Flydale, 8,000 BC

“I’ve got a lock on his signal in the vortex,” Ten said as Nine returned from the shower he so badly needed to see that he had already powered up the two TARDISes, slaved together, and left 1946 behind. “That stupid home made machine of his leaves trails a mile wide. But.…”

“But what?” Nine asked sharply. Ten looked at him. He was holding in a lot of emotion. And no wonder.

“Slaving the TARDISes makes us slow. If we went separately we could catch up to him faster.” 

“But we could get separated. You know how erratic the TARDIS can be. There’s a chance one of us could overshoot.” 

“There is that. Plus I’m not sure YOU should be on your own. You look wrecked.” 

“He has my BABY!” Nine shouted and the tears he was holding back pricked his eyes. 

“We’re the same person,” Ten reminded him. “Biologically, she’s my baby too.” 

“Like HELL she is,” Nine snapped. “Don’t you EVER say that. She’s my child. You have your own progeny on that planet you hang out on when you need a woman. Vicki is MY baby, born in lawful wedlock.” 

“And that makes her more important than my son?” Ten answered, shocked by the way Nine had spoken to him.

“You go figure,” Nine retorted.

“You don’t really MEAN any of that,” Ten said, carefully controlling his own anger because it was the only way of defusing this moment. “Besides, all I meant was… that I would leave no stone unturned to find her, any more than you would if my Dominic was in danger and you were in a position to help. Wouldn’t you?” 

“Well obviously. I wouldn’t leave ANYONE in the hands of that %&@#£.” 

“Right. And don’t forget, he took Susan, too. She may not be related to either of us, but she’s precious, too. So just calm down, think rationally. And let’s decide right now. Do we go on together, or do we split up and the first one to get there does what he has to do to get my Susan and your Vicki away from that &#£$$%#?” 

Nine looked steadily at his other incarnation. He knew he had behaved stupidly and implied some cruel and unnecessary things, and he was sorry for it. 

“I know you are,” Ten told him. “Never mind that now. Split or stick together?” 

“Split,” Nine decided. “But… if you get to them first. Vicki… tell her….” Nine’s voice trailed off. “Tell her she’s….” 

“I know,” Ten said. He almost changed his mind because he really wasn’t sure Nine could hold it together on his own. But it WAS better this way. 

Nine stepped towards him. There was an awkward moment when he wasn’t sure if they should hug or shake hands or something in between. Then Nine turned without a word and went to the door. He stepped through into his own TARDIS and a few moments later they were travelling separately. 

“Are you there?” Ten asked telepathically. It should have been possible to reach each other mentally after all. He couldn’t. He sighed and turned to the console and made sure his TARDIS at least was fixed on the trail of The Master’s fiendish machine. The signature was distinct in the vortex. The jury-rigged machine gave out the strangest energy readings. 

They were playing hell with the vortex. He manoeuvred around an ion pocket and hoped Nine saw it in time and didn’t get caught up in it. Those things scrambled navigation. 

They were going backwards in time. He could tell that much at least. 

“Not the 17th century again!” he pleaded. “Leave those people in peace.” 

But they had already PASSED the 17th century. They passed 1066; they sped past the point where Humans marked the years as AD and slipped into BC without a blink. The Doctor started to get worried. At a definite point in history this planet was a super-heated ball of magma and metals and trace elements that had to cool enough to be a planet, then it had to have an atmosphere before water molecules could form in it and fall as rain, filling the lower parts and making oceans, rivers and lakes. 

If The Master’s uncontrollable machine didn’t stop before the no-atmosphere period of Earth’s development….

But it had stopped. He saw the trail, like a contaminant in the vortex, like a busted engine trailing an oil slick, end abruptly. They had materialised somewhere. 

Some TIME.

The Doctor locked onto the time co-ordinate and got ready to follow him. He was fairly sure he would land in the same era, but he wasn’t sure how close he would be to them. 

Susan woke and resisted the urge to scream as she did every morning for the past month. She shivered with the cold and pulled the animal furs closer around herself and Vicki. This was only September by The Master’s reckoning, yet it felt colder than January in her own time. He had informed her that global warming in her day had meant she had no idea about REAL cold and added that he doubted she would survive the winter when it kicked in. 

He said it with a coldness in his voice that was icier than the weather and chilled her to the bone. 

She wouldn’t survive unless he helped her. 

And his conditions for doing THAT were unacceptable. 

“Mummy?” Vicki murmured before she opened her eyes. When she did, she remembered where she was and her big brown eyes filled with tears. Susan hugged her. Surrogate parent to Vicki was a role she had done her best to fulfil in the very trying circumstances. 

