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Flight to Infinity

At 57,000 feet the air over the Atlantic was cold and clear. Fromthe flight
deck of Concorde Golf Victor Foxtrot, Captain Urquhart could see the curvature
of the earth in a dark purple haze beyond the visor. For the passengers in the
cabin, only the illum nated Machmeter gave any indication that they were
hurtling towards London at over 1,300 miles an hour, twi ce the speed of sound.
Al though British Airways flight 192 had |l eft New York a nere two and hal f
hours before, the journey was nearly over, as Captain U quhart explained over
the tannoy. 'Ladies and gentlenen, we'll be reaching our deceleration point in
a few mnutes and begi nning our descent into London Heathrow .

' Speedbi rd Concorde 192, you are clear to descend to flight |evel three seven
zero.' The voice of air traffic control cane through to the crew, giving them
perm ssion to | eave their supersonic cruising altitude and join the queue of

i nbound subsonic aircraft waiting to | and at Heat hr ow.

The First Oficer, sitting on the right of the Captain, |eant across to make

an adjustnent to the auto-throttle. Behind the First Oficer, on the right of
the narrow cockpit, the Flight Engi neer scanned the nyriad dials and gauges on



the systens pane! in front of him For all three of themit was one of the

nmost critical periods of the flight. Every ounce of their skill was needed to
slow the aircraft until it was just subsonic at the nonent of crossing the
coast .

Captain Urquhart turned to his co-pilot with a smle of satisfaction. 'Mch
1.6. Sixty mles to subsonic point. W're spot on!’

Far away on the ground the progress of flight 192 was being foll owed on the
radar screens in air traffic control. The voice of Captain U quhart was heard
over the radio. 'Speedbird Concorde 192. Level at three seven zero.'

The Controller gave further instructions. 'Speedbird Concorde 192, you are
clear to continue descent to two eight zero.'

There was no reply fromthe incomng aircraft.
' Speedbi rd Concorde 192, will you acknow edge, please.’

A confused crescendo of atnospherics began to whistle in the Controller's
headphones. For a noment he thought he could detect the Captain's voice beyond
the interference. He transmitted again. 'Speedbird Concorde 192, will you
acknow edge, pl ease!’

But now there was only silence.

Suddenly the illum nated call sign on the radar which marked Concorde's
progress started to flicker. Something was happening to the plane. The
shimering i mage on the tube grew fainter and fainter. Then it faded

al together fromthe screen. The Controller couldn't believe it. The aircraft
had sinmply di sappeared. He picked up a red tel ephone.

' Emergency. We've | ost Concorde Golf Victor Foxtrot.'

Meanwhi l e, a vehicle of quite another kind was nearing London. But the TARDI S
was not travelling in any air corridor known to Heathrow s flight controllers.
Not that anyone on board really cared where they were going. They were far too
upset. Adric had died in a desperate attenpt to save the freighter hi-jacked
by the Cybermen fromcrashing to the Earth. Tegan and Nyssa still could not
cone to terms with the | oss of their conpanion

"W can change what happened! W can materialise before Adric was killed!’
Tegan pl eaded with the Doctor.

"There are rules that cannot be broken, even with the TARDIS. Don't ever ask
me to do anything like that again!' There was anger in the Doctor's voice. In
their own grief Tegan and Nyssa had not realised how di stressed he was at the
death of his stowaway friend from Al zari us.

The Doctor spoke again, but nore gently this tinme. 'You nmust accept that Adric
is dead. Hs life wasn't wasted. He died, like his brother, trying to save
others.'

As the Doctor recalled his adventure with the Marshnen in E-Space, Tegan and
Nyssa cane to understand how little they knew about the boy who had sacrificed
his Iife, like his brother, Varsh, to save his friends.

Tegan was cal mer now as she blinked back the tears. 'W used to fight, but
["I'l miss him'



"So will I," added Nyssa quietly.

The Doctor noved across to check the co-ordi nates, and, sounding a great dea
nore cheerful than he felt, announced: 'A special treat. To cheer us all up!’

The two girls felt they owed it to the Doctor to put on a brave face. '1851
Earth. London.' Nyssa read out the intended tine and destination. 'Wat's so
speci al about that?'

'Hyde Park? The Crystal Pal ace?

These clues neant nothing to soneone from Traken, but Tegan realised at once
that the Doctor was taking themto the Great Exhibition

' Openi ng day?' suggested the Doctor. 'Pass the time of day with the foreign
Royal s?

"Queen Victoria will not be amused,' thought Tegan to herself. 'Not if the
Doctor's visit runs true to form

But the Doctor was already planning an afternoon's cricket at Lords. 'A few
overs from Wsden and Pilch. | wonder if the Lion will be bowing...'

"Let's get there first,' warned Tegan, who knew that when it cane to
reliability, the TARDIS was a poor second to any wonderful contraption they
m ght find on display in the Crystal Pal ace.

"Nothing will go wong this tinme," prom sed the Doctor

The words were still in his nouth when the control room began to shake and
shudder .

'Nyssa, have you touched the dinensional stabilisers? the Doctor shouted,
darting to the controls.

"OfF course not. All systens functioning normally.'
The vibration was clearly getting worse.
"OF course it could always be the relative drift compensator... No.'

' Some sort of turbulence? said Tegan with nmenories of a bad trip in her
father's Cesna back hone.

' Feedback fromthe zonal conparator,' the Doctor specul ated, making frantic
adjustrments that did nothing to stop the TARDI S oscillating like a giant
tuni ng fork.

" Anot her ship on the sane space-tine axis?
' Anot her shi p?'

It was a chance in a mllion. But Nyssa could just be right. In fact it could
be the only explanation. The Doctor was already taking evasive action though
neit her Tegan nor Nyssa seened to appreciate the danger. 'W're in the wash of
anot her tinme-vehicle,' he shouted, trying to inpress on themthe seriousness
of the problem 'If we don't materialise it will destroy the TARD S!'

2



An Unaut hori sed Pol i ce Box

At Heat hrow, the sudden appearance on the radar of an unidentified object, on
the flight path of the vani shed Concorde, caused consi derable excitenent. The
air traffic controller broadcast a general warning. 'Unidentified aircraft on
approach to two eight left, will you acknow edge?

To the controller's dismay there was an om nous sil ence.

The controller would have been nore alarnmed, a few nonments |ater, had he been
standi ng near the end of the airport's runway two eight left, when an

out - of -date netropolitan police box appeared from nowhere and hovered a few
hundred feet above the ground.

Inside the TARDI S all was cal magain. The Doctor opened the scanner so they
could admre the view of Hyde Park.

There was a sad irony in the fact that, while the Doctor's attenpts to return
Tegan to her place of work had always conme to grief, now, as they turned to
the screen, what they saw was no bird s-eye view of the Crystal Pal ace but a
pilot's view of Heat hrow

"That's not Hyde Park. It's London Airport!' cried Tegan in alarm 'I| never
thought 1'd say it, but let's get out of here. W could be in the path of an
incomng aircraft.’

Quite undi smayed, the Doctor was al ready tinkering underneath the consol e.
'Co-ordinate override. Sort of anti-collision device,' he explained with that
air of confidence Tegan and Nyssa had | earned to distrust.

And i f anyone was watching by the approach lights at the end of the runway,
they woul dn't have been able to trust their own eyesight. As suddenly as it
had appeared, the strange blue box was gone.

It had been a difficult day in Terminal One. A sudden fall of snow del ayed
several flights and nore than the usual nunber of tired and irritated
passengers were mlling around the concourse.

A Term nal duty officer first saw the police box in the departure |ounge. He
had no idea how it could have got there, but he was quite sure it had no
aut hori sati on.

The duty officer wasn't the only one who knew the TARDI S had no business in
the term nal building. Tegan was, for once, very conscious of being a
stewardess, and didn't at all like the idea of explaining how she cane to be,
even partly, responsible for a police box at Heathrow Thank goodness the
Doctor had reset the co-ordinates. But she had reckoned wi thout his sporting
i nterests.

"Wwn't be a noment.'
' Doctor!'’

Before they could stop himthe Doctor was through the doors and off towards
t he airport bookstall

Fearing the worst, Tegan and Nyssa peered fromthe TARD S. The Doctor was
com ng back, totally engrossed in a copy of The Tines.

"I don't know what English cricket is conming to.'



"Ch, Doctor!' chorused the girls in dismy, but fromno concern for the Test
el even. The Doctor was being foll owed by a posse of Term nal officers and
pol i cenen.

"Are you responsible for this box, sir?" Andrews, the duty officer, was icily
polite.

"I try to be," bluffed the Doctor

"Try to be is about it,' thought Tegan. And she hoped desperately than no-one
woul d notice her uniform

"Wuld you be so good as to open it, sir.
'"I's that a good idea?

"I must insist, sir. Security.'

'Yes, of course. Security.'’

"You have the key, sir?" Andrews was now a little nore icy and a little |less
polite, and not to be put off by the Doctor's bluster

"UNIT!" The Doctor produced the word Iike a rabbit froma hat. And indeed the
ef fect was al nost as nagi cal

"UNIT, sir? Andrews was surprised the Doctor knew about the existence of the
speci al security organi sati on. Tegan and Nyssa, who were unfamliar with the
Doctor's previous adventures on Earth and had certainly never heard of UNT,
took it for granted he was making it up. Though they had to admt, it was,
even for the Doctor, an inpressive performance.

"You'll do rmuch better to check with departnment C19. Sir John Sudbury is the
man you want.'

Suddenly the Doctor sounded a much nore inportant person than the ponpous nan
in the brown uniform Tegan began to wonder if the Doctor really did have sone
connection with this UNIT set-up

So did Andrews. 'And who exactly are you, sir?" he said, trying not to be so
cold and rather nore courteous. It would do his career no good at all to upset
a genuine UNIT agent.

"Just tell himit's the Doctor,' said the Doctor, as nysteriously as if he
were Janmes Bond hinsel f, 'And do give ny regards to Brigadier
Let hbri dge-Stewart. Unless, of course he's a General by now'

Andrews turned away to radio his office

The Doctor, feeling rather pleased with hinmself, grinned at Tegan and Nyssa.
"What did I tell you? W'll be away fromhere in a couple of shakes!’

Sir John Sudbury had other plans for the Doctor. The | oss of a Concorde woul d
be not hing short of a national disaster. That the Doctor should have turned up
at this critical nonment was the nmpst amazing piece of good luck. If there was
one person who could solve the nystery of the vanishing aircraft it was the
owner of the police box in Term nal One.

Dougl as Sheard, the Airport Controller, was | ess enthusiastic. For a noment he



t hought that the head of UNIT had taken | eave of his senses.

"A Doctor with a police box? Really, Sir John...' He spluttered into the

tel ephone. Wth thirty mllion pounds of aircraft mssing, not to nention the
passengers and crew, he had nore inportant things to do than worry about an
unaut hori sed police box. But crisis or no, it would be very enbarrassing to
get on the wong side of a man in Sir John's position. 'OF course, Sir John,'
he oiled, '|I appreciate the political ramfications.' Just as well to hunour
the old boy and get on with the investigation in his own way. 'Surely, Sir
John,' he continued, '"that's all the nore reason for

not wasting tinme with this Doctor.'

Sheard was surprised at the vigour of Sir John Sudbury's reply - after which
there was nothing nore to be said. 'Yes, | beg your pardon. If you insist.' He
concl uded as gracefully as he could nmanage, only to find Andrews from | andsi de
security waving a telex at him

'"The party with the police box in Ternminal One have full security cl earance
from Cl9,' Andrews said, clearly amazed and peeved that the extraordinary
young man shoul d be given such a warm wel cone by the top brass of UNT.

"I"ve been talking to Sir John Sudbury. We are obliged to brief this Doctor on
t he di sappearance of Victor Foxtrot,' Sheard explained, in a voice that no
| onger disguised his opinion of UNNT'S interference.

' Good afternoon, gentlenen.' The Doctor breezed in with Nyssa and Tegan.

Sheard did not warmto the Doctor's appearance. Doctor, indeed! And as for his
associates! Agirl little older than his own daughter and a young woman in Air
Australia uniform Things had cone to a pretty pass when he was obliged to

di scuss a major crisis with junior cabin staff. He shook the Doctor's hand,
and turned his attention as politely as he could to Tegan. 'You're a

st ewar dess. '

"Yes, that's right.' Had she not been so nervous, Tegan woul d have risen to a
| ess gracious reply. But try explaining the Doctor and the TARDIS and Nyssa to
the Iikes of the Airport Controller! And, if word got round, Air Australia

m ght start asking sone very awkward questions about why she had failed to
report for duty. She pictured herself explaining Aunt Vanessa

and Logopolis and saving the universe fromgalloping entropy to that

aggr essi ve young personnel officer from Brisbane, and decided it was far
better to stay with the Doctor, and get out of Heathrow fast. But the Doctor
could never resist sticking his oar in, and here they were on the trail of a
m ssi ng Concorde. Concorde? What on earth did the Doctor know about Concorde
She smled at Sheard and hoped he woul d forget about her

"I hear you're having problens? The Doctor wanted all the details of the
m ssing airliner.

Sheard introduced himto Cive Horton who had been on duty on air traffic
control when the flight from New York was | ost. The young nan expl ai ned how,
shortly after it had started the decel erati on descent procedure, all trace of
t he supersonic airliner, known by its registration nunber as CGolf Victor
Foxtrot, faded fromthe radar screen. The experts in Sheard' s office were
unani mous that the event Horton had witnessed on the screen defied rationa
expl anation. Flight 192 had not crashed. It had dissolved into space.

"Just like the TARDI S,' thought Tegan to herself. 'If only they knew'



Listening to dive Horton's report, the Doctor had spotted a rather
i nteresting co-incidence. He turned to his conpanions. 'The turbulence in the
TARDI S!

'"That forced us to materialise.'

"Cross-tracing on the tinme-space axis.' Nyssa was al ready thinking on the sane
lines as the Doctor.

" Exact !l y!"

The clever men fromBritish Airways strained their ears, but it was so nuch
doubl e-Dutch to them

'Do you know where the missing aircraft is?" By now Sheard was desperate
enough to listen to any theory that mght throw |light on the nystery.

The Doctor's answer, however, did little to reassure him
"l suspect that it's not a question of where, but when!'
3 The Doctor Goes Supersonic

" Agai nst ny better judgenment, | amobliged to do as you suggest, Doctor. But
really! Why do you want us to send up another Concorde?' Sheard was under
orders to follow the Doctor's instructions to the letter, but felt obliged to
make a token protest at the man's fantastic notions.

The Doctor explained his plan yet again. 'W nust foll ow the sane route, sane
hei ght, sane speed. And, with my equi pment on board, | can identify what |
bel i eve to be an exponential time contour.'

This was the second tine the Doctor had advanced the idea of a tine slip. On
the first occasion Sheard pretended he hadn't heard. Now, out of self-respect,
he felt obliged to challenge such unscientific nonsense. 'You really believe
that Victor Foxtrot flewinto ... a time warp?

Not even Dougl as Sheard's withering scepticismdimnished the Doctor's
sel f-confidence. 'Exactly. And you can't have a navigational hazard |ike that
hangi ng about the gal axy.'

Sheard counted slowy to ten. The man was obviously a lunatic. Al the sane,
if it ever got out that the Airport Controller had co-operated in this madcap
schenme, he woul d be the laughing stock of the whole airline industry. He was
saved from further speculation by a phone call fromthe control tower. dad at
| east to see the back of the Doctor and his comnpani ons, Sheard passed on the
information. 'Golf Alpha Charlie is ready for boarding.'

The operations office was buzzing with runours of the m ssing Concorde when
Captain Stapley and his copilot, Andrew Bilton, were ordered to prepare Colf
Al pha Charlie for take-off.

As they crossed the tarmac to the waiting aircraft, Captain Stapley explained
the briefing. 'This scientist wants to take up sone special equipnent to

nmoni tor the approach used by Victor Foxtrot when she went through the

decel erati on phase.'

" Morning, Skipper. Al ready for |loading.' Flight Engi neer Roger Scobie called
cheerfully fromthe cabin door as they reached the aircraft steps. There was



somet hi ng nmore sardoni ¢ than usual about the way Roger was grinning.

'"I's the gear on its way?' asked the Captain.

' Coming over now.' Roger pointed to the maintenance hanger.

Pilot and co-pilot both turned to |look. A fork-lift truck was naking its way
towards the plane. Lying on its side on the loading platformwas the Doctor's
TARD S.

The Doctor, Tegan and Nyssa followed the TARDIS in an airport car.

In her travels with the Doctor, Tegan had seen many remarkabl e things, but as
she stepped out of the car onto the hard-packed snow and | ooked up at Concorde
she caught her breath. The aeropl ane dazzled in the sunshine, brighter than
the frost. She saw why it was so

often conpared to a bird - a wild creature of the upper air, with graceful
swept - back wings, but, for all its power, a thing taned to the use of man.
Wth its lowered visor and long, elegant legs, it |ooked a touchingly

subm ssive beast, patiently waiting for its master to arrive, and conmand it
to soar to the borders of space.

The Doctor led the way up the steps. As they entered the cabin they were net
by Captain Stapley, who introduced the two young nmen on the flight deck behind

hi m

"Wuld you all go back and get strapped in for takeoff,' he asked them and
returned to his place in the cockpit to conplete the pre-flight checks.

Not hi ng was said by Stapley, Bilton or Scobie as they taxied out to the

hol di ng point, apart fromthe routine calls and checks. But the sanme thought
was uppermost in their mnds. This was the w erdest bunch of punters they had
ever flowm - to say nothing of the police box in the cargo hold.

'"CGolf Alpha Charlie. Right turn there. After the Trident departs. Line up and
hold, two eight left.'

'CGolf Al pha Charlie. Roger.'

' Speedbird CGolf Al pha Charlie. Ceared for takeoff. Surface wind is two nine
zero, twenty knots.'

' Speedbird Golf Al pha Charlie. Oeared for take-off.’
' Ckay. Ready to go then? Three, two, one, now'

" Ai rspeed buil ding.'

' One hundred knots.'

' Power checked.'

"V one.'

'"Rotate.'

Every eye on the airport turned to the runway as the great bird reared up and
lifted itself into the air.



"You seriously believe Victor Foxtrot went into sone sort of time slip?

The Doctor had joined the crew on the flight deck and was sitting in the junp
seat behind Captain Stapley, who was finding the idea of the time contour as
difficult to swallow as had Dougl as Sheard.

"It's the | ogical explanation.'
'Sounds a pretty rumidea to ne.'

'Hang on a noment, Doctor.' Roger Scobie turned fromthe engineer's panel wth
a mschievous gleamin his eye. '"If we follow Victor Foxtrot's course and end
up sonewhere over the rainbow - well, we're on a oneway ticket, just like
Captain Uquhart's lot!' Roger had no doubt they would be back on chocks at
Heat hrow wi t hi n the hour and had posed the problem out of sheer devil nment.

"You're forgetting the TARDIS,' replied the Doctor gravely.
' The TARDI S?' said Captain Stapley. 'You nmean that police box?'

"That's right,' said the Doctor, and left the flight deck feeling just a
littl e wounded by their nocking sniles.

