with Hephaestes.  
 
Susan joins the Campaign as Alexander is moving on Samarkand. 
Pretending to be a Persian princess she hopes to create a 
diplomatic relationship with the King and use persuasion to turn 
him from any possible mistakes. She reckons without Cleitus, a 
trusted soldier who was part of Philip's court when the Doctor and 
his companions were there. Cleitus recognises her and denounces 
her as a spy, possibly even a demon. Alexander, though, has 
become quite attracted to the political ends served by a marriage to 
a Persian princess. He is assuming more and more Persian 
qualities and becoming more and more arrogant with each victory. 
A drunken brawl begun by Susan as a way of deflecting attention 
from herself results in Alexander running Cleitus through with a 
spear. With Cleitus dead Alexander makes plans to move on with 
the campaign. He is even more embittered now, more power mad, 
but even so, he is still a charismatic man. When he approaches 
Susan with an offer of marriage, she thinks it may be the only way 
to compensate for the damage she herself has done by interfering... 
 
Part Three: IndiaPart Three: IndiaPart Three: IndiaPart Three: India    
The invasion of India begins. It's a terrible time for Alexander. 
Bucephalas, his war horse, beloved since childhood, is killed in 
battle. Alexander himself is gravely wounded more than once. All 
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the time he senses a presence around him; something 
supernatural... the presence of the Gods perhaps? He slowly 
becomes aware of four figures, flitting through his life... ghosts 
from the past he previously thought dead. Ian, Barbara, Susan... 
the Doctor, his old childhood tutor. Spurred on by the terrible 
jealousy of his father's accomplishments, Alexander begins to 
make mistakes. He assumes his four friends are demons, since he 
believed them dead. He plans to execute them. During this time 
we learn that Alexander, spurred on by his mother Olympia was in 
fact responsible for his farther's murder... finally Ian manages to 
influence the army sufficiently that they will not follow Alexander 
into India. Acting as spokesman, Ian tells Alexander he always 
promised he would not rule as a tyrant. Alexander finally sees 
sense and agrees to halt the invasion. But he returns via the most 
dangerous of desert routes as a form of punishment for his men, 
knowing that in all likelihood more than half of them will die... 
 
EpilogueEpilogueEpilogueEpilogue    
The Doctor opines that history never left it's proper track, and that 
they were all part of the events that really happened. He wants to 
return to the TARDIS and leave. Ian and Barbara do not. And 
Susan is suffering very confused emotions about the young King. 
They convince the Doctor that it is only respectful to be with 
Alexander at the bitter end... his death, in Babylon, of a burning 
fever contracted during a drunken party. 
    
The EndThe EndThe EndThe End 

 
 



 309 

At this point there was a slight 

communication breakdown, with Steve's 

original reply going missing and a 

rather more rushed version supplied 

instead. Points were raised about the 

story, in particular Aristotle fixing 

the TARDIS, about the TARDIS crew 

being in history potentially changing 

it (although it turns out to be 

unchanged), the crew acting out of 

character and that Jim wasn't 

invested in the story except as a 

source of money. Perhaps it would be 

better just going for one part of the 

campaign? 

Jim responded with very interesting 

points on the characters: 

 

[Steve,] there’s ample precedent for the 

characters acting the way they do. The Doctor 

is irascible, arrogant, misguided and 

manipulative in every story from the Daleks 

onwards. He gambled the TARDIS away to Kublai 

Kahn in Marco Polo. He stole the damn thing in 

the first place. He buggered the fluid link in 

the Daleks. He misprogrammed the TARDIS in Edge 

of Destruction and nearly killed everyone. He 

is shown time and again to be exactly the sort 

of man to take a delighted if misplaced 

fascination in interacting with one of the most 

famous historical figures. The interplay 

produced between him and Aristotle would have 

been justified... since both were scientific 

geniuses though Aristotle was a complete racist 

who assumed Greek supremacy over the barbarian 

world while the Doctor is the very icon of 

libertarianism and equality. The fact that 

Aristotle would have been clever enough to 

suggest a way of making the TARDIS work would 

have provided a light touch and also clouded 



 310 

the Doctor's mind slightly; enough to provide a 

red herring for the readers that he might 

really have been wrong all along... even though 

he turns out to be right in the end. 

Similarly, far from acting out of character, 

Susan would have learned from her experiences 

(Marco Polo) of the historical context of 

political marriages, and would have seen the 

unique political opportunities offered to her 

as a possible marriage partner to Alexander, 

especially since anyone with half a brain could 

see he had no intention of shagging her since 

he was into boys (so much so that even his 

mother was reduced to procure mistresses for 

him!) Also, you may not realise this but Susan 

almost perfectly fits the history book 

description of the Persian princess whom 

Alexander really did marry; a "teenager of no 

more than fifteen years given to dancing and 

wild flights of fancy and 'occultism'." (refer 

that to the original character description of 

Susan in the programme's writer's guide. ref: 

The Sixties.) 

As a historian Barbara would have headed for 

the most civilised culture with a view to using 

intellectual persuasion on Alexander should a 

change in his timeline have been necessary. Her 

compassion would have DEMANDED she try to save 

his son (see Aztecs). Ian would have used his 

strength and wit to gain Alexander's trust. 

Ref: the Lion. His feelings about bisexuality 

could have provided a good forum for modern 

viewpoints, seen through a sixties mentality. 

I submit, therefore, that in their 

relationship with the Doctor and their 

assumption that he was wrong to provide part of 

Alexander's education, his companions would 

have been proven wrong. The Doctor's argument 

that they are already a part of established 

history and therefore unable to change it (ref: 
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The Crusaders, as stated by the Script Editor 

David Whitaker) would thus have been confirmed. 

In short the characters are shown to be 

acting within established bounds... with room 

for interesting interplay as shown by the time 

they had spent apart... and also, I might add, 

with the precise setting you required, ie: NOT 

an "alternative Universe" story. ie: The only 

alternative-ness here is in their minds. And 

they are wrong. Our perception of their 

adventure would be one in which it was always 

possible for history to go wrong because, for 

them, it was still their own personal future. 

[Compare this with the later novel 

The Time Travellers, which looked at 

the idea of the personal future being 

extremely different to how we know it 

turns out.] 

I would therefore refute in the strongest 

terms your assumption that I was "slotting in 

the TARDIS bunch into history in the way that 

was easiest and most convenient to (me) rather 

than making history work to (my) ends by 

crafting a good solid story." I would state 

rather that I have spent a month reading 

history texts and watching documentaries in 

order to research the historical facts required 

to allow the characters to have a legitimate 

view of history which the they can INTERPRET as 

being wrong because that is realistic plotting; 

showing a realistic character making a mistake 

and moving forward from it. Realistic 

motivation and development is the key to "good, 

solid stories." I humbly submit that to say 

that you felt my "dear sweet Jimboish heart 

wasn't in this one" merely shows you can't see 

how a thumbnail may develop and be shaped by 

editor and writer together to form a solid 

novel with good market potential. Open your 

eyes buddy. 
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Secondly, in passing: 

You write: "I kind of get the feeling you see 

a WHO book as a means to a quick bit of cash to 

tide you over." 

If the above passage does not amply show why 

I take exception to such an unprofessional and 

poorly reasoned statement, then I might add 

that the reason I take a LONG TIME to write 

these books is because I CARE PASSIONATELY 

about them. They are not a source of "quick 

cash" because they are not only NOT QUICK to 

write but the pay rate is frankly laughed at 

everywhere in the professional publishing 

world. The money is SHIT and we both know it, 

so don't pull that crap on me OK? Your 

statement is not only arrogant as hell, but it 

clearly shows that you yourself are guilty of 

the very thing you're accusing me of: lazy 

thinking! 

Thirdly, a general point, but an important 

one: 

So far I have shown every possible 

professional courtesy to you, as writer to 

editor. I have produced unpaid work to your 

requirements; I have made changes to novels 

where practical and provided good reasons where 

I have not done so; reasons which you have 

supported and which we have both been proven to 

have shown good judgement by the reviews and 

(presumably) the sales figures. I have never 

felt the need to quote my own reviews to you to 

convince you I'm right on a point (until now 

that is), rather I'll make a statement of 

intent (such as this one) to a professional 

level showing why I chose to do what I did the 

way I did it. 

BUT... 

I find I have a constant fight on my hands to 

stop you taking the most inventive, creative, 

imaginative story format and crushing it into 

the most ridiculous and contextually absurd 
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soap opera mould (see innumerable, interminable 

fan-writer e-mails re continuity). 

So with reference to your last point... to 

take a single moment in history and write a 

story based around it is, at the very least, 

simply not using the novel format to its best 

advantage. As I'm sure you're aware, TV stories 

did this because on average they had the 

equivalent of about ten thousand words of plot 

in them. That's why the TARGET novelisations 

are so short. These new novels have up to 

eighty thousand words as an editorial 

requirement. With this reason alone it should 

be obvious that such a story will be extended 

beyond its natural length and therefore become 

boring, and therefore affect sales figures.  

In short, Steve, it seems to me that you are 

making every effort to solicit from me the most 

mundane incarnation that a story such as the 

one I propose could take. Why are you doing 

that? Give reasons. Don't say, "Because I'm the 

editor," or "Because I think they're better 

like that." Those are not reasons, those are 

spurious excuses from someone too busy with 

freelance projects to bother about being 

responsible to the job in hand. You know, it 

would be so easy to produce a story such as 

that you describe: 

A royal court intrigue during the weeks 

leading to Philip's death, and the revelation 

that Alexander was responsible. 