It was a bit of a shock to her to discover that the tribe considered it perfectly normal for her to have a child of nine years of age. She would have been TEN when Vicki was born. She could only presume that they THOUGHT she was a LITTLE older than she actually was. Twelve, surely. That would just about be physically possible. 

The morality of it didn’t signify. The life expectancy here was thirty at the best. Childhood was brief and vulnerable. Life was harsh. 

When she learnt about early man in her school history she never really appreciated how awful the life was. She almost wondered in these past weeks what was it that made mankind keep going, instead of curling up and dying from the effort.

There must be something about our species, she thought. We’re not as puny as The Master thinks we are. 

“Maybe my daddy will come today,” Vicki said. She said that every day. It was the hope that kept them BOTH from giving up. 

“Maybe he will,” Susan whispered back. “Maybe he will. Or my Doctor.”

Either of them would be a miracle. How could they possibly find them? But they clung to the hope.

The Doctor flipped the cover on his mobile phone and dialled his counterpart’s mobile. He had tried the TARDIS phone but it kept bouncing back to his own one. It was having trouble calling its alternate self. 

“Where are you?” he asked when he finally connected. 

“I’m not exactly ANYWHERE,” Nine answered. “I got hit by the bloody ion storm his infernal machine kicked up. I’m just bouncing off the walls of the vortex.”

Ten swore in Low Gallifreyan.

“I think I’ve arrived in the right place. It’s… well, basically, it's Yorkshire before it WAS Yorkshire. About 8,000 BC. That’s about 10,000 years after the end of the Upper Palaeolithic ice age, , though you wouldn’t know it had ended. It's perishing cold out there. If the girls are exposed to night-time  temperatures….”

“Vicki is alive,” Nine insisted. “I would know if she wasn’t. But if they’re in such a hostile environment… Even without The Master’s plans for them, they’re in danger. You have to….” 

“There’s no chance of you catching up for the time being?”

“NONE at ALL!” Nine almost screamed. “My child’s life is in YOUR hands. DO what you can. Don’t let her die.” 

“Trust me,” Ten answered him. “I’m a Doctor.” 

But his attempt at lightening the load only earned him a tirade of choice Low Gallifreyan. His counterpart was not in the frame of mind to accept jokes. His little girl was in danger and HE couldn’t be there to help her. 

“Patience was never something we were good at,” Ten noted. “But hang in there. I’ll get her back. I promise.”

Nine’s reply was softer. And Ten had the feeling he believed him. But he was still a man experiencing the worst torture any man could go through.

Maybe there was a reason why he had been single for most of his thousand years. Family were a weapon in the hands of the enemy. A weakness they could and would exploit. 

Then he thought about the son he had fathered on that beautiful tree-covered planet where the woman he loved dwelt. He thought of the mother of Nine’s children, whom HE had loved and lost. And he knew neither of them had felt so alive, and so glad to be alive, as they had these past years when they had something in their lives apart from endless wandering in the TARDIS.

They needed family. It was WHY they lived. 

She was used to the SMELL now. When they first arrived in this place it had made her gag. The caves stank of sweat and dirt, blood and untreated animal skins. Everyone had foul breath. She couldn’t bear any of the tribe to come near her. 

After a month wearing the same clothes, now supplemented by skins and furs to keep her from freezing, she probably smelt just as bad. That’s why it didn’t bother her any more.

She looked at her hands as she prepared deer meat for cooking over the smoky fire. They were stained with deer blood and general dirt. Her nails were broken and dirty. She wondered why they didn’t get food poisoning. 

She was sick of deer meat. But there was nothing else to eat. Even that wasn’t certain now winter was setting in. She noticed that not all the hunters who went out came back with food. The deer were getting scarce. 

“I hate meat,” Vicki complained as she passed her some of the cooked deer meat. 

“I know,” Susan said. “So do I. but there’s nothing else to eat and we need to keep our strength.” 

It WAS disgusting. It was never possible to completely cook it through on the fire. It was always burnt on the outside and nearly raw on the inside and she hated the taste. She had probably never eaten meat on its own in her life. Usually it would be in some sort of sauce or gravy or something of that sort. But there was nothing else here. Perhaps a few months ago there were berries  to supplement the diet, but right now there was nothing but deer meat. 

“When you have eaten you can come and help me.” Susan looked up at The Master and tried not to concentrate on the disfigured half of his face. As much as she hated him, he at least spoke what she called ‘joined up English’. He was better company than any of the tribe, whose vocabulary was monosyllabic and mostly concerning food, apart from the time when they first arrived when the men had an argument about possession of the two new females and who should ‘have’ them. 

