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Dramatis Personae

THE DOCTOR:
Time traveller.

NYSSA:
Time traveller’s companion.

DCI LES PLUMBER:

A fifty-something, overweight, and predominantly
ineffectual police officer. Elevated to a senior position
in the force on the strength of past glories (which came
about as a result of luck rather than skill), Plumber is
reviled by his younger subordinates, who frown upon his
boozing, gambling and general lack of professionalism.

THE PILLION:
A quasi-mythical creature that exists as a species across
quanta rather than space and time.

TONY THOMAS:
30s. A Doncaster man whose son has been taken from him as
part of the Pillion’s scheme.

ALSO (NON-SPEAKING): PC WARREN (Police Officer); PC
JENKINS (another Police Officer); MARK FALKINGHAM (one of
the fourteen victims); TEDDY THOMAS (son of Tony and
youngest of the fourteen wvictims).
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SCENE 1: INT. POLICE STATION, BRIEFING ROOM

(FX: IT’S THE SUMMER OF 1983, AND WE’RE IN THE BRIEFING
ROOM OF A SWELTERING HOT DONCASTER POLICE STATION. A
CHORUS OF FANS ARE DROWNED OUT BY THE LANGUID BANTER OF
BORED POLICE OFFICERS.)

(FX: THE BANTER DIES AS AN INTERNAL DOOR OPENS AND
SOMEONE HEAVY [DCI LES PLUMBER] ENTERS THE ROOM. HIS KEYS
JANGLE AS HE WALKS. WHEN HE STOPS WALKING, THESE SAME
KEYS ARE THUMPED DOWN ON A DESK AT THE FRONT OF THE
ROOM. )

DCI PLUMBER:

Now then my friends. (FX: PLUMBER SLAMS HIS PALMS DOWN
AGRRESSIVELY ON THE DESK) I want to be here on a Friday
neet about as much as you lot, but as most of you are
already aware, we’ve got the media making us look like a
right bunch of bungling chuffs and the Super wants it
putting to bed, and putting to bed tonight. So.

(FX: A FEW LIGHT SWITCHES ARE FLICKED OFF ALMOST
SIMULTANEOUSLY. THE WHIRR OF AN OVERHEAD PROJECTOR. THE
CLICK OF A SLIDESHOW CLICKER.)

DCI PLUMBER:

Mark Johnson. (FX: CLICK) Michael Hoskins. (FX: CLICK)
Mark Falkingham. (FX: CLICK) Edward Thomas. (FX: CLICK)
Charlotte James. (FX: CLICK) Paul Brooman. (FX: CLICK)
James Manning. (FX: CLICK) Luigia Palumbo. (FX: CLICK)
Alex Spyrou. (FX: CLICK) Paul Klotschkow. (FX: CLICK)
Gary Turtle? Oh, Thurtle. (FX: CLICK) Bryce Peacher. (FX:
CLICK) Richard McAdam. (FX: CLICK) Elizabeth Parsonson.
Fourteen people, each of them murdered in a completely
different way by an unknown killer, the only link between
them that they live in Donny.

(FX: MURMOURS OF MANUFACTURED CONCERN FROM THE OFFICERS
IN ATTENDANCE.)

DCI PLUMBER:

Now then my friends, as if getting themselves done in
weren’t bad enough, these fourteen had to really go and
make our lives a misery. They only went and came back
from the dead!

(FX: MURMOURS OF WRY DISBELIEF FROM THE OFFICERS IN
ATTENDANCE.)
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DCI PLUMBER:

I kid thee not. (FX: CLICK) Here’s Johnson outside the
supermarket, a fortnight after they buried him. I ‘ope I
look that good when I'm dead! (FX: CHARITABLE LAUGHTER,
CUT OFF BY ANOTHER CLICK) And here’s Manning, off
enjoying a jog less than a week after the Super damn near
buried me. (FX: CLICK) Palumbo, picking her niece up from
school. (FX: CLICK) And, best of all, Falkingham - train
spotting of all things. He gets bumped off, somehow
manages to get a foot back on the mortal coil, and what
does he do? He train spots. In Donny station. (BEAT) Some
people.

(FX: LOUD CLICK.)

(FX: LOUDER, MORE ANIMATED MUMBLING. CHAIRS SCRAPING
ACROSS THE CHEAP LINO FLOOR AS PEOPLE BEGIN TO STAND UP.)

DCI PLUMBER:

Oi! I’'ve not done yet. I've barely chuffin’ started,
truth be known. (FX: MUMBLING DIES DOWN) Thank you. Now T
know what you’re thinking my friends, could it get any
worse? (BEAT) Well, it could. (ASIDE) Warren! Will you
come and do that video thingy for me?

(FX: A CHAIR IS PULLED BACK, SCRAPING THE CHEAP LINO
FLOOR. LIGHT, FOOTFALLS TRACK FROM LEFT TO RIGHT,
FOLLOWED BY THE CLUSMY SOUND OF A VHS VIDEO TAPE BEING
INSERTED INTO AN EARLY 1980S TOP-LOADING VHS PLAYER. ONCE
THE TAPE IS INSERTED, THE FOOTFALLS RECEDE.)

DCI PLUMBER:
My friends, your attention per-leese.

(FX: VIDEO TAPE WINDING ON AS IT BEGINS TO PLAY. THE
VIDEO BEING PLAYED HAS NO SOUND, NEVERTHELESS A TAPE HISS
IS AUDIBLE.)

DCI PLUMBER:

Now then - (ASIDE) how do I pause i1t, Warren? - there
you’1ll see - (SOTTO) oh aye, there you go - there you’ll
see Hoskins, coming out of the bookies. Far left. And
just in front of the camera, you can just make out the
back of their heads - an odd looking bloke in one of them
straw hats, some young lass, and some great fat bald
chuff. (FX: THE CLUNK OF THE ‘PLAY’ BUTTON AGAIN) Look -
see! They’re all staring straight at him. And look where
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he’s stood. Right next to an old fifties police box, bold
as you like. (FX: THE ‘PAUSE’ BUTTON IS PRESSED) Now I’'m
not a big gambling man as you know-

(FX: RAUCUS, ALMOST CRUEL LAUGHTER.)

DCI PLUMBER:

No, no - just the odd flutter on the National, that’s me
- but I do know that bookies quite well and in all my
puff I’ve never seen that police box outside it. Neither
‘as anyone else I’ve spoke to. Now watch this. (FX: THE
CLUNK OF THE ‘PLAY’ BUTTON AGAIN) One frame its there,
next it’s gone; those three weirdoes and our Mr Hoskins
right along with ‘em.

(FX: CONSPIRATORIAL MURMOURS.)

DCI PLUMBER:

And that, my friends, was the last that anyone saw of Mr
Michael Hoskins. (BEAT) The second time, that is.. (ASIDE)
Warren! Do us the next “un, would you sunshine?