The sacking of Persopolis. Alexander's 

massacre of an entire townful of Greeks 

decended from those who aided Persia in their 

original attack on Macedon and thus sparked 

Alexander's wars of revenge against Persia. 

The tragedy of a teenage bride bringing the 

man who conquered the civilised world to the 

edge of peace... and failing, with the death of 

their son. 
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We could pick Alexander's conflict with his 

own generals when they refused to fight with 

him in India, or we could dramatise his retreat 

through the desert, showing how many of his 

most loyal men were effectively murdered for 

disobeying him. That's four ideas in as many 

seconds. My book can do all this and more. 

I mean, come on: this is history. It's a HUGE 

canvas. Don't squash it. Don't take only one 

bite of the meal. 

You know what? I was really excited by the 

potential of this storyline, and I hoped you 

would be too. To require that I take all of 

this potential and throw it away in favour of 

one moment in history is like asking the Doctor 

to tie himself to one planet, in one time for 

four years. I know you know I could do it; but 

think of what you and the readers would miss 

out on: an epic adventure... a romance... a 

comedy... tragedy of Greek proportions played 

out on the canvas of the civilised world... 

we'd see Alexander develop from a boy into a 

man, not frozen in one moment of his life... 

we'd see the growth of the Doctor and his 

companions... would you kill all of that for 

the sake of a FORMULA? 

Come on. Doctor who is an exploratory format. 

That's how it got it's original audience. Don't 

make it a soap opera. 

Steve, you and I have worked together in the 

past and I feel you have supported some 

excellent ideas. I like you, mate. You're one 

of the good guys. Let's do this. Let's try it 

my way. I really believe in this project. Think 

back to the way you felt when you first got the 

WHO editor's job. Remember how excited you 

were? How you wanted to shape it and breathe 

life into it? Don't kill what you gave birth 

to. Doctor Who is alive today because of YOU. I 

could do this story for any publisher, as a 

historical, a fantasy, you name it. I might if 
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I was lucky earn big bucks at it (historicals 

are going for about 15-25 grand now I think, 

even for first timers). My agent once told me 

if I had written the Babylon 5 Novel I did as a 

mainstream Sci-fi he could have put it 

alongside Greg Bear on the bestseller lists. 

(Greg Bear used to write Startrek books, 

remember?) I want to do it as a WHO because I 

believe that is the best medium for the story, 

for all the above reasons. And because I love 

WHO. I love its potential. And because I 

believe this is the best incarnation for this 

story I just ain't gonna do it any other way. 

So come on. Whaddaya say? 

Apologies were made, and attention 

was returned to the matter at hand, 

that of Burning Artemis. Steve was 

still concerned about the Aristotle 

angle, the fix being unjustified 

(basically, too easy a plot point to 

get the rest of the story going), and 

perhaps a Random Terrible Accident 

instead, which were not 

unprecedented. 

On the other hand, unprecendented 

could also mean "unoriginal", and 

that was something Jim wanted to 

avoid. 

Your suggestion about having a time-space 

accident splitting up the crew is a good one - 

it does the job - but it feels a bit artificial 

to me. You see it happen all over the place; 

Virgin did it a lot, and  reviews sometimes 

comment on it at the expense of the original 

elements of the story. 

I can dig that we need a new gimmick to split 

them up, no probs there. And I'll have a good 

old think about keeping them in pairs or 

whatever... It's a bit restricting, and it's 
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why I wanted the first part of the book set 

where it was... you get them together... you 

get them apart... you get twice as much groovy 

adventure for your money. And also we don't get 

to see quite so much of the historical 

setting... 

Hey, I know... what about this? 

What about if Ian sort of *strongly suggests* 

to the Doctor that he let Aristotle help him 

but it all goes wrong... the TARDIS can remain 

buggered, obviously, and if we start the book 

after the character split has occurred we can 

do some cool intercutting back and forth in 

time (see EYE) while making the readers wait to 

find out how the split eventually occurred... 

that way all the sections, including the 

assassination of Philip and the revelation of 

Alexander being responsible, can come towards 

the end of the book... we get a more tightly 

structured plot which would appear less messy 

than the previous one, even though the story 

content would remain essentially the same, and 

so hopefully overcome your objection there. 

As to the other stuff you mentioned... I'm 

down with all of that. Be as specific as you 

like - I can incorporate any sort of character 

motivation because the characters are so damn 

good and rounded to start with. Placing the 

story in the reign of terror gap is also no 

problem. It's a story I like and It might be 

fun to allude to it occasionally. 

Anything else before we do another breakdown? 

Steve still was uncertain around how 

an ancient Greek philospher could fix 

something like the TARDIS, to which 

Jim brought up an example from the 

series. 

I'm not sure I agree about your doubting this 

aristotle fixing the TARDIS lark. I agree it's 
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a bit weak as it stands, but how about if we do 

this: 

In Logopolis the Doctor planned to fix the 

TARDIS by using a bunch of guys with Abacuses! 

The implication was if you could describe 

something mathematically, then you could shape 

it (and therefore fix it) - an adjunct to 

modern Complexity Theory, right? Maths. Now who 

invented mathematics? 

The Greeks, right? Probably some good buddies 

of... hey! ... Aristotle. See where I'm going? 

What if we tie the Aristotle thing in with some 

neatly gathered greek mathematicians, have the 

Doctor jolly them along a bit, in the process 

giving Ptolemy (Alexander's boyhood chum) the 

idea for - guess what? – a LIBRARY (at 

Alexandria), but still have it all go wrong, 

because they're either not up to the task or, 

more likely, because their measuring of the 

TARDIS (see Logopolis) was done with bits of 

string and yardsticks rather than the accurate 

plastic tape measure that the Doctor and Adric 

later used. 

I think it's a neat solution, a legitimate 

continuity reference the fans will love, a 

homage to another of my fave episodes, a good 

use of local colour, and a wonderful chance to 

see the Doctor's chancy methods exposed. Not 

only that but, since he messes up, it gives a 

good hint that his companions may right in 

assuming he has made another error in educating 

Alexander, thus supporting and driving the 

central idea of the story. 

Lemme know if you like this idea. When we've 

bent it into a suitable shape I'll plug it into 

the expanded proposal I'm working on and bung 

it up to you. 

And with this, Steve okayed the next 

stage of a more developed story 

outline. Two versions follow: 
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A Doctor Who AdventureA Doctor Who AdventureA Doctor Who AdventureA Doctor Who Adventure 
"Burning Artemis""Burning Artemis""Burning Artemis""Burning Artemis" 

bybybyby 
Jim MortimoreJim MortimoreJim MortimoreJim Mortimore 

 
ProloProloProloProloguegueguegue 
Alexander, lost midway through his Persian Campaign, follows 
water seeking animals through the desert to the Oasis at the Oracle 
of Ammon, where he is declared by the local Priest to be an 
Egyptian God. 
 
Part One: In the Shadow of OlympusPart One: In the Shadow of OlympusPart One: In the Shadow of OlympusPart One: In the Shadow of Olympus 
While visiting Macedonia in 347BC  the Doctor is enticed by King 
Philip to provide part of his son Alexander's education. The 
Doctor is unable to resist. In line with his cosmopolitan views, the 
Doctor decides the most important thing he can teach the young 
Alexander The Great is compassion - i.e.: that his real tutor 
Aristotle, though a genius in philosophy and science, is in fact a 
terrible racist responsible for instilling in Alexander the will to 
conquer the whole of the then known world and subjugate it to 
slavery.  

Ian, Susan and Barbara think the Doctor is making a mistake, 
that his interference might change history. With her knowledge of 
history, Barbara points out that if Alexander understood more 
about human nature because of the Doctor's teachings then he 
could be even more effective as a general. His army would not 
mutiny at the borders of India - he would conquer that country, 
move out into the world and conquer that as well. The real 
Alexander died by the time he was thirty. But he could reasonably 
have expected to live twice that long. The Doctor's interference has 
given Alexander the very real possibility changing the entire course 
of world history. 

The Doctor thinks Barbara's theory is nonsense and will not 
listen. He argues that when on Earth they are part of history and 
therefore cannot change it. (ref: The Crusaders).  

Events soon prove the Doctor may be wrong, as Alexander uses 
techniques taught to him by the Doctor to tame Bucephalas, a 
magnificent war horse no adult has ever managed to control.  

Now sure the Doctor has definitely made a mistake capable of 
altering the Earth's history, Ian, Susan and Barbara each demand a 
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chance to fix the damage, though they cannot decide on which 
period of Alexander's life would be the right time to try. The 
TARDIS is rendered temporarily functional by Aristotle, who uses 
shadows and string to measure the Ship in every dimension and 
rudimentary mathematics to reconfigure it to be functional (just as 
the Fourth Doctor tried to do when he and Adric asked for the 
Logopolitans help, ref: Logopolis). Rather bad-temperedly, the 
Doctor drops each companion off in a different time to try to 
correct his "mistake." The changes Aristotle helped to make in the 
TARDIS were temporary and have now broken down, making it 
even harder to steer than usual. The Doctor returns not to his 
starting point but to the beginning of Alexander's Campaign, 
where he discovers to his horror that Alexander and his mother 
Olympia were guilty of assassinating King Philip. Obviously he 
has not changed history. But now he has to rescue his companions 
from the time periods in which they are trapped. The only way he 
can do this is to join Alexander's Campaign and live through the 
intervening years, reaching each of his companions in "real time." 
 