The TARDI S, which had caused such mirth at the Doctor's expense, was nmeanwhil e
lying on its side in the narrow baggage hold of the aircraft. Together with
Nyssa and Tegan, the Doctor |owered hinself froma trap door in the main cabin
to the confines of the cargo conpartnent.

"That's odd,' he nuttered scornfully, '"this plane's smaller on the inside than
it is onthe outside.' He was still a little aggrieved by the crew s |ack of
confidence in the police box onto which he was now cl anberi ng.

It was not the Doctor's habit to enter the control roomthrough the ceiling,
but with the TARD S stowed si deways on, the doors were now uppernost. The
Doctor | owered hinself towards the console and funbled for the switch that
woul d bring the auto-gravity systeminto circuit. Suddenly the whole room
rotated through ninety degrees, bringing the floor back where it bel onged.
Tegan and Nyssa cane running in.

'So useful when you want to nmaintain a dignified attitude.' The Doctor
grinned, delighted to show of the TARDI S's versatility.

The Doctor got to his feet and activated a panel of instruments on the side of
the console. It was crucial to nmonitor exactly what happened in the next few
m nut es, when Concorde began her descent decel eration procedure.

Concorde Golf Al pha Charlie was al so being nonitored in air traffic control
wher e Dougl as Sheard had joined Cive Horton to keep a very close eye on the
Doctor's test flight.

"Al pha Charlie is now at 58,000 feet, one hundred and fifty mles off the
Cor ni sh coast. Scheduled to turn on its approach any nminute now,' Cive
expl ai ned.

' Speedbi rd Concorde Golf Al pha Charlie.' Captain Stapley came in clear and
confident over the radio. '"Now at six north, thirty west. Request perm ssion
to return to London.'

"CGolf Alpha Charlie. Clear to turn to port. Route via Sierra Novenber, fifteen
west to London.' 'Roger. Golf Alpha Charlie. Turning to port.' Clive turned to



the Airport Controller. 'They're now on the sane configuration as Golf Victor
Foxtrot.' Sheard nodded. Everything was nornmal. The whol e operation was a
waste of tine and noney and had got them nowhere. The first thing the Airport
Controller noticed to indicate that it was not quite as straightforward as
that was the | ook of alarmon Cive Horton's face. Then he too heard the
whistling interference on the radio. 'It's happening again!’

' Speedbi rd Concorde CGolf Al pha Charlie ..." For a nonent they could nmake out
the voice of Captain Stapley through the ringing atnospherics.

Then it was submerged in the same unearthly noise that Cive had heard the day
before. 'CGolf Al pha Charlie. Do you read?" Clive Horton called over the air in
vain. Sheard's eyes were riveted on the radar screen. The blip that showed the
progress of Al pha Charlie was starting to flicker. They were |osing the
aircraft's transponder signal. Horrified, the two nen watched as the cluster
of glowi ng nunmerals grew fainter and fainter, then vani shed altogether.

"Doctor, we're tinme-travelling!' Nyssa had been watching the dials on the
TARDI S console with the Doctor.

"But the columm isn't noving,' protested Tegan

The Doctor nodded. It was all happening as he had expected. 'Concorde has just
flown into the tinme contour!’

The Captain and his crew on the flight deck had no idea of the dismy at

Heat hrow, or the excitenment in the TARDIS, as the Doctor's theories began to
be proved right. Al their navigational instruments indicated they were naking
a normal approach to London Airport. The only sign of any unusual activity was
the radiation neter.

Captain Stapley watched the needle flickering in the alert section. 'Mist be a
solar flare." One or two other Concorde pilots had noted this phenonmenon
t hough it had never been serious enough to abandon the cruise clinb.

"I doubt it,"' interrupted the Doctor, reappearing on the flight deck. "It's
reacting to centuries of galactic radiation through which we're passing.'

But Stapley no |longer took the Doctor seriously. He turned his attention to
air traffic control. 'Speedbird Concorde Golf Al pha Charlie. Permssion to
descend to three seven zero.'

To his surprise, London was silent. He called again. 'CGolf Al pha Charlie. Do
you read?

'"I"'mafraid your radio is useless, Captain. By ny calculation we're the
spatial equival ent of four hundred billion mles fromair traffic control.'

Captain Stapley flashed the Doctor a | ook that was al nbst hostile. Loss of
radi o contact was a serious problemand the Doctor was no help at all, going
on about this time-warp nonsense. But, for all his rationalisation, he felt a
surge of dread, as if he were close to sonething alien and unknown. He prayed
for a sinple explanation.

'CGolf Al pha Charlie. Descend to three seven zero.'

The relief of the crew at the voice on the radi o was consi derable. But it was
nothing to the surprise of the Doctor

Captain Stapley turned and smled. 'Wuld you like to put your seatbelt on



Doctor. By ny calculations we're twenty mnutes fromtouch-down.'

The fam liar snell of kerosene greeted them as they wal ked down the aircraft
st eps.

"I ought to feel at home, getting in and out of airplanes,' thought Tegan, as
she | ooked round the airport scene. 'But everything seens so unreal after the
TARDI S.

'There's sonmething very unreal about all of this.' Nyssa felt an intuitive
sense of unease.

The Doctor felt acutely enbarrassed. They had no right to be back at Heat hrow
But how could he explain that to Captain Stapley?

Pronpted by Nyssa's observation, he started to recite to hinself:

That's why this tree
Dot h continue to be,
Si nce observed by yours faithfully, God.'

"What's that. Doctor?' the Captain asked in a friendly voice. He was now quite
sorry for the Doctor. After all, the poor man had cone back with a lot of egg
on his face.

"To be is to be perceived",' the Doctor quoted back. 'A naive
ei ght eent h-century phil osophy."

At this point, something very strange happened to Nyssa. For a nonent she saw
the airport around her as a reflection in a wi ndow Against her conscious
will, the focus of her eyes was drawn through the glass to a frightening
vortex beyond. There were bodi es, cadaverous shapes - putrid, rotting,
utterly horrible. She screaned.

As the others rushed round to confort her, the spectre was gone. She tried to
expl ai n what she had seen

There's nothing there,' said Andrew Bilton reassuringly.
It all started to make sense to the Doctor. He should have realised. They were
under the influence of nore than a tine contour. 'Perceptual induction,' he

nmnuttered to hinsel f.

"\What are you tal king about, Doctor?" Andrew had heard enough nonsense for one
day.

"I want you to concentrate very hard,' the Doctor replied with renewed urgency
in his voice.

Roger Scobie was not inpressed. 'You don't give up, do you, Doctor!’
'Concentrate! Look at everything! Cbserve it in every detail!' There was
somet hi ng about the Doctor now that commanded their attention. 'Concentrate!
Al together! It nust be a concerted effort!’

Captain Stapely shivered. Pure imagi nation, of course, but ever since that bit
of bother during the deceleration he had sensed a certain atnosphere. Perhaps

the Doctor wasn't such a fool as he appeared.

They all felt the tenperature drop. From nowhere a nmoani ng wi nd bl ew up.



Tegan was staring at a Pan Amjunbo jet. It rippled and twisted |like a nirage
in the desert. That plane! | can't focus properly!

It was true for all of them The whole world was reducing to an image froma
hal f-forgotten dream

'What are you doing to us!' shouted Captain Stapley.
" Perceptual induction. And |I'mundoing it,"' insisted the Doctor. 'Keep
concentrating. It's the only way to fight it and find out where we really

are!’

The Doctor was in deadly earnest. They were battling with a powerful unseen
force.

"But we're at Heathrow' interjected Stapley, desperately trying to reason
away the invadi ng unknown.

But the Doctor was giving no quarter. 'You think you're at Heathrow. So did
- well alnobst - up to a nonent ago. But now | know this isn't Heathrow at all
And you' re begi nning to have your doubts!’

They were cold now and desperately afraid. But the Doctor continued,
ruthlessly, to exploit their will power.

"Can't you see the coherence breaking up!'’

Al'l around them | ayer upon |ayer of what they had taken to be Heat hrow was
peeling away to reveal an infinite void. The wind rose to a hurricane. The
whol e air screamed. The airport ripped apart, as if it had been nothing but a

pai nted cl ot h.

Then t here was dar kness.

The Comi ng of the Plasmatons

It was a wilderness. A cold, prinordial tract of land, that rolled away, flat
and enpty to the horizon

The Doctor came to his senses first. Then the others, one by one, struggled to
their feet, dazed and confused.

"Where are we?' stammered Captain Stapley.
"I think you were right first tine, Captain.'

' Heat hrow?' He was nunb with shock

' Some one hundred and forty mllion years ago.'
It was all too nmuch for Roger Scobie. 'l think I'mdreamng,' was all he could
say.

"Quite the reverse, M Scobie,' the Doctor corrected him 'You' ve just woken
up. '

"I don't believe it!'" Andrew Bilton gazed round the solitary place.



The Doctor had no such credibility problens. Definitely Jurassic,' he decided,
| ooking at the forbidding terrain. '"There's a nip in the air though, so we
can't be far off the Pleistocene era.'

' The ice age?

The Doctor nodded. 'You know, it's at times like this | wish | still had ny
scarf. Better watch out for the odd brontosaurus,' he added casually - an
observation that did nothing to restore the shattered noral e of Captain
Stapl ey and his crew

'"Were they the creatures | saw?' asked Nyssa, still fearful of her horrifying
cl ai rvoyance

"I doubt it,"' replied the Doctor. 'Though | suspect what you saw was fromthis
tinme zone.'

Captain Stapley was struggling to make sense of what had happened. He had to
concede that the Doctor's hypothesis fitted the facts. 'Do you really mean
we' ve gone backwards down this tine contour?

'Have you any ot her expl anation?
Captain Stapley had not.

But Andrew Bilton was still clutching at straws. 'W were on Concorde,' he
prot ested, hoping that everything else was just a bad dream

At the mention of Concorde, another thought struck the Captain. 'How did we
I and on this?

They could see Golf Al pha Charlie parked at the end of a fortuitously |ong
stretch of |evel ground, possibly a dried out nudflat, toughened by the
encr oachi ng col d.

The crew took one | ook at the long ribbon of tyre tracks and broke out in a
cold sweat. Wthout knowing it, they had just crash-landed a hundred tons of
supersoni c aircraft.

The Doctor agreed they were lucky to be alive.

' The touch-down was perfect!' Andrew s nenory of the landing just didn't
square with what nust have been an inpact such as he had only previously
experienced on the sinulator

'Li ke having a tooth out under hypnosis,' explained the Doctor. 'You don't
feel a thing.'

Captain Stapley shared his co-pilot's perfect recall of a normal approach and
| andi ng. ' The descent into Heathrow was utterly real,' he protested.

'"So was the Indian rope trick,' remarked the Doctor

It occurred to Stapley that the sanme thing nust have happened to Captain
Urquhart as he brought in Flight 192 the previous day, no doubt believing they
were making a normal |et-down into London. The passengers and crew coul d be
anywhere in this wastel and, and, without the Doctor's help, totally at the
mercy of an unbelievably potent hallucinogenic force.

"W shall find them' the Doctor reassured him 'Let's hope no one finds us



first,' he added, a little less optinmistically. 'Behind nost illusions there's
a conjuror. And in this case you can be sure he's not gone to all this trouble
for our entertainment.’

They all noticed the anxiety in his voice.

"Doctor!' Tegan pointed. Fromwhere she was standi ng she had caught sight of

t he ot her Concorde, previously hidden behind an outcrop of rock. Perched
further along the nudflat, Victor Foxtrot |ooked |ike some prehistoric animal,
entirely at home in this pristine | andscape. Tegan was al ready away to have a
cl oser | ook.

' Tegan! Wait!' But she seened not to hear the Doctor calling.

Tegan suddenly stopped running. 'Look!'

As he caught up with her the Doctor followed her eyeline to the horizon.

"A building!" she exclaimed. 'O are we hallucinating?

"I don't think so. The illusion is always one of normality.'

"Well, that's not exactly Term nal Three.'

Dom nating the skyline was a |large pyram d of dark stone.

'But who could have built it!"’

No accident of nature had produced this negalithic fortress. Neither, in this
prehistoric desolation, could it be the work of any man.

As they cautiously noved forward, something caught the Doctor's eye, in a
shal l ow crater to one side. It was an enornmous skel eton, though not of any
[iving thing.

"I think the answer m ght be over there.'
" A spacecraft?' asked Tegan.

The Doctor wal ked into the crater to get a better view of the w eckage.
Looters or salvagers had |l ong since stripped it bare. The wind and freezing
rain had eroded the gaunt superstructure. But it was undoubtedly the hulk of a
vast ship.

Nyssa felt a sudden jab of fear. Sonething was gnawi ng at the threshold of her
m nd. Surprised at her own spontaneity, she cried out. 'Danger! W nust follow
the Doctor!"’

She noved instinctively towards the second Concorde. Andrew, Roger and the
Captain had no choice but to follow her. Yet when they came to the brow of the
hill the Doctor and Tegan coul d not be seen.

A band of m st obscured the horizon. As they peered into the haze it seened to
evaporate. Qut of the barren tundra a four-lane nmotorway, surging with
traffic, stretched ahead, as far as the eye could see.

"It's the MA,' cried Roger.

"It's an illusion,' warned Nyssa.



it mght lead us out of this time warp,' replied Andrew, stepping forward with
Roger towards the beguiling vista of civilisation.

"Bilton! Scobie! Stay where you are! And that's an order.' Captain Stapley had
| earned fromthe Doctor. Like Nyssa, he wasn't to be taken in by this phantom
reality. 'Renmenber the Indian rope trick.'

The two officers renmenbered Heat hrow that was not Heathrow. Wth renewed
scepticismthey outstared the vision. The view of tarmac and traffic faded.
They were alone in the wilderness. Once again they had been the victinms of
some form of group hypnosis, like the spectators of the Indian mesmerist. They
must be on their guard agai nst another attack.

"What was the Indian rope trick? asked Nyssa who knew not hing of that curious
tale of the Raj. How, in front of all the sahibs and nmensahi bs, the fakir
threw his rope up into the air, clinmbed up, and vani shed. And how only a

phot ograph had shown the truth- no magic, no gateway to heaven ...

"Just the rope lying on the ground, and this Indian juju man and his oppo
behi nd t he bushes, laughing like a couple of skunks.' Roger finished the
story.

'CGet down!' Captain Stapley had seen sonet hing.

A group of nen and wonen cane into view, trundling a | arge heavy object. Nyssa
was appal | ed. Sonehow t hese peopl e had got hold of the TARDIS.

Roger and Andrew were nore interested in the task force itself.

' There's Dave Cul shaw and Angela difford!’

' They were on Victor Foxtrot!'

They had found sone of Captain U quhart's passengers and crew. Co-pilot and
engi neer were already half-way to joining their coll eagues. Captain Stapley
could do nothing to hold them back.

Andrew was the first to reach the young stewardess. 'Angel a!’

The girl recogni sed himat once, obviously delighted. 'Andrew You didn't tell
me you had a New York Stopover.'

"\What are you tal ki ng about ?'
"See you in the bar in half an hour.'

He realised that this little band, in their Savile Row suits and airline
uniforms, were blind to the alien | andscape, and knew not hi ng of the strange
| abour they were required to perform They day-dreaned normality.

'Look, old chap. This is all a bit of a snare and a delusion ...
havi ng the sane trouble with Captain Urquhart's co-pilot.

Roger was

"Do you fancy that new | ndonesi an restaurant?' Angela was |ooking forward to
an evening out in Manhattan with the man who was frantically trying to drag
her back to reality. But the spell could not be broken.

W'l | have to grab them'

The struggle was viewed froma distance by Captain Stapley and Nyssa. The



Captain was on the point of going to help his two crew nenbers when Nyssa saw
t he cl oud.

Stapl ey had experienced a tornado once in Arizona, and he was rem nded of it
as the great tongue of white fire cane whirling in and hovered over Bilton and
Scobie. It grewin size, seeming to draw its substance fromthe air.

The white mass divided into seven hideously bland seethi ng congl onerates which
transnogrified into creatures; faceless dead things dragged to life.

Andrew and Roger had seen the invaders. They turned to defend thensel ves.
Encircling them the seven grey transnmutes |inked their spavined linbs to
contain the two men. As their unnatural flesh touched, it nerged again, o0o0zing
and bl eeding, until the seven nenbers were reabsorbed into each other

Bilton and Scobi e were now hopel essly engorged in the trenbling matter, |ike
solids digesting in the gut of an animal. Then, as swiftly as it had come, the
huge gl obul e rose up and was gone.

Bilton and Scobi e had di sappeared.

5 The Magic of Kalid

' Sheraz, sheraz, tumal baloor ...' The thin, strangul ated voice that chanted
t hese arcane words could have been that of a rmuezzin summoning the faithful to
prayer. But it was no holy man who stood before the great crystal ball in the

sonmbre heart of the Citadel that the Doctor and Tegan had seen on the horizon
and the power that Kalid called forth was as dark as the granite walls of the
chanmber where he practised his magic arts.

The Doctor was right to fear such a man as this; for Kalid was no ordi nary
conj uror.

He was no ordinary nman either, with his yellow oriental face, bloated |like the
body of a drowned dog and gangrenous with age and excess, with broken teeth
and rotting gunms that contorted his nouth into a permanent |eer. Hi s height
too, for a Chinaman - if that was his race - was remarkable, and his girth,
conceal ed by a bright coat of damask, as nonstrous as the force he invoked.

' Sheraz, sheraz, tummal ' Kalid called again and the crystal clouded. He
gazed in the swirling msts and saw the Doctor and Tegan wandering back from
t he rui ned spaceship. He was pleased with the power at his command. He could
see ail things; and all things obeyed his wll.

"Verram verram xeraak namaan ...' He would show his power to this Doctor

The Doctor neanwhile, had returned to a very frightened Captain Stapley.

' Those creatures!' The Captain had no words to describe the emanations that he
had seen spirit away his two crew nenbers. 'They just took off with Bilton and
Scobi e!’

The Doctor's first thought was that Stapley had been hall uci nati ng agai n. But

Nyssa, who was much | ess susceptible, was as upset as the Captain by what had

j ust happened.

If any doubt rermained in the Doctor's nmind as to the reality of what Captain
Stapley and Nyssa had just witnessed, it was about to be dispelled.

As the voice of Kalid echoed in the darkness of the C tadel, another cloud



appeared. The Doctor saw the horror on the faces of Tegan and the Captain.

' Behind you, Doctor!' hissed Stapley. The Doctor had no tine even to turn and
face the horrid eviscerations that had formed behind him He was instantly
absorbed into the shapel ess nass.

The Doctor felt like a drowning man who has gone under for the third tine. He
knew t here was no point in struggling. In fact, there was a strange cal m at
the centre of the aggl oneration

He could hear a nurnuring, like the distant roar of the sea in a conch shell.
It was alnmost as if a giant had woken froma deep sleep and was trying to

whi sper some great confidence. Was it his inmagination, or could he hear
someone or something calling out to hin? 'Doctor ... Doctor ... Help ...

Hel p!

There was no doubt about it. Some unknown intelligence was trying to
conmmuni cat e.

"Hel p us, Doctor!' The voice was growi ng stronger and nore desperate. 'Beware
beware the renegade! Hel p!' The voice grew incoherent as if terrified at
its own revel ation.

' Stop!!

