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1
Childhood's End

He had been human once. He had to remember that. But it was so hard. When the blood-
lust came over him, he could dmogt tagte the kill in hisfangs, fed the smdl bodies
crunching, become intoxicated by the fresh blood that would dribble down histhroat. He
tried to fight it again, as hetried to fight it each and every time,

And, asadways, hefalled.

Night had falen, burying the humans who lived herein their smal houses, huddled
together for companionship and warmth. He had no one. There was nobody to keep him
company, no companion to offer him warmth. His only warmth came from the thrill of
the hunt, his only companionship from the prey he ran down and then devoured. He was
aone, unique, the sole member of hiskind.

But he had been human once.

Long, long ago. He could barely remember those days. In his new State, time had little
meaning. His mind wasn't working as it had once. Days and weeks blurred together. The
only times were night or day, feast or famine. By day he hid, knowing that if anyone saw
him, hed be killed. Nights he hunted. If it was agood night, he ate: crunching the fresh
bones, draining the delectable marrow, chewing on the tough sinews. If it was a poor



night, he fasted, waiting for the following day, his bely growling and complaining. That
aways made the blood-lust worse.

Rabbits were good prey, but they were fast. He had to be faster to catch them.. But with
rabbits one bite from. his massive jaws was more than sufficient to kill. Foxes were good
too, with their rich, predatory taste and hunter's blood. Foxes he admired. They were
amost as good a killing as he was. But he could kill them, and they avoided him.

The smdl ponies were afeast, but much harder to take down. They were wiry and tough,
fighting with their hoofs and teeth, kicking and snorting. And he couldn't kill them with a
single bite, as he did with the rabbits and foxes. For the ponies, held developed atrick of
biting their throats and then hanging on until they died choking in their own blood or

until one of his paws could break their necks. If he took a pony, then he could drag it to
hislair and eat for aweek without having to venture out to hunt and to risk being seen.

Not many people came out onto the moors, and virtualy no one was foolish enough to try
the trip at night. But humans were tricky, and they were curious, and they were lethd.
There was no anima that could hurt him out here. Even the ponies could only bruise im
through his thick fur. Humans could do more, with their guns. He'd been shot at once,

and in the sormy westher he could till fed the ache from the shot.

They wouldn't ever get another chance to shoot him.

The clouds covered the crescent moon, and he was satidfied. Sniffing the air cautioudy,

he could tell that there were no humans around. They were not smart enough to be able to
hide from his heightened senses. He could detect the faint trail of rabbits, and the merest
hint of afox. The main scert this night was badger.

Badgers had claws, and they fought hard and long. But his fur warded off their worst
dashes, and they were good eating. He could amost taste the hot, delicious blood in his
mouth, and the blood-lust came down over his senseslike a curtain at the end of aplay.
He had been human once.

But now he was only akiller beast.

Howling his happiness, his anger, his hunger, his hatred for what he had become, he
gprang out onto Dartmoor. With long, loping strides, he began to cover the distance to his

prey.
Tonight would be agood night. Tonight, he would fesst.

Tonight, something would die.



Ben Talliver loved the sea as he had never loved any human being. Hed been married
twice and fathered eight children, but he loved none of them as much as he adored his
slvery migiress. He'd loved these waters as long as he could remember. Hed been born
beside them, and he knew hed die beside them - or in them, as hisfather and grandfather
had done, and as his brother and two sons had done.

The seawas afickle migiress, Tolliver knew. She could be sweet and serene, romantic
and flirtatious. She could coyly beckon you down to her cold embraces, then turn violent
and murderous in an ingtant. She was his only migtress, but he wasn't foolish enough to
ever think of trusting her capricious moods. He was content Smply to be with her,
sharing the same night breezes that gtirred the dark surface of the waters. He felt an
empathy with the sea. When she was calm, he fdlt rested. When the waters raged, he felt
helpless and imprisoned.

Hed spent more than sixty years here, ether floating in his smdl boat in these waters, or
elsein hissmall cabin where he could look down on the sea. It had been arough life, and
apoor one - no question at dl about that. No Tolliver had ever grown wedthy from the
sea. But he was content. Even with the loss of both wives and his sons, he wouldn't have
wanted anything to have been different. Then he chuckled to himsdf. Well, maybe that
saucy lass at the Dog and Pony. Now, if shed agreed to some of those romps held often
suggested . . . But asde from that, he was content. It had been a hard life, true. but afair
one. He'd been able to live as he'd wished.

And here he was as dways, floating gently on the seain hisold boat. It was alot like
him: grizzled, getting no younger, and maybe a dight achy in places, but overdl a good,
gout craft that had many ayear left to it. And, like him, his boat was built for the seaand
would be a home nowhere el se.

Tdliver Sghed and straightened up from his nets. Hed checked them thoroughly, as he
adways did. One smdl tear in the mesh could ruin anights fishing. Hed seen plenty of
foolish fisherfolk lose their entire catch like that, but it had never happened to him. Nor
would it. The day he lost asingle fish was the day held retire from the seg; the day held lie
down and die. The seawas his mistress, and he knew that if he treated her right, showed
her the proper respect and care, why then sheld be flattered and give generoudy other
bounty.

He heaved the net into place, ready to cast it over the Side and into the dark, nocturna
waters.

Then he paused, astounded.

Thered been tak in the taverns recently from some of the younger men about mermaids
and fairy fires under the sea, but hed dways dismissed it as the foolishness of poor men
inther cups. HeEd bdieved it was the beer talking, not the youngsters. Why, hed fished
these waters Sixty years and never seen any sights such as they had claimed.



Until tonight.

The moon had hidden itself behind the clouds, and the slvery reflections on the waves
were gone. But the seawasn't dark and impenetrable as it should have been. Far below
the surface, Tolliver could see light. The fairy fires, then, were red! With the surface
breaking and shivering as the waves |gpped past his smdl craft, it wasimpossble to
make out much. Just that there were lights down there, lots of them. Smal, pinprick
lights shivering and shaking with the movement of the waters, but red.

Moving to the bows, Tolliver discovered that he had a better view of them. As he stared
downwards, a pattern started to become clear. It was asif the fires were on the spokes of
some immense whedl, maybe two hundred feet across. The pattern was quite regular, the
lightsal lined up, nest as you please. The centre of the whed lay about a quarter of a
mile to starboard of him. As he watched, utterly wrapped up in this beautiful mystery,
Tolliver redized that the whed andogy was very gppropriate.

The lights were moving, turning about their hub, just like some immense whed in
motion. The procession of light was dow and ponderous, but it was nevertheless quite
redl.

Tolliver was captivated. Hed loved the seain dl her strange and often terrifying moods
for sx decades, but he had never been awitnessto asight like this. Just like awoman to
keep dl her best secrets hidden till it was too late for you to take advantage of them!
Talliver couldn't tear his eyes from the Sght. What could be causing this? He had no
idea.

Hed heard enough foolish talk in his years as a fisherman to know plenty of legends of
Davy Jones and hisilk. He knew for afact, though, that such talk was utter nonsense.
There was plenty of lifein the seg, but it was dl victim to line or net or harpoon. None of
it was intelligent, none cgpable of building the Sight he was seeing now.

But neither could man. In thisyear of grace eighteen hundred and eighty there were many
marvels about that Tolliver had never dreamed of seeing in hissmplelife, but there
wasn't aman dive who could have built thiswhed of light he was watching. That
engineer, Isambard Kingdom Brune - now there had been a genius! Building shipsthe
like of which this world had never seen before. Many folks had laughed a him, but
Brunel had been proven right time after time. A man with vision, Brune had been. But
even he could never have dreamed of congtructing anything like this. Besides, hed been
dead for twenty years now, and there wasn't aman alive that could hold amatch to his
candle.

Then what was he seeing? What could be the explanation for this strange whed of lights,
turning with grim relentlessness of f his starboard bow? Talliver had heard from some of
his colleagues about fish that had their own light, a bit like those fireflies whose bums
burned bright on nights they were looking for love. So Talliver could believe those
gories. Still, even granted that there were fish whose backsides were filled with fire, he



couldnt imagine anything that would induce them to line themsalves up asif they were
ready for a dance and then dowly turn around a common centre. It went against
everything Tolliver knew.

So, then, what -

A shapeflickered past bardly under the surface of the water, blocking the lights for a
second, and it was then gone. It must have been afish. What else could it have been? It
couldn't have been what he had thought. It couldn't have been -

It rippled past the boat again, and Tolliver shivered in shock. Cartwhed s of fire were bad
enough. Maybe he was going senile. Or maybe his old misiress was having fun with him.

He had seen a human face, and then the flicker of afidh'stail.
A mermaid?

Talliver wished he could laugh at this stupidity. Mermaids were seen more oftenin the
bottom of ajar of de than in the bottom of the sea. But he hadn't been drinking this night.
And he had seen something that looked like awoman's face. A bit of abody, and then
there had been the fish's tall, grey and smooth. Not at dl like the legends suggested. No
green scales or over-ripe breasts. Just aface, dim form and tail.

He had to have imagined that! There were no such things as merfolk who farmed the
pastures of the sea. They werejust legend and tall tales.

On the other hand, if there were some kind of folk who were - God aone knew how! -
able to live under the sea, then perhaps they had made that monster whedl below him. It
went againg his experiences and al he knew about the world. But it did make a sort of
off-kilter sense of its own.

Tolliver leaned over to get a better look. Maybe that whatever-it-was would pass this way
again and held get a better look at it on its next pass. Maybe -

In a sudden explosion of spume and cold water, something shot up from the sea. Talliver
reeled back, horrified and screaming, but he was not fast enough to escape thisthing. In
the last half-second of hislife Tolliver made out deek skin, the thrashing tall that had
propelled this cresture out of the black waters, and the huge mouth filled with pointed
teeth.

And then the thing bit his face entirely off.

Sir Edward Fulbright knew precisely what he liked and didn't like. He liked, for example,
Fulbright Hall, the ancestra home. Portions of it dated back to the fifteenth century,



when it had been founded by William Fulbright. but the mgority of it had been either
congtructed or restored by his grandfather, Augustus Fulbright, in 1842 There was
absolutely no question that the Hall was not merely an eegant and spacious domicile, but
aso the mogt architecturdly interesting home within the boundaries of Devon.

He liked even more the Great Hall. This spacious room had been constructed by old
William for those grand medievd feadts, with a huge stone fireplace in the centre of one
wall, the family crest carved in the sones above the immense mantel. In the old days
whole hogs had been roasted within that fireplace; nowadays, of course, the cooking was
al accomplished in the Hall's capacious kitchens. A huge, cheery fire blazed instead in
the grate. The wall opposite the fireplace had been one of Grandfather Augustuss main
achievements. The old, smal windows of the house had been removed and large glass
doors - in the French style, but Hill very attractive -had replaced them. This alowed
easer access to the large grounds of the Hall, and gave a superb view across the moorsin
al seasons. There was, at the far end of the Great Hall, amingtrels gdlery that had been
carefully rebuilt, and for this occasion held the small orchestra that had been engaged for
these fedtivities.

He liked parties, and this was one of the best held ever hosted. His wife had outdone
hersdf thistime, and everyone who was anyone in the region - and quite afew from
London - was here. Still, it wasn't every day that one's only daughter announced her
engagement. Fulbright watched her whirling one of those new-fashioned dances - he
never could recall their Slly names - with affection. He liked Alice agreet ded. Shewas
adutiful and beautiful girl of nineteen, who brought him much pleasure.

And heliked her fiance, young Lieutenant Roger Bridewd . He was a handsome figure of
aman, with the progpect of afine military career. He was smart, well bred and quick to
understand and follow orders. He was just the kind of son that Fulbright had dways
wished for. One day, of course, he would inherit Fulbright Hall. Fity that the family name
would be gone, but at least Fulbright could rest easy that the Hall would be retained by
good blood. Bridewd I's father had served in the Crimea with Fulbright and had died
bravely at Sebastopol, having never seen his new-born son. Fulbright had alwaysfelt asif
Bridewd|'s son were amember of the family, and he was most gratified that he was
finaly to become precisdly that.

What he didn't like was that friend of Bridewd l's. His eyes scanned the room and the
many guests dancing, drinking or chattering. Eventualy he saw the man again, and he
frowned. The disturbing young man was engeged in conversation with Sr Alexander
Cromwell, the locd Justice of the Peace. What the deuce was he up to now? Fulbright
had known this Colone Edmund Ross for barely aweek, but he knew that the man had a
quiet intengity and some hidden purpose for being here. If he hadn't been Bridewel's
gues, Fulbright would have asked the man to leave.

There were anumber of smdl matters that disturbed him about Ross. Individualy they
were dmost inggnificant, but together they painted a very puzzling portrait of the young
man. For example, he wasn't even thirty yet but had managed to acquire the rank of



colond. He wasterribly vague about the regiment he actudly served in, and had in the
course of conversations admitted to serving in three different places at the same time!
Fulbright would have assumed that the man was a smple blackguard and confidence
man, but Bridewell had, rather unusualy, gotten rather prickly when Fulbright had raised

the possibility.

'Sir,’ Bridewd | had replied tiffly, ‘Colond Ross has impeccable credentidsand isina
position of utmost trust. | would appreciateit if you would not attempt to besmirch his
reputation.’

Fulbright had agreed, but his suspicions il lingered And, just before the commencement
of thisball, his butler had mentioned a fresh problem which was gtill troubling Fulbright.
As he watched Ross, he saw Sir Alexander laugh at some witticism and move off.
Seizing the opportunity, Fulbright crossed the crowded room to his most troublesome
guest.

'Sr Edward,’ Ross said, bowing dightly. ‘Allow me to congratulate you on a most
entertaining evening.'

‘Thank you," Fulbright replied gruffly. He stared at the young man. Ross was a handsome
scoundrel, no doubt of that - tal, well built, with saturnine dark looks and grey eyes that
hid his thoughts but not the intelligence behind them. He dressed impeccably and had the
manners - if not the breeding - of a gentleman. Fulbright again sensed the feding that
there was far more going on with Ross than he ever alowed anyone to know. 'I'm sorry
that | have to speak to you about that manservant of yours:

‘Abercrombie? Ross barely hid his smile. '"And what has the poor fellow done now?
'He's been scaring the serving maids haf out of their wits' Fulbright complained.

'Dear me,' Ross said. His sympathy seemed quite feigned. 'He hasrit been making
unwanted advances, | trust?

'Nothing like that,' snapped Fulbright. 'He's been lurking in the bushes.'

Ross raised an eyebrow. 'Lurking? In the bushes? He shook his head. ‘Dear me. Perhaps
the maids have smply mistaken hisinterestsin nature for other less polite activities?
Abercrombie is quite an avid bird-watcher, you know.'

Fulbright dmost laughed at the thought. HEd seen Rosss man a few times during the past
severd days. Hewas a smdl, shiftless-looking individua with a prominent nose and one
of those horrible low-class London accents. If the man looked at birds, it would be only
ones that were on hisdinner plate. ‘At night? he asked sceptically



Ross shrugged. 'l understand that many birds are nocturnal. Owls, perhaps. But | quite
undergtand your concern, Sir Edward. | shdl instruct Abercrombie to confine hisavian
interests to the daylight hours in future.’

Fulbright redlized that this was probably the most he could expect. I should appreciate
that,’ he agreed.

Bridewd | and Alice moved to join them. 'Hello, Papa,’ Alice said, her eyes sparkling with
delight. 'lsn't thisamarvellous affair? She nodded to Ross. 'Edmund, are you enjoying
yourself?

Ross bowed to her. 'How could | not? he asked. "Y our father is amost gracious host and
provides excdlent entertainment.’ He smiled dighdy. Though | fear the activities of my
man Abercrombie are somewhat taxing his patience.’

Bridewdl| laughed. 'What's the old scoundrel been up to now?
'Upsetting the servants, I'm afraid,’ Ross replied.

‘Redlly, Edmund,’ Alice said, T don't know why you tolerate the man. I'd have dismissed
him long ago. He's pogitively creepy.’

Ross didn't seem at all upset by the remark. 'He has his uses,” he answered. 'He's not the
best manservant in the world, perhaps, but he's absolutely devoted to me." Ross amiled.
'I'm afraid that dl the dancing hastired me. | feel the need for a bresth of fresh air.’

'Dancing? Fulbright snorted. Perhaps Bridewd |l and even Alice liked this fake, but he
didn't. 'l haven't seen you dance a step.’

'| haven't,' Ross agreed cheerily. 'But watching everyone else has quite exhausted me!'
'l could do with alittle air mysdlf,’ Bridewell offered 'Alice?

She laughed happily. 'l fed asthough I'm floating on it." She took her father's arm and
amiled at him affectionatdy. 'Why don't we al step outside?

Fulbright didn't redly want to socidize further with Ross, but he couldn't deny his
daughter's whim. 'Asyou wish," he said.

The music was gtill dmost asloud outside, and there were afew knots of other guests out
on the terrace. Alice led the three men toward the Italianate fountain that dominated the
smal wak down toward the formal gardens. From here in the daytime was the best view
of the moors. Now, of coursg, it was Smply darkness. Clouds hid the moon, and beyond
the angdlic dispenser of weater lay only black night.

'lsn't it glorious? she asked.



'If you likeit," Bridewel| replied, it must be glorious. Y ou have such exquiste taste.'
Alice laughed. That must be why I'm marrying you,' then,” she said happily.

Fulbright was pleased to see his daughter so happy. Marriages weren't necessarily an
impediment to love - his own had aways made him content - but neither were they
exacdy conduciveto it, either. It was good to see that Alice and Bridewell were not
merely marrying, but looking forward to the estate. The only dark spot on his pleasure
was that damnably secretive Ross. What was he redlly after? Perhaps he was indeed a
friend of Bridewd|'s, but there was more to it than that. Ross had the air of a man with
many secrets, the sort of person who let no oneinto histhoughtsif he could avoid it.

So why was he here?

Fulbright was not impolite enough to come right out and ask the man direcdy, but it was a
close thing. And he suspected that Ross knew this - and that it amused the younger man
for some unfathomable reason.

Ross amiled at the couple. It does the heart good to see acouple soin love,' he said.

"Then why don't you try it for yourself? asked Alice, bantering. 'Don't think | haven't seen
the looks you've been getting from some of my friends!’

'And most nattered | am, too,' Ross replied with alaugh. 'But I'm not prepared to setde
down with any woman yet. On the other hand, if Roger hadn't snatched you up at the first
opportunity, perhaps you could have persuaded me to change my opinion.’

Alicelaughed, but Fulbright was gppaled. It was bad enough having to tolerate this man
asaguest. The thought of his courting Alice was too much to bear.

'See here, Ross," he began roughly. But he never finished.

Despite the strains of music from ingde the Great Hdl, there was un unmistakable sound
of ahowl inthear. The cry rose and fell, the ululation of some weird, wild hunting beest.
It struck through to Fulbright's soul, the cry of some terrible cregture in pain and anger.

'Dear Lord!" gasped Alice. 'What in the name of heaven was that?

Bridewell clutched her to his Sde protectively. 'Some creature on the moors,' he said,
looking dmogt as pale as the girl. 'But I've never heard a sound like that before.”

| have, Fulbright snapped, glad to have something other than Ross to vent his anger
againg. 'The day before you arrived. We found one of the ponies ripped to shreds the
following day. Some monsirous travesty of nature had torn the poor beast to shreds. The
sarvants tel me that thiswasn't the first such daughter.’



Therewas a gtir of movement in the darkness beyond the fountain as the unearthly howl
rent the night a second time. The figure that did out of the shadows was revealed to be
none other than Ross's strange manservant.

'It's that blinking hound," he announced, ignoring everyone but Ross. "'Two, perhaps three
miles out on the moors.'

'l had gathered as much,’ Ross said drily. ‘It seemsto be afine night for aride. Sir
Edward,” he commented, turning to his host. 'With your permission, I'll have
Abercrombie saddle a couple of horses!

Bridewd | gasped. 'Y ou're not thinking of going out after that cresture alone?
'Not alone,' agreed Ross. 'Abercrombie's coming with me.'

'What? Abercrombie shuddered. 'Begging your pardon, Sir, but I'd rather stay right where
| am. | don't like the sound of that thing."

"Y ou never like the sound of anything like work," Ross said without concern. 'Sir
Edward?

I'll be damned if | dlow you out on the moors at night,’ Fulbright snapped. 'It's dangerous
enough out there if you don't know your way, let done with whatever made that terrible
cry out there hunting.’

"Then perhaps you would be good enough to loan me a guide? Ross asked. 'l assure you,
thisis no frivolous whim.'

'I'll do better than that,’ Fulbright growled. 'I'll accompany you. Nobody knowsthe trails
better than | do.’

'Papal’ exclaimed Alice. 'l don't think anyone should venture out there tonight. | don't
know what that thing was, but it sounded monstrous.'

'By tomorrow it will have vanished, just like lagt time," Fulbright answered. 'I want to
stop whatever iskilling those ponies!

"Then I'll go dong with you,' Bridewd | stated, brooking no argument. "The more of us
there are, the safer welll be!'

'Blooming Ada," muttered Abercrombie. 'It'll be aruddy circus out there’ Then, asa
thought struck him: 'Here, with dl this help, you won't be needing me, will you?

‘Nice attempt,’ Ross told him. 'But you're still coming dong.' He turned back to Fulbright.
'I'd be grateful for your help, Sir Edward. But you are coming to catch the beast, not to
keep an eye on me, | take it?



Y ou dmogt had to admire the impudence of the man. ‘A little of both, perhagps,’ Fulbright
replied frankly.

Ross amiled and nodded. "Thank you. It's nice to know where one stands. Well - shdl we
go?

Fulbright turned to Alice. 'I'm sorry for the interruption, my dear, but we probably shan't
be very long. Keep the guests happy, please.’

‘Take care, Papa,’ Alice said. She was obvioudy very worried. 'Y ou, too, Roger.' She
turned to Ross. 'And aso you. Coloned!.’

Fulbright led the way, and found to his disgust that Rosss man Abercrombie was waking
amogt next to him. Didn't the disgusting cresture know his place? Ross had falen back
dightly, converang with Bridewell in low tones. Fulbright glared at the ugly little man
beside him. 'Perhaps you, at least, will have something to show for thisnight,’ he said
coldly. 'Y ou could indulge in a spot of ornithology.'

'What? Abercrombie stared a him blankly.
‘Bird-watching, man," Fulbright snapped. 'l understood it was a hobby of yours!'

Abercrombie guffawed. "Watch birds? Me? Stone the crows, whatever gave you that
idea?

'l don't recall,’ Fulbright answered icily. S0 ... as he had suspected, Ross had lied about
his man's activities. What was Rosss red purpose here, then? And why did he tolerate
this obnoxious low-life? Perhaps it was time that this so-called colondl's secrets were
revesled.

The TARDIS gave up its secrets rather sparingly. Sarah Jane Smith lay on her back in
what the Doctor had dismissingly referred to as 'the bath' and lazily stirred her hands and
feet. She couldn't remember the last time sheld been able to wear a swimauit - let done
inddethe TARDIS. It felt good to be able to smply relax and enjoy herself for once,
particularly after the series of harrowing adventures sheld experienced.

The Doctor had been very moody of late. Well, he was dways moody; Sarah imagined it
was because of his dien nature and incredibly lengthy life-gpan. He claimed at various
times to be anything from four hundred to a shade over a thousand years old. For abeing
who traveled in time as much as the Doctor did, he seemed to be very shoddy about
keeping note of his persona time. Either he wasn't certain how to caculate his age due to
al the varying times he had stepped into and out from, or - which Sarah persondly
believed - he had virtudly no interest in it.



She couldn't blame him, really. Imagine the size of the cake held need to fit on severd
hundred (or athousand) candles! Y ou'd need a flame-thrower just to light them, and even
the Doctor could never blow them al out with asingle bresth.

Which dl meant that the reason the Doctor seemed unsure of his age was because it
wasn't smple to work out. But he was showing dl the sgns of some sort of mid-life
crigs. If, of course, four hundred to a thousand years old was mid-life for a Time Lord.
The Doctor was dways pretty vague about that, too. He'd once claimed to be 'immortal,
give or take afew years and at another time had said he was as morta as the next man.
Congstency was not a virtue he believed in or practised.

Something was clearly bothering him, and it was a something that their recent encounter
with the renegade Time Lord Morbius on that nightmarish world of Kam had
exacerbated. The Doctor had been broody enough before that, but now he was postively
grim. He had taken to prowling the corridors of the TARDIS, hands rammed firmly into
his capacious trouser pockets, his battered felt hat perched precarioudy atop his mop of
thick, dark curls. His sombre face looked more inscrutable than ever, and his tooth-filled
grins had virtudly vanished. Even hislong multi-coloured scarf seemed to have become
more subdued to match his mood.

Sarah had tried her best to tease him into talking, but that had been no use. When he
wanted to, the Doctor could talk the hind legs off a donkey, and probably the front ones,
too. But when he was in amood you couldn't even get the time of day out of him.
Assuming he either knew or cared what time it was.

Sarah had away's been rather wary about exploring the TARDIS too far from themain
control room. The ship had so many corridors and rooms that it made a labyrinth seem
positively smple. Y ou needed either aguide or along bdl of string to find your way
around. She had been reading in the room she'd taken over for herself when the Doctor
had wandered past her open door, logt in his morose thoughts again. Tagging aong, she
had attempted to cheer him up without any noticeable success. Findly, sheld asked him
what some of the rooms they were passing were.

‘Bathroom," he'd growled, and then ignored her.

'Which one?

‘All of them.’

This hadn't made much sense to her until she'd opened the first door. Sheld been
expecting dmost anything from asmal cdoset with atoilet to awhirlpool bath. So she
amply stared in amazement at the room within.

It was the sze of severd footbdl fidds, and held an Olympic-sze svimming pool.

Surrounding this were recliners and huge potted ferns and other plants she couldn't even
begin to classfy. The celling was a glowing pand dretching into the distance.



"That's a bathroom? she gasped.

'Y es,' the Doctor answered, looking at her asif she were some kind of idiot. 'Can't you
see the rubber duck in the tub? There was indeed a smal yellow plastic duck bobbing up
and down in the water. Herolled his eyes and strode on.

Since she dlearly wasn't going to get any further by talking to him, Sarah had rushed back
to her room, and into the closet. Like the rest of the TARDIS, her closet seemed to
expand to accommodate the clothing she placed in it. The room had clearly belonged to at
least two other people before her, because sheld discovered outfits in two distinct styles
and sizes dready in the closet. One set had been pastdl- shaded Victorian outfits; the other
had been al slver and leather. Presumably at least two of the Doctor's previous
companions had stayed in here. Sarah had smply pushed their Suff to the back and added
her own closer to the door. Now she shuffled through the spacy-1ookmg clothes,
searching for something she could recal seeing once. Findly she found it: a one-piece
bathing suit of some kind of opaescent materid. 1t shimmered with pinks and Slvers as
she held it up to seeif it might fit her. Sheld never thought to bring dong a swimsuit of

her own. Most of the seas they had landed beside turned ouit to be filled with acid or
monsters. Or both.

The suit had moulded itself to her body when shed tried it on. It was perhaps atrifle
daring, being very low-cut in severd places, but for the TARDISSs bathroom it was fine.
And here she was, lazing in a huge pool, ingde atime and gpace machine taking her who-
knew-where in the cosmos. It was something that anyone else might have found utterly
bizarre, but which Sarah smply accepted. One thing you had to take into your stride with
the Doctor was the unexpected. And &t least this was pleasantly unexpected, unlike the
usud turn of events.

Eventudly, though, she tired of lazily swimming around and returned to her room to dry

off and dress. She -considered returning to her book again, but she was getting atrifle
hungry. That meant atrip to the food machine. Since that was in the room next to the
control room, she supposed she ought to take alook in there aswell, in case the TARDIS
had landed or the Doctor had decided to do more of hisrunning repairs.

Munching on aMars-bar-like medl of caimari in clam sauce, she wandered into the
control room. She wasn't too surprised to discover the Doctor aready there, brooding
over the time rotor. The lights from the spinning vanes within the rotor cast weird
shadows across his gloomy face.

'Isit Halloween dready? she asked lightly. Sometimes that helped drag the Doctor from
hisintrospections.

The Time Lord gave a sudden jerk, as though he hadn't noticed her arrival. It was quite
possible that he hadn't. As he straightened up, adisma cloud seemed to lift from within
his eyes. There was a sudden flash of teeth, and he brushed back his tangled hair. 'Hello,
Sarah Jane,' he sad brightly. 'I'm afraid I've been neglecting you, haven't 17?7



'Uh-huh,' she agreed, crossing the large room to join him at the centrd console. She was
relieved that he seemed to have cast off his depressing introspection.

'I'm sorry." His eyes sparkled with the old humour once again. 'l waslost in my thoughts.
| have O many, it'seasv to get lost.'

Sarah grinned and wolfed down the last of her meal ‘Do you have two brains aswell as
two hearts? she asked.

'No. Perhaps | should, though. I'll have to put in arequest. Or would that make me a
dinosaur? He started to study the ingrument pand. 'Ah, were il in flight.'

'Where are we going? asked Sarah. Mogt of the instruments on the panels weren't
labelled, and they didn't seem to be measuring anything that was at al familiar. The few
dids and metersthat did have labels were generdly named in the kind of scrawl that a
drunken chicken with its head chopped off might have made.

'‘Nowhere. Anywhere." An idea seemed to strike him. 'I'll tell you what - why don't you
pick our destination?

'Are you joking? Sarah gave asnort. 'Y ou know that the TARDIS never gets us where
youamfor.'

"That's not true!" the Doctor exclaimed. His innate honesty compelled him to add: 'Wadll,
not dways true. And the old girl isin agood mood right now. Aren't you? he asked the
mushroom-shaped control console, patting it fondly. He often spoke asif the TARDIS
were aive and understood every word they said. For dl Sarah knew, that might well be
true. The TARDIS was &t the very least an incredibly sophisticated machine. That it
might be aware and intelligent wouldn't surprise her too much.

'Do you redly think you might be able to get where you're aming? asked Sarah.

'Probably. Let'stry, shal we? He gave another of hisgrins. 'So wherein dl of time and
gpace would you like to go? Metabdlis? Tarbethon Beta? Argohs?

Sarah shrugged. 'l don't know,' she confessed. 'I've never redly thought about aiming to
go anywhere. I've got rather used to Smply wandering.'

'My moods must be infectious," he replied. 'Well, isthere anybody you've aways wanted
to meet? Anyone at al? Plato? Genghis Khan? Llandro Cabot? Charlie Chaplin?

Laughing, Sarah consdered the idea. To be able to meet anyone, anyone a dl, from any
world or time. . . 'Areyou redly serious?

'Cross my hearts.'



Sarah shook her head in wonder. Y ou mean you could redly control the TARDIS if you
want to?

He shrugged. 'Only when it's very important.' He gave her another of his engaging amiles.
"To be honest, Sarah Jane, | usudly don't bother. 1t's much more fun to let the old girl
take me where she wills. After dl, I've got nothing but time, and my appointment book is
amaost empty this millennium. So - wholl it be?

'Well," Sarah began, her mind having finally focused, ‘youll probably think thisisslly.

'Oh, | doubt it, hereplied airily. 'After dl, once you've met Marie Antoinette dmost
anyone after that seemsto be very serious.’

'I'd like to meet Rudyard Kipling.'
'Kipling? he asked, raisng an eyebrow. That's very unusud.’

'It'sjust that he was a journdist who became an absolutely marvellous writer,” Sarah
explained quickly, afraid he did think her choice was rather frivolous. 'And | grew up on
his stuff.

'I'm not complaining,’ the Doctor assured her. 'Quite the contrary. I'm rather fond of
Kipling mysdf.

Far-called, our navies melt away -
On dune and headland sinks thefire -
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!

Judge of the nations, spare us yet,
Lest we forget - lest we forget!

'Stirring, eh? The Doctor grinned again. 'It'sjust that he's one of the people I've never
met and always wanted to. That means that thiswill be a doubly interesting trip.' He
sared at the panels and began resetting the controls. 'Hang on to your hat, Sarah Jane.'
"Are you sure you can get us to meet Kipling? she asked.

"Trust me," he replied. "When have | ever let you down?

"Too many times''

"That was in the past. And we've dready passed through those times. Thistime well
defmitely get there. Now, where and when exactly?

Sarah wasn't sure she could redlly believe him. Still, maybe it was worth the risk. If he
messed up as usud, at least she wouldn't be too disappointed. ‘Lahore, India. February



1889, when he was just getting established as awriter." She watched him enter figures
into the TARDISs controls. 'I'd fed alot happier if this thing came with an owner's
manud.

'It does," he said, dancing around the console to another panel. 'l think | fill have it
somewhere. He frowned. 'Y ou know, | think | may be atrifle overdue for her three-
thousand-year check-up.’

‘Thereis a handbook for thisthing? Sarah could hardly believe her ears. Then why don't
you useit?

'She didn't mean to be rude,’ the Doctor whispered to the pandl, and paited it consolingly.
To Sarah he said, "That would be so boring. It's much more fun to experiment, don't you
think? Besides, | can't remember where | put it. Or who | waswhen | put it there." He
shrugged. 'If it's needed, it'll turn up.’

Sarah didn't know what to say, so she settled for an exasperated Sigh. It was extremely
difficult to believe that the Doctor would actudly manage to get them where and when he
had promised.

He looked up at her. 'Better get changed,' he advised her. 'Its very hot in India. Something
white would be best.’

'If we get to India,' she retorted. She remembered one of those Victorian dressesin her
closet that sheld worn before. It had been that time they'd had the run-in with Sutekh. The
Doctor had mentioned that it had belonged to aformer companion of his, caled Victoria.
Leaving the Doctor to fiddle with the controls, she went to put it on.

The night was cold, chilling the marrow in Fulbright's bones. The wind howled
mournfully around the bare rocks and craggy outcroppings which rose like grey ghosts
from the blackness of the moor. The moon was gone and clouds scurried like rats across
the ky. It was a night, the locals would say, when Satan himsdf was known to walk
upon the moor.

Fulbright remembered with a shudder some of the tales held been told as a child, growing
up out herein the bleak wilds before being sent to the boarding school that had beaten the
child out of him to make him the man he was today. Taes of the devil striding across the
snow-gtrewn hills, or of giant, fiery hounds from hdll running down their terrified human
prey. Tdes of mongters that lived within the bogs, reaching out with twiggy fingersto

grip the ankles of unwary travellers and drag them down to the murky depths where they
would be devoured.

On nights like these, it was hard to completdly dismiss such tales as rank superdtition. He
knew, with the intellectua part of his mind, that such legends were fancies born in drinks



and fears. But in the darker, deeper, colder portions of his mind the fears were till there
and dill as potent as they had been when they had induced nightmares and bed-wetting in
afour-year-old boy. But he was no longer that boy; he was a man, and this was a task for
aman. Burying the terrors that wanted to seize and shake him, he hunkered down in the
saddle and pressed his nervous steed onward, into the jumble of rocks.

Behind him he could hear the other horses nervoudy picking their own peths. Both
Bridewd | and Ross were superb horsemen, having no trouble keeping up the pace.
Abercrombie, on the other hand, was merely adequate, and Fulbright suspected that the
reason he seemed to lag behind had more to do with fear than lack of riding ability.

Sincetheinitid sounds that had drawn them out onto the moor this disma night, there

had been no further indication that their quarry was dill around. Then again, if it were
hunting, it was hardly likely to advertise its presence, wasit? And what were they
hunting? Some wild beast escgped from the menagerie of a collector, perhgps? During his
daysin India, Fubright had seen both cheetahs and tigers make their kills. Both were
powerful, silent hunters and quite cgpable of disembowelling the ponies that roamed the
hills here. But neither was cgpable of producing the terrible sounds they had heard earlier.
The beast had sounded more like a hound of some kind.

But what kind of dog ever known to man could have produced a howl such asthey had
heard? None that Fulbright knew, and anyone in the county would have admitted thet if
ever aman knew his hounds, that man was Edward Fulbright. The memones of the local
boystdling taes of a spectral hound that haunted the moors flooded back to him. The
beast was supposed to possess eyes of fire, teeth of pure flame and an insatiable appetite
for wicked children. Nothing more than a horror tale told to terrify the young. And yet . .

And yet there were children missng. Cromwell had mentioned it earlier inthe day. Asa
Justice of the Peace, Cromwell was perforce privy to police reports. Severd local
children seemed to have vanished without trace recently, including one from aboarding
school in the area. Most disappearances could be laid easily to any number of factors, but
the school child had been the son of aminor Indian officia and there had been an
invedtigation. It had turned up nothing, but there were many questions unanswered.

Was it even barely possible that there was something out here that stalked the night and
was preying on human beings?

Even as the thought fastened hold on hisimagination, Fulbright gave a start of shock. Out
of the blackness ahead came a scream such as held never heard in dl his days. HEd seen
action on three continents, and seen and heard men die in terrible pain. Never outside the
pits of hell would he expect to hear such a scream. It was a high-pitched howl, throaty
and filled with horror. It didn't sound even remotely human, and it set fire to every nerve

in his body.



And not hisaone. As his mount shied in terror, he fought to control the horrified steed.
His companions faced smilar struggles as the other horses were equaly unnerved.

‘Bloody Noral" exclaimed Abercrombie, his voice trembling. 'What the bleeding hell was
that?

'Whatever it was, Bridewdl| exclaimed, his own voice shaking, ‘it can't have been
human.'

It wasn't,” Ross announced with certainty. He done didn't sound on the verge of panic.
Was it because he knew something that the rest of them didn't? It was one of the local
ponies. Our target must have just daughtered it. Come along!’ Ross kneed his steed hard,
urging it forward. The beast - perhaps wiser than its rider - fought and bucked to retreat
instead. Ross wore it down, however, and pressed ahead.

Fulbright would just as soon have returned home, but he couldn't back down now. Instead
he managed to control his own rebelious, terrified mount and forced it after Ross.
Bridewdl fel in behind him.

‘Lummee," Abercrombie announced, 'l ain't saying around here done." He brought up the
rear as they moved through the rocks.

The cry had certainly been close. Asthey threaded the minima pathways, Fulbright hit
wha was dmost awal of such an overpowering stench that he dmost vomited on the
spot. Blood, bile and other noisome odours gripped histhroat and lungs. Then, asthey
rounded arocky pinnacle, they saw the unfortunate prey.

It probably had been one of thelocal ponies, as Ross had claimed. It was dmost
impossible to be certain, so little of it remained intact. The stocky little body had been
ripped apart by a creature of massive power. What remained of the poor beast's hide was
torn by the tracks of savage claws. The pony had not merely been disembowelled but
shredded. Globs of flesh, dripping and steaming, were scattered across some twenty feet
of the pathway. Even in the poor light, Fulbright could make out far too many detalls.
Evenif he could have seen nothing, the stench done would have told him more than
enough.

'Dear God, he muttered, fighting back the urge to be sick. 'What mongter could have
done such athing?

'Whatever it is; Rosstold him, hisface strained and grim, it is only ashort distance
ahead of us. It must be carrying the missing portions of this unfortunate cresture to
devour at itsleisure. Perhaps it will be unable to outrun us!’

'Y ou want us to chase a creature capable of doing this? Bridewell waved hisarm at the
gridy remains.



'Y ou and Sir Edward have done more than enough, Roger,' Ross replied. 'No one could
fault you for returning home!'

'l could,’ Fulbright snapped. This mongter roams where | make my home. I'll be damned
if | dlow it to escape me!

Ross gave him an gppraising glance. ‘Good for you, Sir Edward,’ he replied. 'Then stay
close to me. We may need one another's aid before this hunt is over.' With ady smile he
pressed his horse onward again.

Fulbright fdl in dightly behind Rass. This man might be an enigma but he seemed to be
brave enough. Or . . . Was the situation something he knew more about than he was

letting on? It was impaossible to dismiss the feding he had that Ross was more than he
damed.

The night was broken once again by another unearthly noise. This one didn't sound like
any they had heard yet, nor did it sound entirely naturd. It was a booming noise about a
mile or 0 ahead of them, riang and fdling like the pounding of some immense steam-
hammer or an off-key hurdy-gurdy of immense size and power. Before Fulbright could
make out more, the noise had ceased. All he knew for certain was that it was ahead of
them, and that the quarry they were hunting must have been heading in its direction.

* % %

'India? Sarah Jane shivered with cold as she stepped out of the TARDIS's doors and into
the blesk night. This doesnt fed like atropica country to me.

The Doctor shrugged. ‘It gets very cold at night in the Indian foothills' he told her.

"These aren't foothills,' she answered as something squelched under her feet. It fedls more
like aswamp. Are you absolutely certain thisis India?

‘Absolutely.
"Then it's probably the Ide of Ely. Or another weird dien planet.’

The Doctor half-turned. He was hardly more than a shape in the gloom. 'Do | detect a
note of cynicism?

‘A note? Sarah laughed bitterly. How could she even have fantasized that he would get
this right? 'More like awhole ruddy symphony!’

'Wdll," he said, sounding hurt, ‘I may be out by alittle - *

'A little? she cried. 'If thisis anywhere near Lahore, I'm a Dutchman. I'd be very
aurprised if we're even on the same planet!”



‘Thisis definitdly Earth," he said, sounding miffed. 'Its smell isunmigtakable. I'll agree |
may have strayed afew miles, but that's dl.' His foot squelched down in something.
'Were most likely in the vicinity of some river. Probably the monsoon season.’

"Then you've missed the right time, too," Sarah snapped. 'Honesdy, | don't know why |
ever ligen to you.'

‘Because I'm such awonderful conversationdist,' he answered. 'Well, let'sjust find a
native, and thenwecan -

Before he could finish his thought, there was a noise ahead in the darkness. Sarah tried to
make out what was making it, but saw nothing. It sounded like some anima running
hard. Something large and -

It sprang out of the blackness, and seemed to be amost as startled to see her as Sarah was
to seeit. The beast paused in mid-gtride, then opened its mouth. Something it had been
carrying inits huge jaws fel to the ground, spraying fresh blood as it bounced. The

monger bared massve fangs and growled deep within itsimmense throat.

Sarah staggered back, terrified.

The beast was adog of some kind - in the same way that a great white shark was afish of
some kind. This apparition wasimmense; over five feet at the shoulder, the size of a
horse. Its body was powerfully muscled, its jaw overcrowded with four-inch fangs that
dripped sdlivaand blood as it growled at her. Greet eyes glared at her in shock and
hatred, and four massive paws clawed & the ground.

Sarah felt her strength and sanity giving out. Her heart seemed to be trying to hammer
itself free from her ribs, and she was in danger of fainting. As she stared at the mongter, it
gave a chdlenging roar and legped straight toward her.

2
Predators

For a second, Sarah was certain that she was dead. The powerful body hurled toward her,
lips drawn back from the vicious teeth in a furious snarl, the claws of the powerful limbs
Spread reedy to rip the flesh from her bones. There wasn't time to move, to scream, to do

anything.

And then the monster passed over her, the claws barely touching her hair. She heard the
beast dam into the ground quite away behind her, and keep on going.

Giddily, Sarah spun about and stared into the gloom. Her heart was still hammering away
a theingde of her rib-cage, but her adrendin high was starting to evaporate. Reaction to
the close passage of death made her weak.



'Did you see that? exclaimed the Doctor, excitement making him amost hop up and
down.

'See it? Sarah ydled. That mongter dmost killed me!’

'Oh, don't exaggerate,’ he replied, scuttling along the ground and then bending to examine
the spoor where it had landed. The creature had managed a running legp of some twenty-
five feet, Sarah redlized. He glanced up at her. 'l could see the poor thing was smply
running away, not attacking you. It was scared.’

'It was scared? she exclaimed. 'What about me? | dmost had a heart attack!’

"Y ou're too tough for that,’ the Doctor answered dismissively. He whipped a magnifying
lens from one of his overstuffed pockets and started to crawl about on the ground.
'Fascinating, utterly fascinating.’

Y ou can't tell me that were on Earth," Sarah complained as she joined him. 'Nothing like
that beast ever lived in India’

He gave her athoughtful look. ‘No, Sarah Jane," he agreed. 'That was no animd native to
your world. But - ' He broke off and pointed back down the faint trail in the direction that
the creature had come. 'Company.’

Sarah heard the sound of riders, and an ingant later four horsemen emerged from the
darkness. Startled, they reined in their steeds.

'Good grief!" exclamed the leeder, a grizzled and dignified man in hisfifties. 'What on
earth are you doing here?

‘Good evening,' the Doctor replied, politely raising his hat. ‘Nice weether for the time of
year, isnt it? Incidentdly, what time of the year isit?

'What year isit? growled Sarah under her breath.
'Stone the crows," a tubby little man with a prominent nose and shifty features said.

'Wéll,' the Doctor commented, giving Sarah an |-told-you-so glare, 'l think that proves
we're on Earth, at least.’

A third rider, darkly handsome, stared a them. 'Y ou must be logt, | assume?
"Y ou wouldn't believe how logt," Sarah told him, glaring back at the Doctor.
'Did you see anything running past here? asked the ederly man.

'Only amongter hound,’ Sarah replied. 'It dmost killed me!



'Wed better get moving,' the fourth man snapped.

The Doctor moved to block their way. ‘It was terrified,” he said quietly. 'And now | know
why. Let it be!

'What? the leader spluttered. That beast isamad killer, Sr! | am to destroy it!”

'Do you indeed? asked the Doctor. For amoment Sarah thought he was about to drag the
man from his horse, but then he shrugged. 'l doubt you'll even be ableto catchiit. It hasa
considerable head start by now, and it's not agood night for tracking.'

'Perhaps not,' the handsome rider replied. 'But we haveto try.’

| can't stop you,' the Doctor agreed. 'But is there perhaps somewhere around here where
we might be able to get shelter? The night's getting atrifle chilly.’

The ederly rider thought for amoment, and then nodded. 'Follow this trail back about
two miles,' he said. 'Don't stray from the path. There are bogs out there that will suck you
to your doom before anyone can help. Youll cometo Fulbright Hall. Tell the servants
there that Sir Edward directed you.' Then he glowered. 'Wait for me there. | wish to have
words with you when | return.’

Despite the fact that this was a not-too-velled threet, the Doctor grinned asif it werea
compliment. 'And | with you,' he answered. 'My thanks. Come dong, Sarah.’

'l could show them the way," offered the Cockney rider. 'Or offer the lady me horse!’

'‘Come dong, Abercrombie," the handsome rider snapped. Spurring on his horse, he led
the four riders off into the night.

The Doctor turned to Sarah. 'And what do you make of that? he asked her. Therewas a
twinklein hiseyes.

‘A hunting party,’ she replied. 'After that monster we saw.' She frowned. 'They were
definitdly English.

'So we are on Earth,' he chided her. 'And in about the right period, judging from their
dress!

‘But not in India,’ Sarah retorted. T remember Fulbright Hall from agtory | did. It'sin
Devon.' Why wasn't she surprised to discover the Doctor had made a mistake again? 'l
don't suppose you'd consider just going back to the TARDIS and trying again?

‘Sarah,’ he said reprovingly. ‘Thereés amystery here. | can smell it



"That's just doggie doo-doo you can smell,' Sarah complained. But she knew that there
was no point in arguing. Once the Doctor had made up his mind, a planet was essier to
deflect than hisintentions. With asigh, she started back down the pathway that Sir

Edward had indicated. ‘Just what | wanted,’ she said. ‘A two-mile hike over the moors.'

'Exerciseis good for you,' the Doctor informed her. 'It gets the blood flowing.'
"That mongter dmost got my blood flowing,” Sarah snapped.

It wasn't attacking you," the Doctor ingsted. It was just trying to escape. | don't think Sir
Edward and his merry men will cachiit.’

Something in his voice made Sarah wince. "Y ou're not thinking of looking for that thing
tomorrow, are you?

He smply grinned in reply.

Bernard Faversham generaly liked his job as Bodham's sole representative of law
enforcement. Bodham, on the whole, was a quiet little town where the worst crime was
normaly a spot of drunk and disorderly behaviour on a Saturday night. Faversham lived
inasmal cottage on the edge of town, which doubled as his police station. There was no
jal here, and there had never been the need for one. It was usudly aquiet little pogt,
which suited Faversham fine

Until recently.
Then there had been the problem of missing children. And now . . .