(FX: INPATIENT SIGH. AGAIN A CHAIR IS PULLED BACK,
SCRAPING THE LINO. FOOTFALLS TRACK FROM LEFT TO RIGHT,
FOLLOWED BY THE CLUSMY SOUND OF A VHS VIDEO TAPE BEING
INSERTED INTO AN EARLY 1980S TOP-LOADING VHS PLAYER. ONCE
THE TAPE IS INSERTED, THE FOOTFALLS RECEDE AGAIN.)

DCI PLUMBER:

(ASIDE) Thank you Warren. (FX: CLUNK OF EARLY 1980s VIDEO
TAPE WINDING ON AS IT BEGINS TO PLAY. TAPE HISS) Now look
at this one. The young Ms James, off out for a night on
the tiles. She strolls past a police box and - (ASIDE)
Warren! How d’you pause 1t? (FX: THE CLUNK OF A BUTTON
BEING PRESSED) There you go - in one frame she’s there,
stood right there next to that old police box. The next
they’re both gone.

(FX: LOUD, ANIMATED MUMBLING.)

DCI PLUMBER:

I've got eight of these my friends, and I’d wager that if
there were more of these new - (ASIDE) What they called?
— close-up circuit telly wotsits about then I’d have all
fourteen. Still, I won’t bore you with the rest at this
late hour.. (BEAT) ‘cos I’ve got something better. (ASIDE)
Warren, 1f you will..
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(FX: FOOTSTEPS FOLLOWED BY THE SOUND OF TARPAULIN BEING
PULLED BACK. GASPS FROM THE ATTENDING OFFICERS.)

DCI PLUMBER:
A couple of plonks picked it up on the corner of College
Road. Our mysterious police b-

(FX: A LOUD NOISE FROM THE FAR RIGHT OF ROOM; THE DOCTOR
AND NYSSA’S ANGRY VOICES AS THEY TRY TO BARGE THEIR WAY
INTO THE BRIEFING ROOM BUT ARE HELD BACK BY OFFICERS.)

DOCTOR:
..i1f you don’t mind. (FX: DOCTOR BRUSHING HIS LAPELS DOWN)
Thank you.

DCI PLUMBER:
Who are these two nincompoops, Jenkins?

DOCTOR:
Nincompoops? NINCOMPOOPS! Listen to me you overbearing
oaf, I'm the Doctor, and that over there is my property!

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) Doctor, I don’t think this is helping.

DOCTOR:
(SOTTO) Yes. (DEEP BREATH) I suppose you’re right, Nyssa.

(FX: THE INTERNAL DOOR BEING CLOSED FIRMLY BEHIND THE
DOCTOR AND NYSSA.)

DOCTOR:
Look Inspector..?

DCI PLUMBER:
Plumber. (PROUDLY) Detective Chief Inspector Les Plumber.

DOCTOR:

Look Chief Inspector, I apologise for the intrusion.
You’re clearly a very busy man so I’'11l be brief. I was
coming out of your town’s lovely race course with my
friend here when we saw our property being towed down the
road on a trailer attached to one of your panda cars! So
if you don’t mind, I’11 just-—

DCI PLUMBER:
I think something’s eluding you, sunshine.
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DOCTOR:
(INPATIENT) Then enlighten me, please.

DCI PLUMBER:
That there is a police telephone box. That makes it the
property of the-

DOCTOR:
Ah, now, I can explain that. If you’ll just call Brig-

DCI PLUMBER:

No, no - fair dues. I can imagine any number of reasons
why someone might collect these kind of things. Nostalgia
and all that jazz. But that doesn’t explain how it just
happened to be stood in eight different places right next
to eight different people that vanished immediately
afterwards.

DOCTOR:
(SURPRISED) Oh.

DCI PLUMBER:
Eight people that had already been murdered once, only to
reappear and start going about their lives as if nothing
had happened.

DOCTOR:
(CRESTFALLEN) Oh.

DCI PLUMBER:
And that doesn’t explain why we can’t open it.

DOCTOR:
(GLUM) Oh.

DCI PLUMBER:
Or why it hums.

DOCTOR:

(RESIGNED) You’d better make yourself comfortable, Nyssa.
This might take a while.
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SCENE 2: INT. POLICE STATION, HOLDING CELL

(FX: THE DOCTOR PACING ON A CONCRETE FLOOR.)
NYSSA: You’'re very quiet, Doctor.
DOCTOR: Am I? I hadn’t noticed. Just thinking.

NYSSA: Yes. Me too. I’'ve been trying to work out how the
TARDIS could’ve been in all the places that the Inspector
said it was.

DOCTOR:
And?

NYSSA:
I’'ve come to the conclusion that there are only two
likely explanations.

DOCTOR:
Three, I think you’ll find, but go on.

NYSSA:
Well, the most obvious is that those cameras filmed
something that looks like the TARDIS, but wasn’t.

DOCTOR:
Another TARDIS, perhaps? I wonder.

NYSSA:
Not necessarily, but we can’t rule it out.

DOCTOR:
What’s your second explanation?

NYSSA:
That you’ve visited this time and place before.

DOCTOR:
No.. I'm sure I’'d remember if that were the case.

NYSSA:
Not if it was in your personal future.

DOCTOR:

Ah, you thought of that, then. I’d have counted that as a
separate explanation - hardly ‘before’ now is 1it?
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NYSSA:
It is, actually, strictly speaking.

DOCTOR:

We’ll it’s feasible, I suppose. (SIGH) And at least it
would suggest we’re able to extricate ourselves from our
current predicament.

(FX: THE CELL DOOR OPENS. KEYS JANGLE AS A HEAVILY-BUILT
MAN WALKS OVER TO THE TABLE AND PULLS OUT A CHAIR FROM
UNDERNEATH IT. HIS KEYS ARE THUMPED DOWN ONTO THE TABLE,
FOLLOWED IN SHORT ORDER BY HIS PALMS. IT’'S PLUMBER.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Now then, my friends. I’ve one or fourteen things that I
need to talk to you about.

(FX: THE CLUNK OF ‘PLAY AND RECORD’ BUTTONS BEING PRESSED
IN UNISON ON A 1980s TAPE RECORDER.)

NYSSA:
Fourteen?

DCI PLUMBER:
Fourteen.

(FX: PHOTOGRAPHS BEING THROWN DOWN ON THE TABLE AND
SPREAD OUT BY HAND.)

(FX: THE SOUND OF NYSSA PICKING UP A GLOSSY PHOTOGRAPH.)

NYSSA:
But.. We’ve never seen any of these people!

DCI PLUMBER:
The closed-capture telly footage seems to say otherwise,

sweetheart. Tell me, does your mate own one of them straw
hats?

DOCTOR:
Now look here-

DCI PLUMBER:

I was wondering when you’d chime in. Now - that police
box of yours. How’d you come by it?
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DOCTOR:

It was.. (BEAT) iInherited. Look - is all this really
necessary? I’'ve already told you we’ve got nothing to do
with your case. Now that police box is rightfully mine,
and-

DCI PLUMBER:
So, for the record, you’re admitting that it’s yours?