Part Two: ThePart Two: ThePart Two: ThePart Two: The Blood of his Ghosts Blood of his Ghosts Blood of his Ghosts Blood of his Ghosts 
Barbara elects to be deposited in India towards the end of 
Alexander's Campaign, after he has conquered Persia. Her hope is 
that the civilised and enlightened culture here will provide her with 
the best possible mechanism for assessing Alexander and 
correcting any mistakes from the Doctor's educational legacy. But 
the Indians have raised an army of three hundred war elephants 
and are making serious preparations to repel the invasion. Barbara 
is unable to avoid the fighting, escaping the general slaughter only 
by posing as a handmaiden of Alexander's young Persian wife. She 
tries to help when the King's son falls ill but cannot, and he dies. 
Shocked to learn she is to be executed for her "mistake", Barbara at 
last understands she was wrong to think the Doctor's instruction 
changed Alexander's personality. But still she's not as shocked as 
she is when she discovers the person pleading for her life to be 
spared; Alexander's "wife"; is really Susan! 
 
Part Three: The Little StarPart Three: The Little StarPart Three: The Little StarPart Three: The Little Star 
Susan joins the Persian Campaign mid-way through, as Alexander 
is moving on Samarkand. Pretending to be a Persian princess she 
hopes to create a diplomatic relationship with the King and use 
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persuasion to turn him from any possible mistakes. She reckons 
without Cleitus, a trusted soldier who was part of Philip's court 
when the Doctor and his companions were there. Cleitus 
recognises her and denounces her as a spy, possibly even a demon. 
Alexander, though has become quite attracted to the political ends 
served by a marriage to a Persian princess. He is assuming more 
and more Persian qualities and becoming more and more arrogant 
with each victory. Susan tries to get Alexander drunk in order to 
get him to see her way but tragedy ensues: Alexander and Cleitus 
argue about who wants the best for the army and Alexander runs 
Cleitus through with a spear. With Cleitus dead Alexander makes 
plans to move on with the campaign. He is even more embittered 
now, more power mad, but even so, he is still a charismatic man. 
When he approaches Susan with an offer of marriage, she thinks it 
may be the only way to compensate for the damage she herself has 
done by interfering. But before she can get a chance to accept or 
refuse, the army encounters a town full of Greek descendents - 
sons and daughters of those Greeks who betrayed Macedonia by 
helping the Persion King Xerxes invade Macedonia a hundred 
years before - and the very reason for Alexander fighting this war 
of revenge against them now. Even as Alexander begins to 
negotiate with the townsfolk for food and water, his army are 
encircling the walls of the town, planning to slaughter everyone 
inside. Susan tries to persuade Alexander to stop, but history is 
against her. He cannot. He will not. His revenge is paramount. It is 
then that Susan realises the Doctor has not taught Alexander 
anything about compassion and that Barbara was wrong to suggest 
he might have changed history. But it's too late for recriminations 
now. The army advances in a killing frenzy into the town - among 
them, Susan sees with horror, is Ian. 
 
Part Four:Part Four:Part Four:Part Four: The Voice of his GodsThe Voice of his GodsThe Voice of his GodsThe Voice of his Gods 
Ian joins Alexander's invasion force early in the Persian 
Campaign. By now Alexander has exchanged his weapons for 
those of Achilles at the Temple of Athena, and visited the Oracle 
of Apollo to seek advice from his gods. Here the spring, which 
according to legend dried up at the time of the Persian attack on 
Greece 150 years before, suddenly floods into life, and the voice of 
Apollo foretells Alexander will become Lord of Asia.  
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Alexander's army is camped on the plains outside the town of 
Helikarnassos. The fighting here has reached a stalemate - neither 
side can win. Alexander cannot get in but Memnon and his 
mercenary generals cannot get out. Boredom is setting in and the 
soldiers are beginning to spend more and more time drunk, while 
waiting for one general or the other to make some kind of decision 
about what either army should do. 

Taking advantage of the lull in fighting, Ian tries to join the 
army. While trying to befriend an officer, Ian is sucked into a 
madcap attack on the town walls - a moment of drunken lunacy 
which results in hundreds dead on both sides as fighting breaks out 
again. Left for dead, Ian is taken along with the other corpses 
inside the city when the Ephialtes, one of Memnon's Mercenary 
Generals, fearing Alexander's might and wishing to demoralise his 
army, refuses to allow him to reclaim his dead. While in the city 
Ian manages to unearth a plot by Ephialtes to burn Alexander's 
seige towers and battering rams. Ian manages to sneak out of the 
city at night by way of the smashed walls, warning Alexander that 
two thousand men will be attacking with torches and buckets of 
pitch at first light. Forewarned, Alexander is able to repel the 
attack and the town falls under his control. Memnon flees leaving 
Alexander to continue his march along the coast and then inland. 

Now he's been accepted into the army and become part of its 
structure Ian has a new problem. He cannot get close to Alexander 
to find out if the Doctor's education was a mistake or not without 
being perceived as a spy or an assassin. He has to rise through the 
ranks, proving himself with Herculean deeds during gruelling 
marches and battles, until he is accepted and trusted by Alexander. 
He manages to do this, though he earns the distrust and jealousy of 
Alexander's lover Hephaestes when Alexander takes a shine to Ian 
in more than just a laddish way. This section of the story 
culminates in Ian and Hephaestes taking the position of shield-
bearer when Alexander storms Persopolis. Hephaestes is killed and 
Ian realised that Alexander's actions cannot be linked to the 
Doctor's teachings. But that knowledge is no use to him now: He 
has to fight like a madman just to stay alive. 
 
Part Five: In the Shadow of OlympusPart Five: In the Shadow of OlympusPart Five: In the Shadow of OlympusPart Five: In the Shadow of Olympus 
Now together again at last at the end of the Campaign, Ian, Susan 
and Barbara swap stories and explain how the Doctor saved each 
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of them from their life (or marriage) threatening situations. They 
all agree the Doctor was right and they were wrong. He did not 
change history. The Doctor dismisses their apologies - they have 
something much more urgent to plan: and that is how they will 
return to Macedonia to reach the TARDIS without being 
discovered by Alexander, for fear he will recognise them as people 
he thought killed during the campaign, and execute them as 
demons. 

Meanwhile, for Alexander the planned invasion of India is a 
terrible time. Bucephalas, his war horse, beloved since childhood 
has already been killed in battle. Alexander himself has been 
gravely wounded more than once. The army feel it is a fight they 
cannot win and are on the point of mutiny. They think in marrying 
a Persian Princess, Alexander has become the very thing he sought 
to destroy. They want to go home and see their families again.  

All this time, Alexander senses a presence around him; 
something supernatural... the presence of the Gods perhaps? Their 
shadows passing over him?  

He slowly becomes aware of four figures, flitting through his 
life... ghosts from the past he previously thought dead. Ian, 
Barbara, Susan... the Doctor, his old childhood tutor. He assumes 
his four old friends are demons, since he previously believed them 
dead at various times during his campaign.  

He captures them, planning to execute them after the successful 
invasion of India. 

But Ian manages to escape, and influence the army generals 
sufficiently that they will not follow Alexander into India. The 
army refuses to fight. Acting as spokesman, Ian reminds 
Alexander he always promised he would not rule as a tyrant. Then 
he waits to see what fate Alexander will decide for them. 

Alexander finally sees sense and agrees to halt the invasion. But 
he returns to Macedonia via the most dangerous of desert routes as 
a form of punishment for his men, knowing that in all likelihood 
more than half of them will die...  
 
EpilogueEpilogueEpilogueEpilogue 
The Doctor opines that history never left it's proper track, and that 
they were all part of the events that really happened. He wants to 
return to the TARDIS and leave. Ian and Barbara do not. And 
Susan is suffering very confused emotions about the young King. 
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They convince the Doctor that it is only respectful to be with 
Alexander at the bitter end... the man who conquered the known 
world dies in Babylon, of a burning fever contracted during a 
drunken party. Although they know they could never have 
changed history, the four time travellers cannot help feeling a little 
responsible, and guilty... 
 
The EndThe EndThe EndThe End    
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A Doctor Who AdventureA Doctor Who AdventureA Doctor Who AdventureA Doctor Who Adventure 
"Campaign""Campaign""Campaign""Campaign" 

bybybyby 
Jim MortimoreJim MortimoreJim MortimoreJim Mortimore 

 
(Amended as per Steve Cole's notes)(Amended as per Steve Cole's notes)(Amended as per Steve Cole's notes)(Amended as per Steve Cole's notes) 

 
ProloguePrologueProloguePrologue 
Alexander, lost midway through his Persian Campaign, follows 
water seeking animals through the desert to the Oasis at the Oracle 
of Ammon, where he is declared by the local Priest to be an 
Egyptian God. 
 