He was atrifle overweight, he knew, but it wasn' just the unexpected exertion at this
time of night that was making his heart pound and his nerves jangle. Jm Brackley had
roused him from his bed with the news that Ben Tolliver was dead.

Talliver had been afixture in the village for more than sixty years. Faversham had grown
up here, and Tolliver had always been one of the loca characters. He flirted with the
barmaids, joked with the other fishermen and had been pretty tolerant of even the most
unruly of children. Faversham had many memories of the old man. It was hard to think of
him being dead. And even harder to picture what the shocked Brackley had described.

Asthey arrived on the smal wharf, Faversham dowed down. There was aready asmdl
crowd gathered near the end of the wooden structure. News travelled fast in Bodham, and
Talliver had been well liked. Mogt of the crowd were women. The men would still be out
a seafor another few hours, making their living. Only the old, like Talliver, or the

injured, like Brackley - whose right deeve flapped as he moved - were home.



'Stand aside,' Faversham ordered, panting. The crowd melted dowly. Faversham saw
shocked expressions on severd faces, and traces of vomit staining clothes and chins.
Brackley had warned him that Tolliver's body was mutilated. Faversham tried to sted
himsdf for the Sght.

Even 50, he amost contributed to the stench on the boards. Holding down the bile with
difficulty, he drew closer to the old man's corpse.

Talliver had been dead only a couple of hours, that was clear. And the cause of death was
more than gpparent. Something had bitten through half of the old man's head. The face
was completely gone, and only gridy remnants of his brain and other organs were | ft.
Bone showed through, stained and scored. The left arm was also missing, ripped from the
battered body.

Brackley moved close. 'We found his boat,' he said quietly. 'Poor old Ben wasin it, just
asyou see him.'

'Has - ' Faversham began. Then he had to fight back nausea before he could continue.
'Has anyone gone for the doctor?

'Doctor Martinson is up at the Hall,' one of the women offered. ‘At Sir Edward's big do.’

‘Someone had better fetch him," Faversham decided. Therell have to be an autopsy. We
have to fmd out what did thisto old Ben.'

I'll go," Brackley offered. 'l can borrow a horse from Marlowe.’

'‘Good.' Faversham nodded his approva. 'Y ou'd best dert Sir Alexander to the news, too.'
Asthelocd Justice, Sir Alexander would have to be notified and make aruling on the
cause of death. Brackley grunted and moved off. He looked relieved that he didn't have to
stay with the body. Faversham took one of the lanterns that were burning beside the body
and turned to the villagers. 'Y ou'd best al go home,' he said, trying to sound like the pillar
of the law that he was. 'I'll take care of things now.'

Millicent Chadwick shuddered. "'What do you think it was?

'It's too soon to say,' Faverham replied. 'Rest assured, though, that as soon as we know,
steps will be taken.'

"To the Devil with stepgl’ Millicent yelled, pae and angry. 'My Ronnieis out there at sea
thisnight! All our hushands are! Will whatever did this- ' she gestured at the ravaged
corpse ' - go after them next? There was a mutter of agreement with this view from the

others.



'Please, Millie, Faversham said gently. ‘Go on home. I'm sure that Ronnie and the others
will befme. Old Ben dways went out done, and just into the bay here. The menfolk are
further out, and dl together. They'll befme, just you see!’

This seemed to calm the women down. As he knew, haf the battle was sounding like you
knew what you were talking about, even when you didn't. Especidly when you didnt.

‘But,’ he added, ‘it might be best to keep the young ones away from the water for now.
Until were certain that whatever did thisisn't till about.’

The women started to drift away, save for Jen Walker. the barmaid from the Pig and
Thistle. She moved to join Faversham. There's adoctor on that ship that docked this
morning,’ she offered. ‘A young man, but he might be able to help.’

"The whaler? Faversham had forgotten about that recent arrival. It was rare to get the
whaersin here. They generdly made for the larger ports, but the captain of this one had
business with Breckinridge at the factory, and the ship was stopping over for acouple of
days. 'Do you think you could ask the gentleman to step down here, Jen?

She nodded and faded into the night. In afew moments, Faversham was done with the
body. He gave it another quick glance, then looked away. Poor old Ben must have died
swiftly, but it had been a gruesome deeth. Moving to a pile of supplies, Faversham
dragged out an old tarpaulin. He settled it over the corpse, which made him fed alittle
better. Then he gathered his courage and sat on a bollard to await the first of the arrivals.

Doctor Doyle shuffled through his notes in the small cabin he had been assgned as ship's
surgeon to the Hope. The vessdl was a stout three-master that had weathered a severt
month stay in the Arctic Circle well. The holds were filled with sed skins, whale bones
and vats of ail, and the crew was anxious to return to their home port of Peterhead as
s00n as possble. Asde from wishing to see his family again, Doyle was interested in the
money that this voyage would bring him. His share of the profits was a handsome three
shillings aton of the ail money.

Thankfully there had been little call for his services during the voyage. Hed spent
condderable time aiding in the hunting of sed and whale, in fact. The captain, John Gray,
had even offered him a double berth for the next voyage as both surgeon and harpooner.
Flattered - and tempted by the money he could make - Doyle had nonethel ess turned
down the offer. He was longing to get hisfeet back on solid land for awhile. He had been
hoping to be back in Edinburgh by now, but Captain Gray had made an unexpected and
unannounced detour to this smal Devonshire fishing village insteed. The only reason he
had given for the lengthy detour was 'business. While Gray was afair and able captain,
he was not inclined to explain his actions.



So, faced with afew extradays on the ship and with little to occupy histime, Doyle
worked on the notes he had taken during the voyage. He was trying to work out some
way to turn them into a story, but the threeds of plotting euded him. Chamber's Journal
had bought and printed his fledgling attempt at fiction the previous year, and he was
rather proud of 'The Mystery Of SassassaVdley'. It had taken him agood ded of work,
but had fetched him the sum of three guiness. Theidea of following thistae with others
gppealed to Doyle, but it was amatter of finding the right storylines. Mysteries were
aways sought after, and -

There came arap at the cabin door. With asigh, Doyle replaced his journd. 'Yes? he
cdled. It wastypica that after an uneventful voyage his services should be required
while the ship was calmly docked.

'Doctor? came the voice of Jack Lamb. The wiry little fellow was the ship's seward, and
astaunch supporter of Doyl€e's skills with both medicinal and boxing dispensations. They
had sparred any number of times together these past few months. 'There's awoman from
the village to see you. Clamsit's very urgent.’

"Thank you, Jack.' Doyle rose to his feet and picked up his medicd bag. Bodham had its
own medicd practitioner, but Doyle supposed that the man was unavailable for some
reason. Oh wdll, perhaps hed earn himsdlf afee while he was here. More likely, though,
he'd end up with an unpaid hill. Still, if there was aneed for his services he could hardly
turn down the call.

He went up onto the deck, where a young woman, atractive in arustic sort of way, stood
waiting for him. The way that she stood on the gently swaying deck confirmed that she
was no sailor. 'I'm Ship's Surgeon Doyle," he informed the woman. 'l take it you are not
the patient?

'I'm Jen Walker,' the woman replied, the Devonshire burr prominent in her voice. ‘And
there's no patient, Doctor.'

Doyle frowned. Then what is the meaning of this cal?

'It'sadead man, g, shereplied. Theloca constable would appreciateit if you'd have a
look-see at the body.'

'Ah.' Doyle began to understand. 'Drowned, has he?

'l doubt it." The woman gave him adour look. 'He were on his boat when the men found it
drifting.’

'Hmm." That sounded more promising. Perhaps asmall autopsy fee ... 'Well, lead on,
miss." Jen Waker nodded, and started down the gangplank. Clutching his bag, Doyle
followed dong.



Sarah had been walking for dmost twenty minutes now, following the Doctor as best she
could. He had long legs and seemed never to tire. Hands thrust deep into his pockets, he
amply strode aong. She, on the other hand, was feding the effects of this night tramp.
'Oi!" she called. 'Can we take a breather?

The Doctor halted. 'Five minutes," he agreed, without |ooking around.

Collapsing onto a convenient rock, Sarah didnt much care that the cold stone numbed her
behind. It felt so good to get the weight off her feet. 'What adismd place,’ she
complained.

'Dartmoor,’ the Doctor answered. 'It's not hard to see why it's reputed to be haunted, isit?
He stared al around.

"It doesn't need any legends,” Sarah commented. There redly is something running
around out here, and it certainly wasn't any ghost." She shuddered at the memory of the
monstrous beast. ‘Do you have any idea what that thing was?

'l dways have idesas,' he replied enigmaticaly. 'What do you think it was?

'| asked firdt,” Sarah objected. Then she shrugged. 'Off hand, I'd say it was some
prehistoric ancestor of arottweiler or something.’

The Doctor shook his head. 'No dog on Earth has ever looked like that,” he told her. 'It's
very, very wrong. And there were definite Sgns of intelligence.’

'What? Sarah stared at him in astonishment. 'Look; | like dogs as much as the next
person, but | wouldn't cal them intelligent. Personable, yes. Clever, maybe. But that's
about it.'

"That was no dog, Sarah,' he said softly. 'l examined the pawprint, remember? The foot
dructure was al wrong. And it had a semi-opposable thumb.’

‘Come again?

It was dmost able to useits paw as a hand.’ The Doctor shook his head. "'We must be
somewhere around the turn of the twentieth century, but that creature was more like a dog
from twenty million yearsin the future'

Cold swesat garted to trickle down Sarah's spine. 'Y ou mean that it's from the future
somehow?

'No, I dont think so." The Doctor frowned. The TARDIS may be atrifle grouchy, but the
old girl would have detected a tempord disturbance of that order.’



"Then would you kindly explain what you mean? snapped Sarah.

He wrinkled his nose as he stared out into the darkness. 'It's as if something has somehow
accelerated that poor creature's evolutionary trends,” he replied. "That paw isal wrong.'

"That dog isdl wrong, Sarah retorted.

'Y es' agreed the Doctor thoughtfully. That dog is definitely al wrong.' He gave her a
gmile. 'Come on, time to get going again.’

'Do we have to? complained Sarah. 'My feet are killing me.'

His eyestwinkled. Y ou want to stay out here on the moor with that cresture? Besides,
I'U wager that Sir Edward has awell-stocked cellar. A nip of Madeirawould hit the spot
right now, wouldn' it?

"You taked meinto it." Sarah dowly clambered to her feet. 'Let's get on with it, then.'

Doyle hurried dong the wharf to the lonely poal of light cast by severd fitfully burning
storm lanterns. The loca congtable, adightly rotund man in hisforties, sat hunched on a
bollard, guarding what appeared to be a pile of tarpaulin. It was obvioudy where the
victim lay. Doyle felt asurge of dmost excitement, and then atwinge of guilt. Thiswas

at least out of the ordinary, but it was a shame that a man had to perish to breek the day's
monotony. As he approached, the constable glanced up, then dowly rose to hisfeet.

'Ship's Surgeon Doyle,' the doctor introduced himsdif. ‘I understand you have need of my
services!

‘That we do," agreed the policeman. 'I'm Faversham.' He nodded &t the bundle on the
planks. 'Old Ben Tolliver was killed tonight."

Killed? Then thiswas no smple accident, or some unfortunate old man whose heart had
picked an inopportune time to stop working. The excitement began to rise within Doyle
again. A murder, with him helping out the police! Thiswould be something to remember
for future stories. A doctor who helped to solve crimes... it had possibilities. 'So you're
talking murder, then? he asked.

'Maybe,' the constable agreed guardedly. That'swhat | want a professond opinion on.'
He reached down to remove one comer of the tarpaulin, then hated. 'It's not a pretty
sght,’ he warned.

‘Neither iswatching a man dragged to his maker by adying whae,' Doyle replied. 'But
I've seen that.'



Faversham nodded, then drew back the covering.

Doyle had to fight the urge to throw up his meagre supper onto the dock. Judging by the
amell, others had faled at this task. It was no easy thing for Doyle to retain control of his
stomach. He'd seen bodies dissected as part of his anatomy classes, but nothing to match
this. The dead man was missing mogt of his head and one arm. God aone knew what se
the rubber sheet prevented him from seeing.

'What could have done this? he gasped.

'l was haoping you could tell me, Doctor,' the policeman answered drily. That'swhy
you're here!'

Doyle nodded, then stopped the motion, afraid it would make him sick. ‘It gppearsto
have been some violent action,’ he said. Trying to wipe from his gppaled mind the fact
that this had been a human being who lived and loved and laughed just hours earlier,
Doyle bent dowly to study the mangled corpse. Once his nausea was under control, his
curiogty came to the fore. Thisis most unusud,’ he findly announced.

'Aye,' agreed Faversham, with sardonic humour. 'It's the first body I've come across that's
missng its face. But can you tel me anything of help?

‘Severd things, | think," Doyle told him. One of his professors at Edinburgh, Joseph Bell,
had astounded people by his inferences and deductions based on smdll facts. Doyle knew
he couldn't emulate the master fully. but he could do so in some smal measure. 'Firs,
obvioudy, the man died recendy - within the past three or four hours, | think.'

"That's most likely true, agreed the congtable, 'seeing as how | had adrink with Ben
mysdf |ate this afternoon.’

'His deeth was clearly caused by the facid wound,' Doyle plunged ahead. 'If it had been
inflicted after the man was dead by some sort of means, there would have been less
bleeding. And it was performed by some anima with rather large and incredibly strong
teeth.' He gestured at what remained of the sphenoida and fronta bones. 'Y ou can see the
scoring of the bones where the teeth clamped together.’

The constable frowned. Y ou mean he was attacked by a shark or something?

'Not ashark,’ Doyle said firmly. 'For one thing, no shark's teeth I've ever seen or read
about could score the bones in that way. And sharks attack limbs, not the head. Besides
which, he would have had to have been in the water to have attracted a shark’s attention.
Thereis no sgn of dampness on the clothes, and | perceive a pouch of tobacco in his
pocket which appearsto be gill very dry. Therefore whatever attacked this benighted soul
was on the boat and not in the water.'

Faversham shook his head in puzzlement. 'Well, it certainly beats me, sir.’



Doyle nodded. Thiswas amogt intriguing mystery indeed! ‘I could tdll you more if there
were some well-lit place to perform an autopsy,’ he offered. "Would that be possible, do

you suppose?

'l reckon," the policeman agreed. 'l could spesk with the landlord of the Pig and Thistle.
He has an old stable that might be of use.' He glanced down at the body again. 'Would
you mind staying here, Sir? | can't leave poor Ben unattended.’

'Oh, | understand perfectly,’ Doyle replied. 'I'd be happy to stay and await your return.’
There was no way anyone could drag him away from here at the moment: this was far too
intriguing to pass up. He reached down to cover the face of the body, though. It was one
thing to wait here, but quite another to stare at that sight alone as he did so.

‘Thank you, sr,' Faversham said. 'l don't know what thisworld is coming to. This used to
be such aquiet little town." He shook his head sadly. 'I've aready had to send to London
about the missing children. 1'd hate to have to write to them again. They might think I'm
not up to thiswork. Still, you don't need to hear about my troubles, do you, sir? He

managed asmall smile. 'I'll beasquick as| can. | promise!

‘Take your time,' Doyle answered airily. Then he sat on the bollard, and was lost in his
thoughts before Faversham had gone five steps.

A medica man helping the police to solve their crimes. Yes, it had distinct possibilities
for story-tdling.

'Bear up, Sarah,’ the Doctor sad, irritatingly cheerful. 'We're amost there now.’

'Y ou've been saying that for the past fifteen minutes,” Sarah objected.

"Then were at least fifteen minutes closer to our destination, aren't we? he rgjoined.
Sarah sghed. No matter how often he was proven wrong, the Doctor always managed to
end up thinking he was somehow right al aong. Before she could object to his latest load
of cheek, he held up awarning hand, Mindful that the mongter was il a large on the
moors somewhere, Sarah promptly stood till, peering into the darkness nervoudy. 'Isit
that monster back again? she whispered.

'Worse," the Doctor answered in his normal, velvet tones.

'Worse? Sarah tried to imagine what could possibly be worse than that giant hound. She
doubted her imagination was warped enough. Shivering, she stared fruitlesdy around.
'What?

‘Boys.'



'What? Sarah fdlt like punching him for scaring her further.

'Y oung boys,' the Doctor said, striding across to a bush that was barely more than a
shadow in the gloom. "Y ou know," he remarked pleasantly, ‘if you redlly want to hide,
you'l have to switch to aless pungent brand of tobacco.’

There was arustle of movement and three smallish shapes emerged from their hiding
place. One, tal and thin, turned to one of his companions. 'l told you that weed was

noxious, Gigger.'

'Lay off. Duns," histarget complained. 'I'll wager it was your socks he could smdll
anyway. Or McBees bad temper.'

Sarah sared at the three apparitions with some surprise. It was not quite so much their
unexpected gppearance from the night that astonished her, but that she knew who they
were. Thetdl, gloomy looking lad was L. C. Dungerville; the smdler, darker youth was
George geresford. And asfor Gigger . . .

He was a strange-1ooking boy, of that there was little doubt. On the stout side and shorter

than his friends, he wore sted-nmmed glasses with pebble lenses - his nickname came
from these, derived from 'Giglamps - and there was the faint but unmistakable trace of a

moustache on his upper lip. He possessed penetrating blue eyes and a strong, blunt
manner.

Sarah punched the Doctor on the arm. 'Y ou're a decade early,’ she complained. 'He's il
a schoolboy.’

'I may only be fifteen,” Gigger said with as much dignity as he could mugter in the
circumstances, 'but I'm aman.'

'Ah," said the Doctor, with understanding. He held out a hand. 'Rudyard Kipling, |
presume.’

Kipling took his hand and shook it serioudy. 'Do | know you, Sir? he asked.

‘No," the Doctor replied. ‘But we know of you. My friend here wanted to meet you. This
is Sarah Jane Smith, and I'm the Doctor.'

Turning to Sarah, Kipling took her hand and bowed over it, planting a kiss. 'Enchanted.’
'Don't hog her, Gigger,' Beresford complained. 'L et us have a go, too, you beast.’
'Quit your jawing, McBee,' Kipling snapped. 'She came to meet me, remember.'

Sarah was not at al sure she wanted three overly active fifteen-year-old boys fighting for
her attention. Trust the Doctor to misstheir target by severa continents and a decade!



Stll, he had managed to get to the right planet, &t least. 'Okay, enough,’ she announced,
pulling her hand free of Kipling's surprisingly strong grip. ‘What are you doing on the
moors a night? Shouldn't you be in school ?

Dungerville snorted. 'There? They don't much care where we go, aslong as we're back
for morning prayers.’

'Don't you know that the moors are dangerous at night? Sarah asked.
'We scoff at danger,’ Beresford replied airily.

'How remarkably foolish,' the Doctor muttered. He glared at the boys. 'Didn't you hear
the hound out hunting?

"That thing? Kipling shrugged. 'It's often out. It doesn't hurt anyone. Just animals.’
'Y ou've seen it, then? asked Sarah.

'Not as such, no," Kipling admitted. "We've heard it and found its tracks, though.'
'But were not afraid of it," Beresford added quickly.

'Y ou should be," the Doctor snapped. 'Three heads, and not a brain between you. What
possessed you to come out here?

Kipling scowled, obvioudy not keen on being lectured. "We were looking for Anders. He
went missing a couple of weeks back, and there's been a frightful stink about the whole

thing.'

It was Gigger'sidea,’ Beresford explained. "He thought we might find some cluesthe
local policeman missed.

'At night? Sarah asked increduloudy. 'What do you think you'l find a night?
‘A pretty woman, for one thing,’ Kipling answered.

'Suck-up,’ the Doctor muttered. In alouder voice, he added, 'And to get a chanceto
smokein peace, en?

"That too, agreed Dungterville, not at al embarrassed. Two birds with one stone and dl
that rot.'

'Speaking of rot," Sarah said, ‘don't you know smok-ing's bad for you?

Kipling stared at her in amusement. ‘Now that's rot. Smoking is an art-form. And it
makes aman out of you.'



The Doctor shook his head. "Y ou're a century too early,’ he informed Sarah.

Staring at the Doctor, Kipling announced, 'Y ou're an odd fellow.’

'And you're an impudent wretch,’ the Doctor replied, grinning. 'Does that make us even?
'What are you adoctor of ? asked Kipling.

"Thisand that. That and this. Mostly that. The Doctor grinned again. 'Why don't you go
back to schoal tonight? Y oull have much better luck if you search for cluesin the
morning.’

Kipling shrugged. 'l suppose we could do that, he agreed.

'‘Besides, added Beresford, ‘we've smoked al we brought with us.'

‘That's the spirit," the Doctor approved. 'By the by, where isthisloca constable located?

'‘Bodham,’ Kipling said. 'Y ou do know wherethat is, | takeit?

Sarah scowled at him. The youngster was definitely on the cheeky side. 'l imagine we can
find it if wewant,’ she replied.

'‘Anyway, Dungterville asked, ‘what are you two doing on the moors at night?

Kipling poked him in theribs. 'Don't be so naive, Duns,’ he said in severe tones. 'What
else would they be doing out here done?

Sarah fet hersdf blushing. 'Y ou've got smutty minds," she informed him.
'And smutty bodies, too,' Beresford piped up.

‘At the moment,' the Doctor interrupted them, ‘we're heading for Fulbright Hall. It's just
ahead, | take it?

'About aten-minute walk,' agreed Kipling, not bothering to hide his grin. 'Got logt in the
night, eh?

‘Maybe we should show Miss Smith the way next time," added Beresford, snickering.

Sarah had dmost forgotten how obnoxious teenage boys could be - even if one of them
was to become one of England's greatest writers. 'Grow up,’ she advised them.

'Show us how," suggested Dungterville, which reduced dl three of them to afit of giggles.



'If you want to live to grow up, Sarah said firmly, 'you'll knock it off right now. And
you'll go back to Westward Ho! Now moveit.'

Kipling threw her a mocking saute, and the three boys faded back into the night. Sarah
could Hill hear them giggling as they moved away. She glowered a the Doctor. Y ou
were alot of help.’

'Y ou were doing fine,' he replied. ‘Anyway, the Hall's just aheed, like | told you. Come
adong.' He strode off into the night. Sarah rolled her eyes, but followed.

Sir Edward reined in his steed, holding up a hand to halt his companions. 'It's no use' he
announced. 'The beast has gone too far into the marshes. We can't possibly follow it
further on anight like this. We need torches, at the very lesdt. It's not safe in this gloom.’

Ross dapped hisfigt into the pam of the other hand. 'Damnation.’ Then he glanced across
at the leader. "Y ou're right, of course. Further pursuit would be pointless - and mogt likely
dangerous to boot. However, if youll permit me amoment? Without waiting for areply,
Ross dipped' down from his mount and examined the ground. "Abercrombie,’ he caled,
'bring me the dark lantern.’

'Fetch me this, fetch me that,” grumbled Abercrombie. Fishing under his clothes, he
pulled out a compact metdlic lantern and opened the lens. Striking a match, hellit the
wick insde, then dismounted and brought the light to his magter. Taking the lantern, Ross
examined the ground at the edge of the bog. He seemed absorbed by the task.

'What the devil are you up to? asked Fulbright afew moments later.

'Looking for prints,” Ross replied without getting up. 'There are numerous.'

'So? Fulbright couldn't restrain his impatience.

Ross clambered to hisfeet, blew out the light and handed the lantern back to
Abercrombie. 'So it proves that the beast we were chasing traverses this path often.
Animds, as I'm sure a keen sportsman such as yourself knows full well, tend to keep to

the same paths. | suspect that we've discovered one of our quarry's hometrails.!

'Capitd!" exclaimed Bridewell. 'So dl we need do tomorrow isto return here and take up
the trail once again in the daylight.’

'Or smply await the mongter's emergence tomorrow evening,' Ross suggested. 'Either
way, we have it. Provided Sir Edward can return us to this spot." He glanced up &t his host
as he remounted.

'l canindeed,’ Fulbright replied.



'Splendid,’ said Ross. 'Then | suspect we shal be able to clear up at least one aspect of
this intriguing mystery before another day has passed. For the moment, however, | am
certain that a glass of your excdllent Jerez would be more than welcometo usdl, Sir
Edward.'

Fulbright nodded. Whatever ese this man was, he was neither afool nor did he lack
discrimination. The sherry was a particularly fine batch. "Then let us return to the Hall,!
he agreed.

The sght of lights suddenly gppearing from the darkness cheered Sarah up immensdly.
She had begun wondering if Fulbright Hall was some sort of mythical place, like
Brigadoon or Shangri-La, and it was comforting to have proof that something physica
existed a the end of their journey.

"The end is nigh,’ she muttered happily. ‘I wonder if | can get afootbath there?

'We're Sir Edward's guests,' the Doctor pointed out. ‘I should imagine you can get
whatever you want.'

'l don't recall him using the word "guests’, Sarah objected. 'In fact | got the impression
that we were to be held to account.’

‘Semantics,’ the Doctor replied dismissvely. 'I'm sure he meant usto think of ourselves as
guests. Hello!' He grinned again. 'Do you hear what | hear?

Sarah ligtened carefully. She could just make out the strains of violins. 'Musc?
‘Right." Histeeth flashed. 'l do so love a party, don't you? Fancy a dance?

'After thisdog? Sarah snorted. 'Besides, | don't imagine they know the twist or anything
elsel cando.

'We are abit before the Bestles,' the Doctor agreed 'Pity.

They had cometo apair of wrought-iron gates that sood some fifteen feet high. Lanterns
blazed on either Sde of the gates, showing tal walls stretching off into the night. The
gates had been flung open, and the gravel driveway showed evidence of the passage of a
number of carriages. Without hesitation the Doctor marched dong the lawvn on the sde of
the drive. Sarah followed his lead, dodging around patches of flowers and shrubs. Their
way was illuminated by lanterns on small pedestals that stretched up to the main doors of
the Hall. To reach these doors, they had to ascend aflight of wide steps. The Doctor
rapped on the door, and then bent to examine the knocker.



'Fine workmanship,” he observed. 'Sir Edward's family obvioudy has taste.' The door
opened, and he was staring at the midriff of aportly butler. 'Hello, I'm the Doctor and this
isMiss Smith.'

'Quite, Sr,’ agreed the functionary. His face was absolutely impassive. ‘And you are here
for the affair?

‘Naturdly," agreed the Doctor, giving Sarah abig wink. Sarah smply grimaced and
followed him indde.

The hdlway showed taste and money in about equa amounts. Sarah's knowledge of art
was spotty at best, but she was fairly sure that the portraits of various personages on the
walls included a Gainsborough and a Holbein. Suits of armour stood guard at the base of
the main gairs, and guests and servants circulated about the pedestals which held vases
and busts.

A lovely young woman broke through the throng, her pretty face flushed and eager.
'Roger? Papa? she began. Then, seeing the two arrivas, her face fell. 'Oh. Y our pardon. |
had hoped - '

'Quite,' agreed the Doctor amiably. "'Papa’, | takeit, is Sir Edward?

'Y es," the young lady replied. She offered her gloved hand, which the Doctor solemnly
touched to hislips. 'I'm Alice Fulbright.'

‘Charmed,’ the Doctor assured her. ‘I am the Doctor, and thisis Sarah Jane Smith. Say
hello, Sarah.'

'Hello,' said Sarah obediently. 'We did meet your father and three other people out on the
moors.’

'Werethey dl right? asked Alice, concern in her voice.

"They were when we left them," Sarah answered. She decided againgt mentioning the
beast they had been pursuing, afraid the young woman might faint or something. "Y our
father suggested that we meet him here when he returned.’

'Oh. How rude of me." Alice blushed at her lack of manners. "'Would you care for aglass
of something?

'A glass of anything,” Sarah admitted. 'My throat's parched.’

'Of course.” Alice led them into the main hal. This was gill quite active, despite the
lateness of the hour. It had to be at least one in the morning, Sarah judged. but the ball
wasin full swing. Shefdt alittle under-dressed amid dl the military uniforms, dress
uniforms and begewelled dresses. The Doctor, naturaly, seemed to fed he was perfectly



attired, despite his ratty appearance. He managed to snaffle two glasses of champagne
from a passing waiter and handed one to Sarah.

It was, of course, fird class. Sarah had to fight the urge to down it in asingle gulp. It felt
good to get something to soothe her throat at last.

'l don't know if you know anyone,” Alice said.
'l know alot of people,’ the Doctor admitted, ‘though | doubt any of them are here!’

Alice amiled. 'I'm sure you do. Doctor. Y ou have the air of a man of the world. Do you
travel much?

"Y ou wouldn't believe how much," Sarah assured her ‘It's our first timein Devon, though.'
'At least this century,’ agreed the Doctor.

Alice laughed, ddighted at what she clearly thought was politely slly conversation.

'‘Come dong, then," she said. 'I'll introduce you around.” She took them to the closest knot
of people. Thisis Sir Alexander Cromwell, Lady Bumwell and Captain Kevin Parker,’
she announced. To thetrio, she explained, Thisis the Doctor and Miss Sarah Jane Smith.

‘Charmed, replied Parker, atal, neatly bearded military man. He kissed Sarah's hand. 'A
pretty lady dways lightens up the room." Sarah curtsied, smiling at the compliment.

'Doctor? asked Sir Alexander. 'Of what field of studies?

'All that I've found,' the Doctor replied modestly. 'l dabble alot.’
'Are you interested in astronomy, by any chance?

'By every chance, agreed the Doctor. ‘It's a specid study of mine.!”

'Capitd!" exclamed Sir Alexander. 'Mine aso. I've my own telescope set up at home, you
know. I've been cataloguing nebulae.’

'Redlly? The Doctor gave him an engaging grin. 'Perhaps | could have a peek sometime?
I've dways been awfully fond of a good nebula mysdlf

There was adight motion in the surrounding crowd, and one of the liveried footmen
approached. 'Begging pardon, sir," he said to Sir Alexander, 'but there's aman from the
village come to see you. Saysit's very important.’ The servant lowered hisvoice. There's
been a death.

'A death? Alice gasped. She went pale. 'Isit. . . 7 She couldn't finish the sentence.



'One of the villagers, my lady, the footman assured her. 'No one important.’
"Thank goodness for smal mercies,’ said Sarah sarcagticdly. ‘It'sjust avillager.'
The footman flushed and looked away.

'l suppose I'd better speak with the man,” Sir Alexander gpologized to the group. 'If youll
excuse me?

‘Allow me to accompany you. Sir Alexander,’ the Doctor said quickly. 'Perhaps | may be
of somesmdl help.

"Thank you.' Sir Alexander moved across the room, the Doctor in his wake.

Sarah eyed her empty glass and sghed. Sheld have liked another, but she couldn't let the
Doctor out other sght. 'Oi," she said to the footman. When he looked at her, she stuck the
glassin hishand. Thanks." Then she made off dfter the Doctor.

Sir Alexander stopped at the front door, where a one-armed man was hovering nervoudly,
clearly out of his depth a this posh function. ‘What isit, my man?

'My name's Brackley, sir," the man replied, tugging a hisforelock. Sarah had never seen
anyone do that before. ‘Constable Faversham sent meto tell you that there's been a death
inthevillage. Old Ben Talliver.'

Tolliver? Sir Alexander thought for amoment. 'lsn't he that old fisherman whose wife
died severa years ago?

"The same, gir,’ Brackley agreed. 'We found his boat adrift earlier tonight, and him dead
on the deck.’

'Natural causes? asked the Doctor.
Brackley snorted. 'Not unless you count having hdf his heed missing as naturd, sr.'

'| see,’ Sir Alexander said. 'Very well, tel Faversham | shdl be with him firgt thing in the
morning.

'Aye, Sr.' Brackley tugged his fordock again. 'Will you tell Doctor Martinson as well,
please, as helll be needed, too.' He then dipped out of the front door. Sir Alexander
sghed and pulled out alarge gold pocket watch.

'I suppose | had better retire now,' he said. 'l will have to rise early. One of the drawbacks
of being the local Justice of the Peace, I'm afraid. | have to sit on the Coroner's Court for
every death. And I'll bresk the newsto Doctor Martinson as well. Hell have to examine

the body for the report.’



'Perhaps | could come along? offered the Doctor. ‘| may be of some use.’
"That's awfully decent of you," Sir Alexander said. 'Eight sharp, then?

'Absolutdly.’ The Doctor watched him leave and then turned to Sarah, his eyes sparkling
with excitement. 'Isnt thisintriguing?

'Oh, yes,' gushed Sarah sarcadticdlly. 'I've spent the evening being attacked by a mutant
chihuahua with an atitude and | get to spend tomorrow looking at mutilated corpses. It's
the perfect holiday, isnt it?

'Sarah, Sarah," the Doctor chided her. 'Where's your sense of adventure?

'l think it's fill out there on the moors. That monster scared it out of me." She scowled.
'Let me guess: you think this deasth might be connected to that thing we encountered?

He gave her abig smile. 'It would have to be arather large coincidence otherwise,
wouldn't it?

Sarah sighed. She knew when she was beaten. Y ou think we could get aroom for the
night here? she asked. 'If there's more walking to be done, I've got to rest my feet.'

‘Let'sask Alice," the Doctor suggested. 'She seemsto be akindly soul. I'm sure shelll take
pity on your feet.'

'I'm glad somebody will," muttered Sarah. Following the Doctor around seemed to be a
habit sheld acquired and she dutifully wandered along, ignoring her protesting

metatarsals. She snagged a sandwich, adice of megat pie and another drink as they moved
about the main hal, looking for their hostess. The food and drink helped to mellow
Sarah's mood alittle, but she was till in desperate need of arest and was gtarting to
sugpect that the party would never wind down. It was like something from Dante's
Inferno, where the giddy socidites might be doomed to spend eternity in one long round
of dull socid soirees. That would be hell, al right.

Findly, though, they ssumbled across Alice again. Naturdly, before Sarah could ask
about a bed for the night, there was another commoation at the door. Thistimeit heraded
the return of the hunting party. Sir Edward strode into the room, followed by Ross,
Bridewe | and Abercrombie.

'How was the hunt. Sir Edward? cadled Captain Parker cheerily.

'‘Damned pointless,’ the host growled. 'l think it's high time we wound this blessed
evening down, don't you?

Alice had run across the room to hug her fiance, and to smile happily at her father. 'Of
course, Papa,' she agreed 'I'm so happy that you're all safe.’



'Safe? her father barked. 'Of course we're safe. It was just awild goose chase, when dll is
said and done!'

‘Hardly that, Sr Edward,’ Ross put in mildly. 'We've tracked the creature dmogt to its
lair, and tomorrow we can finish it off.'

'What? exclaimed the Doctor, catgpulting out of the chair where hed thrown himsdlf.
"You'll do no such thing!'

Sir Edward appeared taken aback, and then he turned crimson. "Y ou again!" he thundered.
'What are you doing here?

'Y ou told us to meet you here,' the Doctor replied. 'So here we are.’

Their host glared a him again. 'l do not appreciate your questioning my decisons
continualy, he said.

"Then stop making them without thinking,' suggested the Doctor blithdly. 'This creature
you're hunting is not some monster to be daughtered, you know, and you're not Saint
George spearing adragon.’

'How dare you, sir? thundered Sir Edward.

'It's about time someone told you the truth,’ the Doctor snapped. 'l don't suppose you get a
lot of that around here.’

Sir Edward was clearly not appreciating the Doctor's candour. That mongter is
daughtering ponies and other wildlife in this area,’ he said, struggling to keep his temper.
‘It isamenace and must bekilled.'

'It'sjust hunting for food,' the Doctor countered. Y ou should attempt to captureit and
sudy it. Theré's something unnatura about it.’

'Y ou may study it as much as you wish," Sir Edward countered, 'after 1've made good and
certain that the beast is dead.’ He poked afinger in the Doctor's face. 'The trouble with
you scientific typesis that you're too keen on studying from the ivory towers of your
univergties, and loath to get to grips with the red world.'

'And youre atypica military man, retorted the Doctor. 'Anything you don't comprehend
must be killed first and studied |ater.

'Papa,’ Alice broke in, attempting to sooth his ruffled fedings, ‘the Doctor and Miss
Smith are our guests. They're going to help Sir Alexander in the morning. Try to bea
little kinder.'

'Sr Alexander? her father asked. "Whatever does he want their help with?



‘There's been a death in the village,' the Doctor explained.
'Redlly? asked Ross, his curiogity clearly piqued. 'An unnatural one, | takeit?
'Very, agreed the Doctor. He grinned. 'An eventful night, wouldn't you say?

'Definitely,’ Ross agreed. He gave athin smile. '‘And in such a pleasant, isolated
community, too.'

'Odd, isn't it? The Doctor returned the smile. ‘And why are you here? Not alocd, are
you?

'No more than you are. Doctor,’ Ross replied. He made no effort to answer the other
guestion, however.

Sarah frowned. There were obvioudy undercurrents at work here. She caught the black
look that Sir Edward darted in Rosss direction. Obvioudy the host wasn't too much at
ease with the guest. 'Look," she brokein, 'it's late, and were dl tired. My feet are killing
me. Can't we cdl it anight and start arguing again in the morning?

'Miss Smith isright. Papa,’ Alice said. 'We're dl tired.' She smiled and rested her hand on
hisarm. 'And you are getting alittle grouchy.’

For amoment it seemed asif Sir Edward was about to throw another tantrum. Then he
patted his daughter's hand fondly. "Y ou're quite right, Alice. It istimeto retire. Tomorrow
islikely to be abusy day for usdl.' He glared at the Doctor. ‘Do you and your friend
have anywhere to say the night? he growled. 'Courtesy forces me to offer you aroom.'

'And forces me to accept,’ the Doctor answered lightly. "Thank you.'

Alicetook Sarahsarm. "Y ou shall have the room adjoining mine,' she said. 'I'll show you
the way and loan you afew necessities!’

"Thanks, Sarah gave her awarm amile. It wasimpossible not to like the young woman.
Anyone less like her aggressve, cantankerous father was difficult to imagine. Sarah
nodded to the group. ‘Good night.'

Alice gave her father a peck on the cheek, and another to her fiance. ‘Good night." Then
she led Sarah up the marble stairs. "Y ou must forgive my father,’ she said softly. 'He has a
lot of responghilities!

'l understand,’ Sarah told her. "And you'll have to excuse my friend. He sometimes gets a
little carried away with hisidess.’

Alice smiled. 'It sounds like we both have alot of practice being tolerant,’ she said. 'I'm
glad to have met you, Miss Smith.’



'Sarah,’ Sarah told her. 'Y ou make me sound like a schoolteacher.!
'Sarah,’ agreed Alice. She smiled. ‘I hope we can be friends.”

"That would be nice" Sarah couldn't help liking the young woman. She was very open and
friendly. She only hoped that the Doctor and her father could resolve their differences. It
would make things so much easier. She knew from experience, however, how little
chance there was of that occurring.

Helay in hislar, panting from exertion and licking his sore paws. His Sdes heaved and
his head rang. It had been a hard chase, and he had been hunted as though he were some
mongter. But he wasn't! He couldn't help what he had become!

And he'd been forced to abandon his prey before he had done little more than tagte it. His
somach cried out for food, but he didn't dare leave hislair again tonight. The men might
gtill be waiting for him, with their guns. He didn't want to die, even if hisfate was
repugnant to him. He hated being the monster he had become, but he feared death more.

Why couldn't they just leave him done? He didn't want to hurt anyone, even though he
knew it would be easy to use his powerful jaws on a person. It would take less effort to
kill aman than a pony. Men couldn't run asfar or asfad.

But he couldn't kill! He had been human once. But not any more. Men treated him like he
was amongter, hunting him, hounding him, never dlowing him peace. Well, if that was
what they wanted to make of him, maybe he should become what they expected. Maybe
he should accept hisfate, and be the monster that he had been transformed into against
hiswill. He recdled the ook of revulson and terror on the face of that lady hed jumped
over. Hed been careful not to hurt her, and sheld still been terrified and repulsed by him.

Well, if that was al they saw in him, then maybe that was dl he should be.

He had to eat tomorrow. And if any hunter tried to stop him, then he would have no
choice.

He would have to kill.

Interlude 1
L ucy

She was growing used to her new world, and that scared her more than anything had so
far in her life. She was used to fear. And uncertainty. And abuse. And hunger. She wasn't
used to feding useful, and that was what was scaring her. Of course, there was plenty to
hate in this new world. The work, for one thing. The Guards forced everyone to work,



even when the jobs didn't make sense, and sometimes even when they were obvioudy
pointless. Lucy redlized that it wasn't the work that mattered, just that they were all
forced to do it. It showed Lucy and the othersthat their place in this new world was one
of daves.

That Lucy could understand. Her life before this had been bad enough. Thiswas hardly
much worsg, if you didn't count the Change.

Of course, how could you not count the Change? That was what had brought them here,
to this new world of theirs. It was different from the old world physicaly, but not much
else had dtered. She was till an orphan, till unprotected, sill forced to live on the edge
of death congtantly. But now she had responsbilities too. The Guards had made that
much clear. Sheld been thefirgt, and she was the oldest here. It was her duty to teach the
newcomers, to help them to adjust to the Change. To stop them killing themselvesin
despair. And to see that they worked. If they didn't work, the Guards would rough them
up. And if they caused too many problems, like Tim had done, then the Guards killed.

And they forced the others to watch.

Lucy il had nightmares, dill hearing Tim's screams, seeing the blood fountaining from

his body as the Guards tore him gpart. That had been horrifying, but what was worse was
that the Guards had enjoyed it. They had been longing for someone else to give them the
excuseto kill again. So far, Lucy had made certain that it had never occurred.

The day's work was done, and the Guards prodded them al back into the dormitory for
the night. They had dl eaten - and there had been many daysin her old life when Lucy
had gone to bed feding hunger edting at her ingdes. At least herethey dl ate, even if it
was a monotonous diet. Her muscles ached from working, but she fdt fairly good
otherwise. It was nice to go to bed with afull ssomach.

'‘Come dong, everyone,' she called to the younger ones. 'It's time for bed now.'

Tell usa gory, begged Vicki. She was one of the youngest here, only about eight. There
were twenty of them now since Joshua had arrived two days ago. He il hurt from the
Change, Lucy knew. And he was having troubles adjusting to this new life.

'Yes,' Joshua agreed. 'Tell usastory.’

Lucy hestated. It would help him and the othersif she could take their minds off ther
dates. ‘| don't know any," she confessed miserably. I never learned to read, and my folks
died when | was too young to be told any.'

"Y ou know one story,' Vicki objected. 'Y ou know your own.’

Lucy smiled. '‘But you've heard that one dozens of times aready,’ she objected. 'Y ou must
know it by heart.'



‘Joshua doesnt,’ Lizzy pointed out. 'He's new. Hed like to hear it. You tdl it so well.'
'Y es,' agreed Joshua eagerly. ‘| want to heer it.'

Lucy shook her head and laughed, a clear, tinkling laugh of pure happiness. 'Oh, very
well,' she agreed. Asthey gathered around her, she looked out at their expectant faces.
'Wdll, every good story starts with "Once upon atime. .. "'

Once upon atime, | lived in anightmare. | don't remember my parents at al. When |
grew up, | lived with an old man caled Cherry. He was gruff and sometimes mean, but
usudly only when he got drunk. He didn't have much money, so he couldn't get drunk too
often. When he did, | tried to hide away until he passed out. If | couldn't, he'd hit me, and
knock me around the little hut we lived in. He told me once that my father had been a
salor drowned at seg, and that my mother had died of gnef, leaving me an unwanted
orphan. He'd taken mein because held been related to my mother, and it was only out of
the kindness of his heart. | didn't know he had any kindness, because he never showed it
to me.

Assoon as | could walk, he took me out onto the beaches and rocks. There he showed me
how to scavenge for things brought in by the tide. Pieces of wood, mostly. He had abig
knife that he used to carve the wood into dl sorts of shapes. Some of them | knew, like
boats and things. Some of them I'd never seen: sedls, for example. He used to be a

whaler, he told me, and had often seen sedls. He had gone off on aship to aland of ice,
where night had never come. | laughed once when he told me this, thinking he was

making it up. That made him mad, and he hit me and swore it was dl true.

It was funny, redly. He didn't have much goodness inside of him, but he could redly
carve the wood into beautiful shapes. Then held take them into town once aweek or so
and sdll them. With the money held get good and drunk, so | soon learned to hide avay
until he got over it. He felt sorry for himself because he couldn't go back on the shipsand
off to hunt the whales and sedl's, you see. On hislast trip hisfoot had been hurt, and hed
lost it. Instead of ared foot, he had along piece of wood that held ssomp about on. It
made him dow, so | could dodge out of hisway if | was lucky.

It hurt him to move about on this wooden foot, so | soon found out that the redl reason
held taken me in had nothing to do with him taking pity on me, or me being ardétive of
his. I think he just lied about thet part. | was there to do dl the things he couldn't manage,
like getting the wood from the rocks for his carvings. Or getting food from town, if he
had any money left after hisdrinking. Usudly | had to stedl the food, or take it from the
farmers fields. That was scary, because some of the farmers would have killed me if
they'd caught me. | got to be pretty good at hiding, what with the farmers and old man
Cherry. But | wasn't good enough when it mattered.



Sometimes, if a ship was wrecked at sea, 1'd find other things on the rocks when the tide
washed them in. | found awhole box filled with egting things once. Not food, the stuff

you egt food with: knives and forks and spoons. Cherry was very pleased with that find
because the things were made out of slver, which he told me was worth alot of money.
He got redlly drunk three times after he sold those things. Once | found some books, but
they were all soggy and you couldn't read them because they'd been ruined by the water. |
didn't much care, since | can't reed anyway, but it might have been nice just to look at the
pictures. | found al sorts of stuff, and Cherry would sdll them and then get drunk.

| was about ten when he died, and everything changed.

That was dmost two years ago. Hed been getting worse and worse dl the time, with his
temper and everything. And | was growing up and getting stronger and different. He
darted to look a me dl funny, and sometimes ingtead of yelling and throwing things at

me, he'd make me come over to him and heldd touch me. It was horrible, and I'm not going
to tel you those hits because it would scare you and disgust you. He was a horrible old
man, and | hated him more and more every day that passed. Sometimes I'd go to bed at
night and pray that God would kill him. | wanted the sky to open up and a thunderbolt to
come down and bum Cherry up. In the end he did die, but it wasn't athunderbolt that
killed him. It was his own knife.

Hed had one of his good sdlling daysin town again, and had gone to get drunk. | knew
what that would mean when he got back. Hed either hit me or touch me, and | wasn't
about to stand for ether. | knew that when he went off drinking, it would be hours and
hours held be gone, until either the pubs would close, or they'd throw him out, or held run
out of money. Well, | knew he had lots of money because I'd found a box on the beach
that had sallor Suff init. Metd instruments that could see far away and things like that.
He'd sold them for alot of money, so he was bound to get good and drunk.

| made up my mind that when he came back, he wouldn't have me there for him any
more. | didn't have any things of my own, except for afew tattered old clothes held
bought me from timeto time, so | didn't need to pack much. And | had afew coins|'d
managed to find around, or steal when held been too drunk to notice. I'd planned all this
for along time, you see, till | got enough courageto try it.

Of course, despite al my planning, things went terribly wrong. | had expected Cherry to
spend the whole evening at the pub, but hed met two men there and they had started
talking. The men had persuaded him to buy drinks to bring home with him so they could
al get drunk together. So when | dipped out of the cabin door, instead of being ableto
escape in the night, | ran right into the three of them asthey arrived.

Cherry was dightly drunk, but he wasn't stupid. He could see what | was up to, and he
was furious, of course. If there had just been him | could have escaped, because he
couldn't move as quickly as| could with his wooden leg. But there was nothing wrong
with his companions. One of them, arat-faced man they caled Raintree, grabbed me
before | could run. The other man wastdl and dmogt al muscle, named Brogan. Y ou've



al met the two of them, since they brought us al here, but they had just begun their work
at this point, and were celebrating with Cherry. They were dl alittle drunk, and that
made them even nadtier than normal.

