Everything Has Its Time

“Grandma Rose!” Rose looked up from where she was sitting on the bench by the fountain as her youngest grandchild ran to her. She reached to lift him into her arms. She didn’t let on how hard it was to pick him up. How her bones ached from the effort. She loved to hold the children. Especially Tristie. He was a special favourite. For many reasons. Not the least that he looked so much like his grandfather with his jet black hair and his slate-grey eyes that burned with intelligence and love of life.

“It was my first day at school today,” Tristie told her. “I’m in the advanced group.”

“Course you are,” she said. “You’re the child of a Time Lord. You know, when your mum went to school we had to hide the fact that she was so very clever. Now they have special classes for our kind.” 

She looked up as her oldest daughter, Vicki, approached. Vicki was on her second regeneration and her fourth husband. She looked so very young and pretty now. She carried a small baby.

“Which of my grandchildren is this?” Rose asked. “I lose track.”

“This is your youngest GREAT-Grandchild, mother,” Vicki said. “My daughter, Tara’s first born.” 

“I really DO lose track!” Rose said. “How many grandchildren do I have?” 

“We really must do a census sometime. But I know I have eight children. And four of them have children and grandchildren. We’re a VERY big family.”

“We’ve restored the Time Lord race, anyway,” Rose said with a smile. “How many adult Time Lords are there now?” 

“I think there may be one less soon,” Vicki said with a sad look on her face. She turned as she heard the sound of her father’s hoverchair disturbing the gravel as it passed a few inches over it. Rose nodded. She had known that for a long time. He was fading fast now. Losing the use of his legs took the hearts out of him. He had always been active. And his reaction to being confined to the hover chair was so extreme. She remembered the day when, after a month of recovery from the stroke that had left him paralysed they had to face the fact that his condition was going to get worse, not better. It was one of the few times Rose had seen him actually feeling sorry for himself. Of course, he had been offered the alternative of cybertronic prosthetics. His legs could have been amputated and replaced by mechanical ones that would have let him walk almost normally. But he had sworn loudly at the medic who talked about the alternatives and said he would rather die all at once than be turned into a Cyberman piece by piece. 

But the chair was no better alternative. He had gone on about somebody called “Davros” so often that the young man from the hover chair manufacturer who came to show him how to operate it thought he was mentally unstable. Rose would have thought so, too, if she didn’t know that was the name of the half-paralysed mad genius who created the Daleks. 

“Hello, Vicki, my love,” he said to his daughter. She bent to kiss him and he reached to take the child from her. “The youngest of my clan,” he said with a smile as he cuddled the baby. “Hello, Robert de Lœngbǽrrow-Bell.” Rose was always amazed that he NEVER got them confused and always knew who was who. “And is his mother well?” 

“She is a little tired at the moment. Robert has been keeping her up.” 

“She should learn to meditate. Much more refreshing than sleep.”

“I told her that. But she says Joe doesn’t like it. He wants them to live as close to a Human life as possible.”

“He’ll learn,” The Doctor said with a smile. “Vicki, I worry about you. Burying three husbands who all died of old age. It’s not good for the soul to go through that grief repeatedly.”

“None of them wanted the Rite of Transference,” she said. “They chose Human mortality. Yes, it WAS hard. That is why I spent the last two hundred years of my first regeneration in the Cloister. The chosen solitude, the spiritual renewal was what I needed. I felt stronger for it. And ready to choose to be part of a relationship again.”

“Granda,” Tristie said to him. “We had a lesson all about you today at school. About when you fought the Daleks.” 

“I spent my life fighting the Daleks,” he replied. “I never expected to become one.” 

“You’re not,” Rose assured him. But he wasn’t too far from the truth. The mobile hover chair did more than just replace his useless legs. It regulated his hearts and lungs, liver and kidneys and almost every other bodily function. His brain was about the only part of his body that was fully under his own control. At least that was still wonderfully active, even if the only thing he had to do with it was amuse Tristie and the other little ones with stories of his adventures. 

“I’m an old man,” he said. “Older than I ever imagined I could be. Older than I ever imagined I could feel.” 

“I still love you,” Rose told him. 

“And I still love you,” her husband told her. “And you know, you still look the same to me as you did the day I met you.”

“I do not,” she laughed. “I’m old. I’m a great, great, great, great, great grandmother. And I think I might have missed a ‘great’.”

“You’re more than great,” he teased her. “You’re fantastic. You always were.” He reached out and took her hand in his. “They’ve been good years.”

“Yes, they have,” she said, aware that he was talking in the past tense. He knew he was dying. He knew it would be soon.