That one time she was grateful for The Master’s sinister abilities. He had insisted that she and Vicki were HIS possessions and had killed two of the men in unarmed combat to prove it. The rest he had somehow hypnotised into accepting them as a part of their tribe. 

It was a matter of self-preservation for him as well as for them. He was stranded here as much as they were. His horrible machine was broken. They were never even meant to BE in this time. He had meant to go FORWARD to a technological age where he could get parts to make it work properly. Instead they had been thrust backwards.

That was an experience she never wanted to go through again. His time machine was something similar to The Doctor’s machine, in a loose kind of a way. It had a sort of console. But that was all it was. There was no ‘capsule’. He had made her and Vicki hold on to handholds on the console and then pressed something that made it fly through the vortex. There was a sort of ‘bubble’ around them that let them breathe, but they were exposed to the sight and the sounds of something that people were surely not meant to see and hear. It was like one of those nightmares about being in an unspecified scary place that it was impossible to escape from. But this had not been a nightmare. It had been real. 

And then they had stopped and a new nightmare had begun. The time machine had broken down very abruptly and they had found themselves in a small cave under the main living cave of the tribe. 
When they emerged into the main cave the first thing they saw was twenty sharp spears turned on them and if he had not hypnotised them all into seeing something other than three strangers in strange clothing, they would probably have been a tasty alternative to deer in a few minutes. 

“You should be more grateful, my dear,” The Master said, looking up from his work at the strange console. 

“I AM grateful that you kept us alive. Though I know that you only did so because you NEED us.” 

“It may have been more than that,” he replied. She didn’t even see him move but suddenly he was holding her face close to his. She tensed herself against his unwanted attentions. “I don’t know how much The Doctor has told you about me, but I am sure he mentioned that HE was the one who had all the luck with women. He had the joy of family, children. Whereas I… You are young, pretty enough. I could enjoy much more than your sparkling conversation.” 

“Leave me alone,” Susan cried, pulling away from his grasp. “I will never… you are The Doctor’s enemy. Even if I was DESPERATE I would not betray him….” 

“What ARE you to him anyway? Are you romantically entangled with him? Are you his mistress?” 

“Don’t be disgusting,” she told him. “The Doctor is a gentleman. He’s my FRIEND.” 

“What if I gave you no option?” he said. “What if I said, be MINE or I will give you and the CHILD to the chief of that tribe of savages up there. You’re young, healthy. You might have a half a dozen children by him before you die of exhaustion. By which time SHE would be old enough for him to take as a wife instead.” 

“You’d DO that?” 

He didn’t answer. Not in words. The look in his eyes chilled her even more than the ambient cold of the cave. She wondered which would be the lesser evil, being HIS woman or that of the chief of the tribe. At least the tribesman was savage only because he knew no other way. But even if SHE could bear it, Vicki couldn’t. 

For Vicki’s sake, she might have to accept The Master’s proposition. 

She looked around at the little girl. She was sitting in the corner of the cave, wrapped in furs. She was very quiet. Susan went to look at her, but there was nothing wrong. She was just quiet. Susan wondered what was actually going on in her head. She knew that Vicki was not an ordinary child. She was The Doctor’s child. She was far more intelligent than her apparent age. 

There was nothing for her to do for the moment. The Master was testing a part of the machine. She sat down and lifted Vicki into her arms. The little girl hugged her tightly, and in her head she felt a calm over her. She knew Vicki was telepathic. She couldn’t communicate with her even if she tried. But Vicki could tell her things in other ways. Right now she was telling her it was all going to be all right. 

“Daddy will come,” she whispered in words. 

The Master turned a switch on his console. Susan felt as if her brain was trying to escape from her head and the cave actually shook as if there was an earthquake. Dust and small stones showered them and she looked up nervously at the ceiling, shadowy in the rushlight. 

“STOP!” she screamed. “You’ll bring the roof down on us.” 

“&@#&*£$!” The Master swore as he switched off the machine and the room turned to normal. Vicki and Susan both looked at him and blushed. Vicki knew low Gallifreyan anyway because The Doctor had taught her his native language. Susan didn’t know because the TARDIS never translated Low Gallifreyan. But she got the impression from the tone of his voice and the way Vicki had gasped that it was a VERY rude phrase. 

“You shouldn’t speak that way in front of the child.” 

“This damn thing!” he cried. “It will NEVER work.”

“Eg….er… wha….” They all looked around as one of the tribesmen stood in the cave entrance. 