Part One: In the Shadow of OlympusPart One: In the Shadow of OlympusPart One: In the Shadow of OlympusPart One: In the Shadow of Olympus 
While visiting Macedonia in 347BC  the Doctor is enticed by King 
Philip to provide part of his son Alexander's education. The 
Doctor is unable to resist. As well as this opportunity to meet the 
young Alexander the Great, future conquerer of the known world, 
the Doctor wants to solicit Aristotle's help in fixing the TARDIS. 
The TARDIS is rendered temporarily functional by Aristotle, who 
uses shadows and string to measure the Ship in every dimension 
and rudimentary mathematics to reconfigure it to be functional 
(just as the Fourth Doctor tried to do when he and Adric asked for 
the Logopolitans help, ref: Logopolis). But when the Doctor 
succumbs to Alexander's charms and offers to take him for a test 
drive, the ship almost immediately breaks down, stranding 
everyone in different periods of history. While Alexander 
rematerialises back at the time of their original launch, The 
Doctor, Ian, Barbara and Susan are scattered throughout the years 
of Alexander's Persian Campaign. Now the Doctor has to rescue 
his companions from the time periods in which they are trapped. 
But without a functioning TARDIS, the only way he can do this is 
to join Alexander's Campaign and live through the intervening 
years, reaching each of his companions in "real time, before 
something too dreadfully serious happens to them.  
 
PartPartPartPart Two: The Blood of his Ghosts Two: The Blood of his Ghosts Two: The Blood of his Ghosts Two: The Blood of his Ghosts 
Barbara arrives in India towards the end of Alexander's Campaign, 
after he has conquered Persia. The Indians have raised an army of 
three hundred war elephants and are making serious preparations 
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to repel the invasion. Barbara is unable to avoid the fighting, 
escaping the general slaughter only by posing as a handmaiden of 
Alexander's young Persian wife. She tries to help when the King's 
son falls ill but cannot, and he dies. Shocked as she is to learn she 
is to be executed for her "mistake", Barbara is not half as shocked 
as she is when she discovers the person pleading for her life to be 
spared; Alexander's "wife"; is really Susan! 
    
Part Three: The Little StarPart Three: The Little StarPart Three: The Little StarPart Three: The Little Star 
Susan materialises mid-way through the Persian Campaign, as 
Alexander is moving on Samarkand. Pretending to be a Persian 
princess (referred to by Alexander as "Little Star") she hopes to 
create a diplomatic relationship with the King and use persuasion 
to turn him from any possible mistakes. She reckons without 
Cleitus, a trusted soldier who was part of Philip's court when the 
Doctor and his companions were there several years before. 
Cleitus recognises her and denounces her as a spy, possibly even a 
demon. Alexander, though has become quite attracted to the 
political ends served by a marriage to a Persian princess. He is 
assuming more and more Persian qualities and becoming more 
and more arrogant with each victory. Susan tries to get Alexander 
drunk in order to get him to see her way but tragedy ensues: 
Alexander and Cleitus argue about who wants the best for the 
army and Alexander runs Cleitus through with a spear. With 
Cleitus dead Alexander makes plans to move on with the 
campaign. He is even more embittered now, more power mad, but 
even so he is still a charismatic man. When he approaches Susan 
with an offer of marriage she thinks it may be the only way to 
compensate for the damage she herself has done by interfering. But 
before she can get a chance to accept or refuse, the army 
encounters a town full of Greek descendents - sons and daughters 
of those Greeks who betrayed Macedonia by helping the Persion 
King Xerxes invade Macedonia a hundred years before - and the 
very reason for Alexander fighting this war of revenge against 
them now. Even as Alexander begins to negotiate with the 
townsfolk for food and water, his army are encircling the walls of 
the town, planning to slaughter everyone inside. Susan tries to 
persuade Alexander to stop but history is against her. He cannot. 
He will not. His revenge is paramount. The army advances in a 
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killing frenzy into the town - among them, Susan sees with horror, 
is Ian. 
 
Part Four:Part Four:Part Four:Part Four: The Voice of his GodsThe Voice of his GodsThe Voice of his GodsThe Voice of his Gods 
Ian materialises among Alexander's invasion force early in the 
Persian Campaign. By now Alexander has exchanged his weapons 
for those of Achilles at the Temple of Athena, and visited the 
Oracle of Apollo to seek advice from his gods. Here the spring, 
which according to legend dried up at the time of the Persian 
attack on Greece 150 years before, suddenly floods into life, and 
the voice of Apollo foretells Alexander will become Lord of Asia.  

Alexander's army is camped on the plains outside the town of 
Helikarnassos. The fighting here has reached a stalemate - neither 
side can win. Alexander cannot get in but Memnon and his 
mercenary generals cannot get out. Boredom is setting in and the 
soldiers are beginning to spend more and more time drunk, while 
waiting for one general or the other to make some kind of decision 
about what either army should do. 

Taking advantage of the lull in fighting, Ian tries to join the 
army. While trying to befriend an officer, Ian is sucked into a 
madcap attack on the town walls - a moment of drunken lunacy 
which results in hundreds dead on both sides as fighting breaks out 
again. Left for dead, Ian is taken along with the other corpses 
inside the city when the Ephialtes, one of Memnon's Mercenary 
Generals, fearing Alexander's might and wishing to demoralise his 
army, refuses to allow him to reclaim his dead. While in the city 
Ian manages to unearth a plot by Ephialtes to burn Alexander's 
seige towers and battering rams. Ian manages to sneak out of the 
city at night by way of the smashed walls, warning Alexander that 
two thousand men will be attacking with torches and buckets of 
pitch at first light. Forewarned, Alexander is able to repel the 
attack and the town falls under his control. Memnon flees leaving 
Alexander to continue his march along the coast and then inland. 

Now he's been accepted into the army and become part of its 
structure Ian has a new problem. He cannot get close to Alexander 
to find out if the Doctor's education was a mistake or not without 
being perceived as a spy or an assassin. He has to rise through the 
ranks, proving himself with Herculean deeds during gruelling 
marches and battles, until he is accepted and trusted by Alexander. 
He manages to do this, though he earns the distrust and jealousy of 
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Alexander's lover Hephaestes when Alexander takes a shine to Ian 
in more than just a laddish way. This section of the story 
culminates in Ian and Hephaestes taking the position of shield-
bearers when Alexander storms Persopolis. Hephaestes is killed 
and Ian has to fight like a madman just to stay alive. 
 
Part Five: In the Shadow of OlympusPart Five: In the Shadow of OlympusPart Five: In the Shadow of OlympusPart Five: In the Shadow of Olympus 
Now together again at last at the end of the Campaign, Ian, Susan 
and Barbara swap stories and explain how the Doctor saved each 
of them from their life (or marriage) threatening situations. The 
Doctor dismisses their reminisces - they have something much 
more urgent to plan: and that is how they will return to Macedonia 
to reach the TARDIS without being discovered by Alexander. If 
he sees them he will recognise them as people he thought killed 
during the campaign and execute them as demons. 

Meanwhile, for Alexander the planned invasion of India is a 
terrible time. Bucephalas, his war horse, beloved since childhood 
has already been killed in battle. Alexander himself has been 
gravely wounded more than once. The army feel it is a fight they 
cannot win and are on the point of mutiny. They think in marrying 
a Persian Princess, Alexander has become the very thing he sought 
to destroy. They want to go home and see their families again.  

All this time, Alexander senses a presence around him; 
something supernatural... the presence of the Gods perhaps? Their 
shadows passing over him?  

He slowly becomes aware of four figures, flitting through his 
life... ghosts from the past he previously thought dead. Ian, 
Barbara, Susan... the Doctor, his old childhood tutor. He assumes 
his four old friends are demons, since he previously believed them 
dead at various times during his campaign.  

He captures them, planning to execute them after the successful 
invasion of India. 

But Ian manages to escape, and influence the army generals 
sufficiently that they will not follow Alexander into India. The 
army refuses to fight. Acting as spokesman, Ian reminds 
Alexander he always promised he would not rule as a tyrant. Then 
he waits to see what fate Alexander will decide for them. 

Alexander finally sees sense and agrees to halt the invasion. But 
he returns to Macedonia via the most dangerous of desert routes as 
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a form of punishment for his men, knowing that in all likelihood 
more than half of them will die...  
 
EpilogueEpilogueEpilogueEpilogue 
The Doctor opines that history never left it's proper track, and that 
they were all part of the events that really happened. He wants to 
return to the TARDIS and leave. Ian and Barbara do not. And 
Susan is suffering very confused emotions about the young King. 
They convince the Doctor that it is only respectful to be with 
Alexander at the bitter end... the man who conquered the known 
world dies in Babylon, of a burning fever contracted during a 
drunken party. Although they know they could never have 
changed history, the four time travellers cannot help feeling a little 
responsible, and guilty... 
 
The EndThe EndThe EndThe End    
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III 

Development 

(One Foot In The Shit And 

The Other On A Bar of Soap) 

 

The problem is I hate people who aren’t polite.  

I slap them. I kick them. 

Robert Heinlein observed that an armed 

society is a polite society. Trouble is, give a 

lazy-ass tyre-kicker, oh... like me, say, a gun 

and you just KNOW they’ll end up shooting their 

nose off to spite their face. 

So I slapped, and kicked, and ‘Burning 

Artemis’ was commissioned. I now had an arm and 

a leg stuck fast in the Tar-Baby and was too 

dumb to know it. 

* 

View through the Rose Tinted Glasses: 

The story was tight, I had a ton of research 

(including the two books Wood’s documentary 

series was based on), and I was stoked like a 

boiler to get it on. 

But as I began to actually bed down into the 

writing I found lots of new ideas emerging. I 

didn’t worry about this (maybe I should have?) 

