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Assailed by violent bolts of multi-coloured energy,
the TARDIS is blasted off-course and forced
to land on the barren planet of Lakertya.
The turbulence brings about the Doctor’s sixth
regeneration. But that is the least of his worries.
He has been hijacked by that ruthless renegade
Time Lady, the Rani

Why has the Rani brought the Doctor to Lakertya?
What are the hideous Tetrap guards?
Who are the evil geniuses she has imprisoned in her
stronghold? What is the vital significance
of the asteroid of Strange Matter? And can the
Doctor stop the Rani’s diabolical scheme before
it affects the whole creation throughout
time and space?
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Regeneration

'Fifty-two . . . fifty-three . . . fifty-'
'Stop skipping, Mel!'

'‘Doctor, just because you don't object to being overweight is no reason why | should

‘Don't argue! Stop!"

Contritely, Mel obeyed: an unusual occurrence. This young companion had a mind of
her own, and keeping fit was a dedicated ritual. But there was urgency in the
Doctor's tone and a troubled frown on his chubby countenance.

'What is it?'

'l don't know." He ruffled his mop of fair curls as he studied the console. 'The slide
control for setting time and space co-ordinates seems to be stuck!

Mel, joining him, squinted above the slide control to the read-out displays for
stabilising planes. This isn't operational either.'

‘Take a look at the computer read-out screen.’

'‘Blank! I'll run a check on the circuit.' On Earth Mel had worked as a computer
analyst before becoming the Doctor's companion. But expert or not, she could get no
response from the computer read-out.

His patchwork coat-tail flying, the Doctor dashed round the hexagonal console to the
Hostile Action Displacement System which he had neglected to set.

Too late!

The TARDIS bucked, throwing him to the floor and sending the unanchored Mel
slithering across the control room.

'What's happening, Doctor! What's happening?’'

Against a blackcloth of infinite ebony, the TARDIS was being bombarded.

Bolts of multicoloured energy, a fragmented rainbow, strafed the navy-blue police
box, tossing it hither and thither. An inharmonious cacophony of sound underscored
each salvo.



Mel's slim frame was pitched from the wall to the console. The Doctor, frantically
trying to get to his feet, was cast down again by the sickening, unpredictable lurches.

Worse was to come. The whole interior of the TARDIS began undulating and
distorting.

Assaulted by the dissonant bedlam, propelled violently from side to side by the giddy
oscillations, Mel collapsed near her overturned exercise bike shortly before the
Doctor spun reeling, head first, into the plinth of the console.

Both remained unmoving as, almost indiscernible through the jarring discord of
sound, the materialisation bellow began.

The TARDIS had been forced into a landing.
But where?
And by whom?

Someone had obviously overridden the TARDIS's sophisticated mechanism and
abducted it. For wherever the Doctor had intended visiting, it was certainly not this
barren planet.

Barren, indeed, was an appropriate description of Lakertya. Treeless, boulder-
strewn, ridged by grassless stratified granite cliffs, it was as colourless and uninviting
as the undistinguished concrete blocks of high-rise flats proliferating in some cities
on Mel's twentieth-century Earth. The human architects there tried to relieve that
soulless vista with propitiously-planted flowering shrubs and garden beds. The
Lakertyan landscape nurtured no flowers. At least, not in the rocky terrain on which
the TARDIS had fetched up.

There was colour, though, on this grey planet.

The golden profile of a Lakertyan was etched against the skyline. Attracted by the
disjointed racket, Ikona, crouched on a cliff edge, was staring at the strange box
materialising in the valley below. Mother-of-pearl scales impinged upon his almost
perfect features, which were also complemented by a mane of spiky, golden hair.
Although his tall figure, cloaked in a saffron yellow tabard, was predominantly
humanoid, there was a hint that Lakertyans had a serpentine ancestry at some stage
in their evolution. There was a hint, too, of the remnant of a lizard-like tail, hidden
beneath the peach cape hanging from his broad shoulders.

Obviously intrigued by the noisy arrival of this phenomenon, Ikona nevertheless
maintained a watching brief.



Inside the TARDIS, all was still: the sole sound now was the regular breathing of the
two unconscious travellers.

Mel, at full stretch, lay against the wall. The Doctor, lying on his front, was partly
concealed by the console. Only his yellow and black striped trousers, flamboyant
coat and familiar spats and sneakers were in evidence.

The outside door opened.

Poised on the threshold, clutching what appeared to be a futuristic harpoon gun, was
a vision in scarlet.

Tight trews hugged svelte hips before tapering into knee-length boots. A shimmering
brocade jacket, its stiff-edged epaulettes trimmed with gold, was belted into a
slender waist before flaring into a peplum. Long brunette tresses framed a beautifully
sculptured face.

This was the Rani.

The Time Lady who had crossed swords with the Doctor in the past. A renegade
whom the Doctor considered to be more brilliant than himself: a compliment he was
reluctant to pay since the Rani's brilliance was devoted to the pursuit of scientific
knowledge regardless of its repercussions upon man or beast, or any other species
she encountered in the Universe.

Arrogantly, the Rani strode to the Doctor's comatose form.

'Leave the girl!" she muttered. From the corner of her eye she had seen a hair-
sheathed, scrawny, oily limb extending towards Mel.

The three-taloned paw was snatched away as the recipient of the order glanced at
the Rani. But the Rani was only part of the picture the creature saw. It also saw the
door behind and the walls at both sides: a quartered, three hundred and sixty degree
aspect of the control room was presented simultaneously.

'It's the man | want!' continued the Rani.
The quadview merged into one aspect concentrating on the Doctor.
‘Take him to my laboratory,' came the final instruction before she departed.

The prehensile claw reaching forward had a downy membrane connecting each
bony digit from below the knuckle joint, leaving the upper portion of two fingers and a
thumb free.

It tugged roughly at the Time Lord's shoulder, rolling him onto his back so that he
was face up.



Face up?

But these were not the rotund features of the Doctor. This face was small and
delicately pointed. And the clothes! They were the Doctor's certainly, and his multi-
coloured furled umbrella hung over his shoulders. Yet the erstwhile tightly-buttoned
plaid waistcoat hung in folds, the spotted cravat sagged about a thin neck with its
bow drooping over a narrow chest, and the sleeves of the exotic coat now flopped
beyond the ends of his short arms.

Could this be the endearing sixth Time Lord?

The Rani had no doubt. A single look was all the confirmation she needed. And she
would not be mistaken.

In fact, there was no mistake.

This was, indeed, the Doctor. Regeneration had been triggered by the tumultuous
buffeting.

