
 
  



Prologue 
 

In every direction stretched the endless corridors. Each of them boasted tiny sepulchres every 
few metres along, each containing a hibernating silver figure. There seemed more of these tombs 
than the imagination could cope with, and all lost under thick layers of hard frost. The frozen 
ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ōƭŜŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ Ŧƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ƳƻƻŘΦ 

She had lived in this small gallery at the mouth of the labyrinth for several months, in almost 
total isolation, waiting patiently for the relief ship to arrive. She would be whisked back off to the 
heart of civilization and some other unfortunate desperate for the money would take over the 
pointless vigil, guarding the cold and lifeless hive on the off chance that, after 253 years, it would 
suddenly spontaneously revive. 

If that hideously unlikely event occur, her task was simple. Activate the emergency beacon and 
climb into the escape pod at the end of her puny living quarters. Even now, centuries after the 
procedure was first devised, the armed forces of the civilized galaxy would be mobilized, and an 
emergency shuttle would be instantly sent to receive her. More than once she considered doing it, 
raising a false alarm, simply to break the monotony and get her home quicker. But she ultimately 
feared the reprisals for crying wolf more than the uniform boredom and getting frost in her 
eyebrows every few minutes. 

For the upteenth time that day she loitered at the doorway to her quarters and peered through 
the metallic gloom, idly carving a random shape into the frost on the frozen wall outside. It was then 
she saw the two huge shapes in front of a sepulchre not too far away. She blinked, unconcerned. 
Such phantoms and illusions were common place here, as your mind began to play tricks from lack 
of stimulation. 

But the black shapes remained there, tall and solid as they eased open the door to the tomb. She 
could just make out the strange inverted horns on their heads, continuing parallel until turning at 
right angles into some kind of boss-like device at their crowns. 

The guardian still wasn't quite concerned, remembering a time she'd been convinced for several 
minutes that the tombs had been full of commuters at rush hour, all too busy to talk to her. She idly 
strode down the corridor towards the illusions, noting how bulky and tall the forms were. In fact, the 
closer they got, the realer they seemed. She began to feel uneasy. 

Nevertheless confident she was addressing thin air, she reached out to tap the nearest figure on 
the shoulder. The creature turned, allowing her to see the slits where there should have been eyes 
or a mouth, the tubes along its neck, hear the rasping sound of its respirator... 

Facing her, the creature let out an enormous, penetrating roar, like a huge monster in terminal 
distress. The terrifying bellow was the first noise that the guardian had heard beyond her own 
breathing and voice in over three months, and the sound seemed to knock her off her feet. She 
could quite clearly see the blank mask rushing towards her, with the small circle of frost forming 
between the circular holes for eyes. The frost reminded her of an intricate lace doily she 
remembered from somewhere... 

Blackness. 
  



Chapter One 
 
There were no trees to break up the monotony of the landscape, and no birds that might have 

sung in their branches to break the silence. The only noise was the wind whipping through the long 
brown grass. Here and there,  

Suddenly, a strange commotion broke out across the moors, disturbing the deathly silence. A 
harsh, wheezing groaning sound began to shriek louder and louder in time with a faint blinking blue 
light. The blue glow sharpened itself into a tall battered booth which faded, reappeared and was 
finally solid. The police telephone box was silhouetted against the sunset, looking like it had always 
been there. 

Silence fell, while raucous rattle of noises echoed down the sloping passageway and into the 
interior of the planet. By the time the noise penetrated the frost-rimmed depths, it was barely a 
whisper and ignored by the two moving shapes who were there to hear it. As powdered ice 
crunched beneath their feet, they removed a third figure from the sepulchre they had been working 
at. The lifeless newcomer was carried down to the end of the corridor, towards the living quarters. 

Moments later, the two silent figures marched back along the passage to the empty tomb. 
Without exchanging a word, one of the silver shapes clambered into the empty unit, lying backwards 
so its impassive mask stared out into the corridor. The remaining creature was not idle ς a new 
membrane wall was rolled out to cover the entrance to the unit, and in moments was bolted in 
place. There was now only the lack of hoarfrost on the tomb to differentiate it from the others, and 
the cold air would soon fix that. 

Satisfied all was in place, the last silver figure turned and marched off towards the living 
quarters, leaving no evidence that anyone had ever been there. 

*  *  *  
The police box in the reeds was not a police box at all, which was why it could contain an 

impossible large control room, a pristine white chamber around a hexagonal central control desk. 
Standing over the blinking, humming console stood a medium-sized man with long auburn hair in a 
shabby tuxedo that didn't quite fit him, with a red velvet cape draped around his shoulders. 

The Doctor, that mysterious traveler in time and space, was studying the instrument displays as 
his TARDIS emerged from the space/time vortex to a random point in the universe. The Doctor 
hadn't programmed the TARDIS to go to a specific destination when he had left Dublin and the 
1990s behind him. But now he was struck by a sudden feeling that something was missing. 

Ah. Dara Hamilton. She should have been beside him at the console, as usual grumbling about 
their unexpected arrival in a strange destination and comparing what sights they were about to see 
to her own culture of 20th Century Earth. But she was gone now, like Mark before her, and Susie-Jo 
and K9 before him; back home in Canterbury with her friends, family and schoolteachers. But unlike 
the others, Dara had not left by choice ς it was the Doctor's own decision to take her back. Life on 
the TARDIS was risky enough, and he was not prepared to keep pushing their luck travelling 
together. That same worry was what had put him off the idea of finding someone else to travel with, 
like the journalist Jessica Holbrock who had asked to come with him when he left Ireland. 

No, the Doctor decided, it was time for a change of lifestyle. He was halfway through his second 
millennium, and old enough to look after himself without having to worry about his companions 
getting into trouble and needing rescuing. This was going to be a new start. Even if he was feeling a 
little lonely. 

The Time Lord opened the scanner shutter to reveal a windy, cold-looking patch of countryside, 
that could have been any number of planets at any number of times. The only way to narrow his 
new surroundings down was to investigate, so he put on his black top hat and touched a control on 
the console. The doors opened and the Doctor walked out into the chilly air. 

Yes, no pestering, weak-angled companions to hamper him could only be a good thing. He could 
cope quite well without them. Better probably, the Time Lord thought indignantly, totally unaware 



he was about to become involved in a catastrophe that would come very close to costing him his 
life.. 

*  *  * 
Several million miles above, a small personized planet hopper drifted through the blackness of 

space. Aboard were three members of the cream of the aristocracy ς the young, the privileged, the 
bone-idle. The next generation of the richest families and most powerful clans. Three of them had 
come here, to the outskirts of civilization, simply for want of something to do. 

The unofficial leader was Antola, a classically-elegant teenage girl with long dark hair and 
emerald-green eyes. She had been the one to suggest the jaunt, and provided the ship to do it in. 
But she had chosen only two of her fellow celebrities to accompany her. And why not? Exclusivity 
made it all the more exciting, especially as Antola knew more about their destination and purpose 
than anyone else. It was information she was unwilling to share until the time was right. 

Used to instant and unthinking obedience, such behavior was thrilling and unusual, and the 
brother and sister Phen and Julreth had indulged their companion. No one knew they were coming 
here, of course. And had any aboard the ship given much thought, they would have realized this was 
not a good thing. But anything to divert the boredom of endless social functions and public 
appearances put such thoughts out of their mind. They were going on an adventure, and the fact 
they didn't know what sort of adventure it was made it all the more exciting. 

"Behold the last world of the Cyberons, undisputed masters of galaxy!" crowed Antola in her 
most impressive and theatrical of tone, flinging out a hand to point at the forward plexi-glass 
windows, through to what she was referring: a rather unimpressive pale, purple-brown planetoid. 
There was no moon to be seen and any neighboring planets were not visible this close to planet fall. 

"Perfect," Antola muttered to herself. "Absolutely perfect." 
Her companions did not share her intensity. The large, curly-haired Phen and the slighter, 

tanned Julreth looked at the approaching world with expressions of apathy and faint worry 
respectively. Their destination looked completely unremarkable, to the point it seemed almost to be 
mocking Antola's vivid description. "We're not actually going down there, are we?" Julreth asked, far 
from eager at the thought. And it wasn't simply because they would be illegally trespassing on 
restricted area. 

"I don't see any Cyberons," Phen announced, thoroughly unimpressed. 
"The tombs are all underground," Antola explained, eyes still fixed on the planet. "We'll be 

landing next to main access shaft." 
The grubby sphere grew larger as the ship began to enter the atmosphere. The piloting was all 

carried out by the incredibly advanced (and even more incredibly expensive) navigational computer 
that was far faster and safer than an unreliable human pilot. 

"It's an artificial planet," Antola told the others, as always giving them chapter and verse for no 
real reason other than to show off how knowledgeable she was. "A hibernation complex with room 
for twenty billion Cybermen, all switched off and cryogenically frozen indefinitely ς all ready to be 
revived at a moment's notice and once more wage war upon the cosmos." 

The hours of secretive travel had got Phen's imagination working overtime at what their 
destination would be, and this did not live up to his hopes in any way. "All that for a glorified fridge," 
he sneered. 

"Nothing so limited, my friend," Antola reproached him. "Each capsule doubles as a cybotization 
chamber. The whole planet is a factory creating countless armies of Cyberons, and keeping them in 
cold storage until the moment they are required. Put flesh in one end, take metal out of the other!" 
she concluded with a chuckle at the elegant simplicity of it all. "Repeat twenty billion times." 

"And they didn't destroy this place at the end of the war?" Julreth boggled. "I don't buy it." 
"A logical question," Antola beamed, giving the impression that she would have been annoyed if 

no one had asked. "For which there is a logical answer. The Cyberons were all but wiped out. The 
ones down there are the only ones left in the entirety of creation," brooded Antola. "To destroy the 
planet wouldn't just be costly, but genocide. And of course, there's the fact they were people once. 



Moral issues, you know how it is?" she added, with an expression like there was something foul-
tasting in her mouth. Antola had no time for people who let the opinions of the great unwashed 
control their actions. 

A faint tremor ran through the hopper as it slipped through the atmosphere of the planet. 
"So why have we come here?" complained Julreth, drumming her fingers on a flight seat. 
"Why, children!" Antola laughed. She liked referring to people as 'children', no matter what their 

age. It almost always made those she spoke to feel small, ignorant and helpless. But with Julreth and 
Phen, this was not one of those time. "We're here to make history... end." 

*  *  * 
The Doctor emerged from the TARDIS and drew his cloak around him against the chill. The sun 

was setting, turning the sky the colour of a fresh bruise. He scanned the horizon, but there were no 
signs of towns, cities, or even hills. All was uniform and flat. 

It was only when he turned around and looking behind the TARDIS that he saw the building. It 
was a blockhouse made seemingly out of rough grey stone. There were no markings, just a gaping 
dark doorway in one sloping side. The Doctor walked over to it, feeling the continued gentle gust of 
freezing air from the entrance to the building. Condensation was forming on the walls, rapidly 
turning into frost the further you went into the tunnel. 

Slipping a hand into his jacket pocket, the Doctor took out a pen torch and switched on, 
illuminating the inside of the blockhouse. It framed a sloping tunnel, reminiscent of a subway ς cut 
perfectly straight with no rocks or underground streams to get in the way. 

He was startled when the silence was broken by a screaming, roaring sound from high above. 
The Doctor swung around in time to see a fierce light streak through the early evening sky ς a blunt, 
arrow-head shaped space craft coming into land, anti-grav drives pressing the reedy grass flat as the 
hull descended to finally touch the ground. The Doctor's keen eyes picked out the details of the craft 
right away. 

It was hard to gauge the distance given the lack of any landmark, but it couldn't be too far. And 
it would be ungracious not to go and say hello. Popping his torch back in his pocket, the Doctor 
replaced it for a crumpled bag of jelly babies and began to trek towards the newly-landed ships. 

The moment he was gone, something moved in the shadows of the entrance. 
Something whose shiny metallic skin gleamed dully in the dying sunlight. Its strange, flat, almost 

square head with two jug-like side projections slowly turned to watch the Doctor as he strolled off 
towards the landed planet hopper, munching jelly babies. 

The silver creature emerged from the mouth of the tunnel soundlessly and moved out of the 
blockhouse, heading for the shadows where it could observe further developments. 

*  *  * 
Antola shut down the engines and punched the wall control beside the airlock. The hatch slid 

back to reveal the gloomy moors and darkening purple sky that could be seen out the forward 
windows. Chill, stale air blew into the main section of the craft. 

Phen and Julreth had been silent since Antola's ominous announcement, and the sight of her 
standing in the open airlock, staring out into the murky landscape, unnerved them further. "If the 
theocracy know about this planet," Phen said at last, "surely they'll have some security force." 

"Why bother?" Antola asked. "You didn't even know this planet existed before now. Do you 
really think the common rabble know about it, let alone have the ability to get here?" 

"So it it's just us, then?" asked Julreth, glancing out the windows at the darkening landscape. 
"No one else for two star systems," promised Antola with a slight smile on her painted lips. 
"Well, you might be wrong there, I'm afraid," said a gentle, precise voice from the doorway. 
The Doctor's sudden arrival startled all the occupants, even Antola. He gripped the edge of his 

top hat and doffed it graciously. "Good evening, everyone," he said. "So sorry to scare you like that. 
My ship made a random landing not far from here, I was talking a walk to stretch my legs, I saw your 
ship land and to cut a long story short, abracadabra, here I am. Anyone fancy a jelly baby?" 



Antola ignored the proffered paper band. "Who are you who dares trespass on this planet?" she 
demanded. 

"Oh, didn't I tell you? I'm the Doctor. And as for trespassing, well, I could ask you the same 
question ς especially as you knew about it being trespass when I at least only got here by accident." 

"Accident?" asked Julreth meekly, her heart still hammering with fright. 
"I took a wrong turn at Albuquerque," the Doctor confided to her with a toothy grin. He was 

pleased when she managed a smile back and took a jelly baby. "Happens surprisingly often," he 
added to Phen, who was also prepared to examine the confectionery offered. 

"I am Antola Jaloosku," announced Antola, annoyed at not being the centre of attention. 
"Pleased to meet you, Antola Jaloosku," the Doctor replied, offering a hand to her. 
Antola ignored it. "Night is drawing in," she said to her companions. "We should get going now if 

we want to be in the hive before it's completely dark." 
"Hive?" echoed the Doctor. "There's a small blockhouse over there, is that what you mean?" 
ϦtǊŜŎƛǎŜƭȅΣϦ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŎƻǿƭŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǳƴƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ǇŀƛŘ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ 

to the time traveler. "You can come with us if you wish, and we shall descend into the heart of this 
mechanical world." 

*  *  * 
The silver figure was now hiding in the shadows behind the TARDIS, watching as the four figures 

emerged from the planet hopper. They left the airlock wide open and the entry ramp extended. 
After all, who was there on this world they thought could possibly steal it? 
¢ƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΩǎ ǊŜǎǇƛǊŀǘƻr rasped slightly more frequently as the quartet began to head towards its 

hiding place on their way to the entrance to the tombs, unaware of what was waiting in the 
shadows. 

*  *  * 
With the only source of light the interior of her space craft, Antola had handed out powerful 

torches to Julreth and Phen before they set out towards the blockhouse. The Doctor was still trying 
to understand what Antola meant about the world being mechanical when a distant, sharp noise 
rose above the sigh of the breeze. "Did you hear that?" Julreth asked nervously. 

"I think I did," replied Phen cautiously, glancing around them and shining his torch about. 
"I know L ŘƛŘΣϦ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ŦƻŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƻƴ !ƴǘƻƭŀΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

noise at all, other than to stop her forward march. 
"There's no one else on this planet," Antola said with supreme confidence. "Unless of course our 

medical friend has compatriots he hasn't told us about?" 
"Which I haven't," the Doctor replied, irritated at the reminder he was alone again. 
"So who is it?" Julreth demanded, now thoroughly unnerved. 
Antola shrugged. "Someone else. Someone who came here by accident like the Doctor or 

deliberately like us. Of course, who is to say this thing is human? We are on the edge of the 
theocracy, way out here. Perhaps some other civilization, some alien race considers this planet in 
their territory?" She twirled around, an expansive gesture encompassing the endless moors. "And 
what a perfect place for a first contact ending in mass murder!" 