Constantly evolving ideas were a normal process 

for me (perhaps because the superfast delivery 

deadlines required for genre books made it hard 

to lock down a fully developed idea before 

commissioning from any given pitch) and I’ve 

done it with all the books I’ve written that 

were orignal stories. Still... something out of 

the ordinary happened with Campaign... Looking 

back I imagine I must have reached a kind of 

watershed in my career. Suddenly the product 

was equal to more than the sum of the parts. 

Suddenly ideas and prose styles were leaping 

off the page like a gaggle of drug-crazed jack-

in-the-boxes. Ways influenced by Alfred Bester 

and Ray Bradbury among others. (I’m thinking 
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specifically of Bester’s “Golem 100”, which has 

many pages of textual illustration, together 

with Bradbury’s “Something Wicked this Way 

Comes”, which contains the seed of the more 

experimental writing styles used in Campaign.)  

I’d begun my writing career (?slush-pile 

slalom?) with the firmly anchored (?self-

inflicted?) notion that purple prose was OUT 

and anything which in any way obscured the 

clarity of the piece was BAD MO-JO BABY. I’d 

written a ton of books with that premise and 

they’d all worked out pretty well. But things 

had been changing for a while, both in my head 

and in my view of writing. The changes were too 

subtle for an inexperienced writer to be fully 

aware of. (I use “inexperienced” here because I 

have never undertaken any formal training or 

qualifications in writing, art or indeed 

anything. I don’t count grade 1 music theory! 

Anything I ever learned about writing I sussed 

out by for myself, by myself, with the 

exception of some obvious clangers Andy Lane 

and Paul Leonard Hinder bashed unrelentingly 

into shape.) 

I remember being quite overwhelmed when I 

figured out there were other ways to tell a 

story than simple linear narration. I’d tried 

out a simple non-linear narrative prose style 

in “The Eye of Heaven” and found it not only a 

great way to tell a story but also hugely 

enjoyable to write. Also it kind of turned your 

brain inside out trying to work out the kinks 

in the plot. Having my brain turned inside out 

turned out to be a thing I enjoyed very much. 

But Campaign was going to take the idea, bolt 

it to a big old rocket and blast it so far out 

of orbit that I was going to need a fully-

functioning Hubble Telescope to see where it 

eventually landed.  

Anyway... the ideas just kept coming, and 

pretty soon Campaign wasn’t so much a book set 
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during the time of Alexander’s life as it was a 

book where interleaving chapters were set a 

long time afterwards, in the TARDIS, given the 

premise that something the travellers had done 

HAD changed history – and quite significantly 

too. Pretty soon after that it became a story 

about four friends growing old and dying 

together in a confined space protected from the 

end of the universe. A mere breath after that 

it became a story about how as human beings we 

often remember things except through rose-

tinted glasses. And a heartbeat after that it 

became a story about four knackered old codgers 

bitching about which one had been responsible 

for the end of the universe.  

Self examination, self understanding. It’s 

all you’re left with when everything around you 

has been taken away. Only later did any idea of 

game-playing come into the mix... but you can 

see the seeds were already in place from the 

following research file, compiled for me by 

Roger Clark. The file is a response to a 

request I made for him to copy all the annual 

strips and stories he had, in an attempt to be 

able to set each successive chapter in an 

alternative timeline which would have developed 

logically from both the original series premise 

and the “mistake” the time travellers had made.  

Fortunately for me, there was so much more in 

this file. There are: the original series bible 

from the Doctor Who TV show, plus developments;  

references to audio stories (no Big Finish then 

of course) and interactive You-Are-The-Hero 

style role-playing games; and much more. If I 

had to credit a source of inspiration for 

Campaign going as far as it did as fast as it 

did, it would have to be Roger Clark’s heroic 

attention to detail.  

Some time early in this millennium, in a 

moment of incandescent irony, it occurred to me 

that for a person who hates, loathes and will 
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not hesitate to shoot dead and leave moldering 

in the gutter the tiniest and most inoffensive 

example of retroactively imposed series 

continuity, I have now been the guilty party 

responsible for the most anally retentive and 

unrelenting use of “fan-continuity” in a piece 

of WHO fiction. I am become Shiva, destroyer of 

worlds. You may giggle at will.  

Here’s Roger’s file then. With this as a 

guide you can almost chart the strange briar 

patch Campaign was rapidly growing into.  

Not me though. I was still standing there 

with half my available limbs stuck fast in that 

goram Tar-Baby, waving Robert Heinlein’s gun 

around like I knew shit, and about to plant an 

armour piercing full-metal jacket right up my 

own arse. 
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From Roger Clark  re:  [Campaign] 
 

Some General Ideas… 
The Doctor met Fenric before… I can imagine Harnell's Doctor 
meeting him. 
The Doctor (and Susan) escaped with the Hand of Omega, 
taking it to London 1963. 
Can you fit any tie-ins with the 'missing stories' of season 23? 
Mission To Magnus, Nightmare Fair & Ultimate Evil. 
The two Peter Cushing movies. The Doctor was a Victorian-like 
inventor from Earth called Doctor Who. Susan was a 
knowledgeable youngster but not like in the TV series. Ian was 
an incompetent annoyance and Barbara was one of the 
Doctor's relations… 
The Curse of the Daleks (1965 stageplay) No Doctor & 
companions. An Earth ship lands on Skaro, meets the Thals 
and reactivates the Daleks… 
Dimensions In Time… First Doctor has his head pickled!! 
Computer Games (!) – The First Adventure is a really simple 
80's game but has Davison on the cover. However, he is not in 
the game – it could be anyone. Can give you the details if you 
like. 
The Warlord – Doctor & player v Napoleon & Warlord 
The Mines of Terror – Vs the Master. Doctor has invisible cat 
called Splinx! 
Destiny of the Doctors – the current CD ROM. Entire level 

centred around 1st Doc. Can provide further details if needed. 
Doctor Who In An Exciting Adventure With The Daleks – the 
first novel with a different start to the series (there is an accident 
and Ian etc. enter the TARDIS thinking it a police box). Best to 
read beginning. 
I will be sending you a copy of the audio – Whatever Happened 
to Susan. It is VERY important and you will get a lot of stuff 
from it. 

There is a good story from The Radio Times 20th Anniversary 
Special with the first Doctor and Susan meeting The Master. I 
will scan it etc. if needed. 
In the Christmas 1965 issue of the Radio Times there is a story 
of Alice (a little girl) who meets various stars from TV. She is 
treated to a cup of tea by Doctor Who and is served by the 
Daleks (I have this somewhere and can scan it for you) 
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There are various Dalek annual stories and stuff (from the era) 
which don't include the Doctor. I can provide details if needed. It 
might be fun to make a reference to a story where Susan lands 
on Skaro and helps the Daleks decode a message. The SSS is 
also a standard inclusion throughout the Dalek stories of this 
era. It is the Space Security Service which Sara Kingdom was a 
part of (I can check, but I believe she helped set it up). It was 
set up specifically to deal with the Daleks. 
Doctor Who's Space Adventure Book – Zeos is threatened by 
the Daleks. The Doctor signals for helps from Earth and their 
new weapon. 
I have the original storyline to The Survivors by Terry Nation. 
This is the story that became The Daleks/The Dead Planet. 
The Invasion From Space (annual type book) – Doctor is 
helped by the Mortimer family who escape from the Great Fire 
of London. A super-computer controls a ship carrying survivors 
from Andromeda intent on invading our galaxy. The One (the 
computer) is destroyed by the young daughter throwing a bowl 
of food at it! 
 

Annual stories 
Mission For Duh – The Doctor stops a misunderstanding 
between the Rostrows & the Verdants on the planet Birr. 
The Lair of the Zarbi Supremo – The Doctor helps the 
Menoptera prevent an invasion of Earth when an intelligent 
(and giant) Zarbi moves Vortis into the solar system. 
The Sons Of Crab – After genetic alterations, the Yend are 
doomed to change shape forever. 
The Lost Ones – The Doctor finds the survivors from Atlantis on 
his first visit to Vortis 
The Monsters From Earth – Sensorites feed criminals to a 
spider-type creature until the Doctor and two children intervene. 
Peril in Mechanistra – Machines have taken over a planet so 
the Doctor takes one of the 'slaves' back in time to prevent it. 
The Fishmen of Kandalinga – The Voord attempt to take over a 
water world. 
The Cloud Exiles – Cloud-like beings are helped by the Doctor 
to get their bodies back and defeat robotic invaders. 
The Sons of Grekk – Peaceful aliens are helped by the Doctor 
defeat some that aren't so peaceful! 
Terror On Tiro – The Doctor saves some more aliens from 



 335 

some other aliens! 
The Devil Birds of Corbo – A stranded explorer is helped by the 
Doctor defeat an alien and his killer robot birds. 
The Playthings of Fo – The Doctor gets rid of a Cyclops 
creature. 
Justice of the Glacians – A leader who got to power of an ice-
world by burrying it's natives under the ice is exposed. 
Ten Fathom Pirates – The Doctor escapes underwater pirates. 
 