Captain Stapley and Tegan turned fromtheir efforts to free the Doctor to face
Nyssa who was watching their exertions with a faraway | ook on her face.

"You mustn't fight it!' Although she couldn't herself hear the distant voices,
she just knew the Doctor wasn't in danger

And in the Citadel, Kalid, who saw everything in the crystal sphere, knew that
he must rel ease the Doctor before the voices betrayed him 'Evaneragh!' he
cried out.

"What's happeni ng now?' Tegan coul d suddenly see the shadow of the Doctor
i nsi de the cocoon.

As quickly as it had materialised, the substance dissolved and evapor at ed,
| eaving the Doctor, |ooking rather surprised, on the ground.

Stapl ey rushed forward to help him The Doctor smiled reassuringly. 'Captain
Stapley, are you all right?

"Am | all right!' The Captain was amazed at the sheer nerve of the man.
The Doctor got to his feet and dusted hinsel f down.

' Those were the creatures that got hold of Bilton and Scobie!’

"What creatures?

' Those bl obs!"

"You nean the Pl asmatons?'

"I's that what you call then?'

"Protein aggloneration.' The Doctor was casually matter of fact. 'Random
particles assenbled fromthe atnosphere. Quite inanimate | assure you.'



Captain Stapley had twi ce, now, seen the Plasmatons, and in his opinion they
were highly animate. He considered the Doctor's eccentric explanation
dangerously inadequate. 'But, Doctor,' he protested, 'there's no techni que
that could create nmatter |ike that, out of thin air!’

"Isn't there?" The Doctor instantly countered his objection. 'Wat about the
energy that telepathically generated the illusion we were at Heathrow Do you
think that can't operate on a physical |evel ?

Captain Stapley shook his head and wondered for a noment if he was in a
madhouse.

"Doctor!' Nyssa interrupted. She had sonething far nore serious to recount
than a visit fromthe Plasmatons. But no one was |i stening.

"Sinmply a form of psychokinesis,' the Doctor continued.
' You mean that spoon-bendi ng nonsense?

"Doctor!' Nyssa tried once nore to prise into their conversation. 'Those
peopl e were taking away the TARD S!'

The Doctor's shock at the theft of the TARDI S was equalled only by Kalid's joy
as the great box was trundled into his chanber by the inpressed workforce of
airline passengers that Nyssa and Stapley had spotted | eaving the Concorde.

"You have your work. Go to it!' Kalid dism ssed his |abourers.

As the benused busi ness executives and cabin staff wandered out of the
chanmber, Kalid noved eagerly towards the TARDI S. He had seen it before in the
crystal and | onged for the noment when it would be his. He stretched out a
jaundi ced hand to the door

It was | ocked.

"Didn't you even bother to see where they were taking it? The Doctor was
appal l ed they had et the TARD S be renmpved so easily.

Rat her unreasonabl e of him thought Stapley, seeing how Bilton and Scobi e had
wei ghed in, only to be abducted by those Pl asmaton things.

But Nyssa and Tegan understood the Doctor's concern only too well. Wthout the
TARDI S t hey were stranded.

They were not, however, al one.

A man was running behind a |ine of rocks on the high ground above where
Captain Stapley, Tegan, Nyssa and the Doctor were di scussing what to do next.
He dropped to his knees behind the cover of a |arge boul der, breathing
heavily. Such exertion did not cone easily to a man of his years. After a few
nmonents he gan to get his breath back. He brushed at the mud on is tweed suit
and haul ed himself up to a position fromwhere he coul d observe the people in
the valley below him There were four of them They didn't seemfamiliar from
the New York flight. But one of themwas in uniform Plenty of gold braid. A
pil ot perhaps fromthe second aircraft he had just seen. He resisted the

i mpul se to join theminmredi ately; they too nmight be contam nated. But he
couldn't survive, let alone escape fromthis place, on his own. He would have
to make contact.

" Hey! "



The Doctor and his conpani ons | ooked towards the skyline fromwhere a rather
di stingui shed, bearded figure was wal king slowy towards them

Not a word was spoken until the newconmer was within a few yards of Captain
St anl ey.

"Are you fromthe other Concorde?" The nan spoke warily.

"Captain Stapley, British Airways.' Stapley held out his hand.

The stranger continued to regard themw th deep suspicion. 'Professor Hayter
University of Darlington.' He grudgingly offered the information like a card

pl ayer forced to reveal his hand.

"You must be from 192! \Were are all the other passengers? Wat happened to
you?'

Prof essor Hayter was reassured by the Captain's brisk questioning. 'You' re not
hal | uci nati ng?' He sounded desperately hopef ul

"Certainly not.'
The Professor relaxed. 'You ve no idea what it's been like resisting al one.’

He turned his attention to the Doctor and the two girls. Wat was Captain
Stapl ey doing with such an unlikely rescue party!

The Doctor guessed what he was thinking. 'Don't worry, you're not inmagining
us.' He introduced the others.

Prof essor Hayter nodded. He still didn't know what to nmake of them
Captain Stapley appreciated how he nmust feel about this inprobable trio. He
qui ckly explained how, if it hadn't been for the Doctor, they would never,

have tracked down the nissing Concorde.

Hayter found this hard to believe, but at |least help, in sone form had got
t hrough. 'How did the Russians let you | and?" he asked eagerly.

' The Russians?' The Captain had no idea what the Professor was tal king about.
"Aren't we beyond the Iron Curtain?

Stapley wished they really were in the USSR It would be far easier to escape
fromthe Soviet Union than fromthe far end of a time contour

"This nmust be Siberia,' the old man insisted.

"Well, not exactly.'

They woul d have a hard tine explaining the truth to Professor Hayter

Kalid turned fromthe crystal sphere. The Plasmaton mass had entered his
chanmber. The organi c shroud dissol ved and di spersed, revealing Bilton and
Scobi e.

"You will return to your work.' Kalid studied their reaction to his comand.

Thanks to the interference of the Doctor, these two nen had | earned to resist
the illusions.



The co-pilot and engi neer began to wal k sommanbul antly fromthe chanber. Kalid
smled; all was well. They had forgotten all the Doctor's advice.

Suddenly, fromthe corner of his eye, Bilton caught sight of the TARDI S.
Sonething stirred in his menory. He noved across to the police box. 'TARD S

TARDIS ..."' The word sprang fromsonme far recess of his mnd. Wiat it
meant he had no idea. 'TARDI S?' But that was just an old police box. And then
he remenbered the Doctor. OF course! The TARDI S! He becane aware of the dark
cold room fromthe corner of which a shadowy figure was watching his every
nove. 'Rope!' He remenbered something el se. 'Rope trick!' That was it. It al
cane fl oodi ng back. He had been hall uci nati ng agai n.

' Ram sharaa, |noora xuror,' Kalid began to chant. The young officer could not
be allowed to resist the power.

Bilton felt hinmself |losing his nomentary hold on reality. He felt dizzy and
anxi ous.

Then he felt perfectly well again. It was a normal day at Heat hrow.
"You will return to your work.' Kalid spoke once nore.

' Speedbi rd Concorde 193, clear for take-off.' A normal working day, and Andrew
Bilton was flying to New York ...

The Doctor was inpressed by Professor Hayter's ability to resist the
perceptual induction. Hs resilience was soon accounted for

"Hypnosis is my special subject at Darlington,' Hayter explained. 'So | was
abl e to contra-suggest.'

Al one anong the passengers of the crew of the first Concorde to slip into the
time contour, the Professor had been aware that they were the focus of a
power ful hal | uci nogenic force, although even he had nomentarily | ost

consci ousness during what he still insisted on calling 'the hi-jack'. But the
ol d man had

obviously had quite a battle to keep control of his own nind
"Hyperstinmulation of eidetic images,' he explained. 'The nost powerful
hal | uci natory induction |'ve ever conme across. They mnust be using

ul trasonics.'

"Who are they?' the Doctor interrupted.

"I don't know. Even the guards are disguised."'

' The guards? You nean the Pl asmatons?'

' The what ?'

"Never mind,' said the Doctor. There was no time for explanations,
particularly with a man |i ke Professor Hayter. That was the trouble with
scientists; they were so narrow m nded. For the nmoment the Doctor needed

Hayter to show hi mwhere his fell ow passengers had been taken

The Professor was nost reluctant to return to the prison fromwhich he had
j ust escaped.



"You're not serious,' he protested, as the Doctor outlined his plan

"Hayter, I've got to find ny crew and the crew and passengers from 192,
insisted Captain Stapley. He synpathised with the old man's fears, but he had
a duty to nake sure everyone escaped.

"And 1've got to find the TARD S,' added the Doctor
"TARDI S?" It was not a word in Professor Hayter's vocabul ary.

The Doctor did not elucidate. A discussion with the Professor on tine and
relativity would get them nowhere

Tegan, as usual, was less discreet. 'Wthout the TARDI S we'l|l never get back
to the twentieth century,' she blurted out.

"What did you say?' The scientist fromDarlington reacted with depressing
predictability.

Bef ore the Doctor could change the subject, Nyssa had chipped in. 'She's
absolutely right. W've all travelled a hundred and fifty mllion years down a
time contour.'

The Professor didn't bat an eyelid. 'You' re both hallucinating!' He disnissed
the two girls' explanation.

Tegan obstinately continued with her account of how the 192 had been snared in
a tine warp. But the Professor was having none of it.

"Unl ess we get themaway fromhere, this could turn into denmentia praecox.' He
spoke with the grave authority of a true expert.

The Doctor said nothing. He needed to keep the old boy's confidence; Professor
Hayter could lead themto the TARDI S.

"Professor, there's no time to explain.' Captain Stapley was equally
pragmatic. 'l need you to show nme where | can find the others. And the Doctor
has got to get back his ...'" He faltered. Let the Doctor convince the old man
about the tine warp. 'The Doctor mnust retrieve his equi pnent,' he concl uded
with neat circunl ocution.

"If you insist, Captain,' Hayter conceded rather ungraciously. 'The prison
centre is somewhere on the other side of that hill.’

The little party noved off down the valley. Their breath msted in the cold
air and their footsteps crackled on the frosty earth. They instinctively nmoved
fast to keep warm though everyone kept a wary eye open for a return of the

Pl asmat ons.

As they progressed, Professor Hayter gravitated to the side of Captain
Stapely. He felt he could trust the Concorde pilot. He was not so sure about
the Doctor, however. The world was full of Doctors with woefully inadequate
qualifications; there were several at his own university. '"Wat is this

equi prent of the Doctor's? he asked suspiciously.

Captain Stapley felt Iike a school boy. He couldn't explain how Golf Al pha
Charlie had been used to transport an old police box w thout making hinself
sound a conplete idiot. 'It's a TARDIS,' he said, with confidence he did not
feel.



Prof essor Hayter signalled themto halt at the end of the valley. On the
hori zon they saw the great pyram d that Tegan and the Doctor had spotted on
their earlier exploration. That was where the TARD S nmust have been taken

t hought the Doctor. Wth a bit of luck the Professor could show themthe way
in wthout drawing attention to thensel ves.

"How did that get built in this wilderness? said Captain Stapley, gazing at
the Citadel on the horizon

'Slave | abour | expect,' said Professor Hayter bitterly.

The Captain was just wondering how they would ever convince the Professor they
weren't in Russia, when Nyssa cried out: 'Doctor!’

She was rigid with fright and fighting for breath.

' Sonet hing's happening ... | can't She coul d hardly nouth the words.

"No!' she screaned, as if trying to ward off an invisible invader

It's the radiation,' shouted the Professor. 'l said we should keep away from
this place.'

"Keep still!" The Doctor waved back Stapley and Tegan who had noved to Nyssa's
hel p.

They wat ched Nyssa carefully. She was suddenly cal ner.

"Do not approach the Citadel!' Her voice was deep and resonant and seened to
bel ong to anot her person altogether. 'Return to your ship ... There is great
danger .’

The Doctor studied Nyssa for a few nmonments in silence, then spoke as if she
were a stranger. 'Wio are you?' he asked.

"What' s happeni ng?' whi spered Captain Stapley, overwhel ned by the sudden
transformati on of Nyssa's personality.

"The intelligence is using Nyssa as a nmedium' expl ained the Doctor

"Hysteria triggered by ultra-sonics,' sneered the Professor contenptuously,
di smi ssing the Doctor's observations with his own diagnosis.

"Be quiet!'" The Doctor turned back to Nyssa. 'Wio are you?' he repeated. '\Wat
do you want ?'

"Krishnan, krishnan ...' Kalid could see everything in the crystal ball. He
had sil enced the voices in the Plasmaton mass around the Doctor; now he nust
silence this girl whose mnd was attuned to the Great One. 'Krishnan, krishnan
xaraa ...'

Nyssa groaned, feeling pain and despair that were not her own. 'W are ... we
are ...' She felt another foree that froze the words in her nouth. 'The
control divides

us ..." A dual power struggled for supremacy of her consciousness. 'The
control shall be resisted,' the unknown voice uttered again. 'There is so
l[ittle tinme. You nust resist...'

'Veraam veraam xarak namaman!' screaned Kalid inside the Ctadel



'Look!' shouted Tegan. 'It's happeni ng again!’

They all | ooked up. The Plasmaton cloud had formed in the sky above them It
hovered for a nmonent, a whirling tongue of white fire, over Nyssa, then slowy
descended and swaddl ed her. She stared out helplessly fromthe bl ubbery cage.

"A bioplasnic shield,' observed the Doctor. 'Sonebody wanted to stop her
tal ki ng," he added nore om nously.

'"W've got to get away fromhere,' nuttered Hayter, noting that the eneny had
nore than psychol ogi cal weapons at its di sposal

"We've got to get Nyssa out of there,' said Stapley. But for all his bravery
there was nothing he could to to prise the bonded matter apart.

"I"'mafraid we don't have the right kind of energy,' said the Doctor

"W can't just |eave her!’

"W nust find the source of the power.' The Doctor |ooked towards the Citadel
"You go on, Doctor. I'Il stay with Nyssa,' urged Stapley.

Tegan, however, knew that the Captain was far nore useful hel ping the Doctor
track down the TARDIS. '"I'Il stay with Nyssa,' she insisted.

Hayter was near panic with all this talk going on. 'Continuing to the Citade
is madness!' he cri ed.

"If we don't get the TARDI S back, we'll be trapped here for ever!' Tegan gave
the Professor short shrift for his lack of spirit.

The Doctor agreed with Tegan. 'If Nyssa gets free you are both to go back to
t he Concorde."

"You bet!"’
' Come on, Captain, Professor.’

Prof essor Hayter couldn't believe such stupidity. 'Don't you realise the
effect will only get worse as we near the centre of the radiation!'

Stapl ey | ooked at the Professor in disgust.

The Doctor expressed the Captain's feelings precisely. '"Is that a reason for
abandoni ng your fell ow passengers!’

There was no sign of any activity as they neared the Ctadel
Whil e they wal ked, Captain Stapely thought about what had just happened to
Nyssa. He turned to the Doctor. 'If the intelligence was trying to comunicate

with us, who was trying to stop it?

That was just what the Doctor was wondering. 'Something with the sane resource
of psychokinetic energy,' he suggested.

"Anot her intelligence?

The Doctor nodded. Captain Stapley could well be right.



6
The Doctor and the Magician
' Shanorsherah ... shanorsherom...'

Though the Doctor and his conpanions had net with no opposition as they
entered the Ctadel, Kalid, who saw all things, could observe their approach
in the masmc imges that formed and re-fornmed in the crystal sphere. His
face twisted in a horrid smle. Soon they would all be in his power.

The Citadel was a cold, unfriendly place. The dark stone corridors were |like
tunnel s excavated fromthe bedrock. They crossed and twi sted alarnmingly. It
was as well that Professor Hayter had such an excellent sense of direction

They advanced deeper and deeper into the G tadel; there was still no sign of
anybody.

'The place is deserted,' whispered Captain Stapley.

"Don't you believe it,' answered the Professor. 'Those guards appear from
nowhere.'

' Those guards, as you call them' said the Doctor, "are fully occupied | ooking
after Nyssa.'

Nei t her Professor Hayter nor Captain Stapley had any idea what he was tal king
about .

The Doctor tried to explain. 'Those creatures you saw were particles of
pr ot opl asm bonded by psychic energy. The essential protoplasmcan take any
form'

"Such as the shield round Nyssa.' Captain Stapley now saw exactly what the
Doct or neant.

"Yes. But | suspect that the power and the raw material is linmted. So as |ong
as Nyssa is protected ...'

"No Plasmatons!' said Stapley, junmping to the same concl usion as the Doctor

Prof essor Hayter wondered why the Captain took such egregi ous nonsense
seriously. The Doctor was a crank

"I"ve never heard such an extravagant explanation,' he snorted derisively.

Captain Stapley was irritated by the Professor's reflex scepticism G anted
the strange forces at work in the place, what the Doctor said made good sense
' Then how do you expl ai n what happened to Nyssa?' he chall enged the old man.

It was really beneath Professor Hayter's dignity to contribute to such an
unscientific debate, but that ridicul ous young man needed putting in his
pl ace.

'Some form of projection. Maybe part hallucination,' he suggested airily.
"Scientifically speaking ...'

But the Doctor cut himshort. "Scientifically speaking, I'd like you to show
me where we can find the others.'



Nyssa felt no fear. There was a wonb-1like peace within the shield. She could
dimMy see the face of Tegan, peering forward |ike an eager child - nose
agai nst the glass of a toyshop w ndow.

"Can you hear nme?' Tegan nmouthed. 'Are you all right?
But Nyssa was a world apart.

"Nyssa ... Nyssa ...' The voice that cane to her was inside the shield itself.
'Resistance ... resistance,' it pleaded. 'Kalid shall be resisted!’

"Who are you?' asked Nyssa.

It grew brighter as they turned the corner and saw the end of the tunnel
Captain Stapley led the way forward. Hugging the walls, they tiptoed towards
the source of the light.

The corridor ended in a great hall fromwhich radiated several other passages.
In the centre of the hall was a large rotunda, formng a roomwithin a room
constructed with nuch greater precision and of smpother bl ocks than the
surroundi ng wal |l s.

A large group of men and wonen were chiselling with crude inplenments at the
tight nesh of stones which conceal ed the inner room

"There's Bilton and Scobie!' The Captain had spotted his crew nenbers,
m ndl essly | abouring with the crew and passengers fromthe 192.

The Doctor's first thought was that Andrew and Roger could lead themto the
hi di ng place of the TARDIS. But he didn't need Professor Hayter to tell him
that they had | apsed into a deep, though active, state of trance. It would be
qui cker to look for it hinself. He started to walk round the circular hall

"If we could separate Bilton and Scobie ..."' began Stapl ey, thinking al oud
that it would be relatively easy to bring his co-pilot and engineer to their
senses and, with their help, work on the others.

'Look out for the guards,' cautioned the Professor, who was not a nan for
heroi c gestures.

The Captain tried to reassure him 'If the Doctor's

theory is right ...' He | ooked round. 'Were is the Doctor?" The Doctor had
vani shed.

It was the tracks of sonme heavily | oaded sl edge or barrow that brought the
Doctor into one of the side corridors. If the grooves on the floor had indeed
been left by the TARDI S, he needed only to follow the tramines to the
termnal ...