DOCTOR:
Well, vyes, but-

DCI PLUMBER:

And are you also prepared to admit, for the record, that
those people in the footage were you and your friend
here? It could save you both a lot of.. time.

DOCTOR:
Those people on that footage could have been anyone, and
even if they were us - which they couldn’t have been - it

wouldn’t prove anything. Now if you’ll just contact UNIT-

DCI PLUMBER:

I beg to differ, my friend. I’'ve been in this game a long
time, and I’ve never come across a mystery like this one.
And you, sunshine, are right in the middle of it.

DOCTOR:
I assure y-

DCI PLUMBER:

A police box that travels about, moving from street
corner to street corner, taking folk with it? A police
box that won’t open for love nor money? A bloke called
“Doctor John Smith” who swans into my station in fancy
dress asking - no, demanding - said police box back? And
that’s before we even get started on how suspiciously
similar you two look to two of those people filmed spying
on Hoskins near the bookies, just before he vanished.
What you would think if you were me, ey? You two’ve got
trouble written all over you.

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) That bit’s right at least.

DOCTOR:
(SOTTO) Hush, Nyssa.
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(BEAT)

DCI PLUMBER:

Nothing more to say, eh? Alright then. Here’s what’s
gonna happen, “Doctor Smith”. I'm going to take you to
this police box of yours, and you’re gonna open it for
me.

NYSSA:
(EXCITEDLY) That would be-

DOCTOR:
(HURRIEDLY) Sufficient. Yes, it will.. ah.. show we’ve
nothing to hide.

DCI PLUMBER:
Splendid and tremendous. After you, sir.
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SCENE 3: INT. POLICE STATION, BRIEFING ROOM

(FX: AN INTERNAL DOOR CREAKS OPEN AND THEN A FEW LIGHT
SWITCHES ARE THROWN. THREE SETS OF FOOTSTEPS TRAIPSE FROM
RIGHT TO LEFT, AND THEN WE HEAR THE NOISE OF THE DOCTOR
GENTLY PATTING ONE OF THE TARDIS’S EXTERIOR DOORS.)

DOCTOR:
Here we are then Inspector. (FX: RUMMAGING IN POCKET,
PRODUCING KEY) Shall I do the honours?

DCI PLUMBER:
You must think I was born yesterday son! (FX: KEY BEING
SNATCHED) Gimme that!

DOCTOR:

Now wait just a moment! (FX: RATTLE OF EXTERNAL TARDIS
DOOR OPENING) I really don’t think -
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SCENE 4: INT. TARDIS

(FX: THE FUTURISTIC BUZZ OF THE TARDIS’S INTERNAL DOORS
OPENING. THE GENTLE HUM OF THE CONSOLE ROOM PERVADES.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Bloody Nora!

(FX: TWO SETS OF FOOTSTEPS QUICKLY FOLLOW.)

DOCTOR:
Indeed. Welcome to my TARDIS, Inspector.

DCI PLUMBER:
Your what???

DOCTOR:
My TARDIS. My ship, my home, my property. And, if you
don’t mind, you’re trespassing.

DCI PLUMBER:

Watch it, sunshine. It takes more to throw me than some
fancy conjuring trick - I’ve seen Jaws 3-D! They can do
owt these days. What’s it supposed to look like, anyway?
The changing rooms in Donny Dome!

DOCTOR:
Of all the-

NYSSA:
Doctor, please.

DCI PLUMBER:
And what’s all this guff, ey? (FX: BUTTONS BEING PRESSED
ARBITRARILY, ALMOST PLAYFULLY.)

DOCTOR:
Don’t you touch that!

DCI PLUMBER:
(SNORT OF LAUGHTER) You gonna stop me, sunshine?

(FX: THE SOUND OF A BRIEF STRUGGLE ENSUES, CULIMATING IN
A LEVER ON THE CONSOLE BEING PULLED.)

(FX: TARDIS DEMATERIALISATION.)
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DOCTOR:
(IRATE EXHALE) You shouldn’t have done that, Inspector.

(FX: THE DEMATERISISATION NOISE SLOWS AND DISTORTS, AS IF
IT"S BEING PLAYED ON A CHEWED-UP AUDIO CASSETTE. THIS
SOUND CONTINUES IN THE BACKGROUND UNTIL THE TARDIS
MATERIALISES.)

NYSSA:
You really shouldn’t have done that.

(FX: THE DOCTOR, NYSSA AND DCI PLUMBER ARE THROWN ACROSS
THE CONSOLE ROOM AS THE SHIP JUDDERS) .

DCI PLUMBER:
What is it? What you do?

DOCTOR:
What do you mean, “what did I do”? What did you do?

(FX: THE SOUND OF BUTTONS HASTILY BEING TAPPED ON THE
CONSOLE.)

NYSSA:
What’s wrong, Doctor? What’s he done?

DOCTOR:
I don’t know. We’ve dematerialised but -

DCI PLUMBER:
(SPEAKING OVER THE DOCTOR) Dema-what?

DOCTOR:

- we’re stuck in contemporary orbit. The whole Vortex is
taut.. Every time the TARDIS tries to punch out of it, it..
Well, it’s like driving a car into a brick wall. (FX:
THUMPING CONSOLE) Not good. Not good at all.

NYSSA:
Doctor?

DOCTOR:

Something’s trying to block off reality, and not just
this one.

DCI PLUMBER:
What’s he blathering about?
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NYSSA:

Let me see! (FX: MORE BUTTONS BEING PRESSED) Doctor, what
does this mean? (READING) ”“your search did not match any
coordinates. Suggestions: make sure all coordinates are
entered correctly. Try different coordinates. Try more
general coordinates.” Doctor, are you sure you’ve put the
coordinates in correctly?

DOCTOR:

Of course I have! (FX: YET MORE BUTTONS BEING PRESSED)
I’'ve even tried randomising them but there’s nothing out
there for the TARDIS to lock on to!

(FX: A SLOW, REGULAR BEEP - BARELY NOTICEABLE IN THE
PANIC. THIS BEEP CONTINUES OVER THE FOLLOWING EXCHANGE.)

NYSSA:
The whole universe is gone-?

DCI PLUMBER:
(SOTTO) You shouldn’t have had ‘em arrested, Les. You
should’ve had ‘em chuffin’ sectioned!

DOCTOR:

No — it would be more fitting to say (FX: EVEN MORE
BUTTONS BEING PRESSED, MORE DESPERATELY NOW) that the
universe is still there, it’s just that we’ve been..
locked out.

NYSSA:
Locked out of the universe?

DOCTOR:

(BLOWS AIR OUT OF HIS CHEEKS) And not just this universe,
by the looks of things. We’re cut off from the whole of
creation.

NYSSA:
Then how do we get back in?

DOCTOR:
We can’t, it’s-

(FX: THE BACKGROUND BEEP SUDDENLY INCREASES IN SPEED
UNTIL IT IS ONE CONCURRENT, AGONISING SOUND.)
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DOCTOR:
Yes!

NYSSA:
What is it?

DOCTOR:
(BEFUDDLED) An in-rush of laxitant particles.