In consequence, the seventh Doctor was now in the clutches of the Rani and her
obscene collaborator . . .



2

The New Doctor

'Leave the girl!" the Rani had said, intending to deal with Mel later.

A shadow fell across the still unmoving Mel. Was she now to be cradled in those
crooked, downy arms?

But the hand that reached towards her could have been human except for the fact
that the skin was golden with mother-of-pearl scales which encroached upon the
wrist that poked from a saffron yellow sleeve.

Ikona squatted beside the extra-terrestrial visitor. Grimacing with repugnance, he
pinched her flushed cheek and tugged her curly red hair. A low hiss of displeasure
accompanied each touch.

Then, abruptly rubbing his palms on his tabard as though to wipe away the revulsion
he felt from the contact, Ikona snatched up the unconscious Mel, brusquely hoisted
her over his shoulder, and padded from the control room.

Eyes closed, the prostrate Doctor reclined on a workbench.

Grouped symmetrically about the bench, as if at the points of the compass, were four
small pyramids, each the height of the Doctor's TARDIS.

The pyramid in the north corner was a crystal tank containing a fermenting 'soup’ of
a speckled magenta and grey glutinous liquid. The east and west pyramids housed
megabyte computers whose gauges and digital logs were inert.

However, the most intriguing pyramid of the quartet sat at the south corner: it bore a
gaping, charred hole that was evidence of an internal explosion.

Had they been functioning, the triangular machines would have been processing and
then feeding the magenta, glutinous goo through the rear wall, the curvature of which
indicated it was a section of a spherical chamber.

The Doctor was aware of none of this. Consciousness had not yet returned.
Nor was the Rani in the lab with him.

She was in an adjacent, sombre arcade which was crudely hewn into the
subterranean rock of a gully that housed the complete laboratory suite.

The narrow, claustrophobic arcade was lined with offset cabinets let into the thick
walls. Through the glass fronts of the reclining sarcophagi it was possible to discern



that ten of them were occupied. Two were not. And the Rani was concentrating on
one of these.

'‘Get him inside. Quickly!

She was addressing two Lakertyans. Sarn, a young female, nervously exhibited
trepidation. Beyus, a tall, regal, older male, showed only disapproval at the task
allotted them. For the 'him' they were incarcerating in the cabinet was a man from
Earth: a genius from the twentieth century whose shock of hair and bushy
moustache would render him immediately recognisable to any student of science.
This was Professor Albert Einstein: the originator of the theory of relativity and father
of nuclear physics.

The Rani had returned to Earth in her TARDIS, plucked him out of Time and
transported him to Lakertya, to the arcade, where his anaesthetised form was now
being installed in the eleventh cabinet.

‘The collar, Beyus!"

Beyus clamped a polyethylene collar about Einstein's neck. His forehead puckering
with distaste, he plugged first a cable and then a transparent tube into the collar.

Sam's clumsy efforts at assisting him hindered rather than helped.

'Stop dithering!' the Rani snapped.

'l - 1 don't want to harm him -'

Impatiently, the Rani thrust the timid Sarn aside. 'Seal it and label it,’ she told Beyus.
He closed the glass front then stood, artlessly looking at the Rani.

'What're you waiting for?' she asked.

‘You've not given me the name for the label.'

'Einstein.' The voice was cutting. 'Such insolence could cost your people dearly,
Beyus.'

The threat alarmed the timorous Sarn. 'l am sure Beyus did not mean to appear
insolent. He . . . would . . . never do . . . that. . ." Her brave defence faltered under the
Rani's cold appraisal.

'l find your incompetence more than enough without listening to your puerile
opinions.'

‘Then why not let Sarn go? You've got me as hostage. You don't need her.' He laid a
comforting arm about the young female's cowering shoulders.

'l shall decide my needs. They, unfortunately, require the use of Lakertyans.’



'You've left me with no illusions about the hatred you hold for us.’

'Hatred? Another fantasy. I've no feelings one way or the other. Outside my
experiments, you have absolutely no significance.’

"Your detachment is difficult to understand.’

'All you need understand is that these specimens are geniuses!' She began strolling
the length of the cabinets. Each was labelled. The names Louis Pasteur and Charles
Darwin were alongside those of less familiar luminaries culled from galaxies
throughout the Universe: Za Panato, Ari Centos and others.

'‘And if they're not kept in prime condition," she continued as she checked the dials on
the glass fronts, 'you'll have more than the skin of this bungling novice to worry
about!’

Shaking with fear, Sam hid behind Beyus who was attending to the tubes and cables
looping from the tops of the cabinets. Merged together, they were channelled, via a
conduit, into the laboratory and then distributed among the pyramidal machines.

The Rani moved towards the door.
'Have you managed to procure the means to repair your laboratory apparatus?'
'Procure?' The Rani smiled. 'Procured, yes indeed!

Beyus straightened the plaited black and gold band circling his skull. The joke was
incomprehensible but its import was not: the Rani had obviously achieved her
objective.

As she entered the lab, that objective was still sleeping on a bench.

The Rani listened to his first heart and then to his second; for Time Lords have two
hearts.

In an impassive assessment of his condition she lifted his eyelids to inspect his
pupils.

Assured of his continuing unconscious state, she turned her attention to the
spherical chamber and punched out a number on a combination lock.

A panel glided open . ..

Palpitating magenta light bathed her haughty features and, attuned to the pulsations
was a sinister, pervading throbbing.



The Rani seemed exalted, but the light's influence on the lab was baleful. Even the
Doctor's pleasant features appeared misshapen and gargoylish as they were
swamped by the sickly purple.

Almost as if he sensed the evil atmosphere, he groaned and stirred. Immediately
alerted, the Rani shut the panel, cutting off the purple light, and crossed over to him.

On the knife-edge of consciousness, he blinked. 'Ah, that was a nice nap.' He
struggled from the bench. 'Down to business. I'm a bit worried about the temporal
flicker in Sector Thirteen; there's a bicentennial refit to book in for the TARDIS; must
just pop over to Centauri Seven and then perhaps a quick holiday. Right. That all
seems quite clear. Just three small points - where am I? . . . Who am I?' Trying to
unscramble his muddled wits, he registered the Rani's presence: 'And who are you?
... You! The Rani!

He shied away from her, but in his weakened condition his movements were
uncoordinated.

Tottering, he grabbed a stool.
'Stay back! Stay back!'

Flourishing the stool with all the majesty of his supposed six-feet height, he
overreached himself and toppled - all five-feet-six of him - against the machine.

‘This is idiotic. You'll injure yourself,' she said.