“He is asking if YOU made the Earth shake,” Vicki said. “He thinks you are a great shaman and he begs you to stop doing such terrible things.”

“All that from a few grunts?” The Master replied sarcastically. 

“They don’t have many words, but their minds have pictures,” she answered. 

“Ugh… er.. am…” the tribesman said again and stepped towards the console. He put his hand on it and again the room around shuddered and shook and then there was a sort of dull thunk and it stopped, dead. The Master reached and grabbed him by the throat. 

 “You ignorant, stupid savage, you’ve broken it. All my work ruined I…” He squeezed the tribesman’s throat until the man began to choke. 

“Stop!” Susan screamed out. “Not plain murder… not in front of the child. It was bad enough she had to see you fight the chief hunter. But that was a fair fight. This… JUST STOP!” 

To her relief he DID stop. The tribesman ran for his life. The Master turned to her as his raw anger subsided. 

“His primitive brain engaged with the telepathic circuits and burnt them out. He has destroyed the machine. We are TRAPPED here in this cursed time now. How do you like THAT?” 

“Daddy will come,” Vicki said again in a small voice. 

“Yes,” Susan told her as she held her close. She looked at The Master. “Yes, he WILL come. You KNOW he WILL, don’t you. He will come. He must be searching for us. He WILL come for us. Your best hope is to BEG him to take you away as well.”

“I don’t BEG from anyone,” The Master answered. “Least of all him. I would sooner DIE.” 

“Well DIE then,” Susan replied. “But The Doctor will come for US.” 

Harriet Jones was tending to the garden of the home she had lived in with her mother all of her life until Downing Street became her official residence. She was the first Prime Minister in a century not to use Chequers as her retreat from Whitehall. She much preferred to come home. And when she WAS home, she liked nothing better than to tend to the garden. She knew that drove her CPOs mad. Her garden was so open. A terrorist sniper could pick her off from a mile away, he had told her. 

But she still tended her garden while her mother sat under a sunshade dozing gently and waking now and again to say something that may or may not make sense. 

A sudden breeze blew loose compost in her face and she stood, brushing it away. She turned in the direction of the noise. Three of CPOs came running, their hands on their guns. She waved them away. Her mother opened her eyes and looked around.

“The Doctor is here,” she said. Harriet wasn’t sure if that was a relevant comment or not. She might have meant old Doctor Mainwaring who came to see her weekly. Or she could have meant The Doctor whose blue police box was materialising in the middle of the dahlia bed. 

“Oh, my word!” she cried as the first Doctor she had known stepped out of the machine looking ruffled and upset. She reached out to hold him. She was sure he would have collapsed like jelly if she hadn’t been holding him. She walked with him to the garden table with a parasol over it and sat him down. She poured a glass of iced tea and he drank it almost automatically without tasting it. It seemed to help. He opened his eyes fully and recognised her. 

“Harriet… how…? How did I…?” He paused. “The ion storm…. I suppose I’m lucky to be anywhere I recognise. What year is it?” 

“The same year it was when you came to tea with my mother. But that was two months back. We’re in Flydale. It’s summer recess.” 

“The other… is HE here?” 

“No,” Harriet said. “Just you. And you look…. My goodness, what has happened?” 

“He… I.…” He tried to speak but it was all too much. A country garden in the sunshine, iced tea, civilisation. It was too cruel to pitch him from the vortex into something so NORMAL while the abnormality of the situation gnawed at his insides.

He burst into tears. Harriet looked at him in astonishment. The Doctor was the bravest, most incredible man she knew. The last person in the universe she expected to break down in such a way. She hardly knew what to do. 

Ten fastened the laces of a pair of strong boots and buttoned his long coat tightly. He thought he was ready to face the cold. He stuffed two warm coats into a backpack and brought them with him. The smallest one was still way too big for Vicki, but it would keep her warm when he found her. 

He stepped out of the TARDIS and walked forward. He turned and looked at it. The blue box was a stark contrast to the desolate landscape it stood in. It was something between grassland and tundra. The vegetation was scrubby and thin, but only because it was winter, not because the ground was still permanently frozen. In the brief summer it would probably look like a parkland. 

It was Flydale. Or it would be in a few thousand years, anyway. They had moved in TIME but not space. At least only a mile or so. The village would be further down the valley. 

One day.

He was somewhere between the great cave and where the Flydale colliery was. He was standing on the coal seam that was the reason the village came to exist in the early industrial era of Britain. The mines, he recalled from Harriet’s website, began where the natural cave system that extended from the Great Cavern ended. In the Upper Palaeolithic era, the history section of the website had said, cave dwellers made their shelter from the winter cold in those caves. Between cavemen, miners and in latter days, recreational cave exploration, Flydale folk had always had a connection with the subterranean world.