NYSSA:
What does that mean?

DOCTOR:
I don’t know. They’ve just flooded in.

NYSSA:
From where?

DOCTOR:
I don’t know, but I'm not hanging around to ask!

NYSSA:
Are these particles dangerous, then?

DOCTOR:
On the contrary, they’re relaxing the temporal membrane.
If I can increase our speed just enough-

NYSSA:
Speed? Doctor, we’re in the time vortex. Speed is
relative!

DOCTOR:
Isn’t it just. Hang on!

DCI PLUMBER:
No you hang-
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SCENE 5: EXT. SURBURBAN STREET, DONCASTER, DAY

(FX: THE TARDIS REMATERIALISATION NOISE SLOWS AND
DISTORTS, AS IF IT’S BEING PLAYED ON A CHEWED-UP AUDIO
CASSETTE. EVENTUALLY, AND APPARENTLY WITH GREAT EFFORT,
THE SOUND BLEEDS INTO THE FAMILIAR REMATERIALISATION
SOUND.)

(FX: THE TARDIS’S EXTERNAL DOORS OPEN. THE STREET IS
DEADLY QUIET. ALL THREE PASSENGERS DISEMBARK, THEIR
HESITANT FOOTSTEPS REVERBERATING LOUDLY ON THE CONCRETE
PAVEMENT.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Hold up, hold up. Where d’you think you two are..

(FX: HOWL OF WIND - THE TARDIS IS CLEARLY NO LONGER
INSIDE THE POLICE STATION, AND IT’S CLEARLY NO LONGER
LATE EVENING!)

DCI PLUMBER:
(SHOCKED) ..going?

NYSSA:
Where are we, Doctor?

DOCTOR:
Unless I'm very much mistaken, it’s still Doncaster.

DCI PLUMBER:
(SOTTO) By the cringe! How did..? How did it..?

NYSSA:
Where is everybody? It’s broad daylight, but there’s not
a soul anywhere.

DOCTOR:

Well spotted, Nyssa. That spot of bother in the Vortex
must have shifted us back in time slightly. A few hours,
perhaps? (BEAT) Still, that wouldn’t explain this
silence.

DCI PLUMBER:

“Back in time!” Blimey, I’ve heard it all now. Look, I

don’t know what kind of stunt you two just pulled, let

alone how you did it, but I know one thing for chuffin’
certain - you two are coming back down the station with
me right now.
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DOCTOR:

Now that’s really not a good idea, Inspector. (FX: THE
SOUND OF THE DOCTOR STRUGGLING TO RESIST PLUMBER’S CACK-
HANDED ATTEMPT AT ARREST)If I'm right, then you’re most
probably down the station yourself right now, making
paper aeroplanes, throwing pencils into the roof of your
office or doing whatever it is you actually do. That or
down the betting shop, I suspect. After all, it is around
lunchtime, isn’t it?

DCI PLUMBER:
(INCENSED) What you trying to-

(FX: A DEAFENING NOISE CUTS PLUMBER OFF, LIKE AN
OVERWORKED LASERJET PRINTER, ONLY SIX HUNDRED AND NINE
TIMES LOUDER. THIS SOUND ALL BUT DECIMATES THE FOLLOWING
EXCHANGE.)

NYSSA:
(PAINED) What - is - that - noise?

DOCTOR:
(PAINED) Sounds - like - space - folding!

DCI PLUMBER:
(PAINED) I’'1ll1 - fold - you - in - a - minute - you -
chuffin’ -

DOCTOR:
(PAINED) Something’s - transporting - in..

(FX: THE NOISE ABRUPTLY CEASES.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Stone me!

(FX: PLUMBER STAGGERS A FEW PACES BACKWARDS AND FALLS ON
HIS BOTTOM.)

DCI PLUMBER:
(SOTTO) Where in the blue hell did he come from?

PILLION:

Risk assess! (FX: THE PILLION VOICE SOUNDS LIKE ROB
BRYDON’S “MAN TRAPPED IN A BOX” VOICE, AS IF IT IS COMING
FROM THE PARASITE DEEP WITHIN THE BOWELS OF ITS HUMAN
HOST, RATHER THAN THE HOST’S VOICEBOX. THE VOICE ITSELF
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HAS A COWARDLY, CAMP QUALITY TO IT THAT ISN’'T HELPED BY
ITS SOARING PITCH.)

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) His mouth didn’t move. Doctor it’s-

PILLION:

(LOUDER, AS IF IT’S TRYING TO SPEAK OVER NYSSA) Risk
assessing. (BEAT) Risk assessed.

DOCTOR:

Right well, now that we’ve determined there’s no risk-

(FX: THREE ‘TRADITIONAL’ LASERBOLTS ARE FIRED. THE
DOCTOR, NYSSA AND PLUMBER PROMPTLY SLUMP TO THE GROUND
WITH A THUD.)

PILLION:

Risk reduced to the lowest level practicable pending
detailed assessment in accordance with the overriding
objective. Matter referred to management. Initiating
transport.

(FX: WE HEAR THE ‘PRINTER NOISE’ AGAIN AS THE PILLION AND
ITS THREE PRISONERS ARE TRANSPORTED AWAY.)
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SCENE 6: INT. DONCASTER MARSHGATE PRISON, HOLDING CELL

(FX: SPLASH OF WATER.)

DOCTOR:
Come on Inspector, wake up!

DCI PLUMBER:
Woah.. Where am I? (BEAT) You!

(FX: AN ALMOST COMEDIC STRANGLING NOISE, A LA HOMER AND
BART SIMPSON.)

DOCTOR:
If you’ll (GASP) just (GASP) let me exp-

(FX: SPLASH OF WATER.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Oi! What you do that for?

DOCTOR:
Thank you, Nyssa. Now if you’ll just calm down and let me
explain-

DCI PLUMBER:
What happened? Where are we? And what was that thing?

DOCTOR:

Well, to answer your questions in order: I’'m not entirely
sure, I haven’t got the foggiest, and I'm not a hundred
per cent.

(FX: THE FOOTSTEPS OF SOMEONE APPROACHING.)

TONY :
Good job ah’m ‘ere then, innit?

NYSSA:
I'm sorry. We didn’t mean to wake you. We’re new here.

TONY:

No worries, love. Can’t say ah’ve been gettin’ much shut-
eye anyway; not wi’ those accursed things poppin’ in
every five minutes to.. (BEAT) Well.. no point in worryin’
yer. (BEAT) Yet. (BEAT) Tony, by the way.
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NYSSA:
I'm Nyssa, and this is the Doctor, and Detective Chief
Inspector Plumber.

TONY :
Plumber? Ah’ve ‘eard of yer. It was you what caught Phil
the Greek, wonnit?

DCI PLUMBER:

That’s going back a bit now, sunshine. Still, that’s me.
Now I don’t suppose you’d mind telling us what’s going
on?

TONY:

We’re in Marshgate prison, Jjust on the edge o’ town. Ah
must’ve been ‘ere, what, a good fortnite now. S’ard to
keep track.