Raintree held metoo tightly for me to break free, with histhin arm around my throat. He
and Brogan encouraged Cherry as the old man ranted and raged about how ungrateful |
was, and how evil 1 was, and how terrible | wasto leave him donein hisold age to die.
Raintree kept dipping his dy little commentsin, working Cherry up. He wanted to see
me hurt. It wasn't that he didiked me any more than he didiked the rest of the world, but
he enjoyed seeing people hurt. Finaly Cherry drew that carving knife of his.

'I've carved many things with this' he told me, waving it drunkenly under my face. 'Y ou
won't be thefirgt person, either. And I'll be very artistic with it. I'll cut you so that you
won't die. You'l just wish you would. When people look a you from now on, they!ll
shudder at what they see. And they'll know better than to ever cross Cherry again.’

| knew he meant it, too. He was going to use his knife to give me dreadful pain, and then
to leave scars dl over me o I'd be hideous and repulsive. He knew | couldn't get away,
and Raintree and Brogan were laughing and crying doud to see me hurt. | wasterribly
afraid, because | knew hed make me suffer.

But Raintree was s0 intent on what was promising to be hisidea of sport that he wasn't as
careful as he should have been. Theterrible, choking grip he had on me loosened just
enough. | could take severa gasping breaths, and | knew | had only once chance. | bit his
am as hard as| could. He screamed and his grip fatered again. Spitting out hisvile
blood, | pulled mysdf free.

At that second. Cherry lunged a me with hisknife. | didn't have any choice but to dive
forward to try and escape him. Cherry collided with Raintree instead of cutting me, and
his knife diced Raintreg's hurt arm even more. | rolled out of the way, and staggered to
my feet. As| was about to flee, | looked back.

With aroar of pain and rage, Raintree lashed out at Cherry. Unsteady on his feet because
of the drink and his wooden leg, the old man fdll down. Raintree grabbed the carving
knife from Cherry's hands and plunged it down into the fallen man's somach. Cherry
gave a horrible scream, and twisted. He died dowly. | couldn't move, | was so terrified
and sickened.

Then | felt Brogan's huge hand grab my arm, and | was a captive again. | couldn't escape
his strong grip, and he dragged me back to where Raintree was getting back to his feet
and staring down a the screaming, dying old man. | was horrified, but | couldn't fed any
pity for Cherry. | was glad held finaly met the end he deserved. He couldn't beat me or
touch me ever again. But | was dlill in agreat dedl of trouble.

'Y ou've killed him," Brogan told his ratty friend. 'Now what do we do?



Raintree looked & me with hislittle, evil eyes. | knew that he wanted to kill me so there
wouldn't be any witnesses. But | was lucky, because greed was stronger in him than his
love for blood. "We get away from here,' he said. 'And she comes with us.’

Brogan stared a me. He wasn't very bright, and he didn't understand. 'Why don't | just
break her neck? he asked. 'That way, nobody will know anything.’

'Idiot,” Raintree said. 'We're being paid to get children for the doctor, aren't we? And isn't
she achild?

'Oh, | get it,’ Brogan said. 'Once she's been changed, she won't be able to tell anyone, will
she?

‘Right,’ agreed Raintree. '‘And if shedies. . . Then we didnt kill her, did we?

Asyou can imagine, | didn't have a clue about what they meant. All | knew was that
Cherry was rattling hisway to death, blood and stuff spilling out of his ssomach, and that
| was free of him. Raintree and Brogan had something in mind for me that was probably
horrible and scary, but | didn't much care right then. | was free of Cherry a lagt.

Lucy stopped her story and smiled at the younger ones about her. "That's enough for one
time,' shetold them.

There was a chorus of moans. 'Y ou can't stop now," complained Joshua. 'What happened
next?

Til tell you the rest after work tomorrow, promised Lucy. She ignored the complaints. 'If
we talk too long, the Guards get angry,’ she explained. 'So we'd better get our rest. Well
have alot of work to do tomorrow, you know. They aways make sure of that.'

With the odd grumble, the children began settling down for the night. Lucy checked on
them, making sure they were comfortable. She left Joshua for last. He smiled up at her.

"You're very brave, hetold her, admiringly.

'We dl are’ she answered. 'We have to be. Y ou're one of us, now. I'm sorry you were
chosen, but you are welcome as part of our family. We have to look after each other,
because nobody ese will ook out for us!

Joshua nodded and gripped her hand tightly. "Y ou'll be herefor us," he said. 'l trust you.'
'Good night,' she replied. Then she gently pulled her hand free. As he settled down, she

crossed to her own deeping area. She knew that the other children were drawing on her
grength to survive the Change with their minds intact. If only she was as certain that she



could hold up under the stress as they seemed to be. But she had to go on, despite
everything, for their sake. They needed her so much. She couldn't let them down.

3
Bodies

Though morning seemed to come too early, Sarah managed to rouse herself. The bed
sheld dept in was so comfortable that it was a struggle to get up, but shedd eventually won
the fight. She scrambled back into the clothes sheld worn the previous day, wishing shed
thought to bring along a change from the TARDIS. Of course, shed not expected the
events of the previous day. What sheld hoped for was a pleasant chat with Rudyard
Kipling on averandain India somewhere, and then back to the TARDIS.

She should have known better by now.

There was a pitcher and basin on the dressing table, both made from china decorated with
red flowers of some indeterminate species. She splashed water on her face, then used a
brush that Alice had loaned her to comb out her hair. It wasn't a very good toilet, but it
was the best she could do in this place. What shed give to be back in the TARDISS
bathroom!

There was a gentle rap on the door. When Sarah opened it, Alice was waiting outside. 'l
thought a little breakfast and a cup of tea might help you before your journey into town,’
she said. The breskfast room is being prepared, and I'll take you down.'

‘Bless you!" said Sarah happily. 'l could just murder a cup of tea.'

Alice laughed. 'Y ou have a strange way of spesking, Sarah.’

'I've got alot of strange ways,' Sarah answered, as they walked down the elegant corridor
together. That's what happens when you travel as much as| do, | suppose.’

It must be nice," Alice remarked wistfully. 'I've not been about much. When Roger and |
are married, though, he has promised me that we shall honeymoon in Paris’ Her eyes
sparkled. "That sounds quite exciting. Have you ever been to Paris?

'Lots of times," Sarah admitted. 'It's agreet place. I'm sureyou'll love it there.'

Alice sighed. 'Oh, how | envy you. Y ou seem to have done so much, and | o little.’

Sarah laughed. 'Y ou don't know the haf of it.’



It took a greet ded of effort, but Sir Edward Fulbnght managed to hold histemper in
check. It seemed as though his house wasfilled a the moment with guests that he elther
didiked or distrusted. In Ross's case, perhaps both. After dressing for breekfast, he
emerged from hisroom to amost run into another barely welcome guest.

'Good morning,' said the Doctor, politely doffing his hat. 'lI hope you dept well?
‘Tolerably," growled Fulbright.

The Doctor gave him awarm smile. ‘| suspect we got off on the wrong foot last night, Sir
Edward,' he said. 'I'm certain that we both want the same thing - the remova of the
creature that hunts on the moors at night. Our only difference isthat you wish to day it
and | wish to remove it for study. I'm sure we're both reasonable men; can't we come to
some sort of amicable arrangement here?

Fulbright grudgingly had to admit that the man had a point. "What do you suggest?

'Let me make one attempt to capture it,’ the Doctor offered. 'If that fails, then you can
have atry a killing it." He grinned. 'I'd let you have the first go, but your solutionisa
trifle more permanent than mine.’

Fulbright grunted. 'I'll consder it. Doctor,” he findly said. 'If you can come up with a
scheme that sounds likeit'll work, I'll go dong with it."

'More than fair,' the Doctor answered happily.

Perhaps hed migudged this fdlow, after dl. Fulbright had to concede that he hadn't been
in the best of tempers the previous evening, and the chappie seemed to be pretty
reasonable. ‘Do you think you can hep Sir Alexander with this mysterious deathin the
village? he asked.

'l can but try," the Doctor answered. 'I've some small acquaintance with matters of
mysery.'

'And," broke in Ross's voice, 'some contributions of your own to the cause of mystery.
Your last name, for ingtance.’

Fulbright's brightening mood instantly started to cloud over once again. He hadn't even
heard the man gpproaching. The Doctor istrying to help,” Fulbright pointed out. "Which
is more than you appear to be doing.'

Ross raised an eyebrow. 'l see. So my leading the hunt for that mongter last night was no
hep at dl?

'I'm till not convinced that you've told us al that you know about that apparition,’
Fulbright snapped. "Y ou have a secretive air about you.'



'And this Doctor doesn't? asked Ross, mockingly. He turned to the stranger. Y ou il
haven't told us your last name!’

'No," agreed the Doctor amiably. ‘I haven't. And why are you here?

‘Counter-attack, en? Ross appeared to be amused. 'Asaguest of Sir Edward's daughter
and future son-in-law.’

The Doctor shook his head dowly. 'Oh, no. That'snot it at al. Colond. Sir Edward is
perfectly correct - theré's something you know that you're not telling us!

Ross amiled. 'l see. And you, of course, have been perfectly candid with everyone?

The Doctor matched his amile. 'As much as | can be Do you intend to take part in this
autopsy today also?

'‘Goodness me, no!" Ross shook his head. 'It dl sounds very messy and quite disgusting. |
had thought that my man Abercrombie and | would take a stroll on the moors.

‘Bird-watching? asked Sir Edward acidly. "Y our man said he's no ornithologi<t.'

Ross didn't look at al embarrassed. 'l doubt he could pronounce the word. Actudly, | had
thought about collecting afew wild flowers. He bowed to them both. 'If you'll excuse
me?

Fulbright watched the man leave, scowling. ‘I don't trust him at dl, he admitted candidly.
There was something about the Doctor, though, that made him seem to be trustworthy.
And something about the way he dressed. Fulbright shuddered at the garish scarf and
slly clothing. ‘Do you intend to go along dressed like that? he asked.

The Doctor appeared bemused, as though held never considered anything ese. 'Why?
Too flashy, you think?

Fulbright snorted. 'Sir Alexander israther . . . traditionally minded, he commented. 'If
you wish to make a good impression, you'd dress more conservatively.'

The Doctor looked confused. 'I'm afraid dl of my luggage is stuck out on the moors right
now.'

‘Not a problem," Fulbright assured him. "Y ou're about my size. I'm sure | can loan you a
few itemsto tide you over.’

'Most generous,’ the Doctor replied. 'I'd be very grateful

‘Thisway, then.'



* * %

Sarah had polished off a plate of kippers and three cups of teawhen the footman
announced that the coach was ready. She felt much more prepared to face whatever the
day would bring, and the news that she wouldn't be walking into the village cheered her
even more. Saying goodbye to Alice, she followed the servant out of the large main
doors. In front of the steps stood a landau, with a coachman dready &t the reins. Beside
the carriage, chattering animatedly, stood the Doctor, Sir Edward and Sir Alexander.
Sarah couldn't help smiling at the Doctor's gppearance.

Hed put aside his normd attire for once, and actudly looked rather dashing. Hewore a
chequered cape coat and a deerstalker hat. Sarah dipped up beside him. 'Didn't you get a
pipe with that outfit? she joked.

It'sin my pocket,' the Doctor replied gravely. Thankfully it isn't lit.

'Ah, Miss Snith," said the magistrate, bowing over her hand. He turned to Fulbright.
'Well, old man, it looks as though we're ready to go now.'

"You will dl return for dinner, | trust,? asked Fulbright.

Sarah grinned. 'If it's half as good as breakfast, Sir Edward,’ she assured him, ‘wild horses
couldn't keep me away.'

'Or wild hounds, ether,’ added the Doctor.

‘Splendid." Fulbright beamed at them both. 'Wdl, | mustn't keep you from your work.
Good luck, dl of you.'

Alice watched the carriage leave the driveway, smiling to hersdlf. She was certain that
sheld discovered anew friend in Sarah. She might be a trifle unusud, due to her nomadic
lifestyle, but she was pleasant and personable, and Alice was glad of another woman her
age about the house. It was nice to have men about, but she liked another woman to talk
with.

She was about to move on from the window a cove sheldd been observing the grounds
from when she heard Edmund Rosss voice. She rather liked the young officer, whom
Roger had known for severa years, even though she knew her father was not so fond of
the man. Before she could emerge to introduce hersdlf into the conversation, however,
she realized Ross was speaking to that strange little servant of his, Abercrombie.

'It'sashamethat Sir Edward didn't go with the others, Abercrombie,’ Ross commented. ‘It
would have made searching the house so much eesier.’



Alice stopped till, shocked a what she had just heard. It would not be awise move to
show herself now, she decided. Instead she waited, hoping to hear more.

'Y ou want me to have a nose about? asked Abercrombie.

'Yes,' replied Ross. 'And do try to be alittle more circumspect. The maids have been
noticing you, and not because of your debonair charms. | thought you were supposed to
be the best burglar in the West End?

'Y egh, but this ain't the West End,” Abercrombie complained. ‘I'm doing my best.’

'I'm sure you are, but do better.' Ross paused a moment, then added, 'I'm going to search
indde the house. If you see anything of vaue, you know how to contact me.'

Alice hardly dared bresthe in case she was discovered. With relief, she heard the men
move away from the acove. She waited another couple of minutes, and then timidly
peered around the comer. The corridor was empty; the men had gone.

What should she do now? It was quite clear that Ross was not here as Roger's friend,
whatever he had clamed. And he had caled that creature of hisaburglar! It was obvious
to her that Ross was here to sted something from the house. She felt angry and betrayed,
but she didn't know how to handle this. If shetold her father what she'd heard. Papa
would probably have Ross horsawhipped. The only thing Alice could think of wasto tell
Roger and let him handle his so-called friend. She hurried off to find her fiance.

Doyle had breskfasted and shaved by the time that the one-armed ex-sailor, Brackley,
turned up on the Hope to say that Constable Faversham would like him to come aong.
Doyle had aready cleared this with Captain Gray, so he scooped up his medica bag and
followed Brackley with anticipation of an interesting day.

Hed had agood nights deep, and had risen early to check through the few medical
volumes held brought with him on the voyage. There had been references to shark attacks
in one of these but, as Doyle had dready felt certain, the patterns didn't match the case of
the previous evening. Nothing more had redlly occurred to him, but the conviction had
grown that this was no shark attack, and that there was a definite mystery behind the
corpse.

'Whatever happened to the poor man's boat? he asked Brackley, as they hurried along the
quay toward the Fig and Thistle.

"The men brought it in, gr," the retired sailor answered. 'It's berthed behind the tavern.
Will you be wanting to seeiit later?



'| believe s0," Doyle replied. "'There may be evidence or clues aboard it that will aid in the
investigation of this matter.’ Taking one of hisfew remaining haf-crowns from his

pocket, he dipped it to the one-armed man. This would be a good invesment if agtory
came out of this mystery. 'See that it remains undisturbed, will you?

Brackley gave him a broken-toothed grin. 'Y ou can count on me, sir.'

I'msure | can.' Doyle fdt that hed done dl that he could for the moment. Therewasa
red sense of excitement growing within him. It was a shame that the old man had died -
and perished so brutally - but it might be the opportunity hed been praying for.

The Pig and Thistle was a smdllish building, atypica country pub. There was atap bar
and asmoking lounge, plus a couple of rooms upgtars for the landlord and his wife, and
one for the barmaid. There were two other rooms that were rented out if they were
needed, but Doyle knew they were currently empty. There weren't alot of travellers that
passed through Bodham. If the Hope sailed on before he was done, Doyle was certain he
could take one of the rooms for amodest price to enable him to see this through to the
end.

The body of old Ben Tolliver waslaid out in the stables behind the tavern. Constable
Faversham was seated outsde the smdl building, dozing dightly in the morning
sunshine. Doyle wondered if the man had stood - or sat - on guard al night. He had
mentioned something about being the only law officer in the area. He was probably glad
to have Brackley around to carry messages for him.

Faversham snapped awake with ajerk as Doyle hurried over. ‘Good morning. Sir,' the
congtable said, risng uncomfortably to hisfeet and straightening histie. 'l was just
catching afew nods, waiting for you dl to arrive.!

Doyle pulled out his weatch. 'Almost eight thirty,” he observed. ‘Do you think that Sir
Edward will be here soon?

'I'm expecting him any time, gir,’ Faversham answered. 'Ah, thisis Doctor Martinson
now.'

Doyle glanced around to see an ederly man waking carefully across the tavern's cobbled
yard. Some of the sones were rather dippery from de spilled the previous night.
Martinson was clearly into his sixties, but a spry old bird for dl that. He had an aquiline
nose and a shock of white hair that gave him more than a passing resemblance to an
eagle. Doyle stuck out his hand as the older man approached.

'Ship's Surgeon Doyle," he introduced himsdif.

'Martinson,' the other replied, shaking his hand firmly. 'l gather from Faversham here that
you made a preliminary examination of the body last night?



'Purely acursory one, I'm afraid,’ Doyle answered. 'The light was very poor, but | fed
certain that Tolliver was not attacked by a shark. What did kill him isamystery thus far.’

'Ah." Martinson chuckled. 'l, too, am sure he wasn't killed by a shark, he commented. 'l
didn't need to examine the body to tell you that. There have been no such attacks around
here for decades, to my knowledge, and certainly not in Bodham Bay.' He winked. 'So
well have our work cut out for ustoday, | imagine.'

'Reather,’ agreed Doyle. He was quite warming up to the old man. 'l trust you have no
objection to my asssting you?

'My dear chap, of course not! Many hands make light work, asthey say, and at my age
you appreciate the lightest possible work." He spun around to face the street. 'Ah, this
must be Sir Alexander! Capitd, we can soon commence!'

A landau drew to a halt outside the tavern entrance and the footman jumped down to
offer hishand to the first passenger that descended. To Doyl€'s surprise and pleasure, it
was ayoung woman. And a pretty one, too! She was followed by an older man, richly
dressed, and clearly the Justice himself. The find figure who emerged from the carriage
caught Doyl€e's eye. He was dmost as interesting as the young woman. In his cape coat
and deerstdker hat, with a prominent nose and a stedly eye, he was clearly amanto be
reckoned with.

The trio came through the gateway and into the courtyard. Doctor Martinson waved as
they approached. 'Glad you could makeit. Sir Alexander,' he called. "Who are your
friends?

Sir Alexander shook the medical man's hand. 'Glad you're here, Wadter. Allow meto
introduce Miss Sarah Jane Smith and the Doctor.'

'Doctor, eh? asked Martinson. 'Of what?

'Everything but medicine,’ the Doctor replied, his gaze resting on Doyle. 'Haven't we met
somewhere before?

'l don't believe s0," Doyle replied. 'Y ou don't look like the sort of man I'd forget in a
hurry.' He held out his hand. 'Ship's Surgeon Doyle!'

Sarahs eyeslit up a this. 'Off the Hope?' she asked eagerly.

Doyle was taken somewhat aback at her knowledge. 'Why, yes. But how the blazes did
you know that?

Sarah laughed in ddight. 'I've read your stories,' she told him. To his surprise, she shook
his hand as a man would have done. "Y ou're one of my favourite authors, you know.
Arthur Conan Doyle!



Doyle fet himsdf blushing. ‘Actudly you flatter me too much. Miss Smith," he replied.
'I've had only one story published so far, but it's most gratifying to know that you enjoyed
it so much.'

'I'm sure wélll be reading much more by you in the future,’ Sarah told him. "Youre a
natural.

'Well,' broke in Sir Alexander, 'l| hate to stop dl this cheeriness, but we do have work to
do, gentlemen - and lady

Faversham stepped forward. 'Ah, begging your pardon, gr, but. . .' He shuffled somewhat
uncomfortably. 'l don't think that the body is afit Sght for alady.’

'Oh. Quite." The Justice turned to Sarah. 'Perhaps you had better wait for us here, young
lady.'

'What? Sarah's face fell. 'Come off it! I'm not squeamish, I'll have you know.'

The Doctor patted her shoulder. 'l think it would be better if you waited, Sarah,’ he said.
Tl fill you'in leter.

'Wdll, thanks alot!" said Sarah huffily. She threw her handsin the air and stalked off.
Typica! Going off to have dl the fun and leaving her to her own devices. Asif she hadn't
seen plenty of dead bodies in her travels with the Doctor. "What a start to the day,’ she
grumbled. 'I'll bet it just getsworse.’

There was alow whistle from outsde the gateway. Sarah hurried over and peered around
the comer -graight into three familiar faces.

'Morning!" said Rudyard Kipling breezily.

'It just got worse,' sighed Sarah.

The stable had clearly been neglected for a number of years. There were smdl holesin
the wals that dlowed light in, and windows that were so encrusted with dirt that they
didn't. Cobwebs laced the whole structure -possibly helping to hold it together, Doyle
mused - and the only evidence of any recent use was the empty ae barrels stacked for
collection. There was amusty smdl, mixed with the sickly stench of decay permeseting
from the direction of the body. Faversham had been thoughtful enough to provide
nosegays for them, which offset thisatrifle.

Half adozen barrels had been pressed into service to act as atable to bear Talliver's
corpse. It was still covered over with the tarpaulin, presumably to keep off the rats that
Doyle had heard scurrying for cover when they had entered the stable.



Faversham gstarted to unlace the covering, and glanced up at the Doctor. "Would you
happen to be the gentleman that Scotland Y ard promised to send out, Sir?

The Doctor frowned. 'Y ou couldn't possibly have contacted the Y ard yet about this
meatter,' he observed.

'No, gir, not about this. About the children.’

'Ah!" The Doctor shook his head dightly. 'l have on occasion worked with Scotland Y ard,
constable, but | remain for the most part an independent observer. | am here only to offer
my expertiseif Sr Alexander or either of these medicd gentlemen wish to avall
themsaves of it.

'| see, Sir.' Faversham sounded disappointed. Doyle asked, 'Children?

Sr Alexander Sghed. 'Some of the locd urchins have gone missing, it appears. It didn't
seem to me to be anything for concern, as Congtable Faversham is quite capable. But one
of the boys from Westward Ho!, the local school, went missing severd days ago. His
parents are gpparently well connected, and they demanded a pleafor aid from the Yard.
So far, other than promises, nothing much has materidized.

'Would that be a boy named Anders? asked the Doctor.

That's right, ar," Faversham said, pausing in hiswork of uncovering the corpse. 'Joshua
Anders. | thought you weren't involved with that?

| didn't think | was,' the Doctor said thoughtfully. 'But Miss Smith and | met three of his
friendslast night. They mentioned his name. How many are missing in al?

'Hard to say, Sir,' Faversham informed him. 'Seeing as how mogt of them have neither kin
nor friends, it's hard to be exact.’

‘Beinexact then.'
'About fifteen, perhaps more," Faversham admitted.

'Fifteen children missing!" the Doctor exclamed. He rounded on Sir Alexander. 'And you
didn't think that sgnificant?

"They are merely wharf rats and street urchins, Doctor,' the Justice protested. 'We don't
know that anything has happened to them at dl.’

'Of course not,' the Doctor agreed sarcagtically. 'Probably just popped off down to
Brighton for apaddle in the sea. Hello!'



The congtable had finished unwrapping the body now, and pulled off the tarpaulin. The
Doctor peered at it in fascination. Both Sir Alexander and Doctor Martinson paled and
turned away. 'What do you make of it, Doyle? asked the Doctor.

Doyle stepped forward eagerly. 'As you can see, Doctor,' he explained, Tolliver was
killed by the bite to the face. The teeth have | &ft driations on what remains of the frontal
and sphenoida bones. The arm was taken off in a subsequent attack after he was already
dead. Thereistoo little blood marking the sde of his jacket, so the heart must have

stopped pumping by that point in time!'

The Doctor nodded approvingly. 'Excellent deduction, Doctor.' He whipped a small
magnifying glass from a pocket and bent over the gridy remains of the head, gpparently
oblivious to the nausesting stench. "And what do you make of the angle of incisons?

Doyle frowned. 'I'm not sure | follow you. Doctor.'

'Well, look at the way the bones have been shattered in the face and how the flesh istorn
from the arm." He glanced back at the two older men. 'I'm sorry; would either of you care
to take a closer look? | didn't mean to hog the best position.’

‘No, Doctor,' Sir Alexander replied, blanching at the suggestion. 'Please, carry on. I'm
more than happy to listen.’

'As you wish.' The Doctor seemed puzzled at this reaction. Ignoring it, he turned back to
Doyle. 'Do you think a shark could have done this?

Grinning, Doyle shook his head. 'No. Sharks dways attack the limbs, and invariably the
limbs of a person in the water. But the limb was severed &fter the bite to the face. And
Tolliver was never in the water.' He gestured at the corpse's waistcoat pocket. 'Asyou
see, hisbaccv pouch isdry.

'Capital!" approved the Doctor, dapping Doyle heartilv on the back. 'Absolutely sound
reasoning. Y ou hoticed, also, ho doubt, that the angle of the biteisal wrong. | think we
can safely assume that poor Toalliver here was saring down at whatever killed him. The
attacker ripped off the front of hisface. Sharks have their mouths on the underside of

their heads, so to be able to rip off the face, a shark would have had to have been
swimming on its back at the time. So we can discount that. Whatever creature did this has
to have its mouth forward on its head - and offhand | can think of no species of aguatic
animd that is native to the Earth that might be held accountable.’

Doctor Martinson took a nervous step forward. 'Does it have to be a marine creature that
killed him, Doctor? he asked. 'After dl, Tolliver was found on his boat, which was
drifting. Isit not possible that there was on board with him some terrestriad animal, such

as asavage dog, that killed him?



'And then vanished? asked the Doctor sceptically. He shrugged. ‘It is a possibility,’ he
agreed. 'After dl, Sr Edward and his friends were hunting some such cresture on the
moors last night."

'Wdll, there you are then," Martinson exclamed. 'Surely that is the creature were after?

'l don't believe s0." The Doctor looked very thoughtful. ‘For one thing, it was quite a
distance inland and not much later than the time when Tolliver died. | mysdlf saw the
beast, and it showed no signs of having been for aswim.' He gave a sudden smile. 'Still,
there's one way to be certain, isn't there? He turned to Faversham. 'l takeit that Tolliver's
boat is somewhere around and hasn't been touched?

'Aye, Sr. It'smoored up just behind the tavern.’
'And,’ added Doyle, 'l paid Brackley to keep an eye on it and see that it wasn't disturbed.’

'Excdlent,’ gpproved the Doctor. 'I'm beginning to think that I'm really not needed here a
al. You seem to be proceeding perfectly well without my aid.'

Sir Alexander frowned. 'But what will the boat tdll us about Talliver's desth? he asked.
'Whereit occurred,' the Doctor answered.
'‘But we know where it occurred,’ the Justice retorted. ‘At sea’

'Y es, but from the sea or from the boat? asked the Doctor. 'If the creature that killed him
was on the vessd with him, then there will be buckets of blood dl over the deck. If it was
from the seg, then the mgority of the blood would have gone into the water and the decks
will berdatively clean.

'Wonderful!" exclamed Doyle. 'Y ou are most certainly proving your worth. Doctor. Well,
are we done here?

'Almogt,’ the Doctor answered. 'Let's see if we can't make poor Tolliver bear alittle
further witness againg his dayer firs.

'Surely,’ objected Doctor Martinson, ‘we've got al we can dready from this noisome
relic?

The Doctor gave him awide smile. '‘Bear with me, Doctor. Let's make afew smadl
assumptions. Firgt of dl, whatever killed Tolliver didn't do it for food. An animal that
hunts aims the blow at a vulnerable area - alimb or the throat, depending on whether it
kills by biting or strangulation. This cregture instead attacked the face. A small target, if
you think about it.'



‘But the only one offered if Tolliver was leaning across the bows of his boat,’ Sir
Alexander put in.

‘Correct!" The Doctor's eyes sparkled. 'Another blow againg the ideatha hiskiller was
on the boat with him. Now, the body was on the boat when it was found, so Talliver must
have falen backwards. The missing limb led Doyle to suggest thet the killer atacked the
corpse again asit fell. There wasn't agreat deal of time for that, so the odds are that there
werein fact two cregtures that attacked him, dmost smultaneoudy: one killing first with
the bite to the head, the second severing the limb.’

'l say!" exclamed Sir Alexander. 'So now instead of one mysterious killer cregture, we
now have two?

'More than that,' the Doctor commented. "Two hunting together. Intriguing, isn't it?
'Intriguing? The Justice shivered. 'It's downright scary.’

‘That too," agreed the Doctor. He turned to Faversham. 'Wdll, that's about it for here.
Perhaps we could examine the boat now?

'Very good, sr. If you care to go on ahead, I'll cover the body again.’ The constable
turned to Sr Alexander. 'Can | inform the rector that the body is ready for buria now,
ar?

'Y ou can indeed,’ Sir Alexander answered. "The sooner the better, if you ask me?

Sarah grimaced and stared at her three admirers. 'Don't you have something better to do?
she asked them. 'Like lessons, for instance?

'No," Kipling replied. Term starts next week, so we're free!
'And at aloose end,' added Dunsterville. 'So here we are.’

'And you're awfully pretty,’ Beresford finished, 'so we don't mind being seen with you.
It'll do our reps scads of good.'

'Wonderful,' Sarah muttered. 'And my nerves irreparable harm, probably.’ She was
garting to wish she hadn't wanted to meet Kipling. As an adult he would have been
fascinating, but as afifteenryear-old boy . . . well, he was a fifteen-year-old boy, and that
sadit dl. Now what? Well, snce the men had effectively shut her out from their

autopsy, she might aswell get to work on something ese. 'This fnend of yourswho
vanished,' she said, hoping that thiswould distract their attention from her body for a
while. Tel me about him.'



'Well, he waan't redly our friend,” Dungterville confessed. 'He's only ten, after dl.'
'And not at al sophisticated, like us,' Kipling added.

'Give me a bresk,' muttered Sarah.

'And he's more like a responsbility,’ Dungterville said, staring at Beresford.

Beresford nodded. 'His pater and mine are chums, you see, and we were asked to sort of
keep an eye on him." He pouted. ‘And you know how inferndly dull that can be.’

Sarah was starting to catch on. 'And what did you do with him? she asked.

‘Nothing!" Beresford protested.

'Well, dmost nothing,’ Kipling amended.

Raising an eyebrow, Sarah surveyed them scepticdly. ‘Let's haveit.

Both the other boys looked at Beresford, who shuffled his feet uncomfortably. 'Well, the
truth of the matter is that we ragged him a bit. Told him afew fibs about ourselves, and
said hed got alot to learn.’

'Such as? Sarah prompted.

'Wdll, about women, for example,' Beresford admitted. 'We spun afew yarns -

"You did,’ said Kipling smugly. 'Mine were dl true.!’

' - afew yams, Beresford continued, ‘about the fish girls here in the village. So he
skipped out one night last week and never came back.’

'l see’ Sarah sighed. It wastypica of teenaged boys, but Anders had been ayoung and
impressionable target. 'So how much of this did you actudly tell the police?

'Faversham? Dungerville looked gppalled. 'Just that Anders left early in the evening,
nothing more. He wouldn't understand what it is to be aman of the world, like you do.’

‘Thanks, | think," said Sarah dryly. 'Okay, |et's start from there. Do you happen to recal if
you mentioned any names to Anders, or were you too polite for that?

Kipling sniggered. '‘We did casudly let Jen Walker's name crop up.’
Now she was getting somewhere. 'And did this lady ever see Anders?

Dungerville shrugged. 'We don't know. She isn't spesking to usjudt a this moment.'



'l can't imaginewhy,' Sarah said. 'So where can | fmd her?

Kipling hooked afinger over his shoulder. 'She works here, as the barmaid,” he told her.
'Dark-haired and amost as pretty as you are.' He glanced at Sarah's ankles. 'I'll bet you
have nicer legs though,' he added hopefully.

'Dream about them," Sarah suggested. ‘Right - you lot stay here. I'll go and have a chat
with this Jen Waker.' As she started to move off, she added, 'And try not to harass

anyone while I'm gone, okay?
'Us? asked Kipling, the picture of innocence. 'Would we do that?

'Y ou'd better not," Sarah advised him. 'Or there's likely to be three more missing kids by
this evening.'

Talliver'sboat was atypicd smdl fishing vessd. The nets were till on the deck and the
sal had been furled, obvioudy after it had been moored. Otherwise, Brackley assured
them, the boat was exactly how it had been when the men had found it adrift.

The Doctor scurried aboard and began peering at the gunwales. Doyle, Martinson and Sir
Alexander followed him. Brackley hovered at the top of the plank.

'Where was the body discovered? Doyle asked.
'Fore of the cabin, gir,' Brackley replied.

Doyle nodded, and skirted about the tiny structure. On the deck was a splash of dried
blood. 'Ah!" he exclaimed. 'Not sufficient for Tolliver to have been attacked on board.' He
glanced at the cabin. 'And nowhere for any terrestrid animal to hide, either. So he was
definitely attacked from the sea’

'| agree," the Doctor commented, kneeling beside the gunwale close by Doyle. 'What do
you make of this?

Doyle bent to examine the marks the Doctor had found. The Doctor offered the use of his
megnifying glass, which Doyle accepted. 'Scratchesin the wood,' he observed, puzzled.
'I'm afraid that the significance of it escapes me!’

'Recent,’ the Doctor commented. "The wood exposed is unwesthered. And it's close to
where the body fell. I'd say that whatever killed Tolliver made these marks. There are just
the two of them, here and here.' He pointed to the two gashes, about two and a haf feet
gpart. That suggests awidth for the cresture. The marks are probably the result of its
flippers or fins griking the wood.'



"Thereés no sign of blood in the marks," objected Doyle. 'Surely any blows sufficient to
make these gashes would have scored the skin of the attacker and drawn blood.'

‘Unless the hide was too tough,’ the Doctor said. 'In many aquatic creatures the skin,
especidly on the nippers, is extremely tough.'

Sir Alexander frowned. ‘Are you suggesting that he was killed by something like a sed?
Y our mention of nippers suggests that concluson.’

The Doctor gave alarge smile. 'And some sedls have very sharp teeth,’ he pointed out.
They are carnivores, after dl, and their mouths are postioned well for the attack.

'But they have never been known to attack aman!" protested Martinson.

'No," agreed the Doctor thoughtfully. '‘But this has dll the indications that they have Started
now." He pondered ideas for amoment. 'And they are trainable,” he mused. ‘I wonder.. .’

Sir Alexander was dmost spluttering. 'But there are only afew grey seds aout this
coadt," he protested. 'And they are perfectly harmless.’

'| agree,’ the Doctor said. He looked up at Doyle suddenly. 'I's the Hope awhder done?
'Why, no," Doyle replied. 'Weve dso got afair supply of sed skins!'

'No live ones, though?

'Of course not,' Doyle answered. 'There's no market for them.’

The Doctor removed his cap and ran his hand through his mane of curly hair. ‘Isn't your
vessal out of some Scottish port? he asked.

'Peterhead.’
'Ah!" The Doctor gave another of his smiles. "And what bringsit to Devon, then?
Doyle shrugged. 'Captain Gray had business here; that's al | know.'

'Look here,' broke in Sir Alexander, 'surdly thet isirreevant to the matter of Tolliver's
death?

'Irrelevant? The Doctor dared at the Judtice asif he were a slly child. 'A whding ship
stops off here ingtead of Scotland, barely hours before aman iskilled and itsirrelevant?
It has a cargo of sedl skins, and the man is apparently killed by apair of attack sedls, and
it'sirrelevant? He whirled around to face Doyle. 'I'd like to have aword with this captain
of yours.'



Doyle shrugged. 'l can introduce you to him when he returns to the ship this evening, but
he's not aboard right now.'

The Doctor nodded. 'And who isit that he has business with?
‘A man called Breckinridge, that'sdl | know, Doyle answered.
Sir Alexander amiled. 'Well then, that's no problem, isit?

The Doctor glared a him. ‘It might not be," he snapped. ‘It might help if | knew who this
Breckinridge was.'

The Judtice Sared at him in amazement. 'Surely you must have heard of him.’
'If 1 had," the Doctor retorted, 'l wouldn't need to ask questions, would 1?

'Wdl,' Sir Alexander said, taken aback, 'he's an industridist who built afactory on the
edge of the village last year. He's very well known, and quite a pleasant chappie.’

'Y ou know him?
'Wdll," Sr Alexander admitted, 'l think he's done splendid work since he arrived here, and
he's given many of the locals jobs when they would otherwise be garving. Hes a very

generous and kind man. I'm sure youd like him.'

'I'd appreciate the chance to meet him," the Doctor agreed. He looked around as
Faversham hurried up the jetty toward the boat. 'Ah, there you are. What kept you?

The policeman was aimost out of breath. 'Another crime has just been reported,’ he
announced, huffing and panting.

'And | thought this was such a quiet little town," the Doctor observed dryly. ‘Well, what's
the latest event in this crime spree?

‘Somebody broke into the cemetery last night, Faversham said. "'They dug up the grave of
Missus Bellaver and stole her corpse.’
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‘Curiouser and curiouser,’ said the Doctor, intrigued.

Sir Alexander stared a him. 'Surely you don't believe that there's any connection between
Tolliver's death and the stolen body?



The Doctor rolled his eyes. 'Unless this deepy little town has suddenly developed a crime
wave of epidemic proportions, we have to assume a connection.'

Doyle looked puzzled. 'l can't see one!’

'Nor can | - yet, admitted the Doctor. 'What did this Missus Bellaver die from?

'Purely natura causes,' Doctor Martinson broke in hadtily. ‘| myself was there when she
expired. She was eighty-seven years old and very frail. She died three nights ago, before
the Hope arrived.’

'S0, Sir Alexander said gruffly, ‘there is no connection.’

'No, the Doctor argued. 'We smply haven't found one yet.' He stared thoughtfully at the
congtable. 'Isthisthe first time somebody dead has turned up missng? When Faversham
didn't answer immediately, the Doctor turned to Sir Alexander. 'Well, isit?

"There have been two other cases recently,’ the Justice admitted carefully.

"Then why didn't you say so? the Doctor snapped. ‘I know, | know, they didn't seem
relevant. Well, how recently?

"Just over sx months ago and about twelve weeks ago.' Sir Alexander looked alittle
crestfalen.

'And when does the first missing child date back to? asked the Doctor, with al the
patience he could muster.

'Approximately the same length of time, Sir," Faversham admitted.

'l see’ The Doctor glared from the constable to his superior. 'And you didn't see any
connection?

'How could there be one? argued Sir Alexander, reddening dightly.

'How could there not be? the Doctor countered. ‘And al this began happening since your
philanthropic Migter Breckinridge arrived in town?

'My dear Doctor!" exclaimed Doctor Martinson. 'Surely you are making too many
inferences from too few facts.'

The Doctor considered the point. 'Perhaps | am,’ he agreed. 'But that points to the need to
gather more facts, doesn't it?



"We were working on the assumption,’ Sir Alexander said, 'that Resurrectionists were
responsble for the missng bodies, and that it is entirdly unrelated to the missing
children.’

'Were you indeed? asked the Doctor. 'This information changes everything, though. | had
hoped that the children were dive, but if there are Resurrectionigts involved, isn't it
possible that the missing children were murdered and used as a subgtitute form of

bodies?

‘Just amoment,’ argued Doyle. 'l don't believe that Resurrectionists could be involved
here. For one thing, their foul trade hinges on their procuring fresh corpses for the
teaching hospitals. There are no such hospitals within a hundred miles of this place. The
bodies would begin to decay |ong before they reached a hospital. Added to that, Missus
Bdlaver died three days ago, so her body was hardly fresh in any event.'

'Capitd reasoning, Doctor,’ said the Doctor. 'l couldn't have put it better myself He turned
to the congtable. 'l think you had better let us have alook at the scene of thisfresh crime,
don't you? Then welll be able to deduce whether al these events are linked or separate.’

Sir Alexander glared a him. 'l doubt that you'll find your hypothetica killer seds are
responsible for digging up Missus Bdlaver.!

'Why don't we wait until we've had a chance to examine the Ste before making

decisons? snapped the Doctor. He thrust his deerstalker back on his head. 'Come aong,
Doctors. Faversham - lead the way!'

The three schoolboys had been right in saying that Jen Walker was pretty. It was an
unrefined prettiness, of course, snce thiswas well out in the provinces, but she clearly
had no lack of admirers aswdl asthe boys. When Sarah found the barmaid she was
flirting gently with one of thelocd fishedads.

'Could we talk? Sarah asked, giving the youth a pointed stare.

'Off you go, Tom,'Jen said, tossing her dark curls. 'No doubt I'll be seeing you later this
night?

'For as much of it asyou like," agreed Tom cheekily.

'Be off with you!" Jen laughed. Then she turned to Sarah. 'And what would you like to
talk about, miss? she asked.

‘Schoolboys," Sarah replied.



'Oh." Jen scowled. 'l thought | seen Gigger and his mates around earlier. Cheeky little
buggers, aren't they? They been giving you trouble, too?

‘None | can't handle," Sarah informed her. 'But they told me that you might have seen one
of ther friends'

Jen scowled in sudden suspicion. 'Y ou the siter of one of them, come to complain? she
asked sharply. 'l don't need no lip from the likes of you. Boys will be boys, and they have
to learn their experiences somewhere.’

Sarah stared at the barmaid in disgust. 'Look, I'm not here to get you into trouble,’ she
snapped. 'I'm looking for a missing boy, not for someone who seems to enjoy under-aged
suitors. And | hope even you would draw the line a tenyear-olds.’

'Oh.'Jen twitched her nose. That missing kid, Anders, you mean? Well, honest to God, |
never seen himin melife!

'He was on hisway to see you when he vanished,’ Sarah replied. 'Apparently Gigger and
his chums talked up your charms and availahility, and he wanted to become a man.’

'Wdll, he never did with me!'Jen replied. 'Strike me dead if I'm lying. | never saw the kid.
And | wouldn't have done nothing if | had. | have me morals, you know.'

'Redlly? asked Sarah scepticdly. 'I'll take your word for that. So you have no idea what
might have happened to the boy, then?

Jen's eyes narrowed. 'Now | didn't say that. | just said | didn't have anything to do with it.
| might be able to help allittle, if you can make it worth me while. Get my drift? She
scraiched at her palm.

Sarah's blood was starting to bail. 'l get your drift,’ she said, striving to keep her temper.
'And if you aim to keep those good looks that bring in the customers, you'd better tell me
what you know." She examined her nails thoughtfully. ‘I doubt you'd earn so much from
even curious boysif you had scars down both cheeks!'

Redlizing shed gone too far, Jen backed away dightly. 'l didn't mean nothing,' she
whined. 'Just trying to make an honest living. Y ou can't fault me for that, can you?

'Guess again,’ Sarah answered coldly. "Y ou've got ten seconds to say something | want to
hear.'

'Like | sad," Jen answered hadtily, 'l don't know nothing mysdlf. But you should talk to
Billy. He knows everything that hgppensin the village:!

‘Billy?



'Y eah. He's one of the wharf rats, you know." Jen pointed down to the shore. 'He's got a
little lean+to by the docks. There's a house down there with ared roof and door. Past that,
down the shore a bit iswhere Billy lives. Tel him | sent you, and hélll talk to you. I'll bet
he knows something.’

'Something he wouldn't tell the police, you mean? asked Sarah.

'Policel" snorted Jen. 'Billy wouldn't have nothing to do withthe police. Better sense than
that. Billy's got. But you spesk to him.'

Sarah nodded, and |eft the tavern. As sheld dreaded, Kipling and histwo pas were
eagerly waiting for her.

'Learn anything? Beresford asked.

'More than you have in years of schooling,” Sarah told him. 'If | find out what happened
to Anders, I'll let you know. Now buzz off.’

‘Never!" said Kipling defiantly. 'We're here to offer you our protection and assistance.”
'And crude comments too,' Sarah retorted. 'l don't need any of them. Clear off.’
Kipling's face fell. ‘Oh, come on," he begged. 'He's our responsibility, you know. Well,
McBees at least. And we could be useful, couldn't we? He gave her a pathetic look of
hope.

Againgt her better judgement, Sarah took pity on them. 'Oh, dl right,' she agreed crosdy.
'But one untoward comment from any of you, and I'm sending you back to school with a
fleain your ears. And don't think | wouldnt.'

'Honestly," Dunsterville assured her, ‘we believe every last word you say. Miss Smith.'

'Now you're starting to learn," Sarah approved.

'l can quite understand your concern, Alice,' Bridewd | told her, holding her hand
comfortingly. 'l will confess, what you overheard does sound rather bad for Edmund.’

'‘Bad? Alice stared a her fiance. 'Heis planning to rab this house, Roger! That
mansarvant of hisisacommon thief!’

'Alice, Roger sad, hisface twisted by indecison, ‘please trust me. | know it looks bad,
but please bdieve me. | know that Edmund is planning nothing that would hurt youin
any way. Despite what you heard - *



"Then tdl me what heis planning, if you know," begged Alice.

'l can't, Roger replied, not looking at her. 'But if you love me, Alice, trust me on this
meatter.'

Alice wastorn: she did love him, but he was asking a greet ded of her. His explanations -
if they werein fact explanations and not evasons - were not making her fed any better.
'Roger, | want to trust you. But | can't trust him without some reason.’

Roger nodded miserably. 'l shal have aword with Edmund,’ he promised. 'Perhaps that
will hdp.'

'Perhaps,’ agreed Alice, unconvinced. Roger kissed her hand rather perfunctorily and then
fled down the corridor. She stared after him, wondering how well she readly knew her
fiance. He was certainly keeping some secret about Edmund from her, but what? What
kind of ahold did the suave Colone Ross have over Roger? Friendship? Money?
Blackmail? She didn't know, and if Roger wouldn't confide in her then perhaps she had
better do alittle prying of her own. She was not about to trust Ross without some
convincing proof of the innocence of his intentions. And Roger was about to warn the
man other suspicions.

Making up her mind, she headed for Rosss rooms. She fdlt dreadful about searching
them, but what ese could she do? Perhaps something would be reveded to resolve her

quandary.

The graveyard was smdll, and set on one of the hills overlooking Bodham Bay. An
ancient, weether-beaten stone church guarded the high spot on the rise. The tower was
definitdly Saxon in styling and in need of alittle work, and the windowsin the grey
sonework were smal. The graves were gathered about the church, asif seeking the
protection of those old stones.

Most were marked with smple headstones, many of which had been worn into virtud
unreadability. There had been some efforts to tend the graves, but severa were
overgrown with patchy clumps of unkempt grass. Againg the grey sky, the whole site
looked dreadfully depressing to Doyle.

Faversham led the way across the graveyard as the harsh wind tugged &t their coats. The
Doctor, hands thrugt in his pockets, his face inscrutable, followed. Behind Doyle, limping
dighdy, came Sir Alexander and Doctor Martinson. The policeman halted beside a dark
gash in the ground. The gravestone had been knocked over, and a hole dug straight
through the fresh earth. The Doctor peered in the gap, and Doyle stared down over his
shoulder.



The coffin was ill down there, a smple wooden affair of loca timber. The top had been
saved in by a gpade, and the body had been dragged out through the gap. A piece of the
shroud had caught on along splinter of wood in the coffin lid, and flapped like a trapped
butterfly vainly striving to escape.

The Doctor looked up, hisface grim. 'Stay back,' he called over his shoulder to Martinson
and Sir Alexander. He glanced a Faversham and Doyle. ‘Both of you stay whereyou are,’
he said. Without explanation he went down on one knee and began to stare at the ground
around the grave,

Doyle gared a him in fascination. 'What are you doing. Doctor? he asked.

'Looking for clues, he snapped. 'Be quiet.' He sprang to his feet and wandered across the
grounds, garing intently at the ground. Making hisway back to the small stone wall
surrounding the church, he examined the top stones, and then waked dowly back to the
grave. There were two men," he announced. 'One was tall and heavy-st, the other shorter
and thin. They came from the village and went back that way with the corpse.’

Doyle was astonished. 'How on earth could you possibly know that?