'Why should you care? Complete indifference to the welfare of others is your
hallmark." A true summation of the Rani's usual attitude. 'Since you were exiled from
Gallifrey, you've had nothing but contempt for all Time Lords." Gallifrey was the home
of the Time Lords.

'‘My contempt started before my exile.’

‘Then why the solicitude? What is it you want from me? And where's Mel?' He
peered warily about, trying to acclimatise. In an attempt to rise, he reeled into a
monitor. 'l can't think . . . everything's jumbled.’

'You're still concussed -'
'Where's Mel?'

The ferocity of the demand punctured the Rani's charade of compassion. 'She's
perfectly safe. But how long that remains so depends on you!'

After a wild, pointless parry with the stool, he jabbed at the buttons displayed
beneath the monitor screen. 'You'll be up to something. Perhaps I'll get the answer
from this.'



The screen brightened, showing a planet being orbited by a dark, forbidding asteroid.
A series of calculations were tabulated at the base of the screen.

'You won't recognise the planet. It's Lakertya. And there's no evidence it's ever been
graced by your meddling presence!’

'‘And you're trying to divert me. So the answer is on here.' He pondered the
calculations. 'Quarks . . . one up . . . one down . . . one Strange Matter!" Genuinely
shocked, he glared bleakly at the Rani. 'That asteroid's composed of Strange Matter!
What monstrous experiment are you dabbling in now?"

'l didn't go to the trouble of bringing you here to discuss the ethics of my work.' Her
calm was juxtaposed with the Doctor's agitation.

'Ethics! Don't be a hypocrite! Your past is littered with the mutilated results of
unethical experiments.’

‘Save the cant! | had all | could take of that in our university days.' The Rani and the
Doctor had attended the same university as students: she specialised in
neurochemistry, he in thermodynamics. It was his tutored expertise she needed, but
she chose not to reveal the truth yet. 'Am | expected to abandon my research
because of the side-effects on inferior species?' Selecting a syringe from a rack, she
squirted a drop from its needle, ensuring it was ready for use. 'Are you prepared to
abandon walking in the fields lest you squash an insect underfoot?' She advanced
on the Doctor, syringe to the fore.

Her icy logic found no echo in the Doctor. 'Stay away from me! Whatever you've
brought me here for, I'm having no part of! None at all"

Having disposed of the stool while operating the computer screen, his only defence
was his umbrella which had been brought from the TARDIS. Brandishing it like a
rapier, he floundered towards the arcade door, pushing it wide in his bid for escape -
to be confronted by Beyus and Sarn.

The suddenness of the encounter, the surprise at the unusual appearance of the
golden-maned Lakertyans, caused him to recoil. Unfortunately, his trousers being far
too long, his heel got entangled in the overlapping hem and tripped him!

Despite the fact that he was to Sarn a weird alien, the gentle Lakertyan automatically
went to his aid.

'Leave him there!' the Rani ordered.
'He may be hurt.'

Beyus, older and wiser, realised the Rani would brook no disobedience. 'Sam, don't
interfere!’



However, ignoring them both, Sarn assisted the Doctor to his feet. Off balance, he
staggered towards the crystal tank.

Savagely, the Rani, syringe at the ready, elbowed Sarn aside, sending her spinning
across the lab. 'That's the last time you'll ever interfere!" The finality in her voice left
neither Sarn nor Beyus in any doubt that the young Lakertyan's life was in jeopardy.

'Stay away from me or I'll smash this!" The Doctor rapped the crystal tank with the
ferrule of his umbrella. 'I'll smash it to pieces!" The umbrella was clutched, ready to
be wielded like an axe.

‘Are you willing to sacrifice your companion as well?' asked the Rani coolly, implying
that she held Mel in custody.

The Doctor hesitated, but even so he was firm in his reply. 'Yes. Both of us if need
be. Fraternising with you could put more than just the two of us at risk!' He was
referring to the awesome power inherent in the Strange Matter asteroid.

'Oh, spare me the high-minded moralising!
'‘Spare the rod and spoil the broth." The Doctor stopped, confused. ‘I| mean, spoil the-'
'‘And | can do without your feeble attempts at humour.’

Feeble it may have been, but it was no attempt at humour. The Doctor was
genuinely mixed up.

The exchange, though, did provide sufficient diversion for Sarn to slip surreptitiously
through the exit leading to the outside.

'‘Urak!" The Rani's concentration was entirely on the Doctor. 'Urak! Get in here!’
Held in an oily, hair-matted claw, a silver-tubed gun jutted from the arcade.
A click.

From the sleek barrel in a shower of sparks came a wispy, electronic net. With
devastating accuracy, it hovered above the Doctor . . . then floated down . . .

Shrouded in the glittering web, the Doctor fell to the lab floor.
Stunned.

Once again at the Rani's mercy.



3
Death Is Sprung

With fleeting glances to check whether she was being pursued, Sarn fled along a
rutted path bisecting the hinterland beyond the Rani's laboratory complex.

In her panic, she failed to seek the easiest route, stumbling over loose shale despite
her lizard-like sure-footedness. But grazed and bruised ankles could not stop Sarn.
She knew from grim experience that the only hope of avoiding death was to hide
from the Rani.

A warning light flashed in the lab, and a siren began to wail.

‘The female Sarn . . . has escaped . . . Mistress Rani . . ." Urak’s voice was low-
pitched and resonant, with exaggerated emphasis on the hard 't', 'd’, and V
consonants. The cadence, too, had an odd peculiarity: a pause after every three or
four beats.

The Rani cast an irritated look at the stunned Doctor who was again lying on the
bench: his tomfoolery had precipitated this situation!

'She won't get far!’

Nor had she. Lack of stamina was slowing Sarn and her distress had escalated. Not
only did the windswept path afford scant protection, but the caterwauling of the siren
primed her fear: the hunt was on in earnest.

The walil of the siren perturbed Ikona too. Unaware of its cause, or that he was
heading towards the absconding Sarn, he wended through monoliths of jagged
granite, the insensible Mel humped over his shoulder.

Gazing about for cover, he failed to detect that Mel was beginning to regain her
faculties. Her sudden resistance threw him off-balance. Kicking and pummelling, she
managed to break free.

Benefiting from her superb fitness, Mel quickly outstripped Ikona. Haring round a
bend, she came to an abrupt halt.

So did Sarn.

Mel's physical appearance was similar to the Rani's!



Hissing with horror, Sarn scampered from the path.

Her shin hit a trip-wire, triggering a tremendous whoosh! Dust and gravel exploded
skywards, temporarily blurring the golden figure.