One corridor led to another and intersected a third. The Doctor kept going. He
finally came to an archway in which was set a door of stone. Sonme hidden
mechani sm swung asi de the heavy portal, and the Doctor stepped into Kalid's
chanber.

At first he saw nothing of the pedestal in the centre of the room or the
great globe of crystal which rested on it, or the necronmantic trappings around
the walls. H s eyes went straight to the far corner of the chanber -and the
TARDIS. He hurried over to it.



'So you are here at last, Doctor.'

The Doctor spun round. The sinister nagician had stepped fromthe shadows
behi nd hi m

Captain Stapley wal ked right round the rotunda inside the great hall | ooking
anxi ously for the Doctor.

The Professor bore the Doctor's disappearance with nore equanimty. 'I don't
know what this Doctor's qualifications are,' - he adopted a tone of voice
heard frequently in the senior common room of Darlington University - "but if

you ask ne, the man's a lunatic'
"I don't believe | did,' said Captain Stapley.

The passengers and the Concorde crews toiled away at the side of the circular
i nner room |ike marauding

i nsects assailing the walls of a giant hive. It was a strange sight.

Bl ue-rinsed Anerican matrons, a pop star and his manager, financiers, stewards
fromthe airline: they all applied thenselves, w thout thought of protest, to
the interstices of the blocks, uncaring of the debris that rained on their
smart cl ot hes.

They took no notice either of Captain Stapley or Professor Hayter

Stapl ey wat ched themin amazenment. 'Wat do you think's behind that wall?' he
asked the Professor.

"Another wall, | shouldn't wonder. It's called hard | abour."

The Captain sighed. He started to explain. 'The Doctor's theory is that it's a
hi-jack in tine rather than space ...’

The professorial features contracted into a sneer

"This isn't the Soviet Union, Professor,' the Captain battled on. 'The Doctor

" This Doctor needs his head exam ned,' announced Professor Hayter

The Doctor stood between Kalid and the TARDIS. 'So you're the conjuror? he
finally spoke.

"I amKalid,' the oriental replied grandly.

"You say that as if you expected a round of applause.' The Doctor answered
with a lack of respect that obviously displeased the magician.

'Have a care, Doctor. You are not summoned to nmy domain to play the clown.'

" Your domai n?' The Doctor's flippant tone changed to one of assumed interest.
"Here Kalid rules!’

'Then | apologise for nmy levity.' The Doctor bowed

wi th exaggerated politeness. Kalid, however, failed to spot the irony of the
gesture and inclined his head in return. 'Not to nention ny curiosity,' added



t he Doctor, hoping for sone sort of explanation. 'Wat troubles your mind?
"What you're doing in this time zone for a start.' 'Shall Kalid not travel
where the spirit | eads hin?' The Doctor was silent for a nonent. He gl anced
round the chanber before turning back to Kalid. 'Wuld the spirit have
anything to do with the ruin of that spaceship outside the Citadel?" There was
no response to the Doctor's probing. 'Spaceshi p? asked Kalid blandly. 'Yes,'
sai d the Doctor, unconvinced by the other's assumed ignorance. 'Space is
within us,' Kalid persisted enigmatically. 'Then how exactly do you travel ?

"By the power of the Great One.' Kalid narrowed his eyes. 'In the deserts of
Arabia | learned all the magic
arts.'

The Doctor had had enough of this play-acting. 'Seven | eague boots, eh? Magic
carpet? | suppose it makes for convenience.' He jeered at the artful ponposity
of the grotesque figure before him

Kalid' s anger was very real. 'You nock nme, Doctor!' H's sunken eyes burned
like live coals and he uttered a terrible warning. 'Do not doubt that | could
sumon furies and cacodaenons, a conpany of cherubim or Lucifer hinself!’

The Doctor knew this was no idle threat. 'Yes, you' re surrounded by a | ot of
power ful bi oenergetics,' he agreed. But there was nore - or perhaps less - to
Kalid than that. 'I can't help feeling, Kalid,' he

continued 'that there's sonething a great deal nore mechanistic about al
this.'

' Mechani stic?" Again the innocence

"What are you doing sitting at the end of a time contour, like a spider in a
web? And what do you want with my TARDI S?'

Kalid smled. "My famliar spirits have told me of your mracul ous cabi net.
The spirits have told nme you woul d cone.'

"Your spirits are certainly well informed,' said the Doctor, irritated by the
inscrutability of the man.

"I hold the whole genius of Night bound to nmy will," Kalid ranted on, puffing
hinself up like a great toad. 'And now the G eat El enental has sumoned you,
Doctor. Destiny has brought you to ne.' He continued to talk in riddles.

"But not just me, Kalid.' The Doctor was determined to get some sense out of
him 'Wat do you want with all those passengers?

"Slaves are required in ny donmain.'
"You have the Pl asmatons.'
' They have ot her uses.'

Just as the Doctor thought: the power that controlled those nanifestations was
[imted.

"You mean you need that psychotronic energy for sonething el se!'" The Doctor
was thinking of Nyssa trapped in the bioplasnic shield.

' The power nust be used for the great work we shall do together.'



"We?' The Doctor had no intention of co-operating with this inflated poseur
' Toget her we shall scourge the entirety of time and space!' proclainmed Kalid.

The Doctor had heard it all so many tines before. These vainglorious tyrants
with their dreans of absolute power. 'You can exclude ne from your w zardry,
he replied sharply.

But Kalid was not offering the Doctor any choice. 'You cannot resist, Doctor.
In this place all things obey Kalid. Conme!" He led the Doctor to the crystal
in the centre of the room and began to chant. 'Vizaan, vizaan, zanoor

m naz. ..’

The crystal clouded. Qut of the mists appeared the inage of Tegan and Nyssa.
"You see your friends? He called a second tine: 'Vizaan! Vizaan!' The msts
roll ed back. When the crystal cleared again the Doctor could see the great
hal | and rotunda. 'Your Captain Stapley and his fellow nortals.' The Doctor
was very inpressed at such a display of clairvoyance. But such power could not
cone froma nere human bei ng. The incantation was rel easing energy from

el sewhere

"You're not in control here,' the Doctor challenged Kalid. 'You' re as norta
as anybody el se!"’

7
The Eneny Unmasked

Captain Stapley and the Professor had no idea that the Doctor could see them —
albeit fleetingly in the crystal ball.

The Captain woul d have appreciated a sighting of the Doctor. He wi shed the man
woul dn't just wander off |ike that.

Hayter, his confidence boosted by the prol onged absence of the guards, was al
for maki ng contact with Bilton and Scobi e and shepherdi ng t hepassengers back
to the relative safety of the aircraft. 'Your crew are in front of you,' he

urged Captain Stapley. 'Or do you have to ask the Doctor's pernission first!'

"Don't provoke ne,' growled Stapley. But it did seema little lacking in
initiative not to try and rescue his two officers.

Hayter and Stapley wal ked up to the group attacking the rotunda. Hayter
sel ected the young stewardess Andrew Bilton had originally recognised in the
party with the TARDI S. Stapley approached his First Oficer

" Andrew '

"Hell o, Skipper.' Andrew Bilton was very matter of fact, totally convinced
that the nan beside himwas sitting in the left-hand seat on the flight deck
preparing to take off. 'lI've got the Met. report. W'll clear those

t hunder storns by the time we get to the subsonic cruise.' He was absorbed in
a waki ng dreamin which he acted out the routine of ordinary life. 'Andrew'
Stapley tried to shake sone sense into

hi m

Angela difford, the stewardess, saw Professor Hayter as a particularly
obstreperous passenger. But she was trained to deal with the likes of him



"WIl you please sit down, sir, and fasten your seat belt. W' re about to take
of f.'

'"Listen to ne!’

'The bar will be open as soon as we're airborne,' she retorted in her nost
cut - gl ass accent.

"Andrew!' said the Captain. 'W're not on Concorde. Renenber the Doctor!’

But not hing seenmed to convince the first Oficer he wasn't at Heat hrow, about
to | eave for New York.

' Oxygen checked. Flight control inverters on. Anti-stall systemon ...' He
| aunched into the pre-flight

checks. To his horror, Captain Stapley felt hinself being

drawn into Andrew Bilton's fantasy.

"Altimeters checked. Navigation radios set...'

"Stop it, Andrew'

But the Captain could already hear the whine of engines, and the ghostly
outline of the flight deck was taking shape around him 'W nust fight ..." he
stamered, forcing his conscious mnd to hold back the

i I1usion.

But the hypnotic rhythmof the calls only stimulated

the hal [ uci nation

' Brakes.'

' Checked,' responded the Captain, half-believing he

really was in the pilot's seat.

"Throttles.'

"ldle.’

"Throttl e masters.'

"on.
St apl ey made anot her desperate attenpt to hold back the images fl oodi ng up
from his subconscious. 'W must fight...' But the dream was beconming its own
reality. 'Speedbird Concorde 193 to tower. Permission to start engines ...' He

made one nore suprene effort. Pr of essor !’

Hayter rushed to the Captain's help. 'Wlke up, man!' The Professor pulled him
away from Andrew Bilton. 'Concentrate! \Wat about the Doctor, Captain

St apl ey!"’

The Doctor?' Stapley blinked. H's perception reverted |ike a change of shot in
afilm Hs mnd was in control again. 'The Doctor! And my crew' He was angry
with hinmself for losing control. It wouldn't happen again. 'Bilton!' He turned



back to his co-pilot with renewed determ nation. 'M Bilton, renmenber what
happened at Heat hrow '

"What's that, Skipper?
' Remrenber the Doctor. And Nyssa. And Tegan. Renenber Tegan?'

The nention of the pretty Australian stewardess seemed to have a positive,
t hough unexpected effect. 'Rope,' he nuttered.

' Rope?' said Captain Stapley.

But the Professor knew they were winning. 'You' ve triggered a rationa
association," he cried to the

Captain. To Andrew Bilton he spoke gently but

persistently. 'That's it! Rope, rope, rope ..

"The Indian rope trick!' exclained Bilton. He blinked, and | ooked around in
amazenment at the bizarre activity in the great hall

' Together with your box, the power will be absolute,' shrieked Kalid. 'W
shall command the whol e uni verse!' he clinaxed in a manic fal setto.

"I"ve always found dom nation such an unattractive prospect,' replied the
Doctor, concealing his disgust in urbane understatenent.

"Shall | be forced to conmpel you, Doctor,' said Kalid quietly, with the
reassuring charmof a rattl esnake.

"There is no power that will give you control over the

TARDI S!

Kalid's body stiffened.

The Doctor thought the sorcerer was about to attack him Then he realised the
man was in sone sort of pain.

Kalid noved swiftly to the crystal. O course. Part of his mnd was on anot her
plain. Like a wild animal, he felt danger.

The Doctor | ooked over Kalid' s shoulder. In the nebula he could see the great
hal | where Stapley, Andrew Bilton and the Professor, |ike a group of
subversive pickets, were persuadi ng the passengers to

down tools. Kalid was angry. He chanted urgently. 'Shiraaz

shiraaz kazaan ...' As if a door had opened, chilling the room the

Doctor felt the flux of energy.

'Shiraa, shiraa, kazaan ..

The Doctor watched hel pl essly as Pl asmat on shapes formed in the hall. The
anor phous t hi ngs soon engorged the rebels.

"Iznamin ... lznamn ..." The crisis over, Kalid' s voice was soft and coaxi ng.



But the danger had been great enough to inpress his servitors; which nmeant,
t hought the Doctor, that Nyssa would now be free. At least the two girls would
be safe in the plane.

The suddenness with which the shield evaporated, voiding Nyssa on the ground,
t ook Tegan by surprise.

'"Nyssa! Are you all right?" She knelt beside her fell ow conpanion.
'O course.’
'What happened!'’

Tegan's question was rhetorical, but Nyssa answered confidently. 'The power
di ssolved. It was needed el sewhere.’

"\What are you tal ki ng about ?'

"I don't know.' She was as surprised as Tegan at her sudden intuitions.
"I prom sed the Doctor we would go back to Concorde.

"No!"' The sane oracul ar voi ce.

"But, Nyssa...'

"W nust go to the Citadel!' Sone dreadful inperative urged her forward.
"W'll only get caught.'

Nyssa shivered. 'The Doctor's in danger!' she gasped - then gave a cry:
'Kalid!

' Eevaneraagh!' cried out Kalid, as the Plasmaton cumul ation entered his
chanber.

The massi ve di scharge of energy as the protoplasmc natter unbonded was quite
terrifying in the encl osed

space, |ike an explosion of steamfroma boiler. In seconds, all trace of the
Pl asmat ons was gone, |eaving Hayter and the Concorde crew on the fl oor.

Captain Stapley was the first to his feet, delighted to see the Doctor. Then
they all becanme aware of the extravagant figure that stood beside them

"Who is this man?' asked Professor Hayter.
'The oriental gentleman calls hinself Kalid,' said the
Doct or.

Captain Stapley turned indignantly on the nagician. 'Are you responsible for
t he abduction of the Concorde passengers and crew?

'"Is it you who authorised nass hal |l uci nati on?'
chal | enged the Professor.

Kalid regarded themall with |eering disdain. 'Your questions are irrelevant.'



"I don't think so.' The Captain stepped aggressively towards him Bilton and
Scobi e noved in al ongside, confident now that they faced a tangi bl e eneny.

"No!' cautioned the Doctor.
' Sheraz aazoor,' hissed Kalid.

The air shimmered. The three officers stopped dead as if they had wal ked into
a pl ate-glass w ndow.

"\What ' s happeni ng?"
"He's thrown up a barrier. | did try and warn you.'

Kalid turned away from his woul d-be assailants. He had sone unfi ni shed
business with the Doctor. 'I require the TARDI S,' he announced unequi vocally.

"You're wasting your tinme, Kalid.'

Kalid said nothing. His evil face inclined towards his captives; he knew how
to put pressure on the Doctor

But the nenacing smile soon froze on his lips. H's pockmarked features spasned
with pain. He pressed a

hand to his tenmple, and noved to the crystal where he began a desperate chant.
' Arogogor ah abrao abel atha. ..’

The Doctor crept up behind Kalid so that he too could see into the crysta
ball. He was surprised at the cause of Kalid s disconforture.

Tegan and Nyssa had entered the Ctadel

Tegan wi shed heartily they had done what the Doctor said and gone back to
Concorde. She was ill at ease in this dark and sinister place.

'But where are we goi ng? she asked Nyssa as they wal ked down the gl oony
corridor.

To help the Doctor.'

"I's this your intuition again?

"Yes. Can't you feel it too?

' No!

"W nust find the centre.' Nyssa was strangely confident. Her sense of

aut hority disturbed Tegan. 'Trust ne,' she added, aware of her conpanion's

anxi ety.

But Nyssa's inspired sense of direction appeared to have brought theminto a
cul - de-sac.

'"It's a dead end,' said Tegan, running her hand over the bland rock face that
barred their way.

"W nust continue.' Nyssa noved resolutely forward.



To Tegan's amazenent the wall opened up, revealing a narrow passage beyond.
The two girls passed through the divide.

Kalid was appalled. "Not even | have dared penetrate the heart of the
Citadel!"' he gasped.

' You mean you've not been able to!' cried the Doctor, encouraged by the
evi dence that there was a force not entirely under Kalid s control

' The power nust prevent all nortal advance,' protested Kalid.

But the Doctor knew that a greater power protected Tegan and Nyssa and urged
t hem f orwar d.

"You will watch themsuffer for this!' Kalid screaned at the Doctor, and began
a denoni c incantation

Tegan and Nyssa heard nothing of Kalid' s vile litany, although they both
sensed the invisible eddy and fl ow of m ghty forces. But there would be no
turni ng back; their progress was inexorable.

The young boy who stepped out of the shadows to bar their way was a timd
unt hreatening figure. But he stopped the two girls in their tracks.

"Adric!' gasped Tegan in disbelief, as she gazed at their brave friend who had
sacrificed his life to prevent the destruction of Earth by the Cybernen.

"No! Adric's dead!' But for all her steely assurance, Nyssa was di sturbed by
the presence of the pale waith in front of them

'Go back, or you will destroy nme.' The boy spoke with i measurabl e sadness.
Gief, uncertainty, longing conflicted with the resolution of the girls. But
despite the distress she felt at this sudden confrontation, Nyssa knew that
their ol d conpanion existed nerely in their shared i magination. 'It's the only
power Kalid has left to stop us,' she

whi sper ed.

'How can we be sure?' Tegan was in an agony of indecision. Her doubts were
instantly expl oited.

'Go back, or you will destroy ne,' pleaded the boy.

Tegan dared not nove forward, terrified lest a mracul ously ressurected Adric
shoul d die a second deat h.

The young man turned to Nyssa who was plucking up courage to continue. 'If you
advance you will kill me, Nyssa.'

"W can't take that risk!' Tegan had grabbed Nyssa's arm

Nyssa didn't know what to do. Then she saw the badge. 'Adric's wearing his
badge!' she cried.

"It was shattered when the Doctor destroyed the Cyber Leader.'

" Exact !l y!"



' Conme on!'

Sure now of his unreality, Tegan and Nyssa closed in on Adric. The boy watched
t hem accusi ngly. They reached out their hands to thrust himaside, only to
feel the enpty air.

There was an unnatural scream and Adric vani shed.

Shaken but undeterred they conti nued.

The girls needed all their courage as nore nightmare emanations, drawn from
the dark of their own mnds, surprised them But neither Ml kur from Traken

nor a roaring Terileptil could stop them

They continued. Al sense of time and space abandoned them The unknown centre
drew themtowards itself |ike a | odestone.

There was another barrier. They waited before it |like two postul ants.

Groaning as if it were a living thing, the stone split apart. A cold | um nance
whi tened their faces.

They stepped forward into the light.

' They have entered the Sanctuml' Kalid could no I onger see the girls in the
crystal. He trenbled with rage. Nyssa and Tegan had been granted access to the
centre of the power while he, Kalid, nust remain at a

di st ance.

He turned away fromthe sphere. 'Doctor, you will give me the key of the
TARDI SI'' He was desperate now.

The Doctor shook his head.
"Then you will see your friends destroyed and you yourself annihilated!’

The Doctor stood his ground. 'I don't think so,' he answered defiantly. 'W've
all got rather good at resisting your sorcery.

"You will not resist my conbatant!' There was somet hi ng om nously convi nci ng
about Kalid' s voice. 'Sotou nonduru, sotous abraou, phil thao thiaf!' The
di abol i cal invocation summoned the very essence of darkness.

A thin skein of ectoplasmformed in the air. As Kalid continued his evil
mantra, the hovering matter dil ated.

Unperturbed, Captain Stapley seized a metal rod. 'Just a ball of cotton wool.'

"I"'mnot so sure,' cautioned the Doctor. There was sonething frighteningly
different about this new manifestation

As the nmetal in Stapley's hand inpacted with the nascent shape there was an
expl osion. The Captain felt as if a thousand volts coursed through his body.
He staggered back towards Bilton and Scobi e.

"Kalid is drawi ng on deeper reserves of power,' warned the Doctor. 'That thing
is bonding itself into something far nore dangerous than a Pl asnaton!’