Troglodyte, from the Latin meaning to enter the cave, was the word for cave dwellers. In the late 20th century it was a derogatory term for backwards people. He allowed himself a chuckle as he realised Harriet’s website writers were calling her constituents Troglodytes. 

He recalled there was a page about how the University of Leeds were planning a summer field trip to open up hidden caves in hope of finding evidence of the cave lifestyle. 

He snapped his mind back to the present and glanced at the portable lifesigns monitor that he strapped to his wrist. The cold was affecting it, and so was the coal seam. It wasn’t as bad as lead for blocking signals, but it did make the monitor nearly useless unless he was right on top of the lifesigns. 

It was probably ALSO the reason he couldn’t get a mental connection with either Vicki or – at worst – with The Master. 

They must be in the caves. They would die out here for too long. 

“Oh, my poor Doctor,” Harriet gasped when he had told her the whole story. “Oh, I am so sorry. You must be…. Oh, what am I saying. How do I know what you’re feeling. I never had any children of my own. How can I possibly know? But please accept my deepest sympathy.”

“I always wondered about you, Harriet,” The Doctor said with a watery half smile. “Career politician. No time for family?”

“Not even that much excuse,” she admitted. “I had to look after my mother. There was nobody else. The years passed by and I never got around to the life other people had. All I had was mother, and a few local committees that I joined. I became a councillor almost by default. Then our MP died and they asked me to stand… so I became a backbencher. And then… I still wonder sometimes how I became Prime Minister! I wonder if they’ll realise they made a mistake and tell me to go back home and look after flower shows and hospital wings. I think… I wouldn’t be anyone without you, Doctor! It was you who….” 

“No,” he told her. “It was always inside you, Harriet. The aftermath of the Slitheen plot gave you the opportunity. You took it. And good for you.” He smiled a little brighter as he remembered. It felt so long ago now. It WAS in his own personal time. Just over four years in Harriet’s own time. Pretty soon she would have to fight an election on her own merits, not just because the Prime Minister was dead and shoes needed to be filled. Then, when she won again by a massive majority she WOULD start to realise she WAS a real leader. And then she would really make a difference. 

For now, her steady common sense, the level-headed, sensible, middle aged spinster who had cared for her mother when others her age were living ‘lives’ was holding onto his sanity. Inside his head he was screaming still. But she held him together. 

“The Doctor… the other Doctor… he’s there? He’s gone to rescue them?”

“Yes,” he said. “He made it. My ship got caught up in the ion storm. I lost the trail. I have no way of pinpointing where they are, now. If I tried, it would just make it difficult for them to find me. I… I could go home. But to have to tell Rose that I have lost our child…. I can’t do that to her.”  

“You won’t have to tell her anything. He’ll do it. He’s… he’s you in every way that is wonderful about you. He’ll do it. Trust him. Trust in yourself, Doctor.” 

That was the thing, of course. COULD he trust his own alternative self? 

Was it even about trust?

He remembered what Ten had said earlier. Biologically she was his baby, too. 

His response had been anger, even a little jealousy. He resented that it was his other self who was there at the sharp end, looking for Vicki. He resented that it would be him who would find her, who would comfort her. He resented that she would be grateful to him for rescuing her. He felt jealous that she would remember that it was the OTHER man who found her and maybe she would wonder why her own father DIDN’T come for her. She might blame him for letting her down. 

That was what he had thought.

But it was all rubbish. As long as she was safe it didn’t matter if Santa Claus came by on his sleigh and rescued her. 

“Of course I trust him,” he said out loud. “But until she’s here in my arms….” 

Harriet put her hand over his gently. His eyes registered his gratitude to her. 

“The waiting is the hard part,” Harriet’s mother said. The Doctor and Harriet BOTH looked around at her, wondering if that was relevant to his situation or just a random comment by an old lady who didn’t always make sense.

“Well?” The Master said. “What do you think? Is your precious Doctor’s compassion great enough? Will he have pity on me?” 

“Yes,” Susan answered. “He will.” 

“You’re a bad man,” Vicki said. “But my daddy will help you if you ask him.” 

It occurred to Susan that she and Vicki were talking about two different men. The same man - but different. From the point where their lives diverged, Vicki’s father had known love, joy, fatherhood, peace. HER Doctor had continued to struggle against the universe’s evil, mostly alone. It had to affect their concept of mercy, of compassion. She wondered, in fact, if HER Doctor WOULD help him. 