DCI PLUMBER:
Chuffin’ hell. What am I doing in prison? It’s my job to
fill this place, not holiday in it.

TONY:
(LAUGH) The government int in control o’ Marshgate no
more. O’ Donny, even. The Pillion are.

DCI PLUMBER:
The what?

DOCTOR:
(SUDDENLY ANIMATED) Did you say ‘Pillion’?

TONY:
Aye.

NYSSA:
Why, Doctor? Who are the Pillion? Have you encountered
them before?

DOCTOR:

No — not directly. But I’ve heard whispers; legends. Fear
of the Pillion has permeated many a culture across the
universe, including mine.

TONY :

If you’d said someat like that a few week back, ah’d ‘ave
though you were mental. Now though-
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NYSSA:
Who are they?

DOCTOR:
The legends tell of a transtemporal parasite that lives
in the space between worlds.

NYSSA:
A creature that lives in space?

(FX: IN THE BACKGROUND PLUMBER CAN BE HEARD FRUITLESSLY
POUNDING ON THE CELL DOOR. HIS CELLMATES IGNORE HIM.)

DOCTOR:

No, not literally space; the space. The nothingness.
(BEAT) The Pillion is said to be one being spread across
creation. His myriad selves live in the cracks between
realities, instead of in time and space. The legends of
my people tell of how the Pillion secrete a substance
that enables them to literally dissect quanta and slip
between dimensions; to stride from one reality to the
next with as much effort as it would take you or me to
cross the road. This allows the Pillion to come together
and becoming a race; a culture. (BEAT) Or a plague.

NYSSA:
So the Pillion are all the same.. man?

(FX: PLUMBER RUNS A CHAIR INTO THE CELL DOOR, SNAPPING
ITS LEGS IN THE PROCESS. HIS CELLMATES CONTINUE TO PAY
HIM NO HEED.)

DOCTOR:

For want of a better word, yes. But don’t let their
humanoid appearance fool you. The Pillion are about as
humanoid as Daleks are robotic.

PLUMBER:
When you’re quite finished, I’'m-

(FX: THE CELL DOOR OPENS AND A PILLION ENTERS.)

PILLION:

We have now completed a detailed risk assessment in
accordance with the overriding objective. This assessment
has identified a number of risk reduction factors that
must now be employed without delay.
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DOCTOR:
I don’t like the sound of that. What ‘risk reduction
factors’?

PILLION:
You three have the scent of extra-dimensional biological
entities.

DCI PLUMBER:
(SNIFFING THEATRICALLY) I don’t know about these two, but
I most certainly do not.

PILLION:

You also possess a transdimensional craft capable of
breaking through the quantum locks surrounding this
dimension. We have confiscated this craft and determined
that you are its symbiotic controller.

DOCTOR:
(AS INNOCENTLY AS POSSIBLE) Me?

PILLION:

In order to eliminate further risk of incursion both you
and your craft must be obliterated. You will come with
me.

NYSSA:
(HYSTERICAL) NO!

DOCTOR:
(SOTTO, CALM) It’s alright Nyssa, I’ve an idea.

(FX: THE PILLION AND THE DOCTOR LEAVE. THE CELL DOOR
SHUTS BEHIND THEM. NYSSA BANGS ON IT: FERVENTLY AT FIRST,
THEN LESS SO, UNTIL SHE EVENTUALLY SLUMPS AGAINST IT IN
DEFEAT.)

TONY :
"e’ll be reet, love.

DCI PLUMBER:
Yeah. I’11 say this for him, he’s a wily one.

NYSSA:

I know. (BEAT) It’s just.. There’s something about these
creatures. Something.. unsettling.
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DCI PLUMBER:
(SARCASTIC) Oh d’you think?

NYSSA:

I wouldn’t expect you to understand. We see alien
creatures and monstrosities almost everywhere we go. I've
seen some of the most terrifying sights that you could
possibly imagine. But these things.. These parasites.. Sat
inside people. Just like.. (TRAILS OFF) They Jjust use
those poor people as shells. Their mouths don’t even move
when the Pillion speak!

TONY :
Tell me abart it. Ah don’t reckon ah’ll ever sleep
through a nite again after what ah’ve seen.

DCI PLUMBER:
What have you seen, Tony? What’s happened to my town?

TONY:

It wor a few week back, now. Normalest day in the world.
Ah was cooking dinner for me and our lad; our Teddy.
We’re on our own see; Teddy’s Mam died two year back.
(BEAT) ‘e was in the back yard, pedallin’ abart in this
toy police car ah got ‘im for Christmas-

DCI PLUMBER:
Sounds like a good lad.

TONY :
Aye. ‘e was. (BREAKS DOWN) Ah’m sorry Chief..

NYSSA:
It’s alright. You don’t have to go on if you don’t want.

DCI PLUMBER:
I'11l be the judge of that. Come on Tony, what happened?

TONY:

Ah was doin’ somethin’ in the sink; washin’ a baking
tray, ah think. Ah looked up, outta the window, and theer
it was. One of them Pillions. It’d just come outta
noweer. Course, ah didn’t know what it wor then. Just
thought it wor some weirdo sniffin’ about. Anyways ah ran
outside, still wi’ me rubber gloves on drippin’ water
everyweer, and ah saw ‘im pushing Teddy’s car. Ah saw ‘im
push it through the back wall, and then they was both
gone.

PAGE 24



E.G. Wolverson DOCTOR WHO: THE TERRIBLE TALE OF TEDDY THOMAS

DCI PLUMBER:
You sure?

TONY :

Course ah am! Ah sat theer for an ‘our, still with the

washin’ up gloves on, runnin’ me ‘ands over it, looking
for the ‘ole in the wall. (BEAT) But there wor no ‘ole.
(BEAT) No Teddy.

DCI PLUMBER:
What did the police say?

TONY :

(MORDANT LAUGH) There wonnt no police, Chief. Don’t yer
gerrit? All at once, everyweer, the Pillions appeared and
started teckin’ people. Sons, daughters, wives, mothers.
Them what weren’t took - all the rest of us - we was
‘unted down like dogs and brought ‘ere. Locked up in this
‘ell ‘ole.

DCI PLUMBER:
So.. this’s been happening all over the country, then?

TONY:

Nah, just Donny, ah think. Before they got me, the ‘ole
town was surrounded by some special taskforce of
soldiers, but.. well, ah’'m still stuck ‘ere, aren’t ah?
They can’t ‘ave been able to get past the Pillions.

DCI PLUMBER:
He said “weeks back” - how could all this have happened
without the police knowing about it?

NYSSA:
We seem to have travelled in time, Inspector, and perhaps
across-

DCI PLUMBER:
(SARCASTIC) Yeah.

TONY :
Ah wouldn’t be so quick to scoff, mate. Not after what I
seen.

DCI PLUMBER:

Still, say I believed you - which I don’t - your mate
said we’d gone back in time “a few hours”. Tony here’s
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talking about something that happened weeks ago. I could
hardly have missed all that, now, could I? Neither could
anyone else with eyes in their head. So either Tony
here’s insane-

NYSSA:
I think the Pillion presence here proves that he isn’t.