The writhing intunescence grew |l arger and larger. It bifurcated. At the end of



each trunk a serpent's head appeared: a head with eyes, mouth, fangs and
forked tongue. Each nouth hissed |like a whole pit full of vipers.

"Wl |, Doctor?'
'The answer is still no, Kalid.'
' The TARDI S key, Doctor!'’

The hi ssing expanded to a roar. Bilton, Scobie, Stapley and the Professor
cowered in the corner as the beast |unged.

"Do you really want to see your friends die!' shouted Kalid, above the
bell owi ng of the creature and the cries of the terrified men.

Only a gentle moaning disturbed the cal mof the Sanctum Tegan and Nyssa trod
softly as if on holy ground. They | ooked round, awed and curi ous.

They had penetrated a small circular chanmber, in the centre of which was a
| arge open sarcophagus.

Nyssa knew what was required of her. Placed against the side of the room was
an array of unearthly minerals. She prised off a huge chunk of the alien rock.
"Help me,' she called to Tegan, surprised at its unreasonable weight. 'W nust
act. The Doctor ...' She staggered towards the sarcophagus.

"What are you doi ng?' shouted Tegan

Wth a vigour that belied her frail body, Nyssa swung back the rock and hurl ed
it into the centre of the sarcophagus.

There was a massive expl osi on which threw both Tegan and Nyssa senseless to
t he ground.

The nonster twisted its torso upwards for the kill. But

even as its fetid jaws parted, the reverberation reached themfromthe
Sanct um

A rushing wind surged through the chanber. The beast gave an agoni sing roar
Kalid recoiled against the wall, screanming with pain and tearing at his body.

The creature that had terrorised themcrunpled Iike a paper dragon. Wthin
seconds it was gone without trace.

'Look at Kalid!'

They turned to where the nagician was lying in the corner, his flesh draining
to liquefaction.

The Doctor was amazed. Kalid nust have been a Plasmaton all the tine.
"There's got to be a perfectly sinple, orthodox explanation.' The Professor
was tired of this masquerade. He delved into the pedestal beneath the crysta
ball. 'Bioenergetic powers indeed ...' he nuttered to hinself. 'Intellectua
gar bage!"’

"You won't find anything,' said the Doctor wearily.

"Wn't I!'" the Professor positively squawked with triunph.



As the others gathered round he pulled out nodules and circuit boards.
"Psychotronics was it?" He turned maliciously to the Doctor. 'l call this
el ectroni csV He dropped an arnful of conponents on the floor

"I don't understand.' The Doctor stared, nonplussed.

Across the room sonet hing stirred.

'"No, Doctor. You never do understand.' A voice cane fromthe shadows.

There was sonething alive inside Kalid' s di aphanous robe. Like a pupating
beetle it tore itself free fromthe cloth

A dark and ominously famliar figure stood up. 'You never do!’

It was the Master.

8

The Power in the Sanctum

"As gullible as ever, ny dear Doctor.' The Master's eyes gleanmed with

exul tation. The incursion into the Sanctum had been a setback which cost him
his disguise, but he had humliated his rival. Very shortly, using the

Doctor's TARDI'S, he woul d penetrate the power centre hinself.

'So you did escape from Castroval va.' The Doctor confronted his old eneny. 'l
shoul d have guessed.’

But there was never a nonent when the Doctor suspected the prosthetic persona
of Kalid concealed the evil Time Lord. Nor could he inmagi ne how the Mster had
gai ned control of the unseen power that

mai nt ai ned his disguise in the same way as it controlled

the Plasmatons. 'How you | ove the conpany of fools.' The Master

was wat chi ng Hayt er di smenber the appar at us

beneath the crystal ball. Neither the Professor nor the

crew had any great interest in the neeting of the two

arch adversaries. For a brief nmoment Professor Hayter held the stage.

"Magic, as in lantern,' he lectured. 'Sophisticated and

terrifying, | do not dispute ..
Engi neer

‘Hang on a nmonent, Professor!' Flight

Scobi e, who knew a great deal nore about el ectronics
than Professor Hayter, had been exam ning the

centrepiece of the chamber. He turned to the Professor |ike a recalcitrant
student. 'This crystal,' he objected. 'There's no connection, no radio |ink

The Doctor joined them 'That crystal is just a point of focus. The



conmuni cation is purely tel epathic’

"Then what's all this equipment for? snapped the indomtably sceptical old
nman.

"What indeed!' said the Doctor, examining with nounting excitenment the bits
and pi eces Hayter had renmoved. He turned back to the Master. 'These conponents
are fromyour TARD S!'

The Master was | ooking | ess pleased with hinmself. The Doctor felt his

sel f-confidence returning as he realised the Master's predicament. 'You're
stranded here,' he went on. 'That tinme contour was a desperate lifeline to the
future.’

The Master did not deny it. Hs eyes narrowed. He spoke softly; he was
chillingly polite. "I need your TARDIS to penetrate the Sanctum'

Anot her piece of the jigsaw fell into place. The Master needed the power in
the Sanctum as a new energy source for his own tine nmachine. The Doct or
wonder ed agai n what kind of power it could be. Perhaps the Master would reveal
the information. 'l think you m ght be too late,' he said provocatively. 'The
power seenms to have expended itself.'

The Master quickly put himright. "The recuperation will be swift. Your
conpani ons have di sturbed the neuronic nucleus ...'" His face twisted with
pl easure. 'But they will have paid for that incursion with their lives.'

There was consternation anongst the young crew nmenbers. The Doctor fought back
a feeling of panic

with the ruthless logic of his own observations.

' Tegan and Nyssa are as likely to have been protected as destroyed,' he
assured the others. 'The power works against you as well as for you,' he
rem nded the Master.

The Master knew this only too well. It was the reason for his anxiety and
haste. He needed the force under his total control. 'The key, Doctor.' He
rai sed the Tissue Conpression Elimnator.

The black, twig-like thing with its bul bous end didn't frighten Bilton and
Scobi e. They stepped forward to defend the Doctor.

The Doctor knew better. 'No heroics, gentlenmen,' he interposed. ' The Master
will elimnate you without a second thought.' He placed the TARDIS key in the
bl ack- gl oved hand of the Master.

"Very wise, Doctor.' The Master went straight to the TARD S.

No one, except the Doctor, had spotted the old police box in the corner of the
chanber.

' Good heavens!' exclaimed Professor Hayter. 'That's never the TARDI S.'

"Unfortunately, it is,' the Master deplored as he opened the door. 'So typical
of the Doctor's predilection for the third rate."'

It was beyond the Professor's conprehension that grown men should play out an
hysteri cal charade, such as they had just wi tnessed, for the possession of a
t el ephone booth. He appealed to the Doctor. 'Wat does the man want with an



obsol ete Metropolitan ..

A whirring and a groaning sound filled the air, unfamliar to all present save
t he Doctor.

Prof essor Hayter froze
The TARDI S denmaterialised.

The Professor's lips noved silently like an elderly goldfish that has just
been fed. He finally articulated: 'W're hallucinating.'

Captain Stapley was equally surprised, but he knew when to believe the
evi dence of his own eyes. 'Is that how you travel, Doctor!’

The Doctor sniled. 'Not exactly the first-class end of the market, but a
servi ceabl e vehicle, Captain Stapley.'

Prof essor Hayter was still in shock. 'Some kind of m asma,' he stammered
weakl y.

The Doctor had had enough of this sour-faced Doubting Thomas. '|I do not w sh
to believe, therefore I hallucinate,' He rounded on the Professor. 'Is that

your phil osophy of Darlington Man?'

'What we've just seen isn't possible,’ Hayter protested.

"Try explaining that when the Master materialises in the Sanctum'
'Have you any idea where this Sanctumis?' asked Captain Stapley.
The Doctor wi shed he had. He mi ght even be able to get there first.

Then Bilton renenbered the wall that he and the passengers had been trying to
denol i sh.

"Could be it," said the Doctor

But, as the Captain pointed out, it was odd that the Master should need brute
force to unseal the hidden room Wy couldn't he walk in |like Tegan and Nyssa?

The Doctor thought he understood. 'The power source is unstable,' he
expl ained. 'One nonent it works for the Master, the next against.'

It was time for the Doctor to take up the work started

by the Master, and force his way into the rotunda in the great hall. He
rejected the assistance of the Concorde crew since he doubted whether they
woul d be able to resist the hallucinogenic radiation so near the power source.
Captain Stapley was a little put out, however, when the Doctor decided to ask
Prof essor Hayter to acconmpany him

' The Profesor has shown form dabl e resistance,' he explained. 'Are you gane?
he asked the ol d nan

Hayter had said nothing since the Doctor had attacked his academc integrity.
Hs mnd was in a turmoil. If this amazi ng young man was not, after all, a
charlatan, then a lifetime's research had just been stood on its head. But
suppose there was an entirely unknown di mensi on? He woul d publish a paper
There woul d be honorary degrees, lecture tours ..



' Pr of essor ?

They were all looking at him He smled. 'Certainly, Doctor. Gad to be of
hel p."'

"By the way.' A thought occurred to the Doctor as they were leaving. '"If the
Master turns up again, don't be surprised. It may take hima little tine to
di scover | left the co-ordinate overdrive switched in.'

The Doctor and Professor Hayter hurried down the corridor towards the great

hal | . The Professor chuckled. He had been thinking of his fell ow passengers,
toiling at the wall Iike Egyptian slaves. 'I'Ill say one thing, Doctor. For
some of themit'll be the first honest day's work they've done in their lives

Even if they do think they' re bent wood hatstands,' he added spitefully.
The great hall, when the Doctor and the Professor

arrived, |looked nore like an airport during a strike of baggage handl ers.
Confused and angry passengers wandered hel pl essly around, the nore militant
anongst them demandi ng to know what was going on from anyone in uniform

"Doctor, they've stopped hallucinating!' cried Hayter

"That's not necessarily a good thing,' nuttered the Doctor, as they heard the
angry buzz of protest from Concorde's first-class passengers.' Are you good at
expl anati ons, Professor?

Angela difford, the young stewardess, saw the Professor arrive with the
stranger. She extricated herself froman overwei ght M| waukee computer

sal esman who was telling her what he thought of British Airways |In-Transit
arrangenents, and hurried across.

"This is the Doctor,' said Professor Hayter, neatly passing the buck. 'He's
cone to help us.'

Qui ckly establishing that the passengers were in good shape, the Doctor noved
on to address the notley assenbly, now close to mutiny, that were gathered
around the rotunda. Keeping his account of the unlikely situation as sinple as
possi bl e, the Doctor did his best to convince the stranded travellers that
their only hope of a return to civilisation lay in a determ ned assault on the
al ready hal f-denolished wall of the inner room

The | adi es and gentl enen of flight 192 were not an easy |lot to convince, but
t hrough Prof essor Hayter's authority - devel oped fromyears of bullying on
departmental conmittees - and the Doctor's charismatic charm they were
finally persuaded that a desperate situation required a desperate renedy.

They started work.

"It's incredible,' said Angela to Professor Hayter, as she watched the
passengers, who so recently had been enjoying the |uxury of Concorde, |abour
at the stonework |ike navvies. 'How could we do all this w thout realising

it!’

Hayter did his best to explain the hallucinatory power, the source of which
t hey woul d soon di scover on the other side of the wall

"Wn't that be dangerous? What if the force returns? 'Fight it!' 'How?'

' Focus your m nd on sonething you' re very sure of. Your famly. Fish and chips



Prof essor Hayter was thoroughly enjoying hinself as he explained his own
techni ques of contra-suggestive resistance. Never, in the | aboratory at
Darlington, would he be able to conduct an experinent on this scale. 'Conme on
everybody!' he said turning his attention to the workforce. 'W haven't mnuch
tinme.'

The unli kely stonemasons were maki ng good progress. 'Nearly there,
Doctor! Doctor?' The Doct or, as usual, had wandered off. A
Corinthian pillar at the far end of the hall had drawn his attention

'"The Master's TARDIS!'" he exclaimed as the Professor joined him ' That
pillar?

"OF course, that's where he's hidden the other passengers.' Hayter gul ped.
"It's not big enough!’

'Sonmething else for ne to explain later,' said the Doctor casually.

The Professor's spine tingled. 'That revol utionises the whol e concept of
relative dimension!' He all but genuflected in front of the Doctor. 'Ch
Doctor, if only I were a younger man and had the tinme to nake use of your
know edge.'

"Time? That's another thing,' replied the Doctor tantalisingly.

Worlds within worlds, universes beyond the known uni verse kal ei doscoped in the
Professor's mind. He was dizzy with excitement.

But sonething el se had attracted the Doctor's attention. '"Wat's this?
A cabl e snaked out of the hal f-open door of the Master's TARD S.
"I want to see where this goes.'

He followed the trail. It soon becane clear that the trunking encircled the
rotunda. Various conponents were connected at regular intervals.'

"An induction loop!' cried the Doctor. 'So that's how he generated the tine
contour!'

Hayter | ooked at him desperate now to understand nore of the Doctor's amazi ng
t echnol ogy.

"Don't you see what this nmeans?

"I certainly do not,' said the Professor who woul d have given his pension to
know the half of it.

A terrible new urgency entered the Doctor's voice. 'The Master's already
harnessi ng the power in the |oop. The Sanctum'

He dashed back to where Angel a was acting as unofficial site foreman on the
denolition of the rotunda wall. The Professor, who could hardly wait for

a peep into the Master's TARDI'S, followed reluctantly.

'"W've got to get that wall down at once!' the Doctor shouted. 'Tegan and
Nyssa are behind it!"’



In Kalid s chanber Scobie was investigating the apparatus beneath the crystal
ball. He was totally at sea with the outl andi sh conponents.

The return of the Master was heral ded by the same whirring they had heard when
the police box first vani shed.

"Quickly!" shouted Captain Stapley, and he pushed Roger Scobie and Andrew
Bilton into a dark recess.

The three men had hardly recovered fromthe further amazenent of watching the
TARDI S reappear when the Master opened the door and stormed towards the
pedestal in the centre of the chanber.

Li ke a car thief, indignant that his stolen vehicle has broken dov/n on him
the Master fretted and fumed as he sorted various circuit boards fromhis own
TARDI S. How typical of the Doctor to travel in a nmachine that was unserviced,
unsafe, and light years out of datel!

"I"ve got an idea,' whispered Captain Stapley. 'Roger, you wait here for the
Doctor. Andrew, you cone with ne.'

Stapley and Bilton tiptoed across the chanber, right behind the Master's back,
and into the Doctor's TARD S

As Bilton and Stapl ey wal ked through the double doors into the TARD S control
roomthey staggered to a halt, stunned with the disbelief of any stranger who
enters the tinme machi ne that sonething could be Iarger

i nsi de than out.

'l don't believe it,' said Andrew Bil ton.

But wonder was a luxury they could ill afford. They had, possibly, only
seconds before the Master returned.

"You're never going to try and take off!' Andrew was watching the Captain as
he scrutinised the instrunments on the consol e.

'"OfF course not. But somewhere there nust be a control for those doors.'
"W | ock the Master out of the TARDI S?'

' Maybe not out of the TARDIS, but at |east we can keep himoff the flight
deck.' Stapley | ooked round, daunted at the array of unfamliar dials and
switches. 'Always assuming this is the flight deck.'

The Captain selected a control at random 'Here goes.'

Only a buzzing resulted from Captain Stapley's intervention. He tinkered
recklessly with nore |l evers and buttons.

Andrew Bi |l ton watched hi manxiously. 'I hope you know what you're doing,
Ski pper .’

'"Not the renotest.’

A sudden whir swung themround to face the screen which had opened with a view
of the Master still at work in the chanber.



"Now that's nore like it.'
They woul d now be forewarned of the Master's return

"If only we can hold up the Master until the Doctor's got through to Tegan and
Nyssa.' The Captain had another go at shutting the doors.

' Ski pper!' Andrew could see the Master returning to
the TARDIS with an arnful of spare parts.

There was only one place to hide. Stapley and Bilton dashed through the inner
door of the control roomand into the corridor.

Leavi ng the door very slightly ajar, the two nmen watched the Master knee
under the console and insert the conponents fromhis own machi ne.

The Master stood up and reset the co-ordinates.

'"He's going to take off again. W' ve got to get out of here!' Andrew
whi sper ed.

But the Captain had no intention of |eaving. The Doctor's TARDIS is our only
link with the twentieth century. Were it goes, we go!'

It seened, for the nonment, that the TARDI S was goi ng nowhere. Lights flashed,
the colum jerked and thunped, but the Doctor's time machine refused to
dermaterial i se.

A gleeful Captain Stapley turned to his First Oficer. 'Engine trouble?
"That's a bit of |uck.'

The smile faded fromthe Captain's face as he realised the inplications of a
serious mal function. He voiced his fears to Andrew Bilton If there is a fault
in the TARDIS, we could be nmarooned in this w | derness forever.'

The rage and frustration of the Master knew no bounds. He pulled nore units
fromthe inner control systenms and hurled themto the floor, then strode out

t hr ough t he doubl e doors.

Captain Stapley dashed back into the control room and knelt under the console.
He began to renove various chi pboards.

"What are you doi ng?' asked Andrew

"Atrouble shared is a trouble doubled,' said the Captain, replacing the
nodul es in a random order

' Sabot age! ' Andrew gri nned.

"I only hope the Doctor knows how to put all this back.'

It was a mystery to the First Oficer how the Doctor could begin to cope with
the baffling technol ogy that made such a nmachine work. He ran his eye over the
intimdating control panels. 'l thought, after Concorde, you could fly

anything. But | can't make head nor tail of this ...’

He woul d have done better, however, to have kept a watchful eye on the screen



'"I"'msorry the Doctor is not here to explain it all to you.'

Bilton and Stapley sprang guiltily to their feet. The Master had returned. He
waved them away fromthe console with the Ti ssue Conpression Elimnator

'"You seemto be having trouble with the TARDI S yourself,' bluffed Captain
St apl ey.

The Master had now quite overcome his feelings of exasperation. "It is no
| onger inportant to nme,' he replied with nonchal ant charm as he detached
several nore components. '|I now have all that | require. The TARDI S, for what

it's worth, is yours.' Pausing only to realign the co-ordinates, he turned to
the entrance and swept out.

To the dismay of Stapley and Bilton, no sooner had the Master passed through

t he doubl e doors than they closed fast. Alnost instantly a new sound canme from
the central mechanism The colum began to rise and fall; not falteringly as
during the Master's attenpted take off, but with a regular rhythm They

wat ched,

al nost nesnerised by the weird notion

After a few mnutes the colum slowed and stopped. Bilton and Stapley | ooked
at each other. \Were, or when had they gone?

' Look!"
Bilton followed Stapley's gaze to the screen
They had a perfect bird' s eye view of the Ctadel

"If that's a view fromthis ship,' said Captain Stapley, 'then the TARDI S has
turned into a helicopter.'

'Easy does it,' cried Angela in a voice nmore used to giving instructions about
seat belts.

Anot her stone was lifted out and the hole was big enough to clinb through to
t he Sanctum

The Doctor peered into the rough entrance. An unearthly |ight shone on his
face. He was nervous now. 'You don't have to cone if you don't want to,' he
sai d, |ooking at the Professor

"I"ll learn nothing waiting for you here.'

The Doctor was nmore than grateful. 'Good nman.' He turned to the passengers.
' The rest of you stay put.'’