The Doctor cracked one of hiswide, toothy smiles. 'Elementary, my dear Doyle.' He
pointed to the ground. 'Aside from a set of woman's shoe-printsthat | assume to be the
cleaner who discovered the robbery, there are two recent sets of shoe-prints. Oneisa
large sze, and sinks deeply into the disturbed fresh earth. Hence alarge man, and rather
heavy. The other set issmadll, and not as deep: a smdler, lighter man. The same prints
show on the pathway from the village at the gate, and they return that way aso. Onthe
return trip, the large man's prints sink even deeper, so he was carrying the swoman's
corpse with him.'

‘That's remarkablel” exclamed Sir Alexander. 'And can you tell us where the men went in
the village?

The Doctor shook his head. "'The ground is too rocky, and by the time we get down to the
village, the cobble-stoned streets will not carry prints. Thisisdl | can tel you for the
moment, gentlemen. But the culprits must il be somewhere in the vidinity.'

"That's quite astounding,’ Doyle enthused.

‘Scientific method,’ the Doctor answered. 'Now, we have severd separate mysteriesthat |
fed certain must be intertwined. Y ou know what we need now?

'What? asked Doyle.

'Lunch. I'm gtarving. Come on!' The Doctor rubbed his hands together and started back
towards the village.



'Y ou've left me in the deuce of an uncomfortable position, old man,” Roger complained. 'l
know | promised to help dl | could, but with Alice getting suspicious -

Ross nodded thoughtfully. 'l know, Roger, and I'm sorry. | suppose the best thing to do
would be for me ether to leave or come clean. But I'm so close now. | know it! I'm fairly
certain that what I'm after isn't here at all.'

'Which | told you from the start,’ Roger pointed out. 'l| know you did,’ agreed Ross. 'But
you know | couldn't amply take your word for it. Now | have Abercrombie checking out
other possihilities. The problem is that matters have become rather more complex than |
had anticipated. This Doctor fellow, for example. Hes afactor | hadn't foreseen, and I'm
not a al certain whose side he'son - or what his reasons are for getting involved with
thisin thefirg place. Then theré's that whaing ship, the Hope. It can't be a coincidence
that it was diverted here a thistime. But how doesit figure in? Will it interfere with my
plans? Ross sighed. 'l had anticipated a fairly straightforward time here, but it's definitely
far too complex now. Stll, that's my problem, and | shdl have to make the best of it.'

"Then what do you aim to do? asked Roger. His friend patted hisarm in akindly fashion.
'What | don't aim to do is to come between you and your fiancee, old man. | promise you,
I'll square things with her somehow. | just have to work out what would be best.’

Roger smiled with relief. Thanks. I'd certainly gppreciate your getting me off the hook
with Alice!

The room that Ross had been given wasin the west wing. Alice dipped ingde it and
gazed around. It was a ssimple bedroom, with little adornment other than afew paintings
on the wall. There were two large trunks positioned beside the chest of drawers, one of
which was unstrapped. Both trunks were covered with small stickers. Alice took a closer
look and saw that they were paste-on labels from hotels dl around the world: Cairo,
Cadiz, San Francisco, Panama, Rio de Janeiro. Obvioudy Edmund Ross - or & least his
luggege - was well travelled.

Feding atwinge of guilt, Alice used the straps to open the unlocked trunk. As she did o,
shefdt adight prick in the end other finger. She winced and then saw a drop of blood
forming. Some kind of needle in the strap must have.. . .

She fdt hersdf growing rather heady. She gasped, and tried to Straighten up. But her legs
refused to obey her, and she couldn't stand. Her knees gave way and with asigh she
collapsed to the floor, unconscious.



A few moments later, Ross strode into the room. He stopped in histracks and stared in
despair at the girl on the floor. 'Oh dear,' he Sghed. 'This does complicate matters rather
more.' It was certainly not turning out to be one of his better days.

Sarah led Kipling, Dungterville and Beresford to the small leantto shack that the barmaid
had described. 1t was even flimger and filthier than Sarah had been expecting, and it was
hard to imagine that anyone actudly lived here. The wind was risng now, whipping &
any exposed portions of Sarah's skin. She could imagine what it would be like here in the
winter, and was astounded that the rickety little hut managed to survive those months.

Asthefour of them approached the dwelling, there was a sudden movement. A smdl girl,
dressed in dark clothing that flapped raggedly, seemed to flash from behind a rock on the
seawak and into the hut. A look-out, obvioudy, probably gone to warn whoever else
lived in the hut that visitors were coming.

'Right,’ she said firmly to her companions. 'Y ou three stay here.’
'We want to help,’ Kipling objected.

'Asfar asthese kids are concerned,” Sarah pointed out, 'you're rich brats. They won't trust
you.'

'And they swill trust you? asked Beresford scornfully.

"They might," Sarah answered. She had been wondering the same thing hersdlf. These
wharf rats had never been trested as anything other than vermin in their lives. Would they
even want to talk to her?'I'm going to try. So stay put, and stay out of trouble.” She
ignored Kipling and his friends and marched on down the quay towards the hut.

The door opened as she drew close, and atdl, thin boy stepped out. He was obvioudy
underfed, and his clothing was tattered and didn' fit at dl well. His dark eyes were
haunted and angry, and he ran thin fingers through dusty blond hair that had probably
only been washed if he had falen into the ocean.

'What you want? he asked. His voice was cold, angry and impatient. Y ou ain't welcome,
you know.'

'l only want to talk, Billy," Sarah said, pitching her voice low and warm. 'l think we may
have a problem in common.’

Billy laughed sharply. "Y ou and me? he snorted. 'Get on! We got nowt in common.’

‘Missing children,” Sareh sdid.



That made his eyes narrow. Hisright hand came up, and Sarah saw that he held afish
gutting knife a the ready. Unlike Billy, the knife was clean and obvioudy wdll used. She
suspected that Billy had used it to defend himsalf many timesin the past. 'What do you
mean? he growled suspicioudy.

"Those three boys," Sarah waved vagudly in Kipling's direction. Billy's eyes flickered off
her face for only a second, and then returned. 'One of their friends has gone missing. |
talked to Jen Waker and she said that some of your friends have gone missing too. And
she sad that you might be able to help mefind them.'

'She says too much,’ Billy complained. 'She shouldn't talk so much.’
Sarah smiled. 'Maybe, Billy. But have some of your friends disappeared too?

'What do you care? asked Billy. They're just street rats. Nobody cares about they except
[

'| care,’ Sarah told him. "Whatever they are, they're human beings. | know the police don't
care much, but | promise you that they matter to me.’

"You're just saying that,' the boy retorted angrily. 'Y ou're like the rest, want us gone. Why
should | trust you?

Sarah shrugged. 'No reason at dl, Billy. | can't provethat | care, or that I'm telling the
truth. But unless you give me a chance you'l never know, will you? Was she getting
through to him a al? He had obvioudy lived on the sreets and off hiswitsdmogt dl his
young life. Suspicion and fear were his constant companions. Could she possibly break
through those barriers and reach him?'All I'm asking for is alittle help from you so thet |
can help you in return.’

'We don't need your help," he answered, brandishing the knife. "'We look after oursalves.'

"Y ou do need help,’ Sarah countered. ‘Because some of your friends have disappeared,
haven't they? And you haven't been able to stop it. Well, maybe | can - if | have some
ideawhere to start looking.'

Billy thought hard for a moment. Sarah stayed slent, knowing this was a battle held be
waging with himsdlf, and that anything ese she said now might swing him the wrong
way. It would not be an easy matter for him to trust her, but had she made him redize
that he had no other genuine option?

'No skin off my nose," he finally announced ambiguoudy. 'If you get yoursdf killed,” he
added.

"Then you do have some idea what may have happened to the missing children? asked
Sarah.



He shrugged. 'No," he answered, dashing her hopes. 'But | know who might. Factory
man.'

Sarah started to feel hopeful once again. 'Factory man? she asked.
Billy gestured with the knife. 'Go see him," he suggested. 'Look hard. Now just go'

Knowing shed get no more this time, Sarah nodded. 'All right, Billy. Thank you for your
help. | promise | will do my best to find your friends, too. I'll let you know if | find

anything out.

'Don't do me favours,' Billy snapped. But he looked &t least part-way pleased at her
response.

Returning to Kipling and his companions, Sarah asked, 'What do you know about a
factory man?

Kipling scowled. 'Y ou must mean old Breckinridge. He owns a factory on the outskirts
ofBodham. Y ou must have seen it as you came into town. Big, modem and very
impressive. He's redly into progress and what- have-you. Shame he's such an unpleasant
fdlow, though.'

'Does the fish-boy think that Breckers has something to do with Anders disappearance?
asked Beresford.

'Billy does,’ Sarah said, stressing the youngster's name. 'And with afew others, too.’

'Can't think why held want to," Dungterville said. 'He's a mean sort, but not such a bad
egg.

'Maybe he's aworse egg than you think,' Sarah told him. 'Why don't we go and seeif we
can have achat with him?

'I'm game," agreed Kipling. 'I'll be scout.’ He set off down the road.

Sarah followed behind, ignoring Beresford's comments as he droned away. She couldn't
help wondering whether Dungterville had a point: why would a successful factory owner
be connected to missing children? Wasit possible that Billy was sending her on awild
goose chase just to get rid other?

Asthe Doctor reached the Pig and Thistle, he halted and turned to Sir Alexander. 'Why
don't you and Doctor Martinson order up some lunch? he suggested. 'I'd like to seeif
Captain Gray is back on the Hope yet. I've an idea that he may be able to clear up afew



items that are nagging at the back of my mind. If he's not back yet, Doyle can leave him a
note to get in contact with us when he does return.’

'Oh, very well,' the magidrate agreed. Though | il think you're off hunting red
herrings. Doctor.'

The Doctor grinned. 'I've a particular fondness for herrings," he replied. ‘Come on, Doyle!
He started down the wharf toward where the Hope lay a anchor. ‘Do you think I'm off on
atangent here dso?

Doyle shrugged. 'l have to admit. Doctor, that it does look like you're connecting matters
that are unrelated. On the other hand, your scientific methods are impeccable, and you are
certainly skilled a deduction. I'm willing to indulge in afew wild idessif they hdp to

settle this case.

He rubbed his hands together eagerly. 'And it certainly is proving to be amost fascinating
afair, isntit?

"It would be more fascinating,’ the Doctor replied, 'if people weren't dying. But it is
unique.’ They had reached the plank leading up to the whaler now. 'After you, my dear

chap.'

"Thank you.' Doyle led the way aboard. There was no onein sight on deck, and Doyle
gestured. 'The captain's quarters are over here,' he said.

'Where is everyone? the Doctor asked.

‘Shore leave," Doyle informed him. The captain gave us aday or so off while he
concluded his ded, then the ship will head back home. | imagine mogt of the crew are off
getting blind drunk while they can.'

The Doctor nodded. It sounded more than reasonable. They reached the door to the
captain's cabin, and Doyle rapped on it.

The door swung dowly open.

'Odd,' Doyle muttered. 'Thisis usudly kept locked if-'

There was a sudden flurry of movement and a hunched form shot out of the cabin,
damming into Doyle and knocking the medicd man backward with awhoaosh of bregth.
Doyle dammed into the Doctor, and they collgpsed in atangle of arms and legs. It took
Doyle amoment to catch his breath and stagger back to his feet.

"The scoundrd's getting away,' he wheezed, clutching his ssomach with one hand and the
wall of the cabin with the other.



'Got away,' corrected the Doctor, regaining his own feet. 'l doubt either of us could catch
up with him now. Besides, | know where | can find him anyway.'

'Y ou do? asked Doyle, hisface returning to its norma colour and his breething regular
once more. 'Y ou recognized the man, then?

'Yes,' the Doctor said. 'l only saw him briefly last night, but theré's no mistaking that nose
and build. His name is Abercrombie, and he works for a Colond Ross!'

Frowning, Doyle followed the Doctor into Gray's cabin. 'He must have been hereto rob
the captain,’ he said. 'Wed better let Faversham know, so he can arrest the villain.'

'Not yet,' the Doctor cautioned. 'I'd like to know what he expected to find in here that's
worth hiswhile. Men who spend severa monthsin the Arctic don't usualy take many
vauableswith them, do they? If Gray is off-ship, he's not likely to leave much cash
around ether.’

"True,' agreed Doyle, puzzled. 'We won't redly get any money till we dock againin
Peterhead and sdll the bulk of the cargo.' He glanced around the cabin. 'Not much has
been disturbed,’ he observed.

'Except this," the Doctor answered. He gestured to the ship's log, which was open on the
captains desk. 'To today's entries in fact." He scanned the page. 'Hello! Now that is
interesting.'

'What? Doyle peered over the Doctor's shoulder.

"'Met with Breckinridge and Ross',' the Doctor read. He grinned. 'That was yesterday,' he
sad thoughtfully. '‘Breckinridge again. He seemsto be turning up at every twist in the

road, doesn't he? And | wonder why your captain met with this mysterious Colonel
Ross?

'And why was Ross's man here reading that? Doyle asked, perplexed. ‘Unless maybe he
amed to destroy the reference so we couldn't read it?

The Doctor snorted. 'Come on, Doyle. We wouldn't have even looked at it if
Abercrombie hadn't |eft the page open.’ He shook his head. 'Another mystery.'

Doyle sighed. 'It seems asiif at every turn, matters get more complex and confusing,’ he
complained.

'l know," agreed the Doctor happily. 'lsn't it fun? Right, leave Gray anote asking him to
contact us as soon as he can, and let's be going. I'm famished.’



Thereitis,' sad Kipling. Sarah couldn't help noticing a distinct trace of pridein hisvoice.
She remembered that he was very keen on progress, and had even written a couple of
science-fiction stories as a young writer. ‘Breckinridge's factory.'

It looked like one of Blake's 'dark, satanic mills to Sarah. It was large, block-shaped and
grim. Threetdl chimneyswere pouring thick, gritty fumesinto the atmosphere. There
were few windows visble in thewalls, and the entire bottom haf of the building was
invisble behind atdl sonewall. A sngle road led to the structure, and the sound of
mechinery came from within, audible even at this distance of about amile.

'So what does he make? she asked as they strode along briskly. She was glad that she had
had a good breskfast and arest before al this marching around. Bodham was only a

smal town, but it seemed asif everything she wanted to see was at opposite ends of it.

The factory was on asmdl hill to the west of town, facing out into the bay. She could

make out a pipe that led from the base of the hill and which was discharging into the sea
Pollutants, no doubt.

‘A jolly good living,' Kipling answered, grinning. 'Asde from that, wire and cables, |
believe'

'Wire and cables? Sarah was puzzled. 'lan't this atrifle out of the way for such things? |
would expect the market for them to be closer to London.’

Kipling shook his head. 'Ah, but Breckinridgeis a greet believer in progress. He's talking
about laying atelegraph line between England and the United States that would carry ten
timesthe load of the ones Lord Kelvin laid fifteen years ago.’

'And if that was done," Sarah said, catching on, 'he'd be able to supply the necessary
materias from here ingead of having to ship them out from London. Clever!'

'Rether,’ agreed Kipling. 'This man has an eye on the future, no doubt about that. And he's
very interested in the telephone. He came to our school last term and gave atalk about it
being the future of communications, and even envisons atime when telephonic lines will
cross the Atlantic and replace telegraphs. Itsjolly interesting Stuff.'

Of course! Thiswas 1880, and it was only a year snce Bell had demondtrated the
telephone to Queen Victoria. The great explogive growth of this new industry was poised
to sart. Breckinridge was definitely being visonary if he was dready planning to take
advantage of that new technology to lay submarine cablesfor it.

Then why had she never heard of his name in that connection? He was certainly in the
right place at the right time with the right product. Why hadn't he been one of the first
media barons, then? Did his failure have something to do with the events that were
unfolding? It was lucky that the TARDIS had brought them here, then, instead of meeting
up with Kipling in ten years timein India



Or was it luck? Too often, Sarah reflected, the ship had landed her and the Doctor right in
the thick of things. Could it be nothing more than coincidence? Or was it possible that the
TARDIS - or some other force, unknown as yet - was deliberately bringing the Doctor to
points in space and time where help was needed?

As she mused on this thought, they drew closer to the factory. There was a definite odour
inthe air now. All factories seemed to be intent on producing stench as a primary

product, she reflected. There was a small guard box beside the door, and a bored-looking
rat-faced man insdeit. He glared at the four of them as they approached, asif irritated
that they should deign to disturb hisrest.

'I'd like to see Mister Breckinridge, please," Sarah said firmly.
‘Sorry,' the guard replied. 'He's not available for vistors:!'
That wasn't a very encouraging start. "When will he be back, then?

Rat-face sniggered. 'Did | say hewas out? | just told you, he's not seeing vistors. He was
clearly enjoying hisrole as guardian of the gates.

Sarah examined the gates carefully. There was no way through them without the man's
permission, that was clear, and it didn't look asif he was interested in letting anyone pass.
'I'd prefer to hear Mister Breckinridge say that himsdlf,' she snapped. 'Can you take a
message to him?

'I'm aguard, not amessenger,’ the man replied haughtily. ‘I guard. | don't carry messages.
And | wastold point-blank not to let in vigtors.'

'Redlly? Sarah glowered a him. 'Have you turned many others away today?

'No. You'rethefirst. Goodbye.'

It'sawadte of time,' Beresford said. 'Why don't we just go somewhere more interesting?
Sarah shrugged. For once she was inclined to agree with Beresford, but she wasn't going
without firing off one last salvo. 'Well, tell Migter Breckinridge that | was here, please.

The name is Sarah Jane Smith, and I'm staying with Sir Edward Fulbright. Y ou could
mention that | was asking about missing children.’

Rat-face scowled at her. 'What's that supposed to mean? he demanded.

Sarah smiled swestly. 'If you were a messenger and not aguard, | might explain. Bye!'

She waved, and started back towards the village. Let's see what effect that produces, she

mused. If any, of course. Her three musketeers promptly fell in beside her. Sheld have felt
better about them if they weren't continudly staring at her ankles or her chest. She knew



she had their attention only because they were hoping to take advantage of her later. Fat
chance, she thought.

She gave a gart as Billy suddenly stepped out into the road ahead of them. He'd been
behind atree, and Kipling and his friends yelped and almost jumped out of their skins.
Billy sneered & them.

'l can see why you needed my help,’ he told Sarah. '‘Brave as rabbits, they is!'

Beresford stepped forward. "Y ou want a serious duffing-up? he growled.

Billy produced his knife, and Beresford retrested again. Giving a crooked grin, Billy
winked a Sarah. 'l followed along to make sure ye were on the level, he explained. 'Y ou
redly are looking for the missng 'uns, aren't ye?

'Yes,' Sarah agreed. She was sarting to quite like this little hoodlum. For one thing, she
liked the subduing effect he had on Kipling and company. 'But | didn't get very far, did
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‘Didn't think the factory man would hand them over, did ye?

'No, admitted Sarah. '‘But | would have liked the chance to meet this Breckinridge. I've
got good ingtincts, and the nose of areporter. If he tried to cover up anything, I'd know.'

'l likeye,' Billy said. He stuck out afilthy hand. T'll help ye!

Wondering how many diseases she was risking, Sarah shook his hand gingerly. "'Thanks,
Billy. But hep me how?

'Me mates|l look and ligten," he promised. ‘Anything turns up, I'll fetch ye. Y ou've me
word on it.’

'Y ou wouldnt trust atramp like that, would you? asked Dungervillein disgust. 'l
wouldn't trust him asfar as| could throw him.'

'Y ou wannathrow me,’ Billy said dyly, 'you can try.’

"There's no need to fight,' Sarah told them al firmly. "Yes, | do trugt Billy. On his own,
there's not much he can do. Joining forces with us makes us dl stronger.’ She turned to
the beggar boy. "You can find me- '

'l can find ye when | want,' Billy said, sniffing loudly in disdain. 'Don't need no map.' He
tossed her aragged salute and dived off the road into the trees again. Within seconds
there was neither Sght nor sound of him.



'Interesting character,’ said Sarah. She was most amused by the look of disgust and
irritation on the faces of the three boys left with her. They dl knew they had been
outdone, and by a boy they fdt utter contempt for. ‘Cheer up,’ she told them. 'Maybe
you'll actualy be of some use later.' The looks on their faces dmost made up for the
troubles sheld endured at their hands so far. It was starting to shape up into afine day
after dl.

Still, where was she actudly getting? Sheld redly discovered nothing of much use, and
her only gainsthus far were to have three schoolboys and one drop-out join her sde. She
could only hope that the Doctor was having more luck.

Ross could only hope that Abercrombie was having more luck than he was. He had
managed to carry Alice back to her own room unobserved, and quickly checked that his
booby-trap hadn't caused any serious medica condition. She would wake up when his
little drug wore off in a couple of hours, but he wasn't expecting her to have no clue asto
what had happened to her. When she awoke, there was going to be trouble.

He couldn't afford to wait around for that. It was bad enough that she suspected his
motives and that her father was so implacable in his own suspicions. Now shefindly had
some proof for her theory that Ross was up to no good. After al, why would a man with
nothing to hide set traps on his luggage for the unwary?

There was no option but for him to leave before she awoke. He couldn't possibly get out
of herewith dl his luggage for the moment, which meant leaving it until later. On the

other hand, he doubted that anyone €lse would be foolish enough to try and open it, given
Alice's experience, s0 it should be safe enough for now.

If only there had been some sign of what she was dfter!

Carefully removing severa itemsfrom his locked trunk, Ross reset the traps and then
locked the case again. He dipped the items into his pockets, save for therifle case. That
he would haveto carry. He glanced at his watch and frowned. Abercrombie should have
been back by now if everything had gone well. That suggested another problem. Just
what he needed. Why couldn't this whole thing have worked as smoothly as most of his
jobs?

He eased open the door to his room and carefully scanned the corridor outside. There was
no sign of any of the servants, so he dipped out. Staying close to the wal and poised to
hide if necessary, he made hisway to the stairs leading to the rear exit of the Hall. There
he paused, hearing the soft sound of movement on the stairs. He glanced around and then
moved to the closest door. It was locked, but to his skeleton keys that was no bar. He
moved into the room and closed the door amost entirely, leaving the barest crack to peer
through. The room was an unmade guest room, and smelled vaguely fudty.



He dtiffened as there came the sound of someone entering the corridor, and then breathed
adgh of rdief. It was Abercrombie, trying to snesk into the Hall unobserved as held been
instructed. As Abercrombie passed the room, Ross opened the door and tapped his
companion on the shoulder.

Abercrombie squealed and jumped, then spun about so fast he dmost fell over. 'Stone the
crows," he complained, seeing who it was. 'Y ou enjoyed that, didn't you?

'Y es, admitted Ross. 'About face; we have to leave immediately.’
‘How come?

'Miss Fulbright attempted to open my luggage,” Ross answered, waving the little man
back towards the stairwell.

'Blooming Ada," Abercrombie muttered, scutding back down the airs. That'stornit.’

'It hasindeed,' agreed Ross. 'Weld better lay low until this evening.' He hefted the
wooden case he was carrying. 'l've brought the Townsend.'

Abercrombie made aface. "Y ou going to have to use it?

Ross sighed. 'l doubt I'll have any option but to kill," he replied. They had reached the
base of the gairs. Beyond was a door to the servants quarters, and he could hear sounds
of activity and voices through there, but this sde was clear. He led the way out to the rear
of the Hall, and then sprinted for the closest trees. A moment later, Abercrombie joined
him. 'Until this evening, wed better lay low," he said. 'Meanwhile, how did your research
fare?

'‘Good and bad," his companion answered sourly. 'Did you bring any food? I'm famished.’
'No, there was no time. About your findings?

Abercrombie scowled at the news, and then smiled as he ddivered his own. 'He's here,'
he reported. ‘At the factory.'

'Excdlent,’ Ross replied. Typicd, isn't it? Only two possible locations, and | selected the
wrong one.’

Abercrombie shrugged. 'Can't win them dl," he opined. 'So, do we go down to bregk in
now?

'Not just yet,” Ross replied. 'Firgt things first. The factory can wait until the morning, |
think."



'What about me stomach? asked Abercrombie, rubbing it as he spoke. 'l need food to
keep going.'

'We could try getting a bite to eat at the local tavern,” Ross suggested.

"That might not be such agreat idea,” his companion replied. 'That Doctor bloke and
another geezer spotted me on the ship.

Ross gave him a severe look. 'Y ou're dipping up. But you're right. We'd best not go back
to the village, in case they arrest you.'

Abercrombie looked wistful. 'Y eah. But they'd feed me." With a degp, mournful sigh, he
followed Ross into the woods.

'Maybe we can fmd you some nuts,’” Ross suggested with asmile.

'Do | look like aruddy squirrd?

Sarah was just getting her appetite when they arrived back at the tavern. There had been
no sign of the Doctor or his companions at the barn, and even the body of old Ben
Talliver had vanished. Since the carriage was gill waiting, Sarah redized that the Doctor
was probably il investigating. Asit was past noon, the tavern was open and severd of
the locals were dready ingde, pints and pipes in hand and mouth.

Jen Walker was there, collecting and refilling glasses. She nodded at the back room.
"Your mate'sin there, she said. Tucking into apie’

'What amarvellousidea,’ said Kipling loudly.

'‘Come on,’ Sarah said, redizing she was unlikely to be rid of her three shadows for a
while. She crossed the smoke-filled lounge and moved into the dightly less smoky air of
what passed for adining room. Asthe barmaid had sad, the Doctor was there, chearfully
edting alarge wedge of some kind of loca pie. Sir Alexander and Doctors Doyle and
Maninson were aso enjoying amed and aglass of wine.

'Ah, there you are,' the Doctor called out. '‘And your cheering section, too.' He gestured at
the empty seats about the large table. 'Make yoursalves comfortable.’

'Absolutdly,’ said Kipling, snatching up a spare plate and cutting himsdf alarge chunk of
the steaming pie. His two friends followed suit, and settled down to stuff their faces.

It was agood thing Sarah hadn't redlly been expecting better manners of them. She
helped hersdlf to asmaller piece of pie and sat beside the Doctor. 'So,’ she asked
conversationdly, 'how was your morning? Doyle passed her a glass of the white wine,



which she accepted gratefully. The pie was ddlicious, and as she ae she listened to the
Doctor and Doyle recounting their findings. Then she told them other own escapades.

'Y ou've done well, as aways,' the Doctor said approvingly, as he cleaned his own plate.
‘Smart move to win over young Billy like that.’

Doyle frowned. 'l think it's dashed irregular to use young urchins as agents,’ he
complained.

‘But very wise,' the Doctor countered. 'People are used to seeing them about, and they can
go places and listen in where an adult would be immediately suspected as a spy. And

from the sound of things, young Billy islikely to turn up any amount of helpful

informetion.’

'What concerns me, though,' Sir Alexander interjected, ‘is al this stress youire laying on
poor old Breckinridge. The man's merdly a businessman who's helped out the village
when he didn't haveto. | fed certain that he'sinnocent of involvement.'

'He may be,' agreed Sarah. 'But unless we can check him out, we won't know for certain.’
She gave the magistrate awinning smile. 'Y ou know him; can't you arrange for him to
dlow usto vigt the factory?

Sir Alexander flushed dightly, obvioudy appreciating her atention. ‘I can but try, young
lady. When | get home later, I'll send aman around to ask.'

The Doctor nodded. 'Well assume that Breckinridge agrees,"” he commented. That means
tomorrow at the soonest will be avist to the factory.

'Isthat a problem?

'No.' The Doctor gave another of hiswide smiles. 'After dl, tonight we go out hunting the
beast of the moors.' He smiled a Doyle. ‘Are you up to that, do you think?

Doyle nodded eagerly. 'Wouldn't missit for the world," he announced. 'The game's afoot!’

5
Hounded

Sir Alexander remained behind in the village when their late lunch was finished. Kipling,
Beresford and Dungterville reluctantly took their leave. Doctor Martinson shook the
hands of the Doctor and Doyle before heading back to his own home to finish the death
certificate on Tolhver. That left only Doyle to accompany the Doctor and Sarah back to
Fulbright Hall.



Asthe coach ambled through the countryside, Sarah turned to the Doctor. 'Is any of this
becoming clearer to you? she asked.

‘Not redly,” he answered cheerfully. He had douched down in the seet, the bnm of his
deergtalker pulled down over hiseyesin an attempt to make it ook as though he were
deegping. Sarah knew him too well to bdlieve thisruse, and knew that he was merdly
atempting to avoid answering any questions she or Doyle might have.

'Do you have any ideawhét is going on here? she persisted.

| dways have idess,' he answered sombrdy. 'But until | have more information, I'm not
going to share them. If we can capture this beast tonight, then I'll be able to be more
gpecific. Until then, Al | have istheories!

Doyle shifted eagerly in his own segt, opposite Sarah. 'What is this monstrous hound
like? he asked.

'Like amonstrous hound,’ she answered. 'It's huge, and its mouth is filled with razor-
sharp fangs. It's like nothing I've ever seen on Earth before!’

'Intriguing,’ Doyle mused. "An unearthly hound, eh? Sounds like the perfect ideafor a
story.'

Sarah couldn't hide a amile. 'Believe me, it is" She gave one of the Doctors knees a poke.
'Oi, you going to belike thisdl the way back?

'Y es, and probably much later,’ the Doctor muttered through his hat. 'I'm sure you can
amuse yoursdf until the hunt.’

'I'm sure I'll haveto,' Sarah answered. He wasin his usud taciturn mood again, and she
knew he was feverishly thinking through what they had discovered so far, aswell as
planning their evening's escapades. She chatted pleasantly with Doyle about his
adventures on the whaer, and his plans to enter private practice when he returned to
Edinburgh.

Asthe coach rolled to a hat outsde Fulbright Hall, Sarah was startled to see Sir Edward
come running down the steps, his face ashen. Ignoring the footman's offered hand, she
jumped down to the gravel. 'What's wrong? she asked.

It's Alice,’ he said. 'One of the servants found her in her room, unconscious. | hoped that
the Doctor might be able to explain -

Doyle and the Doctor virtudly leaped from the landau, Doyle clutching his medica bag.
'I'm adoctor, gr," he said briskly. 'I'd be happy to offer my opinion.’



‘Thank you,' said Sir Edward gratefully. 'Thisway.' He led the three of them up to Alices
room. Roger was there, wringing his hands helplesdy, as was one of the serving maids,
presumably the girl who had discovered Alice.

It took Doyle and the Doctor a very brief time to come to the same conclusion. 'She's
been drugged,’ Doyle explained. The effects should wear off in a short while and leave
her with noiill effects’

'Drugged? her father exclaimed, aghast. 'But who would do such athing?

The Doctor glanced around the room. 'Offhand," he suggested, 'I'd suspect the one person
missing from this picture. Which is Colond Rosss room?

Roger gave astrangled cry. 'Y ou can't think that Edmund would possibly -

'l canand | do," the Doctor snapped. 'He's a very secretive person, and he's conspicuous
by his absence.’

'But he'smy friend,’ protested Roger. 'I'm sure - '

'I'm sure you're ablithering idiot,” Sir Edmund grunted. ‘Come dong, Doctor. I've long
sad that the man isa scoundrel. Let's take alook in hisroom.’

Sarah was torn for amoment between staying to look after Alice, who she rather liked,
and keeping up with the action. Action won, and she gave Doyle a quick wave before
diving after the Doctor and Sir Edward.

Rosss room was further down the corridor, past the one Sarah had been given. Sir
Edward rapped hard on the door and then threw it open. 'Nobody here," he reported,
disappointed.

‘But hisbags are,’ the Doctor said, going to hiskneesin front of the first. He didn't touch
it until he had conducted a thorough examination of the straps. ‘Ahal* he exclaimed
happily. 'Just as | expected.' Taking his magnifying glass from his pocket, he held up the
drap usng the handle. Sarah saw the glint of something in the lesther. 'Ingenious. HeE'S
booby-trapped it so that anyone who opens his bags unaware gets drugged.’

Sarah frowned. 'So you're saying that Alice was trying to rummeage through his things?
'It looks that way,' the Doctor agreed. 'She was obvioudy suspicious of his motives and
wanted some information.’ His eyes sparkled. 'l wonder why Ross felt it necessary to rig
thiskind of trap for his bags? It's hardly the action of an honest man, isit?

The man's a scoundrd,’ repeated Sir Edward. 'l should have Faversham arrest him.'



'On what charge? asked the Doctor. 'He hasn't actualy done anything crimina that we
know of, and the only way your daughter could have been injected isif she were burgling
histrunk. I think wed be better off leaving the congtable out of this!

'But we have to do something,’ protested Fulbright.

Sarah jerked her head at the two trunks. 'He won't go too far without his luggage, will
he? she said. 'That they're rigged suggests there's stuff in there he needs.” She looked
down at the Doctor. Y ou going to open them up?

He shook his head. 'l don't think so. There may be other traps, and | doubt Ross would
have left anything terribly incriminating behind. Let's just wait for him to turn up again,
shdl we?

'So now what? asked Sarah.

Getting to his feet, the Doctor dipped his glass back into his pocket. '‘Rest,’ he suggested.
'Well need dl our energies and wits tonight when the sun goes down.’

The hunger in his gomach amost overcame the fear in his soul. Waiting in the ancient
mine for the sun to go down taxed him amost beyond endurance. He tried to deep, but
hunger continualy wakened him. It was only the certainty that if he ventured out in the
daylight then he might as well just kill himsdlf thet kept him from throwing aside caution
and padding out onto the moors.

Thewind had risen, whipping at the grasses and sparse shrubs, bringing to his senstive
nogtrils the scents of life. He could dmogt taste the prey in his mouth, fed the blood
pulsing in their furry bodies, hear their bones snap as he bit down . . . Hewhimpered in
agonized indecison, desperately wanting to feed, but terrified of the consequences.

He had not asked for thisfate, didn't deserveit. Why was he 0 tortured and so afflicted?
He stared down at the paws he now possessed instead of hands. They were much more
powerful in some ways than his old hands bad been. He could kill with asingle blow, and
the claws be possessed could rip through branches, bone or flesh. but he couldn't hold a
pencil. And his mouth! The fangs he had grown were capable of ripping the throat out of
ahorse, but he had lost the ability to spesk. All he could manage were the whimperings
he was now producing, or the growls, barks and howls that he gave vent to in the night.

Despite dl of that, he knew that he had been human once. A long, long time ago. Now -
what was he? Neither man nor beast but some terrible, cruel mixture of the two, twin
natures that could never intermix as his physical forms had done.

He wanted to howl out his pain, hisfear and hisrage, but he knew that would bring the
hunters to him faster. One day, he was sure, they would kill him. One day, perhaps, he



would get some peace in the arms of death. He waan't afraid of that so much. Death
would be welcome, though he would never actively seek it. What terrified him the most
was that he might not be killed. Hed been human once. He knew what people would do
with him if they ever captured him.

Worse, he knew what Rosswould do if he found him. Thiswas al because of Rossin the
firgt place! Had it not been for the man, he wouldn't be in this state. He would till be
human. If he was doomed to die, held die happily if he could only kill the man who had
done thisto him. He envisioned fastening his fangs into Rosss throat and shaking the

mean like arat until his spine cracked, his skull split and he could egt the fiend's brains for
afind med! Ah, then they could kill him!

But he knew that he was fooling himsdlf. There was no chance that Ross would give him
the opportunity for vengeance. Ross was too smart for that. HEd have others out to do his
work. The hunters would be others, either bought by Ross or else fooled into doing his
black deeds.

Hunger gnawed at hisinsdes again, and he whimpered once more. He stopped pacing up
and down in the confines of the tunnel and stared at the darkening sky. It would be
twilight in an hour, and then he could venture out. In the darkness, he knew, he could

give any human the dip. All he needed to do was to kill, quickly and slently, the first

prey he came across.

And if it was a hunter, a human? Wdl, so much the worse for that man, then. He had only
wished to be left done, and the men with their guns wouldn't dlow him to live. So beiit.
If there was to be a confrontation, he would not shy from killing.

And, though the thought was repugnant, his ssomach inssted that good food could not be
wasted. Has it come to this? he agonized. Am | really considering cannibalism?

But was it cannibalism? He had been human once -but he was not human now, and could
never be again. Hed take animal flesh if he could, and he was more anima than human
now. If that was right, how could it be wrong to feast on the flesh of those who would kil
him? He resolved that he would kill whatever prey came to him first, man or beast. And
he knew that he would eat anything that was presented to him.

He settled down to await the setting of the sun. Then the hunt would begin.

Alicejoined the rest of them in the dining room for an early supper, though she didn't eat
much. She ingsted that she was feeling much better, but appeared pale and ill tired
despite her long, enforced rest. Roger fussed over her, and her father appeared much
relieved. Sarah could seethat Sir Edward was genuindy fond of his daughter. Despite his
somewhat gruff manner, she redlized that Fulbright was actualy quite a pleasant person.
He became much more animated with the regppearance of Alice.



After they had eaten, he led them al onto the patio overlooking the back lawns and the
beautiful fountain. Sipping at her wine, Sarah found it very relaxing to be here. It was
difficult to turn her mind to the evening's activities. She smply wanted to St out here and
enjoy the cool of the dying afternoon. Despite the rising breeze, it wasn't uncomfortable
adl.

'I've arranged for the grooms to prepare four horses for us," Sir Edward told the Doctor. 'l
takeit you can ride?

‘Naturdly,' the Doctor answered. He looked satiated. Considering how much of the
supper held packed away, Sarah reflected, he should. ‘And so can Sarah.'

'Miss Smith? Sir Edward stared from her to the Doctor. 'l assure you sir, thisisno
expedition for awoman.’

'And | assure you,' the Doctor retorted before Sarah could start her own protest, ‘that |
would sooner have Sarah beside me than any three men. | know | can rely on her
implicitly.’

"Thank you," Sarah said, touched by his compliment. He wasn't often that generous with
hisprase.
‘But it'snot right!" spluttered Sir Edward.

"Y ou'd better accept that I'm coming,’ Sarah told him. She turned to Alice. 'l hopel can
borrow a pair of riding trousers, though.'

Sir Edward amost had gpoplexy. 'Men's clothing? What is this world coming to?

Alice patted his hand. 'Don't be so old-fashioned, Papa,’ she said. 'I'm quite sure that
Sarah and the Doctor know what they are doing. And adressis so impractica for a hunt,
isn't it? She smiled wistfully. 'If | were not so week, 1'd want to come dong aswell.'

‘Never!" her father vowed. Then he Sghed. 'Oh, very well. | suppose | have no choice but
to agree.' He took a swig of his own brandy. 'lI'd better have them ready five horses, |
suppose.’

'Four should be sufficient,’ the Doctor replied. 'l think it would be better for Roger to stay
here and look after Alice

'Here, | say!' Bridewd | exdlamed. 'I'm jolly well coming if sheis | can handleagun.’
'Probably not as well as Sarah,’ the Doctor informed him. ‘Anyway, | am to capture the

cregture, not blow its brains out.' He gave Bridewell awide grin. '‘Besides, if your friend
Ross reappears, | think it would be better for you to be here to question him, don't you?



'If Rossturns up,” Alice promised, 'l shal make certain-he is here when you return, if |
have to 9t on top of him!'

Sir Edward sighed. 'What is this world coming to? Women shoating and hunting, and
now me own daughter talking about getting into afight." He shook his head. That's what
comes of living in acountry ruled by a Queen, | suppose’

Sarah laughed. 'Cheer up,’ shetold him. 'Y ou may grow to like it." She turned to
Bridewell. 'Please do as the Doctor suggests,’ she begged. She wasn't sure why, but she
had a definite suspicion that the Doctor was Smply trying to get rid of Roger.

'Oh, very well,' Bridewdl | agreed with asigh. He took Alice's hand. 'l wish | were coming
aong, though. It sounds like such sport.'

Alice laughed. 'I promise, Roger, you won't be bored in my company.’

‘Time for you to change, Sarah,’ the Doctor observed. Then meet us a the sables. By the
time you're ready, we can st off for the moors.'

'l say," excdlamed Doyle, draining hisglass. Thisisjolly exciting, isnt it?

"The best is yet to come,' the Doctor promised.

After sheld changed, Sarah hurried down to the stables. Sir Edward gave her an askance
look but didn't comment on the trousers and jacket she was now wearing. Instead he
amply handed her arifle. "Y ou can redly use this? he asked.

'Want to see me try? asked Sarah cheekily.

'No," he answered, managing adight smile. 'l suppose | am rather too hidebound, aren't
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"To be honest,’ shetold him, 'l think you're doing pretty well, dl told." She accepted the
reins of arather fine mare. 'She's beautiful. Aren't you, girl? Sarah patted the mare's nose,
and dipped therifle into the boot on the saddle. She mounted the horse and rode over to
where the Doctor was waiting. Y ou didn't want Roger aong, did you? she asked softly.

'No," he agreed, just as quietly. 'l think our friend Colonel Ross may turn up, and I'm not
sure whose side our Mister Bridewd | would take. | preferred not to have him make a
choice. Besides," he added with a grin, ‘what could he do that you can't?

'Not alot," laughed Sarah.



Sir Edward rode over, and one of the grooms handed them dl dark lanterns and matches.
'Right,’ the aristocrat said. 'l think we're ready. Now, stay close to me. The moors are
considerably more dangerous than they might appear, and twice as bad a night. There are
marshes and bogs that undoubtedly contain severa bodies, and I'd be happy if we didn't
add any more.’

I'll drink to that,” Sarah muttered. The thought of being sucked to her degth at the bottom
of abog was discomforting, but she intended to see this through.

Sir Edward nodded, then turned to the Doctor. ‘As | promised, Doctor, I'll give you your
chance to capture this beast dive. Buit if it looks like any of usarein danger, or that the
creature will escape, | am to shoot it down like the animdl it is. | trust you can accept
those terms?

'Y ou're being more than fair,' the Doctor answered. ‘| am certain that we won't bein
danger from this cregture, but if there is trouble then | won't hesitate to kill it either.’

'Excdlent.’ Sr Edward gave them dl atight smile. Then let us be off.

Sarah fdl in behind him as they filed out of the stables and down the riding path. There
was adight queasinessin her somach that she knew was nerves. While sheld faced
greater troubles beside the Doctor - not least of which being the al-too-recent hunt for
Morbius on the devasted surface of Karn - there was dways something indescribably
eerie about the unknown on Earth. She was fairly sure that the Doctor knew what he was
doing, but there was aways the knowledge that he aso had a habit of messing up rather
badly from time to time. She could only hope that this wasn't one of those times.

The ride was pleasant, with the setting sun tinting the woodland landscape in rich autumn
colours. The wind was getting colder, however, as the sun paused on the horizon before
bidding them al goodnight. Sarah shivered, and knew that only part of this was due to the
chill.

The path led them out onto the moors proper, and it was as bleak and raw a landscape as
any that even Kam could have offered. Grasses and stunted shrubs were littered
haphazardly across the moors, but the soil over the base rocks was too thin to support
much growth. What little that struggled to survive had to compete with the winds that
seemed eager to hurl any growths away. In the gathering gloom, the pathside pools and
swampy areas were little more than patches of black in the grey landscape.

Sarah could see why the locals o fervendy believed that this was alandscape carved by
the devil himsdlf, and that the forces of evil walked about here when honest folks were
warm and safe abed. Given her choice, that was where Sarah would have been by now.
But she couldn't desert the Doctor when he might have need of her.

She glanced a Doyle, who seemed to be enjoying this adventure. It was along time since
shed read his Hound Of The Baskervilles, but she recalled enough details to know that at



least part of what he was experiencing this night would end up in the nove. Wasthe
cregture they were after the basis for the hound itsalf? Doyle had credited alocd friend
with the source of the legend, but perhaps that was to cover up his involvement in this
gtrange hunt? She knew that none of his biographies had ever mentioned this stay-over in
Devon. Nor had they mentioned his meeting with the young Kipling. But, as Sarah wdll
knew, history was merely what posterity chose to record, and not necessarily what had
actualy occurred.

The night pressed in close about them. There was the sound of an owl hooting in the
distance, but few other signs of life. Sarah knew that deer lived out on the moors, as well
asthe hardy local ponies. There were smdler animas too, like hares and foxes, and no
doubt plenty of mice to temp the owls.

Plus there was the mongter that they were after, whatever it might be.

They rode in sllence. Sarah kept her eyes darting about, but there was less and less to see.
Bizarre rock formations melted into the darkness, and the weird, twisted sumps of trees
ceased to stand out against the black sky. There was no moon again, probably because of
clouds, since there were few stars glittering either. It waslike riding on the far side of the
moon, far from any life a dl.

After awhile, Sr Edward gestured to a side path. 'That should take us close to where we
lost the creature last night,’ he said softly. "Well have to camp out once we reach the bogs
and wait. | daren't take us further.’

It will cometo us,' the Doctor informed him. "'The poor cregture is most likely starving. It
must teke a great ded of fresh mest to keep abeast that Sze dive.

'‘Good." Sir Edward snapped hisreins and his steed dowly took the side path.

Sarah's mare shied dightly, nickering a soft protest. It could probably smell the spoor of
the creature they were after. Sarah gently inssted that it stay on the path, and the horse
reluctantly obeyed. The feding of oppression grew stronger in Sarah now, dong with a
horrible feding that there were eyes out in the darkness, watching her. Shetried to shrug
the impression off asbeing just a case of thejitters, but it wouldn't leave. If there was any
basisin fact to it, it had to be just some wary animal out there. It couldn't be the monger,
could it?

After another ten minutes or so. Sir Edward hated. Sarah could bardly see him on his
steed now, the night was so dark. Thisisasfar as| dare go,' he called softly. "Wed better
leave the horses here!

Sarah did off her mare and tied its reins to one of the twisted trees. The mare whinnied
softly, then settled down as Sarah rubbed its nose. 'Easy, girl,' she murmured.
'Everything'sfine." She drew her rifle, though, and felt comforted holding it. Stepping out,



she fdl in with the Doctor, Doyle and Fulbright. Together they moved further into the
darkness. A minute or so later, the aristocrat Sgnalled a hdt.

The Doctor nodded and bent to examine the ground. There was the rasp of amatch and
the barest nicker of aflamein his cupped hands as he looked around. Then he blew out
the light. 'Its not emerged yet,' he reported dmost inaudibly. 'Postions!’

Sarah nodded. Ahead was the mire, and behind the pathway leading back to their mounts.
Around were the tumbled remains ofboulders. She moved to one of them, which was an
outcropping of cold stone about ten feet tall. She setded down on aflattish portion and
composed her mind to wait. There were soft sounds about her as the other three took their
positions, and then silence.

How long would they be here? Sarah was very dert right now, but she knew theat the edge
would be taken off her witsif the wait was too long. Still, if the Doctor wasright, their
target would be out as soon asit felt safe. Would it sense them? At least the wind was
such that it would carry their scent away from the creature, so it wouldn't havethat asa
warning.

To passthe time, Sarah tried making sense of what they had discovered so far. What
connection could there be between grave-robbers, giant dogs, and monsters at sea that
killed lone fishermen? What was Rosssrolein dl of this, and how did Breckinridge fit
in? Or was he no more than an innocent party? What about the whaer, and the business
its captain had in town? Try as she might, there was only one connection she could see -
that this mongter they hunted and the one that had killed Tolliver were hardly naturdly
occurring species for these parts.

The Doctor had mentioned something about their quarry being evolutionarily odd. Was it
possible that someone here had brought cregtures from the deep past or future into the
locdl area? She and the Doctor had encountered examples of tempora interference
before, s0 she couldn't rule out the idea completely. If the mongters weren't from some
other time, then just what was their origin?

If she could only -

She froze, blanking out her mind. In the darkness, from the direction of the mire, shed
heard the sound of splashing water. Hardly danng to breathe, she concentrated al her
attention on her hearing. Had it been some nocturnd bird? Or an anima? Or wasiit the
hound?

For long seconds, she heard nothing more. Then came the rusde of something moving in
the darkness. Her throat went dry and her palms went wet. She wiped her hand dowly
and carefully on her trouser leg, and then gripped therifle. It could well be the beast.