When the dust settled, a huge, plastic, opaque bubble had formed about Sarn,
imprisoning her. Attached to it, like a tumour, was a bulging metal plate. A jet of
stream issued from its underside.

For a brief moment Sarn could be seen crouched inside - then the bubble began to
spin . .. and spin. . . until, velocity surging, it shot forward, rolling faster and faster,
out of control. Spinning from the path - it crashed into a craggy rock.

At the instant of impact, an incandescent, glowing heat spread from the metal plate,
engulfing the bubble and its captive.

llluminated by the white heat, Mel was forced to shield her face and avert her gaze.
When, as the heat abated, she dared to look, Ikona was alongside her.

But he paid Mel no heed.

His steps faltering, brows drawn in anguish, he continued past her to where the
explosion had taken place.

All that remained of his young compatriot was an ivory skeleton.

On a monitor screen in the lab, a diminishing blob glowed in a section of the
superimposed grid informing the Rani that a security device had been detonated.

'See the trap is reset,’ she said to Urak.

‘Certainly . . ." came the obsequious reply. "Your powers are . . . truly wondrous. . .
Mistress Rani. . .'

Flicking off the monitor screen, she collected the high-pressure syringe and applied it
to the still-stunned Doctor's wrist.

'What are you . . . doing, Mistress?'

From Urak's elliptical quadview, the Rani's actions, the door to the arcade, the panel
of the spherical chamber and the exit to the grounds were all visible at once. As she
spoke, the latter three aspects were blanked out and only the Rani's image
remained.

'‘Making certain he suffers a healthy dose of amnesia when he wakes.’

'Whatisit...youdonot...want himto...remember?



"That doesn't concern you. Go and fetch the girl.’

'l did not mean . . .to offend, Mis . . . tress. If I. . . seek knowledge, it...isonly to . . .
benefit from . . . your great and . . . wonderful wisdom -'

'Oh, get on with it!" Flattery was wasted on the Rani. 'Fetch the girl"

The girl she referred to, of course, was the Doctor's companion, Mel.

Benumbed by the trauma of the event she had just witnessed, she stared down at
Sarn's pathetic remains.

Ikona, incensed by grief, berated her. 'Go on - run!

She backed off, unsure what to do: her erstwhile kidnapper now seemed to be urging
her to escape.

Or was he? By circling, he was restricting her choice, ensuring her sole line of retreat
was in the same direction as Sarn had taken.

'Run? The grounds are full of traps!" she cried. lkona feinted a lunge, causing her to
retreat onto the path. 'As well you know!'

'Me? Why should 1? This is insane!' cried Mel.

'‘Don't play the innocent, you bloodthirsty alien! Your friends set those traps!" Another
lunge, this time for the throat!

Pulling away, she slipped and rolled from the path into a ditch. Fearful lest another
trap should be sprung, she stood up, keeping an arm's length away from the angry
Ikona. 'Please, | can understand your being upset!'

'‘Upset! Yet another of your obscene murders takes place and you -'

'Will you stop accusing me!' Mel's temper rose, matching his. 'This had nothing to do
with me!’

'Lies! If | didn't need you as a hostage, you'd be dead!

Mel was flummoxed. She'd been knocked out by the turbulence in the TARDIS,
come to on the shoulders of this odd creature, and now was being told she was to be
used as a hostage! 'A hostage? For what?'

‘To exchange for our leader. Your friends took him prisoner.'

Friends? What friends, thought the bewildered Mel. The only friend she had was the
Doctor and he, presumably, was in the TARDIS. 'Why do you keep calling them
friends of mine?’



"You arrived from out of space as they did.' A sudden, unexpected grab deceived
her."' Well they can have you back! On my terms!’

She tried to scream, but the arm embracing her neck was jammed against her
larynx.

Wriggling only demonstrated that his strength was far superior to hers: every squirm
simply increased the pressure on her windpipe.

Acquiescence became a requirement of survival as the implacable lkona untied a
rope from his waist.



4

Identity Crisis

The laboratory had two occupants: the Doctor prostrate on the bench, and the red-
haired girl standing with her back to him.

She was bent almost double examining the ripped hole in the machine, but the white
trews, pink and white striped long-sleeved tight-waisted bolero and matching striped
ankle warmers, made her easily identifiable as Mel.

The Doctor stirred. Blinked. Perplexed, he scanned, without recognition, the lab. He
frowned, willing himself to remember. But his memory seemed to have been wiped
clean. 'Where am I? Who are you?'

'‘Mel. Melanie." The girl turned.

The costume was identical to Mel's - the white sneakers, the candy-striped blouse,
even the puffed leg-of-mutton sleeves. But the mass of red hair did not embellish the
pert, elfin-like face of Mel. These red curls framed the classical features of the Rani!

‘Are you all right, Doctor?' The Rani even mimicked Mel's voice and perky manner.
‘All right? Am 1? Of course. Of course.' He sat up. 'Are you?"

'‘Me? Yes. Why not?'

'Indeed, why not? We both are.' Exhibiting bravado, he boldly got off the bench.

Too boldly! His knees buckled, causing him to stagger. The Rani tried to help him but
his weight was too much and they floundered together drunkenly, every which way.
The 'Mel' smile she had adopted wilted as she was torn between supporting him and
saving her precious equipment when he collided into it.

'‘Oops!" he exclaimed. 'A bull in a barber's shop.’

A barber's shop? This was the second proverb he had misquoted: certainly a
reversal of his sixth persona when he had a quotation for all occasions, but ones
which were usually word perfect.

The Rani's innate priorities asserted themselves. She abandoned the Doctor and
concentrated on preserving the flasks, pipettes, and other delicate apparatus which
were in danger of being smashed.

Eventually, legs sagging, the Doctor clutched a pyramid for support. Steadied at last,
his attention strayed to the futuristic custom-built harpoon gun. 'A Navigational
Guidance System Distorter! That'd suck any passing space-craft out of the sky.’



True. He did not know it, but this was the very means which had been used to bring
the TARDIS into the Rani's orbit. 'Er -where are we?'

'In your lab on Lakertya. Doctor, are you sure you're well?'
‘Certainly. Certainly. Fit as a trombone.’

'Fiddle!"

‘Maun?'

'Fit as a fiddle!" the Rani snapped.

'Fiddle? Yes. Nerves, | expect.' His fingers were twitching under the over-long
sleeves. He concertinaed the cuffs, absently rubbing his wrist where the injection
needle had punctured the skin. 'Now, let's see . . . what were we up to - er - Mel, did
you say your name was?"'