TV Comic Stories 
Please note that the Doctor is incredibly active in these stories 
– running, fighting etc! 
The Klepton Parasites – The Doctor is joined by his 

grandchildren, John & Gillian. They go to the 29th century to 
defeat the Kleptons in an underwater city for the Thains. 
The Therovian Quest – The regulars are joined by an astronaut 
on a quest to find an alien moss which is a cure for a disease. 
The Hijackers of Thrax – A space pirate has a giant invisible 
ship between Earth and Venus. 
Return to The Web Planet/Doctor Who on the Web Planet – 
The evil Skirkons have taken over Vortis using the Zarbi in 
order to steal a valuable mineral. 
The Gyros Injustice – Plague has ruined a society but the 
Doctor sets things right. 
Challenge of the Piper – The Pied Piper faces the Doctor… and 
the Doctor wants Hamlyns' children back. 
Moon Landing/Moonshot – In July 1970 Astronauts land on the 
moon and find the TARDIS. 
Time In Reverse – Time is running backwards at an Eastern 
missile silo. 
Dinosaur World/Lizardworld – Giant lizards kidnap the TARDIS 
crew. 
The Ordeals of Demeter – A Roman-type planet is helped 
defeat an invader. 
Enter: The Go-Ray/Burn-Out – The Go-Ray robots say that the 
Doctor has stolen vital cadmium from then. 
Shark Bait – Intelligent frog creatures defeat a giant shark 
thanks to the Doctor and the Ancient Mariner. 
A Christmas Story/A Story for Christmas – The Demon 
Magician is after Santa's toys! 
The Didus Expedition – The crew venture through a dangerous 
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jungle to see the last Didus birds. 
Space Station Z-7 – Rebels take over a battle station and plan 
to attack Earth. 
Plague of the Black Scorpi – The Doctor defeats the Scorpi and 
then makes it rain. 
The Trodos Tyranny – The Trods have overthrown the humans 
but the Super-Trod is being contolled by a meglomaniac. 
The Secrets of Gemino – A quest adventure to help survivors of 
an intergalactic war. 
The Haunted Planet/Space Ghost – A mad scientist posing as 
Zentor, Master of the Supernatural Abode, plans to poison the 
unverse with a gas. 
The Hunters of Zerox – A hunt to the death… 
The Underwater Robot/Underwater Adventure – Two inventors 
use a giant robot to rob ships. 
Return of the Trods – A megalomaniac has reactivated the 
Trods. 
The Galaxy Games – John takes part in the Galactic Games, 
but the Klondites don't want him to win. 
The Experimenters – A 'Master Race' is developing space flight 
using humans to test technology. 
 

I have to do the TV Comic Annuals. 
There are the Dalek Chronicles of the time but the Doctor & co 
aren't in them. I can detail the plots. 
Some of the back-up comic strips from the Marvel mag might be 
useful such as The Return of the Daleks (they return after being 
defeated previously) and Throwback (you could use the 
Cyberman with emotions?) . I can detail all these plots. 
Could you use the Doctor arriving at the Farnborough Air Show 
where the Daleks are blown up by the Air Force? 
 

Notes from original drafts [ie: Series Bible –JM] etc... 
Susan was originally going to be called Suzanne and the Doctor 
was going to hint that she was from Royal decent, possibly a 
Princess… 
The key to the TARDIS was going to be normal but once 
inserted into the lock, the entire mechanism would come away. 
The Doctor would then shine a torch-like thing into the area. 
The door then opens with an electronic whine. 
I have notes on lots of different ways stories were intended to 
go from the first and second season (from the minor such as 
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Ian throwing his voice in the Cave of Skulls, which we didn't 
see, to complete story breakdowns such as the alternative 
Daleks story, The Survivors). There are also things like two 
different endings to part four of An Unearthly Child which led 
into The Masters of Luxor. 
 

General notes to the original series…  
Characters 
Bridget (Biddy) a with-it 15 year old. Neutral accent with latest 
slang, lower-than-middle class. 
Miss McGovern (Lola) 24. Timid but capable of sudden 
courage. Modest, loyal but can get into trouble. Mistress at 
school. 
Cliff 27/28. Master at school. Physically perfect! Can be brainy. 
The Doctors' machine was going to be visible only as an 
absence of visibility, a shape of nothingness achieved by 
covering the outside with light-resistant paint! A contemporary 
disguise would be found for it each time it lands. 
The Doctor's secret in the original series proposal – In his own 
day, somewhere in our future, he decided to search for a time 
or gor a society or for a physical condition which is ideal and 
having found it, to stay there. He stole the machine. He 
malignantly tries to stop progress wherever he finds it.  There is 
an unknown enemy pursuing him. The authorities of his own 
time are not concerned with the stolen TARDIS but want to stop 
him monkeying with time because his secret invention, when he 
finds his ideal past, is to destroy or nulify the future. (sic)  
Original story ideas in the poposal – Was it by means of Dr. 
Who's machine that Aladdin's palace sailed through the air? 
Was merlin Dr Who? Was Cinderella's Godmother Dr Who's 
wife chasing him through time? Jacob Marley was Dr Who 
slightly tipsy, but what other tricks did he get up to that 
Yuletide? (!!!) 
 

Next proposal – differences…  
[ie: Series Bible development -JM] 

Sue, 15, working class, still at school. A sharp, intelligent girl 
but does make mistakes due to inexperience. Uses slang. Has 
crush on Cliff. (Other names for this character suggested at the 
time were Mandy, Gay, Sue, Jill, Janet and Jane) 
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Stories  
The Giants – Miss McGovern and Cliff find Suzanne in the fog 
and she asks them to help her old friend home. His home is a 
police box but inside it is all chromium and glass. They press 
the wrong buttons to get out and the 'ship' "breaks away from 
it's moorings". They end up in Cliff's laboratory but reduced to 
the size of pinheads.They have to get back to the ship from 
here. Have details plot synopsis if needed. 
Britain 408 A.D. – The Romans are about to leave…The people 
who are put in charge are challenged by anarchists supported 
by invading Saxons. 
The Hidden Planet – They land on the tenth planet. An almost 
identical place to Earth but on the opposite side of the sun. The 
males are insisting they are equal and want the vote, the leader 
(of the opposing females) is Barbara's double and the 
crewmember is kidnapped by males. 
The New Armada – About the Spanaish Armada (strangely 
enough). 

The Red Fort – India 19th Century 
Untitled – Plants treated as people, people as plants. 
Titles only – Jack Cade/Peasant's Revolt/Pilgrimage of Grace, 
Viking Raids on Britain, The '45 & Bonnie Prince Charlie, 
Raleigh/Colonisation, Globe 
Theatre/Burbage/Alleyne/Plague/Puritans, Australian Convict 
Settlement, Akhnaton and his downfall, Guelphs & Ghibelines 
(Florence), Medici (Leonardo, Michelangelo, Saveanarola, etc 
or Borgias) (Florence), Benvenuto Cellini (Florence), Covered 

Wagons, 18th-early 19th Century Cornish smugglers & 
wreckers, Boadicea 
The Son of Dr Who – Submitted by Hartnell. He would appear 
as the Doctors' look-a-like son who also had a TARDIS. 
The Slide- As per Victor Pemberton's radio serial. I have a copy 
of this and the Doctor Who version if needed. It was reworked 
heavily for Fury From The Deep. 
 
I'm sure there's more but my eyes are like fried eggs!. 
Roger  
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Whingey soapbox: 

Call me sad, but I like writing and I’m good 

at it. I don’t see why I should have to work 

without payment for several months by someone 

who might then decide not to buy the work after 

all. You can bet your arse the buyer isn’t 

working for nothing. 

In my opinion a contract should be a means of 

protection and support for both buyer and 

seller. Unfortunately my opinion appears quite 

naieve when held up in the light of a large 

company exploiting people who are willing (for 

their own undoubtedly perfectly good reasons) 

to work for nothing or, at the very least, 

unwilling to attempt to negotiate the offered 

terms for any given piece of work. 

 

The second hint of stormy waters ahead for 

Alexander and Co. was contractual. In point of 

fact Campaign was cancelled twice – once before 

it was finished, once after. From the notes I 

made at the time of the first cancellation it 

was clear I was hopping mad – mostly because I 

now had both fists and one foot well and truly 

jammed in that smug goram Tar Baby.  

 



 340 

A Note to my Bro’ re: Campaign contract / delayed 

delivery issues. 

Steve Cole was the original editor. I submitted the story outline 
to him in [March] and was formally comissioned by him in an 
email dated June 9th. His suggested deadline for delivery was 
15th of September 1999. He told me to start writing (without 
offering a contract). 
The contract arrived more than five weeks later dated 19th 

of July. During that time I was asked by Charlotte Heathcote, 
on behalf of Benn Dunn, the new commissioning editor, to 
agree to a contract based on just three Terms sent to me in an 
email. (The only specified terms were Advance, Royalty and 
Delivery Deadline.) I was told I could not receive a contract 
until I had agreed to the terms. Negotiation on the points was 
unsuccessful and it took some while for the other points on the 
contract to be clarified, as Charlotte had to find out the 
information which would normally have been written in any 
contract. 
I returned a signed contract towards the end of July. When 

the payment due on signature did not arrive within ten days or 
so, I emailed Charlotte to ask why and was told (in an email 
dated the 29th July) that the cheque could take up to thirty 
working days to arrive. The delivery deadline on the contract 
called for a manuscript to be delivered on the 15th of 
September, as originally postulated by Steve Cole back on June 
9th. 
In other words, even though Ben Dunn was told by Steve to 

issue a contract on the 9th of June, I did not receive it in time 
for the signature advance to be banked until sixteen days 
before the manuscript was due to be delivered. Presumably, 
[the Company] expects its authors to work for two and a half 
months without any payment. 
Work began on the book at the end of August. I immediately 