She tried to see something, anything, in the darkness, but there was no use. Asde from a
few jumbled shapes of the rocks, she could make out nothing. There was the sound of
another footfdl, and then a vaguenessin the rocks.

It was the creature.

Then there was sudden movement to one side. The beast was poised - to run? to attack? -
and the Doctor's voice broke the stillness.

'SIT!

His best Barbara Woodhouse impression! Sarah amost laughed with giddy relief and
shock et the silliness of the command.

But the creature thumped to the ground.

There was the glare of amatch, and then she saw the Doctor holding up his dark lantern,
its soft light cast over the eerie scene. She gasped as she saw the beast, which hunched
down, shaking, eyes darting about the clearing.

It was adog, but not any kind of canine shéd ever imagined. Her sartled glimpse of the
cregture asit had lumped over her the previous night had not been incorrect, but it had
been incomplete. Sitting, it was till astall as she was, its massve head saring sraight a
the Doctor's grin-flecked face. It was covered in shaggy fur, tangled and matted, dark in
colour. Teeth glittered in the glow of the Doctors lantern, but the cresture made no move
to attack him.

But it was the eyesthat captivated Sarah. Large, expressve and filled with pain, sorrow
and fear. And, despite everything, not the eyes of some dumb animal. There were definite
sgns of intdligence within them.

‘Lord!" bresthed Doyle. That's a creature from the pits of hell itsdf!" His hand was
shaking on therifle he held.

'No," said the Doctor softly. "Y ou're a good boy, aren't you, fellow? He reached up and
scratched the mongter under the chin. Then he reached into his pocket and pulled out a
large, cold pork cutlet. 'Here we are, then.' He held it out to the beast.

Sarah held her breath, expecting the creature to take the Doctor's arm with it. Instead, it
gingerly st its teeth about the meat and then gulped the offering down. It looked at the
Doctor, eager for more.

'As| sad, the Doctor told his companions without looking around, ‘he's as gentle as a
lamb if handled properly. There's no need to harm him, is there?



'l wouldn't have believed it if | hadn't seen it,’ said Sir Edward, till shaken by what he
was witnessing. Thisis utterly extraordinary.’

It certainly was, Sarah reflected. They were al standing about the creature now, the
Doctor having returned to scratching its head asif the thing were algp-dog. 'What isit?
she demanded.

'I'm not entirdly certain,' the Doctor replied. 'But its no more adog than | am.'

It seems intelligent to me," Sarah observed. She gave the beast an encouraging smile.
'Who's a good boy, then, eh? She nervoudy reached out and patted its snout.

The animd used its huge tongue to gently lick her fingers,

Sarah couldn't help giggling as she shook her hand to get rid of the drool. 'Hes afriendly
chap, she commented.

'Yes' The Doctor stared at the cresture darkly. 'l don't like its existence one little bit.
There's something very-odd about it.'

Then something changed. The beast suddenly sprang to its feet, itslong snout twitching
asif some scent had caught its attention. A low, savage growl seemed to roll out from the
back of its throat, and its hackles started to rise. Sarah gasped and stepped back. The
doctor whipped around, holding up his lantern.

The beast exploded into action. A huge paw dammed Sarah out of the way asit sorang
past her. She whirled around, crashing painfully to the ground, and saw only ajumble of
images. There was Colonel Ross, caught in the glare of the Doctor's lantern beam. There
was the beast, fangs bared, snarling and legping. A soft phffi!, and she was aware that
something Ross had been holding had been dropped, and Ross was gone. The monster
fdl, the growl changing to acry of agony that ended in the gurgling of blood and a
choking sound. Then silence before a veritable sorm of sound:

'I'll get the blackguard!' Doyle ydled, jumping forward.

'No, man!" cried Sir Edward, gripping his arm and dragging him back. Y oull only get
logt in the dark and tumble into some pit!*

There was the sound of the horses whinnying in fear and shock, and of Ross's footsteps
fading into the night.

And there was the Doctor, knedling beside the falen beadt, its head cradled in hisarms.
'He didn't have to do this," he said, his voice filled with anger and pain.

Doyle held out a hand and helped Sarah to her feet. ‘Are you al right? he asked, worried.



'Only bruised and winded,' Sarah assured him, grimacing as she flexed her foot and stood
on it. 'lI've felt better, but I've felt worse, too." She limped over to the Doctor and the falen
mongter. She could see that half of the creature's chest seemed to have exploded, and
blood was 00zing out over the dirty fur. Bubbles showed that the lungs and probably the
heart had been punctured. It was quite clearly dead. Sarah felt a pang of sorrow, but she
could see there was much more in the Doctor's hearts.

"Theré's nothing you can do,’ she said softly.

"Therés plenty | can do,’ he replied grimly. He let the dead beast's head settle down to the
ground and wiped its blood off onto the fur. His eyes hdd a dangerous glimmer in them

as he stood up. 'l want to know what Ross was up to,' he said coldly. 'He came here
specificdly to kill the poor thing.'

'But what did he use? asked Doyle, bewildered. 'l didn't hear a shot.'

'It was arather powerful air rifle,’ the Doctor answered. 'Virtudly silent. The weapon of
an assassin, not a hunter. He didn't count on my hearing him, and obvioudy expected to
kill and escape before we knew what was happening.’

'Was it one of ushewasaming a? asked Fulbright, shocked. 'l know he's a scoundrd,
but | didn't think he'd stoop that low.’

'No,' the Doctor answered. 'He aimed at the creature. Ross is obvioudy too good a shot to
have been after anything ese. He hit it through the heart as it moved. A difficult shotin

the daylight, but amost impossiblein thislight. If I didn't abhor what he's done so much,

I'd have to admire his kill."

Sarah couldn't quite grasp what the Doctor was talking about. "Y ou mean Ross came here
to ddiberately kill that mongter?

'Yes. The Doctor stared at her thoughtfully. 'l think he knew exactly what this poor beast
was, and thisiswhy he was staying at Fulbright Hall. He's connected to this travesty of
nature rather intimately. He's going to have some questions to answer when | catch up
with him. And I'll take grest ddight in begting the replies out of him.’

Fulbright stared down at the dead creature. 'Well, Doctor, one way or the other, our work
here is done. The poor thing is dead, and there will be no more killings!

'Done? The Doctor looked a him asif he were insane. 'It's hardly begun!" He gestured
down at the body. 'We have something very solid to work on now. | aim to perform an
autopsy in the morning to see what this actudly is'

'I'd be happy to help in any way | can,' Doyle said eagerly.



'Good.' The Doctor sat down on arock. 'l think that the best thing that you can do right
now isal go back to the Hall and get agood nights deep. I'll stay here and keep watch
over the body. Firg thing in the morning. Sir Edward, 1'd gppreciate your returning with a
cart large enough to carry this back to the Hal. And then lending me somewhere | can
dissect it

The aristocrat looked surprised, but then nodded. 'As you wish. Doctor. Y our ideas have
been good so far.'

'And what about me? asked Sarah. "What am | supposed to do while you're up to your
ampitsin monger intestines?

"Y pu have to go and see Breckinridge, remember? the Doctor reminded her. 'l want you
to take a good look at the factory of his. Make sureit redly is manufacturing cables

'And not mongters, en? Sarah grinned. 'Should be adoddle.’

In the morning when Sarah went down to breskfast, she discovered Alice was feding
much better. Bridewell was very subdued, however, and Sarah redized he was probably
trying to reconcile Rosss actions with their supposed friendship. Sarah was content to let
him stew. She wasn't surprised to discover that Sir Edward and Doyle had both |ft at the
crack of dawn with severa servants and a cart to collect the dain monger.

As he had promised. Sir Alexander arrived after breakfast was over. He had his own
carriage and horseman, and had secured access to Breckinridge, as he had promised.
Sarah was very grateful, and happy to have his company for the grand tour of the factory.
On the trip out, the magigtrate spent the time talking about his family and the loca

gossip. Sarah was content to alow him to chatter on. She couldn't help wondering what
might turn up a the factory.

There was a different man on the gete this morning, a heavier, duller-looking individud.
As soon as he saw Sir Alexander Cromwadll, he unlocked the gate and opened it. Very
different from her lagt vist! It was amazing what money and influence could do.

The journey from the gate to the main door was a short one. The factory was one main
building of severd storeys, with acluster of a dozen or so smaler box-shaped
constructions about it. Sarah assumed that they were storage sheds. Therewas aside
entrance, presumably for the local workersto enter by, and a rather impressive large front
doorway. Itstwo huge oak doors were open, and Sarah could see a short entrance hall

beyond.

Sir Alexander ingsted on helping her from the carriage, and she linked arms with him to
walk up the short flight of steps to the doors. Asthey entered the small hadlway, Sarah
saw that it was lined with glass cases showing the various forms of szes of wires and



cables the factory produced. To her surprise, the halway was illuminated not by softly
hissng gas lamps, such as were used at the Hall, but by glowing dectricd lamps.

| wasn't aware that eectrica lighting was commercidly feasible yet, she commented to
Sr Alexander.

It isn't," avoice said from a doorway. Sarah saw atall, angular man emerge, hisface
illuminated by awide smile. He was dressed conservatively but neetly, in adark suit and
with adark tie over awhite shirt. Smal pince-nez glasses were perched on histhin nose,
and mild blue eyes peered at her through them. His hair was dark, tinged with grey & the
temples, thinning and swept back, showing a high forehead. 'I'm Tobias Breckinridge,' he
sad, extending a hand. Y ou must be the Miss Smith who was so eager to visit me
yesterday.'

'Sarah Jane,' Sarah replied, shaking his hand. 'I'm pleased you agreed to show me around.’

'l am very proud of what | have accomplished here," he answered. 'Sir Alexander has been
very supportive of my work, and | do believe that | have latched onto the wave of the
future.

‘Like the lighting? asked Sarah, gesturing a the lamps.

‘Quite.’ Breckinridge's eyes glimmered as he stared at the closest. 'Incandescent lamps.
Theinvention just last year of the American Thomas Edison.' He blinked. 'Have you
heard of him?

"Thomas Alva Edison? Sarah grinned. "'Who hasn't? A genius, they say.'

'| suspect they say it with great accuracy.' He waved his hand about. This factory would
not have been possible without some of Edison'sinventions. We are on the boundaries of
science here. Miss Smith. | have an even dozen of his bipolar generators hard at work
here. They power most of my machinery. Come, alow me to show you around.’

'I've seen this before, Tobias,' the magidtrate interrupted. 'And my legs aren't as up to this
as they used to be. Would you mind if | sat this out?

'Of course not. Sir Alexander,' the factory owner said smoothly. 'I'll have my secretary
bring you fresh tea'

'Dashed decent of you.' Sir Alexander smiled a Sarah. 'I'm sure you'll learn afew things
on thistour. Mogt interesting. Wish | were up to it mysdf.'

"Thanks." Sarah turned to Breckinridge. 'I'm absolutely fascinated. Please, tell me all.’

‘Certainly.' He gestured for her to walk with him down the short corridor. 'It's very
gratifying to discover a person of your age and sex who isinterested in such mundane



matters as my humble factory.' He opened the door ahead of them and ushered her
through.

'Don't be so modest. Mister Breckinridge,' she replied. This may be afactory, but it
certanly isn't humble. You are, as you say, onthe cutting edge of science here. And I'm
fascinated by science. My colleague, the Doctor, is constantly teaching me abouit it.'

The noise level had increased here, and Sarah saw that they had emerged onto the main
floor of the building. There were large vats with smoke and steam rising from them.
Trolleys on whed s ran from these vats across the floor to what looked like large lathes
and presses. Beyond those, other machines were whirring and chuff-ing away, soinning
threads into cables. There were dmost a hundred men hard at work down here, Sarah
estimated. Apart from brief glances, none of them stopped working as they passed.

The vats are where we load the raw materias,' Breckinridge explained. 'We import iron
and other metas mogtly from the Midlands. I'm thinking of indaling aralway line out
here to bring them faster than the ships and carriages can at the moment. We get through
quite an amount of iron, as I'm sure you can imagine. It's melted down in the vats. Next,
we check the purity of the mix, and add whatever small trace metals are needed for
conductivity. Then the resultant mix is extruded through the next batch of machines.
Thereit is pressed into wire of uniform thickness and purity before being cooled and
wound onto those large spools that you see. Some of these are Smply shipped off. We
have alarge storage area at the back, and we continually receive and send supplies!

'And the rest of the machines? asked Sarah, pointing to the far end of the floor.

‘There we spin and weave cables, Miss Smith," Breckinridge explained. They are corded
together in bundles for carrying dectricad impulses. I'd take you down on the floor, but it
isimportant to maintain safety. Besides your own, | am, of course, concerned with that of
my men.' He gave her asmile. 'A lady as pretty as yoursdf might distract them from their
labours, and inattention can be dangerous, if not fatd.'

' wouldn't want to cause trouble,' Sarah assured him.

"Thank you.' Breckinridge gestured to a door besde them. This leads to the Sairsto the
next levd. If you'd careto?

"Try and stop me," Sarah said cheerfully. She opened the door and started off up the stairs.
Breckinridge followed her up. They emerged into ashort corridor, and when they closed
the stairwell door behind them, the sound of the lower-leve machinery was much
diminished.

‘Thisfloor contains such dull but essential departments as the accountants, the shipping
clerks and the laboratories,' the owner explained.

'‘Laboratories? Sarah asked. 'Y ou do research here, then?



Breckinridge laughed. 'Dont | wish! | am certain that we English could duplicate and
surpass the achievements of Edison, given haf the chance. After dl, scientific method

was mogily born in this country. Davy, Boyle, Kelvin and so forth. No, the |aboratories
are mosdy to check samples of the cable for accuracy and conductive properties, that kind
of thing. You could take alook in if you wish, but you'd most likely find it rether boring.’

'I'll take your word for it. Mister Breckinridge." Was he being honest, or smply trying to
divert her attention? Sarah wasn't absolutely sure what to make of the man. He appeared
to be open and honest, and he certainly had awinning way about him. But was this
merdy illuson, to cover some hidden depths? Or was she searching for cluesto
something thet didn't in fact exig? 'Isthis everything?

'By no meang!’ Breckinridge's eyes sparkled. Thereisthe find floor. | think you might
well enjoy that. Come along.' He led her past the wooden and smoked- glass doors leading
to the 'dull’ areas, and to another door. As Sarah had expected, there was a further
staircase beyond.

'Have you thought of ingtdling elevators? she asked.

'It had occurred to me," he replied. ‘But hydraulic elevators are not as efficient asthey
might be. | hear that our American cousins are experimenting with eectrically powered
models. I'm certain that they will soon become practicd, and then | shdl certainly ingtall
them. Until that time, das, we have to endure the omnipresent airs."

Sarah nodded, and followed him up to another door. This was locked, and Breckinridge
removed the key on achain from hiswaistcoa pocket. Thisis my private part of the
factory,' he explained. Thisiswhere | come when | wish to relax or to cogitate.”
Throwing open the door, he gestured her to precede him.

Inside, Sarah was impressed. It was a single large room that must have spanned about a
third of the entire floor. There was a gentle hum of machinery and the sound of water
golashing gently, but it was otherwise quite serene. Large aguanum tanks lined the walls
everywhere except by the windows. Insde the tanks swam al manner of species of fish.
Sarah recognized afew of the species, but many were strange to her. Some of them were
clearly foreign. She stared at Breckmridge in respect. 'An impressve collection of
species,’ she observed, nodding at one tank. 'Is that a sand shark?

Itisindeed.’ His eyeslit up. "Y ou are an admirer of fish? he asked hopefully.

'Mostly with chips, I'mafraid,” Sarah admitted. '‘But | redlize thisis a most impressive
collection. Isthis your hobby?

‘More of an obsession, I'm afraid,” he admitted, like aboy with a guilty secret. '‘And a
fairly recent one, too. | began to study the oceans when | consdered the laying of a
telephonic cable to the continental United States. As | studied, marine life began to
fascinate me. I've made asmadl fortune from my manufacturing plants here and in



London, and was able to indulge my curiosity.' He gestured her over to the windows. 'l
often stand here and smply stare out.’

Sarah emulated him, and saw that from this vantage point the bay was visible. She could
see the waves on the surface of the grey waters, and from time to time spume flying as
the waves crashed againg rocks in the weter. It redly was very pleasant in thislofty
perch. 'Is that why you met with Captain Gray? she asked. 'Does he supply you with
some of these samples?

Breckinridge appeared surprised. 'Y ou know about the captain?

'His ship's surgeon, Doyle, is helping my friend, the Doctor,” Sarah explained. 'He
mentioned that the captain bad business with you, that's al.’

'Ah, | see.’ Breckinridge shook his head. 'No, the captain does not bring live specimens
back, I'm afraid. I met with him to offer him ajob. | wish to finance my own cable-laying
ship, and the good captain would be a perfect choice to skipper such avessd. But, das, |
shdl have to search dsewhere. Captain Gray is wedded to hislove of whaling, it appears.
| tried to convince him that whaling cannot last much longer, but he wouldn't listen. He
knows that there are probably less than three hundred Greenland whales till in those
waters, but seems impervious to suggestions that the whaling should at least pause for a
while to dlow their numbers to be replenished. A terrible shame!’

'Quite." Sarah was amazed at his enlightened attitude. '‘One day, I'm sure, more people
will fed asyou do. Perhaps then the whalers can be put out of action.

'l only hope it's soon. Miss Smith.'

Sarah stared out of the window at the sea. So far, Breckinridge appeared to have been
very honest and straightforward. She could see why men like Sir Alexander Cromwell
and Sir Edward Fulbright were taken with him. This was the age of progress, and
Breckinridge seemed poised to take advantage of it.

A movement in the yard some eighty feet below caught her eyes. Severd amdl figures
were moving about between the small outbuildings. 'Are they children down there? she
asked, unbdlieving.

Breckinridge frowned &t the tone in her voice. 'Y es. We have several dozen of them
working here.' He gave Sarah a penetrating gaze. 'Ah, | take it that you're a supporter of
Munddlas Act, and think that al children should be in school, not in work.'

'l am. indeed,’ said Sarah firmly.
'| can sympathize with that point of view, Miss Smith,' Breckinridge answered. 'But |

don't actudly agree with it, especialy in these cases. Y ou have to understand that the
children you see down there are happy to work here.’



T'll just bet they are," Sarah said sarcagtically.

That made him irritated. 'l see no cause for such animosity,” he snapped. 'Most of those
children have logt their fathers at sea. They often have younger brothers and ssters
dependent on them. Without the wages they earn here, they and their families might well
al perish, and this nonsense about sending them to school wouldn't keep them dive. |
fed that what | am doing here is heping them, not harming them.’

Sarah redlized that she was projecting ideas a hundred years in advance of their time on
Breckinridge. It was unfair to judge him by the light of her erawhen he was doing what
he believed to be nght. 'I'm sorry,’ she gpologized. ‘It was rude of meto criticize you in
that tone." She stared down at the sad little figures in the courtyard below. '‘Nevertheless, |
do fed that they would be better off being educated than worked.'

'And if the law passes;' Breckinridge said, ‘'we may well get to discover swhich of usis
correct. You believe they will be helped. | believe they will smply avoid going and many
will become transients upon the city streets, asthey were before | helped them. Until
then, perhaps we could declare atruce?

'Of course,' agreed Sarah. She amiled. 'l believe you're wrong, but | admit that you are
sancere, and | have to admire you for doing what you believeisright.’

Breckinridge was mallified. ‘Good. And | admire your outspokenness. Miss Smith, for a
cause you obvioudy believe in. Now, would you like tea and sandwiches with our truce?
Or would you prefer to see more?

‘A cup of teawould be marvelous." 'Excdlent.' He gestured toward the door. 'Shall we
go?

Thankfully, Sir Alexander didn't press her for details on the way back. Sarah waslogt in
her thoughts, unable to decide how she felt about Breckinridge, and whether he was
merely afactory owner or something more snister. She couldn't help wishing hed
seemed less idedlistic and more exploitive. Then sheldd have been happy to consder him
the enemy. Asit was, she smply couldnt decide.

He had apparently shown her everything at the factory. Sheld peeked in at the laboratories
on the way downgtairs, but they had seemed to be exactly the kind of thing held

described. Hed even allowed her to look around the yard and chat to a couple of the
children without interference, which strongly suggested that he was hiding nothing. And

the two young boys she'd spoken to had been grateful for their jobs as messengers and
carriers at the factory. As Breckinridge had claimed, they were orphans who were
supporting shlings with their wages.



Sarah sighed. It was s0 gppedling to see the factory owner as adave-driving villain, but
the redlity didn't resemble the prejudice much. He was enlightened and far-sghted. His
schemeswere dl wel within his grasp, and he showed a vivid certainty about the future
that Sarah knew from experience was based in fact.

And yet - he was unknown in her age. She couldn't understand this. He should be
dominating the fid within five years, and yet he was destined for obscurity somehow.
Why? How come he had never achieved his dreams of world-spanning communications?
It was going to happen, and Breckinridge should have been there on the ground floor. He
was prepared to seize the opportunity. Something obvioudy was going to go badly wrong
for him? But what? And could it be that she and the Doctor might be in a position to
prevent it? She had often wondered what she would do if she were faced with the
possihility of dtering the padt. Travelling in the TARDI S rendered such athought more
than academic. On her very firg trip in the TARDIS, for example, shed gone back to the
Middle Ages. One change there could have affected the whole course of history. Now,
here she was again, thistimein Victorian England.

She had met and was interacting with two of the most famous English writers of their day

- Arthur Conan Doyle and Rudyard Kipling. A little nudge from her, the wrong word
even, and their lives could be dtered. And while it might not change the entire course of
higtory if Kipling never wrote The Jungle Book, say, something wa® bound to be affected.

It was atremendous responsibility to rest on her shoulders. She could see why the Time
Lords, the mysterious race behind the Doctor's past, strongly forbade interference in the
history of other worlds. Though even they would meddle if they fdt it was judtified.
They'd tried to destroy the Daeks at their birth, for example.

There was no use in looking for trouble, though. Asfar as she knew, there wasn't much
chance that she and the Doctor would change history. None of what they were doing now
had ever made it into any history sheld ever heard of. At the moment, it seemed that the
most they were doing was influencing a couple of authors by providing them with plot
materials. Hardly earth-shaking stuff!

On the other hand, there was something very wrong going on here. Sheld bet her life on
that. Sea-monsters and giant hounds were even more out of place here than she was. But
was Breckinridge involved in this or not? He did have a fascination with the sea, but that
wan't necessarily an indicator of any kind. His own explanation for it was sufficient.
However, she found his excuse for meeting Captain Gray to be a bit thin. Why offer the
skipper of awhaling ship the job of running a cable-laying boat? Still, red life often did
have thin threads of logic to it, and she might just be being a bit too suspicious there.

The problem was, she reflected, theat life was never astidy and neet asit tended to be on
thetdly or in abook. Infiction, al plot points were relevant and everything ded up
neetly at the end to make sense. In red life, events often smply happened with no rhyme
or reason, and resolutions elther never came or passed so fast you could miss them if you
blinked. Maybe Breckinridge was nothing more than he seemed: a man of vison and



integrity. And maybe this was nothing but a mask that concealed a darker nature. She ill
had no real clue either way. All she could hope was that she and the Doctor could
compare notes and that some enlightenment would come fromiit dl.

The carriage drew up a Fulbright Hall, and Sir Alexander smiled & her. 'l trust you
enjoyed your visit, my dear?

"Very much, thank you.' Sarah shook his hand. "Y ou were super, Sir Alexander, and |
redlly appreciate your help.’

'Any time, young lady.' He winked. 'It never hurts my reputation to be seen out driving
with a pretty woman. Scandalizes the neighbourhood, you know. Let's be certain to set
tongues wagging again, en?

'It'sadate,’ Sarah promised with alaugh. The groom helped her down from the carriage.
‘Bye, Sir Alexander.’

'‘Goodbye, my dear.' He waved his driver on, and the carriage pulled away. Sarah went up
to the door, which was opened by afootman. 'Any idea where the Doctor and Doctor
Doyle are? she asked him.

'| believe they're in one of the outhouses, maam,' the groom answered. 'If you wish to
fmd them, take the path to the rear of the house, and then ask one of the gardeners.’

"Thanks, Jeeves She gave him a grin and humed to follow hisingructions. At the rear of
the house, one of the locals was raking leaves, and pointed her in the right direction.
After afew minutes, she could smdl the tang of formadehydein the air, and asickly
stench of decay. The rest of the joumey was obvious.

The door to the small shed was open wide to provide some ventilation. One of the
servants stood upwind of the shed, looking uncomfortable, while indgde the hut were the
Doctor and Doyle. 'So," asked Sarah, 'made any great discoveries?

'Indeed we have,' said the Doctor. His voice was tinged with anger and worry. 'lt'sbeen a
most productive morning.’ He gestured at the remains of the carcass on the tresde table
behind him. ‘Do you have any ideawhat that is?

'Morbiuss regject heap? she guessed.

"You're very close, Sarah,’ the Doctor replied. 'That isn't any known animd at dl. In fact,
itisn't even an animd.’

Then what isit?

The Doctors eyes were haunted. 'Off the cuff, I'd say it'saten-year-old boy.'



'What? Sarah couldn't believe her ears. "What do you mean?

'l mean someone is tampering with the fabric of the human cdl,’ the Doctor said darkly,
‘perverting its secrets to their own purposes.”

6
Swimming with the Sharks

Sarah gazed in shock and revulsion a the remains of the - the whatever on thetable. 'l
know some kids are ugly,' she said weakly, 'but that's a bit extreme, don't you think?

'Extreme and extremely immoral,’ agreed the Doctor. 'It's perversion of the natural order
on ascale I've seen only once before!

‘But. . . therés no way that thing could be a ten-year-old child,’ objected Sarah.

Itisn't. At leadt, it isn't any more." The Doctor was very grim and she could detect the
undercurrent of moral outrage below his surface. ‘But that's how the poor creature began.’

Doyle, wiping his hands after having washed them thoroughly, walked over to join them.
'Even | don't understand how it has been accomplished,’ he admitted. ‘But there's no
doubting the Doctor's core theory. That is not some animd.’

Sarah shook her head. 'Look, | know I'm not reglly up on the science stuff, but I'm no
dummy ether. It'simpossible to create hybrids of humans and animds, isn't it?

'Generdly speaking, yes,' agreed the Doctor. ‘But thisisn't generd. It's very specific.
Without access to much more sophigticated analysis techniques, | can't be too sure what's
happened, but the basics are fairly clear. The body structure of that creature isthat of a
norma human child. Somehow, though, his genedc materid has been melded with that of
acanine - possbly awolf, most likely adog of some kind.'

Sarah frowned. 'Come off it,' she said. 'Are you telling me that thing's an honest-to-God
werewolf?

'It's not honest to anything, Sarah Jane," the Doctor said hollowly. 'Its as dishonest asthey
come. And it's not awerewoalf in the sense you imagine. Thisis a ddiberately engineered
mongrosty.’

‘Somebody made akid into that? Sarah was appalled beyond any words.

'Yes.' The Doctor spoke quietly but firmly. "'The genetic match isn't too good, and the
poor cresture must have been in pain congtantly, and probably more than half insane.’

‘But that's not possible in thistime period, isit, Doctor? she inssted.



‘Time period? Doyl€e's eyes went wide. "What the deuce are you talking about?

‘Later!’ the Doctor snapped at him. To Sarah, he said, 'No, it isn't. Which means that we're
dedling with something intrusive. That kind of genedc manipulation won't be possible on
this planet for at least two hundred years!

"Then what is happening here? demanded Sarah.
'One possibility is that we have an intruder from the future!’

That sparked something in Sarahs mind. 'Wait aminute - | just met someone who seems
to be abit too aware of what the future might bring." She told the Doctor and Doyle about
her vigt to the factory. 'Isit possible that Breckinridge is from the future, and that he's
come back to thistime to dter the course of history? That he amsto get rich when the
communications boom comes in a couple of years?

'It's possible,’ agreed the Doctor. 'l don't know how likely it is, though. Asde from his
idess - which a shrewd businessman of thistime could gtill come up with - and this pitiful
beadt, there's nothing to suggest time travel.'

That'sit,' said Doyle firmly. 'l refuse to be shut out of this conversation any longer. Will
you two please tell me what you are discussing here? Time travel?

That had sunk it. Sarah Sghed. 'Look,' she said. 'It's very complicated, and | know you
won't believeit, so let it drop, okay?

But Doyle was having none of that. 'Wait amoment,’ he ingsted. The only way that what
you have both been saying makes any senseisif you claim to be from a different time
period to this. The future, | assume, and you have somehow transferred back in time. Is
that what you are dlaming?

'We're claiming nothing, Sarah replied. 'Let it drop, please!’

'Oh, no, Doyle said firmly. "Y ou can't just raise the idea and then walk away fromit. The
very concept is preposterous.’

Itis, isit? asked the Doctor.

'Yes, of courseit is’ Doyle waved his hands about his head. ‘One cannot smply move
fredy back and forth between the ages. I'm arationa man, and | accept only those
matters that science can demondtrate to arationad man.'

"Then heaven defend us from rational men!' the Doctor ydled. ‘A pox on rationdity! Has
it never occurred to you that the human understanding of scienceisasmall and pitiful
thing? That there might exist vast areas outside of human knowledge that can il be
explained scientificaly, but not in terms of the puny knowledge that the human race



possesses at this time? That there just might be redities undescribed by and unknown to
your limited grasp of science? A rationd man! Hah!'

'Well,' said Doyle, somewhat taken aback by this verba assault, 'if you chooseto put it
likethet - *

'l do so choose!" the Doctor replied.

"Then | have to say that you are correct. Doctor' Doyle shook hishead dowly. 'Itis
arrogant to assume that everything we know is everything there is to know.’

‘Congratulations," Sarah informed him. 'Y ou've JUSC made a huge step forward.
Ignorance isn't so bad, but refusing to seeignoranceis.’

‘But | il find it hard to accept the notion of transference in time," Doyle added honestly.
The Doctor gestured at the carcass on the table. "'Then merely accept it. You've seen it,
you've touched it and you helped me to dissect it. Explain that in terms of nineteenth
century knowledge.’

I cannot.’

'Good. I'd have cdled you adamned fool and aliar if you tried.' The Doctor patted him
encouragingly on the back. "Well, let's get a pot of tea and some scones, shdl we? | do
hope they have clotted cream and strawberry jam.’

'You're just leaving that whereit is? asked Sarah, jerking her thumb at the corpse.

'Y oure welcome to bury it if you wish,' the Doctor told her. ‘But | thought we'd do better
leaving that to the loca vicar.' He set off back towards the Hall briskly.

Falling in beside him, Sarah asked, 'What's next on the agenda? After afternoon tea?
'l wonder if we can hire aboat."

‘A boat? asked Doyle, struggling to keep up. 'Whatever for?

'| fed like agpot of fishing,' the Doctor replied.

Sarah grinned. 'Let me guess: you want to see what's out at sea.’

'Y ou know me so well, Sarah Jane!’

'Here, | say,’ objected Doyle. 'lsn't that likely to be atrifle dangerous, given what
happened to old Talliver?



'No," the Doctor replied. It's likely to be very dangerous. Y ou heedn't accompany me.

'Y ou'll need my help,’ Doyle inssted. 'I'm a decent hand with a harpoon, you know, and a
fair shot.

'And you'd better not even dream about leaving me behind," added Sarah.

The Doctor gave her awide grin. "There's no one I'd sooner have beside me,' he assured
her. 'l knew you'd never stay behind.'

Y ou know me so well. Doctor.'

"That's adamned strange request, even for you, Doyle." Captain John Gray stared &t his
ship's surgeon in surprise. The loan of a harpoon? There are no whalesin these waters,
man.'

Sarah rather liked the gruff old seaman. His receding hair was awiry grey, matching his
name, and his spade-like beard was full and thick. There was the tinge of a Scottish burr
to hiswords, but no mistaking his puzzlement.

'l understand that. Captain,’ agreed Doyle. '‘But there is some kind of creature in the bay
that killed a fisherman a couple of nights back.'

"Then what the blazes are you doing going out after it? Gray gave agrim smile. 'Wait dll
the morning and haf the crew would volunteer to accompany you on a hunt.'

'l suspect this beast only emerges at night. Captain,’ the Doctor offered. "And | doubt your
men would be willing to indulge in aspot of night fishing.'

Gray snorted. 'After aday in port, they're in no shape to even dtir this night.”

'‘Besides,' added Doyle, 'we may well not be attacked at al. The harpoon is merely for
defence.’

'Oh, very well,' Gray agreed. 'l know you can use it, man. But be careful. Y ou're agood
shipmate, and I'd hate to have to bury you.'

'| assure you, we will take every precaution,' the Doctor replied. 'Incidentaly, when do
you sail?

"Tomorrow morning, or the next,' Gray answered.

'Ah.' The Doctor nodded. Then your business transaction with Mister Breckinridge has
concluded?



Gray looked surprised again. 'Aye, that it has. What concernisit of yours?

'Possibly none," admitted the Doctor candidly. '‘But might | presume to enquire asto the
nature of the business?

"Y ou may not!" thundered Gray, getting to hisfeet. ‘It is of a private concern, and no affair
of yours, you impudent wretch!'

'Captain, Doyle said hastily, moving between the two. "'The Doctor is from Scotland
Yard, and isading the loca police in solving two or three very mysterious cases. It is
possible that Mister Breckinridge may have some connection with one or more of these
cases.

‘A suspect? growled Gray. 'Breckinridge has been an honourable man, and dedlt fairly
with me!’

'He may be innocent,’” Sarah said gently. There was no point in darifying Doyl€s
erroneous assumption of the Doctor's standing. 'But alittle help from you could clear his
name.’

Gray shook his head. 'l promised him that our transaction would remain our secret.
Something to do with industrid espionage, or something.

Sarah nodded. 'Not a job offer, then, piloting a cable-laying ship?

'‘Good Lord, no!" Gray looked amused. "Whoever told you that must be completely out of
their heads. What would an old whaer like me do piloting a cable ship?

'What indeed? asked the Doctor cheerfully. He shook the Captain's hand. "Thank you;
you've been more then hepful.

'My plessure.’ Gray shook his head in bemusement as they Ieft his cabin. 'A cable layer,’
he muttered. 'Me! These police chappies are al mad.'

Asthey passed onto the deck, Sarah smiled at the Doctor. 'So we know that Breckinridge
bed about onething at the very least.’

‘But nothing more,' the Doctor chided her. 'Gray's story of Breckinridge being wary about
industrial spying could well be true. Thereés alot of it about, and their ded could well be
honest.'

'I'm certain that it would have to be, from the captain sSide at least,’ Doyle offered as he
selected a harpoon and began to coil the rope about hisarm. 'Gray is one of the
draightest, most decent men I've ever met.'



'I'm sure he must be." The Doctor stared out over the gentle seas. ‘A perfect night for a
sl isntit? Hardly aswdl insght.’

'‘And where are we going to get a boat from? asked Sarah.
"Thisisafishing town," the Doctor replied. The placeis littered with them.’
'We can't just take one,' argued Sarah.

'l wasn't going to.' The Doctor led them off the Hope again and back aong the quay.
Tolliver's boat is till moored behind the Pig and Thistle,' he explained. 'He won't be
having much use for it, seeing as they buried him today.’

'Congtable Faversham might consider it stedling,’” Sarah objected.

'Faversham is guarding the grave tonight,’ the Doctor countered, 'in case the robbers show
up again. I'minclined to let him. | doubt the villains are stupid enough to srike on the
night of the buria. They waited last time, and they will undoubtedly wait again.’ He
flashed Sarah agrin. 'And | am to tel Mister Brackley that we're just borrowing the boat
for the evening, and pay him to dert anyone who asks.'

'Helll just get blotted,' said Sarah.
'All the better. Then hel's not likely to object, is he?

He didn't. When the Doctor flipped him a shilling the one-armed sailor promised to keep
awatch out for anyone asking after them. Sarah noticed that he was gpparently aming to
gpend the vigil warm and well lubricated, since he shot into the tavern before the three of

them had even cast off the moorings of the smdl fishing boat.

'Are you familiar with these boats? Doyle asked the Doctor.

'I'm familiar with al boats from coracles to catamarans,' the Doctor answered, dipping
free the fore rope and jumping down to the deck. 'Or do | have to tie a sheath of
shegpshanksto proveit?

'I'll take your word for it.'
'Good.' The Doctor and Sarah raised the sail, while Doyle watched the whed!.

Sarah stared out across the bay. The main fishing fleet had departed earlier, to get well
out to seawhere the fishing would begin. That meant, at least, that there was no chance of
acollison in the bay. Sarah was no great shakes on a boat; it hadn't been aterribly
redligtic option in South Croydon. She had done alittle sailing, and did know that the
pointy end of the boat went first, and that sailors insisted on port and starboard instead of
left and right like norma human beings. After that she was log.



At least it was looking like acadm night. That meant her somach might well behave
itself. Sheld never actudly been seasick in her life, but tonight would not have been a
good time to gart. Still, with the sun low on the horizon, it looked like being acam and
beautiful night. The wind that had nipped & her last night had died down, and there was
just alight breeze to fill the sall and carry them dowly and gentry dong. The clouds were
gporadic, and stars were dready starting to twinkle. She swished that this were smply
some pleasure cruise and that there was a packed picnic hamper and a bottle of some
feisty plonk instead of harpoons, rifles and nets aboard.

Wouldnt it be lovely to actualy be able to enjoy things for a change instead of having to
fight or hide from things? Or would that just be norma and boring for her now?

Sarah glanced up at the Doctor, and saw the light of excitement in his eyes. How he must
have been bored as one of those suffy, legdigtic Time Lords back on his home world of
Gdlifrey! No wonder he enjoyed meddling so much. He was making up for more lost
time than Sarah could even begin to imagine. She began to Sing softly: 'Blow the man
down, bullies, blow the man down.’

'Heigh ho!" the Doctor agreed.

Standing on the headland close to Breckinridge's factory, Ross surveyed the bay through
his collapgble binoculars. 'It's hard to see clearly in thislight, he commented, 'but that
amall fishing smack down there has three people aboard. One of them is definitely this
Doctor, and the other two are probably Miss Smith and that Doctor Doyle from the
whaler.

'So what? asked Abercrombie, munching on a cheese and chutney sandwich held
liberated on the way there.

'l wonder how much they know about our business, that's what.'

Abercrombie shrugged. 'What's the difference? he asked. 'If they're out there in the
bleeding bay, they don't know much. And they won't be dive long enough to learn more,

will they?

Ross sighed. ‘It's a pity, Abercrombie,’ he said, 'but | fear you are quite correct. Sadly, the
Doctor and his friends are likely to have avery letha boating accident this evening.'

Once the Doctor decided that they were far enough out in the bay, he and Doyle dropped
the sall and let out the water anchor. 'Now we just wait,' he said.

'So who brought the cards? asked Sarah.



Doyle couldn't resist a smile a her easy manner. 'Do you two do this kind of thing often?
he enquired.

"Too blooming often,” Sarah answered.
'We do have a knack of walking into trouble,’ the Doctor admitted.

'Walking? Sarah laughed. 'Running headlong, more like." She grinned at the medica
man. 'Y ou redlly wouldn't believe some of the adventures we've had.’

"Try me,' suggested Doyle.

Sarah shook her head. 'No, | mean it you redly wouldn't believe them. If you think the
idea that we might be from another time is hard to accept, you should try taking the
Doctor's pulse sometime.’

' should?

'No, you shouldn't,’ the Doctor snapped. 'I'm in perfect health, as you can see. Sarah, stop
trying to cause trouble.’

'Me cause trouble? she asked in mock innocence. She smply couldn't resist baiting the
Doctor at times. '| suppose gtting out here in atiny boat at night with an unknown killer
isplaying it safe?

'It'sassafe as | could makeit,' the Doctor answered. 'But | need some answers to too
many questions. And thisisthe only place to get them.’

Sarah stared over the surface of the sea. The sun had gone down now, and the Doctor had
vetoed the idea of burning alantern, wanting to stay out of sight of possible observers.
Stars sprinkled across the blackness were aso reflected choppily in the waters below.
They werethe only lights visble, and it was like being afloat in space.

And then -

'Doctor!" she hissed, not wanting to raise her voice too loudly. Both doctorsjoined her in
the bows, and they dl stared out into the depths.

Far below the boat, lights were visble in the water that were definitely not stars. There
was a greenish tint to them, though that could be nothing more than the water cagting a
hue to white lights. There were hundreds of these lights, Spread in a gigantic cartwhed-
like shape. The hub of thiswhed was severad hundred yards to the l€eft - port! - of the
small boat. As Sarah stared in awe and astonishment at the shape, she could see that it
was dowly turning.

'What is that? she asked, spellbound.



'I've heard about phenomena like this,' Doyle answered her, just as gently. 'It's
phosphorescence of some land, as | understand it. There are minute sea cregtures that
glow in the night and live in colonies of thousands of individuas'

'And they're dl big fans of Wagon Train', the Doctor scoffed. 'Doyle, those minute sea
animas live in much warmer weters than these, and they certainly aren't organized in
regular battalions. That's not a natura phenomenon.’

"Then what isit? asked Doyle, somewhat peevishly.
'I'm not entirely sure,’ the Doctor replied evasively.
"Then be alittle uncertain!’

'Offhand, I'd say it was some kind of activity taking place on the sea bed.' The Doctor
frowned. 'And one controlled by considerable intelligence.”

Sarah snorted. 'Oh, right. Davy Jones is alittle restless tonight, so he's holding a dance!’

The Doctor shook his head. 'Sarah, Sarah," he chided. 'l expect incredulity from Doyle;
after dl, hesarationad man. But | had hoped for better from you; after dl, yourea
journdigt.

"Thanks a hegp.' Sarah couldn't take her eyes from the dow, mgestic movement of lights.
She couldn't even begin to imagine what it was. 'Are you suggesting thet there's
somebody down there right now doing that? In 18807

'Yes.
‘But how? The submarine hasn't been invented yet.'

‘Actudly, it has' the Doctor contradicted her. 'Simply not developed yet. But | don't think
that what were seeing is native to thistime. Or, perhaps, native to thisworld.'

Doyle gave an inarticulate cry. Thisis getting too preposterous,’ he protested. 'That's the
second time you've mentioned some kind of intrusion from another era, and now you dso
imply that this anoma ous phenomenon might be the product of some otherworldly
forces?

Forget your preconceived notions, Doyle!' thundered the Doctor. He gestured over the
bows of the boat. 'Use your rationdity to explain that if you can! If not, shut up and listen
to wiser heads than yours.'

Doyle subsided, but Sarah could tell that he wasn't at dl happy at whatever thoughts were
passing through his mind. She could hardly blame them: the notion of time travel and
dien intruders mugt be horribly far-fetched to him. Even his character of Professor



Chalenger hadn't faced quite this kind of puzzle, and he wouldn't create thet irritable man
of science for yearsyet.

Sarah stared out at the waters, and amiled. ‘| don't know what is causing it,' she admitted,
'but it's very pretty.’ There was ds0 something vaguely familiar aout the lights, but she
couldn't quite put her finger onit.

"Pretty” isn't ascientific term,’ the Doctor said softly. Then he grinned. 'But it is accurate.
It's like a Christmas tree underwater, isn't it?

'Perhaps we should be allittle more cautious, Doyle suggested, 'in leaning out to observe
those lights. After dl, Tolliver was obvioudy looking over the Sde of the boat when he
was attacked.'

The Doctor appeared astonished at the thought. 'My dear chap,’ he cried. 'Of coursel!
That's exactly what must have happened. He saw these lights, then leaned over for a
better look and - '

Sarah and Doyle both dragged the Doctor away from the gunwale as he looked st to re-
enact the accident. "We may be safer here,' Sarah said, with athankful nod at Doyle.
'Smart thinking.'

'l knew what | was doing," the Doctor said peevishly. 'There was no need for that.'

'Whatever you sy, Sarah agreed. She could gtill see the whed turning dowly below the
water, though not as dearly. The surface of the water was starting to get choppy, breaking
up theimage.

Thisisdl very - ' Doyle began.

The boat gave a shudder as something dammed into it from below. It heaved in the
water, and twisted, falling back with a crash. Sarah, caught completely off-guard, skidded
across the small deck and into the gunwale. She barely had time to yelp from the pain to
her shins when the boat was rammed a second time from underneath and it gave another
lurch. Arms nailing wildly, Sarah atempted unsuccessfully to regain her baance. She
heard the Doctor cry out, and then she was fdling.

The water was cold and hard as she splashed down into it. The force of the impact
stunned her, and she fdt herself going under. At least sheld taken agulp of ar as shed
fdlen, and she held her breath as she sank into the inky, frozen depths. As soon as she
could move, she started to stroke with her hands, dowing her descent.

Her cdothing was thoroughly wet. The Victorian dress, long and flowing, had been so
impractical on the surface; here, waterlogged, she was afraid it would drag her down to
her death. Frantically, she tried to stroke back toward the surface, but it was too hard. It
fdt asif an icy hand was dragging her down to her doom.



'My God!" exclamed Doyle, badly shaken but managing to retain his grip on the mast,
‘what the devil was that?

‘Something rammed us from below," the Doctor growled, fighting to stay on hisfest.
'Sarah! Sarah!’

Doyl€e's eyes whipped around. 'She must have gone overboard!" he exclaimed. He started
to move toward the side.

'No!' the Doctor ordered. That's what those crestures want usto do! Then they'll attack.’

‘Let them, Doyle growled. He picked up his harpoon and hefted it. They'll get ataste of
cold ged if they attack me. But what about your friend?

The Doctor appeared ashen. 'They're most likely going after her.' He shucked off the cape
coat and tossed the deerstaker on it. 'I'm going after her.'

‘They'll kill you!" Doyle said in horror.

"They can try,’ the Doctor growled. ‘But I'm harder to kill than | look.' Before Doyle could
say anything dse, the Doctor sprang onto the gunwale, and then executed a clean dive
into the darkness beyond.

Doyle shook his head, and staggered across to the side. The harpoon was cold and
familiar in hishand. If any of those mongters came after him, they'd get afight. And if,
somehow, the Doctor or Miss Smith survived, Doyle could help them regain the boet.

Sowly sinking, Sarah struggled with her encumbering clathing, trying to either shed it or
ripit free. But it was no use a al. She couldn't manage, and her lungs were dmost
burdting.

Then there was a sudden movement in the water. She felt something like a pressure wave
daminto her. A dark shape grazed her, and shefdt firein her left hand as something
raked acrossit. She could barely restrain a scream of pain, and the attacker was gone.
Sheld caught only aglimpse of it, but it had seemed to be some huge sedl.

And it had to be coming back.
There was agony in her hand, and she knew that the beast had been toying with her. It

could have killed her, but had instead just bitten her. The next time it might go for the
kill, or for another wounding.



She saw movement again, as something approached her. It was hard to make out,
between the darkness and the blotches in her eyes from the strain and pain, but this shape
appeared to be very different. She could make out atail, and what seemed to be hands.
Struggling to get out of the way of this fresh atack, she flailed about without much

effect. Then the cresture camein closer.

It was incredible. Thiswas not her atacker. It looked like ayoung girl, perhaps twelve or
30, with long, light hair floating like ahao around her head. She smiled encouragingly,

and gripped Sarah's uninjured arm. Sarah, struggling to stay conscious, was too

astounded to know what to do. The girl seemed quite at ease - if she werered, and not
some nightmare of the degps! - and she gnpped Sarah's skirt. She bent her head, and bit at
the fabric. Her teeth must have been made of sted or something smilar because they cut
through the skirt without effort, and the girl ripped the rest of it free.

A huge weight fell away from Sarah, and she stroked out with her hands. She felt hersdlf
risng a last, and then the gende pressure of the girl's arms helping her. Sarah wondered
what had happened to the monster that had attacked her, but concentrated on heading for
the surface As she did so, she saw another form close in suddenly. She had no energy left
to fight it off, and then she felt the Doctor grab her arm tightly, and saw hisface close
beside hers. He amiled encouragingly.