'You don't remember me, do you?' She did not waver from her adopted role, but her
eyes searched keenly for any sign of memory revival. 'You don't, do you?' If the fool
didn't accept her as Mel, then she'd gone to a lot of trouble for nothing! It gave her no
pleasure to wear this ridiculous wig and cute clothes!

'Red hair . . .I recall red hair -' he stopped, horrified. 'What's that!" His wanderings
had taken him to a full-length mirror in which both he and 'Mel' were reflected.

'‘Not what. Who. It's me.’
'With you, | mean.’
‘That's you, Doctor.’

'‘Me!" Shocked, unbelieving, he patted his head, seeking the familiar mop of fair curls
... but he tousled only short, sleek, dark hair. The mirror image copied, confirming
the worst! 'No wonder I've lost my memory!

The Rani's tolerance was wearing thin. 'Never mind the pathos!' Realising the Mel
characterisation was slipping, she faked a sweet smile. 'l mean, you're supposed to
be conducting an experiment. Not frightening yourself to death.’

'Experiment?’

She indicated the ravaged machine in the south pyramid. 'It exploded and threw you
to the ground; me too. Knocked both of us cold. When | came round' -she shrugged
a la Mel - 'you were as you look now.'

‘The shock of the explosion must have caused me to regenerate.’

'You mean, this is what you're going to look like permanently?' She was unable to
resist turning the screw!



'l want all mirrors removed from the TARDIS henceforth!" he cried, definitely not
enamoured of his changed appearance!

'Oh, so you recall the TARDIS then?' Apprehension modified her tone: was, the
drug's potency on the wane? Unobtrusively, she picked up a syringe ready to inject a
booster if necessary.

‘The TARDIS? . .. Yes. And you, Mel. Yet. . . -gawping at her - '. . . there's
something out of sync . . ." He shook himself. 'I'm obviously experiencing post-
regeneration amnesia.'

'‘Don't worry. It'll pass.' She replaced the syringe. 'Meanwhile, why not repair the
machine? You said it was important.’'

'Important? Did I? Wonder what | was up to?' He squinted into the hole. 'Seems
pretty far gone. Need a genius to unravel this.’

'Well, you are a genius.’

'Yes . .. Yes. | can definitely remember that.'

'Especially in thermodynamics.'

'How did you know that, Mel?'

"You told me. It was your special subject when you were at university.'

‘University . . ." The reference seemed to strike a vague chord of memory. 'You
remind me of someone | knew when | was there . . '

The Rani cut in hurriedly. "'The machine, Doctor. It has to be repaired. And you're, the
only one with the particular skills to do it.'

"Your confidence is very flattering, Mel." He poked his head into the charred hole.

The real Mel's head was poked into something too: a halter!

In a rough tug-of-war, she was being unceremoniously hauled along by lkona
through a narrow canyon. The rope hobbling her ankles and tethering her wrists was
also a noose about her neck! Ikona intended keeping a firm hold on his to-be-traded-
in hostage.

'I'm choking," gasped Mel.
No response from the determined captor.
'D'you hear? I'm choking!

‘Then stop struggling.’



Reinforcing his lack of sympathy, he jerked the halter to maintain pace.

An obdurate scowl from Mel. 'Will you listen! How many more times do | have to
repeat I'm not your enemy!'

'I'd prefer you to say nothing. Your endless squawking hurts my ears.'

'I'm not mad about you either," countered Mel. 'But trading insults isn't going to get us
anywhere.’'

Another fierce jerk caused her to stumble and almost fall.

'Look - can we begin from scratch? My name's Mel and | come from Earth. Your
turn.’

‘This is no game, Earthling.'
'‘Okay." A sigh. 'Let's try another tack. You claim | was alone when you found me.’

'Don't start on about this mythical Doctor again!" This was at least the fifth occasion
on which Mel had asked about the Doctor.

'l have to!"

‘There was no one else in the strange box. If he exists' - and, in Ikona's cynical
opinion, she was lying - 'he must have left.'

'‘Not a chance! The Doctor wouldn't've left me!'
'If he had any sense he would!'

'It's not even up for discussion!

'‘Good. | shall enjoy the silence!’

The silence did not last long.

Dragged mercilessly over loose stones and boulders, the hobbled Mel's attention,
unlike Ikona's, was on the perilous terrain. A lucky break for Ikona.

'‘Watch out!" she yelled.
Determination in every stride, Ikona had not spotted mine buried in the shale.

The warning came fractionally too late. His leather-ad foot made contact with the
mine.

Simultaneously, Mel gave a tremendous yank on the rope.

Huddled together, petrified spectators, they watched the formation of the opaque
bubble. Would the volatile fireball spin towards them?



By the grace of good fortune, the contraption was propelled away from them into the
cliffside. The explosion sent fragmented rock and dust spiralling. The canyon
reverberated, amplifying the ear-splitting detonation.

Spluttering in the dust cloud, Mel extricated herself from lkona.
'‘Now will you accept I'm not your enemy?'

Ikona's response was to begin untying her bond. 'We must hurry. The Tetraps will
come to investigate.'

Tetraps? Mel had never heard the name. But she put the question on hold: it was
imperative for her to win the confidence of Ikona.

'What made you think | was in league with them?'
"You're not Lakertyan. You don't belong on this planet.’
‘They're human?' queried Mel, surprised. 'Like me?’
His reply surprised her even more.

‘Not like you. Although they are almost as hideous.' There was no doubting the
sincerity of his statement!

Despite the fraught situation she was in, Mel felt affronted. Ignorant of his faux pas,
Ikona scaled an awkward crevase and then turned, with an oddly lizardlike, stiff-
necked movement, to ensure that Mel was following.

She began the tricky ascent. 'Just as well I'm wearing sneakers,' she muttered to
herself. She preferred the more fashionable high-heeled boots she had worn with her
previous pants suit. As it happened, she had been exercising when the disaster
overcame the TARDIS, and so she was appropriately dressed for this inhospitable
planet beneath its cerise sky: inhospitable, that is, unless you enjoy Lakertyan
reptilian ancestry!

Thoughts of the TARDIS made her wonder about the Doctor. Where was he? What
had befallen him? Was he a prisoner? If so, of whom?

Had she looked back, her speculation would have been less on the Doctor's safety
and more on her own.

Several hundred metres to the rear, a hairy, bony claw eased over a rock.

Urak, having gone to the TARDIS and found Mel no longer there, had picked up the
spores of the missing girl . . . and was in dedicated pursuit. . .



5

Collaborators All

Fitness fanatic though she might be, Mel's resources were being taxed by Ikona's
zealous flight. 'Hey, put on the brakes! | need a breather!" 'We must keep moving.'
Ikona knew the thunderclap from the trap he had set off would have alerted the
enemy.