explained the situation and told the new freelance editor (Justin 
Richards) that I would need until the end of September at the 
very least to finish the book. As it turned out even one month 
was not enough to write a book consisting of 85,000 words. 
Early in October I had to ask Justin for another extension 
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because the book was not finished. I had now been writing for 
five weeks. The revised October deadline was agreed by Rachel 
Brown (assistant comissioning editor) and Justin Richards. 
Shortly afterwards I was told I would need dental surgery 
which would take several appointments during October and 
asked Rachel for another extension until the end of November, 
to cover this eventuality.  
Rachel agreed that this was possible, stating that she could 

swap Campaign with a book by Paul Magrs which had already 
been delivered. A week and a half later I received the enclosed 
letter informing me the book had been cancelled, accusing me 
of leaving BBC without a book to publish, demanding the return 
of the signature advance within thirty days, and offering to 
recommission the book after it had been completed. At this 
point I had not even been writing the book for seven weeks, 
and expected to be finished within twelve weeks of receipt of 
signature advance. Twelve weeks is a reasonable length of time 
to write a book of this length, and the normal time I would take 
to write a book, as evidenced by previous BBC titles, which 
have taken even longer. 
During the course of my work on this book I have been 

asked by Steve Cole to begin work on this book without a 
contract, have been asked by Charlotte Heathcote to agree to a 
contract before it was sent to me, have been sworn at in an 
email by Justin Richards for asking for an extension, and have 
received what appears to be flatly contradictory correspondence 
from Benn Dunn regarding the cancellation my contract less 
than three months after it was issued. 
 

[EDIT]- Correspondence between Jim and 

Steve Cole, Jim and Justin  Richards, 

Jim and Ben Dunn has been removed. The 

gist of this correspondence was that 

Jim felt the cancellation was 

uneccessary because the book was now 

finished whereas everyone else thought 

the book was not publishable. So: all 

done and dusted bar the shouting, 

then. Jim shouted loudest, as usual. 
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So Ben backed down and the book was on again. 

Truth be told I had an inkling of what was to 

come but I’d punched and kicked so many times 

by now there was nothing left to do but follow 

the road to its bloody-minded end. 

An end that would come with both fists and 

both feet stuck fast in that smug, pernicious 

and parentless Tar Baby.  
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IV 

The Blood-Stained Ditch at the End of the Road 

(It’s Not Called Murder–It’s Called Retirement) 

 

Here’s where the narrative gets sticky – 

because I binned the evidence in a five year 

old fit of just-couldn’t-give-a-fuck. 

But here’s what happened. 

(Anyone who feels so inclined may correlate 

this Rose Tinted Prescription View with any 

correspondence Benn Dunn or Justin Richards may 

still have lying around. In fact, if either of 

those esteemed gentlemen do have any emails 

between us from the time I would love to have 

copies of them to complete my Campaign 

Director’s Cut Box Set.) 

 

The book was finished. It was done and dusted.  

I sat there shaking for a while because it 

had been the Ride on the Back of the Tiger, 

then I sent it to Justin. A had a cuppa, then 

several more. I slept a bit. I waited for any 

notes he might have. I heard nothing. After a 

couple of weeks I just assumed the book was OK, 

so I waited for my acceptance cheque. 

I waited another long while. 

After some correspondence to this effect, I 

got an email from Justin saying he’d been on 

holiday and hadn’t even read the manuscript 

yet. And Ben was in a rush for this book was 

he? 

It was the tip of the iceberg and I should 

have seen the rest just hanging around under 

the waterline. More fool me. 

When Justin’s comments arrived they kicked 

off nicely enough. He liked the style, liked 

the pix, liked the script for the comic pages 

(Tim didn’t draw the strip until after 

cancellation). There were just a few problems. 

These “few problems” amounted to a 



 344 

considerable number of pages of instructions to 

remove, replace or alter text. But most 

significantly, Justin felt he couldn’t approve 

the book for Ben until I had either:  

 

1) removed the TARDIS-centered material and 

replaced it with straight historical 

adventure, or 

2) removed the existing historical material 

and replaced it with more TARDIS-centered 

material. 

Either would do, he didn’t mind. 

 

Well, I was puzzled by this. Then angry. Then 

very angry. Then very very angry indeed. In my 

opinion it showed a lack of empathy and or 

editorial commonsense. It seemed to me that 

Justin had let his personal opinion get in the 

way of his job. It was not, I thought naievely, 

an editor’s job to decide if he liked a book, 

but to decide if the book was a commercial 

concern. (I’ve almost never met an editor who 

could separate the two. Soapbox over.) 

Dumb ass that I was I helpfully pointed this 

out to him, while agreeing to almost all of his 

specific changes, except the major structural 

rewrite. 

Justin’s response was to tell me he was the 

editor and I should do as I was told because he 

had the power to rewrite it himself, have 

someone else rewrite it or simply not recommend 

Ben buy it. 

Well, this was the red rag to the bull. 

I told him where to go. 

And what to do there. 

I didn’t hear anything for a while. Quite a 

long while. Long enough for me to ask my 

brother (a much nicer and more patient man than 

myself) to enquire of BBCW what exactly was 

going on. Jon told me he’d spoken to an 

assistant of Ben’s and that she had told him 
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the manuscript was sitting on Ben’s desk for 

Ben to read and arbitrate. It sat there for 

some while, as I recall. Eventually I phoned 

Ben and put him on the spot. The call became 

quite heated when Ben foolishly told me he had 

not received the manuscript yet. When I caught 

him out in the lie, he began to shout (in fact 

we did hurl some fairly amusing abuse at each 

other) and eventually threatened to cancel the 

book for a second time. I believe I may have 

mentioned in passing that once was fun but 

anything more was clearly the habit of a pair 

of petty minded empire building control freaks, 

whom I would be very happy to visit in rehab - 

after Campaign was published and I had received 

my acceptance cheque. 

Needless to say Ben cancelled the book again. 

At which point I caved. 

I told my Agent to tell Ben I would do 

whatever the hell he wanted to the book if only 

he would be specific about what it was he 

wanted.  

The book remained cancelled. 

(NB - Bizarre Sidebar: in fact this happened 

again in an almost identical manner when my 

Bernice Summerfield play Last of the Drop Dead 

Divas was cancelled by Big Finish editor Gary 

Russell.) 

(NNB – and again! even more recently when 

asked to contribute a story to the BF 

companions range.) 

And so it remains to this day. 

But not by me. 

And not hopefully by you. 

I had both feet, both fists and my head stuck 

in the goram jerkoff Tar-baby. Worse still it 

was all my own doing. No-one likes to be told 

the truth, especially when they’re in the 

wrong. 

Fortunately for me Benn and Justin had much 

in common with Brer Fox.  
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If the reviews appended at the end of these 

essays are anything to go by, I landed feet 

first in the briar patch and got away scott 

free. 

Campaign stands as a work of fiction I’m 

tremendously proud of. Had it been a book 

written for profit it would have netted roughly 

the same as any five other books with my name 

on the cover, and this from a print run less 

than one seventh of the average for a Who 

novel. 

Campaign is sold out. You can’t get any more 

from me. Other dealers have it. The Who Shop, 

Tenth Planet, Galaxy Four. (All of whom you 

should write to and thank since their pre-sales 

investment made a print run possible at all) 

Copies have been selling for frankly absurd 

money on ebay. Fortunately anyone that wants to 

read Campaign can now read it here courtesy of 

the forward thinking and incredibly generous 

Paul Scoones. 

I did debate the wisdom of a director’s cut. 

I even gave serious consideration to an 

alternative version which made every single one 

of Justin’s suggested changes. Then I read back 

my version and decided that apart from 

correcting a few typos and a bit of fiddling I 

couldn’t get it any better than it already was. 

I did colour in almost all of the pictures 

though (although regretfully they can only be 

reproduced here in B&W). 

One final thing: 

I spent eight years stuck in the Tar-Baby. 

I’d like to think MY ENORMOUS PERSONAL 

SACRIFICE (maybe that should read “the 

sacrifice of my enormous person,” eh B&J? :0) ) 

had a funky flipside. So if you like the novel 

and you enjoy the accompanying authorial 

monkey-shines feel free to bung a quid (or 

more) to the charity listed in the author’s 

note at the back of the book. There are lots of 
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people out there who are not so well off as you 

and me. Don’t be a tyre-kicker. Do something 

about it. 

OK, soapbox over. I’m 

Outtahere- 

 

Jimbo 

Earth, nr Moon, Solar System; March 2008 
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V 

COUP DE GRACE 

(The Editor Always gets the Last Word) 

 

 

In article  

<1Brs6.799$lC5.250524@news2-

win.server.ntlworld.com>, 

r.thomas22 <r.thomas22@ntlworld.com> wrote: 

 

Hello, I'm new on this thing. Can anyone tell 

me why the beeb didn't publish Campaign? 

 

Jim Mortimore couldn't deliver it on time and 

the sample prose wasn't to the editor's liking. 

I got my copy of it yesterday. It looks 

amazing... the binding is exactly the same as 

The Dead Men's Diaries, so there must be some 

vanity publishing company in the UK who have 

suddenly hit the Doctor Who jackpot when Gary 

Russell and Jim Mortimore turned up :-) 

The inside of the book is even better. It's Jim 

Mortimore with no holds barred - there's 

unusual typeface that makes Beltempest look 

restrained, there are cartoons, illustrations, 

handwriting, decreasing illustrations of DNA, 

still photos, a comic strip featuring John and 

Gillian and every chapter appears to be called 

"now". 