The girl was gonein aflicker of motion. Sarah wasn't certain, but it looked like the girl
hed left by flicking atall and charging away at an incredible speed. She had no strength
left to wonder, though, and al she could concentrate on was reaching the surface once

agan.

And then she was there, burgting back out of the icy water into the cold night air. She
emptied her lungsin asingle burst and whooped in afresh bregth. She choked allittle, but
thefirein her head and chest started to die down.

The Doctor still supported her, and Sarah could see as she took another gulp of air that
they were quite close to the boat. 'Chin up, Sarah,’ the Doctor gasped encouragingly.
'Almogt there!

She nodded, and put her strength into stroking out toward the boat. The pain in her left
hand was dmost unbearable, but she had to get out of the water as soon as possible
before -

There was awake in the water as something threw itself toward her and the Doctor. It
was the creature that had attacked her before, deek, dark and deadly, coming in for the
kill. Sarah didn't have the strength to fight it off, but she freed hersdlf from the Doctor's
grip so that he might have a chance.

And something whipped past her head, missing her by only feet. Belatedly sheredized it
had been the harpoon. Doyle must have thrown it. The dim blade whipped through the
ar and dammed into the gpproaching creature. The beast's own speed hel ped drive the



weapon home. Sarah heard a scream and a thrashing in the water, and the rope amost
sang asit went taut.

'Got it!" she heard Doyle yell.
'And I've got Sarah,’ the Doctor called up to Doyle. 'Haul that thing in!"

Sarah managed to make it back to the boat. The Doctor was floating there, holding onto a
rope. She managed asmal smile a him as he helped her up from the water to the sde of
the boat. It was afight, but she managed to struggle aboard. She could barely use her |eft
hand, and saw that it was badly skinned and il bleeding. Ignoring it, she turned to help
the Doctor back aboard.

Doyle was concentrating on redling in his catch. The harpoon was sticking up from the
water & an angle, glittering in the light of alantern Doyle had blazing. Sarah could see he
had pierced some dark beast, very sed-like, but huge. As she bent to offer the Doctor her
good hand to help him aboard, she saw an explosion of water close to the mongter. A
second cregture legped from the sea, and its large, teeth- packed snout ripped at the line to
the harpoon.

Doyle gave acry, fadling backwards as the line parted. There was a splash as the second
beast fell back into the cold waters, and the dead creature sank beneath the waves. Sarah
felt the Doctor grab her hand and he hauled himsdlf over the side. There was another
shock as something hit the boat right where he had been.

"Thank you, Sarah,' the Doctor gasped, regaining hisfeet. "That thing amost had me.’
Doyle staggered across the smal deck to them. It got away,' he howled angrily.

The Doctor grinned. 'l think you've lost your deposit on the harpoon,” he agreed. 'And |
trust this attack is over. Would you mind taking alook a Sarah? | think she'sinjured her
hand.'

Sarah was propped up againgt the Sde of the boat. She was shivering, partly from shock,
partly from the soaking and partly from the fact that she had no clothing Ieft from afoot
below her waist. Shelooked at her left hand, which gtill bled very badly, and then up at
Doyle.

'Oh dear,’ she gasped, and lost consciousness completely.

|nterlude 2
L ucy



The Guards ushered them dl into the dormitory, then locked the door as they left. The
children were al excited, scared and confused. They crowded about Lucy, dl of them
talking and asking questions.

'Settle down,' she ordered, taking control of them. 'Calm down. We have to be quiet, or
the Guards may come back.’

'l doubt it," Joshua said, his face split by ahuge grin. They're too busy panicking.’
Vicki tugged a Lucy's arm. ‘Are you gonna get into trouble for what you did?
‘That was very brave,' added Lizzy. 'l wish | had the courage you do.'

It wasn't bravery,' Lucy replied. She swam over to help two of the younger onesinto
their deeping berths. 'l just couldn't let them drown that lady.’

'She was from Topside, wasn't she? asked Vicki.

'Yes,' Lucy answered. 'We were dl from Topside once. But we can't ever go back now.’
'Do you want to go back? asked Joshua.

‘It doesn't matter what | swart,’ Lucy told him. "We can't go back.’

'But would you, if you could? he perssted.

'Would you leave us, Lucy? asked Lizzy, worry in her voice.

'I'd never leave you,' she promised. ‘Never. We belong to each other now. Were afamily.
All we have are each other. We haveto dl look out for one another.'

'Good,' said Vicki, satisfied again.

'Do you think the Guards will punish you for what you did? Simon rarely spoke, but he
couldn't stay quiet now. 'l won't let them hurt you. I'd sooner die!’

'l don't think they will." Lucy ran her webbed fingers through his curly hair. 'And | know
you'd defend me. But | don't think they redlly noticed what | did.

'And," added Joshua with alaugh, ‘they're too busy burying the dead Guard and
panicking. Therésonly three of them now. There are twenty of us.' He grinned 'I'll bet we
could take them out if wetried.

Lucy didn't like that kind of talk. "There may only be three Guards I€ft,’ she cautioned
him, 'but they're faster and much stronger than we are.’



'Are you scared to fight them? chdlenged Joshua

'Of course | am!" Lucy snagpped. She flicked her tail a him contemptuoudy. ‘Cam down,
Joshua. We may be twenty, but most of us are very young. If we try and attack the
Guards, some of the younger children are bound to be killed. | won't endanger their lives!

Joshuawas il too new to understand fully. 'Y ou'd rather stay here, cooped up like
hens? he exdamed angrily. 'Doing what Ross tdls us to do and waiting until the Guards

get mad enough to kill us, like they killed Tim?

'No," Lucy replied. 'We dl want to get away. But we need to pick the right timeto do it.
We need some advantage, some way to win. What we have to do isto keep our eyes open
and watch for that chance.’

'We could be waiting forever," grumbled Joshua, but he did seem to be getting the idea.

Lucy swam over to him and touched him on the shoulder. 'Joshua, we won't be here
forever, | promise. Haven't you noticed that the past few days the Guards have been very
digracted by something? And today one of them was killed. They're not invincible, and
even Ross can't foresee everything. | think that somebody Topside ison histrail. With a
little luck, that may give us our chance. So, please, try and be patient for alittle longer.

Y ou've only been here a short while. I've been here dmost ayear now. | hope none of us
will have to endure this davery for very much longer.' Lucy smiled a the younger ones.
‘Now, it'stimeto get somerest.’

'Aw," complained Lizzy, 'you promised to tell usthe rest of your story.'

Itsvery late,' Lucy replied. 'And the same thing happened to al of you. Y ou dready
know therest of it.'

'Y ou promised!' complained Vicki.

Lucy could see that this was an argument she wasnt likely to win. ‘All right,” she agreed.
‘But it'sgoing to be very short.'

‘That's okay," Lizzy answered. 'We just like the way you tell it.’

Lucy couldn't help smiling. 'Well, | was captured and knocked out by Raintree and
Brogan. When | awoke, | was in a strange room with al kinds of machines and Stuff. It
was some kind of scientific laboratory, | suppose, but you've al been there. Y ou've seen
it. | didn't know what dl the glass things were called, or the liquids and stuff bubbling
away. | was on asort of table, strapped down so that | couldn't move. And | didn't have
any clothesona dl.'

'Were you scared? asked Lizzy.



'| was absolutely terrified,” admitted Lucy, smiling. 'I didn't know where | was, or what
was happening to me. All | knew was that Cherry was dead, but | wasn't free at dl. If
anything, | was worse off than before. | remembered rat-faced Raintree and the nasty
Brogan, but they weren't around &t least. | was afraid they'd brought me to this place just
to kill me. Or, since they'd taken al my clothes, maybe other things fird.

‘Then Ross came in. He's quite good-looking, but | could tell that he wasn't anice man. If
he had been, héld have set me free. Instead he came over and smiled downat me. . .

"You're avery lucky young lady,’ Ross said, his eyes shining with excitemen.
'Please,’ | begged him, 'let me go. | won't tel anyone anything. | promise!’

'Let you go? Helaughed crudly. 'l can't do that. Y ou have awonderful destiny in front of
you. Y ou're about to become the first member of anew species.’

| didn't know what he was talking about, but | could tell he was going to do something to
me. And he wasn't going to let me go, that was clear. 'What's a species? | asked, hoping |
could keep him talking long enough to escape from the strgps. | was cold and scared, but
he didn't care.

'A species, child, hetold me, ‘isadigtinct order of animasthat can only interbreed with
themsdlves and not with other creatures. A speciesis something distinct, with specid
adaptions that other creatures don't possess. A human being, for example, can breed with
other human beings, but not with - oh, cats, shall we say? And cats are a species, which
can't breed with dogs.’

'l don't understand you,' | told him. 'What are you going to do to me to make me
different?

Ross amiled, and | shuddered at the look on hisface. He didn't see me asaperson at al,
just as some kind of experiment. "Well, right now you're nothing,’ he told me. 'Some dirty
little girl who barely manages to survive on her wits. There are thousands like you, filthy
creatures who'd be better off dead. And if it were not for me, | suppose Raintree or
Brogan would have snapped your scrawny little neck or something. But you have been
selected by destiny to become the forerunner of anew race, a new species. By thetime
I'm through with you, you will no longer be adirty little girl. Youll be the shining star of
anew kind of creature.’

'Don't hurt me!’ | begged him. 'Please, let me go.'
'Stop whining," he snapped, annoyed that | didn't seem to share hisvision. 'Y ou're on the

verge of awonderful experience. Y ou are about to extend the threshold of science and
become the first member of anew race’



'What kind of race? | asked him, dill struggling with the straps. If he saw what | was
doing, it didnt bother him. I don't think he saw me, redly. He was so lost in his mad
idess.

'Have you heard stories about mermaids? he asked me.

'Of course | have,' | replied. 'I've heard lots of stories!’

'Do you like the ones about mermaids? Ross asked.

'Yes,'| sad. 'l don't beievethere redly are such things, though.'

"There aren't,’ he agreed. 'Not yet, anyway. But there will be, because you're going to be
one.'

| couldn't believe what he was saying. That's stupid!” | cried. ‘It'simpossible! Nobody can
do that, even with magic.'

'Magic? Ross laughed a me. 'Y ou stupid little girl, science is much more powerful than
magic! | can dowhat | say and turn you into amermaid.’

'l don't want to be haf afish!" I told him, crying a the thought. 'Don't cut mein half!" |
thought that what he was going to do was to chop off my legs and sew on afish'stail, and
you can imagine how scared that made me fed.

'Stop that weeping,' he ordered, 'or I'll give you something to cry about.’ He glared & me
angrily. 'I'm not going to do anything like that. Y ou're not going to be any part of afish.’

‘But isn't that what amermaid is?
'In gories, yes,' he agreed. 'But you can't mix people and fishes. They're completely
incompatible. People are mammals, a separate class from fish. Thereés no common

ground there.'

"Then what are you going to do to me? | asked him. He wasn't making much sense, even
for alundic.

"There are mamma s thet live in the sea,’ he told me 'Dolphins, seds and whales. What |
am going to do with you isto change you into a hybrid cregture, haf-girl, haf-dolphin.’

| didn't know then what a dolphin was, of course, but | sill didn't like the sound of it.
'Y ou can't do that!" | screamed.

He didn't understand what | meant. ‘'Nobody else can,’ he told me. 'But | can do it.' He
pointed to this big vat in the centre of the room. 'Look &t that."



| could see that it held a sort of thick, white jdly. It was abit like ointment, | suppose, but
that was al | could make out. 'What isit? | asked.

"That's my transmogrifying fluid, he replied. ‘It enables me to combine two sorts of
animal cultures, blending them into asingle, viable whole!'

| ill didn't know what he meant. 'Y ou cant,’ | protested again.

'I've dready done it once, by accident,’ he told me. "When | discovered thefluid, | didn't
know what it was, except it was some kind of medicine. Then aboy who'd been bitten by
arabid dog was brought to me. | could see he was going to die anyway, so | decided to
try the fluid on him. It wasincredible! Instead of dying, the boy began to change. He
darted to get hairy, and grow teeth and eventudly he changed into a hybrid - hdf-boy,
haf-dog. It was fascinating. Then | redlized that this fluid enables two different forms of
cdlsto join and become one, aslong asthey're of the same order - both mammads, for
example. When | saw my boy-dog, | sarted to think about other possibilities. And you're
my next experiment.’

He was redlly scaring me now, but | couldn't get free. All | could do wastry to be brave. |
wouldn't let him see me scream any more. 'Y ou're going to use that stuff on me? | asked.

'Yes' hereplied. '"And I'm going to mix into you some dol phin extracts. With luck, you
should become ared live mermaid.' He shrugged. There's a chance you won't survive,
true, but sometimes we have to make sacrifices for science!’

'l don't want to be a sacrifice for anything!" | yelled. | could see he was redly much
madder than | had thought. He didn't careif | died or not. | was just an experiment.

'Oh, shut up,’ he told me. He pulled on apair of gloves. Then he picked up alarge, sharp
knife.

"Y ou said you werent going to cut mein haf!" | sobbed.

'I'm not," he said impatiently. 'But | have to mix the fluid and extracts within your body.
So I'm going to meke asmadl incison, that's al. Stop whining, or I'll gag you." Then he
cut my arm open, just below the elbow. It started to bleed, and he put his hand into the
vat and rubbed some of the fluid into the cut. After that, he picked up abottle of some
greyish liquid and poured that over the wound, too.

It hurt me terribly, like there was afire burning insgde my body. | wanted to be brave, but
| couldn't stop mysdlf from screaming. | could fed whatever the liquid was doing to me,
like it wasripping me gpart. Finaly the pain was too much, and | couldn't teke it any
longer. | was knocked out.



When | woke up, | was il in the laboratory, but not on the table. | was insde a huge
glass cylinder. | felt sick, but not as bad as | had before. | groaned, and then looked down
at the cut on my arm. It was completely hedled, and | couldn't believeit.

Then | realized what had happened to me. | stared down at where my legs had been. Now
| didn't have legs- | had atail! Ross had done what held said he could do. HEd made me
into amermaid. | had atail, but not like afish's. It was smooth and grey. | could move it
and it seemed just like I'd dways had it.

Then | saw that | was actudly underweter, but | felt fine. | should have been drowning,
but | wasn't. | fdt perfectly norma. Ross was crazy and horrible, but he wasright. | had
been changed, made into something very new. | wasn't anorma person any more. | was
the first mermaid.

Lucy looked around at the younger ones. ‘And that's what he's done to you al,’ shetold
them. "Y ou've dl been through his laboratory and tank. Y ou've al been given the powers
to live and breathe and work underwater. We're dl something new now. We're not human
beings any longer. Werre merpeople, something that's never existed before. | know Ross
wants us to stay his daves forever, but well get free some day. Then we can gart alife

for oursalves. Then we won't have to worry about being besten, or hurt again. We can go
somewhere where people will never find us, and well sart alife together. We dl love

one another, and well take care of each other. One day, well be free. One day. | promise.’

She sared at them dl, trusting and believing in her. Even Joshua accepted what she said.
And she was determined to make this promise of hers come true. One day they would be
free, and they'd take care of one another. Even if she didn't know how they could do it.

7
Grave Events
"To be perfectly frank. Doctor,’ Fulbright declared, 'your story sounds utterly preposterous

and like something that over-imaginative French author Jules Verne might have
invented.

"Thisis beyond anything that VVerne might have imagined,' the Doctor snapped. 'Pass the
kippers please, Doyle!'

Doyle complied, helping himself to more bacon He was enjoying bregkfast after the
activities of the previous night. For one thing, he was glad to be till dive. 'l agree, Sir
Edward," he offered as he munched, 'it is atrifle difficult to accept, but - *

'A trifle? Fulbright gave a sharp bark. 'It's completely impossible, man! Mermaids!'



'Did | mention that word? asked the Doctor, annoyed. 'l Smply said that there was a
humanoid, sentient cresture under the water last night. Plus, of course, the sedl-like
killers. | don't care what you want to cal the crestures, but don't smply dismiss them out
of hand.'

'After al. Sr Edward,’ Doyle added, ‘there's that poor boy-turned-hound in the shed out
back. How difficult isit to accept a girl-tumed-fish after that?

'l only have the assertions of the Doctor and yourself that that monster was once a boy,’
growled Fulbright. ‘And frankly, at the moment I'd be inclined to doubt the pair of you if
you told me the sun was going to rise again tomorrow morning.'

The Doctor glared a him, then speared his kipper. 'At least | know where we stand, then,’
he commented. 'l take it that you are not willing to help me any longer.’

'l didn't say that,’ Fulbright protested. 'But try and keep your requests rational.

'Ah," said the Doctor grimly, 'l should have known it: another rationd man.' He made it
sound like a swearword.

There came a gentle knock at the dining room door, and one of the maids cameiin.
'Begging your pardon, Sir Edward,' she said meekly. 'I've been given a message for the
Doctor.'

Fulbright grimaced. "'Then ddliver it. Nan, and stop cluttering up the room.’

She curtdged. 'Miss Alice said to tdll you that Miss Smith is awake and would like to see
you at your convenience.'

The Doctor grinned. 'l see. Nan. And would those have been Miss Smith's words as well?
Nan coloured. 'Umm . . . Not precisdly, gir.’

'l imagine not,' the Doctor commented cheerfully. He nudged Doyle. 'Stop making such a
pig of yoursdlf and let's go and see Sarah, shdl we?

Doyle bolted the last of his bacon and took a quick swig of tea. 'By dl means,’ he agreed,
paiting his lips with the napkin. 'If you'll excuse us. Sir Edward?

Fulbright waved dismissvely. 'Out, out,’ he growled. 'I've got some thinking to do.'
'Very wise," the Doctor approved. He strode out of the dining room and followed Nan up

the stairs to Sarah's room without pausing to check if Doyle was following. The maid
tapped on the door, then opened it to let the men pass.



Sarah was sitting up in bed, her hand bandaged and her face scowling. It was clear that
she didn't want to be there. Alice sat at the bedside, a grim expression on her face.

'Doctor,’ Sarah started, but Alice brokein.
'Doctor, tell your friend that she must stay in bed and rest. She won't listen to me!’

The Doctor raised an eyebrow. 'And you think she listens to me either? he asked. Then
he smiled at Sarah Try and be agood patient, please, Sarah Jane.’

Waving her bandaged hand, Sarah snapped, Thisisdl that's wrong with me, and it'll hed
just aswell out of bed asinit.' She dared at Alice. 'Are you going to get me my dress, or
do | have to walk around the house in my nightgown?

Alice blushed, but didn't back down. "Y ou're an immord girl, Sarah.’

There was no way that Sarah could scowl after aremark like that. She collapsed,
laughing. "If you'd seen some of the gear | wear,' she gasped, 'you'd be certain of that.'

'Why don't we compromise? suggested Doyle. 'Y ou stay in bed till lunchtime, then get up
- but only if you promise to come back to bed if you don't fed well.'

Sighing, Sarah nodded. 'Dedl,' she agreed. 'Now, will the pair of you tell us what's going
onout inthe bay?| gave Alicethe gist of what | know, and neither of usisvery
enlightened.

'l think she must have cracked her head. Doctor,' Alice explained. 'She clams that she
was saved last night by a mermaid. And everyone knows that there are no such things.'

"Then everyone iswrong,' the Doctor replied. '‘Because | caught a glimpse of one, too.' He
looked vaguely puzzled. 'I'm not sure how it was created, but there definitely are
mermaids living at the bottom of your garden, so to speak.’

"Told you s0,' said Sarah smugly. She turned to the Doctor. Then what was it that
attacked me?

"There are two different kinds of creature down there,' he answered. Theyoung - well,
let'scdl her amermaid for now, for want of a better word - is one, and that other creature
looked more like some mutant sedl.'

'Obvioudy the creature that killed old Ben Talliver," Doyle commented.

'Y es,' the Doctor agreed. 'Some kind of aguardian, I'd venture to say. It is supposed to
kill or scare off anyone who getstoo close to the lights we saw.’ He dapped Doyle on the
back. ‘But you killed one, and its companion took it away to prevent us from getting a
good look at it.'



‘But it's got to be related to that hound in the outhouse,” Sarah commented. 'Right?

'Yes. The Doctor frowned. 'It's certainly more than any sed born naturally on this world.
The basic structure appeared to be a common grey sedl, but it had been enhanced.’

Doyle nodded. Y ou think, then, that it was another constructed beadt, like that hound? A
child mutated somehow into a sed?

'Not exactly,' the Doctor answered. 'l think it was the other way around: a sedl that had
human characterigtics like enhanced intelligence grafted onto it."

Sarah was dmost ahead of him. 'And that mermaid,’ she said dowly. 'Shewas red, so she
must have been a child merged somehow with afish.'

'Not afish,' the Doctor argued. 'More likely a dolphin or aporpoise. | only had aglimpse
of thegirl in poor light, but her tail was smooth, not scaled.” He snapped his fingers. 'Of
course! Mammalian natures combined. Just like the boy and the dog.'

Doyle nodded. 'Something that occurs to me, Doctor,” he offered, ‘is that the Hope has
plenty of mammaian matter aboard it in the form of whale and sed products. Perhaps
Captain Gray's business with Breckinridge had something to do with those, do you
think?

‘Right!" exclamed Sarah. 'And Breckinridge is fascinated with the sea. Maybe he's behind
these mermaids?

'It's quite possible," agreed the Doctor, holding up a hand. 'But thisis mere suppostion.
We have no evidence linking him to the mermaids, do we?

'We could get it,' said Sarah, 'if we sneak into the factory and have a good look-see.’
'Oh, no, said Alice. 'Y ou are staying here, Sarah.’ She looked very crosdy at the other
woman. 'l can't follow everything that you've been saying, but thisis obvioudy quite

dangerous. It is no task for awoman.'

The Doctor grinned. 'She'sright that it's dangerous, Sarah. Y ou rest up, while Doyle and |
check into it." He swinked at her. 'Maybe you could talk to Alice and explain alittle about

women'slib.’
'Darned right,' Sarah growled. 'If | haveto Stay here, I'm going to set her straight.’
'Women's lib? asked Alice blankly.

The Doctor nudged Doyle. '‘Come on," he said. "Want to wager that by the time we return
Sarah will have turned the whole socia order at the house upside down?



'‘Good Lord!" exclaimed Doyle. 'She's not one of these militant femades, is she?

'Of course not,' the Doctor answered. ‘Nothing that mild.’

The Doctor dismounted from the horse that Fulbright had loaned him before he reached
Breckinridge's factory. Doyle, puzzled, reined in his own steed, but didn't dismount.

'Weve il got ahdf mile or more to go. Doctor," he said. 'Or were you planning aside
trip?

'Not exactly,’ the Doctor answered. 'Just athought that struck me.' He pointed ahead of
them at the ugly brick building. That's Breckinridge's factory, right?

'Indeed.’

The Doctor swung around about forty-five degrees until he was pointing out to sea. '‘And
that's the bay we were in last night, isn't it? | wonder if it's no more than coincidence that
the factory overlooks the bay? He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. ‘I wonder if you can see
the bay from the top floor of the factory? That's where Sarah said Breckinridge has his
private retreat.’

Doyle shrugged. 'From the angle, I'd say it was quite likely. Why?

‘Because Breckinridge should have been able to see the whed of light from up there, in
that case. And yet he's never reported doing so. | wonder why?

'Perhaps he never works late. Doctor,” suggested Doyle.
'He's a salf-made man,’ the Doctor snapped. "Y ou never get to be one unlessyou're
prepared to work long hours. | think Sarahsright, and that he's mixed up in this affair

somehow.'

Doyle frowned. 'Perhaps he is. Hadn't we better move on and see if we can get in to talk
to him?

'In amoment,’ the Doctor answered. 'l was rather hoping that the boy hiding behind that
tree over there would come out and talk to us before we left.

'What? Doyle stared at the trees, but could see nothing to indicate they were other than
alone. 'Are you sure there's somebody there?

'I'm sure. The Doctor gave alarge grin. ‘Billy, isn't it?



There was a gtir of movement, then athin, ragged boy stepped out from the trees. His
face held alook alittle way between annoyance and awe. 'How did ye know | was there?

'It's my business to know things. Billy," the Doctor replied evasively. 'How do you do. I'm
the Doctor. | believe we have amutud friend in Sarah Jane Smith.'

Doyle shook his head in amazement. ‘Astounding, my dear Doctor.’

Thiswas an opinion Billy evidently shared. He gave the Doctor alook of respect. 'Not
many can pot me, mister. Y ou be pretty clever.

"Thank you, Billy. Now, did you just come hereto tell me how brilliant | am, or do you
have some news for me?

The boy scowled dightly. ‘It were for Miss Smith, redlly. But, seeing she ain't here, |
suppose | could tdl you. Early this morning, just after daybreak, there were abig wagon
made a ddivery at the factory.'

"That's hardly surprisng,’ Doyle commented. They must get suppliesthere dl thetime.’

The Doctor shook his head. 'Not that early,” he commented. 'The workers wouldn't have
arrived. And it meant that the wagon must have been waiting nearby since yesterday to
make addivery at that time. It suggests they didn't want to be seen, doesn't it, Billy?

't do,’ agreed Billy, smiling. 'And it weren't no supplies such as that factory needs’ He
scuffed the dirt with hisfoot. 'l can't read, so | don't know what were in them, but it were
barrels of some sort.’

'Excdlent work. Billy," the Doctor said approvingly. 'l doubt it was just floor polish, eh?
He took a shilling from his pocket and flipped it to the startled youth. ‘L et me know if
you hear or see anything further, will you? Then he grinned & Doyle. Thismakesa
foray into the factory more pressing, don't you think?

Billy winked, and vanished into the woods again.

Doyle sighed and shook his head. Thisisdl very peculiar,” he announced. 'l till don't
comprehend it dll.’

'Nor do |, yet," admitted the Doctor, springing back up into the saddle. ‘But some of the
answers a least mugt lie within the factory. Come on. And follow my lead when we get
there He urged on his steed and Doyle fdl in behind him as they cantered the rest of the
way to the factory gates.

Asthey approached, a rat-faced man jumped to hisfeet in the guard hut. 'Stay where you
are!l' he cried. 'There's no admittance.’



The Doctor glared down at him from his horse. 'Are you out of your mind, man? he
snapped. 'Didn't your master tell you to expect us?

Rat-face looked surly and annoyed. 'l wasn't told to expect anybody.'

"Then someone has made a grave error,’ the Doctor replied haughtily. 'We are with Lord
Shaftesbury’'s committee. We have had reports that children are employed at this Site, and
are empowered to investigate and report on their working conditions. | am certain that
Mister Breckinridge was notified of our arrival. Now let usin.’

The guard scowled. 'l wasn't told about no arrivas,” he replied sullenly. 'l can't let you in.'

'By thunder!" Doyle exclamed, getting into the spirit of the masquerade. Thisis
intolerable!’

T'll say it is' agreed the Doctor. 'Very well, we shdl return with the local magistrate and a
court order in fifteen minutes.' He glared at the guard. ‘And the congtable with awarrant
for your arrest. Impeding an officia enquiry is aserious charge. What's your name?
Rat-face went pale. 'Here," he protested weakly, 'there's no need for that.’

"Then announce us to Mister Breckinridge," snapped the Doctor.

'l can't,’ the guard answered. Before either vistor could protest, he added: 'Mister
Breckinridge isn't here at the moment.'

"Then who isin charge, man? demanded the Doctor.
"The factory manager, Migter Kinney,' the guard replied.

"Then well see him,’ the Doctor said. 'Go and get him." He leaned forward in the saddle.
‘Now!"

The guard bolted across the open yard. Doyle moved dightly closer.
'Do you think this bluff will work? he asked quietly.

'All the better for Breckinridge not being around,’ the Doctor assured him. 'Hunkies are
much easier to hoodwink than bosses. They're terrified of making mistakes that could get
them fired later. Stay in character, and ask pertinent questions about the welfare of the
child workers!'

The guard came rushing back, with a harried-looking man in tow. The newcomer
appeared flustered and embarrassed. 'I'm Jack Kinney,' he said, panting dightly. 'I'm
afrad Migter Breckinridge said nothing about any inspection.’



‘That's not my fault,’ the Doctor snapped. 'Y ou'll have to do for now, | suppose. When
will the owner be back?

‘Later today, Sr,’ Kinney answered, wringing his hands nervoudy together. 'I'm not
certain precisely when. If you'd careto return then -

'What? Doyle thundered. 'And dlow you the opportunity to cover up al your scandalous
practices? Do you think we're fegble-minded, man?

Kinney was practicaly wetting his trousers with fear. 'l assure you, there's nothing
untoward happening here, and we have nothing to hide.’

"Then let usin,’ the Doctor said coldly. "We are the ones who will determine the truth of
that, not you.' He dismounted and fished in his pocket. 'Here, you blithering idiot. My
credentials. Don't you think to ask to see them? He handed over a card and a bundle of
papers through the gap in the gate.

Kinney took them asif they were booby-trapped. '‘Ah . . ." he muttered, peering over the
wad. 'Doctor John Smith of UNIT? 1 thought you said - *

"That | work at the moment for Lord Shaftesbury? the Doctor snapped. 'I'm on loan asa
specidist, man. Can't you see that for yourself? How can you bein charge of afactory
when you can't even reed plain English?

Kinney, flustered, handed back the papers and card. "Well, | expect it'sdl in order, he
agreed. To the guard, he said, 'Let them in, Raintree.’ The guard, still scowling, unlocked
the gate. The Doctor led his horse inside, followed by Doyle. The guard then
ostentatioudy locked the gate behind them. 'Now, what do you gentlemen need to see
firs?

'Where, precisdly, are the children employed? asked Doyle. | must make a thorough
ingpection of their work areato ensure its compliance with al rdevant legidation, you
know.'

'Quite, quite,’ agreed Kinney, wiping his hands on his trouser legs. 'Ah, over here, this
way, thisway.' He led histwo difficult vistors on awhirlwind tour of the factory.

Doyle, quite relishing hisrole, redly entered into the spirit of it, asking pointed questions
and jotting down the repliesin asmall notepad. At one point he borrowed a tape measure,
made severa arcane determinations and scribbled down the results disapprovingly.
Kinney was getting so agitated that he bardly noticed that the Doctor was examining

areas that were not included in the tour.

On the accounting floor, the Doctor suddenly barked, "Where are the shipping logs? What
chemicas do you use here? Are any of them endangering the hedlth of the children?



Kinney, white and trembling, pointed to the relevant accounting tomes. The Doctor
scanned them and dammed them shut. '‘And what's upstairs from here? he growled.

That's Migter Breckinridge's persond offices,’ Kinney answered.

'Do any children work up there? asked Doyle.

‘None a dl!" Kinney exclamed. 'Nobody but Mister Breckmridge works there!
'Wed like to see it to be certain of that," snapped the Doctor.

‘That's quite impossible," the manager replied, shaking. 'Even | don't have akey to that
floor. Only Mister Breckmridge does.'

'And he's conveniently absent,’ growled Doyle. He made another mark in his book. This
does not bode well, you know.’

'l think, in that case,' the Doctor announced haughtily, ‘that we've seen dl we care to for
the moment." He glared at Kinney. 'But tell your employer that we shal return tomorrow
morning and expect to be met by him persondly and shown around.' He leaned forward
and sad softly, 'And if thereis any Sgn of dterations upgtairs, we shdl bring down the
full force of thelaw on his- and your - head. Do you understand me?

Kinney nodded until his head looked asiif it would fdl off. 'Oh, definitdy. Ther€ll be
absolutely no problem, I'm certain of that."

"There had better not be,' Doyle commented, closing his notepad with a sngp and diding it
back into his pocket. 'l would hate to have to report further infractions.” Then he strode to
the door, forcing Kinney to follow him. This alowed the Doctor afew seconds to scan
the other open accounting books before following them.

Asthey left the factory and headed for the town, Doyle grinned at the Doctor. 'l was
garting to rather enjoy the part,’ he confessed. ‘How did | do?

'Rather admirably,’ the Doctor replied. 'Y ou distracted the poor chap perfectly, dlowing
me to make my own determinations.’ His eyes sparkled. '| an more convinced than ever
that our missing friend Breckmridge isinvolved in thislittle busness. Let's head dong to
the Pig and Thigtle and grab alittle lunch and liquid sustenance, and I'll tell you whet |
discovered.'

When they were suitably ensconced with apint and adice of pie, the Doctor started in on
the food and his explanations. Y oung Billy was quite correct in his suspicions. There are
signs of aburdened cart having arrived and departed this morning. About a dozen drums
were unloaded and taken into one of the storage sheds.’



"Y ou could tell that from the marksin the dirt? asked Doyle. 'l saw no such drumsin any
of the sheds we examined.'

"They've been moved again dready,’ the Doctor answered. 'But there was the
unmistakable scent of formadehyde in the second shed we were shown.'

'And what possible use could that have for manufacturing wire?

'None,' the Doctor said, grinning. '‘But it's marvellous at preserving tissues, isn't it? There
is something going on a that factory al right. And the shipping logs | examined dont
have any entries concerning chemicd deliveries!'

‘Not entered yet, perhaps,’ Doyle suggested, playing devil's advocate.

'Not even ashipping bill, the Doctor replied. That ddivery thismorning didn't officidly
happen, which | find rather significant.’

"Then whatever answer there isto this mystery isto be found on the third floor? asked
Doyle eagerly.
'No.' The Doctor finished his pie, then looked up thoughtfully. 'Sarah's been shown that

floor, and she didn't see anything significant. | suspect that the secrets are hidden below
ground rather than above.

'Below?

The Doctor nodded. 'l was quite intrigued by the chips and grooves cut into the stone
floor beside one of the lathes that doesn't appear to have been operated recently.’

Doyl€es eyeslit up. '‘Ah! Y ou suspect a secret entrance to acedllar area.’

'l do indeed.’ The Doctor grinned. 'l think Mister Breckinridge has alittle more invested
in the future of this village than he'slet on to anyone." He glanced around the half-empty
pub. 'Y ou know, thisis rather anice tavern, isn't it? | wonder if they have any roomsto
let?

Doyle frowned. 'l imagine so. Whatever for?

'I'd like to stay in town this evening,’ the Doctor replied. 'It'll be easier to dip into the
factory that way.'

Doyle laughed. 'l like your manner of thinking, Doctor. I'm your man.’

'l rather thought | could rely on you to help.' The Doctor was abruptly serious. 'We may
well be walking into grave danger, you know. These people would appear to have dready



killed to cover up their secrets. Do you possess a revolver? And would you be willing to
useit if the need arises?

'Yes and yes,' Doyle answered eagerly. 'I'm very keen to see this mystery through to the
end.

'Fine. Then you'd better settle matters with Captain Gray. I'll meet you back here a the
groke of midnight.' The Doctor stood up, and sang: '‘Come, friends, who plough the
sealTruce to navigation/Take another dation/Let's vary piracee/With allittle burglareg!’
With agrin, he added, 'Gilbert and Sullivan. Trust me, it'll be dl the rage later this year.’

Doyle, puzzled, smply shook his head.

'l don't know how | let you talk meinto doing this said Alice worriedly.

'Stop complaining,’ Sarah answered as she saddled ahorse. 'l thought you'd agreed that
you had to know the truth about matters.

'Yes,' agreed Alice, working on her own saddle. '‘But going off done like this - it could be
very dangerous, you know.'

'Look," said Sarah with asigh, 'you can't hide behind men dl your life, you know.
Sometimes you've got to step out and face life full in the face. Otherwise what are you? A
dave, adish-rag or awimp.'

"The Doctor will be annoyed,’ Alice said, tightening the clinches. 'My father will be
furious'

'Let them be," Sarah dismissed the problem. 'Look, if I'm right, we've got a good chance
of getting ared lead on whoever's behind this whole plot. According to the Doctor, old
Ben Talliver was buried yesterday. Congtable Faversham guarded the cemetery last night,
but he can't pull night duty twice in arow. He has to degp sometime. And the villains

that nabbed Missus Bellaver's body took it on the second night last time. I'll bet thet

they'll try again tonight. All we have to do is follow them, then send for the authorities,
who'll catch the gang red-handed. That's why | need abit of help. | can't watch the crooks
and go for help at the sametime." Her steed was ready, so she swung up into the saddle.

'l don't know that I'm up to this," Alice confessed. 'I'm frightened.'
'Y ou'd be daft if you weren't abit scared.” Sarah patted her hand encouragingly. ‘Honest,

it won't be as bad as you think. And you'll be surpised how fast you can get used to this
sort of escapade.’



'I'm sureyou do it dl the time," agreed Alice, cdlambering onto her mount dowly. 'Y ou're
awfully brave, and I'm not.’

'It's just amatter of getting used to it,” Sarah assured her. 'Anything aman can do, a
woman can do better. Believe me.'

'I'm starting to regret that | ever listened to you," Alice commented.

Sarah grinned. "Yesh, | know. | often wish | didn't listen to me, ether. Let's get with the
"Hi-ho, Silver" routine, shal we?

'I'm afraid | don't understand you.'

'Let'sride.’

Ross examined the factory through his eyeglasses and then frowned down at
Abercrombie. 'Eating again? he chided. 'I'd ask where you got that sandwich, but I'm sure
| probably don't want to hear the reply.’

'Likely not," agreed his assstant, chomping down. ‘It needs more bleeding chutney, mind
you. Still, ance | didn't pay for it, no sensein complaining.’ He nodded his head toward
the object of his bosss scrutiny. 'How's things?

'Getting intriguing, admitted Ross. He stroked his chin thoughtfully. The Doctor and his
friends gppear to have somehow survived their little expedition last night. He and that
man Doyle have been in and out of the factory this morning. And | very much doulbt that
thiswill bether last planned excursion of the day.’

'Metoo, agreed Abercrombie, licking hisfingers of the last drips of chutney. 'l had afew
words with a barmaid named Jen. She says that the Doctor rented aroom at the Pig for
tonight."

'For once, you seem to have been doing your job," Ross commented. 'So it looks asif the
Doctor plans to make an unherdded visit to the factory this evening. | think we'd better
be prepared to intercept him, don't you?

Abercrombie groaned. 'Have a heart,” he complained. 'l needs me beauty deep.’

'Far be it from me to argue with that assessment of your looks,” Ross answered with a hint
of agmile. 'But you'l have to catch up on it later. Tonight there will be plenty of work for
you to do.'

'Bleeding hell,” muttered Abercrombie. 'All work and no play makes Jack adull boy, as
me mum used to say.'



‘Then it'sagood thing your name isn't Jack,' the colond said. ‘It isn't, isit?
"You know it ain't.'
"Then stop complaining. Get alittle rest now, so you'l be fresher tonight.'

Abercrombie just scowled and tried to setde down. It was clear he wasn't at al keen on
roughing it. But it was equally apparent that Ross didn't care.

It was starting to get dark when Sarah and Alice arrived on the outskirts of Bodham. For
the last fifteen minutes of theride, Alice had been absolutdly silent. Sarah glanced & her
companion, seeing that the girl's hands were absolutely white, and that her pretty face
was pinched and drawn. She started to fed guilty about what shedd put the girl through. It
was hard for her to remember sometimes that not everyone was born brave.

‘Listen, Alice she sad, reining in her mount. 'l think you'd better go back home!'

'No, Sarah," the other girl answered. Her voice was strained, and she was trying to put a
brave face oniit. 'l promised to help you, and | will not back down now.’

Sarah nodded. 'l know, but | bullied you into it. Look, | think you've done more than |
should have asked. 1t's much harder for you to go through thisthan it isfor me. Weve
had very different upbringings.’ An ideastruck her. 'Look, ride back to the Hall and make
sure your father stays up for afew hours. Then tdl him where | am and what I'm doing. If
| read Sir Edward right, helll ingst on coming to my hep with arescue party. That way, if

| get into trouble, he can help ball me out of it, can't he?

"Y ou think that's a good idea? asked Alice eagerly.

Sarah could see that she was looking for an honourable way out of her dilemma. She
redlly was terrified of spending the night in a cemetery, but she didn't want to let Sarah

down. I'msureit is' she said gently.
‘But whet if you need help?

I'll get in touch with Billy, that boy | told you about,” Sarah replied. 'I'm sure one of the
kids will be more than willing to bear messages for me. Someone will hep me, |
guaranteeit.’

Alice hesitated, not wanting to look too eager to desert her friend. Then she nodded. 'Y ou
can count on me," she vowed.

I'msure | can.' Sarah waved as Alice rode off. Then she sighed. 'Someone will hep me,
she muttered to hersdlf. 'Grest line!



‘Luckily for you," said afamiliar voice, 'someone is more than willing to help out a
maiden in distress!

'Lord," asked Sarah, her face turned toward the heavens. 'What have | ever done to
deserve this? Then she glared down at Kipling, who had crept out of hiding behind awal
to grin lecheroudy up at her. 'What happened to the other two Stooges?

'McBee and Duns? Kipling laughed. They were caught smoking behind the
groundsman's sheds. They'rein detention, silly buggers. But I'm here and eager to help.’

'Lucky me,' said Sarah with asigh. Well, she supposed it was her own fault. She had
wanted to meet Kipling in the first place, hadn't she? And she could use someone to keep
her awake and aert and to run for help if need be. ‘Okay, you can come dong. But you'd
better behave. That means no lewd comments, understand?

'Absolutely,’ assured Kipling. The soul of honour, that's me!’

'Why do | find that so hard to believe? asked Sarah, rolling her eyes. 'Don't answer that.
And follow me." She rode over to the Pig and Thistle, where she stabled her borrowed
horse. Darkness was closing in on them now. Sarah took the dark lantern from her
saddlebags and dipped it into one pocket of the jacket she wore. Then she led the way to
the smdl graveyard.

As sheld expected, there was no sign of the portly Faversham. The poor, overworked man
was probably a home right now, snoring his head off. She could sym-oathize with him.

He had to be utterly out of his depth with the strange occurrences that were going on. On
the other hand, she was right in her dement here. In the failing light she examined the

amal burid ground. Tolliver had been buried near the entrance, in the poorer section of

the cemetery. Several hundred yards further in, by one of the sone wdlls, therewas a
larger, more impressive monument. Some kind of a mausoleum, she assumed. She could
barely make out the signs of a step well.

'‘Over there,' she decided. "WEll be under cover, and well have agood view across at
Tolliver'sgrave." She grinned at Kipling. 'Not nervous, are you?

'Me? Kipling laughed scornfully. ‘Not likely. But if you need alittle comfort . . .

'l won't,’ Sarah assured him. "Trust me on that one.'

Alice was feding terrible as she rode back from Bodham. Despite everything, she was
certain that shedd let Sarah down. This mission to get her father to help out was, she was
certain, merely a sop to bolster her up. Sarah was doing al of the work and taking dl of
the risks, and she had done nothing but - what was that strange word that Sarah
employed? - wimp out.



But she couldn't help herself. She was not by nature a brave person. The thought of
gpending the night in agraveyard, even with Sarah for company, terrified her. It was bad
enough just thinking about being surrounded by mouldering corpses, but Sarah seemed to
think there was ared chance of there being living people turning up, people that were
desperate and despicable enough to rob the graves. She shuddered in horror at the idea.

This was not what she was supposed to do with her life. Her father had never intended
that she should be adventurous. And she knew that Roger would have been appdled if
he'd known what she had amost done. Roger loved her, of that she was certain, and he
would aways protect her. Even if he did seem to be alittle odd when on the subject of
thet friend of his.

Asif the thought of him had produced the redlity, Edmund Ross stepped out suddenly
into the road ahead of her, waving at her to stop. With acry of shock, Alicereined in her
steed. Ross marched over and grabbed the reinsto prevent her from leaving.

‘A little late to be out riding, isn't it? he asked pleasantly.

'l do what | wish and when | wishiit," Alice replied, with as much courage and contempt
in her voice as she could mugter. 'I'll thank you to release those reins!

Ross didn't remove his hands. 'Alice," he said gently, ‘there's no need to be so angry with
me.'

'Isthere not? she asked him coldly. 'After what you did to me yesterday? Or is that of no
consequence in your eyes?

'Y ou can hardly blame me for that,” Ross answered. 'Y ou were trying to go through my
luggage. The drug was merely a deeping draught | use to protect my caseswhen | travel
abroad. Y ou'd be surprised how many foreigners have tried to rob me.'

'l find that afeeble excuse,' she snapped.

‘Then I'll try and invent a better one," Ross promised her. 'Please, Alice, don't be so harsh
injudging me. | assure you that | bear neither you nor anyone dear to you any mdice, nor
intend to cause harm to them. But | have work to do, and that work must not suffer.’

'Work? she asked, scornfully. 'Work that involves that thieving little friend of yours, no
doubt.'

'‘Abercrombie, yes,' admitted Ross. 'l| know he's not the most appedling person in the
world, but he does have his good points.'

'Such as his kills a burglary? suggested Alice, annoyed.



Ross didn't bother to deny her accusations. 'There are times when such skills do comein
handy, yes.'

*At Fulbright Hall?

Ross scowled. "Alice, | resent the implication that | intend or intended to rob your family.
Do you redly think thet little of me?

T don't know wheét to think of you!' she exclaimed, frustrated. "Y ou evade smple
guestions, you sneak about my home, and you ask me to trust you! How much of afool
doyou think | an?

'Obvioudy more of one than you may be," he answered, equaly annoyed. 'And not as
great afool as| am for thinking that you'd accept anything | had to say.'

She glared down a him. Then tell me what | want to know: what are you doing here,
Edmund?

He shook his head. 'l am not at liberty to tell anyone that right now. In afew days,
perhaps, but not now. There istoo much happening, and too many people involved.’ He
sghed, and then looked up sharply. "When you passed me earlier, Miss Smith was with
you. Whereis she now?

'I don't seethat that isany of your concern,’ she replied imperioudy. ‘'Let me pass!
'She hasn't gone to the factory, has she? he asked sharply.

Annoyed by histone, Alice glared a him. 'l refuse to answer any more of your
insufferably rude questions.’

Ross grimaced. 'l take it that means our enterprising friend is engaged in something most
likely foolhardy and probably dangerous as well. Why won't any of you let well enough
aone?

'Why won't you let me done? cried Alice. In sudden rage she dapped at his hands.
Startled, Ross alowed the reinsto fdl. Alice st her hedsto her horse, and Ross barely
had time to jJump out of the way before the steed legpt past him and bore Alice away.

Ross was lill garing ruefully after the vanishing horse and rider when Abercrombie
emerged from the woods, awide smirk on his face. 'Got away with women, haven't you?
he asked dyly.

'Not one of my more useful traits, sadly,’ Ross replied. ‘Wl | think we may take it as
reed that Miss Smith has dedlt hersdf ahand in thisgame. A pity. | was sarting to like
her.’



'So what does this mean for us?
It means that well be getting into the factory atrifle earlier than | had planned on.’

'Heigh-ho," muttered Abercrombie. 'More bleeding work for me, that's what it means.’

Sarah found it difficult restraining her temper with Kipling. Not thet he was exactly
misbehaving, but he was trying to get as close to impropriety as he could without getting
her completely furious. Now he was getting on her nerves by complaining about the
darkness.

'If we had alight,' she hissed, ‘then they'd be able to see us and wouldn't come, would
they?

'l know that," Kipling agreed. 'But | resent being forced to act as a camping ground for so
many dratted insects that can see me even in the night.’

Sarah was about to give him a sharp rgoinder when the nagging thought at the back of
her mind findly crystalized. 'Light," she muttered, smacking hersdf on the foreheed.
That'sit.'

That's what? asked Kipling, puzzled.

‘Last night | saw lights under the sea out there in the bay,’ explained Sarah. ‘At the time
there was something that struck me as odd about them, but | couldn't place it. Now |
have. What sort of lights will burn underwater?

'| shouldn't think any would," Kipling objected. "'The water would put them out. Unless
they were covered "with globes to prevent the water reaching them.'

‘That'swhat | thought, too," agreed Sarah. '‘But wouldn't gas lights flicker? The ones | saw
were quite even and steady, which suggests that they were dectricd.’

Kipling frowned. 'I've heard about those devices," heraid, 'but there's none around here,
are there?

‘Breckinridge has them ingdled in hisfactory,” Sarah told him.