She wondered which of them would come for them. She couldn’t imagine a circumstance that would stop Vicki’s father reaching her. But HER Doctor wouldn’t let her down either. 

Maybe they would both come. 

Then The Master would REALLY know trouble. 

The Doctor traced the entrance to the cave system. It wasn’t much more than a hole in the ground leading into a tunnel that sloped steeply down. He moved stealthily, not knowing what to expect.  

The tunnel ended in a ledge about six feet above the large cave. To the left it sloped down again to the floor but he was in the gallery looking down. 

There were about thirty cave dwellers there. They were agitated. Their proto-language was obvious. One of them shouted something abrupt before he stomped off towards the cave entrance. His spear was pointed down and he wasn’t looking for trouble. The Doctor figured even cavemen popped out to the loo. 

This one didn’t get there. The Doctor stepped back into the shadows of the cave and waited. He sent him to sleep with a gentle pinch on the neck taught to him a long time ago by some very peaceful monks who were curiously good at unarmed combat. He bent over him and put his hand on his head as he probed his mind. 

Even educated and sophisticated people, of course, tended to think in pictures. The difference being that they had written words to go with the pictures. The picture thoughts of the caveman were enough for him to know that he wasn’t going to reach Susan and Vicki on foot. They were, according to the memories of the sleeping man, in a deeper cave, beyond this main one which was full of men and women with sharp spears. 

And they were with The Master!

“Hello?” He felt Vicki’s telepathic thoughts encroach on his examination of the caveman. “Who is that?”

Susan noticed Vicki’s small, quiet gasp of astonishment, and she felt her two hearts beat faster. She looked at her face and saw her concentrating hard and guessed she was talking to somebody telepathically. 

The Master looked around from where he was standing by the cave entrance. He looked suspicious, as if he knew Vicki was up to something. 

Distraction, Susan thought. She stood up and went to him. She knew of only one way she could possibly distract a man. The tried and trusted way of women everywhere. 

She kissed him. 

He looked surprised but not unhappy. He grasped her head, pulling her rather roughly, and continued the kiss. Susan closed her eyes and hoped Vicki wasn’t going to make this a long conversation. 

“Hey, Vicki,” Ten said. “Don’t be frightened. It’s going to be all right. I’m coming to help you.” 

“You feel like my daddy,” she said as he felt the silver feeling of her probing his mind. “You’re him, but different.” 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I am. I’m your daddy until we find your real daddy. I won’t let anyone hurt you.” 

“I won’t let anyone hurt you, either,” she said. “The man who is with us. He’s a bad man. He wants to hurt you.” 

“He hasn’t hurt YOU, has he, sweetheart?” The Doctor asked. “Or Susan?”

“No,” she answered. “Because he needs me. Susan is all right, too. But….” 

Vicki was an advanced child in most respects, but her vocabulary and her understanding of the world didn’t quite reach to what was happening between Susan and The Master right now. She sent him a visual image of it. The Doctor felt sick that she had to resort to that. But he understood. 

“Vicki, concentrate VERY hard on where you ARE. I need an exact co-ordinate. “Think about it, not as a scared little girl, but as a girl who will be a Time Lord one day. Think with your DNA.” 

She did so. He fixed the co-ordinate in his mind. 

“All right, sweetheart,” he said. “I have to stop talking to you now, because Susan can’t distract him for much longer. At least not without doing things neither she, nor I, and certainly not you, want her to do. Goodbye for now, Vicki.”  

“Goodbye, my daddy. I love you.” 

His hearts swelled as he heard those words. But he had no time to dwell on them. He turned and began to run. 

“Susan!” Vicki cried. “I’m scared, Susan. Can I have a hug?” 

Susan pulled away from The Master’s embrace. He tried to pull her back. 

“Let me go to the child. I’ll try to get her to go to sleep. Then we can carry on where we left off. It would be better without her watching anyway.” 

“Very well,” he answered begrudgingly. She went to Vicki and cuddled up to her. The Master turned and went back up the passage towards the main cave. Suddenly he came running back. 

“They’re coming to kill us,” he said. “The quake… they were afraid. The fear broke my hypnotic hold on them and they’re coming to kill us. They think we’re demons.”

“Well, YOU are,” Susan told him. “And you DID cause the quake.” 

“They’ll kill YOU, as well,” he reminded her. “After they’ve had other uses out of you.” He pulled out his sonic screwdriver and threw her a strong piece of metal bar that had detached from the console. “Defend yourself.” 