DCI PLUMBER
Or I’ve been in a coma for a few weeks-

NYSSA:
We’ re not that fortunate.

DCI PLUMBER:
Or-

NYSSA:
Or perhaps this isn’t your Doncaster. If you’d just
listen, I think we’ve travelled across a reality too.

DCI PLUMBER:
What do you mean?

NYSSA:

If you won’t accept that we’ve travelled in time, you'’re
hardly going to believe that we’ve materialised in some
alternative quantum reality.

DCI PLUMBER:

I can’t handle this. (BEAT) Tell you what, sweetheart.
Time travel or no, international Quavers or not, I'm
gonna sort this out. (BEAT) Now, Tony my friend. What
happened to your son? You seen him since?

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) Nothing like tact.

TONY :
(CRIES)

DCI PLUMBER:
I'11 take that as a ‘no’. (BEAT) Come on, my friend. Soak

it up. I'm gonna get us out of here and then I’'m gonna
find - (ASIDE) what’s his name?

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) Teddy, I think he said.
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DCI PLUMBER:
And then I'm gonna find young Teddy and treat us all to a
ruby.

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) Inspector?

DCI PLUMBER:
(SOTTO) What?

NYSSA:
(SOTTO) How?
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SCENE 7: INT. DONCASTER MARSHGATE PRISON, GOVERNOR'S
OFFICE

(FX: THE DOOR OPENS AND THE DOCTOR IS MARCHED FORWARD.)
(FX: TWO PILLION ARE IN THE ROOM. BOTH SOUND IDENTICAL.)

PILLTON MANAGER:
Why has this risk not been eliminated?

PILLION:

I have been unable to eliminate the transdimensional
craft. I have therefore suspended the elimination of its
symbiotic controller pending executive assessment.

DOCTOR:
(SOTTO) I had a feeling you might.

PILLION MANAGER:
Most prudent. (SNIFFS) Am I to infer that this is the
symbiotic controller?

DOCTOR:
It is. How do you do? I’m the Doctor.

PILLION MANAGER:
(SNIFFS MUCH MORE LOUDLY) He bears the scent of numerous
dimensions.

DOCTOR:
Well, I do only tend to wear the one outfit. I must make
a point of visiting my dry-cleaner soon.

PILLION MANAGER:

(ASIDE) Leave us. I shall ensure that the risk is either
eliminated or, should that not prove possible, reduced to
lowest level practicable.

(FX: THE DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES AS THE PILLION DEPARTS.)

DOCTOR:
That’s what I like to see - an open mind! Tell me, why
are you so preoccupied with risks?

PILLION MANAGER:

Risks lead to liabilities, and the overriding objective
places a strict duty upon us to avoid liabilities.
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DOCTOR:
Overriding objective?

PILLION MANAGER:
Such a narrow creature couldn’t possibly understand the
scope and grandeur of our great philosophy.

DOCTOR:

Try me, I might understand more than you think. After
all, I'm the one with the transdimensional craft you
can’t destroy.

PILLTON MANAGER:

Very well. The risks associated with early disclosure are
negligible, and are thus outweighed by the potential
gain.

DOCTOR:
Couldn’t have put it better myself.

PILLION MANAGER:
You have seen many dimensions; you scent betrays it. But
my race have seen them all, and-

DOCTOR:

Well that’s preposterous for a start. There are an
infinite number of possibilities, and as such an infinite
number of realities. How could you have seen them all?

PILLION MANAGER:
Because like the manifold multiverse, the Pillion are
also infinite.

DOCTOR:

(CRESTFALLEN) Oh. (BEAT) Well if the Pillion are so
powerful, what’s it doing in Doncaster? Two Doncasters,
come to think of it. This certainly isn’t the reality
that Nyssa and I left behind.

PILLION MANAGER:

It won’t be just two for long, Doctor. Within a matter of
your weeks, our project will have touched thousands of
corresponding versions of this dwelling.

DOCTOR:
What project?
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PILLION MANAGER:

You ephemerals lead such fleeting lives, and not one of
you will accept it. When one of your number perishes,
rather than accept this as being the way of things, you
grieve. This is the way in almost every alternative that
we have seen.

DOCTOR:
Your point being?

PILLTON MANAGER:
People will pay a veritable fortune to have their loved
ones returned to them, and they will pay dearly.

DOCTOR:
So you.. what? Sell them their loved ones that you’ve
kidnapped from a parallel universe?

PILLION MANAGER:

Precisely. We eliminate a person in one reality, allow
their families a few weeks to suffer their grief, and
then, just as they are beginning to recuperate, offer to
return their lost loved one.. or at least a version so
similar that they’ll never know the difference.. for the
right price.

DOCTOR:

And so you pluck that loved one out of the nearest
parallel and send them merrily on their way, back into a
universe almost imperceptibly different to their own; a
universe where everyone thinks they’ve died and been
resurrected! And you do all this for.. for money?

PILLION MANAGER:

Yes! (SNORT OF LAUGHTER) For lots and lots of alien
money. “Quids”, I believe they’re called in this region.
(FX: JANGLING OF LOOSE CHANGE) Beautiful things. Printed,
for the most part, but the whole system is built upon
these primitive metal ‘coins’.

DOCTOR:

You have a talent unique in the whole of creation. You
could go anywhere and experience anything in any possible
way. If you had a mind to, you could influence everything
that could ever be in the most.. constructive of ways. But
you want money?
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PILLION MANAGER:

Our overriding objective is built upon the acquisition of
it. This may look like cheap processed bark and shrapnel
to the uniformed, but it’s what it means that gives it
its worth. Here, (READING) “I promise to pay the bearer
on demand the sum of-"

DOCTOR:
I understand money. Can’t abide the stuff, personally.

PILLTON MANAGER:

But don’t you see what it means? Don’t you comprehend its
significance? I could go up to man in the street and ask
that he provide me with some product or service, and he
would do so in exchange for a sum of money. He would then
in turn use that money to “buy” goods and services from
another man, who-

DOCTOR:

But if you want money, what’s to stop you using your
abilities to just walk into a bank and take everything in
there? Or simply to steal whatever goods you want?

PILLTON MANAGER:

That would be deplorable! Money must be earned, Doctor,

lest the whole system fall apart. It’s at the very heart
of the overriding objective. And this; this is our most

imaginative and lucrative venture yet. I will be lauded
as a.. mogul? Is that the word?

DOCTOR:
I can think of a few others that fit.

PILLION MANAGER:

Now this craft of yours. It must be eliminated or
neutralised in order to mitigate the risk. Ideally I
would have liked you eliminated or neutralised too, but I
concede that I am unable to destroy your craft and thus
require your assistance to do it. I will therefore offer
you the sum of £100,000 to destroy it utterly.

DOCTOR:

I don’t want your money. The only things that I want are
languishing in your cells. If you will release my friends
to me, then we will enter my ship and I will activate its
self-destruct mechanism.
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PILLION MANAGER:
Unacceptable. You would flee.