“We’ve nothing to regret. Tristie, my lad, I expect great things of you. Of all my children, you are the only one with the Mark.” He touched the boy’s neck. There just below his short cut hair at the back was the birthmark shaped like the Seal of Rassilon. It singled him out to be a powerful man when he grew up. Just as his grandfather was. 

“Vicki, my love,” he said to his daughter. “It will be your task to tell all those stories I told you when you were a girl. Teach the children of our legend.”

“I still find half of it hard to believe,” Vicki replied. “But I love the story of how you met mother, in the basement of a shop, being attacked by Autons.” 

“Oh, I will never forget that,” Rose laughed as she remembered. “I had been so bored that day. I was WISHING for something to happen to make my life change. I never dreamt it would be an alien in a leather jacket saving my life.” 

“I never dreamt a shopgirl could save my life,” The Doctor admitted. “But from that moment on we were destined to be together. My Rose. My fantastic Rose.” 

“My Doctor,” Rose smiled. 

“All these years,” Vicki laughed. “You still don’t call him by his name.” 

“That IS his name as far as I am concerned.” Rose told her daughter. “I never got used to calling him Chrístõ.” 

“The story we had at school was about The Doctor,” Tristie said. 

“Course it was,” Rose said with a smile. “He is a legend in his own lifetime.” 

And what a lifetime, Rose thought. It was nearly fifteen hundred years since that day when her life had been turned around. She should have been dead long ago. She would have been but for the most precious gift he ever gave her. He had shared his Time Lord lifeforce with her, surrendering his four remaining lives to give the two of them one long and fruitful life, together. 

If he had not done that, he would not be dying now. He would still have maybe another 1,000 years left. But he had said long ago that he didn’t want 1,000 years of loneliness. He took the chance to live one good life with her at his side. And he had said, more often lately than ever, that he did not regret it. 

Nor did she. Though the frailer he seemed, the harder it felt, knowing that he was not going to be with her for much longer. 

They HAD been good years. She remembered the first years she had been with him, when at first they had been afraid to acknowledge their love. Then they had thrown caution to the wind and declared their feelings to each other. And he had asked her to be become engaged to him, and finally, married. She had been 24 years old when they married. He had given her that precious gift and though he never DID completely retire from his adventurous life, it had been a good time, full of love. They had twenty children in the first forty years. Four sets of twins. That had been the fruit of their love. The last time, when she was 75, and still looking no more than 25, the labour had been such a difficult one he had been afraid for her life. She was four days struggling to bring their youngest little boy into the world. The Doctor had cried even harder than she had. He had been convinced she was going to die and he blamed himself for putting her through so many pregnancies. The child was born at last, a precious little boy who they named Adric after the boy who had once given his life for The Doctor. But she was hurt inside, and she could never conceive again. But by then Vicki was ready to marry and have children of her own. He told her she had done her duty. And when that youngest child was old enough to be left with a nanny for a time, she began to travel with him again. Day trips at first in the TARDIS, then later they would have whole weekends on their favourite planets. When the children were grown, they often went away for weeks at a time, returning to spend pleasant days in their lovely home with their rapidly expanding family. 

Yes, it had been a good life. She had no regrets, either. 

“I only wish I could still dance with you,” The Doctor told her. She knew that frustrated him so much. It had been a shock to find that his regenerative powers were failing. He had cried at night with pains in his legs. She had sat up, holding him in her arms, soothing and comforting him as best she could. It had been a relief in a way when the stroke left him with no feeling in them at all. But then he had cried because he was so helpless. She had been frightened by his unhappiness and hoped he would not turn to thoughts of killing himself. But he came to terms with his disability little by little. And with the help of medical science his quality of life for the past century had been as good as they could make it. But he had said many times lately that he would not let medicine prolong his life beyond that which he was allotted. 

“Everything has its time, and everything dies,” he had said. And she remembered him saying it the very second day she knew him, when he had taken her away from her life as a London shopgirl and shown her the world being engulfed by the sun in the year five billion. They had both been young then. Well, in his case not so young. She didn’t even know it then, but he had been already nearly 1,000 years old. But he had looked about forty in Human years and she had already been a little in love with him. “Everything has its time” did not apply to them when they were young. Now it did. 

 “We dance together in our dreams,” Rose told him. 

“Yes,” he said absently. He seemed to be daydreaming for a little while. Nobody spoke. The only sound was that of the fountain tinkling away and a peacock on the lawn. 

“Vicki,” he said after a while. “Will you do something for me?” 

“Of course I will, Daddy,” she told him. “What is it?”

“Will you contact everyone. The whole family. And invite them here on Sunday. For dinner. We’ll get a marquee, caterers, a group playing music. We’ll have dancing afterwards.” 