A perceptive deduction: Urak was already trailing them.

The Tetrap's quadview encompassed cliffs to his rear, a crevasse to his right, a
canyon to his left, and a boulder-strewn plateau in front of him. In none of them did
Ikona and Mel feature. Every granite outcrop, every niche in the rocks, seemed to
harbour menace as Mel darted between them. Ikona reduced his pace in deference
to her pleas, but his anxiety was evident. 'What happened to the rest of your
people?' Mel queried. 'Wouldn't they help?' 'No. They've been completely subdued.'
Mel, registering the bitterness, nevertheless persisted. 'We could at least ask them.'
"The only one they listen to is Beyus, our leader.' 'Fine, let's go to him.'

'He's the hostage | wanted to exchange you for -listen!" They froze.

Listened. Sure enough, far off but getting ominously nearer, were the faint sounds of
pursuit.

Breaking from cover, Ikona struck out for the wide expanse of the plateau.
'We can't go that way! It's completely exposed!" Mel wanted to stay hidden.
'For once don't argue!" he ordered. 'Quickly!

Feeling increasingly vulnerable, Mel tagged reluctantly along. Her own choice would
have been to make for the cliffs and find a cave: she prayed that Ikona knew what he
was doing!

He did.

Buried in a gully, its entrance camouflaged by deceptively-arranged sedimentary
rock, was a drainage pipe. Shoving Mel ahead of him, Ikona crawled inside his
prepared hideaway. 'They'll think we've doubled back to stay under cover,’ he
predicted.

Mel was less sanguine. 'Always providing they don't flush us out first!

'‘Come on! Come on!' The Doctor lifted his perspiring face.



A discharge of sparks had showered from the hole in the machine. The Doctor was
using a makeshift acetylene torch to solder broken circuitry.

'‘Come where?' In ill humour, the Rani surveyed the chaos in the lab. Flex and cable
criss-crossed the floor and the crudely-joined tubing for the torch added to the
muddle.

'Why | chose you as an assistant, I'll never fathom! Perhaps | will when I've regained
my memory.'

'What is it you want?'
'‘Look at me! Can't you see? Mop my brow!'

With bad grace, the Rani produced a silk handkerchief and dabbed his brow. Moving
away, her dignity suffered another blow. Irately, the Doctor tugged at the tubing,
unwittingly causing it to loop round her sneakers, almost upending her.

'Watch where you're going!'

Fighting to curb her temper, she dumped the offensive handkerchief in a wastebin
beneath the rack of vials. 'It was your fault!" she snapped.

'‘Bad workmen always blame their fools.’

‘Tools! Blame their tools!" The idiot was really proving a trial! If only she didn't need
his expertise. . .

'Do | detect a hint of displeasure, Mel? This egalitarian spirit doesn't strike a note of
harmony.' Another shower of sparks erupted from the hole. 'Or could it be you think
yourself superior to me?"

The Rani's tapered fingers caressed a vial bearing the legend cyanide . . . '"How
could I possibly assume that, Doctor?" It took every ounce of self-control to maintain
the meek role she had opted to play.

'‘Quite. Although | feel far from superior at the moment. This is all a mystery to me.'
The soldering stopped.
'Surely there's a catalyst in there," she encouraged.

'Yes. Yes,' he chided, quitting the machine. 'Must you state the obvious? I'm well
aware that its function is to fuse the impulses from there' - indicating the conduit -
'with this goo.' He dipped his thumb into the crystal tank. '‘But what's it all for!' He
studied the thumb as though the answer might be written there. 'I'm beginning to
think this set-up had nothing to do with me.'

'Why's that?' she asked, apprehension usurping vexation.



'‘Omnipotence. The mind responsible for this bag of tricks operates on a grand scale.'

Inwardly she cursed his prescience. At all costs he must be prevented from
discovering the secret of the spherical chamber.

'All the more reason why it should be you, Doctor.’

‘Then . . . why do | have such an overwhelming sense of foreboding . . ." His
perturbed gaze strayed from contemplation of the mass of tubes and apparatus to
the door of the arcade.

Weighed down by a yoke from which dangled two buckets of red liquid, Beyus
passed the cabinet entombing Louis Pasteur.

A thumping on the arcade door startled him.

'Why is this door locked?' The Doctor's demand could be clearly heard.
So could the Rani's reply. "You locked it.’

‘| did?' came the incredulous response.

Careful not to slop the plasma, Beyus continued on his unsavoury errand.

Having been baulked by the arcade door, the Doctor, in high dudgeon, strutted to the
panel of the spherical chamber. 'Is this locked too?"

Repairing the machine had been entirely forgotten, much to the Rani's chagrin.

"You - and only you - know the combination number." Humouring the fractious dupe,
she decided, was the best means of coaxing him to work.

'What's in there?'
I've no idea.’'

With random jabs, he tried to operate the combination lock. Irritated at his lack of
success, he embarked on a tour of investigation which ended when his foot became
snared in the mess of cables. Frustration boiled over into petulance.

'You seem very adept in the art of ignorance, Mel. Are you as clueless as you
appear?'

'Don't blame me, Doctor. I've never been inside. You wouldn't let me.'

'‘Wouldn't 1?'



"You said the air wasn't sterile enough for humans.'

Disentangling his foot from the cable, he squatted on the edge of the bench. That's it
then!" He folded his arms. 'I'm doing nothing more until my memory returns. Nothing
until I know what I'm about. | won't work in the dark like this. No! No! I'm finished!

Patience and tolerance were not virtues the Rani cultivated, but she had to exercise
both in this circumstance. 'Oh, come on, now,' she wheedled. 'You thrive on
challenge. And you're the only one with the knowledge to repair the machine.'

This last statement was genuine: it was part of the reason for hijacking the TARDIS
and bringing the meddlesome Time Lord to Lakertya.

He refused to be appeased. '‘No, I'm adamant! This could be some diabolical
scheme.'

A prophetic conclusion.

He was yet to learn how prophetic.

An unwilling collaborator in the 'diabolical scheme' was at that moment performing a
ritual that never ceased to be an ordeal.

The yoke cutting into his shoulders beneath the lime green tabard trimmed with an
orange cloak draped across his tall form, Beyus entered the portal of a tenebrous
underground eyrie. The menial task he had been allotted, ill-fitted his status as the
Chief Functionary of the Lakertyans. Yet he was performing it without protest.

Bracing himself, he lifted a barred grating and descended into the eyrie.