DOCTOR:
Then we have nothing more to say to one another.

PILLTON MANAGER:

Do not be so hasty - I have a reasonable counter-offer
for you, Doctor. I will release your friends to you, but
only after you have activated your ship’s auto-destruct
mechanism.
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SCENE 8: INT. DONCASTER MARSHGATE PRISON, CORRIDOR

(FX: THE SOUND OF NYSSA, PLUMBER AND TONY RUNNING DOWN
EMPTY CORRIDORS.)

DCI PLUMBER:
(OUT OF BREATH) I can’t believe it fell for the old ‘my
friend is ill’ rouse!

NYSSA:
(OUT OF BREATH) It presented a risk; a risk that had to
be reduced.

TONY :
(OUT OF BREATH) It’s reet be’ind us!!

(FX: LASER FIRE IMPACTS UPON A WALL.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Down!!!

(FX: A LASER BOLT HITS TONY IN THE BACK OF THE HEAD. HE
COLLAPSES TO THE GROUND WITH A LOUD THUD.)

(FX: NYSSA SCRAMBLING ACROSS THE FLOOR.)

NYSSA:
He’s.. dead. It killed him.

DCI PLUMBER:
By the cringe.. That thing just killed him.. I’'ve never

seen anyone d-

NYSSA:
Inspector, come on!

(FX: RUNNING.)
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SCENE 9: INT. DONCASTER MARSHGATE PRISON, CORRIDOR

(FX: FOOTSTEPS OF THE DOCTOR BEING FROG-MARCHED DOWN THE
CORRIDOR BY THE PILLION MANAGER.)

DOCTOR:

..and so I said to George, “they who are of the opinion
that Money will do everything, may very well be suspected
to do everything for Mon-"

(FX: NYSSA AND PLUMBER RUN TOWARDS THE DOCTOR AND THE
PILLION MANAGER,LASER FIRE CASCADING THROUGH THE AIR
BEHIND THEM.)

DOCTOR:
Nyssa?

(FX: THE PILLION MANAGER DRAWS HIS WEAPON.)

NYSSA:
Doctor!

PLUMBER:
Get down!

(FX: TWO LASER BOLTS IMPACT UPON FLESH. TWO BODIES FALL
TO THE FLOOR WITH A RESOUNDING THUD.)

PLUMBER:
By the cringe!

NYSSA:
I don’t believe it. They-

DOCTOR:
Shot each other. Come on, we don’t have much time.

(FX: RUNNING.)
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SCENE 10: INT. TARDIS

(FX: FUTURISTIC HUM OF THE TARDIS’S INTERNAL DOORS
OPENING. THE GENTLE HUM OF THE CONSOLE ROOM PERVADES.)

DCI PLUMBER:
It doesn’t get any easier the second time round, does it?
This place, I mean.

DOCTOR:
It’s easier than the alternative.

DCI PLUMBER:
True enough. But does it really do what you say it can?
Travel in time and space and all that?

DOCTOR:
You still need to ask? (FX: THE DOCTOR PRESSES BUTTONS ON
THE CONSOLE) Hold tight.

DCI PLUMBER:
(HARRUMPHS)

(FX: THIS TIME THE DEMATERISISATION QUICKENS AND
DISTORTS, AS IF IT’S BEING PLAYED ON FAST-FORWARD.)

DCI PLUMBER:
What are you doing?

DOCTOR:

Programming the TARDIS to release laxitant particles into
the Vortex. (FX: BUTTON PRESSING) They’re what got us
past the Pillion’s quantum lock on our way into this
universe.

NYSSA:
But I thought they’d just occurred naturally? That it was
just chance that got us through the first time?

DOCTOR:

We’ve doubled back on ourselves, remember? I Know that
these particles will reduce the tension in the temporal
membrane and allow us to punch out of the Vortex, because
they will allow us to punch in when we leave the police
station later tonight!

NYSSA:
So it was you? But that’s a paradox, isn’t it?
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DOCTOR:
Best not to think about it.

DCI PLUMBER:
(SOTTO) What’s he doing? (BEAT) In English, mind.

NYSSA:
Taking you home.
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SCENE 11: EXT. DONCASTER RAILWAY STATION, PLATFORM TWO,
DAY

(FX: WITH GREAT EFFORT, THE TARDIS MATERIALISES. THE
EXTERIOR DOORS OPEN AND THE DOCTOR, NYSSA AND PLUMBER
EMERGE.)

(FX: RAILWAY STATION AMBIENCE: PEOPLE BUYING MARS BARS
FROM DISPENSING MACHINES, MUFFLED ANNOUNCEMENTS,
DISCARDED CANS OF SUPER STRENGTH LAGER BEING CARRIED
ALONG THE PLATFORM BY A SUBTLE BREEZE, RATTLING AS THEY
GO.)

DCI PLUMBER:
When all this is over, my friends, you two have some
serious explaining to do.

DOCTOR:

Inspector, if you want to be labelled as a lunatic and
retired early, then by all means put this in your report
and arrest us.

DCI PLUMBER:
Don’t tempt me, sunshine. I still don’t trust you as far
as I could throw you.

DOCTOR:
More than the Pillion though, ey?

DCI PLUMBER:
Well-

NYSSA:
Where are we?

DOCTOR:
Still Doncaster, I'm afraid. The railway station, unless
I'm very much mistaken.

NYSSA:
And when?

DOCTOR:

We’ve jumped back further still, I believe. Unfortunately
I had to punch out of the Vortex wherever I could. Or
should that be whenever? Anyhow, we’re now a number of
days before we first arrived at the police station
looking for the TARDIS.
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DCI PLUMBER:
You are really taking the mick now!

DOCTOR:

(INPATIENT) There’s a newspaper stand over there, if you
still don’t believe me. Try not to get yourself noticed,
there’s a good chap.

(FX: PLUMBER WALKING AWAY.)

DCI PLUMBER:

(SOTTO) Try not to get myself noticed, he says, after
landing a chuffin’ flyin’ police box in the middle of a
busy platform.

NYSSA:
So what do we do now?

DOCTOR:

Well I’'ve set the TARDIS to flood the Vortex with veilant
particles. They won’t keep the Pillion out, but they’re
harmless, virtually undetectable, and they should
effectively mask the ‘scent’ of this reality. The chances
of them stumbling upon it again will be infinitesimal.
The trouble is, it’s going to take days to achieve full
saturation.

NYSSA:
Then it’s fortunate we’ve got a head start, isn’t it?

DOCTOR:
(GLUMLY) Quite.

NYSSA:
What’s wrong? There’s something else. I can tell.

DOCTOR:
(SIGHING) They’ve got to go back Nyssa.

NYSSA:
Who have?

DOCTOR:
All the people the Pillion brought here.

NYSSA:
All of them? But.. why?
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DOCTOR:

If just one of them remains, the Pillion will sniff out
their quantum signatures and start up their whole sordid
little flea market all over again.