The Doctor narrowed his eyes. "And why should these hypothetical aliens kill anyone?" 
"A group of jaded young deviants like ourselves," continued Antola, as if the Doctor hadn't said a 

word, "stumbles across a truly revolting form of alien life, inimical to the whole of creation! They 
follow us across this deserted world until finally..." 

"Until finally they talk to each other, work out what the problem is and live happily ever after," 
the Doctor announced, cutting across the teenager's spiel. "The end," he added. 

"What? I'm just being realistic," said Antola, slightly hurt at the interruption. "They're having 
trouble all over the galaxy with other power blocs, alien societies, expanding their empires into this 
part of the universe. Did you see what happened colony on Questor last week? The gill-breather 
natives of the planet staged a coup and massacred the populace in one night... before eating the 



evidence." She grinned at the thought, but then sighed. "But then again, I could be completely 
wrong." 

"You sure there's no one on this planet?" Julreth asked, needing reassurance. 
"There's not supposed to be anyone here at all," Antola shrugged. "Except the Cyberons." 
"The who did you say?" asked the Doctor, arching an eyebrow. 
Antola was moving ahead once more. "Such ignorance," she tutted. "Have the schools finally 

stopped trying to teach the tapestry of history into the young? It is, after all, a wasted effort. The 
Cyberons, friend Doctor, are a dead race back from the dawn of history. A distant human colony, the 
surface of their world became uninhabitable. So they went underground. But they knew they would 
not survive there. The food would run out, the air would become unbreathable, the gravitational 
anomalies would bend their bones." 

"Yes, I'm beginning to..." the Doctor tried to speak, but Antola kept on talking over him. 
"And so the people decided that, rather than waste what little time they had adapting the 

environment to suit their bodies, they would do the opposite! Adapt their bodies to fit the 
environment. They had little food, they changed themselves not to need it. They removed their 
lungs so they didn't have to worry about the air, and reinforced their skeletons so as to defeat 
gravity. They became more machine than man, and thus they became the Cyberons, the ultimate 
evolutionary survivors." 

She turned to glare at the Doctor, as if daring him to be unimpressed with her summary of 
events. 

The Doctor dared. "You mean the Cybermen." 
"The what?" Antola blinked, face frozen the instant before fury. 
"You got the name wrong. You're talking about the Cybermen. From the twin-planet of Mondas, 

yes?" 
"Yes," admitted Antola, annoyed. "But they are called Cyberons!" 
"Nonsense, young lady," the Doctor reproached. "That's just some form of linguistic corruption, 

an example of consonantal shift. Cybermen, Cybermon, Cyberons, see? Either that or you weren't 
paying much attention to history to notice what their real name was." 

Antola seemed to take a moment to do nothing else but control her breathing. "Cybermen is a 
prehistoric, backwards slang term of discrimination and gender incorrectness," she began. 

"What rot," laughed the Doctor. "The name Cyberman is derived from a categorization of 
Mondan language. Fleshman organic, Cyberman cybernetic. Gender doesn't come into it, in fact it's 
one of the things the Cybermen were sworn to stamp out." 

"You know a lot about it," said Phen, annoyed at being left out. 
"Oh, well," the Doctor shrugged. "You pick up the odd detail if you keep your ear to the ground. 

Pub quizzes, television documentaries, the occasional article in Cyborg Monthly..." 
Ϧ¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŦƭŜŜǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘŀƴǘƭȅΣ 

"that the Cyberons retreated..." 
"Cybermen," the Doctor corrected. 
"They retreated to these artificial planets, factory worlds converting entire species in hours. The 

theocratic armed forces pressed home the attack, sacrificed all the captive hostages the Cyberons 
took for cybotization. Until only this world was left, its army of Cyberons kept in permanent 
suspended animation. I presume you know all that as well?" 

"Actually no," the Doctor shrugged. "But thanks for letting me know." 
Antola was fuming. She despised people who didn't react to her the way she wanted. "Then you 

may continue this learning curve by accompanying us, Doctor." She turned and started walking 
again, only to stop almost immediately. Through the gathering darkness, light could be seen shining 
behind the window panes and notices of the police box. 

The group stood for a moment, looking at the TARDIS. Julreth was the first to speak. 
"What is that?" she asked, surprised. 
"That," the Doctor replied pleasantly, "is mine." 



"Whatever," sniffed Antola and strode across the grass towards the blockhouse. She didn't so 
much as pause as she strode through the entrance and into the sloping tunnel, the cold air billowing 
around her in a slipstream straight into the faces of the trio following her. 

"Charming young woman," the Doctor lied. 
*  *  * 

The group had disappeared into the tunnel for a few moments before a shape detached itself 
from the darkness and moved across, following them. The silver giant loomed over the entranceway 
to the tombs, staring into the deeper shadows as if the darkness posed no obstacle. The last rays of 
the sun had vanished from the horizon, leaving almost total blackness. The stars had yet to start 
shining when the creature moved down the tunnel and out of sight. 

*  *  * 
The sloping tunnel abruptly ended in a wall of different manufacture, with a door in the centre 

of the partition. It was open a crack and bright yellow light shone through. Switching off her torch, 
Antola stepped forward and shoved at the door, which slid sideways to reveal a small, cramped 
room built across the tunnel. There was a bed, a dispensing machine and what looked like a 
communications panel. There were three doors leading off ς the one they used to enter, one directly 
opposite leading out to the other side of the tunnel, and a heavy hatchway with lots of reinforced 
edges and panels around it. 

The group moved into the room which was noticeably warmer than the tunnel outside. Julreth 
switched off her own torch and looked around the room, blinking her eyes in the different light. 
"What's this place?" 

"It looks like some kind of living quarters," the Doctor mused. "Which is odd, as that's the one 
thing Cybermen always do without." 

Antola's eyes narrowed in annoyance at the Doctor using the name again, and focussed her 
attention to the door leading deeper into the tombs. "The theocracy installed it a few centuries 
ago," Antola revealed, sounding bored for the first time. "It's a monitoring station. In case the tombs 
open to disgorge their contents and the Cyberons awake from the endless sleep, the guardian 
caretaker can send a warning to civilization. Allow us to prepare a defense before the Cyberons can 
ƳƻōƛƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ 

The Doctor picked up the discarded blanket from a bed clearly slept in. "Which begs the 
question ς where has the caretaker gotten to?" 

"Probably some mental asylum," Antola shrugged. "That's where most of them end up after a 
tour of duty here. The relief ship arrives and finds them like that. Insane." 

"What caused that?" asked Phen, alarmed despite himself. 
"Normally they're just found sitting there, babbling. One of them got quite violent I understand," 

continued Antola, wandering away from the living quarters. Automatically, the others found 
themselves following her into the gloom. "Murdered the entire relief crew with his bare hands. The 
second relief crew were able to overpower him before he killed them all as well." 

"And what happens to the ones that don't end up in asylums?" the Doctor asked, staring intently 
at the back of Antola's head. 

He didn't need to see her face to know she was smirking to herself. "They tend to kill themselves 
before the relief ship arrives," she replied, amusement clear in her voice. 

"You had to ask," Phen sighed. 
"Come along, children. Single file. Oh," she added as an afterthought. "And hold hands. There 

are... things in the dark. Waiting for children who stray out of the light." She grinned at the thought 
as if it delighted her to the core. 

"So melodramatic," Julreth muttered, but didn't sound very certain. 
The Doctor cast a glance over his shoulder. His eyes were better than a human's, but even he 

could barely make out much in the gloom. He still had the sense something was following them. But 
who? It couldn't be a Cyberman. Even if one of them had somehow revived, it would be busy trying 
to reactivate the others, not playing cat and mouse with some random tourists. 



That, of course, depended on the Cyberman still functioning logically rather than wandering 
around, deranged from a malfunction. And for it to have revived early, there must have been a 
malfunction... 

The Time Lord fought off a shudder. He was letting Antola's tales get to him. 
*  *  * 

The sentinel paused at the threshold to the living quarters, its outer shell gleaming dully in the 
light from the open doorway. A long moment passed and then it stepped silently into the empty 
quarters. Stalking silently to the next door, the creature watched from hiding as the figures moved 
deeper down the tunnels. 
  



Chapter Two 
 
The group had been walking for long time through the frosty corridors that seemed to go on in 

every direction for as far as the eye could see, the neat and ordered resting place for countless 
hibernating Cybermen. The silver shapes were barely visible behind the thin white plastic membrane 
that covered the hexagonal tomb units. Each membrane was stamped with a logo, a drawing of the 
face of a Cyberman in a minimalist, logical design that stared out at the watchers with no hint of 
emotion. It would be easy to be disconcerted by all these drawn, empty eyes, but somehow the 
metal of the walls and floors seem to hold the light from the torches, so the reflections stopped 
them moving through total darkness. 

The Doctor had cast a few glances behind them during the journey ς as much to take his mind 
off the annoyingly secular conversation of his current companions as much to check if they were 
being followed. Occasionally a shadow seemed to linger too long in the light, but there was no proof 
that their stalker existed outside his imagination. Indeed, by now, the Doctor was beginning to 
suspect a very different reason for someone to be following them. 

Finally the corridor started to open apart, growing wider and wider and wider, the ceiling rising 
up until finally they were inside a huge, cathedral-like cavern. The walls were honeycombed with 
tomb cells, split into at least ten levels lined with catwalks and linked to each other and the ground 
by ladders whose rungs were set so far apart only the giant Cybermen could climb them with any 
ease. 

Antola strode into the centre of the cavern, which was now ǎƻ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
echo. She slowly turned around to face the others, her hands open and indicating the tombs around 
ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²ŜƭƭΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƎǊŀƴŘƭȅΣ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǇǇƭŀǳǎŜΦ άIŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ƻŦ /ȅōΦ ! 
ƳŀǎǘŜǊǇƛŜŎŜΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΦ 

No one bothered to reply. Phen and Julreth were looking around in awe, and the Doctor had 
been in such places several times already. Antola was not daunted by the lack of reaction, and 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƭƛǎƘΣ άCŜŀǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ eyes on one of the last vestiges of the Cyberon culture, one of the 
ƭŀǎǘ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƻ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŀŘ ǳǎΦ ¦ƴŀŘǳƭǘŜǊŀǘŜŘ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅΗέ 
άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǎΣέ tƘƛƴ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΣ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǳƴŘŜǊŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ 

grand pronouncements. 
ά! ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘΚέ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƻƭǳƴǘŀǊȅ 

ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƭƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƴŘŀƴŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƻŦ 
ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ŀ ǘǊǳƭȅ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳǊ ƭŜǾƛǘȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƳǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ tƘƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛŎȅ ŘƛŎǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

upon to make species at funerals and memorials. 
άbƻǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƛǘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ǎŀŎǊŜŘ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘhe cold and clinical shell, 

ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴǎ ƻŦ ƭƻƎƛŎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ŧƻƴǘ ƻŦ ŜǾƛƭΦ [ƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΣ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻǎǘ-
ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƳŜƳōǊŀƴŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƳōǎΦ ά! ƳƻǊŜ ǊǳǘƘƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊƭƛƪŜ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŎȅōƻǊƎǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ 
meet! For the Cyberons lost whatever benevolence they had aeons ago. The more were cybotized 
and converted, the more the purity of the Cyberons was corrupted. So many that were chosen ς 
murderers, bezerkers, sadists, rapist... their evil survived cybotization, forging them into slash and 
burn marauders, waging a war across space. And now, with time frozen, that darkness can only rage 
ƛƳǇƻǘŜƴǘƭȅΦέ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά[ƛǎǘŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ 

*  *  * 
The sentinel was at the entrance of the tomb when the group stopped talking. It paused, standing in 
the shadows, as still as a statue. The only noise was its respirator wheezing as it stared out into the 

cavern where the four intruders were listening as bidden. 
The sentinel watched through empty eye sockets in its rigid, mask-like face. 

*  *  * 



!ŦǘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ȅŀǿƴŜŘΦ [ƻǳŘƭȅΦ άhōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŀƎŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŀǊǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǳƴƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŀ ƧŜƭƭȅ ōŀōȅΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ tƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ 
feeling rather pleased ƘŜΩŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ Řǳƻ 
ǿŜǊŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴŀōƭŜ ƻǊ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƘŀǊƛǎƳŀΦ 

Ignoring the glare Antola gave him, the Doctor idly began to move away from the others. On the 
wall above the entrance was a series of murals the Cybermen had carved ς hieroglyphics to intrigue 
archaeologists of the distant future and trick them into reviving the frozen army. One of many 
contingency plans the Cybermen had used before in the past to cheat extinction. 

In the same stylized drawings he could see a kind of story. Two planets (one with a moon) on 
either side of a star. Then the two planets side by side. Then a jagged cartoony explosion, leaving 
just one planet. The tale of Mondas in three easy steps, from left to right. And above it, following the 
progression were humanoid silhouettes, like a chart of evolution. But not from ape to man, but 
rather man to Cyberman. The first one was a caricatured ape with long arms, stumpy legs and fur. 
Then a primitive Cyberman, with one arm normal, one drawn blocky and artificial, with the legs also 
that style. The lungs were highlighted to show the respiration systems implanted. The third figure 
was another early type of Cyberman, lacking the typical handlebars. It seemed to be a normal 
human, albeit with all bar his head and hands transformed, wearing a metal skull cap with a strange 
ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŜǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
South Pole, the fifth tƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜŘ ƳƻŘŜƭ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴ ¢ŜƭƻǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƻƴΦΦΦ ! ǎŀƴƛǘƛȊŜŘ ǇƛŎǘƻǊƛŀƭ 
history, designed to make you want to know more. Clever. 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǾŜǊƛŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ 

going to stay frozen,έ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƴȄƛŜǘȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƳƛǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άbƻǘ ƛŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƘŀǊŘŜƴŜŘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴŘǳƭƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜƳ ǇŀǊŀŘƛƴƎ 

around the dead heart of the Cyber Empire without caution or respect was one thing, but this... 
¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƛǎǘƻŎǊŀǘΦ ά²ŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ ǿƘȅ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ 

ƘŜǊŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 
Antola beamed at him, and the Doctor cursed his mistake. She had finally gotten to him, 

admitting that he was not in control and she was ς ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƎŀƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 
playing, and playing half-heartedly at that. This teenager had the upper hand now. 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŘŜƳƻŎǊŀŎȅΣ Ƴȅ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŜǳŘŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀ ǘƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǎǘŜŜƭ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

ǎƛƭƪȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƛƴƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŜŘ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǇΦ L ƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ L ǊǳƭŜ ƛǘΦ {ƻΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅΣ L 
ǊǳƭŜΦΦΦ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƻǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΣ ǘƘŜ 
ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄŎƛǘŜ ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜƴ ŦŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ άDƻ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŜeing you 

ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴΣ ōƻǿ ǳƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǊǳƭŜǊΗέ {ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ 
ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎƪƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻǎǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ŀǎ ōŜŦƛǘǎ ŀ ōŜƴŜǾƻƭŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ǊǳƭŜǊΣ L ƳƛƎƘǘ 
Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

The Doctor was strongly tempted to head back to the TARDIS and leave these young idiots to get 
themselves killed. But he was loathe to leave not knowing exactly what Antola was up to, and part of 
him was far from eager to wander off into the darkness when there was mounting evidence 
someone or something else was out there. Swallowing his pride, he followed Antola. At his own 
pace. 
ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ tƘŜƴ ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŜǊŜΚ 
With a flourish that even an amateur conjurer like the Doctor could appreciate, Antola suddenly 

had a plastic card in her hand ς a rectangle of transparent crystal full of circuitry and tiny slugs of 
light. It was technology the Doctor was unfamiliar with, but the others clearly understood. 
άCƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΗέ 
άLǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŀŎŜ ōǳōōƭŜΣέ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳƻǘŜƭȅ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ 
ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 



ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ 
Antola snorted in amusement and started to turn on the spot again, as if declaiming to an 

ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ŜƴǊŀǇǘǳǊŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƻƴǎΦΦΦέ 
ά/ȅōŜǊmenΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƎŀƳŜǎΦ 
ά/ȅōŜǊonsΣέ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƛŎƛƭȅΣ άŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǎǳǎǇŜƴŘŜŘ ŀƴƛƳŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǊy on standby, 

their bodies preserved in the cold. The controlling computer is waiting for the moment of optimum 
ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƭǎŜ ƻŦ Řŀǘŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜǾƛǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ /ȅōŜǊƻƴ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦέ 
ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎŀǎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ the dormant tombs. 
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜƻŎǊŀŎȅ ƻǾŜǊŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƻƴǎΦΦΦέ 
ά/ȅōŜǊmenΦέ 
άΦΦΦǘƘŜȅ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŀ ŘŜŀŘƭȅ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ƻŦ ǿŀǊΦ ! ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ǾƛǊǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀǾŀƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Řŀǘŀ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

prevent the controller from accessing the outside universe. It has no idea what has happened since 
the virus was released, or even how long it has been since it was infected. And thus, it plays it safe, 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴ ƛŎŜΦέ 
άIŀƘΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ 
A moment later, everyone realized what he was referring to: Antola had slipped up. 
²ƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŎƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƳōǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ 

contains the anti-virus. Once in the system it will restore all the computer functions, repair the 
damage and the rewrite the basic programs. When the Cybermen awake, they will have a new 
ƻǳǘƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 
ά!ƴ ƻǳǘƭƻƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƛǘΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘΦ 
Antola took a deep breath, and all present could almost see the adrenaline surging through her 

ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ōƻŘȅΦ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƻƴǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
ǇŀƭǇŀōƭŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ άCƻǊ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘŀƭƭ Řƻ Ƴȅ ōƛŘŘƛƴƎΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 
ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǎƻ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘŜƳŀƴŘ ǇŀȅƳŜƴǘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƎǊƛƳŀŎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ά!ƴŘ 

ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŘƛǎƻōŜŘƛŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀǎƪΣ ƻǊ Ǝƻ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƳƻǊŀƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 
/ȅōŜǊƻƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘŜǎƛǊŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻƻŘ ƻǊ ǊŜǎǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎΣ Ŏŀƴ 
ȅƻǳΚέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŘǊȅƭȅ ƴƻǘŜŘΦ 
ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΚέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǇƻǳǘŜŘΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘΚέ 
άbƻΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ōƭǳƴǘƭȅΦ άwŜǾƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ƛƴ ǇŜǊƛƭΗέ 
ά¸ƻǳǊ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƛƴ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜΣέ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ 

Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƛƳΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŀȅ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ /ƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ άǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎΦέ 

She came to stop at a cell at floor level directly opposite the entrance. The only real distinction 
was the membrane seemed thicker and darker than the others. After a long pause, staring into the 
ƳǳǊƪȅ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎΣ ǎƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜΦ hǇŜƴ ƛǘ ǳǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ tƘŜƴΦ 

As there finally seemed a point to the whole exercise, Phen was in a far more cheerful mood. 
ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǳǎ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ōȅ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘƭȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άtƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŜŀǊƴŜǎǘƭȅΦ ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ǿƻǊǘƘ 

endangering civilization as ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊƛǎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŘŜŀǘƘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
worse... 
ά¸ƻǳ ōƻǊŜ ƳŜΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ tƘŜƴ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ŎǊƛƳŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǘƘŜǊƳŀƭ 

lance from his pocket, slashing the membrane open in a single stroke. The membrane hung in tatters 
revealing the Cyberman inside. 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀƭŦ-glimpsed through 

the tomb doors at all. It was smaller than expected, the helmet was completely black. The chest unit 
was outlined in vivid red, and the shiny carapace seemed more like armor with gaps around the 
joints under which cables could be seen. The respirator was wheezing gently. 
άLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ 



άbƻǘ ŘŜŀŘΣ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƴǘƻƭa with her infuriating half-ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άWǳǎǘΦΦΦ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΦέ 
ά5ƻ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŘǊŜŀƳΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ 

behind that silent visage, a man in the iron mask of his own making? Do you dream of the time 
before that mask was foǊŎŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ȅƻǳΚέ 

*  *  * 
The sentinel moved out of the shadows and into the cavern proper. It knew what to do now. 

*  *  * 
ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƳǳǎƛƴƎǎΦ {ƘŜ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ tƘŜƴ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ ά[ƛŦǘ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘΦέ 
! ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǊŜǾǳƭǎƛƻƴ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŜǎƘȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ 

mixture of amazement and disgust at the very idea. 
άLǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōƛǘŜΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά!ǇŀǊǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ bƻǿΣ ƭƛŦǘ 

ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘΦέ 
Taking a deep breath, the young aristocrat stepped in front of the inert Cyberman and reached 

into the tombs, intending to grab the creature by the shoulders and haul it out of the unit. But as his 
fingers were about to touch the shiny body, its steel-coloured hands shot out and gripped Phen by 
the armǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀƎƻƴƛȊƛƴƎ ƎǊŀǎǇ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ 

Julreth screamed as, eyes wide in pain, the white-faced Phen was forced to his knees as the 
Cyberman lurched out of the unit. 

Before either the Doctor or Antola could do anything, the screaming socialite turned and 
sprinted off for the exit to the chamber ς animal instinct driving her to get as far away from the 
danger as quick as she could and with no thought to those she left behind. 
{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊΦ 
By the time Phen had been forced into a kneeling position, Julreth was skidding to a halt as an 

identical Cyberman strode out of the shadows and across the chamber with slow, deliberate steps. 
{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿŎƻƳŜǊ ǎŜƛȊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΣ ǾƛŎelike grip. 
As she whimpered in pain, all Julreth could see was the expressionless eye-holes and the smell oily 
breath blowing in her face. 

The Doctor whirled between the Cyberman wrestling Phen into submission and the one that 
engulfed Julneth in a bear-hug. There was no way out of the chamber, and they were trapped with 
the prematurely-awoken inhuman killers Antola wanted so much to find. 

As the screams and cries from her companions grew louder and more frantic, all Antola could do 
was throw her head back and laugh... 
  



Chapter Three 
 
The Doctor stared expressionlessly at Antola. She was laughing, all but hysterically, with genuine 

amusement in her face. She was doubled over, trying to inflate her lungs only for the air to escape as 
another peal of giggles. 

The Time Lord turned his head to watch as the revived Cyberman struggled to keep Phen in the 
kneeling position, but the large man was seemingly the stronger. Instead of pushing forward against 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘƛƳself backwards, pulling the Cyberman with him. The 
silver figure stumbled, tried to keep its balance and then toppled over with a clatter of plastic on 
metal. 

The Doctor sighed and crossed over to the remaining Cyberman, who was still holding Julreth 
who had been seemingly frozen with fear since the attack started. The Doctor reached out and 
ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜŀǊǎΣ 
twisted and lifted. 

The helmet slipped easily away. 
ά¢ǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƘŜ 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǊƻǳƴŘΦέ IŜ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ Lǘ ōƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜΦ άaƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ 
pretending to be ordinary people rather than ordinary people pretending to be ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

And the face of the figure holding Julreth was indeed ordinary ς long, flushed, with a narrow 
nose, beady eyes and curly blonde hair damp with perspiration from the inside of the suit. His full 
lips twitched in a feeble smile, and the ersatz Cyberman released Julreth, who was still frozen with 
shock. 
tƘŜƴ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿŎƻƳŜǊ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪΦ ά¢ƘŀǊōȅΚέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

lost over the laughter of Antola, who had still yet to control her laughter. Phen rounded on the 
Cyberman that had attacked him and was now struggling to get a purchase on the icy floor. Muffled 
grunts of pain emerged from inside its armored form, which now Phen realized was just a plastic-
covered suit. 
άIƻƭǎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōŀŦŦƭŜŘΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŎƻǳǘƘ ǘƘǳƎΗέ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴ 

grabbed its helmet, twisted it and lifted it off to reveal a tangled mess of brown hair, and a round 
ŦŀŎŜ ǎǇƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƭƻƻŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƴƻǎŜ ōƭŜŜŘΗέ ǎƘŜ ŦǳƳŜŘΦ ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭ ōƭƻƻŘΗ CǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅΗέ 

Phen stared at the socialite he had last seen only a few days ago on his home planet, and the 
realization that the Cybermen had not revived and attack made him chuckle with relief ς ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
compare to Antola, who had degenerated into wheezing giggles. 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀǎ Ŧǳƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜΣέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǘǳǘǘŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŜǊƴ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ !ƴǘƻƭŀΦ 
ά¢ƘƛǎΦΦΦ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŀ ǇǊŀƴƪΚέ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƘƛǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ 
άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƪŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜǎΣ άǘhese are real, genuine 

/ȅōŜǊƻƴǎΗέ 
ά/ȅōŜǊmenΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǇŀƛŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ 
ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭΗέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ 

sniggering. 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǾŜǊǎŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ informed her. 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƧŜŜǊŜŘΣ άǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǊΗέ 
tƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά5ƛŘ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ƧŀōōƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǳŘƎȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƭŀǇŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ǊƻŎƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭǎΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 
ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀƴƪΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǎǘǳƴǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƻǳǘΚέ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿƛǇŜŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƳƛǊǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ tƘŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƭƳƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΦ άIŜΩǎ 

seemingly the real deal, a wandering space tramp. And you didnΩǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ 
ŎƻƳǇŀǘǊƛƻǘǎ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΚέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜƳŀŘŜ /ȅōŜǊ ŀǊƳƻǊ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ 

the period. Besides which, your CyberLeader ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Iƻƭǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ 



ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǎŜ ōƭŜŜŘ ŦǳǎǎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ōȅ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΣ άǿŀǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǊŜǎǇƛǊŀǘƻǊΦ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ƴŜŜŘ ƻȄȅƎŜƴΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΦέ 

Antola stared at him, her voice and expression cold. Whatever fun the stunt had given her, it 
ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎƭȅ ƎƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦ ά¢ƻǳŎƘŞΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƭǇŀōƭŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇǘΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ 
ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦέ 
άbƻǊ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ψ/ȅōŜǊƻƴΩ ŜȄǇŜǊǘΦέ 
ά²ƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǳǇΚέ tƘŜƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άIƻƭǎΣ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ŀƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƭŘ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎǘŀƭƪŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŜŀǎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛd, 
ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŜǎΦ ά¢ǊǳƭȅΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƳƛƴŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƳƛƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƴŎŜƛǾŜŘ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ 
ǎŎƘŜƳŜΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀƎǊŜŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƛƴǎƛƴŎŜǊŜƭȅΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΚ ¢ƘŜ 

one you had to take out of his tomb?" 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ ¢ŀǊōȅ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻŎƪ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦ ά²Ŝ ŘǳƳǇŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ǇŀƛǊ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
ά{ƻΦΦΦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƛŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ 
άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΣέ Iƻƭǎ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ŦŀƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇΦ .ŜƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ on your own drives 

ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ƘŜǊΦέ 
ά{ŜŜΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ōŜŀƳŜŘΦ ά! ƎǊŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŜǎ ǇŀƭŀǘŀōƭŜΦ tƘŜƴΣ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΣ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ 

ƻǳǊ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŀŎŜ ōǳōōƭŜΦ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳƴΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά/ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ŘŀȅΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƭǳǎƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ƘŜǊŜΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ǳƴǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƭƻǎǘ 
for aƭƭ L ŎŀǊŜΦ {ƻ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇ ƻǊ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΗ aȅ ŀǇƻǘƘŜƻǎƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƛƎƘΗέ 
άhƘ LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƛƳƛŘŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊΦ άaƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳ 

make even bigger fools of yourselves? Antola, as if!έ 
Julreth gave a feeble cƘǳŎƪƭŜΦ ¦ƴǘƛƭ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά.ŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ Ǉŀǎǘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ άǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΗέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƻƭŘ ǊŜǾƛŜǿǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά!ǎ {ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦέ 
Antola ignored him. 

*  *  * 
The Guardian sat on the floor of the en suite hygiene chamber, gagged and bound and staring 

disinterestedly at nothing. The isolation of the long months followed by the shock of her attack, 
followed by yet more isolation tied up next to the cold lifeless shape of the Cyberleader, had lead to 
a mild spell of catatonic insanity. Nothing was real and nothing mattered. 
{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ōƭƛƴƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƭƛŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜŘ 

her (though now with human heads) accompanied by a famous and glamorous woman ripped from 
ǘƘŜ ǾƛǎǇǊƛƴǘǎΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŦƻŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΦ 
The genuine article was considerably larger than either Hols or Tharby, its thick silver limbs 

covered with snaking striated tubes that spread out across its body from a large power pack built 
ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŜȄƻǎƪŜƭŜǘŀƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǊƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
joints, the hands ending in three stubby fingers with blunt thimble caps at the end. The helmet was 
partially black but of a completely different shape and size to the other Cybermen to be seen in the 
tombs. The cranium was enlarged, an egg-like dome instantly conveying the idea of increased 
intellect. The dome was veined with red and orange, and dimly visible within the filigrees of glass 
and metal was an organic brain. 

Most disturbing of all was the face-plate. Although moulded with the same slits and holes as a 
normal Cyberman face, the material was completely transparent, revealing a wizened, almost 
shrunken head within. It was covered in cracked skin stretched tight, and the eye sockets covered 
with large ruby-like diamonds that linked to the holes in the mask, even the teardrop shape at the 



corner of each eye pod. The hanging jaw with its few remaining teeth was a macabre contrast to the 
resolved horizontal slit in the mask.  

Hols, Tharby and Phen looked at it with nausea. Antola, however, seemed to be comparing the 
ŎŀŘŀǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƛŘŜŀƭ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƳƛƴŘΦ άDƻƻŘΣ ƎƻƻŘΦΦΦέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŜƴƎǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ 
ƻŦ ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άƘŜΩǎ ƳŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘΦ ¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜǊƴΦέ 

Grimacing with distaste, all four were needed to pick up the CyberLeader and carry it away, 
while the Guardian was left behind, lost in her own world and free from the horror about to happen. 

*  *  * 
The Doctor remained in the cavern with Julreth. The girl was still in slight shock, but she was able 

to laugh at his several failed coin tricks. Her voice was the only noise in the silence until the others 
ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ ŜŀŎƘ ƻƴŜ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛƳō ƻŦ ŀ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΦ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘΦ ά.ŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ 
ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 
άLǘΩǎ ƘƛŘŜƻǳǎΣέ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ 
No one disagreed with her. 
Awkwardly, they managed to prop the CyberLeader up in front of its violated tomb. As the 

Doctor watched, Antola took the thermal lance from Phen and prized open a panel at the base of the 
/ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ŀ Ƴŀǎǎ ƻŦ ŎŀōƭŜǎΣ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƻŜȅ ǎǘǊŀƴŘǎΦ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǘƻǊŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŀ 
couple of ganglia that were impossible to define as organic or artificial, and began to wire it to the 
information bubble. 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ Iƻƭǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ōŀŎƪΦ 
άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜΣέ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƭƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ bubble to another 

ǿƛǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƳōΦ ά¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜron [ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
hibernation systems is more powerful than the average foot soldier. They are revived first. Through 
that interface, the information bubble will bŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƛƴŦǊŀƳŜΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘƻǇŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ 5ŜŜǇ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƘŜ ŘƻǳōǘŜŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇŀŎƛǘȅ ǘƻ 

override what had been done to trap the Cybermen in their stasis. But he was worried they might 
manage it completely by accident. All he knew for certain is that, whatever the result, the silver 
giants would have absolutely no interest in Antola beyond harvesting her flesh. 

