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IT'S ALWAYS WORSE AT NIGHT. | THINK IT’S BECAUSE NIGHT MAKES MY COMPLETE
isolation more acute; the absence of light sharply focuses the thoughts. Thoughts I cannot
escape. Thoughts that are not my own. Thoughts that constantly call to me.

Gary...

I lay here, wide-awake, staring up at the ceiling. My right hand gently caresses the
spot where she once lay. Strangely, I long to feel the pain that | should associate with her
absence. But I can’t. It means nothing to me.

She was right to leave.

Man, I've been depressed before. Real depressed. The sheer size and weight of
the world has damn near crushed me many a time... but the weight of the whole
universe? Feeling small and insignificant doesn’t even come into it.

I lay here, wide-awake, staring up at the ceiling. But I'm staring through it. I'm
staring at the sun; beyond the sun. I'm looking through the doors of a strange blue
box...

Contact.

And then | freeze and I sweat and | pull the covers over my head and |
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hide. And | remember.

I remember last Christmas Eve when a Time Lord borrowed my head.

To: spadgeroonie_1982@hotmail.co.uk
From: tony_chunder@hul luniversity.ac.uk
Re: The Doctor

Alright mate.

I1’ve had a couple of cheeky ones this aft and for some reason |1
felt compelled to drop you a line. 1 think alcohol must remind me of
yal! Now then. Sos 1’ve been a bit rubbish at staying in touch since
graduation. Things have just been so mad, man.

Mad! A word I°ve probably been too liberal with in the past.
Downing a yard of lager in twelve seconds I would no longer classify
as “mad.” Remember how it used to be the job of drink to smooth the
rough edges of the world for us? Well now every sordid corner of this
little rock seems shiny and new; dancing with a light 1 couldn’t
really see before.

It all started with Gary. Remember Gary? Cricket Gary? 1 think
you met him that nite we all had down in Swindon for Mark’s 21°t.
Anyway, he married that Hayley bird he was seeing and they bought a
place just round the corner from us, so Christmas Eve me and Gaz went
out for a few quiet ones.

Trouble is, 1 reckon he’s well under the thumb. He was banging
on about how he’d not been out for ages; how he’d been down about
work and all this other stuff and.. long story short, he was hammered
after about five jars. Truth be known though, 1 was pretty out of it

after triples-for-singles in the Old Railway Carriage!



E.G. Wolverson DOCTOR WHO: THE TRAIL OF A TIME LORD

Well, it gets to about half ten and Gaz is all over the shop. 1
had to rag him out “cos this gang of young townies were getting wide,
and you know what Gaz is like — he wouldn’t back down.

Anyways, by the time 1°d got him to the end of Oldfield Avenue
he was just a dead weight, so 1 decided we’d take a short cut down
the alleyway behind Worthington Street. 1 was busting though, man.
Bladder of a ninety year-old!

Like you do, I unzipped and let rip. Then this weird thought
struck me. “What’s a Police Box?” Mad?

Well, considering that | was face-to-face with a Police Box,
not so mad. Thing is, 1 swear down it wasn’t there the week before
when 1 was walking home with the lads from work. So I’m there, like,
drunkenly trying to read the small print on the door, when all-of-a-
sudden 1 have this jelly baby shoved under my nose!

This strange bloke just appeared out of nowhere, staring at me
and holding out a white paper bag full of sweets. 1 was proper
creeped out, so I pulled out a green jelly baby, gid it a quick sniff
(Just in case) and then bit its head off. This seemed to satisfy the
bloke.

“Didn”t your mother ever teach you it’s rude to urinate up
against someone’s home?” he said, rubbing his clean-shaven chin
thoughtfully, as if pondering on issues far more important than
public nuisance.

Something about the bloke really freaked me out. He was like a
sobering thought incarnate. At a first glance, this feller didn’t
look all that different to the other tramps you see about on
Christmas Eve, hanging around outside the offy begging for change and
all that. Imagine: a real old velvetty fancy dress costume; matted,

unkempt, mad hair.. This guy fitted the bill precisely.. Except that he

PAGE 4



E.G. Wolverson DOCTOR WHO: THE TRAIL OF A TIME LORD

was clean! And he’d had a shave! And his youthful, confident,
slightly mischievous eyes burned straight through you. Swear down, it
was the maddest thing. He was like a romantic portrait of vagrant.

I have to admit, I hadn’t got a clue what to say to him either.
I looked across at Gaz for support, but as he was crawling about on
all fours and puking into a traffic cone, | didn’t think he’d be all
that much use, like. Fair play though, he picked up on something 1
didn’t.

“Ome?” he half slurred, half spluttered. “D’youse live in vat
big bwue box, ocifer?’