“Vicki,” Susan said. “Get behind me.” She backed into the corner where they had been sitting, the bar at the ready. Vicki, though, didn’t stand behind her. She stood in front of her, putting her hands either side of her head as if concentrating on something. Susan felt the ground beneath her shake. She saw dust and small stones fall from the roof of the cave near the entrance. Then it was larger stones and chunks of rock. She knew Vicki was doing it. She was closing off the cave from the angry tribe by the power of her mind. 

“What are you doing?” The Master screamed out when he realised. “You’ve trapped us in here.” He came towards Vicki, his hand raised as if to strike her. Susan came between them and without even thinking about it, she struck him around the head with the piece of metal. He fell like a stone. 

But he didn’t fall onto the cave floor. He fell onto the mesh floor of the TARDIS console room. Vicki and Susan looked around in shock as they realised The Doctor had materialised it around them. He looked at them, then the unconscious Master. He reached and picked up the sonic screwdriver that had fallen from The Master’s hand. 

“I could always use a spare,” he said, pocketing it. “Come here, quick. Take a hold of the console.” They both did so. The Doctor bounded around to the drive control and initiated a dematerialisation. Susan was startled to see The Master disappear from the floor. 

“What happened to him?” she asked. 

“We left him behind,” The Doctor answered as he pressed some more buttons and then came to hug them both. “We didn’t need him, did we?” 

“I sort of told him you would rescue him as well,” Susan told The Doctor. “Instead we’ve left him unconscious inside a dark cave sealed by a rockfall, with spear wielding tribesmen on the other side of it. And his time machine is totally wrecked.” 

“Oh.” The Doctor frowned. “Rough luck on him!” He looked at his instruments. “We’re already locked into our course. I told the TARDIS to look for the other one. We’re on our way back to meet Vicki’s REAL daddy. An hour… two, tops. Besides…. Did you really… I mean… I know what you did in there… what you had to do. Wouldn’t you rather be a long way from him?” 

Susan thought about the feel of his mouth kissing her. She looked down at her horrible, dirty, rank smelling clothes and as bad as they were, the remembrance of him touching her, his hands on her, was the dirtiest thing of all. 

She nodded slowly. And made a decision. 

“Vicki and I are going to the bathroom,” She told The Doctor. “We’re both going to take long, long baths. We’ll leave these clothes outside. Please BURN them for us.” 

The TARDIS was materialising when they were finished and returned to the console room with clean clothes and very pink, clean faces. The Doctor smiled at them. 

“Come on, Vicki,” he told her and reached out his hand. “Your daddy is waiting.” 

He held her hand until they stepped out of the TARDIS. Then she broke free of him and ran to her daddy. He had started to cross the lawn before the TARDIS was fully materialised, then he had stopped, anxiously, almost prepared for Ten to be alone and with the worst news for him. As soon as he saw the child he ran again and snatched her up in his arms. Ten put out his hand to Susan as she stepped out and they walked towards the father and daughter slowly. 

“Thank you,” Nine said in a voice choked with grateful tears. As Vicki held him tightly around the neck, he reached out one free hand. He drew Susan to him and hugged her. “Vicki is telling me all about how you took care of her. She can’t be bothered with words. She prefers speeded up thoughts. But I get the story well enough. Thank you, Susan. For everything.” 

“She was a very brave girl,” Susan told him. “She must take after you.” 

“She takes after the brave girls I named her for,” he answered. He looked at Ten. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words seemed enough. Susan looked at both their faces, and she knew there were other ways to communicate that said far more than words. 

Nine turned back to look at Harriet as she stood by the table. He didn’t need any words with her, either. 

“Iced tea anyone?” she asked. “There’s some cake, too, if anyone….” 

Susan could have kissed her. 

Harriet’s kitchen yielded more than cake, and a happy tea party ensued, the nice food driving away the taste of charcoaled deer meat from their taste buds and the sunshine driving away the bad memories of dark, rancid caves. 


“Goodbye, Doctors,” Harriet said when they were ready to go. “And Susan, and Vicki. I hope I’ll see you all again soon.” 


“I’m sure you will, Harriet,” Nine promised. So did Ten. They hugged her and then shook hands manfully with each other before disappearing into their respective police boxes. She wondered when she WOULD see them all again. 

Actually, it was less than a week later that she called them both and asked them to come back to Flydale. She was waiting in the garden when they arrived. Nine came alone this time. Ten still had Susan with him. She wasted no time bringing them all to the official car that was waiting for them all. 

“So, what’s the big mystery, Harriet?” The Doctor  asked as they settled into the back of the roomy official government car. 