Vaguely discernible in the gloom were indistinct brown shapes, some two metres
long, hanging from the rafters. In the steamy, fetid fug, an occasional rustle added to
the macabre atmosphere.

Averting his eyes, Beyus emptied the buckets into a hopper. The thick, red, revolting
mixture oozed its noisome way down a chute to a feeding trough.

As its nauseous smell wafted to the rafters, a more excited rustling disturbed the
rancid darkness . . .



6
On With The Fray

It was dark and musty, too, inside the drainpipe.

And cramped. Especially for Ikona's lanky frame. Doubled over, he hugged his
leather-thonged legs to his chest.

Mel's petite form was more compatible with the confined space, but the
claustrophobic atmosphere and the waiting were galling. ‘Do you think -'

Ikona's golden palm clapped over her mouth. The hollowness of the pipe magnified
every sound and lkona knew Urak would not yet have given up the chase.

Nor had he.
His three hundred and sixty degree view of the plateau betrayed no living beings.

Not easily deterred, Urak, ears cocked, stood motionless, his muscular, prehensile
feet centimetres from the concealed access to the drain . . .

‘Here, drink this!" The Rani's patience strained at the leash.

The Doctor, obdurately ensconced on the bench, had not relented from his refusal to
continue repairing the machine.

'"You're just over-excited. It'll calm you down.’

He accepted the tumbler she was profferring. 'What is it?'
'Only water.'

'Hmmmm." Absently he tipped the contents into the sink.

A fortuitous act. Water it certainly was, but the Rani had spiked it with an hypnoidal
inducer while he was gazing dolefully at the spherical chamber.

'‘Don't try to placate me! Leave me alone!
"You can't just loll around, Doctor. It's simply not like you!'

'How do you know what I'm like? I've regenerated.' He waggled his over long
sleeves, hoisted up the trousers sagging from his waistline. 'Look at me! Look at me!'

'You've changed outwardly, but you must have the same sweet nature.' The Rani
almost gagged as she uttered the last three words, but desperation beckoned.



'Perhaps this is my new persona. Sulky. Bad-tempered. Think how | spoke to you
earlier.’

'You didn't mean it. | was at fault." Desperation indeed!

'Well, that's probably how | am now. You can't regulate regeneration, Mel. It's a
lottery and I've drawn the short straw.’

The Rani did, of course, understand regeneration. Like all Gallifreyans, she had
thirteen lives. Unlike the Doctor, she still enjoyed her first. This virtuoso scientist did
not believe in taking personal risks. When carrying out her experiments - and many
of them were very bizarre - she always devised an antidote or an escape plan to
ensure her own survival. In fact, the nearest she had come to forfeiting one of her
lives was on her last encounter with the Doctor.

Sent hurtling at ultra-warp speed to the remote regions of the Milky Way, she and
that other exiled Time Lord, the Master, had been caged in her TARDIS at the mercy
of a carnivorous Tyrannosaurus Rex.

The jar, in which she was preserving it in embryo, had been smashed and Time

Spillage had caused the primeval monster to grow larger by the second. Hungry,
lacerating jaws had gaped at the two tasty morsels flattened by centrifugal force
against the walls . . .it seemed nothing would prevent the pair of renegades from
becoming a dinosaur's snack!

However, the Time Spillage that accelerated the Tyrannosaurus from babyhood into
virile youth also accelerated it into full size. Its spine snapped against the ceiling of
the TARDIS.

The Master, his megalomania in full spate, had claimed divine indestructibility. But
the Rani knew better. . .

'‘Anyway, | need a radiation wave meter. And versatile as | am, even | can't improvise
that!'

The bald statement interrupted the Rani's reverie. This was a new and more hopeful
tack. 'What about the TARDIS? Will there be a radiation wave meter there?'

The TARDIS?' The Doctor rallied. 'D'you know where it is?'
‘Yes, of course.'

'l could do with a breath of fresh air. We'll go there together.' Springing from the
bench, he pranced from the laboratory.

'Wait -!" Her entreaty went unheeded. The jaunty seventh Doctor had departed.

Before following, she activated the monitor. The screen was divided into four
elliptical sections of the plateau.



'‘Urak!" She edged a mini-computer-bracelet from beneath her sleeve. The device
allowed the Rani to communicate with Urak. 'Remove the girl from the TARDIS.' She
did not want the Doctor to go blundering into the genuine Mel.

'She is not . . . there, Mistress . . ." A revelation Urak would have preferred to avoid.

'Find her, you incompetent fool!" 'Certainly, Mis . . . tress . . .'

Crouched together, maintaining a dismayed silence, Mel and Ikona could hear Urak's
reply: he was that close to their hideaway.

Mel's brown eyes sought reassurance from lkona. He had none to give. His stern
profile with its aquiline nose and protruding, unfurrowed brow, was silhouetted
against the curved interior of the drainage pipe: not a muscle stirred beneath the
shiny scales fringing his cheeks.

'‘Come on, Mel!" hollered the Doctor. He was ambling along the path, expansively
filling his lungs. The Rani caught him up and passed him, only too happy to get to
the TARDIS quickly.

Her haste found no response. Instead the Doctor was engrossed in his surroundings;
fascinating virgin territory for him. Blithely disregarding her impatience, he paused to
examine the texture of a basalt slab. A few more paces and he spotted the skeleton
of Sarn.

It held no sad significance for the Doctor. Not a glimmer of memory recalled the shy
and blameless young Lakertyan who had compassionately come to his aid.

'‘Unusual specimen,’ he mused. 'Can't say | recognise it." The length of the spine
intrigued him. 'Humanoid with reptilian influence wouldn't you think, Mel?'

'‘Lakertyan. A race so indolent they can't even be bothered to bury their dead.' Said in
an imitation of Mel's diction, the sentiment was definitely the Rani's!

'Really? | suppose we've explored this planet. | wish | could remember.’

‘There's not a lot to remember. A benevolent climate and indulgent regime has
induced atrophy. They've failed to realise their full potential.'

'Rather a harsh judgment, Mel.'
'‘Not mine. Yours!' The spite was barely concealed.
‘The more | know about me, the less I like . . .'he said bleakly.

‘Doctor! Let's get on!"



Mel wanted to get on too. They had heard Urak move away and she was anxious to
resume her quest.

'‘Can we go?'
Head hunched over his knees, lkona gave no response.
Sighing with irritation, Mel wriggled to the end of the pipe.

Gingerly, mole-like, Mel's mop of curls poked out of the hideaway. A brief, perky
peek all around, then, like a gopher popping back into its burrow, she disappeared
again. 'No one about. Come on!’