The man seemed almost amused by all of this. “Englishmen at
Christmas,” he said, not without affection. “Plus ca change.”’

I found myself laughing with the stranger, and — completely at
odds with the amount that 1°d put away that night — 1 felt utterly
sober.

The stranger crouched down beside Gaz. “Think you can manage a
jelly baby?”

Gary slumped forwards and with a thud slipped into drunken
oblivion.

The stranger rose to his Tfeet, putting his sweets away and
cringing. He walked towards me, beckoning me close as if he was about
to impart some great secret. “A word of advice,” he began, looking me
square in the eye. Then suddenly he seemed to realise something.
Something terrible. He just stopped mid-sentence, and his jaw
dropped. It was as if all the zeal was suddenly sucked right out of
him.

He spun on his heel and darted through the double-doors into
the Police Box, muttering under his breath. Now bear with us Spadge —

this i1s the real mad bit.
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In his haste, this geezer had left the right-hand door ever so
slightly ajar. Well. I couldn’t help myself.

Human nature, innit.

Well honest to God mate, this is how it was:

I pushed the door, and for a split second everything went black
— in front of me, behind me, everything. I don’t even know where the
door went! 1 think — and I can’t be sure, mind — that 1 took a few
steps forward into the darkness.. and then somehow emerged in this
proper gigantic room. | was stood at the top of a few steps, looking
down on the whole place. It seemed.. sort of. Dunno. A room with no
walls, sort of thing. Well, there were walls, like, but they seemed
to be a fair distance away.. Even the ground beneath my feet didn’t
feel real! 1t was all funky and organic.. alive, even. 1 know, I know.
Mad. But there you go.

Check this though — slap bang in the middle of this “room” is
what looked a giant wooden spinning top, furnished with a load of
them H.G. Wells-style levers and flashing lights.

I found myself slowly edging towards it, but 1 nearly bricked
my kegs when the stranger suddenly rolled out from underneath it!
Yeah - rolled. He was laid on this sort of hi-tech skateboard thing -
like Kev on Coro uses to mess about under cars, only better, like. He
had this flashing-silver-pen thing in his gob, but he still managed
to make himself heard over the hideous sonic wail that it was making:

“‘Proof if ever | needed it! | must have some deep-rooted
psychological need for company,” he said dryly, chastising himself
and seeming to enjoy it. “1°d have never left that door unlocked in
my last body!”

I reckon that he was as surprised as me when Gazza walked in.

Aye — walked. Crossing the threshold had certainly sobered him up.
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Maybe it was the whole “bigger on the inside” thing; 1 dunno.
Whatever it was, it certainly had something to do with this bloke.

Now on his feet, the stranger thumped the spinning top thing,
closed his eyes and let out a deep, frustrated sigh. “Anyone else?’
he asked sarcastically, wandering across to a small wooden trolley
and picking up a teapot. “Girlfriends? Boyfriends? Aunties? Uncles?
Cousins? Actually.. Don’t even get me started on cousins or we’ll be
here till next Christmas.”

Gaz and 1 just looked at each other. Before we had a chance to
respond, what felt like a massive earthquake sent us flying half way
across the room. Gaz landed pretty nasty; knocked his head quite hard
on an old bookshelf. 1 was all right though. As for this bloke, well!
He was jumping about all over the joint. Pulling levers, pushing
buttons, scrawling on post-its in biro, TFflicking tiddlywinks.. you
name it.

“Oh no no no no.” he moaned as he ran from pillar to post
(literally. There were pillars and posts in there. Big ones.) “You

can’t get the help these days,” he went on, muttering to himself as
if we weren’t there. “Always under your feet, wandering off, getting
into mischief. But you really miss them when..”

He looked at me and held up both his hands in frustration. For

a moment 1 thought he was going to cry. “lI just haven’t got enough

limbs! 1f only 1 could have regenerated into a hermaphrodite

hexapod!”
For a second he looked at me — I mean proper looked, right into
my eyes. | thought I could feel him touch my mind. He held my gaze

for what seemed like an eternity, before looking over at Gary and

then tutting, “Never mind.”
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Get this bit, though. This old retro-style television comes on
(like them ones in Bradford Museum) and this horrible high-pitch
voice comes through the speaker grill. 1 thought my ears were gonna
bleed, mate; it was that bad. How my mind made sense of it, I haven’t
got a clue. But it did:

“You cannot win, Doc-tor. It is already too late. My spawn are
almost fully-grown. Tomorrow’s Christmas dinner will mark humanity’s
last supper!”’

I moved closer to “The Doctor”’ so | could have a butchers at
this thing speaking on the telly. Oh man, you wouldn’t even begin to
dance around the slightest possibility of believing me. At first 1
thought the screen was out of focus, but no. It was me that was out
of focus!