The maybe-doomed teenager finished checking up her crude-ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƴƪ ǳǇΦ άbƻǿ ǿŜ ōŜƎƛƴΣέ 
she said reverently, stepping back so she was right before the lifeless CyberLeader who still loomed 
ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΣ ƘŜŀŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ will ǊƛǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ 
ά{ƛƭŜƴŎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ōriefly, now completely serious. She took a hand-held control remote from 

ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ƛǘ ŀōǎƻǊōŜŘƭȅΦ άCǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴǿŀǊŘǎΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΦέ 
Antola twisted the main control on the remote. The information bubble started to blink and 

flash brightly, casting a glow that made the hulking CyberLeader a silhouette. The Doctor cast a 
glance at the others. Julreth was breathing sharp and rapidly, Phen was watching with his arms 
folded, Hols seemed more worried about her nose and Tharby still looked exhausted from the 
exercise. 

Antola twisted the control again and the lights flickered rapidly, casting dancing shadows on the 
tomb walls. The Doctor looked up at the catwalks and the hundreds of tomb units each one allowed 
access to. The shapes behind the frost were still and silent. He turned to sweep his gaze over the rest 
of the chamber, quickly calculating that at least five thousand Cybermen were in this chamber alone. 
!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ 

The Doctor returned to look at the CyberLeader, perfectly still and all the lights from the 
interface seeming to have no effect at all. The flashing lights became irregular, faster yet dimmer, 
longer yet brighter. Antola, eyes wide with excitement, turned the dial in the opposite direction 
again and again and was rewarded with a low ticking, buzzing noise from the bubble as it flickered 
with intense light. The others screwed their eyes up in the light, but an air of resigned boredom was 
falling over them. Only Antola and the Doctor focussed their attention on the static CyberLeader. 
The whir from the overtaxed interface grew louder. 



Julreth tried to peer through the glow at the tombs, but the contrast in light made it impossible 
to see inside them. If the Cybermen moved, no one would be able to spot it before it was too late. 
The stencil drawings of the Cyberman faces stared out unblinkingly into the light, unchanging and 
expressionless. 

Antola activated three buttons on her remote and returned the dial to zero, shouting to be 
heard over the information bubble which was even now overheating and steaming in the cold air. 
ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƛƴ ŀǿŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƻƴ ŀǊƛǎŜ and meet their new master!έ ǎƘŜ 
screamed. 

They all lifted their gaze to ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŀǘƛŎΣ ǘƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōǳōōƭŜ ŘƛŜŘ Řƻǿƴ 
with only the Doctor knowing that success meant a fate far worse than death for everyone in the 
chamber... 
  



Chapter Four 
 
Silence fell over the chamber as the information bubble finally stopped flashing. For a few 

moment, the dancing lights made the frosted tiers of tomb units glitter as if on fire, then faded to 
grey. The ice seemed to creep closer and the only sound to be heard was the breathing of the six 
individuals present. 

IŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ŘƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘΦ Lǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ 
aƻƳŜƴǘǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŀƪŜǎ ƻŦ ŦǊƻǎǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǊǎΩ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻ 

sign of life from the CyberLeader, no movement, nothing. The tombs were dark and inert, as lifeless 
as before. Seconds built up into minutes, and after five of them, still nothing had happened. 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƘŀŘ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǳƴŎƘŀǊƛǘŀōƭŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŀŘǊŜƴŀƭƛƴŜ ŜōōŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ 

excitement faded, and she was left staring helplessly at the inanimate CyberLeader with the crude 
wires and information bubble looking like a makeshift washing line between Cyberman and its tomb. 
άhƘ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊǎƘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ 

silence of the last long minutes. 
ά{ƘǳǘΦ ¦ǇΦ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦέ ƘƛǎǎŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ŜŀŎƘ ǎȅƭƭŀōƭŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ 
The Doctor dutifully fell silent. Antola was a wealthy only child, and manifestly hated when 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ς especially on this scale. She looked tempted to burst into tears, or maybe 
attack something to get her own back. Frantically, she jabbed at her control unit, then checked the 
wires to the information bubble. Phen yawned loudly. Hols and Tharby looked bored, but Julreth was 
just exhausǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦ 

In the silence of the cavern, they could all quite clearly hear Antola muttering to herself in barely 
ŎƻƴǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ŦǳǊȅΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŦǊŀǳŘΦΦΦ L ǇŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ L ŜȄǇŜŎǘ Ƴȅ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴŘƛǎŜΦΦΦέ 

Enough was ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ά/ŀǾŜŀǘ 9ƳǇǘƻǊΣ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳȅŜǊ ōŜǿŀǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ōƭǳƴǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ 
tugged at the wires, ripping the ends from the brain of the CyberLeader and the socket in the tomb 
unit. Antola stared at him wordlessly as the Time Lord collected the fallen information bubble and 
ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǇŀŎƛƻǳǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŦǘǿŀǊŜ ŀƴǘƛŘƻǘŜ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǘƛōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
Cyber technology. Assuming of course ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŘǳŘΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΚέ 

Julreth sniggered, but covered her mouth. 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘǳƳƛƭƛŀǘŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘΣ 

ŘƛǎǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜΦ ά.ǊŀǾƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ŀƴ ŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άbƻǘ ōŀŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ ƛǎ ŀ 
ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƭƻǎǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜ-like 
CyberLeader, and standing on her tippy-toes managed to drape her arms around the /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƳǳƎ ƎǊƛƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴǇƭǳǎǎŜŘ ƎǊƻǳǇΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ 
with a sharklike grin. 

Amused smiles and titters were heard from the other teenagers, but the Doctor paid them no 
ƘŜŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ ƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭŜǾŜƭΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀ 

ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎ ƳŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻǎǘ ŦƭŀƪŜǎ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 
friend Cy and I will be having cocktails and light refreshments at my retreat at the edge of the known 
ƎŀƭŀȄȅΦ {ǘǊƛŎǘƭȅ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻŎƪ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΦ ά.Ŝ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴŀōƭȅ ƭŀǘŜΗέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ not ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ /ȅōŜǊ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ 
άhƘΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ LΚέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎƭƻŀǘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘŀǊŘΦ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƪǳƭƭ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ 

ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ǘǊŀƴǎǇŀǊŜƴǘ ƘŜƭƳŜǘΦ 
ά.ǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǇƻǳǘŜŘΣ άL ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘΗ !ƴŘ ƛǘΩŘ ōŜ ǊǳŘŜ 

ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƳō Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƛǘΚέ 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

ƻƴŎŜ ǊŜŀƭΣ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ LΗέ 



ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƭƻǎŜǊǎΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘΦ άLŦ anyone has 
ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ŜŀǊƴ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǿŜŀƪƭƛƴƎ ǎŎǳƳ ǿƘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƻƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ǿŀȅ 
with them without putting up a fight. This planet is a memorial to the weak, puny and pathetic that 
ƭŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦΦΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƎƘŀǎǘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ wanted this to happen? That 

ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ƳŜŜƪƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƴƴŜŘ ƭŜŦǘƻǾŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǿŀƴǘ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ǎeem to think I care,έ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƴƻǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǊƻǿƴΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿŜǎǘ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŜƴǘƻǳǊŀƎŜΗέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ǎǘŜŜƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭ ǎƛƎƘΦ άL ŘŀǊŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ /ȅ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΗ I mean, 253 years in a fridge, oh 
ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎΗέ {ƘŜ ōŜŀƳŜŘΦ ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƎƻΦέ 
Iƻƭǎ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άhƘ ƴƻΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ǎƭǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀ ƳŜǘŀƭƭƛŎ ǿŀƭƭΦ άLΩƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴǳŀƭ ƭŀōƻǳǊΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘΦέ 
LŦ ǎƘŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘȅ ŦǊƻƳ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ άCƛƴŜΦ {ǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƛŘȅ ǳǇ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǳǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŀŎŜΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƛƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘŀǿƴΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ 
ƎƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ǘǊŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
ά9ȄŎŜǇǘ himΣέ tƘŜƴ ƴƻǘŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŘŀǊƪ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ 
The Time Lord began to realize that this group of sociopathic teenagers might well turn on him. 

IŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ōǳǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀbout it? 
Trespassing on this hive world, aiding and abetting. Let him do what he wants. We can afford 
ƭŀǿȅŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ƴƻǘΚέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƻǊ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ς and 

thereΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǳǇǇŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 
¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ ά{ǘƛƭƭ ǘƛŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘȅƎƛŜƴŜ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊΦέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŎŀƭƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ǘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŀƴƪ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΗέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ōƻǊŜ ƳŜΣέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘΦ άLǎ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 
άtǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘΣέ tƘen agreed. 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƻŦ tƘŜƴΣ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ŀƴŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǿ 

ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ōŜ ƻŦŦΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΦ 
SmƛƭƛƴƎ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘƭȅΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀōōŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǳƳōΦ ά²ŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ōŜǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŦƛǾŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŀǇƛŘƭȅ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊƛƴƎ ōƭǳŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ 
lunged forward, but already their outlines were blurring, fragmenting into nothingness. The blue 
haze shimmered mockingly then was gone, leaving the Doctor and Hols alone in the chamber. 
ά¢ŜƭŜǇƻǊǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΣ ŦǳǊȅ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŀǎ 

lazy as Antola would prefer the quickest route. All that marching back and forth had been nothing 
but to add atmosphere to her little game. But now the prank with the faux Cybermen was gone and 
revival a dud, she now had her own toy CyberLeader to play with. 
άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘΚέ ƘŜ asked Hols hopefully, but she glared and looked away from him. 
άDƻ ŀǿŀȅΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǊŀŘŘƭŜŘ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜǿŀȅΦ 

¢Ƙƛǎ ōŀƴŘ ƻŦ ƻŘƛƻǳǎ ΨŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩ ƘŀŘ ǘŜǎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ LŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ 
them, he was strongly tempted to leave in the TARDIS and let them play their sick games. But there 
were innocents caught up in that ς the caretaker Guardian for one, and the trillions of people who 
would be converted if the Cybermen actually did awake... 

*  *  * 
Hols watched the Doctor vanish into the gloom. With all the light sources removed, the chamber 

was slowly starting to grow dim. After spending all day in these tombs and several hours actually 
inside a unit itself, she had no real desire to waste more of her precious time here. Wearily, she got 



to her feet, dusting the frost from her outfit. She nearly slipped twice on the ice-covered floor and 
idly cursed Antola for leaving her behind. Only a nagging fear of getting into trouble made her stay 
ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ƳŜƳōǊŀƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ǘƻƳōΦ 

As she tore down the last remnants of plastic, she mused that stupid old man in the cape and 
top hat might have had a point. This was a rather a lot of trouble to go to for a few seconds of 
humiliating Phen and his sister, but then, as Antola had said to them, what else did they have 
planned. Wealth and privilege had the price of boredom. And anything was better than being 
bored... 

Hols frowned as she noticed something on the floor ς a hand-shaped patch of frost had melted 
away, showing the metal flooring beneath. Obviously the heat from her palm had done that when 
ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘŎƘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦǊozen over. Come to think of it, 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƭŘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ 
5ƛǎƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ Iƻƭǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻǎǘ 

ŀƴŘ ƳŜƳōǊŀƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƻƳō ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΣ ƻǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳŘŘƭŜŘ ǎƘŀpe within twitch 
and flex slightly as the temperature slowly but surely began to rise. 

*  *  * 
Aboard the warm and bright confines of her ship, Antola laughed loudly as the CyberLeader ς 

unsteadied by the teleportation transfer ς toppled forward and crashed face-down onto the deck. 
Phen and Tharby also laughed; the sight of the Cyberman lying lifelessly, unable to get back up again 
made even Julreth chuckle. It was almost like the CyberLeader had expected them to catch it and 
instead been surprised at its humiliation as it struck the floor. 
ά!Ƙ ǿŜƭƭΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƎƛƎƎƭƛƴƎΣ άƛŦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ /ȅōŜǊƻƴΣ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ Řƻ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ƻƴŜΗ {ǘŀƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ tƘŜƴΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎΦ άIƛƳΚ IŜǊΚ LǘΚ ¸ŜǎΦ {ǘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǳǇΦέ 
ά²ƘȅΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΣ ōǳǘ did as he was told anyway. 
άL ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴƧŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŘŜŎƪ 

control panel. With a flip of the control some electronic remixed tunes began to pulse through the 
ship, an infectious rock tune by a band called The Electrodes. Julreth laughed despite herself; she 
loved this particular song and her heart felt light. Just her and her friends having a party. 

It would easy to forget the darkness and the cold outside, the empty moorlands and the endless 
ǘƻƳōǎ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ƻŦ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ 
illumination on that side of the planet. It would be easy to just relax. 

But somehow no one managed it. 
*  *  * 

Unlike Julreth and the others, the Doctor was taking the long way up to the surface ς a fact he 
was painfully aware of, his lungs hurting from the cold as he ran. But his trip was uphill now, uphill 
on a slippery ice-covered metal floor and little light. The inert tombs with their Cyberman logos 
stared at him as he ran past them. 
¢ƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻƻƳ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ 

companions here, no friends, no one to look out for him, back him up or visa versa. If Dara was still 
around he could have had her to talk to at least, if only her complaints about running up and down 
frost-lined corridors. Anything to distract the rising feeling of dread. 
IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ŀƴǘƛǾƛǊǳǎ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ, and Cyber Control had somehow delayed its revival for strategic purposes ς 
ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳȅ ƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ 
ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊǎΩ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎed the 
silver giants (or at least their technology) were up to something. 

Finally the corridor narrowed and ended with the crudely-inserted living quarters, with bright 
light, warmth and better mix of fresh air. He was metres from the surface and, encouraged, the 
Doctor ran inside, dived into the en suite bathroom and found the Guardian sitting on the floor, 
bound and gagged, just as Tharby had described. 



¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ǎŀƴƪ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǊŀƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŜȅŜǎ 
showed no druƎǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀŘƳƛƴƛǎǘŜǊŜŘΣ ƴƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŎ ƭƛƴƪΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ 
ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴǎ 
insane had some truth in it after all. Grimly, he untied her, lead her out into the main room and 
found some water from the food dispenser. 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ 

ǊŜǇƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ {ƻƳŜ ǊƛŎƘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǘǊƛŎƪǎ ƛƴ ŦŀƪŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƻutfits. 
/ȅōŜǊƻƴ ƻǳǘŦƛǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴΦ 

She looked down into her glass of water, as if trying to outstare her reflection. 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀƭƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ if this trauma passed 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƻŦ ƴƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƴƻǿΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΚ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ 
run off with any Cyberman, let CyberLeader. He could just imagine it somehow reviving, going on a 
killing spree as it made its way back to defrost the rest of its species. A whole new Cyber War could 
spark off right here and now. 

The Time Lord rubbed the bridge of his nose. Think. When dealing with problems, the thing to do 
was list your assets and liabilities, then work out a strategy to increase the former and decrease he 
latter. What did he have? Himself, a 1500-year-old time traveler, his even older TARDIS, sonic 
screwdriver, jelly babies, a catatonic night watchman.... 

The Doctor looked thoughtfully at the woman, who stared back at him. What would she do, he 
wondered, if she was in her right mind? The answer was obvious: raise the alarm and call in help. He 
looked around the living quarters and saw but one transmitter with a single function, sending out a 
code that would alert the theocracy that the Cybermen had finally awoken. 

Of course, that had yet to happen, but if the Doctor set the dogs on Antola, betrayed her 
presence on this world before she was ready to leave, then both she and the Cybermen could be 
dealt with simultaneously while he slipped quietly away in the TARDIS. 