'Ah!" Kipling caught on. 'So if there are lights under the bay, then they are most likely a
part of hissystem.’

'Right," agreed Sarah. 'Y et another probable connection between our friendly philanthrope
and the mydtery.’



'Evidence is absolutely piling up,’ agreed Kipling. 'Why don't we just tell the police?

'Becauseit'sdl circumgantia,’ Sarah pointed out. There's nothing that definitely tieshim
to anything, much lessto acrime. Even if those lights are his, therés no crimein lighting
up the sea bed, isthere?

‘But - ' Kipling started to say. Sarah suddenly clapped her hand over his mouth.
'Shush!" she hissed, and pointed through the darkness.

There was a movement by the far wal of the graveyard, and the faintest of lights. It was
sufficient to thro\\ the strange shapes of decaying stones and figures into weird relief.
Sarah shivered, partly from the cold. She wasn't superdtitious, but after travelling with the
Doctor for awhile, you could never assume that even a graveyard was as dill and safe as
it appeared to be.

Asthey watched, abulky figure dipped over the wall. The newcomer was carrying a dark
lantern, ditted to dlow only atiny beam of light to escape. It sufficed to show his motion,
but was not enough to dlow Sarah to make out any details.

Kipling grinned excitedly. The grave-robbers!" he mouthed silently, and she nodded. At
thistime of the night, it certainly waan't anyone taking a short-cut home through the
graveyard on his way home from the pub.

The intruder moved dowly around among the tombstones, clearly looking for Tolliver's
grave. Sarah watched intently, waiting to see what he would do. There wasllittle doubt in
her mind that they would have alongish wait while this person unearthed the casket, but
it was exciting to see that she'd guessed correctly. Now they had aredlly good lead. All
she had to do was follow him back to his base - she was certain it would be the factory -
and then send Kipling to fetch help. The case would be sewn up, no thanks to the Doctor
for once.

There was the faintest of sounds behind her. Belatedly she remembered that the Doctor
had mentioned there being two grave robbers. As she turned, she caught aquick glimpse
of a huge man towering over them. His upraised hands held ajar of some kind which he
threw down at their feet. As Sarah started to rise, thick fumes enveloped her.

She gasped for breath as the fumesfilled her lungs. Shefdt anicy chill, and then it was
asif she were fdling down an infinitely long tunne into nothingness.

8
Explanations and M utations

Billy was shaking with indecison as he saw the big man leaving the graveyard carrying
two bodies. One of them was one of the three boys from the posh school. He couldn't care



less about that little creep. But the other was Miss Smith, and sheld been fair and decent.
For asecond, as he hid behind the tree. Billy fmgered his figh guiting knife and
considered the possibility of jumping out and plunging the blade into the big man's back.
He knew, though, that it wouldn't be easy to make it akilling stroke in this light and with
such ahuge target - and that the man could move fast enough that held not have the
chance for a second stroke.

Then the rat-faced man gppeared beside his companion, and Billy dropped his plan of
immediate attack. Instead, he decided, the best thing to do was to follow the men and see
what they did with Miss Smith. He dready knew that the Doctor was staying over a the
Pig and Thigtle. Once he was certain of the men's destination, he could call in help.

One thing he was certain of, even though he couldn't explain the conviction, was that the
Doctor was the best possible person to have on his sde in the looming bettle.

Alice was dmost shaking after her encounter with Ross. It was mostly anger, not fear.
She couldn't believe the arrogance of the man. How could he demand so much and offer
o little? And then appear to be annoyed with her smply because she refused to trust
him? Hadn't he proven over and over again that any such trust would be sorely
misplaced?

She couldn't understand how Roger could possibly be friends with the man, or fdl for his
clams. True, Ross was superficidly charming, but what lay in his depths? But she knew
that Roger was no fool, so what had possessed him to trust Ross? She smply couldn't
work it out.

All she could do was to ride home and wait until near midnight, and then deliver the
message she'dd promised to her father.

He would know what to do. He ways did.

Doyle had been unable to get any rest at al. Hed returned to the Hope to discover that
Gray was firm about sailing the following forenoon. Uncertain whether or not heldd be
finished with the mystery, Doyle had packed his few personal items and moved over to
the tavern for the night. There held attempted to get some deep, since it was likely to be a
long evening. But rest had €uded him; excitement burned insde, and hismind wasin a
whirl.

He was 4till unable to make out too much of the mystery. The best he could say was that
at least the various puzzles seemed linked by the factory. But how they could be linked
was gl way beyond hisimagination. Maybe held be better off giving up theidea of



becoming awriter. If he couldn't even make out the threads of redity, how could he ever
hope to invent any?

Finaly, at alittle after ten, he gave up al atempts at resting and eected to take a stroll
outsde to clear his head. It was a bright but cold night, with the ever-present Wind
whipping up leaves and trash in the streets. The town was quietening down, with the
patrons of the Pig and Thigtle having left for home earlier. The fishermen were a seaand
their families abed. He seemed to be the only one on the quiet Streets.

Then he heard the pattering sound of bare feet on the cobbles, and around the comer flew
ascarecrow of abov Doyle recognized him ingantly.

‘Billy!" he exclamed. 'Whatever is the matter?

The youngster skidded to a halt, looking at him wexil\ before his identity penetrated. 'Oh,
it'syou," he said, relieved. 'Quick, we got to warn the Doctor!”

"Warn him about what? asked Doyle, alarmed.
'His friend - she were in the graveyard. Two men've took her to the factory.'

'‘Good Lord!" Doyle was shocked. 'She was supposed to be recuperating at Fulbnght Hall.
What the dickens was she thinking of ? Still, no time to worry about that now." He thought
fast. 'Billy, are there any of your irregular fnends you can rouse?

'Aye,' the boy agreed, puzzled.
'If there's one who can ride a horse, the Doctor has one stabled here at the tavern. Send a

message to Sir Alexander Cromwell and tell him what's hgppened. Hell have to organize
the forces of the law.’

'‘Aye. What about the Doctor?

'I'll rouse him mysdlf." Doyle gave him an encouraging smile. 'We were going to go to the
factory tonight anyway. The game has just become atrifle more urgent, that's al. On
your way, Billy.'

'Righto, sr." Billy sdluted in aragged fashion and then ran off.

Excitement glowed within Doyle as he ran back insde the tavern and up the sairsto the
Doctors room. He hammered on the door and caled hisfriend's name. A moment later

the Doctor threw open the door.

'Whatever is the matter? he growled.



Doyle was pleased to see the man was fully dressed and nulling on his deergtaker. ‘It's
Miss Smith," he gasped. 'She's been taken by two ruffians to the factory. She wasin the
graveyard, gpparently. And you told her to Say at the Hall!"

'Sarah never does what she's told,' complained the Doctor. 'She's dmost as bad asmein
that respect. Right, let's go." He hurried past Doyle and down the stairs. The medical man
whirled around and followed him.

'What was she thinking of 7 complained Doyle as they tame out into the Street. He
fingered the revolver he carried in his pocket, atrusty Adams .450 that congtantly
threatened to fdl to the ground as he humed to keep up with the Doctor.

'She redlized that there was a good chance of the grave-robbers striking again,’ the Doctor
snapped. 'She must have been waiting for them and been captured.’

'Oh." Doyle congdered this a moment. 'Didn't you think there was a chance of them
griking?

'Of course | did, the Doctor growled. That'swhy | left them toiit. | figured thet if they
stole the body, wed discover it at the factory when we arrived. That way there would be
clear and congpicuous grounds for the arrests of al concerned. As usud, Sarah's jumped
the gun and landed us dl in senous trouble.’

It was beginning to dawn on Doyle how little he'd anticipated the Doctor's complex
planning. 'It was a smart idea," he approved.

'And now wasted,' the Doctor complained. He gestured ahead. ‘'There's the factory now.'
'Right." Doyle drew hisrevolver. ‘Do we storm the walls, bresk down the gate or what?
'I'll go for the what,' the Doctor replied softly. 'We aren't the first people to arrive here
tonight. Unless I'm very much mistaken, there goes aman I'm eager to have more than a
few words with. Quickly, follow me, but don't shoot or meke any untoward noise!'

He sprang forward, like aleopard after a gazelle. Doyle struggled to keep up with him as
he dashed through the few remaining dark streets after the shadowy figures ahead of
them. He and the Doctor were amost upon the two men when the leader whirled about
with an exclamation He lowered awalking stick as he saw who it was.

'Doctor!" exclaimed Colonel Ross, startled. 'l was not expecting you quite yet.'

'l didn't think you were,' the Doctor growled, coming to ahalt afew feet from him and
Abercrombie. The tubbier man looked shocked and worried. '‘But it was a smart move to
hold off usng that air rifle of yours. Asit is, youre agght too free with it for my liking.'

'l had no option," Ross protested.



‘There are always options,' the Doctor snapped. 'But what | want right now are some
explanations. Y ou've played the man of mystery long enough.’

'Doctor,’ exclaimed Doyle, gasping to catch his breath after their sprint, ‘can't this wait
until later? Miss Smith could be in grave danger insde there!

‘Nothing that a few moments now will affect,’ the Doctor answered. ‘And Colonel Rosss
information may aid us consderably once we penetrate thet lair.' He turned back to the
man again. "What have you been hiding? Aside from that scoundrel Breckinridge, who
did you expect to find in there tonight?

Ross hesitated, his face troubled. Finaly he seemed to redize that he had no way out of
this Stuation other than to provide the Doctor with what he wished to know. With a deep
sigh, he admitted: ‘'My brother.’

A putrid stench in her nogtrils shocked Sarah back to avareness. Gagging, she struggled
to move her hands to cover her mouth, but was not able. As she coughed and choked, her
mind started to focus once again. As she began to become aware of her surroundings, she
wished she were gill unconscious. Take it away,' she gasped, and the offensive odour

was findly capped.

'Back in the land of theliving, are we? asked a cheery voice. 'At least for the time being,
that is'

Sarah struggled to free both her mind and body, but only the former worked. Her vision
sharpened and she could make out only too clearly where she was. It had to be some kind
of alaboratory, hewn out of base rock. Presumably deep underground, since there were
sgns of moisture on the wall and a congtant dripping noise in the background. The air

had that stale taste of caves or of old, musty books. The room was roughly twenty feet
across in both directions and about ten high, but it was unfinished and none of the walls
were terribly smooth. The floor, as a contrast, was dmost polished to a shine. Though
electric lights were scattered about the chamber at irregular intervas, the place was il
dark and creepy.

That was without including the other trgppings that made it even creepier.

She managed to straighten herself up, finding there was floor benegth her unsteedy feet.
Her hands were manacled together above her head, above a pipeline that had supported
her while she was out. The circulation in her hands was bardly adequate, but she doubted
that an gpped for freedom would cut any ice around here.

The pipe she was chained over was one of about a dozen leading from the uncertain
relms behind her into thisroom. Mogt of them led into a series of large glass tanks, but
three of them led into a huge glass cylinder that stood in plendid isolation oppogte her.



The lights seemed to be concentrated abouit this tank, which was about five feet across
and dretched dmogt to the calling. A thick, bluish liquid filled the column dmost to the
top. Bubbles gently stirred the liquid.

Insde the glass cylinder was a mermaid.

Wi, no, not exactly. It was male, for one thing, that much was clear. A young boy by
the look of him, with curly black hair and haunted eyes. There were what |ooked like gill
ditsin the sde of his neck which pulsed regularly, issuing some of the tiny streams of
bubbles that rose within the column. The hands appeared webbed, the muscles of the
shoulder abnormadly strong.

From the waist down, any resemblance to a human being ceased. The skin there was
greyer, and the legs fused to make alonger body that ended in atail that gently thrashed
from sde to Sde, enabling the merperson to maintain a congtant position in the tube.

Sarah was enthralled and sickened by the sight.

When she could drag her eyes away from the cresture, she siwept them quickly over the
rest of the room. Stacked aong one wall were open vats of chemicas. In the center of the
room was alarge pit. Within the pit and rising to about four feet above the hole was a
large metd vat. Within it was some kind of gurgling, bubbling mess. It had the

gppearance of hand cream, but one that was pallid and unsettled, moving and venting
congtantly.

There were about a dozen tanks in the room that contained various forms of aguetic life.
Sarah recognized a baby sed mewling in one tank. Another contained a dolphin that
looked rather the worse for wear. Severa others gave off the pungent aroma of
formaldehyde and contained various organs and portions of internd anatomy.

There was one person in the room with her, regarding her with a mixture of amusement
and interest. He was atdl, dighdy chubby man with dark hair untidily brushed He had
piercing blue eyes and an dmost cherubic face.

'I'd ask you to explain that comment,” Sarah finaly answered him, her voice thick and
gtill speckled with pain. ‘But | doubt I'd like the explanation.’

'Probably not, the man agreed readily. 'Dear me, Miss Smith, your inquisitive nature has
redlly caused you trouble thistime, hasnt it?

'Oh, I'd say it was about par for the course,’ she replied. The strength was returning to her
tired muscles now. If she could just keep this man talking long . . . What? Maybe she
could bresk the handcuffs with a mighty tug? Fat chance. She wondered what the time
was, and whether Alice had managed to convince her father of the need for action. If she
gdled long enough, maybe help could arrive. Besides that, there was aways the Doctor.



Sarah doubted he'd be too far away once the action began. But would he be close enough
to do her any good? 'Speaking of which, just what is the course?

Her captor gave her another of his happily innocent smiles. 'Miss Smith, you have a
terrible habit of wanting answersto questions you shouldn't even be thinking about in the
first place. Haven't you ever heard the old saying about alittle knowledge being
dangerousto your hedth?

Sarah grunted. ' "If alittle knowledge is dangerous',’ she quoted,’ "where is the man who
has so much as to be out of danger?' ' She gave him athin smile. Thomas Henry Huxley.'

'Oh, very good!' the man approved. "Y ou have quite awit about you.' He shrugged. 'Of
coursg, it isabout dl you do have about you. And, speaking of danger, you areinit, and |
am not. | suppose that makes me the man that you refer to.'

'And what makes you think I'm in danger and you aren't? asked Sarah, putting on the
most innocent expression she could muster. She didn't redlly expect it to fool him for a
second, so she wasn't too disappointed when he laughed at her.

'Oh, you redlly are something specia!" He shook his head sadly. 'Miss Smith - may | cdl
you Sarah?"Miss Smith" sounds so formad.'

'Oh, by dl means, let's dispense with formality," Sarah answered. 'I'm not one to stand on
etiquette. A step-ladder, maybe, but not etiquette. And what do | call you - that's politein
mixed company?

'My name is Ross, Sarah.'

'Ross? She narrowed her eyes and peered hard at him. "Y ou wouldn't happen to be related
to a Colond Edmund Ross, would you?

'Heismy brother.’

'Ah." Some of this was starting to make a strange kind of sense to her now. 'And what do
your friends cal you? Assuming you have any, that is!

'All men have friends, Sarah. Migter Breckinridge, for example, isavery good friend of
mine. | dlow himto cal me Percival.' He amiled a her. 'l imagine | could extend that
courtesy to you, too, while you are il with us!'

'Charmed,’ Sarah replied. 'I'd shake hands, but it's atrifle difficult right at the moment.’
She studied her captor with interest. This was definitely a man whose eevator didn't go
al the way to the top floor. 'Percival, what are you up to here?

'My, my, my," he chided. 'Curiogity killed the cat, Sarah. And I'm afraid it's going to kill
you, too.'



‘Can we drop the corny literary dlusions? Sarah begged him. 'If you intend to kill me,
where's the harm in telling me what I've got to die for?

Ross shrugged. ‘Why not? Immediately, you have to die because | sent those two
blockheads after a dead body and they brought me back two live ones instead.’

Wi, that was something. 'Kipling's still with us, | takeiit,” Sarah asked.

'For the time being, yes." Ross gestured to the large cylinder a the end of the room. 'As
soon as that chamber has been vacated, hell probably end up in there. I'm not entirely
certain that the process will work on someone who has so evidently passed the point of
puberty as Master Kipling, but if it kills him then it saves me the bother of having to see
to the task persondly. And if it doesn't kill him, well have another worker.' He patted her
gently on the arm. "Y ou, my dear, are obvioudy consderably past the age of puberty
yoursdlf. The process would definitdly kill you - whichiis, I'm sad to report, your fate
anyway. But it would aso damage your internal organs, which would be aterrible waste.'

Sarah's mouth was definitely on the desert side of dry right now. 'Yes,' she agreed, trying
to sound flippant. 'I'd hate to see my organs go to waste. Y ou know what they say about a
mind being a terrible thing to waste.'

Ross laughed, genuindy amused. 'Oh, you are aone, Sarah. It's a shame that you'll be
gtaying with me, abet in anumber of smal containers. | redly would have liked the
chance to par with you alittle more!

"Well, you can't have everything,' Sarah managed to joke. "Y ou may have my body, but
you'll never have my mind. Unless you intend to pickle that, too." She was trying very
hard to avoid thinking about his promises. 'But aside from the fascination of taking my
liver out on adate, why do you want my body parts so badly, Perciva?

'For my work, Sarah,” Ross explained. He gestured toward the cylinder and the merboy
within. 'As you can see, I've managed to create my own rather unique lifeforms. | believe
you came face to face with a number of my creetions over the past few days?

'Yes.! She shuddered. 'Mutant hounds, killer seals and arather pretty young mermaid.’

"Thetip of theiceberg,’ he assured her. 'Herein this laboratory, | have the meansto
achieve fuson of different anima species, combining their traits to form prototypica
cregtures that before now existed only in the imagination. Thanks to me, mermaids do
exig.

Sarah shook her head. 'l can't quite bring mysdlf to believe thisis just a hobby for you,
she said. ‘| mean, most people just take up collecting butterflies or samps for a pastime.
Areyou just doing dl this because you can?



Ross looked shocked. 'Sarah," he chided, 'how petty you must think | am! Though | must
admit that part of thisis merely the desre to see what limits | can break. But my
experiments do have anoble end: | am cresting separate species of human beings that
will take mankind beyond the oldest boundaries imposed on our species. My merfolk are
thefird - if we dont include that dreadful hound-boy, which was unplanned - but | hope
to create more very shortly. He waved his handsin the air like a comic-opera sorcerer.
'Imagine crossing human beings with cheetahs, for example, and creating arace with the
endurance and cunning and prowess of the mgjor cats. What warriors and athletes they
might become! Or taking asmple bat and making from it winged beings that could ride
the air currents and redlly fly! Ian't that a project worthy of great imagination?

'It's certainly grest something,’ agreed Sarah. 'B.S., mostly. Y ou can't be serious!’

He glared a her, his good humour vanishing in an ingtant. 'How can you say that after
what you've witnessed? he asked. 'My powers are quite red. The merfolk are dive, their
bodies stable, and they are viable. Do you understand what that means?

'Y es,' agreed Sarah, impressed despite hersdlf. That they can have children when they
mature. And that they will breed true.’

'Precisaly. They can breed true. If | were to step aside now, the merfblk would continue
to live and grow. | have done what no man has ever done before: | have crested anew
breed, anew genus, asmy legacy. | have achieved what nobody has even dreamed of
before -least of dl that obnoxious, overbearing older brother of ming!'

'| supposeit's partly my fault from the beginning,” Colonel Ross admitted. 'Everything
Perciva has ever done in his miserable life was an attempt to either prove that he was
better than me or else to try and hurt me for being what | am.’

'And what are you? asked the Doctor carefully. 'If youre merdy amilitary man, I'm a
humbug. Y ou remind aoe alittle of a Brigadier chappie | know.'

Ross sighed. 'I've been attempting to avoid answering that question since | arrived here,
Doctor. But in the interests that seem to have linked us, | have little choice lft to me
now, do |?

‘None at dl,’ the Doctor replied cheerfully. 'If | don't like or don't believe your replies,
Doyle and | will truss the two of you up here and mark you "Do Not Open Till
Chrigmas".'

Doyle privately wasn't sure that the Doctor's threat could be carried out quite that Smply,
but it appeared that Ross had dready made his decision anyway.



| am aspecid agent working directly under the command and authority of Her Mgjesty
Queen Victoria,' he answered. 'It ismy job to investigate those matters that lie outside of
the conventiond. Since the reports were first received about a monster hound on the
loose on the moors down here, I've been working to track down the guilty parties.

Doyl€e's eyes went wide. Y ou can prove that claim, | take it?

'Don't be anidiot, man,’ replied Ross, his voice edged with weariness. 'In this line of
work, how long do you think I'd last if | carried papers that proved | was under explicit
orders of the Queen hersalf? Quite frequently | have to operate outside of both the law
and this country' He nodded at the Doctor. 'l think your friend knows I'm tdlling the truth.’

'I'm inclined to believe most of what you said,’ the Doctor agreed. 'As | say, you have the
same manner as the Brigadier about you.'

‘Brigadier? asked Doyle, out of his depth. "What brigadier?

I'll explain later,’ replied the Doctor. To Ross, he added, 'But | don't believe that shooting
the hound was under explicit orders from anyone. There was no need to kill the poor
cresture.’

Ross shook his head. 'Doctor, you do not seem to understand what my brother is capable
of. | am atempting to eradicate every last foul deed he has perpetrated.’

'Are you indeed? asked the Doctor coldly. 'Wéll, let me give you fair warning. Colond:
if you attempt to eradicate a single one of those merpeople he has somehow managed to
creete, | shall take great ddlight in feeding you to his sedls piece by bloody piece. Do |
make mysdf perfectly clear?

'Indubitably.’

'Good. I'm s0 glad we understand one another.' The Doctor abruptly smiled. ‘Aside from
those misguided attempts to cover your brother's tracks, you seem to be a reasonably
decent sort of chappie.’

'Well, I'm Hill considerably in the dark here,' Doyle protested. "What has looking for your
brother and his manufactured monstrosities got to do with staying a Fulbright Hall? The
whole family seems convinced you were planning to loot the blasted place!

Ross shrugged. ‘A misunderstanding. Alice overheard me giving indructions to
Abercrombie, and managed to misinterpret them. True, Abercrombieisathief and a
scoundrel, but in thisline of work, it would be difficult to find a better partner.’

‘Thanks alot,” muttered Abercrombie. Tak about being damned with faint praise!’

‘But what were you doing at the Hall? perasted Doyle.



'l firgt latched onto these experiments of my brother'sin London,” Ross explained. There
he had set up an inhuman laboratory to experiment upon living creatures. HE's long been
fascinated with the concept of improving on the works of Nature. He read Darwin's On
The Origin Of Species whilein college, and decided that natural selection was an
inefficient means of advancing change.’

'So he's eected to try unnatura sdection,” muttered the Doctor.
‘Precisdy.’

‘But how does he achieve this? mused the Doctor. Technology on the Earth in thistime
period is certainly not up to anything on the order of change that he's managed. Whét is
he doing?

'l redly have no idea how he works the technique,” admitted Ross with a shrug. 'Science
is a background study for me. | know enough to get by on my missons, but little more.
Percivd is, in fact, the genius where that is concerned.’

'Genius my foot," sngpped the Doctor. 'What he's doing is beyond impossible” He sighed.
'l suppose | shall have to ask him hislaboratory methods mysdlf. What else?

"W, his experiments cost agreeat deal of money,’ explained Ross, 'and he was financing
some from the proceeds of - ah, the production of extremely fine replications of the
officid currency.’

"Printed his own,” Abercrombie put in helpfully 'Damned good queer it was, too."

'Quite," agreed Ross dryly. 'Well, we destroyed his presses, but by the time | was certain
that was done, he had fled. | had seen hisfirst experiment, that poor unfortunate hound,
and when the reports of a gigantic beast on the loose reached me, | knew it had to mean
that Percival had begun work again in this vicinity. The problem was deciding where.

‘Since he needed a good deal of cash for hiswork, and there was no chance he could be
printing it this soon, | knew he must have found someone to back his schemes. The only
two peoplein this area with sufficient wedth were either Sr Edward Fulbright or
Breckinridge!

'Ah!" Doyle exclamed with satisfaction. '"And you chose to investigate Sir Edward first.'

'Precisdly. A foolish error, which has caused a good dedl of trouble and inconvenience for
me.’

‘But why him? asked Doyle. 'Surely Breckinridge was the most likely suspect?

'Y es, admitted Ross. "And to my mind that made him lesslikely. Y ou see, Perciva
employed a pair of assstants in London named Raintree and Brogan. Both men are



currently employed as security officids a Breckinridge's factory. | reasoned that Percival
planted them there as bait to lure me from the correct scent, Snceit was otherwise
ludicroudy obvious where he was'

The Doctor couldn't restrain his laughter any longer. 'Oh, wonderful,' he said between
gasps. "Y our devious little mind overlooked the obvious because it was obvious. I'll bet
your brother is chuckling about thet ill."

'He probably is," agreed Ross shamefacedly. 'There was another reason, ao. | could gain
smple entry to Fulbright Hall because my old college chum Roger Bridewell had become
engaged to Sr Edward's only daughter. | told him enough of my suspicions to make him
willing to do anything to dear the suspicions againgt his future in-laws, so he managed to
get me invited to the Hdl. I'll admit that | was not the most popular guest they've ever
entertained, but 1 did manage to confirm that Sir Edward was innocent of involvement.
Thet left only Breckinridge.'

'And so you eected to bresk in here tonight to check on your suspicions, the Doctor
finished for him,

'Yes. | redized that you were going to come here eventudly. | had to beet you to the
mark, | knew, but you seem to have anticipated my moves'

The Doctor grinned. 'Sheer dumb luck, if that's any consolation, he admitted cheerfully.
'l had planned to be here later, but Sarah has managed to force my hand.'

'Sarah? Ross frowned. "What has she done?
'Managed to get hersalf captured by your brother, at a guess,' the Doctor answered.

Ross went white. "Then we had better end this conversation and get indde fast,' he said.
'My brother needs three things for his experiments. young children, who become the
victims of his changes, animas, from which he makes the extracts to affect those
changes; and third, he needs fresh corpses, from which he extracts human eements.
These he uses on living animds, giving them humanoid speed and wits. | fear that Sarah
is about to become the late Miss Smith - and that shortly afterwards, various portions of
her will find their way into various other species of creatures.’

Interlude 3
Ross

'Have you ever been to Limehouse, Sarah? asked Percival Ross.

'No more than |'ve been forced to,' she admitted.



‘Understandable.’ He seemed amost adrift in the sea of hismemories. 'l dways found it a
loathsome place. Its name comes from the lime kilns that burn there, and you can redly
have no ideawhat a dreadful stench they produce. And the whores that patrol the streets
there - painted Jezebels whose faces would fal apart if they washed off the layers of
make-up they wear. And men who seem to be engaged in discovering the limits of human
endurance when it comes to presarving their liversin acohol. A disgusting place, the
cesspit of the planet. | was there for three years.'

Sarah managed a cheeky smile. 'Y ou can aways tell aman by the company he keeps,' she
quipped.

'Most droll,’ Ross answered. 'I| had little option, though. | needed a place where | could
procure subjects for my experiments without too many questions, and a place to dispose
of my failures without arousing too much concern. | founded what | liked to call a Chanty
Hospitd -though the patients mainly contributed to me through their degths. | used thisas
acover for my experiments and probed the vast unknown areas of evolution, without
notable success. Until, one day, the answer cameto mein aflash.

"Take up gardening instead? suggested Sarah.

'No, | spesk of aliterd flash, Sarah.' He amiled at her. 'A star fell on Limehouse. The
locds cdled on me, since they were terrified that the heavens were visting divine
vengeance on them. If God Almighty had done o, | couldn't have been too surprised, but
it was nothing quite like that. . .

Asmy carnage arrived at the place where the so-cdled star had falen, | immediately
redlized that | was in the presence of something from vastly outside my limited sphere.
The star had descended amidst some old warehouses that had been abandoned down by
the nver. FHlamesilluminated the night, burning with preternatural splendour and defying

al efforts by the terrified resdents to douse them. The women were gone and the men
were panicking. They were ready to believe that the flames were the product of Old Nick
himsdlf, | think. Severad wounded people had crawled out of the area, where vagabonds
spent their miserable nights waiting for the dawn of blesk days.

It fascinated me, because | had never seen anything quite like this before. Despite the
fears of thelocas, | could see that what | was confronted by was certainly not ceegtia in
nature - a leadt, not in the sense of the word that they chose. But there was something
ingde the broken buildings that lived, because | could hear a strange screaming. It was a
little like the cry that an animd in mortd pain makes shortly before it expires, a sound
I've heard many times in the padt.

Steding mysdf, | walked carefully into the damaged area. Fires burnt al about me,
consuming even the bricks themsdves. Y et there was surprisingly little physica heet, and
| possessed barely more than afaint sheen on my skin as| entered the area. The greenish



glow of the flames made everything gppear supernaturd, but | felt that at the heart of this
mystery lurked something considerably more mundane.

| was, in fact, utterly wrong. Oh, | admit it fredly: | was out of my depth at the sart. |
came across shattered and blazing chunks of metallic substances, and strange, broken
insrumentation of akind and order that | could not even begin to comprehend. It started
to dawn upon methat | wasin the presence of some kind of transportation device A
flying cab, if you like. It had suffered some cadamity and come crashing down to the
Earth. | redlized that | was dedling with neither demon nor angd, then, for neither such
creature could require a conveyance to move across the heavens. Excitement mounted
within me as | pressed forward.

In the centre of the area of destruction lay the core of this conveyance. It had once been
large and circular, like aflying dish of some sort. Little of the outer shell wasintact,
however. That was clearly the source of the strange metas and instruments that blazed
about me. Theinterior of the craft had suffered no less damage, but it was ill in one
piece. After amoment in which | fought off the noxious smoke fumes from the craft, |
began to make sense of what | was withessing.

Do you recal the line from the Book of Reveations. There was war in Heaven'? The
evidence that thiswas true lay before me. The star cab that lay there had been damaged in
some great battle fought way above our world. In its desth-throes it had crashed to the
Earth and lay there before me, burning with a strange fire. There had been awar and here
was the loser, a broken conveyance, dong with its expiring driver.

| had never seen any creature like this before. 1t resembled ajdlyfish somewhat, being
amogt shapeless and gdatinous, but it was far too large for any such beadt. It was some
four feet across, and the source of the screaming sound | had followed to this spot. That
this was no mere anima was apparent, because it was as burnt and damaged as the cab
itsdlf, yet it was moving with volition and purpose. Its- not skin, but whatever held the
being together - was blackened from the crash, and it had to bein grave pain. Yet it had
somehow formed a portion of its body into some kind of tentacle, and it was tearing apart
aportion of its craft in search of something it desired badly.

This monster had no eyes, and yet it seemed to sense me nonetheless. | cannot say that it
turned, but somehow | knew that its attention was focused on me now, while it had not
been aware of me before. The tentacle that it had been usng wavered, and then gestured
toward a portion of the craft as yet untouched by the fires.

| was torn by indecison. This hideous creature was obvioudy asking meto risk my lifeto
get it something from the craft. | saw no need to endanger mysdlf to do anything for a
being so repulsive. Then again, had the creature been the archangel Michael himsdlf and
asking the same thing, 1'd have been aslittleinclined to aid him. The only thing that
prevented me from leaving the thing to die was a angle thought: if, in its dying moments,
the being desired something brought to it from its ship, it must be something of immense
vaue.



In which case, | could use it better.

Protecting mysdlf asbest | could from the flames, | plunged into the wreckage. The vile
creature had indicated some kind of a cupboard inside its conveyance. | wouldn't have
known how to open it, so | was fortunate that it had sprung apart in the crash. Insde the
compartments was a Sngle container. This was obvioudy what the being desred, so |
snatched it up and fled the star cab. Behind me, as| ran, the flames engulfed the craft,
and explosions began to rack the area.

The foul creature attempted to make me stop as | rushed past it. Somehow it extruded a
tentacle in my direction. | succeeded in evading itsfoul grip and made my way out of the
blazing warehouse. Behind me the shattered roof collgpsed and the horrendous screams
of the dying cresture were cut off at last. | brushed past the spectators and hurried back to
my laboratory with rmy treasure, ill uncertain of what | had found. Y et it had come from
acraft that had never been congtructed by human hands. Whatever | had salvaged, |
reasoned, must be worth afortune if | could only deduce its purpose.

In the safety and peace of my laboratory | opened the container, to discover it filled with
agooey semi-liquid At firg | couldn't comprehend what it was, and then it findly came
to me in amoment of ingpiration: thiswas some kind of heding gel for the dying

cregture. It had wished to cover the burnt sections of its skin with this materid. | had
suffered a number of smdl bumsin the fire, and so | hesitantly gpplied a smal amount of
the gel to my skin. | knew that | could be making aterrible mistake: the cresture had not
been human by any dretch of the imagination, and perhaps its metabolism was vastly
different from my own. What might cure the shgpeless creature might serve only to kill
me. But | had to know the answer.

It came within seconds, as the bums hedled over, leaving pinkish, fresh skinin their
wake. | could hardly believe my luck! Thiswas some kind of miracle cure-all, it seemed.
But | needed to do further experimentation to see what its limits were.

As| mentioned, | was working in the area under the guise of aMercy Hospita. One of
the patients that had been brought to me was a young boy who had been bitten by a
hydrophobic dog. There had never been any chance that he would recover, but | was
fascinated to study the effects that rabies had on his body as he dowly died. Now a
thought came to me: no matter what effect the cream | now possessed had, it could hardly
do more than kill the boy, which the rabies was aready well in the course of achieving.

So | gpplied some of the salve to the bitten areas, and waited to see what would occur.

Within hours | was witness to the most astounding of changes. The symptoms of the
disease had vanished dmost entirely, and he gppeared to be recovering well. | had visons
of being the first man to announce a cure for rabies - which would surely have brought

me fame and fortune, towards neither of which am | averse. However, as | watched,
something even more astounding began to take place. The boy, | redized, was growing
hair on his exposed skin. Now thiswas aboy of perhapsten years of age, no more. How
could this be happening? As | watched, his body became more and more distorted, and |



redized that he was gradualy taking on the characterigtics of a dog, which were
becoming admixed with his human characterigtics.

This was utterly unforeseen and unheard of. | knew that | was on the verge of the mgjor
discovery of my life here. The gelatinous mess was somehow fusing the boy's human
characteristics to those of acanine!

Y ou can imagine how excited this made me. | sayed up three daysin arow, watching
and waiting to see and record every small change, to note every detail. It was fascinating,
watching this gd change the boy into a viable hybrid. 1t had somehow picked up on the
canine dements present in the boy's wounds and fused them into his own structure. As|
watched, | puzzled over how this could have come about. Then, findly, | redized that the
gel was more than smply some kind of healing cream for that unearthly creature that had
perished in the blaze. | had noted that the being had possessed a kind of amorphous
gructure. Presumably on the cdllular leve, the cregture had been smilarly uncertain. The
sdve, in order to heal, must have therefore needed to somehow anadyse what wasto be
repaired and then accomplish the deed.

Naturaly, when | had applied it to mysdlf, it had heded me with no sirange effects. But
when the boy's bodily structure had been invaded by the cells of the rabid dog, the sdve
had then latched onto both patterns and somehow fused them into a Single viable entity. It
was staggering - the mechanism | had sought had been literadly delivered into my hands
from the sky!

As | watched, | worked feverishly. | had agood supply of the salve, but it would hardly
last forever. | experimented in various ways, and finadly came up with a method that
enabled me to reproduce the gd if | supplied it with the raw eements it needed to
reproduce itsdlf. Thisleft me with a sdf-regenerating supply of the gd, which now rests
in thelarge va within my current laboratory.

| was forced to flee London in somewhat hurried circumstances before my researches
were quite concluded. | did bring with me the vat of gel and my hound-boy. On the way
here, however, the hybrid managed to escape the carriage bearing it, and roamed free on
the moors until it was dain afew nights ago. | didn't redly care whether it lived or died,
for my studies of the beast had enabled me to formulate my plans, and to work on

achieving my god.

Financed by Breckinridge, this laboratory area was hollowed out of old cavesin the
rocky cliffs and connected to hisfactory above. Here | was able to plan my next step: the
creation not of an individual but an entire race! Breckinridge was fired with asmilar
visgon to mine, and the concept of the human/dol phin hybrid was one that seemed natura
to us both. | managed to get samples of the marine creatures | needed, and Raintree and
Brogan supplied me with a prime subject, a young street urchin.

Breckinridge wanted a species that could live and work underwater, which was aticklish
proposition. Dolphins, as you know, possess lungs and bregthe air. | didn't fed that the



merfolk could be kept secret if they congtantly had to surface to breathe, nor could their
work levels be terribly high. In the end, | managed to creste a dolphin-like creature that
possessed gills. This| then grafted into my test subject. To my delight the grafting took
ingandy, and | was able to monitor her changes. She came through it perfectly, and isthe
proud leader of my new superhuman race.

Changing the children was one thing, but training them quite another. Like so many
children, they did not wish to work to repay usfor our efforts. We were therefore left
with no option but to compel them by force to do as we wished. For that, we needed
guards. | took severa immature harbour seds and grafted human eements into them.
These dements are taken from the fluids extracted from recently deceased humans. This
increased both their intelligence and their aggression levd. It rendered them perfect for
their tasks. They guard the merfblk and ensure that they work as required. They aso
patrol the area to keep out intruders and spies.

| have achieved my dream, and even as we pesk the new race that | envisioned and
formed isworking on the sea bed. | have achieved the greatest possible triumph for a man
of stience - | have turned my dreams into redity!

9
Survival of the Fittest

Sarah gtared a Rossin anger and pity. The guy was atotal nut-case, gpparently oblivious
to the incredible pain and suffering he had caused in the pursuit of thisinsane dream of

his. He had detailed without any shame or remorse crime after crime againgt human - and
non-humean - species. And he seemed to think that she should be pleased to die so he
could use her for spare parts! 'Y ou're mad, you know that? she asked him. She tried to
sound cheerful and brave, but she was terrified of him.

He didn't seem at dl bothered by her comment. 'Sadly,’ he informed her, "one of the
guardswas dain last night, and | need to produce areplacement. Thisiswhere you will
provide me with the help I need, Sarah. Y our fluids will enable me to mutate a new guard
and dlow my work to continue. Y ou should be very proud of your contribution to
science.’

‘Thanks alot, but | could skip the honour,' she answered. 'Couldn't | just leave you my
body in my will?

‘Come now," he admonished her. ‘Don't be so reactionary. Y ou have to die anyway, snce
you perssted in investigating matters that were none of your concern. Raintree and
Brogan would happily murder you for an evening's entertainment if | allowed it, but they
would be unlikely to return your corpseto mein agate | could use. Thisway, | promise
you a painless death and some achievement once you have expired. Wouldn't you prefer
that?



‘Can | degp onit and let you know in the morning? she asked.

Ross laughed, genuinely amused. It was scary how he could divorce his conscience and
his mind like that. 'Oh, I'm rather sorry to lose you, Sarah. Y ou do provide me with such
amusement.’

'Court jester extraordinaire, that's me," Sarah said. 'Look, why don't you just buy me a
nice foal's costume, and I'll be happy to hang around and entertain you.'

'I'm sorry," he replied, and he did sound genuingly sad. 'But that's not a viable option.' He
picked up a scalpel from the table beside him. 'Goodbye, Sarah. It's been a pleasure
chatting with you, but I'm afraid thet it has to end now. I'm on arather tight schedule, you
know, and business is business.’

Sarah seyesfocused in horror on the sharp tip of the instrument as he moved towards
her. Her heart was pounding, and she wanted to scream. Terror welled up within her ashe
moved dowly and relentlesdy across the room to murder her.

Asthe small party reached the locked gates to the factory, Ross turned to Abercrombie.
‘Time for you to earn your pay,’ he said.

Abercrombie sighed, and moved to the padlock. 'I've been meaning to speak to you about
that,' he said. 'l think | deserve danger money for these here jobs. I'm in grave danger of
being murdered once we get inside here!’

"Youll need it even moreif you don't hurry,” Ross informed him. 'I'm likely to murder
you here and now.’

'Isthat what you call an incentive? grumbled Abercrombie. As he complained, he
worked on the lock using a piece of bent wire and a nail-file. After a second therewas a
soft snick and the padlock sprang open. 'Y ou may applaud if you wish.'

'We don't, Ross answered, helping to remove the chain that held the two gates together.
One by one they filed through the gate, leaving it dightly gar as they passed on towards
the main building.

'| believe the route we have to take is through the main working area," the Doctor
informed Ross. The colond nodded, |eading the way to the Side entrance Therewas a
large oaken door here, sturdy and padlocked During the day it would be opened to alow
the delivery of suppliesto the work floor. In the comer of the larger door was asmdler
one, aso equipped with a strong-looking lock.

'Can you open that up quickly? Ross asked Abercrombie.



His assgtant examined the lock carefully under atight beam from his dark lantern, then
shook his head. 'No way," he replied. 'It's too modern for that. | could be here dl night
fiddling with that.

'What do we do now? asked Doyle, frustration tinge-ing hisvoice.

'Use the other option,’ replied the little thief. 'Here, hold this" He gave Doyle the lantern,
and then removed a smdl hammer and spike from his pocket. Using the spike, he
gestured at the hinges. Typica dumb mistake," he pointed out. 'Put on a big lock and
think the door's imprega- blooming-ble." He grinned, and then used the spike to tap out the
rod from the hinges. Ross and the Doctor then pulled the door gpart. 'Easy when you
know how," Abercrombie said, grinning.

'Well send you a thank-you later,' the Doctor informed him. He peered cautioudy insde
the factory floor. 'It appears deserted. Come on.'

The smal group hurried after him to the lathe held spotted earlier. Now that Doyle looked
closdly, he could see that there were indeed scratch marksin the floor in a quarter-circle,
darting a the lathe's left comer.

'Now ain't that corny," sghed Abercrombie. "Y ou think they'd be more bleeding inventive,
wouldn't you?

'It appears to work,' the Doctor answered. 'There's probably a release catch somewhere on
the base that prevents it from moving accidentaly.’

Ross nodded, and bent to examine the bottor nm of the heavy base with his own lantern.
After asecond, they al heard aclick. 'l think that's it," Ross announced, .straightening up.
'Shall we?

Thefour of them pushed on the right-hand side of the lathe. Sdendy it swung about on a
pivot, reveding adark pit below. Thetop five or Six steps of aflight of Sairsleading
down into the ground were visble in the dim light cast by their lanterns.

'Will you step into my parlour? intoned the Doctor.

'What other choice do we have? asked Ross. 'I'll go fire." Using hiswaking stick to
probe the darkness ahead of him, he led the way down. The Doctor and then Doyle
followed.

'I'll just wait for you here,' suggested Abercrombie. ‘A rear guard, if you like.!

."You'd better guard your rear if you don't come on,’ growled Ross. 'Else I'll ddiver a
swift kick up it.'

Abercrombie sighed and started down the steps after them.



Ross and Doyle had their dark lanterns opened partway, alowing only trickles of light
out. As aresult, their descent of the stairs was carried on in asmdl, dull circle of
illumination. Ten steps down and it was asif they were in another world entirely. There
was the soft sound of dripping water from ahead of them. In silence, they dowly
descended the Stairs.

After about a hundred steps, the stairs ended in a short passage that doped gently
forward. Ross risked opening the gperture of hislantern dightly so that they could see
down the passageway. It culminated in alarge iron doorway about twenty feet ahead of
them. Turning down the light, he led the way to the bulkhead door. In the centre of this
was awhed!.

'In case of trouble,' the Doctor murmured. "We must be below sea-levd now. This can be
locked in case of legks!

'Y eah," muttered Abercrombie. 'Plumbers must be hard to come by down here!’

Ross gestured for the others to stand back, and then gripped the whedl. Sowly he turned
it anti-clockwise. Soundlessly, it moved, and then the door svung open Beyond it lay
another dark area. Silent again, they filed forward, while Ross started to close the door
behind them.

Doyle used hislantern to examine the room that they werein. It was hewn from the rough
bedrock, and only about Six feet across. It was completely empty, but an identical door to
the one they had just passed through stood dightly gar opposite them. The Doctor
nodded to indicate their way forward. Doyle started to push the door open when it was
suddenly yanked from his grasp and swung wide.

Two dmost intolerably bright lights snapped on, dazzling the four adventurers. Doyle
cried out in pain and surprise.

'Good evening, gendemen,’ Breckinridge said amiably from beyond the glare. 'l fear
you're atrifle late for the daily guided tour, but please do comeingde.’

Shielding his eyes from the brightness, Doyle staggered forward as the Doctor shoved
him from behind. He ssumbled across the threshold and past the two glowing lights.
Beyond them he saw the factory owner and two nasty-looking customers carrying side-
arms that were pointed in the direction of the four of them.

Breckinridge pulled a pocket watch from his waistcoat and glanced at it. "Almost
midnight aready. Dear me, if you'd Smply made an gppointment earlier with my
secretary, dl of this tedious waiting could have been avoided.”

'l shdl remember that,' the Doctor promised, 'the next time | plan a secret mission to stop
the grandiose schemes of a deluded megalomaniac.’ He grinned at Breckinridge. ‘No
offence meant.’



'And none taken, Doctor Smith." Breckinridge's smile seemed quite genuine and unforced.

'Doctor who? asked Abercrombie of his master. Ross scomped on his foot, making the
tubby thief wince.

'If you've dl quite finished? asked Breckinridge. 'l dunk you've kept me up quite late
enough asitis. Shall we get this over with so that | can get alittlerest? | have abusy day
ahead of me tomorrow, you know. You redly can't imagine how hard itisto run a
factory.’

'Y ou scoundrel!" exclaimed Doyle. 'Do you expect us to sympathize with you?

'No, Doctor,' Breckinridge answered. 'l expect you to die. Then | expect the little fishies
outside will have afeast. Beyond that, | couldn't care lesswhat you do." He gestured with
one hand, and the two men with him raised their guns.

'Excuse me," said the Doctor, politely raisng his hand. ‘Could | ask for ateensy little
favour firs?

Breckinridge sighed. 'Redlly, Doctor, you do try my patience, you know. | do so hate late
nights. Early to bed, early to riseand dl that.’

'| dways preferred Thurber mysdlf,' the Doctor replied. " Early to rise and early to bed,
makes a man hedthy, Wedthy and dead.”

'Wdll,' Breckinridge told him, 'you're abouit to prove the truth of that saying. Now, what is
thisfavour of yours?

The Doctor glanced at the floor. ‘It's afaling of mine," he confessed, 'but 1'd redlly hate to
be killed without knowing exactly why I'm being murdered. | mean, | can seethat you're
abusy man, things to do, worlds to conquer, infinitives to split and dl that. But could you
gpare judt alittle time to enlighten me on afew points?

The businessman smiled. 'l suppose | do owe you that, a the very least.' He considered
the matter for amoment. Very wdl, he agreed. 'I'll illuminate you concerning my plans.
Then Raintree and Brogan will kill you. Happier now?

'Absolutely ecstatic,’ the Doctor assured him. 'So, what's it al about, Alfie?

'I'm sorry?

'Ah, thiswhole scheme," the Doctor said, gesturing about. "Hiding in dimy little tunndls,
killing poor innocent fishermen, snatching bodies, breeding dogs that Crufts wouldn't
even think of giving a blue ribbon to. That sort of thing.'

Breckinridge nodded. "Y ou're wondering what the point of dl thisactivity is, | take it?



'Exactly!" The Doctor beamed. 'How succinct. So tel me: what's the point of al this
activity?

'Progress, Doctor, progress!* Breckinridge smiled happily, and waved his hands around.
"Thisisthe wave of the future. Doctor.'

'Redlly? asked Rass, mildly amused. ‘Humanity is going to start living in lesky
aubterranean tunnds? Doesn't sound like much of afuture to me!'

Breckinridge glared a him. 'Mock me if you choose," he said coldly, 'but remember who
holds the power here' He turned to the Doctor. 'Redlly, how could you aly yourself with
such acrassindividua?

The Doctor shrugged. 'Necessity makes for strange bedfdlows," he suggested. 'Now, what
was that you said about progress?