This thing was like a cross between a woodlouse and a piece of
1970s architecture, with just a dash of crab thrown in for good
measure. Skin of concrete, pincers, beady little eyes, big gob.. about
four teeth in its head! It put me in mind of that lass you were
seeing back in the Ffirst year; two-tooth Tori, | think we called her.

Well, this Doctor bloke was just smiling at it. Despite both
his hands moving faster than the speed of light across what I can
only imagine are controls, he never once broke eye contact with this
thing.

“Ah,” he said with a dashing, energetic smile. “General-’> then
my ears bled. How this Doctor fella made such a noise blows me. It
was beyond double-dutch; Beyond Welsh, even. | can’t even make the
noise, let alone try and write it. For the purposes of this story
we’ll just have to call this thing “General Tori,” in honour of your

ex.
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“You forget,” he said to it. “lI was there was there when your
homeworld fell. I saw what the Daleks did to your people, and I°m
sorry. But | can’t let you annex this world. They’re good people.”’ He
paused, looking across at me and Gaz and frowning. “Mostly.”

He turned to face the monitor once again. “Your seeds are all
soaked iIn quaritron particles from your engines. All | need do is
reverse the polarity of the neutron flow, and they will all be sucked
into the TARDIS’s matter-energy converters.’

“Your bluffs are infamous, Doc-tor! We do not fear your

threats,” hissed Tori with venom.

“Leave this world and never return.”

“You are out of time, Time Lord! You could not possibly
reconfigure your converters before my children awake!”

The Doctor looked at me with cold and steely eyes.

I looked at Gaz.

“Tony mate,” Gary said.

“Yeah mate?’

“How drunk am 1?2~

“‘Reet drunk. Mysen?’

“Absolutely steamin’.”’

“Oh good. For a minute there..”

With a curt nod, and a not unnoticeable trace of cheekiness,
the Doctor simply said “Can” and pulled a comically oversized lever.
Hard.

When I came to the Doctor was hovering over me.

“I’m very sorry, but there isn’t enough time to explain it all

to you. Think of England! Contact.”

It was that last word. That pivotal last word.
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That face looked so human. Those eyes looked so young. But 1
saw beyond them. His face seemed to move towards me until 1 could see
in-between his very atoms. 1| saw through his head; in his head. His
alien head.

I felt the influx of so much knowledge.. 1 was overwhelmed by
simply everything. The beginning and the end and everything in
between. Everywhere; every when. I saw it all.

And then it was all ripped away from me.

I shivered as 1 stood in the alley, staring forward blankly.
Gary was standing beside me in exactly the same state.

My ears were bombarded with the wheezing, guttural sound of the
very fabric of the universe being torn open and then sewn up again,
jJust as fast. The Doctor and the TARDIS slowly faded away before me.

“TARDIS?” 1 wondered aloud. Certain words and images were still
there, lurking in the dark and distant corners of my mind.

I don’t know why he poured it all into my head, and I don’t
know what he had me do with that knowledge. But 1 do know that
General “Tori” and her “spawn” didn’t take over the world on
Christmas Eve. And I do know that last Christmas Eve, my world got a

whole lot bigger.

And so that’s it Spadge! I hope you’re still reading. And here I am!
T”internet café in New Zealand. 1 chucked the job - life’s too short
for all that nine to five crap. | really feel like 1 should see a bit
of this world, at least. It’s all going on mate. Above us, below us,

around us-

They're everywhere! Aliens! Monsters! Doctors! Nurses! | just can’t focus anymore. Tony

took it all so well, so matter-of-factly but it's so...



E.G. Wolverson DOCTOR WHO: THE TRAIL OF A TIME LORD

What I find so hard are the nights. I can just about get through the days. I can eat
breakfast, go to work, and make the small talk. In fleeting moments of sanity | can even
feel the touch of my old life on the back of my neck, like the gentle touch of a ghost.

A few times I've nearly forgotten about it all completely. I've lost myself in a
book; a conversation; a particularly challenging client at work. But it’s no good. | simply
cannot cope with each day knowing of the horrors that are out there. It’s like living with
a gun at my head.

Everywhere | look I see the trail of death and misery left behind by him.

Every time | close my eyes | see the monsters.

And every single night I feel the chilling touch of the Time Lord on my soul.

If only Hayley had stayed, then this may have been harder.

But my choice tonight is the quick and the easy.

My long night is over.

The Doctor sipped at his cup of tea and turned the page of his Agatha Christie.

Then he felt a pain twist in his hearts, vaguely. Loosely. Distantly.

Contact.

He’d lost something. A part of himself so small that he couldn’t quite recall what
it was exactly. All he knew was that it had gone forever.

The Doctor sipped at his cup of tea and read on.
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