Grinning, the Doctor crossed to the controls... 
*  *  * 

Aboard the ship, Antola was once again tinkering with the positronic circuitry at the back of the 
/ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƘǳƎŜ ƘŜƭƳŜǘΣ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ǿƛǊŜǎ ŦǊƻm the brain of the Cyberman to her 
ƻǿƴ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦ ά5ŀǊƭƛƴƎ /ȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƻŜŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ άȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǇƻƪŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǊŀƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ōŀǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ Ǉƛǘȅ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΗέ 

Phen laughed, his mood improved considerably after the third class of adrenaline and soma. As 
always, Antola made sure there was a fully-stocked drink cabinet wherever she happened to be. It 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ Ƙƻǿ ŘǊǳƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŀǳǘƻ-pilot would be used even if they were 
sober. Tharby too was enjoying himself, only the faint annoyance that Hols had yet to return 
dimmed his enthusiasm. 
ά{ǘǊƻƴƎ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ǘȅǇŜΣ ƘǳƘΚέ ƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ōǊƻƪŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ 
άWǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘŜŜȊŜŘΦ 
Julreth watched them, almost in pain from their laughter, and wished she could share it. The 

CyberLeader was an ugly addition to the ship, an intruder that stared blankly at her as if it could see 
into her very soul. It had been so loƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 
ƘŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦǳǊȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ IŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ 
dangerous, had been prepared to try and stop them until Antola had outsmarted him. Part of Julreth 
wanted to write him off as some stupid old man out to spoil their fun, but that strange man in his 
weird clothes had been completely serious. 
{ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ tƘŜƴ ǘƘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ 

dead, lifeless, a toy for them to play with. Nothing could hurt them. The moment Hols was back 
ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ ǎǇŀŎŜ 
travel, stuck inside this tiny ship with that creature staring at her. 



WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƛǊΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƻŎƪŜŘ ōȅ !ƴǘƻƭŀ 
again, so she stayed where she was, sipped her drink, and smiled as her friends continued to laugh 
and jeer at the helpless and stoic Cyberman. 

*  *  * 
The signal seemed to have been sent. There was no way to be sure, the Doctor reflected, as the 

Guardian was presumably busy fleeing in the escape capsule to have time checking any displays. 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀŎǘƛǾŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎ ƘŀŘ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ς presumably to 
prevent any Cybermen tampering with the equipment. 

All the Doctor could do now was hope the signal equipment was still working, that the signal 
would be detected by the right people and more importantly believed by the right people. But given 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀǇŀǘƘȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎŀŘŜƴŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ 
ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ŜǊǊƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴΦ ¦ƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅΣ ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ 
IŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀŎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘΦ The first thing to do was ensure any 
Cybermen on this planet stayed on this planet. That meant confronting Antola again, but first... 

The Guardian continued staring at nothing as the Doctor opened the never-used escape capsule 
and began to remove several small but vital components, grounding the capsule. He could always 
return the parts if necessary, but he had the option of using the TARDIS. He doubted his catatonic 
friend would even have the presence of mind to use the capsule even if it was working. 
ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ 
{ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ 
5ǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

try to fight him or run off... The Doctor grimly came to the conclusion the best thing to do was leave 
ƘŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ ǎƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 
ά[ƛǎǘŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōƭŀƴƪ ŜȅŜǎΦ άLŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ Ǌǳƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƭƛŦŜ ς all the 

way to the surface. And when you get there, go to the big blue police box. Nowhere else is safe. 
NowhereΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ōƻȄΦ Dƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ Do you understand?έ 

The woman nodded her head very slightly, but gave no other indication she had even heard him. 
Blowing out his cheeks, the Doctor drew his cloak around him and hurried out the outer hatch 

ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǳƴƴŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΣ ǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƘŜΩŘ ōŀŎƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ 
this hassle would have been ultimately redundant. Maybe if Dara had been there, he might have 
been able to convince her if not himself. 

Had the Doctor stayed there a moment longer he might have heard the sound of dripping water. 
The hoarfrost all throughout the tombs was melting as the air grew warmer and warmer, and the 
soon the noise became that of a mild rainstorm. 

*  *  * 
Hols was halfway through bolting the replacement membrane in place when suddenly it seemed 

to rain indoors for a few moments and then the storm rapidly died off. She blinked and wiped the 
moisture from her face. She puffed, suddenly realizing how uncomfortably warm she was in the 
heavy suit, with damp and humid air blowing around her. 

But this place was supposed to be below freezing, she thought. Indeed, it was the suit she was 
wearing that had saved her from hypothermia while lying in the tomb. Well, obviously the heating 
ǳƴƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƳŀƭŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƻ ƘƻǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌŀƛƴ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ 

Pausing to turn down her thermal unit, Hols returned to fastening the membrane, barely 
noticing that the frost was all gone from the tomb units and the ice on the floor had melted. The 
water streamed into the gullies and grilles built in the corners of the chamber, and the defrosting 
process continued. Light was beginning to glow behind the tomb cells that honeycombed the 
chamber, shining through the clear plastic covers that were now totally clear of ice. 

The Cyberman Planet was waking up after over two and a half centuries of sleep. 
  



Chapter Five 
 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǿƛǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŦŜƭƭƻǿǎ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ōƻǊŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ tƘŜƴ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΣ 
regarding the empty glass in his hand. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎǘƛǾŀǘŜ ƛǘΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ƳƻŎƪŜŘΦ 

His host was biting her bottom lip in concentration as she started tapping out furiously at a 
ƪŜȅōƻŀǊŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ άtŀǘƛŜƴŎŜΣ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 
άtŀǘƛŜƴŎŜΦΦΦέ 

Suddenly the CyberLeader spoke, cutting across the mutter of conversation and the background 
music. Despite the casual air aboard the ship, all bar Antola were startled as the voice boomed out 
from the zombie-like mask. The harsh electronic voice was suitably flat, monotonous and lacked 
expression. Each computerized syllable vibrated through the armored hide of the CyberLeader, 
giving a metallic echo to its words as faint mechanical and electronic sounds beginning to speed up 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ƘƛŘŜΦ 
άCLw{¢ ¢!{YChw/9 !/¢L±!¢95Σέ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƛŎƪƭȅΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ tƘŜƴΣ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ŀƴŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ōƭŀƴƪ 

ŜȅŜ ƘƻƭŜǎΦ ά/hb59b{9w{ !¢ a!·La¦a /I!wD9Φ {¢!.L[L½9 !b5 !/¢L±!¢9Φ !//9[9w!¢9 
w9!/¢L±!¢Lhb ¢h ht¢La¦aΦΦΦέ 
άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǘǳǘǘŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿires connecting the Cyberman to the 

console. She adjusted the controls and a low, angry buzzing sound suddenly began to issue from the 
/ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ 
άw9!/¢L±!¢Lhb [9±9[{ bhwa![Σέ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά!¦¢hbhah¦{ /hb¢wh[ 

MODE END!DLbD Lb CL±9 {9/hb5555555555555{{{{ΦΦΦέ 
With a laugh of triumph, Antola punched the key pads. 
άIhhhh²²²² bh²²²²² .wwh²²²b /h²²²²Σέ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǘŀƭ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƭǳǊǊŜŘΦ ά¢I9 

QUICK BROWWWWWWWWN FOX JUMPED OOOOOVVERR THE LAAAZY DOG. OUR HOMELAND IS 
THE WHOLE WORLD AN5 h¦w [!² L{ [L.9w¢¸ΦΦΦέ 
¢ƘŀǊōȅ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŎŜƴǘǊŜǎΗ .ǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘΗέ 
ά!ǊŜƴΩǘ L ƧǳǎǘΚέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ōŜŀƳŜŘΦ 

*  *  * 
Completely unaware that the planet around her was surging into life all around her, pouring 

energy into the hundreds of thousands of Cyber units stacked in their tombs, Hols finished her work 
and turned to leave the oppressively humid cavern. Her only thoughts were of the long trudge back 
to the surface, and she gave no heed to the steadily-increasing illumination or the fact the ice had 
melted. Had she considered it, she might have thought it was some life support system finally kicking 
in to make the place acceptable for visitors, but then Hols had not got to be a rich and famous 
fashion model on her intellect. 

She lumbered out of the chamber in her hot and heavy suit, determined never to set foot on this 
planet again and idly wondering how anyone could be so scared of lifeless suits of silver armor 
wrapped in manifold layers of transparent plastic. ThŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǎƻ Ƙƻǿ 
could they hurt anyone? 
¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ IƻƭǎΩ ƛǊǊŜŦǳǘŀōƭŜ ƭƻƎƛŎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘ ς rather, 

they were waiting to be born. 
Once she was gone, silence fell over the defrosted chamber and the banked rows of cells. The 

figures within, now illuminated, were still and silent for a while, and then one of them began to 
move. Stiffly, jerkily, like a chick emerging from its egg. Another Cyberman began to visibly shift and 
flex. And then another. In moments, every Cyberman in the chamber was coming to life behind their 
membranes, their back-lit limbs forming a slow-motion shadow ballet. 

The silence of the chamber was broken by a faint crackle as one membrane began to split open 
to release what was imprisoned within. A powerful, stubby finger tore through the plastic layers, 
then a ripping, shredding hand swept down with a vicious slicing movement through the shroud... 

*  *  * 



ά²ŜƭƭΣ /ȅ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΣ άŀŦǘŜǊ нро ƻƴ ƛŎŜΣ L can only imagine the 
ǇŜŀǊƭǎ ƻŦ ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊΦ tŜƴƴȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘȅǇƛƴƎ 
as Phen laughed at the ludicrousness of this ventriloquism act. 
άI9[[hΣέ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ƎǊŀǘŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΦ Lǘǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ƭƻǿΣ ǾƛōǊŀting chord, but with a 

polite, cultured inflection. The sound was so ridiculous, everyone present burst out laughing. When 
the group finally regained some semblance of control, Antola wiped a tear from her eye and made 
another few keystrokes. Immediately, ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άLΩ5 [LY9 
TO HAVE A WORD WITH YOU ABOUT A PROBLEM THAT MANY PEOPLE, LIKE YOURSELF, ARE 
twh.!.[¸ ¦b!²!w9 hCΦ LΩa ¢![YLbDΣ hC /h¦w{9Σ !.h¦¢ ¢I9 ²hwYLbD /[!{{9{Φέ 

Phen doubled over, almost in physical pain from laughing so much. Tharby was letting out a 
ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƘƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƴƻƛǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǊǘƘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŎŀƭΦ 9ǾŜƴ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ƘŜƭǇ ƎƛƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǘƛŦŦƭȅ ǎǿǳƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦ 
ά¢I9 [h²9w hwDERS, AS EVERYONE KNOWS, ARE CUTE, CUDDLY, ENDEARING LITTLE 

CREATURES THAT MAKE AN IDEAL LABOR FORCE DOING THE GRUBBY JOBS AND TASKS THAT 
9±9w¸hb9 9[{9 L{ ¢hh Dhh5 ChwΦέ ! ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƴƻǘŜ ƻŦ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǎǇƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
still-laughing Antola typŜŘ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά²I!¢ ! 59[LDI¢ ¢I9¸ !w9 ¢h ²!¢/I !{ ¢I9¸ {/!at9w 
wh¦b5 !b5 wh¦b5 Lb ¢I9Lw [L¢¢[9 ²Lw9 ²I99[{Σ 9·9w/L{LbD ¢I9Lw [L¢¢[9 a¦{/[9{Φέ 
!ǎ ƘŜǊ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ǳǇǊƻŀǊƛǎƘƭȅΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŀŘƧǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎǎ ƭŜǾŜƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ōƭǳǊǊŜŘ 

electric tones grew louder, the words faster as if it was succumbing to sudden fearful paranoia. 
ά.¦L[5LbD ¢I9a Lb¢h a!{{L±9 {tw¦bD-STEEL PILE-DRIVER THAT WILL ONE DAY BE WIELDED 
!D!Lb{¢ ¢I9Lw .9¢¢9w{Σέ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ǊŀƴǘƛƴƎΣ ά²Ih I!±9 D9b9wh¦{[¸ [!±L{I95 ¢I9a ²L¢I 
FOOD, HOU{LbD !b5 a95L/![ {¦tt[L9{Ηέ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǘȅǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ǎƻ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǳŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǿƴ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǎƘǊƛŜƪǎ ƻŦ 

laughter. Once more the mechanical voice grew in volume and intensity, as if gripped by 
uncontrollable passion ς all mockingly contrasted with the body the voice emerged from, which 
ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ ά¸h¦ 5hbΩ¢ ¢ILbY Chw ! aha9b¢Σ 5h ¸h¦Σ ¢I!¢ ¢IL{ {/¦a !w9 DhLbD 
¢h DL±9 ![[ ¢I!¢ YLb5b9{{ ! {9/hb5Ω{ ¢Ih¦DI ²I9b ¢I9Lw ¢La9 /ha9{ΚΗΚέ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ 
was now screaming in its hollow voice. 
άhI bhΣ 5h²b ²L[[ /ha9 ¢I!¢ bh.[9 !b5 ²hw¢I¸ C!4!59 !b5 ²9 ²L[[ CLb![[¸ {99 ¢I9 

VICIOUS BEASTS FOR WHAT THEY REALLY ARE AS THEY TERRORIZE ENTIRE NEIGHBORHOODS WITH 
¢I9Lw b9¦¢whbL/ .ha.{ !b5 ¢I9Lw I¸th{tw!¸ LbW9/¢hw{ΦΦΦέ 

The voice box of the CyberLeader was starting to distort from the volume, so loud now that the 
screams of merriment from the teenagers were almost drowned out altogether. No one heard the 
airlock shudder open, or was even looking in the direction to see the Doctor standing in the 
doorway, framed against the darkness, a look of pure contempt on his face. 

The CyberLeader continued to spew out the intolerant vitriol Antola had programmed into it. 
ά¢I!¢Ω{ wLDI¢Η LΩa ¢![YLbD !.h¦¢ DRUGS! ¢I9 {¢¦CC ¢I!¢Ω{ {!tt95 ¢I9 {¢w9bD¢I hC a!b¸ ! 
VAST 9atLw9Τ ¢I!¢Ω{ Chw/95 hb/9 twh¦5 {h/L9¢L9{ ¢h ¢I9Lw Yb99{Η bhΣ a¸ CwL9b5{Σ ¸h¦ 
5hbΩ¢ {¢ht THAT {hw¢ hC ¢9wwhw ²L¢I YLb5b9{{ !b5 9v¦![ htthw¢¦bL¢¸ ²hwY {/I9a9{Ηέ 
! ƪŜȅǎǘǊƻƪŜ ŦǊƻƳ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǊŀǇƛŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ 

babble, ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇŀǊŀƴƻƛŘ ǎŎƘƛȊƻǇƘǊŜƴƛŎ ƳǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦ άbhΣ ²I!¢ ¸h¦ b995 L{ ! Dhh5Σ I9!±¸ 
HAMMER ς THE KIND WITH A NON-SLIP RUBBER HANDLE SO WHEN THE BLOOD REALLY STARTS 
th¦wLbD ¸h¦ ²hbΩ¢ {thL[ ¢ILbD{ ²L¢I ! {[Ltt9w¸ DwLtΗέ ƛǘ ŀŘǾƛǎŜŘ ƛǘǎ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ a 
ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƻǊƛŀƭ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά²L¢I hb9 hC ¢I9{9 I!aa9w{Σ ! .L¢ hC {¢w9bD¢I !b5 [h¢{ hC h[5-
FASHIONED COURAGE YOU JUST MIGHT BE ABLE TO CATCH ONE OF THESE MURDERING TRAITORS 
hCC D¦!w5 ²IL[9 I9Ω{ /¦w[95 ¦t !{[99t Lb ¢I9 CL[¢I¸Σ {¢LbYLbDΣ ±9waLb-INFESTED WOOD 
SHAVLbD{ !¢ ¢I9 .h¢¢ha hC IL{ Ih±9[ΦΦΦέ 

A hand slipped between the CyberLeader and Antola and stabbed a cancellation code. Instantly 
the booming voice became a flat, meaningless noise that droned away into silence ς taking with it 
the backing music, leaving the only sound the weak, involuntary guffaws from the gathered 
teenagers. 



¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ ά{ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǎǇŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ 
ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊŝƳŜ ŘŜ ƭŜ ŎǊŝƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜƻŎǊŀŎȅΣέ ƘŜ ǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎǘŀǎǘŜΦ άCǊŜŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ Ƙardship and 
responsibility. But do you do anything to earn the good fortune you have? No. You come here and 
ŀƴƛƳŀǘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘǳƳƛƭƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƛƭŀǊƛǘȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŀǊ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎ 
ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ŀōƘƻǊΦέ 

Antola stared at him in outrage. He dipped his head so he could stare her right in the eyes. 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ever ōŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 
¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴΣ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳǊŀŘŜΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ 

*  *  * 
The Guardian had finished her drink and was now standing, leaning in the doorway of her living 

quarters, looking down into the tombs. It was brightly-lit for the first time ever, and without the 
frost she could see the hundreds of eyeless faces staring blankly at her from inside each unit. It was 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ 
ƛƴ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ IŜΩǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŀŦŜΦ hǊ ƘŀŘ 
ǎƘŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΚ bƻΣ ƘŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ {ƻ ƘŜ must 
he real. 

She felt strangely warm. Inside the frozen heart of a planet? She had to be dreaming. She 
watched the nearest tomb unit as the figure inside slowly shifted and stretched, raising a steel fist 
and aiming it at the plastic membrane as though about to strike a drum. She could imagine the 
plastic splitting into shreds under the blow as the silver creature rose, arms held out before it, 
through cell... 

But no. The creature was still inside the tomb, the terrible blank stare directed at her. 
Was she dreaming this? Was it real? Were the silver giants about to break out of their centuries-

old honeycomb? Was it just a nightmare? 
Dully, she turned and stumbled towards the escape pod, then remembered that the man had 

ǎŀōƻǘŀƎŜŘ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ōƻȄΦ ! ōƻȄ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŦŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
around the room. No boxes there. Had he said that? She was ǎŀŦŜΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƘŜΚ ¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ 
still in their tombs. And while they ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊΦ 

She looked out the door at the twitching, flexing Cybermen and giggled. 
ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΦ 

*  *  * 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ ǿŀǊƳΣ ǿŜƭƭ-lit and comfortable ς but there was no keeping out the dreadful 

sense of isolation that pressed with the darkness against the windows. The air in the ship was 
intense as Antola stood straight up, emphasizing her height. The Doctor stared her straight in the 
chin. 
ά5ƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ά5ƻ LΣ ŜǊΣ ΨŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΩ 

ȅƻǳ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƴŀƳŜ ƻǊ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǊ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƻŘ 
ŎƭŜŀƴ ŦǳƴΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ /ȅ ƘŜǊŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎΩ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨŘƛǎƎǳǎǘƛƴƎΩΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭȅΣ άȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
young people who are so disgusting!έ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŀǘŜ-filled scream. 
¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƴŦǳǊƛŀǘŜ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜΦ άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ 

should go back ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ōƻȄ ȅƻǳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ƧŜŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ 
ǘƘŜƴ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƭǳŜ ōƻȄ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ 
planet who is even in the slightest way interested in you or anything and everything you have to 
ǎŀȅΦέ 
άIƻǿ ǊƛƎƘǘŜƻǳǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀƴŘ Ŧŀǎǘ ƴƻǿΦ άbƻΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ŎŀƭƳΦ άbƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŘƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ Řƻ at all.έ 
The Doctor knew at that moment that she was insane. 

*  *  * 



Hols had been walking up the shaft for what seemed like hours, puffing and panting as her books 
clacked on the metal flooring. Every few metres she hoped to spy the living quarters and thus the 
surface and every few metres she was disappointed. She felt like weeping at the unfairness of it all. 
How dare Antola dump her behind like this! And how dare Tharby go along with it! 

She paused to catch her breath and looked around the particular passage she was now standing 
in, in the vain hope there might be some clue as to how close she was to ground level. She peered at 
the nearest sepulcher, which seemed to be shuddering for some reason. She watched as the 
membrane throbbed, focusing her eyes at the flailing silver thing inside. 

Hols realized giddily that the Cyber creatures had woken up, just the way Antola had said. It 
must have just taken some time for the systems to reboot after the antivirus. She stared, fascinated 
at the sepulcher as it bulged and shook like an enormous plastic egg about to hatch. 

The membrane abruptly shredded, and a long wisp of plastic flew into her face as the Cyberman 
tore the cover apart into a twisted mass of fibres and trampled them flat climbing out of the tomb. 
Stunned, Hols turned ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ς and each wispy cocoon was being 
slashed apart from within, like a swarm of silver insects emerging into life. 
Iƻƭǎ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŜƴǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦ 
She ran for her life. 

*  *  * 
For a long time, Antola had said nothing. 
Then, suddenly, she turned to the flight computer and began to reactivate it, her narrowed pale 

ŜȅŜǎ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƻΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎǇƻƛƭ Ƴȅ Ŧǳƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ LΩǾŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǘƻ 
lecture me that I should not defile those ƭƻƴƎ ƎƻƴŜΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ /ȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭȅΦ 
ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ mine ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

LŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻ ōŜ ƛǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎŜΦέ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎΦ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘǊƻŘŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊΦ άLΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƳōΦ 

LΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŜƴǘ ǘhe distress signal to the theocracy, and their forces will be here soon. I suggest you 
ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ΨŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘΦέ 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ mineΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ 
The Doctor smiled and shook his head. 
ά/ȅ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ L ŎƘƻƻǎŜΗ [ƛƪŜ ǎƻΗέ 
Her hand slammed down on the keyboard, and the Cyberman twitched and spasmed for a 

second as the circuits within tried to understand the command. For a moment the Doctor and the 
others assuƳŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǳǊŜƭȅ ǎȅƳōƻƭƛŎΦΦΦ 

...and then the CyberLeader struck. 
The CyberLeader spun a half turn, flinging out its arms. The nearest steel hand flung the Doctor 

ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƻǘΩǎ ǎŜŀǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƭǳƴƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀƳǇŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ throat, the metal 
fingers cutting deep into his flesh. The Doctor began to gasp and choke. 
WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŧƛǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ tƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

not sure how to react as the Doctor struggled in vain to remove the vice-like grip front his neck. The 
¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΩǎ ŀƎƻƴȅ ǿŀǎ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǊŜǿ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŘΦ 

Antola gave an almost lusty look at the stricken Doctor, thrilled to the core to know she had the 
power of life and death over him ς the true authoǊƛǘȅ ǎƘŜ ŎǊŀǾŜŘΦ DƛǾƛƴƎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀǎ 
satisfying when you could force those against their will to obey them. As she watched the Doctor 
suffer in agony, and ideally contemplate his horrible behavior to her, she decided to speak again. She 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴt the CyberLeader getting all the fun and attention, after all. 
άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ /ȅōŜǊƻƴ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇŀƭŀŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ƎƭƻŀǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ 

ǘƘǳƳō ǿŀǎ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǿƛƴŘǇƛǇŜΣ ōƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ƎŀǎǇǎΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻǇ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 
trophy room, or maybe slowly take him apart piece by piece, scoop out all the organic content and 
feed them to the poor in soup kitchens! And with his metal bones and guts I shall use as bookends, 



back-scratchers, maybe a ladle for those soup kitchens? AnythinƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘΗ !ƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƭŀǳƎƘ 
ŀǎ L Řƻ ƛǘΦΦΦέ 
/ƘƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƎƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƻǇŜƴ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ŀǎ 

ƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǳƳǇ ŀƛǊ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǎǘǊƛŎǘŜŘ ǿƛƴŘǇƛǇŜΦ Iƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƛǊŀǘƻǊȅ ōȅǇŀǎǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
technically suffocating, but the pressure on his neck was threatening to snap it in two. The agony 
grew worse and the Doctor realized consciousness was starting to slip away. If he blacked out, would 
Antola release him so she could gloat further? Or just continue to crush the life out of him? 

Antola gently slipped into the lap of the CyberLeader, and stroked the cold metal of the helmet, 
ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀŘƻǊƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ŘŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΣ /ȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇǊŀƛǎŜŘΣ 
άŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ !ƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ, in time, we may become very ŎƭƻǎŜΦΦΦέ {ƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ 
and turned her gaze to the man the CyberLeader was throttling to death. 
άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ƧŜŜǊŜŘΦ ά!Ƴ L ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƻƴǎ ƴƻǿΚέ 
.ŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΩǎ limbs began to jerk in spasms as if he were waving himself 

goodbye... 
  



Chapter Six 
 
The Doctor was on the knife-edge of panicking. He felt as if he was beginning to slide down into 

a bottomless pit. Mesomorphs, Apshai, Vampires, Daleks... was this how it would end? The life 
squeezed out him as some glorified party trick? Over the roaring in his ears he could hear Julreth 
shouting, screaming. Peering through the red fog of his vision, he saw someone grab the steel fist 
around his neck, then rush to the console. Suddenly the grip around his neck released and the Time 
Lord slumped back into chair, wheezing and groaning like the TARDIS in flight. 

Once his aching lungs were under control he was able to focus his senses to see Julreth was 
standing in fǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǊŀƎŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ǘŜŀǊǎ 
ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ kill him! He never hurt you and you were going to kill 
him! You bring us here, nearly freeze us to death, then try and scare us to death and you, you bring 
ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦƭŀƛƭŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƳ 
ƻǳǘǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘΦ ά! ŘŜŀŘ ōƻŘȅ ŘŜŦƛƭŜŘ ōȅ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŦǳƴΗ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΚ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ wrong ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

Phen and Tharby watched on, silent. Antola had browbeaten them all for years, but her behavior 
this night was beyond the pale ς and certainly more than Julreth could bear to take. Now, a great 
reservoir of frustration was pouring out of the girl as she finally told Antola what she thought of her. 
ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘΚ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƻǊ 

what they feel! You want to ruin everything in this world and the next! You want to be with the 
Cyberons when you know theȅΩǊŜ ŜǾƛƭΗ ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŜǾƛƭΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎǇƻǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǇ ƻǳǘ 

and strike Julneth across the face, sending her reeling ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƻǘΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻƻȊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀ ŘǊȅ ǊŀǎǇΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ ōǊƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƘŜǊŜΚ ²Ƙȅ 

do all this? You want attention. You want everyone to think about you and be awed at the depths of 
ŘŜǇǊŀǾƛǘȅ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƛƴƪ ǘƻΦέ IŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ 
could have come to this planet on your own if you just wanted a novelty hatstand like the 
CyberLeader. You could have brought him up, had your little party with no objecting voices. But no, 
ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǳǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƛƴƪ ƻǊ ǎǿƛƳΦέ IŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ 
ǇŀƛƴŜŘ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪΚ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ you care about nothing else!έ 
tƘŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǘŜǊƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ bŜǾŜǊ 

before had any of the socialites come to blows before. 
ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΚέ ƧŜŜǊŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΦ άLΩŘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ǘƻ /ȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ he 

ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ Ƴȅ ǘǊŀƴǎƎǊŜǎǎƛƻƴǎΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƭȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƎƛŀƴǘΦ 
The massive head turned to face her. 
From its voice box came a single, terrifying word. 
άNO.έ 

*  *  * 
Hols ran faster than she had ever moved in her life up the shaft as a noise like the savage 

screeching of some prehistoric bird ripped through the stillness of the tombs, mingling with the 
sound of violently-tearing-and-twisting membranes from the cold canyons behind her. From before 
her, however, she could make out a dull, rhythmic beating noise getting louder and nearer. 

She reached a cross-junction and skidded to a halt as a silver-carapaced figure marched 
inexorably up the side-passage towards the main shaft ς and her. Its empty eyes were fixed, 
hypnotically, on her as the strange robotic creature approached. Mouth wide open, Hols back-
pedaled across the main shaft and into the next side passage, even though she was getting further 
and further away from the surface and with it, the chances of escape and survival. 

She was sƻ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƛȄŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ƳŜǘŀƭ Ŧƛǎǘ 
smash through the membrane of the tomb behind her, or the second hand that immediately 
followed as the second Cyberman tore its way out of the sepulchre. Hols only realized the danger as 



she literally backed into it in her attempts to avoid the first Cyberman, as a steel hand grabbed her 
shoulder. Luckily, the fake Cyber armor ς the same armor whose design that was confusing the 
reviving minds of her attackers ς was strong enough to withstand the crushing pressure. Hols 
literally tore herself free, leaving the two Cybermen staring expressionlessly at the hollow fake Cyber 
arm in their grasp. 

Hols turned to flee down the side-passage, but this delay had cost her. The revivification of the 
Cybermen in this area had increased. Ahead of her she saw another Cyberman punch its way 
through the door of its sepulchre, and more entombed Cybermen were attempting to punch their 
way to freedom. Two of them blocked her way deeper into the tombs, and directly beside her a 
shriek of slicing plastic allowed yet another Cyberman to force its angular helmet out and stare 
directly at her. 

She was trapped... 
*  *  * 

Everyone stared at the CyberLeader. Tharby tutted, assuming this was just another mockery 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΗέ 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΣέ tƘŜƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ 
ά/ȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻǾŜǎ ƳŜΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎƭƻŀǘŜŘΣ ǇŀǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΦ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƳƛƭƛng but gently eased out of the chair, getting as far away from the 

CyberLeader as he could, taking care to make no sudden moves. Julreth gripped his hand and 
ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘȅǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƻŎŀƭ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀŎŎǳǎŜŘΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

Antoƭŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ōƛǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿΗ Iƻǿ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΗ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ 
/ȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄŀƎƎŜǊŀǘŜŘ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅΦ 
άTHAT INFORMATION IS NO LONGER RELEVANT,έ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ōƻƻƳŜŘΣ ǊƻǘŀǘƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ 

ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ άWE WILL SURVIVE. WE HAVE SURVIVED. ALL FLESHMEN ON THIS PLANET WILL 
BECOME CYBERMEN.έ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ ȅŜǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ŀƳǳǎƛƴƎΣέ tƘŜƴ ǘǳǘǘŜŘΦ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦŀƭǘŜǊŜŘΦ 
άWE SHALL USE THE RESOURCES OF THIS CRAFT TO SPREAD THE CYBER EMPIRE TO OTHER 

PLANETS AND CULTURES, WHERE ALL FLESHKIND POPULATIONS WILL BE ALTERED AND 
TRANSFORMED INTO CYBERMEN.έ 
άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ real /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΗέ 
άWE WILL BECOME STRONGER. YOU HAVE NO OPTIONS. YOU WILL BECOME LIKE US.έ 

*  *  * 
In her living quarters, the Guardian stood behind the still-open doorway, trying to control her 

ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻǊ ŀƴ ƛƭƭǳǎƛƻƴΣ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ōŜȅƻƴŘ 
the confines of these endless, evil tombs, but the fear she felt was very genuine. She could hear, just 
outside, more and more the silver warriors emerge from their wrecked cells, gaining strength with 
each stride as they formed into pairs, aligning themselves into phalanxes like soldiers on parade. 

Struggling to control her breathing, the Guardian stayed where she was and managed not to 
scream as the nightmare outside got closer and closer, marked by the juddering rhythm of their 
strides. She heard the icy ripping sound as the tombs right outside were torn asunder, once, twice, 
thrice... 

And then there were no more Cybermen left to emerge. 
All of them were awake now. 