The Professor and the Doctor haul ed thensel ves up and di sappeared through the
openi ng.

The Doctor |ooked round the Sanctum He was imredi ately aware of the
sarcophagus in the centre, but went straight to where Tegan and Nyssa lay on
the ground. He knelt beside them

To his imense relief, Tegan began to stir. She groaned and opened her eyes.
' Doct or ?'

The Doctor sm | ed.



"I"ve got such a headache.' She was stunned and di sorientated and coul d
renmenber not hing but a great expl osion.

'"Rest a while,' said the Doctor gently.

"They willed us to conme here.' Nyssa was sitting up, fully recovered, her nind
still nysteriously in tune with the alien intelligence.

"Who are they?' asked Professor Hayter. He had hardly noved since clinbing
down fromthe hole, so hunbled and awed was he by the seraphic calmof the
Sanct um

"Look in the sarcophagus, Professor,' said the Doctor

Both nmen wal ked slowly towards the nmarbl e casket in the centre of the chanber.
They peered fearfully over the edge.

A thin stratum of vapour floated above the open repository. Below the nist a
great cerebellum gl owed and trenbl ed.

"It's alive!' gasped the Professor

They stood for a nonent listening to the ethereal murmer, and watching the
fibrilation of the huge viscera.

Prof essor Hayter had never seen a living organismlike it before. 'Wat is
it?" he whispered.

"An i mreasurable intelligence,' whispered the Doctor, 'at the centre of a
psychic vortex. All-seeing, all-know ng.'

Tegan and Nyssa gathered round. They all stood silently, just a little afraid.
"Wy did it want me to destroy it?" asked Nyssa.

The Doctor thought for a noment. 'It didn't,' he replied. 'That's why it
defl ected your attack.'

He expl ai ned what nmust have happened at the nmonent of explosion. A nassive
burst of psychokinetic energy held back the rock thrown into the sarcophagus
by Nyssa, hurled the two girls to the ground, and

caused the beast sumoned by Kalid to evaporate. So great was the power
diverted to defend itself against Nyssa's physical assault, that every other
mani festation of its energy was relinquished - even down to the plasm c body
of Kalid. Now the force was expended.

'But why work against itself? asked the Professor

'Two aspects of the same personality? suggested Nyssa

"Jekyll and Hyde,' the Doctor nodded. 'The good and the bad.'

' The Professor was enthralled at such a perfect exanple of the co-existence of
the Ego and the Id.

Tegan's interest was nore pragmatic. 'Wiy should half the creature want to
attack us anyway?'



The Doctor told her the worst. 'lIts power is being used by the Master.'

Tegan and Nyssa were horrified to learn that the Doctor's supreme eneny was up
to his old tricks, and exploiting the strange energy. But at |east one part of
the mghty intelligence in the sarcophagus had offered itself as their

chanpi on.

Nyssa tried to describe the force that drew theminto the Sanctum and
ultimately destroyed Kalid' s nonster, but no words of hers could convey that
feeling of irresistible gravitation

"How did you get in? asked Hayter

' The wal | just opened.'

"Part of the benign intelligence must have triggered a hi dden nmechani sm

'Did the same thing happen for you?

The Doctor expl ai ned how they had broken down part of the wall.

"\Where?' asked Tegan, surprised.

Hayter ran across to where they had made their entrance. 'The bl ocks have been
put back!' He ran his hands over the smooth stones. Al evidence of their
entry had been renoved.

They were trapped.

At that noment the Doctor knew - as surely as Nyssa felt - that the power was
returni ng. The passengers outside would not, of their own free will, have
reneged on the Doctor. They nust be acting under hallucination again. Once
nore the invisible power haunted the Ctadel. That part of the intelligence in
t he casket which synpathised with the Master's evil schemes was worKki ng

agai nst the Doctor and his friends, and had wal |l ed them up, hel pl ess, inside

t he Sanctum

Prof essor Hayter was the | east anxious of the prisoners. Wth the passionate

curiosity of an archaeol ogi st exploring a Pharaoh's tonb, he exam ned the
various artefacts in the chanber.

"Doctor, come and look at this.' The Professor held up a snmall doll-1like
object. 'Some sort of figurine.' He | ooked around him There's another, and
another ... Could they be votive offerings? In which case, this chanmber m ght

have some religious significance.'

"Let me see that.' The Doctor took one of the figures from Professor Hayter
and held it gently in his hands.

The detail was perfect. It mght have been a statuette of sonme G eek god, only
t he unnatural conpleteness of all its features could never have been achi eved
by any scul ptor.

' The Xeraphin,' said the Doctor in a hushed voi ce.

"Who are the Xeraphin?' asked Nyssa.

' They were supposed to have lived on the planet

Xer ophas before it was devastated by crossfire in the Vardon-Kosnax war.'



Hayter gave a little cry. 'Please, Doctor. On top of everything else, not
little green nen fromouter space.' But by now he was prepared to believe
al nost everyt hi ng.

' There's nothing green aoout the Xeraphin,' the Doctor continued. 'The nopst
hi ghl y devel oped creatures in the universe. Beings of imense nental power.'

As he exam ned the figurine he recogni sed the handywork of the Master. 'The
Ti ssue Conpression Elimnator,' he mnuttered.

"What's that, Doctor?

"That little toy of the Master's. If he used it on you, your whol e body woul d
be conpressed ... just like this." And he held up the petrified honuncul us.

The Professor could not understand how the Xeraphin cane to be at large in the
G t adel .

' They came fromthe sarcophagus,' explained the Doctor.

"But the thing in there is still alive, and there's only one organism'
prot ested Hayter.

The Doctor, however, was at |ast beginning to understand the nature of the
intelligence in the casket, and the energy in the G tadel.

'No wonder the aninus is so strong,' he gasped. 'Apart fromthe Master's
victinms, the whole race of the Xeraphin is in that sarcophagus!’

During his flying career, Flight Engi neer Scobie had frequently wanted to tell
his superiors to get lost. Wien however, he saw the Ski pper and First
Oficer

transported to oblivion before his very eyes he was appall ed.

The plan had gone badly wong. From his hiding place, Roger watched the Master
scurry to and fromthe TARDI S, clutching various peculiar appliances. He had
observed the man's tenper become nore and nore frayed. He had finally watched
hi m abandon the Doctor's police box, and laugh denmonically as it vanished into
thin air.

The i dea had been for Captain Stapley and Andrew Bilton to travel with the
Master and keep in touch with the TARDI S. Heaven only knew where they were
now. Meanwhile the Master seened quite happy w thout the Doctor's anazing
machine. He collected a few nore itens and |eft the chanber.

Scobi e had absolutely no idea what to do next. There was no way he could help
Stapely or Bilton, so he decided to find the Doctor and explain that the
Master was at large in the GCtadel, and that the TARD S had di sappear ed.

He crept down the corridor keeping a wary eye open for the Mster.

A famliar figure in airline uniformenerged fromthe shadows at the far end
of the corridor.

' Angel a!’

' Roger!"'



"Where are the others?

She didn't answer his question. 'l can't hold out nuch |longer.' The girl was
in a bad way.

Roger Scobie realised that the hallucinations had returned, and that Angel a
was fighting the dreamworld. 'Angela, don't give up now' He tried to confort
her and encourage her resistance. 'You nmustn't let go

of your mind.'

But it was obvious the poor girl was having an enornous problemresisting the
illusions. How lucky for the flight deck crew that the Doctor made themreject

the induction effect at the outset.

Angel a was amazed that Roger could hold back the world of unreality with so
little effort.

Roger Scobi e expl ai ned. ' The Doctor destroyed the illusion as soon as we
| anded. Even when the Plasmatons got hold of us ...°

'"The Doctor!' she interjected. As if he had touched a raw nerve.

'"Was the Doctor with you?' Scobie needed to find himat once and expl ai n what
had happened to the TARDI S.

'"The Doctor ... Yes, | think so.' She was beconi ng vague and sl eepy again.

'"Did you break through the wall? Did the Doctor get into the Sanctun?' Scobie
buf feted her with questions.

"Yes.'
' Conme on!'
They both hurried off down the corridor

The hall was enpty when they arrived. Roger guided Angela, as if she were a
sl eepwal king child, to the central rotunda.

" Angel a, where did you break through?

The girl struggled to remain conscious. 'Somewhere al ong here,' she answered
dozily.

They continued along the line of snooth, norticed stone.
"This can't be it,' exclaimed Roger

Angel a caught her breath at the sudden stab of lucid nmenmory. 'The power
returned ... The wall v/as seal ed!"’

she blurted out.
"What !’
"I tried to stop them' The recall of it distressed her

'Come on!' cried Scobie. 'W've got to get himout.' He clawed at the
unyi el di ng bl ocks. 'The Doctor's our only link with the real world."'



"Roger!' Angela felt a sudden swell of hallucinogenic power. She was goi ng
under .

Roger did not hear her desperate appeal. 'It's no good. W'll have to go and
find some tools ...' He turned fromthe wall. 'Angel a?
The young stewardess was wal king, |ike a zonbie, towards an incongruous G eek

pillar at the far end of the hall. Roger tried to catch up with her. But he
was hardly hal f-way before the Master appeared from behind the pillar

Roger hugged the side of the rotunda. He could just see Angela reach the
col um and stand beside the Master. He heard the Master's cold comandi ng
Voi ce.

"Go to ny TARDIS. | amthe Master. You will obey ne.’

Wthout a word the stewardess dutifully proceeded into the body of the pillar
itself.

Scobie had no time to specul ate on how Angela could walk into solid marble,
since the Master was comng towards him He sidled further around the rotunda.

The Master was placing his weird pieces of apparatus at regular intervals
around the wall.

Roger wi shed there was sone way of getting in touch with the Doctor. It |ooked
as if the Master had encl osed the Sanctumin a nmagic circle. And if the
Master's

magi ¢ was as spectacular as Kalid's, then anything could happen

The Doctor stared at the throbbing entrail in the sarcophagus. He was
overwhel med at the enornity of what the Xeraphin had achi eved. ' The whol e race
physical ly amal gamated i nto one organism w th one massive personality,' he

decl ar ed.

At the same tinme another piece of the jigsaw fell into place. 'That was what
the Master wanted at the centre of his TARDI S.

"Why?' asked Nyssa.
'He nust have exhausted his own dynornorphic generator.'

"OfF course, the nucleus is the perfect substitute.’

"And infinitely nore powerful.' The Doctor shuddered. The concentrated energy
of the Xeraphin harnessed to the evil will of his old eneny was an apocal yptic
pr ospect .

Nyssa shivered. 'The power is returning.'

They all | ooked at the sarcophagus.

"Can't you feel it?" she npaned.

They all sensed cold like the unnatural chill of a sumrer eclipse. A ghostly
breathing filled the chanber. The power that had already restored the

phant asms out si de the Sanctum was now reconsolidating its presence at the
centre of the vortex.



The Doctor |ooked round desperately. 'We nust find a way out of here!l’

"Don't be afraid, Doctor. The Xeraphin is calling us.' Nyssa spoke with the
icy calmof total certainty. She approached the sarcophagus.

'"No, Nyssa, you'll be absorbed!' the Doctor yelled.
She was breathing heavily. 'The Xeraphin is very close.’
'Nyssa! No!'

Her eyes shone with insane joy. 'The Xeraphin contains the wi sdom of the
uni verse.' She uttered like a prophetess.

'Nyssa! Stop!'

'"Wthout the know edge of the Xeraphin you cannot escape fromthe Sanctum'
She nmoved cl oser to the casket.

'Nyssa, the know edge will consune you!'

"The sacrifice is required; for your survival, Doctor, and the future of the
Xer aphin race.'

Nyssa knelt before the sarcophagus.

An unseen hand restrai ned Tegan and the Doctor as they struggled to hold her
back.

Nyssa offered herself to the Xeraphin.

"Stop!' The Professor stepped forward. 'I shall talk to the Xeraphin.'

"No Professor!' warned the Doctor

But Professor Hayter was adamant. In the space of a few hours his whole life's
wor k had been destroyed, and all that he believed in turned to nonsense. Now
he was inpatient to discard his own myopic view of the cosnps, and absorb the
infinite know edge of the alien race in the casket. 'l ama scientist,' he
decl ared. ' The chance of inheriting the wisdom of the universe is an
opportunity | cannot ignore.'

"It will destroy you. You don't know what you're doing.'

"Precisely, Doctor. But soon | shall know everything!'

' The Xeraphin wel comes you, Professor.' Nyssa

turned fromthe steps of the sarcophagus.

Prof essor Hayter noved reverently forward, sarik to his knees at the edge of
t he casket, and waited for the nonent of apotheosis.

For a few seconds there was calmin the Sanctum Then came the gusting of a
great wind. The Professor trenbled as if gripped by some profound enotion. He
sobbed. He convul sed. He groaned. He began to withe in alternate paroxysns of
agony and ecstasy. Hi s whol e body pal pitated. He gave a cry of utter

pert urbati on.



He was dead.

The Doctor first checked that Nyssa was all right. Apart from her distress at
the viol ent dem se of Professor Hayter, she seened her normal self. As the
Prof essor reached out to the mnd of the Xeraphin, her own link with the
intelligence had been broken

They all stood round Hayter's body, subdued and depressed. The Professor's
fatal contact with the Xeraphin had done nothing to help them escape fromthe
Sanct um

"If only we could find the door,' said Tegan. Together with the Doctor she
wal ked around the circular wall exam ning every stone.

Nyssa never took her eyes off the lifeless Professor. 'Look!' she suddenly
cried.

Tegan and the Doctor stared at the dead man. The Professor's body seethed as
if consuned by a million invisible |ocusts.

' The whol e nol ecul ar structure is breaking apart,' exclainmed the Doctor

Soon, all that had been Hayter, his clothes, and his shoes were reduced to a
shi mering cloud of mnute

particles which rose up and floated over the sarcophagus. A beam of |ight
shone upward fromthe casket irradiating the hovering ninmbus and drawing it
out into a thin plune.

A spectral image began to formin the cloud |ike a photographic inpression.

"I think the Xeraphin is trying to materialise,' whispered the Doctor

Unearthly features started to reveal thenselves, matching the detail of the
conpressed figures the Professor had di scovered, but now projected lifesize.

A transfigured Xeraphin stood before them The apparition spoke.

"I am Ani thon of the race of the Xeraphin.'

They felt dwarfed by the presence of such an unworl dly creature.

"I come in this shape as anbassador of our people.' Anithon spoke again.

"What are the Xeraphin doing on Earth?' the Doctor addressed the ghostly
envoy.

"Qur honel and was | aid waste by barbarians, so we travelled to this deserted
pl anet to build a new hone for our people.’

' That expl ains the spaceship we saw,' thought Tegan
"But the sickness followed us,' sighed Anithon

' Radi ation poisoning,' said the Doctor. And Nyssa renmenbered the sickening
vi sion of death and di sease that cane to her as she stepped of f Concorde.

The Xeraphin continued: 'Using our psychic power we nelded into a unity.'

"You achi eved the absorption of a whole race into a single bioplasm c body?



'Yes, Doctor. In that shape we planned to rest until the contami nation was
passed. Then we coul d regenerate.'

'What went wrong?'

The face of Anithon darkened with despair. 'At the nmoment of regeneration the
Time Lord cane, seeking our power.'

'The Master!' The Doctor had suspected as nuch.
' Those who were first reborn were destroyed.'

The Doctor | ooked down for a nonent at the victinms of the Master's vile
weapon.

"W were forced to retreat to our resting place.'

There was still one thing that puzzled the Doctor. He turned again to Anithon
"How did the Master gain so nmuch control of your psychic power?

" Through the projection of his mnd he comunicated with our baseness.'

"But surely there is nore good than evil in the Xeraphin.'

Ani t hon groaned. A shadow passed across his face. 'The schismatic effect of
the Tine Lord's intervention ... W are infinitely divided!' He gave a cry of
pain. 'Listen carefully.' He spoke quickly, with the desperation of a dying
man' s confession. 'Together we can secure the safety of yourself and your
friends and the regeneration of our race.'

"We'll have to deal with the Master first.'

"That is possible. | will explain ..."An agonising groan issued fromthe
creature. A dark cancer was swelling within him From Anithon errupted a
second Xer aphi n.

"I am Zarak, of the race of the Xeraphin.'

The Master knew that time was running out. |If the Doctor could conmunicate
with the white Xeraphin all his plans would cone to nothing; he would never

control the Xeraphin energy, and he would be marooned for ever in the frozen
wi | derness. He frantically inserted the remai ning components into the cable
around the rotunda.

"My brother has misled you.' A glowering Zarak addressed the Doctor. 'W need
no hel p. The Xeraphin has a new destiny.'

'No, Zarak,' Anithon cried desperately. 'The anbition of the Master will
destroy our race.'

"For the newto be born, the old nust die,' chined Zarak mechanically.
"No Zarak!'
"W are the new power. The force that binds and shapes.'

The Doctor's blood ran cold. How conpletely the Master had subverted the
sel fish, acquisitive nmenbers of the Xeraphin race to his purpose! Zarak even



sounded |i ke the Master.

The braggart voice continued. 'W shall be feared and adored. Nations will
prostrate thensel ves before us. W shall be Divinity.'

'Zarak, that's just a dream' The Doctor appeal ed to conmon sense. ' The Master
wi Il use your power for his own evil purposes. The Xeraphin race will never be
able to regenerate.'

Ani t hon, encouraged by the Doctor, turned to his other half. 'Zarak,' he
appeal ed. 'Do you not yearn for shape and touch and feeling!' He spoke with
the frustrated | onging of centuries. 'My brother, our true destiny is the
becom ng of ourselves.'

Zarak scowl ed. But he was suddenly | ess sure of hinself.

Ani t hon pressed honme the attack. "All our power

nmust be conbined to work with the Doctor against the rebel Tinme Lord.'

Nyssa turned and whi spered to the Doctor. 'I think we're wi nning.'

"Wnni ng what, for heaven's sake?' Tegan had no i dea what was goi ng on.

In a hushed voice the Doctor explained the fateful debate between the good and
the evil Xeraphin, represented by Anithon and Zarak.

"\What ever side wins the argunent will control the conbi ned power.'

Zarak was | osing ground. 'You talk me out of my purpose, brother Anithon,' he
snarled. 'But other counsels will prevail.'

"It is forbidden!'" shouted Anithon.
"In the new order nothing is forbidden,' cried a defiant Zarak.
"No!" Anithon was aghast at such heresy.

Zarak began to call in an inpassioned voice. 'Cone forth, Kalistoran! Cone
forth, Alkarim Cone forth, Vaan!'

The chanber grew dark.
"What ' s happeni ng now?' whi spered Tegan.
'Zarak is summoning nore evil Xeraphin,' cried the Doctor.

"Cone to ne, Zarindas! Cone to nme, Mdrirdaal!' Zarak continued the terrible
nmust er.

"Hel p me, Doctor!' begged Anithon.
The Doctor had never felt nore inpotent. 'How can we help you!'

"Wth our minds!' shouted Nyssa. 'We nust will the dark Xeraphin not to
appear.'

They instinctively joined hands and concentrated on hol ding back the rising
tide of evil.



The Master knew that the nonment of suprenme crisis had come. He conpleted his
adjustments to the |l oop and rushed to his TARD S.