“Yes, I can do that,” she said. “What’s the occasion?” 

“I want to see my family together,” he said. “They are so many now. It’s not easy. But just once, I would like to… one last chance.” 

“Oh, Daddy,” Vicki cried as she understood what he wanted. “Oh, don’t say that.”

“I’m a dying man, Vicki. We have to face facts. It's all right. I am lucky. I will die in my own home, with my wife by my side. I can ask for no more than that. It’s more than I deserve, the things I got up to when I was young. I ought to have died in some nasty, horrible, violent way two thousand years ago. Vicki, my love, do as I ask. Let me see everyone. My family.” He grinned widely. “My dynasty.” 

“I’ll do that,” she promised, though she had to hold back her tears. 

“It’s going to be hard on them,” The Doctor said when it was just him and Rose in the garden. 

“It's going to be hard on me,” she said. “I’ll miss you.” 

“I’ll never truly be gone,” he told her. “My spirit will be there beside you as long as you live.” 

“I believe it will,” Rose answered with a smile. 

Somehow the mammoth task of organising such an event as a Lœngbǽrrow family reunion was done in the short time available. And on the day the security gates almost had to be jammed open as so many cars arrived. The Doctor was delighted to see them all, and in the course of the afternoon and evening Rose was sure he had spoken to everyone of his children and grandchildren and great grandchildren and the further generations. For sake of simplicity he simply called them all HIS children. And it was true enough. All of them had one parent who was a Time Lord, who had HIS blood in their veins, his DNA. Their other parent might be Human, but that Time Lord DNA exerted itself. He was the biological father of the nearly five hundred people who gathered there to acknowledge his love for them. 

And he DID love them, each and every one of them, from his first born son, to the very youngest baby born to the family. 

He looked at his first born, Christopher, who had dedicated himself to Earth’s cause as its diplomatic representative to other planets. He looked well, despite suffering a double blow to his personal life. Jackie, his wife, had passed away peacefully only last year, and so did his daughter, Susan, who had chosen not to become a transcended Time Lord, and so never had the ability to regenerate. Susan and her husband, David, died within a few days of each other, at the end of a life they had cherished. Christopher missed them all. So did The Doctor. So did Rose. But they all three of them knew that those they had lost wanted no other end than that. 

He pushed the sad thoughts aside as he watched his family dancing after the meal . His favourite child, Tristie, came to sit by him. The child with The Mark, who was destined to greatness. He picked him up in his arms and held him for as long as a six year old boy would permit being held, then kissed him and told him to be a good boy. 

“Tristie doesn’t understand,” he said. “None of the children really do. The adults….” He looked around the room. They were all enjoying the party. But they all knew what it was about. They knew what was to come. 

“They will be all right.” He looked up at his favourite great grandchild, Chris, son of his first granddaughter, Susan, and therefore one of the elders of the clan, even though he looked no more than thirty. Of course this was his second regeneration, but there was more to it in his case. Chris had been the founder of the Higher Way, a monastic and celibate Order which eschewed all luxury, all indulgence, and dedicated the mind and body to discipline and meditation. Higher Way disciples had come from both Human and Time Lord stock. And the reward of their dedication was longevity. The Humans who progressed to the highest level lived healthy lives for much longer than their usual lifespan. The Time Lords found that even their bodies wore much better. Chris had only regenerated for the first time after he had been badly injured in an accident. 

He looked at him, dressed in the simple habit he always wore. He bowed solemnly to his great grandfather and then hugged him and kissed him on the cheek.

“I am touched,” The Doctor murmured. “The Master whom so many revere pays me homage.” That his followers had called him “Master” was an irony few understood. The Doctor did. So did Chris. But any other meaning of that name was lost in time, now. 

“I owe it all to you, granddad,” he said. “You made me what I am.”

“You and your brother gave me the strength to go on,” he said. “I love you both.” 

“Love binds us all,” Chris said simply as he looked about the room. “Your love primarily.”

“Help me to stand,” The Doctor said. “Chris, Christopher…. Help me. I want to address them all.”

They did so. Supporting him by the shoulders either side, they lifted him from the wheelchair. He couldn’t actually feel his feet touching the floor. But he felt different. Tall, as he used to be. Rose came to their side as the crowd quietened and turned to look at him. 

“My children,” he said. “I thank you for answering the call to be here. I am so grateful. I just want to say – one last time – how much I love you all. My children, my race. The future of us all. And I ask you to do just one thing… Remember me. Remember that I dedicated my life to the forces of good, and all of you, always walk in the light. We are all of us so powerful. Just one who turned to the dark would be a blight on the universe. Don’t let that happen.” He paused. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean this to be a lecture. I just want… I want to say I love you all and…. Goodbye.” 