I cannot wait to read this book. 

 

Robert Smith? 

Some Jim Mortimore fan 

 

(Incidentally, [Editor] Justin Richards was 

seen buying a copy at Gallifrey!) 
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Born in the Briar Patch 

An Author’s Confession – Part 3 

 

 

 
The most important thing is the 

thing most easily forgotten. 

Brian Eno 

Oblique Strategies 

 

 



 350 

The following review extracts were taken from 

websites and other sources. I would like to 

offer my thanks to anyone who took the trouble 

to read and comment on Campaign. There’s 

nothing an author likes better than feedback. 

Especially when it’s nice.  

 

Jim Mortimore with no holds barred Jim Mortimore with no holds barred Jim Mortimore with no holds barred Jim Mortimore with no holds barred ---- Robert Smith?  Robert Smith?  Robert Smith?  Robert Smith? 14/5/0114/5/0114/5/0114/5/01        

Words cannot adequately express the Campaign experience. This 
is Jim Mortimore editorless and it's everything we could possibly 
have imagined and more. This is an astonishing book. Campaign 
is a work of art. It's the unrestrained blatherings of a madman 
loosed upon the world. It's an exquisite journey through the realm 
of the possible and the impossible. It's so fundamentally wrong on 
so many levels that it forces the reader into new levels of 
understanding. It's a fantastic, painful, wonderful, terrible, 
sideways book. It's probably not for everyone, but I adored it.  

    

Four out of Five by Jamas Enright Four out of Five by Jamas Enright Four out of Five by Jamas Enright Four out of Five by Jamas Enright 29/5/0129/5/0129/5/0129/5/01        

Reality just can't compete. I'm not sure what state of mind Jim 
Mortimore was in, but I'm sure that sanity and insanity look the 
same from so far away. A better read you won't find for a long 
while. 

    

The Ongoing Adventures Of Ian by Robert Thomas The Ongoing Adventures Of Ian by Robert Thomas The Ongoing Adventures Of Ian by Robert Thomas The Ongoing Adventures Of Ian by Robert Thomas 26/6/0126/6/0126/6/0126/6/01        

I came away feeling drained and emotionally this book got more 
out of me than any WhoWhoWhoWho book has as well as most others. The 
book is paced that you feel as though you have just run a 
marathon. 

    

A Review by Sean Gaffeny A Review by Sean Gaffeny A Review by Sean Gaffeny A Review by Sean Gaffeny 5/3/025/3/025/3/025/3/02        

The prose is utterly gorgeous. It really stretches out your brain and 
makes it feed on ideas, creating universes, multiple personalities, 
shifting personas mid-scenes. It's work. But it's also richly 
rewarding.  

    

A Review by Finn Clark A Review by Finn Clark A Review by Finn Clark A Review by Finn Clark 17/4/0217/4/0217/4/0217/4/02        

Oh my God. Jim Mortimore is clearly quite, quite mad.  
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The final key to this book's success is its inability to push any 
idea less than 1500% further than any rational being could have 
predicted. You won't believe what you see when you turn some of 
the later pages. Jim Mortimore unchained. I'm so glad I read this. 
No author will ever go further or madder than Campaign. I 
treasure my copy like a child.  

    

A Review by John Seavey A Review by John Seavey A Review by John Seavey A Review by John Seavey 7/2/037/2/037/2/037/2/03        

So, now we know what it takes to get blackballed from the BBC 
entirely.  

Campaign fails on a number of levels; the plot's pants, the 
whole thing turns incoherent towards the end, and I honestly can't 
say I'm surprised that the BBC rejected it. But if you're willing to 
accept those flaws and read it as, say, an extended prose poem, it's 
well worth taking a look at.  

 

CAMPAIGN CAMPAIGN CAMPAIGN CAMPAIGN –––– Review Review Review Revieweeeed by Noel Warhamd by Noel Warhamd by Noel Warhamd by Noel Warham    

Like the Holy Grail, Campaign is somewhat more difficult to 

get hold of than the usual Who novel, or carpenter’s cup, 

whatever your pleasure. However, not unlike the Grail, it’s also 

well worth the extra effort. This isn’t just a novel, it’s a 

message. The only gripe I might have is that the conclusion is 

frankly…inconclusive, and not a little frustrating. But such is life – 
and this is what Campaign celebrates. The twists and turns that life 
brings, the choices we make, and the ripples on the pond of our 
own existence. Thought-provoking. 

 

Edward FunnelEdward FunnelEdward FunnelEdward Funnel    

Campaign is poetry - pure and simple. It is an exercise in 
philosophy and humanity. It is one of the few Who books that 
encourages the reader to formulate and play with ideas; to attempt 
to place these ideas in a framework that suits the reader alone. One 
can take from Campaign thoughts and theories that apply to 
personal circumstance. At the same time, one can marvel at the 
sheer depth of scope and vision that has gone into its construction.  

It is, by far, Mortimore's most interesting and challenging book 
full of colour, symbolism and literary strength.  
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Campaign does not play the BBC Book game so it falls down 
the snakes. The ladders that Campaign opts for are more solitary 
but each rung is tipped with imagination, inspiration and life. 

    

Chad KnueppeChad KnueppeChad KnueppeChad Knueppe    

Campaign is a master stroke for author Jim Mortimore. The novel 
represents the full potential of what Doctor Who can be if left 
unhindered by canon and given to free reign of artists, poets, 
philosophers and thinkers. 

Mortimore examines humanity in all its forms. The image of 
Ian gathering the courage to slit his own throat is one of the most 
humanizing moments in all of Doctor Who. 

Campaign takes Doctor Who themes and characters to another 
level. It uses them to question the nature of loss, anguish, love, 
passion, contempt, idolitry, monotony, drunkeness, injury, lust 
and so forth. The book is filled with introspective monologues that 
will challenge you very philosophically and touch you very 
personally. 

Campaign is an effort of the mind. It challenges the reader to 
think. To think about life and death and purpose. To reflect upon 
loss and limitation. To question the very nature of existence. 
Campaign is poetry and there is no clear cut interpretation.  

Campaign is pure artistry. It's not a four act television show. It's 
a philosophical doctrine. It's about feelings and ideas and 
humanity. It's very much Doctor Who. It's not to be missed. 
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CCCCAMPAIGNAMPAIGNAMPAIGNAMPAIGN    

An Extradition from the Second SubductionAn Extradition from the Second SubductionAn Extradition from the Second SubductionAn Extradition from the Second Subduction    
    
The Farlex Free On-Line Dictionary defines subduction  as:  

“A geologic process in which one edge of one lithospheric 

plate is forced below the edge of another. The denser of the two 

plates sinks beneath the other. As it descends, the plate often 

generates seismic and volcanic activity (from melting and 

upward migration of magma) in the overriding plate.” 

A descending mass generating seismic and volcanic activity. 
Well, that’s about a good a description of Campaign as I know of.  

Anyway,  here are the Facts from Rumour Control: 
The Last Facts, in fact. 
I have my reasons for republishing Campaign. They are many 

and varied and include (though they aren’t limited to) raising a few 
extra quid for charity; requests for a copy from people who haven’t 
got one yet; my own desire to yank the Facts from the Horse’s 
Mouth before the damn beast bites my arm off (it may yet do so); 
and not least as a form of self-therapy.  

Let me explain that last: there are lots of things about myself I 
don’t like. One of them is how predicatable I am (and I draw this 
conclusion based on rereading the essays herein); another is how 
angry I get when people lie to me or contradict themselves and 
then make me culpable for that contradiction; another is how 
inflexible I am when it boils right down to it. I guess I’m still 
playing my own Solitaire Collectors Edition of The Game of Me. 
Trying to figure out my Aristotleian self; why I do things, why 
certain things rub me the wrong way. How can I just chill-the-frag-
out. Will I ever make it to the end of the Game? Hell, probably 
not. By the time I’ve figured myself out (if I ever do) I’ll be a 
different person and I’ll just have to start all over again. (Doh!) 

Life? Don’t talk to me about... 
Er, anyway... circulating eventually back to the point... 
I quote extensively in this work. (Well, not this version but the 

uncut version you can get from me if you’re plumb-bob-mad 
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enough.) I quote from various people who may or may not agree 
with the context in which  their words appear.  

I therefore offer that if anyone quoted within these pages desires 
to have their words removed they have only to ask and it shall be 
my pleasure to oblige. 

On the other  
(claw? sucker? tentacle?) 
hand, if anyone has any of the missing material necessary to 

complete my ickle playset (I’m thinking specifically of the intro I 
wrote for all first few copies of Campaign I bound myself, plus any 
copies of emails between myself and Justin which might be 
floating around) please, please, please let me have a copy... 

Yet again I’m reminded of that Chinese Proverb. 
I think, before it bites my ass, I’m 
Outtahere- 

 
Jim Mortimore 

Earth, nr Moon, Solar System, Milky Way Galaxy,  March 2008 
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I say,  

“There’s nothing an author likes better than 

feedback. Especially when it’s nice.” 

That’s not strictly true. 
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There’s always cake. 
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Addendum 
 

As Campaign slowly evolved Tim and I started to develop colour 
artwork. Early on in the process it became clear the book would 
only ever see print in black and white, so we stopped colour 

development.  
With the exception of the bookplate on P2, all that remains of the 

colour development is on the following pages. 
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