NYSSA:
But the Pillion are dead.

DOCTOR:

Only two of them, and we can’t even be sure of that.
Their hosts may have died, but the creatures sitting
inside them could have survived.

NYSSA:

But you said that there was only one Pillion in each
universe. If that’s true, then even if they have all
grouped together like the legends say, the others will
all be different.

DOCTOR:

Nyssa, the Pillion aren’t some rag-tag band of dimension
jumpers: they’re an impossible, transtemporal constant in
a maelstrom of possibilities. They’re ruthless and
they’re relentless. And of one mind. All of them.

(FX: DCI PLUMBER RETURNING, RUSTLING A NEWSPAPER.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Time travel. Blimey. I say Doctor, we haven’t got time to
nip in to the bookies have we?

DOCTOR:

Actually, Inspector, we have, but there’ll be no time for
gambling. We have a date with a Mr Hoskins, if memory
serves. And I might need to rely on your powers of
persuasion, shall we say.

NYSSA:
(PLEADINGLY) Doctor-

DOCTOR:
But we’ve a passenger to pick up here first.

DCI PLUMBER:
A passenger?
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NYSSA:

He’s going to take them back, Inspector. All those
families who lost their loved ones and had them returned,
he’s going to take them away again!

DOCTOR:

Inspector, if they remain in this universe the Pillion
will return here and prey upon humanity’s grief until the
end of time. I'm sure you’ll agree, they have to go back.

DCI PLUMBER:
Hang on a tick - that’s him there. (SURPRISED) Guy with
the notepad. It’s Falkingham. Gimme five.

(FX: PLUMBER WALKING AWAY. MURMOURS OF DISTANT
CONVERSATION.)

NYSSA:
And what about Teddy? His father - his real father - died
for us.

DOCTOR:

I'm sorry Nyssa, Teddy will have to go back to. We can’t
pick and choose dependant on who we thinks fits best
where.

NYSSA:
But Teddy’s barely five years old! If you send him back
to his native reality, he’ll be orphaned and alone.

DOCTOR:

We don’t know who’s missing him, Nyssa; he may have
extended family who would welcome his return. In any
event, I can’t risk this whole universe for the sake of
one small boy. Believe me, I wish I could.

NYSSA:

But Teddy has a father here. A father who’s already lost
his son once. And yet there you stand, willing to send
him back to a world where his father is dead and he’ll be
left to fend for himself!

DOCTOR:
There are good people in every world Nyssa. Every world.

Teddy will find someone suitable to look after him.

NYSSA:
(SARCASTIC) You mean like I did?

PAGE 40



E.G. Wolverson DOCTOR WHO: THE TERRIBLE TALE OF TEDDY THOMAS

DOCTOR:
That’s unfair and you know it.

NYSSA:
I know, Doctor. I'm sorry. But with me you didn’t have a
choice. With Teddy, you do. Make it the right one.

(FX: PLUMBER APPROACHES WITH A YOUNG MAN.)

DCI PLUMBER:

Right then, Doctor. I’ve explained to Mr Falkingham here
that we need a word with him in the police box. If you
please, sir.

DOCTOR:
Thank you, Inspector. (SOTTO) Thank you.

NYSSA:
Doctor please!

DOCTOR:
I'm sorry Nyssa, but there just isn’t another way.

(FX: TRAIN PULLS INTO THE STATION.)
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SCENE 12: INT. TARDIS

(FX: POLICE BOX DOORS OPENING. THE SOUND OF TRAFFIC
OUTSIDE IS BRIEFLY HEARD AS THE DOCTOR, NYSSA AND PLUMBER
SHEPHERD YOUNG TEDDY INTO THE SHIP.)

DOCTOR:

OQur time is almost up, it seems. (FX: CONSOLE-BUTTONS
BEING PRESSED. THE WHINE OF THE DOORS CLOSING). Still,
we’ve time for our last trip.

NYSSA:
Doctor, can I have a word?

DOCTOR:
(CHIRPILY) Of course.

NYSSA:
In private.

DOCTOR:
Oh. (CRESTFALLEN) I see.

DCI PLUMBER:
Don’t mind me.

(FX: THE INTERNAL DOOR OPENS, THE DOCTOR AND NYSSA WALK
THROUGH, THEN THE INTERNAL DOOR CLOSES BEHIND THEM.)

NYSSA:
I won’t let you send Teddy back like you did the others.

DOCTOR:
Nyssa, I have to. We’ve almost caught up with events, and
when we do if there’s one - even 0One - person in this

reality that shouldn’t be, then the Pillion will be able
to sniff him out and this whole, squalid merry-go-round
will start up again!

NYSSA:

I appreciate that and I'm sorry about my outburst in the
train station. Perhaps I'm a little too close to this -
after all, I lost my father to one parasite and now
Teddy’s lost his to another.

DOCTOR:
I’'m sorry, Nyssa. (BEAT) I hadn’t thought of it that way.
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NYSSA:

The fact remains that Teddy’s father died so that the
Inspector and I could escape. If it wasn’t for our
intervention, he’d still have a father to go back to in
his native reality. That’s what sets Teddy apart from the
rest. We owe it to Tony to find another way.

DOCTOR:

(SIGH) I only wish there were another way, Nyssa. I
really, really do. (BEAT) I'm sorry, this overriding
objective of theirs is the Pillion’s raison d"étre. I’'ve
no doubt in my mind that, if they can find this place,
they will be back. The answer is still no.

(FX: DOOR HANDLE TURNING, INTERIOR DOOR OPENING.)

NYSSA:
You’ re scared of them.

(FX: INTERIOR DOOR SWIFTLY CLOSING AGAIN.)

DOCTOR:
As you should be.

NYSSA:
Please.

DOCTOR:
Nyssa I can’t. The risk is simply too great.

NYSSA:

The risk? The risk??? Can you hear yourself? You sound
just like them!

(FX: NYSSA RUNNING AWAY.)

DOCTOR:
Nyssa!

(FX: INTERNAL DOOR OPENING AND SHUTTING.)

DCI PLUMBER:
Everything alright, Doctor?

DOCTOR:
Of course. Nyssa’s just.. freshening up.
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DCI PLUMBER:

Right. Am I alright to get off once we’ve taken this
young lad.. home? I won’t erase myself from history or
anything?

DOCTOR:

No, no. No danger. It’s almost the time that we
originally departed, and you’ve played your part in
events. I see no reason to keep you.

DCI PLUMBER:
Hang on? Played my part? By the cringe! That footage-

DOCTOR:
Ah-

DCI PLUMBER:
It was me, wasn’t it? Outside the bookies with you and

her, when we.. (BEAT) Blimey.

DOCTOR:
That’s time travel, for you.

DCI PLUMBER:
Right then, my young friend. (FX: HAIR BEING RUFFLED) I've
had my fill of this. Time we got you back-

DOCTOR:
To your father.

DCI PLUMBER:
Eh?

DOCTOR:
Last minute change of plan, Les. I only hope I don’t live
to regret it.

THE END
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