The goodbye had a profound effect on them all. There were gasps. There were tears. As he sank back into his chair Rose came to his side and held his hand. The effort HAD hurt him, but he needed to do it. 

“Now,” he said and Chris and Christopher and Rose knew what he meant. He turned his chair and made his way out of the marquee. Only two others of his clan followed. He hugged Tristie one more time and smiled through his tears. “My little lad,” he said. 

“Granda,” Tristie said as he accepted the token. “I love you.” 

“I love you too, Tristie, and I am sorry I won’t see you again. But it IS my time. So kiss me once, and don’t be sad. Have a fantastic life.” 

Vicki came and kissed him too, then took hold of her son. She watched with him as her father returned to the house. His wife, his first born son and Chris, his chosen child, went with him. They would return when it was over. 

“Rose, you must rest yourself,” Christopher told her. “We can watch him.”

“Do you think I could sleep now?” she asked. “And miss one precious moment of his life.” She reached to take her husband’s hand. Christopher had prepared him as he asked. He was dressed in a simple black robe with the seal of Rassilon in gold on the shoulders. His chosen death shroud. She put the blankets around him to keep him warm and bent and kissed his lips. 

“You are gorgeous,” he told her as he reached his arm around her and the simple kiss turned into the loving embrace of man and wife. “You still get me going, you know.”

“It has been years since either of us was capable of that,” she laughed, despite herself. “Oh, my love, I AM going to miss you.” 

“Come with me,” he said. “Let us be together for eternity.”

“I can’t,” she told him. “Somebody has to look after that lot.” 

“Ok, fair enough,” he said and smiled. And then he closed his eyes and sighed. “Did we ever…” His words came slowly now. “Did we ever waste a single day? Was there ever a day we didn’t live to the full?” 

“No,” she told him. “Every one of them was wonderful.” 

“Then it has been worth it,” he said. 

“Yes,” she agreed. He slipped into sleep then for a little while. She watched him anxiously. She hoped he would wake again at least one more time. She wanted to hear his voice again, yet. But when he was awake he was in pain and sleeping was easier.  

“Rose, you SHOULD sleep,” Christopher insisted again. But she wouldn’t leave his side. 

“If he… if the end came and I missed it…” 

He slept an hour. Then he woke again and whispered her name. He sounded weaker now. He had told them not to connect up any of the machines that were by the bed. He wanted to die naturally. And he was. Without help his organs were slowly failing. His skin looked increasingly yellow as his liver gave up, and his breathing was laboured. He accepted the painkillers at least and took a breath through the oxygen mask that was there. But he would not let them do anything more to prolong his life. This was the end. He knew it and he was not bitter. He would not claim a moment more of life than was due to him.

He slept again a little. And again they begged Rose to sleep. She wouldn’t. 

“Did any two people love each other more than you and him?” Christopher asked as he made her drink a glass of milk to strengthen her. “I don’t think even my mother meant as much to him as you have.”

“He never stopped loving her,” she told him. “He mentioned her only the other day. He told me about one of the adventures they shared before they were married. Long before you were born.” 

“Yes. But you and him have been so much more. So devoted. I remember your Alliance of Unity. He was so happy. Because of you. And the day Vicki was born. And all of your children.” 

“I remember how he nearly broke himself searching for you, Christopher. When he found out that you could be alive, he nearly turned the universe inside out looking.”

“He was an incredible man. There will never be another. Nobody will ever have his courage, his love for all life everywhere and his determination to care for all of it.” Christopher touched his forehead, and bent to kiss him. “My father, the greatest of our Race. The greatest Time Lord.” 

“All I ever wanted was a quiet life,” The Doctor murmured as he woke once again. 

“Liar,” Rose told him. “You wouldn’t know what to do with a quiet life.” 

“You’re the oldest Time Lord now,” The Doctor told his son. “The burden is yours. As well as the honour.” 

“I can never stand in your shoes.”

“Don’t try. Walk in your own, Christopher. I never asked you to do more than that.” His eyes strained in the half dark room to focus on his great-grandson. “Chris, my boy,” he said. “You and I were always so close. You knew my thoughts as well as I did.” 

“I love you, granddad,” he told him. He, too, bent to kiss him. “For all that you taught me. I could never thank you half enough.” He knew his thoughts now. Chris could feel everything in his great-grandfather’s head. There was pain there, grief, too. But a kind of contentment. He was dying as he had chosen to die. Peacefully in his own bed, with his wife and his children by his side. 