*  *  * 
Phen still was convinced it was all a trick. He leaned in forward to bring his face level with the 

/ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƛƳƳƻōƛƭŜ ƳŀǎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǾŀƎŜŘ ǎƪǳƭƭ ǿƛǘƘƛƴΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ 
ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΣ /ȅōŜǊƻƴǎ ƻǊ /ȅōŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇΗέ 



¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ǎƛƎƘǘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ tƘŜƴΦ άYOUR WANTS AND DESIRES ARE 
MEANINGLESS. THE CYBER RACE MUST EXPAND. YOUR MINDS AND BODIES WILL BE ADAPTED TO 
SERVE US.έ 

The others were all backing away. Even Antola. She was nowhere near the keyboard. 
άBE WARNED,έ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άYOUR DEFENSES ARE INCAPABLE OF 

WITHSTANDING US. DEFEND YOURSELF AND YOU WILL BE PUNISHED.έ 
The CyberLeader was in control of its own actions once more. 
¢Ƙŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ŘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ŦǊƻƳ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

*  *  * 
The shaft echoed with the savage infant movements as the Cybermen burst out of the chrysalids 

and took their first uncertain steps, a sickening parody of the beginnings of life. More and more 
tombs were bursting open, adding wave upon wave of gleaming cyborgs as they advanced up 
towards the surface, as if they somehow knew that their Leader had been taken from them and 
were intent on rescuing ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ŘŜŎŜǇǘƛǾŜƭȅ ōƭŀƴƪ ŜȅŜǎ ǎŎŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎǎ 
restlessly as they dispersed through the hundreds of corridors and passageways leading off the 
shaft. 

Their march became more steady and powerful as more and more of them moved relentlessly 
up through the levels. Not one of them so much as paused as they passed the side passage where 
Hols had been cornered by a phalanx of her own. 

The newborn Cybermen converged, herding her up against a freshly-opened tomb which ς now 
it was fully illuminated ς Hols now realized was stuffed full of wires, tubing and electronic probes. 
Hemmed in all sides, dwarfed by the silver giants, Hols had the choice of standing her ground or 
retreating to the last remaining sanctuary: inside the tomb behind her. Perhaps, she thought, with 
the remnants of her armor, she could convince them that she too was a Cyberman, and they could 
leave her alone... 

No sooner had she done so then Hols realized she had made her last and most dreadful mistake. 
Steel clamps encircled her wrists, ankles and waist, suspending her inside the cabinet. A shiny, 

silver skullcap emerged from the top of the unit and descended towards her head, connected to the 
probes in the ceiling by a myriad of tiny wires fanning out from its crown. Hols realized suddenly she 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƪǳƭƭŎŀǇ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ Řƻǿƴ 
hard on her head, she felt her armor suddenly buckle and split, her protective clothing being torn 
away until there was nothing between her bare skin and cold metal. 

Hols wanted to scream and protest, but no words came. She could only watch as a drill swung 
from the top of the sepulchre and positioned itself before her eyes. It moved up, then down slightly 
as if repositioning itself. Hols realized she was feeling strangely calm now. Had she been drugged? It 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀŦǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǳōƛŎƭŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ {ƻƳŜƘƻǿΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ 
going to do to her. It was what they did to everyone. They made you become like them. 

In Hols fǳŘŘƭŜŘ ƳƛƴŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ 
this happen. And then, suddenly, she realized that the drill was plunging straight into her forehead, 
that another piece of technology was unfolding from the edge of the tomb and pierced the optic 
nerve her left eye, that her arms were being sawn off by machinery, that the flesh of her face was 
being cut away, metal shields were being clamped over what was left of her body and being 
soldered into place by lasers. 

The CyberƳŜƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŎǘ ŀǎ IƻƭǎΩ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǎ ƭƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
conversion unit embedded themselves under her skin, which was soon lost under layers of what ς at 
first glance ς looked like aluminium foil. They waited until the transformation was complete and a 
new Cyberman lay in the unit before them. The woman they had forced into the tomb unit had 
effectively ceased to exist. 

The new Cyberman, stuffed with the organic material that was the last remnants of Hols, turned 
its brand new helmet and its blank eye sockets examined the inside of the tomb and then it emerged 



to join its fellows. For a long moment the new recruit stared at its brethren who returned the 
dispassionate gaze, and then they all turned and joined the migration to the surface. 

Identical to the others in every detail, the Cyberman that had once been Holt was lost in the 
silver army. 

*  *  * 
άWE NEED YOUR BODIES,έ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦ 
The Doctor rubbed his neck. He could still feel the cold metal talons around his tƘǊƻŀǘΦ άIŜ 

ƳŜŀƴǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿƻǊŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
it seemed to have gained its free will, it was still frozen in place, connected to the console by wires. 
άLŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŀǿŀƪŜ Ŝƴ Ƴŀǎǎ ǘƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅone and anyone they capture will be subject to the 

conversion process, and added to the ranks. Their bodies will be cannibalized and used to get more 
ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ǘƻ ǎǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǎ Ǌŀǿ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜ ŀƴŘ 
humanity is one of those raw materials. Do you understand what you stupid, stubborn idiots are 
ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴƭŜŀǎƘ ƴƻǿΚέ 

Antola, Julreth, Tharby and Phen stared at him, too stunned to reply. 
¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛǘǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ άWHO ARE YOU?έ ƛǘ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ άYOU 

KNOW OUR WAYS. SUCH KNOWLEDGE MAY BE A THREAT. HOW DO YOU KNOW THIS?έ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǇǘƛƻƴǎΦ άLΩƳ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 
¢ƘŜ ōƭŀƴƪ Ƴŀǎƪ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άTHE NAME IS MEANINGLESS,έ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΦ 
ά/ŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΚέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ ά.ƭƻǿ ƛǘǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚΗέ 
άYOUR THREATS ARE UNIMPORTANT. WE ALREADY HAVE CONVERTED ONE OF YOU 

FLESHMEN,έ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ōƻƻƳŜŘΦ 
ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΗέ 
άIƻƭǎ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ. 
άHOLS IS IRRELEVANT.έ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƳǳǊŘŜǊƛƴƎΦΦΦέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
άCYBERMEN DO NOT MURDER. WE DO NOT DESTROY WHEN UNNECESSARY, UNLIKE 

FLESHMEN. YOU KILL EACH OTHER. YOU ARE IMPERFECT. WE ARE SUPERIOR AND THAT IS WHY 
YOU WILL BECOME LIKE US. THE FLESHMAN IS NOW LIKE US. YOU HAVE NO WEAPONRY CAPABLE 
OF HARMING ANY CYBERMAN,έ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ άYOU HAVE NO 
OPTIONS. ALL FLESHMEN IN THIS SPACECRAFT WILL BECOME LIKE US. EVENTUALLY, SO WILL YOUR 
CIVILIZATIONS. ALL FLESHKIND AND ITS TECHNOLOGIES WILL BE CONSUMED BY THE CYBERMEN. 
WE WILL SURVIVE!έ 

*  *  * 
The Cybermen milling around outside the living quarters turned and began to advance on the 

open doorway. They marched through the doorway, across the cramped quarters and straight 
through the outer door and up the shaft, a parade of living nightmares. 

The Guardian was pressed into a corner facing the tombs, and the malevolent giants strode right 
past her on their way to the ground level. First one Cyberman, then another, then another walked 
past her hiding spot. But the fourth Cyberman paused swung its mask-like face around, as if 
ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ ¢ƻ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ŘŀȊŜŘ ōǊŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ōƭŀƴƪ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭŜŀƳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾƛƭΣ ŀǎ ƛǘǎ 
mouth slit formed a sinister smile of triumph. It turned its body to face her, reaching out with its 
thick, stubby fingers... 

Adrenaline surged through her and she sprung from the corner and dived past the outstretched 
arms, but her course lead her to the doorway to the tombs ς a doorway already filled with another 
shiny Cyberman, ready and waiting. Caught between the two advancing giants, the Guardian 
ducked, dived and ran, managing to escape from between them and race past them through the 
outer door before both of them could react. 

The delay of trying to capture her meant that no more Cybermen had got past her living 
quarters, and there were only three ahead of her and by now they were probably on the surface. 
She could avoid three of them in such a wide open space, ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŜΚ ¸ŜǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 



somewhere on the surface that was safe, she remembered. Someone had told her that. Something 
about a box... 

As the Guardian ran into the night, one by one the Cybermen inexorably followed her. 
*  *  * 

The Doctor was shuffling his way across the flight deck towards the controls, keeping as far away 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭȅ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ 
contains the last of your kind. I mean, you are ŀ ŘȅƛƴƎ ǊŀŎŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΚέ 
άWE ARE NOT DYING. WE HAVE BEEN WAITING.έ 
ά²ŀƛǘƛƴƎΣ ƘǳƘΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŎƪǇƛǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ 

ƎŀƎƎƭŜ ƻŦ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŀŘƻƭŜǎŎŜƴǘǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ΨǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΩΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ȅƻǳΚ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ нро ȅŜŀǊǎΦ Iƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘΚ aƛƭƭŜƴƴƛŀΚ !ŜƻƴǎΚέ 
άWE WAIT FOR HUMANITY TO STUMBLE.έ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘŀǊŜŘΦ ά²ŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΚ [ƛƪŜ ŀ ōƻƎŜȅƳŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻƎŜȅƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƛƴǎΦ !ƴŘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΗέ 
άYOU CANNOT RESIST US...έ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŘƛǾŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ 

giant and to the control panel. His sonic screwdriver was at the ready, the miniature dish aimed at 
the panel. The air throbbed with a buzzing shriek and parts of the navigational computers began to 
crackle and pop, shorting out with a terminal chain of loud explosions. 
¢ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ς once so powerful it seemed to 

blast the listener against the wall ς rapidly drieŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǘƘƛƴΣ ǎƭǳǊǊƛƴƎ ŎǊƻŀƪΦ άULTIMATELY WE... 
a¦{¢ΦΦΦ ǿƛƴΦΦΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŦƛǊƛƴƎ ǳƭǘǊŀǎƻƴƛŎ ǾƛōǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ 
at the console. Already smoke was belching from the keyboard, the displays imploding with shards 
of broken glass and rivulets of melting paneling. There was a final string of firecracker-like 
detonations and the lights dimmed slightly. 

The Doctor switched off the screwdriver and let out a deep sigh of relief. 
The four teenagers stared at him in disbelief through the suddenly murky internal lighting. It was 

!ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿƘƻ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΦ 
CƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƴŜǿ ǘƻȅΣ ōǳǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
so much as ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ άŦǊƛŜƴŘέ /ȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ŜŦŦƻǊǘΦ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ doneΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ 

ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƭƛƴƪŀƎŜǎΗ ¢ƘŜ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎ ŀǊŜ ŦǊƛŜŘΗέ {ƘŜ ǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 5octor. 
ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǇΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǇŜƭǎΦ 
¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ IƻƭǎΩ ŦŀǘŜΦ άhƘΣ ǿƘƻ ŎŀǊŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΚέ ƘŜ ǎǇŀǘΦ 
άYou ǎƘƻǳƭŘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǊƻŀǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŜƭƭƘƻƭŜ ŀƴŘ this decrepit 

ƛƳōŜŎƛƭŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎǊƛǇǇƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΗ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴǳŀƭ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎ ŀǊŜ ǿǊŜŎƪŜŘΗέ 
The other teenagers looked accusingly at the Doctor. Even Julreth, who had had her mouth open 

ƛƴ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΣ ƴƻǿ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦ ά²ƘȅΚέ ǎƘŜ Ƴoaned. 
ά¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘǎ ǳƴŘŜǊƭƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǾƛǾƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ƎǊƛƳƭȅΦ άLŦ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ƛǘΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǘ ǿƛǊŜ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ 
able to get it into orbit long before the theocracy ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΗέ 
tƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎƭȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀƳǇŜŘ ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜǎΦ ά{ƻΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŧƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƛȄ ƛƴ 

ƘŜǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΣ ŀƴƎŜǊ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊΦ ά¢he 

Cybermen can destroy all humanity and every other civilization they come across! You thought the 
theocracy went to war with them just to pass the time? Just one Cyberman could convert a whole 
planetary population! A planet full of Cybermen to make attacks on other planets, other peoples! 
The Cybermen will take any chance they get to swarm across the galaxy like locusts ς and you, 
!ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΗέ 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛŎƛƭȅΣ άǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻŦŦ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ leave the 

Cyberons stranded here, does it? All ȅƻǳΩǾŜ done is endanger all our ƭƛǾŜǎΗέ 



¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ any control 
over this ship. And you, remember, were the one who wired the CyberLeadeǊΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ 
ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǎΦέ 
WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜƭŜǎǎ ōƻŘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΦΦΦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΚέ 
ά9ǾŜǊȅ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƻƳǇƻƴŜƴǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ ƎǊƛƳƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƘƻǇǇŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 

ƭƻǎǘΦέ 
ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΚέ tƘŜƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 
άL ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ 

ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƛǊƭƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ 
collect the poƻǊ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 
άCƻǊƎŜǘ ƘŜǊΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ōǊǳǘŀƭƭȅΦ άLŦ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƴƻǿΗέ 
The Doctor knew that Tharby was right. However, Hols had been malingering in the main 

ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜn overwhelmed ς assuming, of course the CyberLeader was telling the 
ǘǊǳǘƘΦ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōƻŀǎǘ ƻǊ ƭƛŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ 
ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǳǎŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜd they 
could bargain with the Cybermen, and found out of their duplicity too late. In any case, there was a 
ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŀǊŜŀǎ ȅŜǘΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
TARDIS... 

Lost in thought, he tramped down the ramp into the grassy moors outside. 
ά¦ƳΦΦΦ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎΚέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜŜƪƭȅΦ 
The Doctor peered into the darkness, his keen eyes adjusting enough to differentiate the 

landscape from the sky. But bobbing between them were three bright spotlights, high above the 
ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴǎ ƻƴ ƳƛƴŜǊΩǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ 
another light appeared, and another and another. The lights grew larger and brighter, illuminating a 
shambling figure sprinting through the grass straight towards them. 

Immediately Tharby and Julreth retreated back inside the ship, leaving the Doctor alone as the 
runner covered the remaining metres, slowing to a halt before him. Now in the patch of light thrown 
out from the interior of AntoƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΦ IŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ 
once trance-ƭƛƪŜ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƴƻǿ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƛƴ ǘŜǊǊƻǊΦ ά¢ƘŜΦΦΦέ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ άǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΗέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘΣ ŦƻǊ ƘŜ ƴƻǿ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ς the 

ǎŜŀǊŎƘƭƛƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘǎΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 
hibernation enough to use their infra red scanners. He reached forward toward the Guardian to lead 
her inside. 

At that second, the whole land was lit by a series of blinding, intensely blue flashes that turned 
ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜΦ IŜǊ ōƭƛǎǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳ ǎƳƻƭŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȄǇƻǎŜŘ ǎƪƛƴ 
crinkled and fused in the vortex of strobing energy. The discharge from the chest-unit of the nearest 
Cyberman ended and darkness fell once more. 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǿΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŀƴȅ 

ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦ .ǳǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƭŀǎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
deadly rays himself he had to flee before they got in range. 
²ƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǎǘΣ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ōƻŘȅΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΦΦΦ 

  



Chapter Seven 
 
The Doctor was lucky to get inside the craft. Had anyone but Julreth been operating the airlock 

seal, he would have been left outside to face the Cybermen alone. The fact the silver giants seemed 
to have no idea who he was (presumably he was so far into the future the Cyber Race had long 
forgotten who he was, the way humanity now thought the Cybermen Cyberons) was simultaneously 
reassuring and worrying. It meant none of them had given a spare glance to the TARDIS or suspected 
that they had within their grasp a method of pillaging all time and space. It also meant he would get 
no special trŜŀǘƳŜƴǘΣ ŀ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ƻƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŜ 
occasion. But here and now he was nothing more or less than raw material conversion, just like 
everyone else. 
ά5ŜŀŘ-ƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎŜŀƭǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘe hatch on the opposite side of the 

ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƛǊ ǘƛƎƘǘΗέ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ƘƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎƭȅ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƻȄȅƎŜƴ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ 

ŦƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΗ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŎƘƻƪŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 
The Doctor fought down his temper. He needed to stay calm and more importantly stop these 

idiots panicking. Once again he regretted leaving Dara behind, and definitely not allowing Jessica 
aboard. They could have pacified the humans and ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŦƻǊ 
ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀ ǇƭŀƴΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅ ƻȄȅƎŜƴΦέ 

Antola was tempted to give him the sharp end of her tongue at his attitude. It was only the 
ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ waste any air that stopped her. She settled for glaring and wished 
that Julreth had waited until after ǎƘŜΩŘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘŜƳǇŜǊ ǘŀƴǘǊǳƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 
whole expedition was turning out to be no fun at all! 