It is too soon.’
Not for me. I'm going to find the Doctor.'
'If he's been captured, he's as good as dead.’

The idea sent a shudder through her. 'Were you born a pessimist, or is it self-
induced?'

I'm a realist.’
‘At least tell me where he'll be!"
Ikona did not bother to reply.

‘All right. I'll find him without you." She squirmed, on her stomach, from the drain.
'One thing about the Doctor,’ she thought as she brushed clinging grit from her trews,
'l can't miss him in that outfit!"



7

Haute Couture

The multi-coloured jacket with its velvet lapels was thrown on top of a rumpled heap
of yellow and black trousers, plaid waistcoat, green sneakers and spotted cravat.
The trimmings of the sixth Doctor were being discarded.

Flanked by hanging rows of garments, the Doctor was selecting a new outfit in the
dressing room of his TARDIS.

Posing before a full-sized mirror, he donned an ankle-length French cutaway trench
coat with fold-back corners, circa 1812, tweaked a strand of his straight hair into a
kiss curl on his forehead, crowned it with a cocked hat, then struck the Napoleonic
stance of one hand tucked inside the trench coat.

'Wonder why he always stood like this?'
'Who?' asked the tetchy Rani. She was a fractious spectator of the parade.

'‘Napoleon Bonaparte!" He strutted about, admiring his reflection in the mirror. 'l think
not. Lacks my natural humility.'

The Rani's raised eyebrows showed what she thought of that evaluation of his
character!

Forsaking the Napoleonic gear, the Doctor plonked a capacious furry busby on his
head. Swallowing him, it came down below his nose.

'No, doesn't look right without a horse.' His voice, snuffled by the enveloping busby,
made the bland statement even more ludicrous!

Dumping it, he ferreted among the racks, muttering encouragement to himself.
'‘Something dignified. Time Lordish.’

A mortar board and academic gown seemed to fit the bill. He promenaded rather
grandly before the Rani.

‘A little portentous perhaps, Mel.' He was hoping she'd contradict him.
She didn't. 'Pretentious is the word!'

Crestfallen, he flicked off the mortar board and, in rapid succession, tried on a variety
of articles worn by the other six Doctors preceding him, culminating with the fifth
Doctor's cricketing finery.

"This should bowl a maiden over,' he wisecracked.



The Rani was not amused.

Nor was she entranced by his ultimate apparel. A baggy, half-belted, cream jacket
sagged wide to exhibit a pair of braces over a pullover decorated with question
marks. From the collar of a tired shirt snaked a green and red paisley tie. Check
trousers topped a pair of brown and white shoes.

'‘Ah, yes. Very chic,’ he pronounced.

A squashed panama hat with upturned brim completed the sartorial melange. 'A
frowning man will clutch at a straw," he quipped.

‘Drowning -' the Rani began to correct, then changed her mind. 'Excellent. Very
elegant,’ she lied: anything to end this trifling exercise.

Tilting the flattened straw hat to a rakish angle, he surveyed the ensemble in the
mirror.

‘Thank goodness in this regeneration I've regained my impeccable sense of haute
couture!’

'If you've finished preening yourself, can we get what we came for?' No wheedling.
Hard. This buffoonery had to be brought to a peremptory finale!

The Doctor studied her reflection in the mirror. Turned. Frowned. The biting tone
evoked a sensation of memory . . .

Superimposed on the Rani was another woman . . . Dressed identically . . . yet with a
wide-eyed, elfin look. The image fluctuated . . .to become the Rani . . . Then Mel
again. ..

Wham! Realising his memory was trying to stage a recovery, the Rani had fetched
him a resounding slap!

'What. . ? What. . ?'
'I'm sorry.' She wasn't. "You seemed to be losing control.'

He rubbed his stinging cheek. 'l must have been hallucinating. | had an
overwhelming sense of evil. And there was a name - Ra - Ral - Radi -’

'Radiation wave meter! That's what you came to the TARDIS to get.'
'Er - yes - did 1? Now, let's see. Where d'you reckon I'd keep it?'
‘Tool room.’

"Mmmm . .. Won't be a jiffy, Mel. Absence makes the nose grow longer.' He trotted
out.



Cretin!' She hurled the insult after him!

Alone, Mel paused. The steep incline she was climbing rose to a serrated ridge. The
elements had eroded the granite into untidy obelisks which the imagination could
transform into misbegotten effigies. Ruefully, Mel cast three of them as the witches in
Macbeth.

A wistful smile relieved her gloomy speculation: if the Doctor were here, he'd quote
Shakespeare's gory tragedy, that's for sure! She could herself. During schooldays in
Pease Cottage, Sussex, England, she'd hammed her way through the role of the
Third Witch. Loneliness crowded in. Evocation of her lush and verdant birthplace
brought home her predicament. She didn't even know where in the infinite universe
she was stranded.

Pluck, not self-pity, was Mel's style. She resumed the arduous climb. Maybe over the
next horizon . . ?

A slight scuffling.

She turned . . . looked towards a clutter of boulders
Nothing.

Imagination again. She clambered on.

... The sound of her scrunching footsteps carried to the boulders . . .a tawny,
membraned claw crept over a craggy rim . . .

A tiny signal flickered on the Rani's mini-computer-bracelet as she waited for the
Doctor in the TARDIS's control room.

Glancing furtively into the corridor to ensure the Doctor's continuing absence, she
hurriedly took a reading from the bracelet and tapped the co-ordinates into the
console.

A quartet of images came up on the screen, one of which contained the
unsuspecting Mel. . .

'Yes, Urak?'

'We have found . . . the lost girl. . ." His use of the royal 'we' aggravated her, but the
news he delivered was welcome.

'Focus in on her!

Mel's section zoomed into close-up, filling the entire screen.



‘Certainly . . . Mistress Rani. . .
'Rani!" The Doctor bustled in.

There were powerful echoes here. Perplexed, he touched the controls. The familiar
ambience was again inciting an inner conflict with the amnesia drug.

The Rani recognised the dilemma. 'Rani, Doctor?'

'Rani! Yes, that's the name. The evil name.’

'Is that her?'

He stared at the screen and Mel. 'Er - well - it must be-yes . . .
"And she's evil?'

'‘Completely.' His fingers plucked frenetically at his pullover: he was unsure of
himself; confused by her insidious manipulations.

"Then she must be destroyed.’

'‘Destroyed? Well - er - don't let's be hasty . . .’

A sharp click alerted Mel. She looked up.

A wispy, iridescent net was floating down towards her

In reflex, she nipped aside!

The net fluttered to the gravel in a scintillating display of sparks . . .

Terr