Breckinridge nodded. ‘Come with me. Doctor, and | will show you more wonders than
any man has ever imagined.' He glared at Raintree. 'Watch them dl. If any of them makes
afase move, shoot him. Otherwise, don't harm them until I'm finished.' With acharming
amile, he sad, 'Gentlemen, if you'd care to follow me?

'l think | speak for usdl,’ the Doctor murmured, ‘when | say that were a captive
audience. Lead on, Macduff.’

Holding the scalpd in front of him, Ross moved dowly across the |aboratory towards
Sarah. 'l promiseyou,' he said, 'thiswill be as swift and painless as | can manage. | have
no desireto hurt you.'

'Wéll, I've plenty of desire to hurt you,' snapped Sarah. Her pain and fear had built within
her to dmost fever pitch, but she wasn't about to let him get away with hisinsane plans.
She gripped the pipe over her head with her hands, and waited for him to move closer. As
he stepped within four feet other, she exploded into action.

She whipped up her right foot with as much force as she could muster. Her toe dammed
into hiswrigt with bone-shattering impact. The scalpd flew from his nervelessfingers,
clattering to the ground in the distance. Ross screamed and used his good hand to grip his
smashed right wrist. Suspending hersalf from her hands, Sarah whipped up her legs,
hooking her right foot behind his neck and pulling him toward her. Then she dammed
down her |eft foot on his back. She fdlt the hedl of her shoe crunch down hard on hisribs,
and heard the distinct sound of a bone breaking.

Ross screamed wordlessly as he fell to the cold floor.



Panting, Sarah twisted about to try and use her feet on him again. But though Ross was
wounded and in pain, he wasn't stupid enough to stay till. Crab-like, he scuttled out of
her reach, then tried to straighten up. He winced, and his skin turned a sickly shade of
white as he succeeded in regaining his feet.

'My hand!" he screamed. 'Y ou've broken my hand!"

Sarah glared a him through her fringe. 'What awimp," she mocked him. 'Y ou don't care
how much pain and misery you've inflicted on others, do you? But bresk one little bone
in your hand and you start blubbering like a baby.’

"You'l pay for that,” he hissad, glaring in anger and agony a her. He was till nursing his
broken wrist, and was dightly hunched over as aresult of the blow from her hed. 'Oh,
you'll pay for that.'

'It1l beworth it,’ she told him. She wanted him mad enough to attack her again. Despite
gppearances, she was actudly at an advantage here. Ross had been expecting some meek
Victorian maid who'd faint at the thought of what held do to her. He probably till didn't
reglize how much she was capable of- but heid find out if he gave her half a chance.
‘Come on," she encouraged him. 'I'm not going anywhere, am |? Almost as easy as
kidnapping helpless children, isnt it?

He cadt his eyes around the laboratory, clutching his hand. ‘I've got to get this seen to,’ he
muttered, refusing to be baited.

'Stick it inyour heding jely,’ she suggested. "That should do the trick." She grinned. 'As
long as there's nothing else in there, of course. You didn't swat afly, did you? Maybe
you'l grow compound eyesif therés afly in your ointment.'

That taunt hit home. Ross stared uncertainly at the container of the sdve. He was
obvioudy abasicaly wesk and insecure man, prey to nightmares and massive fedings of

inferiority. Sarah was certain that she could get him worked up enough to become
reckless, if she had the time done with him.

She didnt.
The door to the laboratory opened and the Doctor walked in.

'Doctor!" she exclamed happily. 'Am | glad to seeyou! It'sabit tiring, al this hanging
around.’

The Doctor shook his head and pointed to Breckinridge, who had followed himin. One
by one, Doyle, Colonel Ross, Abercrombie, Brogan and Raintree filed into the room.

"Thisisnt arescue, I'm afraid, Miss Smith," Breckinridge said pleasandy.



'It's not even a party,’ agreed the Doctor. 'l forgot to bring the cake.' He peered at Ross.
'Ah, you must be the mad scientist, | assume.' He held out a hand. Ross whimpered.

'Sorry, Sarah apologized. "He's not going to be shaking hands for awhile. I'm afraid |
broke it. Careless of me, | know.'

'Very,' agreed the Doctor.

Colonel Ross stepped forward and glared at his younger brother in disgust. Tercivd,' he
growled, 'you've certainly disgraced the family name!

'Percival?' echoed the Doctor in mock horror. "'This whole insane scheme was dreamed
up by a man named Perciva? Oh, that's too dreadful for words." His eyes darted about the
laboratory, intrigued, and came to rest on the vat of gdlatin. 'Ah! So that iswhat is behind
al this' He wandered acrossto it.

Brogan raised his revolver, lining up on the Doctors back, but Breckinridge shook his
head. 'There's no need for that - yet,' he said. 'So, Doctor, what do you think that is?

His face dmost in the goo, the Doctor replied, ‘It's obvious. Rutan heding save. The
store brand, too, by the stench of it." He dipped his finger in and examined the glob. Then
he sucked it off hisfinger. 'Cherry - my favourite flavour.’

Breckinridge stared at him in shock. 'Don't you know what that can do to you? he
gasped, gppalled at what held just witnessed.

'l know what it can do to you,' the Doctor countered. It won't affect me.’

"It affects any human being,’ croaked Ross, ashen at the thought of what the Doctor had
done.

'Precisdly," agreed the Doctor. He wandered over to the closest aguarium tank and stared
down & the baby sedl ingde. 'Hello, little fdlow. Lost your mummy?

'Doctor,’ Doyle asked, ‘what the blazesis going on here? Do you redly know what that
Suff is?

'Y es," the Doctor replied, spinning aout on the balls of hisfeet. 'It's Rutan heding save.
The Rutans are a species of amorphous nature thet live - ' he gestured vaguely inthe air ' -
inagaaxy far, far avay. They have the ability to dter their gppearance because their
cdlular ructure is ungtable. As aresult, when one of them isinjured, they need a
medication that's pretty unstable too. Like this goo. The problem isthat the sdve works
on the badis of reforming the amorphous cdls. When it comes in contact with some non
Rutan tissue, it causes genetic fuson.’

"Which we witnessed in the hound-boy and the mermaids,’ finished Sarah.



‘Precisdy.

Colonel Rossraised an eyebrow. 'And these "Rutans’ of which you speek; they are of
other-worldly origin?

'Very.' The Doctor grinned at the agent. ‘Do you find that rather incredible?

'No,' Ross replied. 'I've seen too many strange things during the course of my life to balk
at the thought of a non+Earthly lifeform." A thought seemed to dawn on him. 'Ah! Doctor,
am | to take it that you are another?

The Doctors smile grew even wider. 'l knew it would dawn on someone sooner or later.’
Doyle shook his head. Thisisdl getting far too preposterous for me," he opined.

'Metoo," agreed Abercrombie. ‘'Non-humans. | hate non-humans. I've had enough
bleeding non-humansto last me severd lifetimes!

Sarah redlized that the Doctor had obvioudy learned something about Colond Ross's past
that was il hidden from her, but it was obvious that Ross was on their side -at least for
now. Which definitely made matters interesting. Counting Rosss brother, there were four
of the villains here; not counting her, snce she was manacled and hardly free to move,
there were four on the other side. Even forces, if Brogan and Raintree had not been
armed. She decided that the best thing she could do was to keep attention focused on her
and trust the Doctor to improvise something as usud. 'Junior Ross here,' she said,

nodding a the scientist, 'mentioned finding the stuff on a flying saucer that had crashed

in Limehouse!

'Part of their dmost eternal war with the Sontarans, Sarah,’ the Doctor answered. 'They've
been fighting in this sector for awhile. The Rutan must have been a casudty and come
down in flames. He glared at the tub. 'Which is where that stuff belongs.'

‘No, Doctor," Breckinridge broke in. That stuff belongs with me. Ross and | have a great
ded more usefor it yet.'

'l don't get it,’ Sarah said, puzzled. ‘I can see what Frankenstein-hopeful here gets out of
al this. Hesjust wild about breeding his own lifeforms, like the poor kid in the bottle
over there But what'sin it for you? Just the plessure of hurting little kids, robbing graves
and killing people?

Breckinndge was stung by this'Miss Smith!" he protested "Y ou do me agrave injudtice. |
am not some mindlesdy sadistic monster. Surely that is obvious?

'What is obvious,' Colonel Ross said coldly, ‘isthat you are a depraved human being who
has no thought for the consequences of his actions



Oh, well done! thought Sarah Ross's accusation had really wounded Breckinndge's pride
The factory owner went dmost purple with rage, and then managed to gather his wits
together

'Very well," he said, frost dripping from his voice 'No thought for the consequences of my
action, indeed? Wdll, I'll show you just how wrong you are.’

‘Breckinndge, the scientist said, the pain dill twisting his voice, 'he's taunting you. He
doesthisdl thetime. Kill him now Better yet, let mekill him.

‘Brotherly love,” murmured the Doctor dreamily.

'How much of afool do you think | an? growled Breckinndge. 'l know what he's trying
to do. And if you want to murder him, you can be my guest But not until after he's seen
what | am creating here. He glared at the colond. 'l am not having him die thinking I'm a
savage.'

'Oi,' put in Sarah. "What about me?

Breckinndge studied her for amoment, then he nodded at Ross. 'Get her down from
there. | want her to seethisaswdl'

Ross shook his head. 'l don't trust her," he protested 'She's dready broken my hand and - *

'And I'll break the other one for you if you don't do asyou're told!" screamed
Breckinndge. He raised his hand, on the verge of dapping Ross. It was clear to Sarah that
Breckinndge didn't like his orders questioned - even when they were quiteidiotic.

Ross, terrified of further pain, ducked and scuttled across to where Sarah was hanging
from the pipes. It took him aminute to fish the key to the handcuffs from his pocket, and
even longer to manage to unlock them one-handed. Sarah Sghed happily as she could
findly lower her arms. They'd fdlt like the joints were about to bresk at any moment.
Rubbing her wrigts, she joined the other captives.

Breckinndge smiled & her. 'And, lest you think that my decison to dlow you to join us
shows evidence of any favour in your direction, or weakness on my part. . .' His hand
whipped around in a savage blow to her cheek that threw her backwards across the floor.
"Think again, please!’

Sarah cried out in pain and stumbled backwards into the tanks, smacking down hard on
the floor. Her backside stung, and there was the taste of blood in her mouth.

‘There was no need for that,’ the Doctor growled at Breckinndge.

'On the contrary,’ the businessman purred 'Or would you prefer me to have Brogan shoot
someone so that you understand the situation here’? Brogan would happily do that; he



likesto kill people.' Breckinndge sighed theatricaly. 'He does have such smple tastes,
but he's a dedicated worker.'

'It's okay, Sarah said. She wiped at her mouth with the back of her nght hand. Blood
smeared across it, which she wiped off rather obvioudy on to her skirt. 'I'm not badly
damaged' She groaned as she Started to rise, but for effect and not from pain.

The scalpd sheld knocked out of Rosss hand earlier now lay insde her |eft deeve. Her
ogtentatious mannensms with the blood had been to distract attention while shed pamed
the fallen wegpon. Smply having it gave her more courage. Breckinridge and his minions
might aim to kill them al, but she would go down fighting, if she went down at dl.

'Very well,' Breckinridge announced. ‘Let's be moving out of here. Ross - Doctor Ross,'
he added with stress, 'lead the way to the viewing room." He turned to the Doctor. 'I'm
sure Miss Smith informed you that the ocean is something of a passion with me?

'It's nice to see that you have afew innocent passions,’ the Doctor answered as hefell in
beside his adversary.

'Oh, | have lots of them," the man laughed. "Though you may not believeit.’

"You're right, agreed the Doctor, just as cheerfully, 'l don't.' He glanced around as Sarah
joined him. Doyle, Colond Ross and Abercrombie - muttering gloomily under his bresth
- followed them, and the two thugs brought up the rear asthey paraded out of the
laboratory

Sarah redlized that the rest of the subterranean passageways and rooms that had been
added to the factory were dl in roughly the same shape as the laboratory. The
passageway bent at odd angles severd times, showing chat it had been cut to follow the
pathway of an old cave system. The rooms that they passed were closed, and presumably
had been cut from larger openings. The walls were rough and unfinished, with dectric
lightsat set intervas, linked by thick cables that snaked aong the passageway. The sound
of dripping water increased, and the floor shone in spots where puddles gathered in the
uneven surface. She had the distinct impression that they had now travelled under the sea
bed.

At one of the doors they passed, the Doctor hated, frowning. ‘What's in there? he
demanded. There was the sound of movement within the room.

'Precautions, Doctor,' answered Doctor Ross. 'The sedls aren't the only guards I've bred
for this place. Thusfar, though, the guardians in there haven't been needed.’

'More abominations,’ muttered Doyle.

'My brother has afertile mind when it comes to such matters,’ Colonel Ross said, quietly
but audibly. 'What he lacks in intelligence he makes up for in depravity.'



His brother whirled to glare furioudy at him. 'I've been in your shadow dl my life' he
snarled. "It was dways "you're not haf the man your brother is, Perciva” and "look how
well Edmund is doing at Oxford, Perciva”. Well I've had enough! Today | shal proveto
everyone that I'm the more intelligent Ross, because I'll be alive and creating a new
world, and youll be dead.’

'So there,' added the Doctor. 'Talk about an inferiority complex.’
'I've never seen amore complex complex,’ Sarah offered.

Breckinridge shook his head sadly. 'Please can we dispense with the sllly jokes? I'd hate
to have to dispense with ether of you before you see our triumph. Through the next door,
if you please. Doctor.' He stood aside to allow the Doctor and Sarah to precede him.

Sarah dutifully followed the Doctor into the indicated room, and then stood just inside,
garing in wonder at what she could see.

Thefar wal was dmogt entirdly glass. It was about twenty feet long and half that in
height. She couldn't guessits depth, but it had to be pretty thick to hold out the pressure
of the water beyond. As aresult, the glass wasn't crystal clear. Patches had a smoky
gppearance and some parts were not quite level. But it was enough to show what lay
outside.

Outsde lay the ocean. Rows of lights led away from the gigantic window, set into the sea
bed and glowing faintly. The illumination was low-leve, but sufficient to show them

what lay out there. Sarah took severa steps forward as the others crowded into the room
behind her. She heard Doyle gasp in amazement at the view.

'Quite staggering, isnt it? asked Breckinridge proudly

Sarah didn't want to admit that it was, so she continued moving. There was only one
piece of furniture in the room, atable of sorts. Strapped to it, unconscious, \\as Kipling.
She spared him a quick glance to be certain he was il breathing, then moved until she
was touching the huge window.

The sea bed looked marvellous. Rocks, pebbles and sand were illuminated gently. In the
distance - probably only afew hundred yards away in the dark waters - was alarge
whed, set in aspool. Attached to the whedl were more lights. Thiswas clearly the source
of the mysterious lighting that they had witnessed from their boat the previous night.

Closer to the window was a garden of sorts. There were seaweeds there, and other plants,
al in neat, short rows. They were obvioudy being cultivated, and Sarah gasped as she
saw the workers in these strange fields. There were dmost two dozen of them - merfolk,
al children. Each of them was naked, their upper torsos human, their lower sections
dolphinine. They moved dowly along the rows, weeding and checking the growing

plants. Sarah stared at them, and recognized one of them as the girl who had saved her



life. She looked as if she were the oldest one among them, and seemed to be in some kind
of charge over them.

Beyond the workers, though, were three dark shapes that moved continudly: the sedl
guards.

'Dear Lord!" said Doyle fervently, from behind her

"They're bleeding real,” muttered Abercrombie. He glanced uncertainly at his boss. 'l
guess your warped brother ain't entiredly mad.’

'On the contrary,’ the Doctor said, in a soft, dangerous voice that Sarah knew too well,
'he's crimindly insane.’ The Doctor whirled around to glower a Breckinridge and Ross.
"Those are children out there that you've mutilated.

‘Mutilated? Breckinridge sounded incredulous. 'Doctor, they're not mutilated at dl!
They're magnificent! They can stay out there indefinitely, harvesting the seg, and they are
viable, the nucleus of abrand new race. | assure you, they are not ill-treated.’

‘They're daves,' the Doctor thundered. That's why you need those guards. to prevent your
dave army from escaping!’

"They're useful, for the firgt timein their miserable little lives," protested Breckinridge.
'Doctor, every one of those children out there was doomed to die if they stayed here on
the land. They're dl from the docks and wharves and gutters. Parasites, scavengers and
worse. Now, thanks to Ross and mysdlf, they have useful, productive lives.!

'Useful to you,' the Doctor countered. 'Production for you. None of them. was given the
chance to decide whether they wanted that life or not. Y ou made that choice for them.’

"They were hardly in a position to make rational judgements, Doctor, Breckinridge
argued. 'Dirty, ill-educated, disgusting little urchins from the dregs of the street. Now
look at them - they're magnificent!’

‘Not dl of them,’ Sarah said quietly. 'One of them is aboy named Anders, from the same
school as Kipling. HE's got parents that care for him, and he wouldn't have been a
paraste.’

"True,' agreed Breckinridge. '‘But he ssumbled across us one night when certain supplies
were being ddlivered. It was ether change him or kill him." He nodded at the glass. 'l
assume you gpprove of the choice | made?

'l approve of nothing you do," she answered. ‘It's inhuman, disgusting and perverted.'

Breckinridge flushed. 'l should have known you wouldn't understand,’ he snapped. 'Can't
you see that those children are better out there than they would be if this asnine



Government of ours had their way? All this talk of educating the street brats. What a
waste! Thev don't have the minds or the imaginations to take advantage of an educeation.
And who would pay for their waste of time? Businessmen like mysdif, that's who! Waell,
out there -' he gestured savagdly out of the window again ' - is my response to the
unwanted children. We can transform them, put them to useful work, to extend Man's
dominion.’

"To endave them,' the Doctor added coldly. 'To make them work for you. That's the red
reason, isn't it? He pointed to the garden. That's pathetic, a sham. What you redly have
in mind isto make the children work for you, isn't thet it? That whed of light of yours
has no redl point, doesit?

'It hasits reasons, Doctor,' Breckinridge responded. ‘I'm training those children because,
asyou rightly observe, they will have to work to repay mefor dl 1've done for them. |
foresee afuture. Doctor, where the world is linked by communication. The telegraph is
outmoded, and the telephoneis just beginning. | see aday when pictures as well aswords
can be transmitted through such cables. And he who has the network in place will be the
magter of this new world.'

'So that'sit, said Colond Ross. "Those children are being trained to work so they can lay
your cables!’

'Precisgly,’ agreed Breckinridge. 'Do you have any idea how expensiveitisto lay cables
from ships? And if one breaks, there's no way to repair it. Y ou have to start over again,
laying anew sea-bed cable. But with my race of merfolk out there, those problems cease.
They can lay the cables and even repair them, if needed, at any depths. They're the
perfect workers, and they will help me to bncome the leader in anew world order.’

'l pity you,' the Doctor said, in that icy, dangerous tone of his. 'Ross, &t least, isdoing his
filthy work as a perversion of science. But you are doing it Smply to make more money.’

'And what's wrong with making money? cried Breckinridge. "Without men like me, this
world would grind to asorry hat in days. It is my money that gives the people herein
town work. It's my money that funds research, and brings on the future!”

'[t's your money that bastardizes everything that we hold holy and just, snapped Colonedl
Ross. 'This perverson is sickening, and must be destroyed.’

'No!" sngpped the Doctor. 'Ross, try and control that indignation of yours." He pointed out
of the window. 'Those are children out there. They never asked for the fate they've been
given, and they're innocent of any blame.’

'Whatever they may once have been,' countered Ross, 'they are abominations now.'



'If you touch one of those children,’ the Doctor vowed, 'l shall personally take great
pleasure in bresking every bone in your body - commencing with those in your inner
ears.’

Breckinridge laughed. 'Come now, gentlemen,’ he said. 'Please don't argue about this.
After dl, you seem to forget who isin charge here. Itis |, not you, who decides what
shall happen. Y ou are both powerless He smirked at dl his captives. The future belongs
to me, not to any of you, because none of you has afuture.’

"You'rewrong, said Sarah flatly. 'Y ou don't have afuture. | know, because I'm from it.'

'What? Breckinridge stared at her, his face a twisted mass of emotions. It was clear that
he didn't quite believe that claim, but aso that he wasn't certain what she was up to. His
eyes narrowed. 'Y ou expect me to believe that" Y ou're just trying to -

‘Bdieveit,’ Sarah told him. 'I'm not due to be born for over sixty years yet. I'm from that
future you're talking about, and | can tell you that nowhere are you mentioned. Oh,
everything you've talked about is there, and more. But there's no genius named
Breckinridge anywherein it." She gestured towards Kipling. 'In fact, he's going to become
far more famous than you could ever be. HE's going to become a great writer.’

"That snotty-nosed little schoolboy? sneered Breckinridge. "Y ou're trying to say that he
will be known and | won't?

'Yes!' Sarah glared & him. 'So believe me: you may think you're winning, but you're
doomed. Y our insane plan can't succeed, because I'm from the future where it hasn't
succeeded.'

Anger and dishelief waged war for the businessman's festures. Anger findly won. 'I'm

dill not sure that | believe you, Miss Smith, even though you are like no other woman

I've ever met. But | can disprove your little theory quite Smply.' He glared at Ross. 'Take
Kipling there to your laboratory now, and give him a dose of the sdlve." He amiled tightly
at Sarah. 'Let's seeif he can gill become a great writer when he has to spend the rest of
hislife underwater. His paper isliable to get atrifle damp, | fear.'

Sarah gasped with shock. 'No," she said. 'Y ou can't do that. Y ou can't change history.'

'Y our history, Miss Smith, not mine." Breckinridge smiled, saif-assured again. 'And if |
change that smdl detail, then everything ese will change aswell, wont it?

'Y es," agreed the Doctor darkly. 'If you can change one brick, the wall of recorded human
higtory will tumble down.

Breckinridge nodded happily. Then do it," he ordered Ross.



Sarah watched in horror as the scientist crossed to the unconscious schoolboy and started
to unfasten him from the table. Sheld redlly doneit thistime! Sheld hoped to convince
Breckinridge to give up, but al shed managed to do was to make him grimly determined
to change the course of history as she knew it.

Was it possible? Could he somehow succeed? The Doctor seemed to believe it could
happen. Was Sarah about to be the unwitting pivot about which history would shift and
change?

Lucy pulled another strand of seaweed from the vegetable patch and dipped it into the
collecting bag that she carried dung across her shoulders. As she did o, she glanced at
the observation room in front of her. Sometimes she had seen Ross in there, watching his
‘creations. At others, Breckinridge would be there, staring out at the empire he was
hoping to create for himself. Lucy stared in astonishment as she saw thet the viewing
room was dmaost overflowing with people.

And she recognized two of them. One of them was definitely the young woman shed
prevented from drowning. The other one was the man who had hel ped the woman back to
the surface.

What were they doing here? She swam closer to the glasswall to get a better look. Then
she saw that Brogan and Raintree were there, the two men who'd captured her in the first
place, and three other men that she didn't recognize. And there was another person
strapped down to atable. Brogan and Raintree had guns, so the two people she knew and
the other three had to be prisoners. What was going on?

‘Joshua," she cdlled to the newcomer. He'd been with them only alittle while, but he
seemed to befilled with fire and intelligence. She liked him, and felt that she could rdy
on him. 'Look at the viewing room.'

Joshua swam dowly to join her. His eyes narrowed and he frowned. 'What's going on?
he asked softly.

‘It looks like the woman | helped last night isin trouble again,’ Lucy explained. 'l think
she and her friends are trying to stop Ross and Breckinridge.'

"It doeslook like that,” Joshua agreed. 'Infact . . . He gave alittle jump of shock. ‘That
boy on thetable! | know him! That's Gigger!"

'Who?

‘Someone from my school,' Joshua explained, excited. 'He must have been looking for
me. These people are trying to fight those villains, I'll bet!”



"Then they're not doing very well,' Lucy observed 'They're in serious trouble, by the looks
of things!'

"Then we have to try and help them, Lucy,’ said Joshua eagerly. 'If they can manage to
stop Ross and Breckinridge, then welll be free!

‘Do you think so? She wanted so desperately to believe that. But -

One of the Guards swam swiftly over, squedling awarning at them. Lucy knew that it
meant return to work. The sedl's mouth opened to show its cruel fangs. She knew that it
was hoping for some excuse to attack. It loved to maim and kill, and with the dightest
excuse it would rip into them dll.

'Wed better do asit says," she told Joshua.

‘No!" heyelled. I won't! You said that you were waiting for the best time to bresk free.
Wedl, thisisit! There are only three Guards l€ft, and it looks like Ross has his own
troubles!

‘Joshual’ she ydlled, but it was too late. He npped the collecting bag from his shoulders,
and threw it in dow-motion to the sea bed.

'I'm not going back to work!" he yelled at the Guard. 'What are you going to do about
that?

Horrified, Lucy saw exactly what the Guard intended to do. It swam away dightly, and
then whipped around, teeth bared.

It was going to kill Joshua!

Without hesitation, she snatched up Joshua's discarded bag. Asthe Guard shot past her,
she threw the strgp from the bag about its neck and then hung on grimly. The strap
tightened about the Guard's throat, cutting deeply into its windpipe. Unlike the merfolk,
the Guards till needed to breethe air from time to time. Even though the Guard could go
for haf an hour between breeths, itsindincts told it that it was being strangled, and it
panicked. The raking teeth missed Joshua entirely as the Guard twisted, trying to get
Lucy off its back. She hdd tight to the straps, twisting them in her hands to get more
leverage.

Sheld dmost forgotten that the Change had increased her strength until she heard the snap
of the Guard's neck, and felt its desth throes. In shock, Lucy let go of the strgps. The
broken body of the dead Guard sank dowly to the sea bed. She could do nothing but stare
at it, hardly able to understand what she had done.



‘Lucy!" cried Joshua happily. "'You did it! You killed the Guard!' He whirled about to face
the other children. They had stopped working to watch what they had felt certain would
be Joshua getting killed. Instead they had witnessed the unexpected - amiracle.

"They're vulnerable!" Joshua yelled, pointing to the fallen Guard. 'And there are only two
of them left!"

The children needed no further urging. As one, they went for the two remaining Guards.
The sedl's had been bred to be killers, but even they couldn't stand againgt this force. One
of them fastened its teeth onto Patrick's arm and tore the limb gpart in a spray of blood
that clouded the water. Patrick screamed and went rigid in death. The Guard didn't even
have the time to it out the arm before six of the children, widlding stones torn from the
sea bed, battered it into pulp.

The find Guard tried to flee, but the children were faster. Two of them grabbed the
Guard's flukes and the rest of them descended on it like locusts, hammering away d it,
not letting up until it was a bloody smear in the dark sand.

'We did it!"Joshua cried triumphantly. ‘We're free!’

Sarah watched numbly as Ross loosened the straps on Kipling. The boy, thankfully, was
ill unconscious and thus unaware of what was in sore for him.

'Areyou il so certain that | cannot change the future? asked Breckinridge.
'Yes,' the Doctor broke in. 'l think you'd better take alook behind you.'
Breckinridge laughed. ‘Come, Doctor! How naive do you think | am?

The Doctor shrugged. 'What are my choices? But thisis no bluff. Y our undersea daves
are revolting. And they appear to be winning.'

With a cry, Breckinridge glanced over his shoulder. He saw in horror what Sarah saw in
hope: the merchildren had turned on the Guards and were begting the living daylights out
of them. Ross stared at the scene too, transfixed, supporting Kipling with his one good
hand.

The Doctor moved dowly, uncurling severd lengths of his scarf. Then, while even
Brogan and Raintree were distracted by the batde beyond the glass, he whipped out a
length of the scarf, looping it neetly about Raintree's gun hand, and jerked the thug off-
balance.

'Now would be agood time to use that stick," he snapped at Colonel Ross.



Ross smiled and whipped up hiswalking stick. Sarah recalled his use of the stick during
the hunt, and that it was actudly asngle-shot air rifle. There was aloud hiss of the
compressed gas going off. Ross had aimed at Breckinridge, but the indudtridist - either
through luck or some preternatura ingtinct - had moved dightly. The bullet missed him
and dammed into the glasswall beyond.

Instantly, spider-webbed cracks started to form in the glass.
'Dear God!' cried Doctor Ross. 'The pressure outside!’

It was obvious what he meant: they were way down below the water level here, and the
crack in the glass gave it a terrible wesak spot. In seconds, the wall could collapse.

Sarah dipped the scalpd sheld hidden into her hand and stabbed at Ross with it, striking
his good hand. Ross screamed as blood bubbled up, and let Kipling fal. Sarah grabbed
for the boy, managing to hold onto him. As she tried to straighten up, the room
degenerated into mad confusion.

Raintree had staggered aside as the Doctor jerked him off-baance. Panicking, hefired.
The bullet dammed into the glass wall, creating another series of growing cracks before
the Doctor could wrest the gun from his hand. Brogan whirled around and brought his
gun up, centring on the back of the Doctor's skull. Sarah cried out, but there was nothing
she could do.

The revolver that had somehow appeared in Doyle's hand spet fire. Brogan was thrown
backwards, his chest amass of blood. He was ether dead or dying. Colonel Ross spun
about and reversed his grip on hiswaking stick. He whirled it in alethd arc that finished
in Raintreg's skull, splattering blood and bone abott.

"Y ou've got to stop this habit of killing,' the Doctor snapped.

'Weve got to get out of here,' Ross countered. That glasswon't hold for much longer.
Abercrombie!’ he ydled. The boy!

Sarah was il trying to get Kipling up when Abercrombie gently but firmly pushed her
asde and scooped the boy up. He flung Kipling over one shoulder, giving her aquick
grin. Time for the better pan of vaour,' he grunted, scuttling off under his burden. Sarah
didn't need any further encouragement. Over the groans and ydlls she could hear the
sound of cracking, and that meant that the water was about to break through.

As she sprinted out of the room, she saw she was behind Abercrombie and Doyle, who
were both haring down the dank corridor ahead of her. Despite hisload, Abercrombie
was managing a respectable speed. Sarah glanced back and saw that Ross and the Doctor
were hard on her hedls.



How far did they have to get to be safe? She had no idea. And how long did they have
before the glass wall gave way and the sea rushed in? It couldn't be more than minutes,
and possibly not even that long. Once the water came through, it would flood the
corridorsin next to no time. She tried to remember her hydrodynamics, but science had
never been her strong point. Didn't water speed up when faced with a congtriction? If so,
then as soon as the ocean broke into the corridor, it would send akiller wave after them
al.

Tak about encouragement for speed! Sarah's ribs ached, and her lungsfelt asif they were
on fire as sheran for her life.

Breckinridge glared about the viewing room, fury eclipsing every other emation, even his
drive for self-preservation. His prisoners had escaped - at least for the moment - and his
world was crumbling. Raintree lay dead on the floor, his blood and brains lesking from
his shattered skull. Ross had vanished with the others. His daves outside in the ocean had
finished killing the guards and had vanished into the darkness beyond.

Cold rage building insde him, he started for the door. As he passed Brogan, the injured
man reached out a trembling hand.

'Help me," he gasped. Blood was frothing up in his chest wound, and he was desperate.

'Go to hell,' Breckinridge growled, kicking away the groping hand. Ignoring the
weekening pleas of the dying thug, he left the viewing room and ran up the corridor to
where the fina Guards were kept. He unlocked the door and threw it open.

Snarling, the four enhanced dogs strained at their chains. They were mongters of their
kind, taken from attack dogs bred in Europe and given extra cunning and a drive to kill
by Rosss salve and human fluid implants. All four were ready to do hisbidding, desiring
nothing more than to kill. Breckinridge crossed to the main link of the chain and
unlocked it. Asthe heavy chains fell awvay, he gestured at the door.

‘After them!" he screamed. 'Instruments of my vengeance! Kill!'

Three of the beasts legped to obey him ingtantly, dashing through the door.

The fourth whipped around and bared its teeth. Breckinridge barely had the time to
redlize that Ross had made these dogs too well. Their only drive wasto kill, and they
didn't care who their victims were. He backed away as the hound jumped. Teeth raked
through his upraised arm, shredding flesh and bone dike.

He had dme for one last scream before the dog's teeth fastened onto his throat.



Doctor Ross, whimpering and racked with pain from hisinjured hands, staggered into his
laboratory. Everything had gone wrong! Breckinridge had ruined it dl, inggting on
boasting and playing games with his captives. The man's ego had brought everything
crashing down about them - and in seconds that could become more than just a metaphor.
Ross saw that his plans were finished, and everything had crumbled. Once again, his
accursed brother had beaten him.

He whimpered from the agony in his hands, caused by Sarah. One hand was broken, the
other ripped apart from the scalpel shed wielded. He couldn't bear the pain any more, and
he staggered across to plunge his hands into the hedling salve. In seconds, most of the

pain was gone and he fdt the gel soaking into his bodly.

And then the world exploded. He heard the shattering of the glass in the viewing room
even from this distance. Blindly he looked around, wondering where he could run or
hide, but there was nowhere left. A roaring sound filled the corridors as the waters
crashed in, flooding through in awave of tidd fury.

It dammed into the laboratory like a hammer, shattering equipment, splintering the
tables, and then soaking him, throwing him back againgt the wall. It felt asif his spine
had been crushed, and pain and firefilled his ravaged body.

The gd was gill working, however. Even as he fought againg the risng weter, struggling
for breath, he felt the burning within his limbs as the slve took control of his body.
Would he drown, or would the cream cause some mutation that might enable him to
somehow survive?

There was no way to tdll, and no time left. As helost consciousness, his body burned
about him.

Sarah ran asfast as she could, trusting that Doyle and Abercrombie knew the route back.
Shed not seen it, of course, as sheld been insensate when she was brought here. Dimly, in
the distance behind her, down the twists and turns of the passageway, she could hear
something. Even over the pounding of blood in her ears, there was no mistaking the howl
of adog. Severd dogs.

The guardians are out! she redlized desperately. There was no doubt that they'd be
coming down the passageway after them - to get away from the water, if nothing ese.
And they had been bred to kill . . .

She smply couldn't move any fagter. Asit was, she didn't know how much longer she
could keep up her current pace. She ached terribly, her lungs fdt like they were burning
inside her, and her legs were amost ready to seize up.



'Were herel' Doyle gasped back to her as they came to the bottom of aflight of steps that
gppeared suddenly from the gloom. He was till holding his revolver, and he stopped,
waving her on with it. 'lI've got a couple of bullets left,” he panted. 'Go on. I'll cover us!'

Sarah didn't waste time or breath arguing. Instead she arted up the Sairs, every step
jarring and painful. After what fet like minutes she saw Abercrombie shoot out of sght
at the top, and then Sarah plunged onto the factory floor right behind him.

'Out the door," he gasped, leading the way. She saw that he was dmost on the verge of
collapse, so she went to offer him help with Kipling. 'Moveit," he sghed. Together they
hdf-carried, hdf-dragged the boy to the doorway. Behind them they heard rapid
footsteps, and then the Doctor, Ross and Doyle were with them. The Doctor wasted no
time or words, but smply kicked open the factory door.

And then the dogs bounded out of the gap in the floor. There were three of them, and in
the dim light al Sarah could make out was powerful bodies and rows of sharp, drooling

fangs.

Suddenly there were hands helping her through the doorway. Through the red haze that
had settled over her eyes she could make out severa people.

'Get them out of the way!" Sir Edward Fulbright sngpped. He had arifle a his shoulder,
and was poised to fire.

Sarah accepted the help without question, and she was dragged aside by two people. She
fdl againgt one, and redlized that it was Alice.

"Thank God we got herein time!" exclaimed the girl.

'Indubitably,” agreed Sarah, as she sucked in the fresh night air. Then there was a barrage
of firing as Fulbright and his men let the three attacking dogs have the full force of their
guns. The animas howled in pain, but went down.

The Doctor dropped to the ground beside Sarah. For once he looked asif he had been
through the wars, too. There was a gash down one cheek, and his deerstalker was
missing. His scarf fluttered in the breeze, and there was a happy gleam in hiseyes. Three
cheersfor the Seventh Cavalry,' he joked.

'Isit over? Sarah asked. There was aringing in her ears as Fulbright and his men fired a
second time. All sounds and movements from the dogs ceased.

'No," the Doctor informed her. ‘It's far from over. But the war is done. Now we have the
peace to negotiate. | have to stop Ross from doing anything foolish - which isnt likely to

be very easy.'

Coda



Sarah stood on the stony beach as the sun began to rise. Therewas a chill inthe air, but
less of onein her heart now. It had been along night, but the dawn promised to wipe a
great ded of the pain and loss away. She glanced around as Alice cameto join her in
gtaring out over the choppy waters.

'Father says that the underground passageways have flooded,’ she said softly. They found
the body of the last dog in the water there."

'But not Doctor Ross or Breckinridge?

‘No," Alice Sghed. 'But Edmund - Colond Ross - hasfindly explaned everything to my
father." She shook her head. 'If only held told us some of this earlier.’

Sarah couldn't resist a smile. 'What did your father say when Ross told him hed been the
chief suspect for awhile?

Alice laughed. 'He was about ready to chalenge him to adud, | think. Then he saw the
funny sde of things, and they're getting ong rather well now.'

'He's not such abad person, is he?
'Edmund? Alice shook her head. 'Only he's so secretive, even when it's not needed.’

'l guessit comes with the job," Sarah replied. 'He's alittle like the Doctor in some ways,
you know. They both keep secrets, sometimes too well.'

'I've been meaning to ask you,' Alice said, ‘whereis your friend? Nobody's seen him for a
while, and everyone has questions that they want answered.'

Laughing, Sarah said, 'That's why he's not around. He hates explaining things. Besides,
he's gone to fetch the TARDIS!

‘The TARDIS? Alice frowned. 'Isthat your carriage?

‘Something like that,” Sarah agreed. She just hoped that the Doctor was right, and that he
really could make the short hop from Dartmoor to the beach. Hed probably have to go
viaMarsto make it, though. She'd had to trust him, because she had been too worn out
from her adventures to accompany him back to the ship.

Another figure sumbled down the path from the town towards them. Sarah winced as she
redlized it was Kipling. She couldn't help liking the boy, but sometimes he could be such
anuisance. 'How are you feding? she asked him.

'Like I've got a hangover,' he admitted. ‘I missed out on dl the fun, | gather.’



'Y ou were dmogt a part of it," she told him. ‘Breckinridge had a change in mind for you.
Luckily, it didn't come about." She smiled a him. 'Do you recdl anything about last
night?

'After the graveyard? He shrugged. 'All | know isthat | dreamed of wolves, howling dl
about me." He shook his head. 'Odd. Oh well." He looked up at her. 'Will you be going

now?
'Soon," Sarah admitted.

'Aity." Kipling suddenly leaned forward and kissed her cheek. 'It's been fun, though. |
won't forget you, Sarah Jane Smith.'

‘Nor | you, Rudyard Kipling." She laughed. 'Y ou're going to make lots of people proud of
you.'

He waved, nodded at Alice and then started back up the path. 'School's going to be ruddy
dull after this' he muttered. 'Wolves, graveyards, mermaids. . ." He disappeared, il
muttering to himsdif.

'Not abad sort, redly,’ Sarah said. She glanced at Alice. "Y ou're going to hear alot more
about him, you know. I'm glad | got to know him.’

Alice stared at her uncertainly. 'Areyou . . .' she began. Then she screwed up her
courage: 'Are you redly from the future? The others were taking, and . . . Shegave a
quick gesture of uncertainty with her hands.

'Yes,' Sarah admitted. 'l am.’

"Then you know what becomes of usdl? asked Alice.

'Not al,’ Sarah admitted. 'Just afew of you, the ones | happen to have heard about for one
reason or another in my time.'

'Oh." Alice stood quietly beside Sarah, staring out to sea.

It was pleasant, standing here, with nothing much to think about. Sarah felt happy, just
watching the sun rise and hearing the sound of the seagulls wheding overheed. In the
distance she could see several small boats. The fishing fleet's coming back,’ she
murmured.

There was aroaring, crashing, grinding sound that dowly began to fill the air. It appeared
to be coming from a spot about ten feet down the beach. Alice went white and clutched at
Sarah'sarm.

'It's okay, Sarah reassured her. 'l think that's my cab arriving.'



The ar shimmered as the familiar outlines of the TARDIS formed and then solidified.
Therewas afind thump and the sound died away, then the door was flung open and the
Doctor stormed out. He was back in hisusua costume, his hat rammed down over his
curls, and the scarf trailing free once more instead of being tucked inside a cape codt.

'Right," he said briskly. Time to finish things. Come dong, Sarah, don't dawdle’

Pulling aface a his retreating back, Sarah followed him up the pathway and back to the
factory. Alice, fighting down the questions she obvioudy wanted to ask, struggled to
keep up with them.

The factory had been closed for the time being, until decisions could be made about its
future. There was asmdl knot of men there, talking in animated fashion. Sarah
recognized most of them: Colond Ross and Abercrombie, Sir Edward Fulbright and
Roger Bridewd |, Arthur Conan Doyle and Sir Alexander Cromwell, Congtable
Faversham and Doctor Martinson, and the one-armed fisherman, Brackley.

'Ah," Fulbright growled as they joined the party. 'Glad you're back.'

'So am |." The Doctor turned to Ross. 'Now, | assume the main problem |eft isthe
children?

'Yes,' he agreed. 'Weve agreed that everything else can be kept quiet. There's certainly no
need for any of thisto come out. The salveis destroyed, | hope?

'l believe 0, the Doctor answered. 'It doesn't mix too well with salt water. Evenif it's not
gone, it's so diluted now as to be usdess.’

'Splendid.’ Ross nodded briskly. It was obvious that he'd taken charge by virtue of his
office as gpecia agent to the Queen. 'But the children are adigtinct problem.’

'Why can't we just leave them done? asked Doyle. They didn't ask for this, and they're
harmless, surely?

'No, replied Ross and the Doctor, amost as one. The Doctor glared at him, and then
amplified his response.

"The human race isn't ready to share this world with another species, Doyle.' The Doctor
looked grim. 'And that's what those children have become. They can't say here’ He
glanced at Ross. 'There are aways people who wouldn't rest until they were destroyed -
or worse. I've afriend cdled the Brigadier who's a bit like that. He means well, but
sometimes jumps the wrong way.' He stared at Ross. 'One of your failings,’ he added
candidly.

'Possibly,’ agreed Ross. ‘But thisisared problem, and unless you have a better solution,
I'm going to have to have those merbeings hunted down and killed.'



Doyle frowned. 'A brigadier who meanswell . . ." he mused. Then he blinked and stared
a Ross. 'What you propose is nothing short of murder,” he snapped.

'Don't you think I'm aware of that? asked Ross. He looked very pained. ‘But | cannot
alow those creatures to exist. They may be children now, but one day they will grow up
and breed. Then we will have a nasty mess on our hands. Who knows how their minds
will work?

"Those crestures are, as you say, children.’ The Doctor frowned. 'And | cannot condone
your solution. | propose instead that | remove them from this planet and take them to
another where they can set up thelir own society in peace.’

'Another world? spluttered Sir Alexander. "Are you out of your mind?

'No," Ross answered. 'Heisn't.' He nodded to the Doctor. 'An admirable solution. As| say,
I've no wish to harm them. Do you think they'll agree to this?

'Given their options,’ the Doctor answered, 'how can they refuse?

'Quite.’ Ross hed out his hand. "Well, Doctor, | wish you luck. As soon as everything is
tidied up here, I'll be returning to London. Then who knows where?

The Doctor considered for a moment, then shook the offered hand. Try to restrain that
itchy trigger finger of yours," he advised.

Doyle pulled hiswatch from his pocket. 'Well," he said, rductantly, ‘Captain Gray sails
within the hour. I'm sorry to miss out on the last bit, but | think I've done asmuch as|
can.'

'Y ou've been amarvelous help,' the Doctor replied. ‘And I'm sure you'll have no problem
with the writing.

Doyle amiled. 'If nothing ese, I've had afew ideas for soriesfrom dl of this!

Ross gared a him. Y ou'd better be certain that the incidents are very much disguised if
you use ay of this!

'Otherwise,’ the Doctor explained solemnly, 'her Mgesty will not be amused. Take care,
Doyle. I'd hate to think they'd reopen the Tower just for you.'

With a cheery wave, Doyle headed back towards the docks and the waiting Hope. Sarah
turned back to the Doctor.

‘These mermaids;’ she said. "Y ou think you can talk to them? Can they till spesk
English?



'l doubt it,' the Doctor informed her. ‘| suspect they use amodified sonar method for
gpeech, derived from the dolphin base. Fortunately | speak dolphin fluently.” He strode
off towards the beach.

'Ishe joking? asked Alice.

'Haven't the vaguest idea,’ Sarah answered. She wouldn't be too surprised if he were
telling the truth. On the other hand, it could have been one of hisjokes. 'Well, | guessit's
time for me to say goodbye. Take care, Alice. It's been fun.'

"That's one word for it,' replied Alice. 'But it's not the first one that springs to my mind.
Take care, Sarah. Shall we see you again?

Sarah gave her agrin. 'Save me adice of the wedding cake," she suggested. 'I'll seeif |
can't pop round to edt it. Cheerio.’

'Are you coming, Sarah? called the Doctor, without looking around.

With afind wave, Sarah dashed after him.

Back in her room in the TARDIS, Sarah changed into her borrowed swim-suit. The
iridescent fabric moulded itsdlf to her body again. Then she grabbed atowel and set off
down the corridor towards the bathroom.

The TARDIS was in flight once again. Soft humsfilled the corridor, just on the threshold
of audibility. The Doctor had set the co-ordinates and vanished off in one of his
mysterious mood swings again. Sarah didn't care how long the flight took, or even redly
where they were going. Some water planet in Andromeda was al the Doctor had
bothered to explain.

She pushed open the door to the bathroom and walked in. A large beach-ball bounced off
the tilesin front other. High-pitched squeaks came from the pool. Laughing, Sarah chased
the errant ball and tossed it back.

In the poal, twenty merchildren were romping and enjoying themsalves. They were
gplashing, mock-fighting and laughing in squesky voices. It was saif-evident that they
were happy. They had accepted the Doctor's offer of a new home without hesitation.

Sarah dipped into the water to join them. It was warm and there was the tang of sdt. The
Doctor had tipped in a bucketful to enable the merchildren to survive in the pool. Sarah
pushed off from the Sde and swam out to join her new friends. The leader, Lucy, cameto
join her with animbleflick of her tail. She held up her hand, pdm forward, and piped a

happy gresting.



Holding her own pam flat againgt Lucy's, Sarah amiled. 'Hello, friend,’ she replied.

It didn't matter how long this voyage lasted. It was going to be alot of fun.

Semi-Historical Notes

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle went on to become the ‘writer held always dreamed held be.
Asde from cregting the bad-tempered man of science known as Professor Challenger
(who the Doctor indgstsis not based on him), he aso became the scribe of choicefor a
private consulting detective who preferred to be referred to as Sherlock Holmes. To
further ad in this mysterious man's quest for obscurity, Doyle had his illustrators depict
the detective in a deerstalker and cape coat.

Alice Bridewel went on to become one of the founders of the Women's Suffrage
Movement, backed by her husband Roger and her ageing father.

Rudyard Kipling turned his hand to writing; first asajournalist and later as a novdig.
Some of histaes dedlt with time travel, and others with a child brought up with wolves.

Colond Edmund Ross and his man Abercrombie continued in service to the Queen,
having further strange adventures that may perhaps be safely related at a future date.

Lucy, Joshua and the others moved to a smal world whose gar is hardly even visble
from the Earth.

The Doctor continues to travel.

Author's Note

Many of the detailsin this story are reasonably accurate. For help with information on the
early life of Arthur Conan Doyle, I'd especidly like to thank Bill vande Water, B.S.I.,
who came through with just the right materid, as dways. Some higtorica facts have been
tampered with to better suit the plot, so please don't blame Bill for that.

Thanks are due to Rebecca Levene, Peter Darvill-Evans and Andy Boole a Virgin for
their patience and understanding, despite extreme provocation. And, findly, thanks to
Aligter Pearson for another stunning cover, and for alowing me to seethe painting in
advance.