“I’m not entirely sure,” she answered him. “They’ve contacted Torchwood. It seems to be in their purview. But I think it was in yours long before they existed.” She smiled at the sarcastic noises both Doctors made and continued talking. 

“Something unusual has been discovered by a group of undergraduate archaeologists who were excavating our caves for proof of Neolithic man in this part of Britain.” 

“Neolithic man was definitely here,” Susan assured her. “I’m surprised you can’t still smell him.” 

“Is this the entrance to the caves?” Susan asked as they left the comfort of the car and picked their way towards the hole in the ground that now lay in a meadow. A rough gate usually closed it off so that livestock didn’t wander down it, but it was open now. “We never SAW the outside. We spent the whole time down in the caves.”

“Yes, it is,” Ten said with certainty. “If you would rather not go down there again…”

“I’m ok,” she answered. “As long as you’re with me.” 

The smell WAS gone now, Susan noted as they came into the big cave where they had eaten deer meat and tried to keep warm. She had no particular feelings either way for the people she had been forced to live with for a cold, nightmarish time, except to be glad they all died over 10,000 years ago. 

“This cave was blocked off by a fall many thousands of years ago,” said the head of the archaeology from the University of Leeds who met them down another tunnel to a lower cave. His students stood by, rather overawed by the visit of the Prime Minister. The two men who accompanied her looked somehow, even more important, though none of them could think why. They didn’t look impressive, one in a brown pinstripe suit and a long coat, the other in black denim and a leather coat that had seen better days. But they both seemed to exude an authority that even the Prime Minister didn’t have. 

“Nobody would even have known there was another cave here until we were able to bring reliable portable scanning equipment that detected the space behind and also metallic elements. It took some time to break through the wall. And what we found when we did…” 

“Yes, I can see why it would surprise you,” Ten said as he stepped through the gap. Nine followed him. Both looked around the cave and took in all the details before examining the mummified remains thoroughly with their sonic screwdrivers. 

“Advanced skeletal structure,” Nine commented. “Traces of the superior musculature. And…. Yes. The cavities where the binary cardiovascular system would have been.”

“It’s him all right,” Ten agreed. “The Master. Buried here with his infernal machine.” 

They turned their attention to the rusting metal pieces of the time machine. 

“There’s nothing here even Torchwood could use,” Nine said, looking around at Harriet as she looked through the gap at them. “But all the same, when they get here, tell them from me to put everything in their deep archive. Not to be used by ANYONE. That includes the body.” 

They stood up and turned to leave. They both felt much the same thing. It was over. The Master WAS finally dead. He had cheated death for so many years. Even after they thought he was completely dead he had found ways to revive himself. But now they were sure neither of them would be bothered by him again.

“It could have been different,” Nine sighed. “He could have been an ally, not an enemy. In so many ways, we were alike. Both rebels against the system, valuing our freedom, resenting interference. Why couldn’t he have seen that?

“He went bad long ago,” Ten answered. “Maybe even before either of us left Gallifrey. There was nothing anyone could have done to redeem him.”

“We should have rescued him,” Susan said. “It must have been horrible for him, down there, in the dark, cold. I wonder how long it took him to actually die? And WE did that to him. I told him you would have compassion for him. But we didn’t. We left him.”

“Yes,” The Doctor said and the summer sun seemed to warm him less. Because he knew something she didn’t. 

The Master was dead when he hit the floor of the console room. Susan had dealt him a fatal blow in her anxiety to protect Vicki. He had left a BODY behind in the cave when he dematerialised the TARDIS. 

He would rather have her think he had acted with uncharacteristic cruelty than have her know SHE had killed him. He would never let her know that.

He looked at his counterpart. They both remembered people murdered in cold blood. They remembered the times The Master had cheated death and gone on to murder again. 

And he couldn’t feel sorry that he was dead.

“Explain it to Susan,” Nine told him. “She doesn’t know the whole story. When she does, she WILL understand.” 


Harriet thought about some of the classified files she had read since she became Prime Minister. U.N.I.T. reports from the 1960s and 70s. The man they were talking about had brought planet Earth to the edge of destruction more times than she was comfortable with, and would have succeeded without The Doctor. 


“Susan, dear,” she said. “Whatever happened, I think you can be sure The Doctor knows what’s best. For all of us. Don’t blame him if his actions seemed hard. He’s had to make decisions for us all that even I would hesitate to make. And he’s had to live with the consequences of those decisions.”  


“I know,” Susan answered. “Doctor….” She turned to him and kissed his cheek. “You’re still my hero. You always will be.” 

The Doctor smiled. It was nice to be somebody’s hero.  