Sweat poured fromthe faces of the Doctor, Tegan and Nyssa.

"I can't keep this up much | onger,' noaned Tegan

"You nust,' gasped the Doctor

Zarak quivered as the shadowy figures of unborn Xeraphin tried to thrust

t hensel ves fromhim But the will of the Doctor and Nyssa and Tegan restrai ned
his evil confreres.

"I think we've done it!' cried Nyssa.

'Zarak!' It was Anithon who spoke. 'Enbrace again the ancient truth of the
Xer aphin.'

But Zarak gave a sudden bellow of triunph. 'Too late nmy brother! The Master is
ready for us.'

There was a grinding sound and the entire sarcophagus dematerialised. For a
monent the waith-1ike shapes of Anithon and Zarak hung in the air, then, no
| onger supported, drifted to the ground in a flurry of dust.

The Master has perfected the induction |oop,' said the Doctor in a shocked
Voi ce.

'But what's happened to the Xeraphin?' asked Tegan

"Transferred to the centre of the Master's TARDIS.' Nyssa was as appalled as
t he Doctor.

Tegan still did not understand. The Doctor turned to explain. She had never
seen that ashen | ook on his face before. He was abject with despair.

"It neans that the Master has finally defeated ne,' said the Doctor
9
On a Wng and a Prayer

It was particularly galling for two pilots to be in a flying machine and
totally unable to effect a | anding.

"W nust be in a perpetual holding pattern.' Andrew Bilton was | ooking at the
TARDI S screen and its unchanging view of the Ctadel some two thousand feet
bel ow.

The Captain had been scrutinising every switch and | ever on the console.

Not hing related to any kind of flying control that he had ever encountered.
But he had no intention of staying indefinitely in this hovering prison. If
they didn't help thenselves, it was unlikely anyone else would. 'I'mgoing to
have a go at flying this thing,' he announced.

"Are you sure?" A couple of lines of an old song ran through Andrew s m nd;
somet hi ng about scraping strawberry jamfromthe tarnmac ..

"\What ot her choice have we got?' the Captain demanded.



He chose a small lever at the side of the console. At least it |ooked like a
throttle. Perhaps, if he could induce sonme slight |ateral novenment, he would
get enough confidence to try a vertical manoeuvre. He eased the slider
forward. For a monent not hi ng happened. Then, to the acconpani nent of a nost
di sturbing whine, the TARDIS lurched violently to

one si de.

Bilton and Stapley were thrown across the control room As the Captain
struggled to reach the console, the whole roomtilted in the opposite
direction. Stapley caught hold of the central panel as he shot past. A steady
and si ckening roll now devel oped as the TARDI S see-sawed from one side to the
other. Captain Stapley hauled hinmself up fromthe floor and returned the |ever
to its original setting.

SlowWy the TARDI S settled on an even keel

"Not a good idea,' observed Captain Stapley, who had not experienced such a
rough ride since a nechani cal descent by a young First O ficer on the
simulator at Filton. "I don't think we'll risk touching the controls.'

Bilton couldn't agree nore.
"If there was a radio ...' The Captain was still determned to escape. '\
m ght be able to send a Mayday signal .’

"Who's going to answer it?" His co-pilot was | ess optimstic.

' Perhaps the Doctor has a renote navigational He got no further

"What's the matter, Skipper?

Captain Stapley was staring in utter disbelief over Andrew Bilton's shoul der
at the entrance to the inner TARDIS. 'How did you get in here?

In the doorway stood Professor Hayter. Wthout saying a word, the Professor
noved slow y towards them

The Doctor sat on the floor of the enpty Sanctum He was profoundly depressed.
He took no interest in the

efforts of Tegan and Nyssa to find where the stones had been | oosened.

"If the Master's installed the Xeraphin in his TARDIS, there's no limt to his
powers,' he said dejectedly. He realised that they had been fighting not only

the Master, but half the Xeraphin race - possibly the nmost brilliant mnds in

t he universe. Kalid had been a disguise, not only for his old adversary, but a
focus for the minds of the evil Xeraphin.

' There nust be sone way to stop the Master.' Tegan had nore fight in her

The Doctor suddenly felt ashamed that he had been willing to give up so
easily. He | ooked round the Sanctum but with the Xeraphin gone, there was no
way of releasing the doors and finding the way back through the cunning

| abyrinth that had delivered Tegan and Nyssa to the inner chanber.

He got to his feet and wal ked over to the collection of rocks fromwhich Nyssa
had | aunched her bonbardnent of the nucl eus. They were indeed amazi ngly heavy
- doubtl ess souvenirs fromthe home pl anet.



Wth a rock apiece they all three battered the wall of the Sanctum But for
all their weight, the strange mneral |unps disintegrated on contact with the
stone of the chanber. They woul d need help from outside. But the Doctor could
thi nk of no way of making contact. He fought back another wave of despair.

"Listen!" The girls' sharp ears had picked up a faniliar sound.

In the space left by the sarcophagus they could see the nascent shape of the
TARDI S. The Doctor was fl abbergasted. Only the Master woul d have been able

to navigate his time machine. But with the Xeraphin on board his own vehicle,

he shoul d have no further interest in the Sanctumor any use for the Doctor's
TARD S.

They all hid behind the police box as the door opened. The Doctor crept to the
corner and peered round. The sight of Captain Stapley and Andrew Bilton
standing in the entrance delighted him He rushed forward and grasped Stapl ey
by t he hand.

"Are we glad to see you, Doctor!' said the Captain.

"Are we glad to see the TARDIS!' said Tegan

"My dear Captain, you really are the nost renmarkable man.' The Doctor was
beami ng. 'To pilot the TARDIS, and with such precision.'

The Doctor, thought the Captain, has rather got the wong end of the stick
but before he could explain they were all shepherded through the door of the
TARD S.

'You have control, as they say.' The Doctor waved Captain Stapley towards the
console, still astounded at the Concorde pilot's uncanny knack with

co- or di nat es.

The Captain was quick to explain that, in any travelling by phone box, he and
Bilton were strictly passengers.

' Then how did you pilot yourself here? asked Nyssa.
"The Professor, of course,' answered Andrew.

"VWhat !

"Didn't you instruct himon howto fly the TARD S?
"No,' said the Doctor quietly.

Bilton | ooked round the console room 'Were is the Professor? He was here a
nmonent ago.'

There was an eery silence. Saying nothing, the Doctor began to set the
co-ordinates. It was left to Tegan to break the news to Bilton and Stapl ey.
She

spoke quietly and unenotionally. 'Professor Hayter is dead.'

Scobi e wanted desperately to hel p the passengers. They stood in a long
crocodi |l e beside the rotunda, |like a queue at a check-in desk. In fact,

several had visas and boarding cards in their hands. He made a quick count of
t he uni forms anongst the crowd; nine of them Except for Professor Hayter this



must be the full conplenent of flight 192. If only he could keep them all
t oget her.

But the Master, the Tissue Conpression Elimnator in his hand, prowed like a
wol f round a flock of sheep. Scobie stayed in the shadows.

The Iine noved forward. First one, then another, then another of the waiting
men and wonen wal ked straight into the pillar. Roger Scobie was no | onger even
surprised. Anything could happen in this place.

And it did. Wth a whirring and a clattering, the columm, the passengers, the
crew nmenbers and the Master all vanished.

No- one on board the Doctor's TARDI S coul d expl ain how Professor Hayter could
have appeared in the control roomand set the co-ordinates so accurately for
t he Sanctum

"A tel epathic projection? hazarded the Doctor.

'Perhaps he isn't dead,' suggested Nyssa.

The man was atom sed!' Tegan had seen it with her own eyes.

"No!" Nyssa spoke again with that sudden nysterious insight. 'He was absorbed
into the Xeraphin life force.'

The Doctor now knew that all was not |ost. Even the

Xeraphin - at |least the white Xeraphin - were fighting back.

For a while after the departure of the Master, Roger Scobie was alone in the
great hall. He thought, for a rather sobering mnute or two, that he m ght be
alone in the whole Citadel, perhaps the only exanple of Hono sapiens in the
entire prehistoric world. It was a great confort to see the Doctor's TARD S
materialise in front of him

'Roger, you're safe!' The Captain ran towards his Flight Engineer.

"This place is getting just |like Heathrow,' joked Scobie, disguising, with a
qui ck wi secrack, the extent of his relief.

The Doctor overheard him 'Have you seen another TARDI S?'
"Wuld that be a sort of Greek pillar?

"Could well be.'

"It disappeared a few mi nutes ago.'

"We've lost him' exclainmed Nyssa in di smay.

The Doctor didn't think so. 'The Master nust still be in the sane tine zone,
and probably not far away.'

' How do you know t hat ?'

The Master's TARDIS won't be fully operational yet. He's got the nucl eus
inside all right, but he'll need to work on it.'

Scobi e was explaining to Bilton and Stapl ey what had happened to Captain



Urquhart and his passengers. 'Like animals into the ark. |1've heard of a
football teamgetting into a tel ephone kiosk, but this was ridiculous ...' He
stopped. The Doctor was staring at him a | ook of horror on his face.

' Conme on!' Before anyone had a chance to explain relative dinmension to a
nmystified engineer, the Doctor had di sappeared back into the TARD S.

They all trooped in after him

The Doctor feverishly punched in new co-ordinates. 'Captain Stapley, the
passengers are now i n greater danger than ever before.' Wthout further

expl anati on he turned to Nyssa. 'Take the TARDI S back to the Concorde cargo
hol d. Tegan, you come with nme.' Halfway to the doors he turned back to Captain
Stapley. 'Captain, | want you to get your plane ready for takeoff

i medi ately.'

Captain Stapley reeled at the staggering optimsmof the man. It was all very
wel | | eap-frogging about in an old police box, but Concorde was sonething

el se. Had the man no idea how the aircraft gobbled up tarmac before getting
ai rborne? The facilities needed for startup? The damage done by that crash

| andi ng?

The Doctor sniled hopefully. '"Wng and a prayer, Captain? Hi s enthusiasm was
cont agi ous.

"l suppose we could canni balise Victor Foxtrot for spare parts,' suggested
Roger Scobi e.

' That rmudflat could never be rougher than the runway at Kennedy,' conceded
Andrew Bi |l t on.

And even Captain Stapley had the idea for a cunning | ash-up to start the jets.

'The co-ordinates are all set,' shouted the Doctor to Nyssa and hurried off
wi th Tegan.

The Tardis reappeared on its side in the hold of the Concorde. The Captain was
first out, hauling hinmself through the door of the police box. He quickly

briefed his co-pilot and engineer. 'Andrew, you and | will start
t he cockpit checks. Roger, | want you to do a prelimnary wal k-round of the
aircraft.’

Nyssa wandered round the stalk-like legs of the aircraft with Roger Scobie, It
was an alien, nechanistic technology to the noble woman from Traken. She gazed
up at the delta shape above her like a tourist at a medi aeval cathedral

Roger pored over the undercarriage nechanism 'The brakeline's fractured and
we've lost a lot of fluid," he pronounced.

'"I's that bad?" Nyssa asked innocently.

'Bad?' The engineer grinned. '"It's a mracle! W can probably nick the spares
fromVictor Foxtrot.' Scobie picked up his tools and started to wal k the
coupl e of hundred yards to the other Concorde. He stopped. 'Do you see that?

The distant aircraft shimmered |ike a cal msea at sunrise. Then the nonent
passed. They decided it was a bit of mist or a trick of the |light and noved
on.



The footsteps of Tegan and the Doctor echoed through the deserted Citadel. At
every bend, every doorway, every dark corner, the Doctor |ooked round
nervously. 'Keep your eyes open,' he whispered to Tegan. ' The Master coul d be
anywhere.'

"Way did the Master take the passengers?' asked Tegan as they wal ked.

" Mol ecul ar disintegration,' answered the Doctor. 'That way he's got a neat
little store of protoplasmw th which he can do anything he wants.'

"Melt them down?' Tegan felt sick. 'W've got to stop him' she cried.

When they reached Kalid's chanmber, it was obvious the bird had flown. The
pedestal beneath the crystal had been ransacked for its conponents. Nor was
there any sign of the nodules the Master had rempved fromthe Doctor's TARDIS.
But the Doctor knew the Master could not have gone far. Hi s TARDI S nust be
somewhere near the Citadel - in a new disguise perhaps.

A terrible thought cane to him 'Quickly!" he shouted to Tegan. 'W've got to
get back to Captain Stapley!'

The Doctor and Tegan left the G tadel behind them and strode across the hard
frozen earth. Tegan inmagi ned how the centuries woul d erode that great
monolithic pyramd, till, in her own day, there was no evidence it ever

exi sted. As she scanned the prinordial |andscape, she tried to visualise the
not orway, the airport hotels, the housing estates to which they were so
anxious to return.

The Doctor's thoughts were | ess phil osophical. He stopped as he spotted the
two Concordes on the horizon. 'Just as | thought!' he cried. 'Cone on!'

"What's the damage, Roger?' Captain Stapley swng round fromhis instrunent
check as Scobi e poked his head into the narrow cockpit.

"Fractured brakeline.'

"Is that all? Bilton couldn't believe their luck. 'Not a bad |anding,
Ski pper!’

"Can you repair it?
"Wth a bit of luck, and a bit of Victor Foxtrot.'

They were delighted at the sheer resilience of the aircraft. Only one probl em
remai ned. They had no way

of starting the engines.
Captain Stapley smiled rather snugly. He had an ingeni ous schenme for providing
the vital conpressed air. '"W'll take the tyres off one and four wheel s of

Victor Foxtrot.'

Roger chuckled. It was a danm good idea. But there was one little snag ..
' Ski pper, have you any idea how we jack up a hundred tons of aircraft?

"W dig a hole,' said Captain Stapley.

You' ve got to hand it to him thought Andrew Bilton, inpressed with the
Captain's lateral thinking.



'"Wth three and two wheels still in place you don't need to support her,'
cried Scobi e.

The Doctor ran towards the parked aircraft, |eaving Tegan far behind. He was

panting heavily as he met up with Nyssa and the crew who were about to start

work on the undercarriage of Victor Foxtrot. 'Captain,' he asked Stapley, 'is
your aircraft all right?

"Apart from some damage to the hydraulics, but we'll take sone bits of Victor
Foxtrot.'

"Ah,' said the Doctor. 'Not a good idea.' Thank goodness he had stopped them
in tine.

"But, Doctor, it would work.'

"If that were Concorde.'

Now t he Doctor's being ridicul ous, thought Stapley.
"It is Concorde!' protested Scobie.

Logi c, however, was on the Doctor's side. He pointed to the second pl ane.
'That aircraft was damaged. Now it's in perfect condition.'

He was absolutely right.

"W nust be hallucinating again,' groaned the Captain.

"I"'mafraid not,'" said the Doctor. 'That's the Master's TARD S.'

Roger Scobi e gul ped. This was worse than a hundred people hitching a lift in a
lunp of marble. '"It's a plane!' He tried hard not to sound narrow m nded, but
really!

For the Doctor and his conpanions the situation was horribly famliar.

' The Master has operated his chaneleon circuit.’

"And materialised round the other aircraft.'

The Captain was desperately trying to follow the bizarre reasoning. 'Then
Vi ctor Foxtr ot " he stanmmered.

"Is inside the Master's TARDI S,' the Doctor concluded sharply. 'l wish | had
time to explain dinmensional transcendentalism' he added, already half-way to
Captain Stapley's genuine Concorde. 'I'mgoing into ny owmn TARDI S,' he

shouted. 'You all stay here.’

"No, Doctor!' called Nyssa in alarm trying to catch up with him 'It's too
danger ous!'

' There's no other way!'
"What are you going to do?" asked Stapley, trying to get a word i n edgeways.

'The Doctor's going to materialise round the Master's TARDI S,' said Nyssa,
horrified at the risk.

' You know what happened before!' Tegan had her own ni ghtmare nenories of those



Chi nese puzzles, fromwhen she first stunbled into the TARD S.

The Doctor would not be stopped. 'There's no tinme for anything else,' he
called fromthe cabin door.

But there was no tine for anything at all.

'"W're too late,' groaned Nyssa, as the dreaded clattering reached them from
across the nudflat.

Then there was only one Concorde | eft parked on the frozen tundra. The Master
had gone.

"Wth the power of the Xeraphin, the Master will be invincible,' declared

Nyssa.

And we're stuck, thought the Doctor. 'Wthout the bits he stole fromny
TARDI S, we can only travel in this time zone,' he explained to the others.

"W're marooned?' asked Tegan in disbelief.
"I"'mafraid so.'

Bef ore anyone could think of anything to say, another whirring sound filled
the air. They all | ooked up to see the shape of CGolf Victor Foxtrot
rematerialise a short way fromtheir own aircraft.

The Doctor was not a man to take pleasure in the m sfortunes of others, but a
broad smile lit up his face. The Master was stuck as well.

The Master flung open the door of his Concorde TARDIS and gl ared at the
Doctor. 'Devious to the last,' he hissed.

"Technical hitch?' Butter wouldn't nelt in the Doctor's nobuth as he sm |l ed
i nnocently at his enraged eneny.

"Your substitution of the tine | apse conpressor, for the tenporal limter,"'
accused the Master.

"That's the way it goes,' the Doctor chided infuriatingly, '"if you will steal
ot her people's property.' Leaving the Master on the point of apoplexy, he
swung round to Nyssa. 'Wat's he tal king about?' he whi spered. 'Have you been
tanmpering with ny TARD S?'

"Cf course not.'

"Just inmagi ne what woul d have happened if | had tried to go forward with the
temporal limter patched

into the time | apse conpression circuit...'

Captain Stapley felt Iike a school boy who had got his best friend into
trouble. He coughed politely. '"Doctor, | think I can explain.'

'You, Captain? said the Doctor, very surprised if he could.

"Wen we were in the TARDIS, | swapped sone of the parts round. Thought it
m ght put a spanner in the works.'

The Doctor's eyes were already tw nkling.



"Stupid really.' the Captain apol ogi sed.

Ginning fromear to ear, the Doctor grasped Stapley by the hand. 'Stupid? he
shouted. "It was brilliant!’

The Master was straining to hear what was going on below. The Doctor smled up
at him 'Your prospects seemrather limted, Master.'

Through the Master's mind raced a thousand and one exquisite tortures he would
like to inflict on the Doctor. He restrained hinself fromtelling the Doctor
all about them Unfortunately, the ball, just for the nmoment, was in the
Doctor's court. 'I can still operate nmy TARD S,' he replied.

"Yes. But such a limted range.’

The Doctor had himthere. 'Very well. What are your terns?

"You free the passengers,' demanded the Doctor, 'we have access to both
aircraft, and you return all the conmponents of ny TARDI S that are no | onger
necessary for the normal functioning of your machine.’

"And what will you give ne?

'The tenporal limter,' bargained the Doctor

It was a hard decision for the Master. His old eneny

woul d be able to escape. But he needed the tenporal linmter, and with the
Xeraphin life force in his TARDI S the Doctor would not outwit himfor nmuch

| onger

The Master slammed the door.

'Has he agreed?' asked Stapley.

"We'll know in a nonent.'’

" Look!"' shouted Andrew

The Corinthian colum had appeared a few yards away.