“Rose,” he whispered. “Hold me one last time.” He reached his arms to her. But it was an effort. She reached to him and held him close. She kissed him lovingly for another long, long time. 

“I love you, my Rose,” he told her. “I will still love you for eternity even after this. But I may not be able to tell you again.”

“Oh, Chrístõ,” she sobbed, using his real name in the last. “I love you.” 

“Rose,” he murmured. “Before I go….”

“Oh….” She sobbed again.  

“Before I go… I just want to tell you…. You were fantastic. Absolutely fantastic.” He opened his eyes and looked at her. He was smiling broadly, despite being in so much pain. “And do you know what….” 

“What?” she said through her tears. 

“So was I!” His smiled broadened still further and his hand tightened on hers. She leaned forward again and kissed his mouth. And it was in the middle of that kiss that she knew he was gone. She felt his soul slip quietly away. For a little longer she continued to kiss him. His lips still felt warm. But then she sat back. She kissed his hand and then she let it go. Christopher comforted her as the floods of tears she was determined not to cry came anyway. Chris stepped forward and closed his great-grandfather’s eyes and folded his hands over his hearts. They had kept on beating for 3,200 years. But now they were still. The most extraordinary life of a most extraordinary man was over. Chris bent and kissed his cheek. He would not cry. He had the Discipline. But he mourned deeply. 

They all mourned. The country mourned, even though many millions didn’t realise who it was who had died or what he had done for it. His funeral was a private affair though. Only his family were present.

Rose came and sat by the fountain in the sunshine. She needed to be alone. She felt so very weary. More so than she expected on this traumatic day. 

“Rose, come with me.” She looked up as a familiar voice called to her. She saw him there, smiling as he always did. He looked young and handsome. The third button on his leather jacket still needed mending. 

“Doctor…” she whispered. “My love….” He reached out his hand and she took it. It was only then that she realised that her hand was a young hand. She looked down and saw young legs in a short skirt and a young body in a tiny cropped t-shirt that barely covered her. 

“This is how you remember me?” she asked him. “As a teenager.”

“It's what you have always been inside,” he told her as he took her in his arms and kissed her. “Just as I’ve been a 40 year old u-boat captain for so long.”

She looked back and saw her tired, aged body lying on the seat. She saw Tristie running to her, crying when he couldn’t wake her. 

“Oh, I wish it hadn’t been him,” she sobbed as his screams brought adults to the scene to comfort him and to carry her body to a suitable place. “Poor little Tristie.”

“He’ll be all right,” The Doctor told her. “They all will. We’ll come look at them from time to time. See how they’re doing.”

“We’re ghosts now?” she asked. 

“We’re the souls of who we were, freed from the bodily shell. I stayed with you instead of choosing eternity with the rest of my incarnations.”

“You said you’d make their eternity a misery shut up in the pyramid,” she remembered. 

“Exactly. So they should be relieved.” He took her by the hand and they walked in the sunshine. She felt happy. Eternity with the man she loved. What more could a soul ask for? 

The crying of the baby woke her. Rose looked around, startled, for a moment. The dream had been so real. She really thought….

 But she was alive, and she WAS still young and her baby was crying in his  cradle. She got out of bed and picked him up. She sat with him in the rocking chair by the nursery window. As she fed him at her breast she watched the sun come up over the cúl nut trees. 

“Hey!” She looked up and smiled at her husband as he brought her a cup of coffee to drink when the baby had drunk his fill of her. “That’s a beautiful sight, you know. A mother with her baby at her breast is the most sublime thing in the universe.” 

“Oh, you soppy article,” she told him. Then the dream came back to her. As she drank the coffee and he winded and changed the little one and rocked him in his arms she began to tell him about it. He sat and listened without a word until she was finished. 

“Prophetic visions,” The Doctor said, nodding. “Why not? You have enough Gallifreyan DNA in you for it.”

“Do you think it will happen like that?”

“I would be happy if it did,” he said. “Wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” she agreed.

“Tristie?” he smiled. “I wonder where Vicki would get a name like that from. He sounds like a chip off the old block though.”

“Doesn’t he,” she agreed with a laugh. “I almost wish I didn’t have to wait so long for him to be born.” 

“We’ll have many years of joy with other children being born before then. Starting with these years when we have our own children.”

“It was strange seeing myself as a grandmother.” Rose admitted. “When I woke I looked at myself… expecting to be old.”

“You still look 19 to me, just as you did when I first met you. And if you want to wear that sexy little number that looks like two wide belts, later, I won’t object.”

“I’m sure you won’t,” she laughed. She might just do that, she thought.  