"There's the real Concorde,' said Tegan, pointing to the aircraft with its
torn wing and di sl ocated engi ne pod.

'The Master's accepted,' cried Nyssa as Captain U quhart's passengers began to
energe fromthe marble fluting

"Captain,' said the Doctor to Stapley who was staring in disbelief at the

i nprobabl e di senbarkation, 'l need your aircraft ready for take-off as soon as
possi bl e."’
Stapley pulled hinself together. 'Andrew, Roger ... W'll need to neasure the

length of that runway.' They all went across to examine the stretch of frozen
mud.

"You two stay here,' the Doctor ordered Tegan and Nyssa. He wal ked slowy to
the Master's TARDIS. The Master stood in the doorway, in his arns a pile of
vital equipnent. Not a word was spoken. The Doctor took the pieces one by one.
The two Time Lords stared inpassively at each other. 'You seemto have mslaid



t he quantum accel erator.' The Doctor was the first to break the silence.

"Not at all, Doctor. You shall have it when you give nme the correctly
programred tenporal limter.'

Their distrust was nutual .
The Doctor turned and hurried back to where his
TARDI S was waiting in the Concorde hold.

Bilton and Scobie attacked the frozen ground around the four-wheel bogey of
Victor Foxtrot's starboard undercarriage. The earth was |ike concrete and they
were soon sweating profusely. At |east they were warmer than Tegan who stood
besi de them shivering, waiting to help take the wei ght of the wheel, once the
soi |l had been renoved from under it.

"Doctor, I'lIl need an external power supply for the start-up, 400 cycles, 115
volts,' Captain Stapley called into the control room

"Very well, Captain.' Nyssa prepared to run a line fromthe TARDI S.

'Easy now.' Tegan hel ped Roger and Andrew | ift the second wheel clear of the
support. They stood for a nmonent getting their breath back. Just as well the
soil was so hard and icy, thought Tegan, or the remaining two wheels m ght
have slipped into the excavation, bringing the whole aircraft down on top of
t hem

"Right,' said Roger Scobie, 'you and Andrew roll those wheels across to Al pha
Charlie. I'"mgoing on board Victor Foxtrot to rip out a reduction valve and
some trunking fromthe air-conditioning, then I'Il strip the conponents for
our own undercarriage."'

Tegan and Andrew rai sed one of the wheels and began to trundle it towards the
ot her Concorde. |'ve been here before, thought Tegan, with a sudden flash of
deja vu; then realised how simlar were the wheels of the airliner to Aunt
Vanessa's sports car.

The Doctor soon replaced the conmponents that had been pilfered by the Master

Nyssa wat ched hi m scranbl e round under the consol e. She was uneasy. 'Doctor
you haven't got the

guantum accel erator back fromthe Mster.'

And he hasn't got the tenporal limter,' replied the Doctor as he slid out the
essential nmodule fromwhere it had been hidden by Captain Stapley. 'The idea
is to keep himwaiting until we're ready to take off.’

Nyssa was terrified at the idea of trying to get airborne again in Concorde.
Wth the quantum accel erator in place, the TARD S woul d be working as well as
ever. Wiy couldn't they all go back in that?

"l need the TARDIS to deal with the Master,' said the Doctor

" How?"

"I"mthinking about it,' replied the Doctor enigmatically.

Ice-cold fluid dribbled over Roger Scobie's hands and down his sleeve as he



renoved t he damaged brakeline. The repl acenent was standing by; in a few
nmonent s the undercarri age woul d be repaired.

Beneath the port inner engi ne Tegan hel ped Andrew with a bundl e of tubing
whi ch the co-pilot was connecting to the valve of one of the tyres. 'Two and
three engines have to be started with an external air supply,' he expl ai ned.
"One and four then start internally.'

"Undercarriage fixed!" A grubby but cheerful Scobie slipped into the
flight-deck.

"Wl |l done, Roger.'

Nyssa's head appeared in the door behind him 'External power all right,
Capt ai n?"

"Yes.' Captain Stapley started to get out of the left-hand seat. 'Tell the
Doctor we're ready, will you, please? Nyssa scurried back towards the cargo
hold. 'Roger, | want to do a final wal k-round of the aircraft

while we're waiting for the Doctor.' The Captain scranbled fromthe cockpit
wi th his engineer.

The Master watched all the activity |ike a hawk. He knew the Doctor was
playing for time, but he would give himso nuch |leeway ... and no nore. He
strode towards Tegan.

Tegan, kneeling over the wheel, saw the black figure out of the corner of her
eye. She turned; the Master |ooned over her

"I aminpatient to leave this place. Tell the Doctor | require the tenporal
[imter immediately, or | shall start to elimnate your passengers.' He held
t he deadly bl ack weapon between his fingers as casually as if it were a
cigarette holder. But Tegan knew that his prom se was no idle threat.

"Captain StapJey says the aircraft is ready,' announced Nyssa, returning to
the TARDI S control room

'Good,' said the Doctor as he tinkered with the tenporal limter. 'Another few
m nutes.'

Tegan ran in, breathless fromthe gymastics involved in reaching the TARD S.
"Doctor, hurry up!' she shouted. 'The Master's getting trigger-happy out
there.'

'Then we'd better not keep himwaiting.' The Doctor picked up the tenpora
limter.

'Looks fine, Roger,' said the Captain as he exam ned the repaired
under carri age.

Roger was as pleased as punch at his make do and nmend, but was apprehensive at
t he i nmpendi ng take-off.

They all iooked at the nmudflat stretching away to the horizon, and quietly
said a prayer. 'No know ng what' |

happen goi ng over that ground at two hundred knots,' nuttered Scobie.

"\What happens when we get airborne? asked Bilton, |ooking on the bright side.



"Up to the Doctor isn't it?

The Doctor wal ked the short distance to the Master's TARDI S. The Master was
waiting for him

'"The tenporal limter,' denanded the Master

' The quantum accel erator,' insisted the Doctor

Neither trusted the other a millimetre. The Master guardedly reveal ed the
Doctor's accelerator. The Doctor allowed a glinpse of the Master's limter
There was a funbling, nutual snatch and grab. The deal was done.

"Shall | say au revoir, Doctor? The Master oozed venonous charm

The Doctor turned his back dism ssively on his arch eneny and returned to the
pl ane. Hardly had the Master, with a dark chuckle, entered his TARD S t han the

colum dematerialised.

By now none of the crew batted an eyelid. '|I suppose he could end up anywhere
in the universe,' said Captain Stapley.

' Heat hrow, actually.'

The Doctor's casual announcement caused consternation
"He's virtually running in a new TARDIS,' he went on to explain. 'To check out
the tenporal dinmensions he'll need to track back the line of the tine
contour.'

Andrew Bilton was appalled at what the Doctor had just allowed to happen
"He'll land up in London with the nucl eus on board?

"Yes.'

"It's a disaster!’

'"Quite right.' The Doctor couldn't agree nore. 'Shall we go on board?

Al'l around them dazed passengers were returning, once again, to their senses.
'The punters are your responsibility, Tegan,' shouted Stapley, naking a quick
escape to the main door. 'Wen you get them on board, stand by on those
tyres.'

Just ny luck, thought Tegan. My first job as a stewardess. She tried to forget
how dirty and sweaty she was and approached the passengers with a radiant
snmle on her face. 'Ladies and gentlenmen, we do apol ogi se for the delay ..

The words flowed |ike syrup. 'Your flight to Heathrow is now ready for
boardi ng. Wuld you proceed to the aircraft i mediately.'’

The Doctor soon had the quantum accel erator back in circuit. He stood up from
t he consol e | ooking very pleased with himsel f. Nyssa couldn't understand why.
"The Master will get to Earth before us,' she fretted.

"Not with ny tenporal limter in circuit,' the Doctor reassured her

"I't won't work?



"OF course it will. You don't think I could fool the Master do you?' He
started to make his way out of the TARD S and towards the flight deck. Nyssa
recogni sed the glint in his eye. She smled. 'Mnd you,' said the Doctor,
"there is an inhibition factor inherent in the progranm ng.'

"What does that nean?

The Doctor grinned. 'We get to Heathrow first.'

Tegan felt very lonely out in the cold beside the two wheels, with everyone

el se strapped in their seats waiting for take-off. She | ooked up at the flight

deck wi ndow, hoping for the sign to rel ease the conpressed air.

But with such a hazardous |aunch before them the pre-flight checks were nore
vital than at any well-equi pped international airport.

The npbment cane.

"Air on nunber three engine.' Captain Stapley gave the order in a calm
cl i pped voi ce.

Tegan rel eased the valve. There was a hiss |like a soda syphon. She prayed that
not too much air was escaping fromthe makeshift connection.

"Start nunmber three engine.'

Fromthe right hand side of the airfcraft came a dull whine.
"Start number two engine.’

Anot her deep snarl fromthe left of the plane.

"Air off. Get Tegan in.'

The air jets were scream ng now, and Tegan had her hands over her ears as
Bilton waved to her. She pulled the feed clear and ran for the door.

"l want reverse thrust on three and four so | can turn the aircraft.’
The engines roared as the plane rotated anticl ockw se.

The Captain was giving his final briefing to his First Oficer and Engi neer
when the Doctor arrived on the flight deck. 'l w Il abandon take-off, prior to
V1, only on the |loss of two engines ...'

'Ready to go?' asked the Doctor.
"Strap yourself in for take-off will you please,

Doctor,' ordered Captain Stapley. He turned back to Bilton and Scobie. 'At V2
we will maintain our clinb-out at theta two under full power.'

Captain Stapley | ooked ahead at the frozen nudflat. No one at Toul ouse or
Bristol ever dreamed she woul d have to come unstuck fromthat. He gl anced over
his shoul der at the Doctor. 'Cross your fingers.' He beaned the nerest snile
in the direction of Bilton and Scobie. 'This is it, gentlenen.'

The Captain's right hand rested on the four throttles. 'Three, two, one ...’
He counted the seconds. 'Now.' He pushed the throttles hard agai nst the end



st op.

The idling turbines surged to a full-throated roar. The great silver creature
st ruggl ed forward.

There were rolling. Faster, faster. A bit of feedback al ready shaking the
sti ck.

" Ai rspeed buil ding.'

Four green lights on the instrument panel; afterburners coming in. Flane from
the four A ynpus engines; full power.

Faster, faster.

' One hundred knots.'

' Power checked,' called Scobie.
"V1,' called Bilton

One hundred and seventy knots and buil ding, Al pha Charlie rocketed down the
nmudfl at. No stopping now, it was take-off or crash

The passengers in the cabin had never known such a buffeting. Captain Stapl ey,
hands on the shaking control colum, felt every bunp fromthe primtive
runway. Bilton, eyes on the airspeed indicator, willed the needle to the next
mar ker .

Five hundred yards of runway left. A rocky hillside

rushing closer. One eight seven, one eight eight, one eight nine, one ninety
knots ...

"Rotate,' called Bilton, and Captain Stapley eased the colum towards him
Concorde Golf Al pha Charlie lifted her nose skyward, careered a little further
on her main wheels, and was airborne. Four vapour trails stream ng behind, she

soar ed above the C tadel

Captain Stapley was as excited as a child. '"What did | tell you, Doctor,' he
shouted jubilantly. 'Finest plane in the world!"

The Doctor just managed a smile. There was a nonent as they thundered towards
the rocks that he w shed they had gone by TARD S.

"Cear up,' called the Captain. Andrew and Roger, who had shared the Doctor's
feelings, grinned sheepishly at each other and set about the routine business
of maintaining the clinmb. 'Were to now, Doctor?' asked Stapley.

The Doctor extricated hinmself fromthe junp seat, |eaned between the two
pilots and started to programe the flight conputer

10
In Transit
Tegan and Nyssa wondered how the Doctor was going to get themall back to the

twentieth century. They had certainly never seen himenter such el aborate
coordi nates. He stood up and thought for a nmonent, checked, doubl e-checked,



and corrected a setting.

"Now."' The Doctor |ooked at the girls. 'As we dematerialise, we reverse the
process of the time contour and ki ck Concorde back on its original flight path
. He sounded very confident. But as he activated the controls, Tegan
couldn't help noticing he had his fingers crossed.

The dematerialisation of the TARDIS had an inmedi ate effect on the flight
deck.

"Centre of gravity's shifted,' called Roger as he instinctively corrected the
trimof the aircraft.

But the alteration in payl oad was not the only change. 'The radi o navigation's
wor ki ng!' shout ed Andrew del i ghtedly.

Captain Stapley scanned the dials. One by one all the instrunents were com ng
back to life.

The radi o crackled. 'CGolf Al pha Charlie, pernission to descend to three five
zero.' Hi s voice betrayed none of the enotion he felt. They m ght have been

for a joyride round the Bay of Biscay. But there was a roguish smile on his

face as he turned to Roger and

Andrew. 'We're back!' he said.

Meanwhi |l e the TARDI S had taken good care of the Doctor, Tegan and Nyssa. The
door opened and they peeped out at the hurly-burly of Heathrow. It was hard to
believe, with the scream ng chorus of jets and the reek of aviation fuel, that
this was the sane | ocation as the G tadel

"W appear to be on tinme for a change,' observed the Doctor optinistically,
t hough the significance of this escaped the two girls.

Nyssa watched in amazenent as a junbo lifted into the sky with an
ear-splitting screech. 'Wat a funny way to travel,' she shouted above the
di n.

"Kind of fun, though,' said Tegan, feeling a pang of nostalgia that quite
surprised her.

Nyssa had never seen that faraway | ook on Tegan's face before. 'You miss it,
don't you?'

"Ch, | don't know.' It was a while before Tegan turned from watching the
activity on the runway. 'It's not exactly dull with the Doctor.'

Their sentinental tete-a-tete was not to continue. Two policenmen were hurrying
towards the TARDI S

"Doctor!' called Nyssa in dismay.
To the girls' surprise, the Doctor |ooked up in the air. 'Wat we need,' he
sai d, studiously ignoring the approach of the Law, 'is a diversion. And with a

bit of luck, not to nmention judgenent...'’

Tegan wondered why the two constabl es had stopped. They too were | ooking
upwar ds.

' Look!" shouted Nyssa.



In the sky, above the TARDI S, shining brighter than Haley's Conet, was a
Corint hi an col um.

'The Master's TARDIS,' cried Tegan. She | ooked at the Doctor, but he was
al ready running into his own TARD S.

'The Master can't land,' cried Nyssa as she watched the Doctor frantically
punching i n new co-ordinates.

'No. Sane co-ordinates as the TARDIS. But we got here first...' He gave a deep
sigh. '"Just!'

The two constabl es had been surprised to di scover a police box outside the
Term nal building. The subsequent appearance in the sky of a pillar, of fire
caused the younger man to wonder if the Day of Judgenent was at hand. His

ol der coll eague suspected a few too many at |lunch-tine. Neither of them was
reassured by the disappearance of the illicit box. But at |east the shining
col um had vani shed as wel|.

"It's gone,' said Nyssa, watching the TARDI S screen

' Knocked back into tinme-space like a straight six into the pavilion,' declared
the Doctor with great satisfaction

Nyssa's face suffused with sadness. 'The Xeraphin will never be able to
regenerate.'

The Doctor sniled. 'They stand a nuch better chance on their own planet,' he
said quietly.

"You've sent themto Xeriphas?' She was amazed. 'But the radiation!'

'"That was nillions of years ago. The atnosphere will be perfectly clear now'
If it was possible for the Doctor to sound vindictive, he did so now as he
added: 'Not a very nice climate for the Master, though.'

"He' Il just take off again.'

"I think,' replied the Doctor mschievously, '"that with the extra energy on
board, the tenporal limter

wi Il need replacing.'
'"He's stuck on Xeriphas?

"Yes,' said the Doctor, earnestly. "And | hope it's for good.' But he couldn't
quite keep the doubt fromcreeping into his voice.

The Doctor noved back to the co-ordinates. The TARD S was now cl eared for
take-of f. But there was no stewardess on board.

"\Where's Tegan?' he asked.

Tegan rushed through the teenming crowds of Term nal Three. It was now or

never. 'l hate farewells.' Those were the Doctor's own words. She | ooked at

t he departure board. Singapore, New York, Cape Town, Honolulu ... Like the

voi ce of conscience, the tannoy burst into life. 'Departure to Sydney,
Australia. Flight 342...' She tried not to be sentinental. She had a career to
think of, an exciting future with the airline. The sky was the linmt... Wll,



Bri sbane, anyway.

The debriefing in the Controller's office was not going well. At least, it was
not going well for Douglas Sheard.

"The airline, not to nmention Witehall, will need some explanation for the

| oss of Golf Victor Foxtrot.' He was not used to having to speak so severely
to senior operational staff. But the three crew nmenbers smled patronisingly
at him

'"We' ve rescued the passengers and crew. '’

"And got our own aircraft back froma tine warp.'

Shears fumed. 'A tinme warp indeed!’

' The Doctor was absolutely right. W' ve been away for three hundred mllion
years.'

Sheard choked back his anger. Their insol ence was

i nsupportable. 'You were only missing for ten mnutes,' he retorted.
Roger Scobie gave a cry of dismay. 'Wat about the overtine!'

"What about Victor Foxtrot!' shouted the Controller

"Victor Foxtrot was never really lost. Should be on the other side of the
sewage farm

The Controller was saved froma thronbosis by a phone call from Security.
"Not that police box again!' he protested.

The police box had indeed returned, and with it an extrenely
suspi ci ous-1 ooki ng young man.

'"Really, officer,' the Doctor blustered to the constable, 'we're just in
transit, as it were ...’

"You' re amazing, Doctor!’

The Doctor, glad of the interruption, |ooked up to see Stapley, Bilton and
Scobi e approaching, in the company of a very short-tenpered Airport
Controller.

"Now just a nonment, sir!' The constable, whatever the reason for its com ng
and goi ng, was not having an unauthorised police box on his patch

"You know ny friend the Controller,' said the Doctor quickly. '"I'msure he can
give you a full-explanation.' The Doctor smiled disarnmingly. "I'll just nmake a
qui ck tel ephone call ...' He shuffled towards the TARDIS. That'll clear the
whol e thing up.' He dodged inside and sl anmed the door

"That police box,' said Captain Stapley to Sheard, 'is really a spaceship in
di sgui se."

Sheard took a sharp intake of breath.

'"It's called the TARDI S,' chipped in Andrew.



"TARDI S? TARDI S?' snarl ed Sheard.

"Travels in time as well,' added Roger Scobie, not wanting to be left out.
Sheard deci ded the joke had gone far enough. 'Gentlenen,' he announced. 'If
you persist with this flippancy, it will be tine to talk of disciplinary

action.' He | ooked round. There was the npbst peculiar noise. Not an engine the
Control |l er had ever heard before. Sonething was very odd. That police box was
growi ng pal er.

And so did Dougl as Sheard; because the police box ... disappeared.

"Happy | andi ngs, Doctor.' Captain Stapley raised his armin an affectionate
sal ut e.

"Happy | andings,' said a plaintive voice at his el bow Tegan | ooked at the
enpty space and a tear ran down her cheek. How she w shed she hadn't dithered
in the Term nal building.

"Hello,' said the Captain, 'l thought you were going with the Doctor."'

"So did I, said Tegan.