She turned around and let out an involuntary scream as she saw a sea of blank Cyber mask 
staring at her through the forward viewscreens. It drove home just how tall the creatures were they 
could stand on the ground and still be eye level with the ship. Their bright search-lights flooded the 
ŎƻŎƪǇƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭƭȅ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀǘŜǊƛƴƎΦ 
ά/ŀƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊǎ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ tƘŜƴ ƎǊƛƳƭȅΦ 
ά9ŀǎƛƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƛƴƪŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘ. 
ά{ƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƭƻǿ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΚέ 
ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƭȅΦ 
άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜΚέ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΣ ƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŀ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ want ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ [ŜŀŘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ added, 

ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƳŜǘŀƭ ƎƛŀƴǘΦ ά.ƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ǳǇ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǿǊŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΗέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ 
ά¢ƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ άhǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛȄ 

ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜΦ 9ƛǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜΣ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅΚέ 
ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ will ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΦ 
άbƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻȄȅƎŜƴ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘΣ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ 

through the hull with ƴƻ ǊŜǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦέ 
άWǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ŘƛŜΚέ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊƎŜ ƻŦ ƘȅǇŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƭŀǘƛƴƎΦ 
ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ƻǳǊ ōƻŘƛŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΦ ά.ŜƛƴƎ ŀƭƛǾŜ ƘŜƭǇǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ 

ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ȅƻǳΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝot hours yet and I think I 
ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎǳƭŀǊ ǇƭŀƴΦΦΦ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦΦΦΦέ 

The Doctor made another adjustment with the sonic screwdriver, there was a small explosion of 
sparks and suddenly a strumming guitar could be heard throughout the whole ship. His face broke 
ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǘƻƻǘƘȅ ƎǊƛƴΦ άhƘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǘŀǊǘΦΦΦΦέ 

A wistful male voice began to boom over the hidden speakers, accompanied by the guitar. 
Oh, I want to get away! I wanna fly away, yeah, yeah, yeah! 

I want to get away! I wanna fly away, yeah, yeah, yeah! 
άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ǊŜƳƛȄΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦ 



άhƘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ƛǘ ƻŦŦΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ƎƴŀǿƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƘǳƳōƴŀƛƭΦ 
άLΩŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƛǘ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ 

lose if the Cybermen get hold of you ς imagination, beauty, music... there will never be another note 
ǊŜŎƻǊŘŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ Lǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŜƭǇǎ ƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘŜŜƪȅ 
grin to Julreth, wƘƻ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ άƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ great ǘƻ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻΗέ 

*  *  * 
The Cybermen surrounded the entire craft in a ring. They numbered over one hundred, and 

more were coming ς not just the continued trickle of fresh warriors from the shaft, but from other 
access points across the whole planet. With no oceans, level terrain and tireless pace, there were 
millions of Cybermen marching across the small artificial world straight towards this spot. 

Four Cybermen, however, were marching away from the shaft. They all helped carry the 
blackened and still-smoking corpse of the Guardian, just as the aristocrat teenagers had carried the 
CyberLeader ς albeit with no visible effort from their hydraulic muscles. They made their way into 
the shaft and disappeared into the darkness with the body. 

The other Cybermen continued to wait outside the ship, shining their lanterns straight at the hull 
as the muffled music could be heard from within thanks to the duo-quadrophonic sound system. It 
may have been music to those who sang and recorded it to, but to the assembled hoards of 
Cybermen it was nothing but incoherent, pointless noise to be ended and erased at the earliest 
opportunity. 

Like some ghastly parody of a rock concert, the silver beings stood in the meadow as the music 
played. 

*  *  * 
¢ƘŜ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ 

Cybermen placed the microwaved corpse of the Guardian into a waiting conversion chamber. 
Strapping the body into position, the figures stepped back as a metal skullcap sprouting wires and 
components descended to the shriveled head of the Guardian, letting out a menacing hum as it did 
so. Servos whirred into life, connections were made, saws and laser drills glinted dully. 
[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΗ ¢ƘŜ aƛƭƪȅ ²ŀȅΗ hǊ ŜǾŜƴ aŀǊǎΗ 

Well, they could just be ours! 
The skullcap sank into the lifeless cranium, piercing the brain and integrating it with the 

machine. Soon all four limbs were removed at the torso and replaced with prostheses, the internal 
organs either stripped out or adapted, heart, digestive tract, reproductive systems, all were scooped 
away as the skeleton reinforced with arnickleton alloy, wires and hydraulics. The humming of the 
conversion machinery faded as, with a soft crunch, the handlebars of the Cyberman helmet closed 
home into the sides of the helmet and lodged in the last organic vestiges. With the last components 
snapped into place, the bulb in the centre of the helmet began to glow with light. 
[ŜǘΩǎ ŦŀŘŜ into the sun! Let your spirit fly! 

For we are one ς just for a little fun! 
A new Cyberman hauled itself out of the tomb and surveyed the area where once a human 

woman had quietly gone mad with isolation. The newborn Cyberman did not know this, and if it had, 
ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ wŀŎŜΦ 

Oh, girl, I gotta get away! 
The three Cybermen turned and return to join their brothers on the surface, leaving the 

ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ǳƴƛǘΩǎ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎ ǘƻ ǘƛŘȅ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ŀƳǇǳǘŀǘŜd meat and spilt blood in their wake. 
*  *  * 

The atmosphere inside the ship had lightened slightly as the cheerful song did its best to lift their 
spirits. Antola was standing in a corner, running her necklace between her fingertips, lost in thought 
with a troubled expression on her face. Tharby was sitting on a flight couch, head in his hands. Phen 
was peering out through a porthole at the lights outside, now so bright the moors were illuminated 
as clear as day. Julreth was trying to help the Doctor, but was ultimately little more than moral 
support. 



Finally the ruined flight console vomited sparks and suddenly the light through the windows 
ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ƻǳǘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛƭǘŜǊ ƭŜƴǎ ƛǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ƘŜ 
explained to Julreth, referring to the systems that cut out the harmful spectrums of light 
encountered during space travel. Now it was activated, the blinding searchlights were filtered out 
and the Cybermen could clearly be seen standing outside, as still as statues. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ ōƭƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ 
ά!ǇŀǊǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŎŀƴΩǘ 

ǎŜŜ ǳǎΦέ 
ά.ƛƎ ŘŜŀƭΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ 

still have another three and a half hours of oxygen and some privacy. Now we just need to work out 
ŀ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊȅΦέ 
άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ tƘŜƴ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άIǳƴŘǊŜŘǎΗ !ƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜƳ ŀǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΗέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ L had ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǎƛƴŎŜǊŜ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƴŜǎǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƭŀǘŜǊŀƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƛǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦέ IŜ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎƭƛƪŜ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŀ ƧŜƭƭȅ ōŀōȅΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ 
/ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Φ hƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƻ 
try to flee to a British police telephone box. hƴ ǘƘŜ Řƻǿƴ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ 
shoot us down as soon as we go outside. So, ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛǾŜΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΚέ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ 
ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ per seΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ Ƙƛs confidence 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎΣ άŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ 
ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦέ 
ά[ƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΦ ά!ǎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘΚέ 
ά! ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƳŀȅōŜΚέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ 
ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ƎƛŘŘƛƭȅΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άLΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘ ǘƘŜƳΗ 

¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ a Cyberman and I Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘǊǳƴƪΣέ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘ tƘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ 
ά¢ƘƻǎŜ /ȅōŜǊ ƻǳǘŦƛǘǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ Iƻƭǎ ŀƴȅ ƎƻƻŘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōǊǳǘŀƭƭȅΦ ά!nd how would it 

help usΣ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎƘƛǇΚ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘΗέ {ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ 
ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƧŀōōŜŘ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǳǎΚέ 
άIŀƘΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΣ ƭŜŀǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƭΣ Ǉart of the reason Antola had chosen 

ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƛƳǇŜǊǎƻƴŀǘŜ ŀ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ άwǳƴ ƻǳǘΚ [ƛƪŜ you ŘƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ IƻƭǎΚ {ƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ 
alive if ȅƻǳΩŘ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΗέ 
άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊΗέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ 
ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳōōƭŜ just so you could wake 

ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇΗέ 
ά²ŀƛǘΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ς for once ς ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘΗ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƛǇΚ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΗέ 
άLǘΩǎ ƴƻ ƎƻƻŘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǎŎƻǿƭŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƻƴŜ-ǿŀȅ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ǊŜŎŀƭƭΣ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜǿ ōŀŎƪ ŀōƻŀǊŘΦέ 
άLǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƻƴ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΣ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭŜŀǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

feet and crossing over to the console. His confidence was returniƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
/ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƻŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǇƻƭŀǊƛǘȅΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘǳǊƴ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ 
transmit to receive! We can teleport ourselves outside the TARDIS and be inside before they 
ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦΦΦέ 
άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΗέ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ǿŀǎ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƴ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭȅ ƭƻǳŘ ǿŀȅΦ άMy plan is better than 

ȅƻǳǊǎΗ LΩƳ better than all of you! LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΗ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ 
me! LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ out ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǇŜǊǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŘǊƛǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ tension, his 
grief over Hols, and all the alcohol he had binge-drunk had driven him past breaking point. 



ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΣ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ǎǘƻǇ 
ǿŀǎǘƛƴƎ ƻȄȅƎŜƴΗ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ŎŀƭƳ ŘƻǿƴΦΦΦέ 
άYOU /![a 5h²bΗέ ŎŀŎƪƭŜŘ ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ƛƴǎŀƴŜƭȅΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳȄ /ȅōŜǊƻƴ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƧŀƳƳƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

at the wrong angle on his head, so it appeared the creature was permanently looking at its own 
shoulder. One armored arm flung out, knocking Antola off her feet and onto the couch Tharby had 
Ƨǳǎǘ ǾŀŎŀǘŜŘΦ IŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ŎǊȅ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΩ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ψ/ȅōŜǊƻƴΩ 
sprinted to the secondary hatch and stabbed at the controls with a gloved hand. 
ά{ǘƻǇ ƘƛƳΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ tƘŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƭate. 
There was a jolting crack as the air seal broke and the hull plates jerked apart to reveal darkness 

beyond. Julreth and the Doctor sprinted across the chamber but the disguised Tharby was already 
shambling through, his limbs shaking uncontrollably as he ran out of the ship ς if there was a less 
convincing Cyberman impression, the Doctor dreaded to think what it looked like. 

By the time he and Julreth were at the hatch, Tharby was outside, sprinting through the grass as 
the deranged giggles emerged from his helmet. In the gloom, they could see that the Cybermen 
were scattered on this particular side of the ship, and Tharby was able to weave his way through the 
first few waves of cyborgs as he headed in totally the wrong direction to the TARDIS. The Doctor saw 
some kind of scuffle break out in the darkness between silver figures, but the only noise was 
¢ƘŀǊōȅΩǎ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘΦ 
ά¢ƘŀǊōȅΣέ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘǎŎŀǇŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǿŀǎ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ƭƛǘ ōȅ ŀ ōƭǳŜ ƭightning flash. 
! ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǎƘŀǇŜ ǘƻǇǇƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎ ŀǎ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΩǎ ǇŜŀƭ ƻŦ ƛƴǎŀƴŜ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ 

long, low agonized moaning that came to a painful and drawn-out stop. Before they could see any 
more, something huge and silver loomed out of the darkness, blocking their view. The Cyberman 
stood before the hatchway, its lantern flooding the interior of the ship with an acidic white glow. The 
behemoth paused as it regarded a doorway built for normal humans ς too narrow and low for the 
silver giant to easily access. There had been more than one reason Antola had teleported the 
CyberLeader inside her ship. 

The delay as the Cyberman regarded the dimensions of the door allowed the Doctor to aim his 
sonic screwdriver through the glare at the lock. The portal began iris shut in front of the giant, but it 
managed to fling out its arms to stop the hatchway closing completely. The servo mechanisms 
whirred loudly and painfully as they fought the strength of the Cyberman, whose chest unit glowed 
brightly, turning into was a shimmering square of electric blue. The discharge slammed into the far 
wall, just missing Antola, with enough force to rock the whole ship and jolt the Cyberman back out 
from the narrowing entrance. 

The hatch closed completely with a resounding clang. 
For a moment the occupants of the ship lay where they were thrown, and the Doctor let out a 

ǎƛƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦ Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƛǊ ƻƴƭȅ ŜƳǇƘŀǎƛȊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ǎǘŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŦŦȅ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ ƻŦ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ 
ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǳǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ŎƭƻǎŜΣέ 
ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƻ tƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǎǘŜǊƴƭȅΦ ά!ƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƻǊ 
are you willing to follow my ƭŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜΚέ 

Phen whimpered and rubbed his eyes until half his face ǿŀǎ ǊŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ 
sobbed. 
άYŜŜǇ ōƭƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ ŎŀƭƳΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΣ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΦ IŜ ǇƻƪŜŘ ŀ 

ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛƎ ǳǇ ŀ 
pentallion drivŜǊ ǎǳōǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŀƭ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦΦΦέ 
άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƭǇΚέ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭȅΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ if 

ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǳǎ Řƻǿƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ hǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜƭȅ ƻƴ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΚέ 

The Doctor stopped working and turned to stare at Antola with wide, staring eyes. 
ά.ƭƛƴŘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ 

*  *  * 



The crumpled and smoldering remains of Tharby were by now plugged into a tomb opposite the 
ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƴŜǿ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ 
ǿŀȅ ŀǎ ¢ƘŀǊōȅΩǎ ŦǊŜǎƘ ōǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ŎƻǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭƻȅǎΦ 

Tharby was no longer a mock Cyberon, as what was left of his body was made two metres tall, 
eyes replaced with blank viewing lenses, mouth replaced with a rectangular slit, and the thick 
flexible tubing running up and down the body were genuine, as each movement from the silvery 
body was accompanied by faint mechanical buzzes. The completed Cyberman emerged from the 
tomb, its movements jerky and spasmodic at first but as the newborn creature strode up the shaft to 
join the Cybermen on the surface, it became smoother and suppler. 

Tharby was gone, suffering the same fate as his beloved Hols. 
*  *  * 

Despite only four people remaining in the ship and one of those not requiring the usual amount 
of oxygen, the air was getting noticeably thin and it was becoming an effort to breathe. The Doctor 
was now lying beside the body of the CyberLeader, half-ōǳǊƛŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƻƴŜƴǘǎ ƘŜΩŘ 
hauled out of the guts of the craft. The sonic screwdriver was hot from overuse in his hands as he 
fused two circuits together. 
ά¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜǾƛǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣέ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ 

moving and thinking, but it will take some time for all ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎǘƛǾŀǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
half-ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜǿƛǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
console. 
άIƻǿ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƭǇΚέ asked Julreth, sounding exhausted. 
ά¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ǎŜƴǎƻǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŎŀǇŀŎƛǘȅΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ 

ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ǎŜŎƻƴŘŀǊȅ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƻǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ utterly blind, deaf and dumb for a good, ooh, ten minutes. And the 
¢!w5L{ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƻǊ ǎƻ ŀǿŀȅΦ ²ŜΩŘ ōŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭƛȊŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ any of them start to 
see anythingΦ !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻ ŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŘŀƳŀge each 
ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΚέ tƘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘǳōƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎƛƎƘǘΣ ŀǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΣ ƘŀŘ 

returned and now seemed to have more respect for the Time Lord as a result. 
άLΩƳ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ ƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΦ ά.ǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ 

use the teleport to take us right up to the door. We should be outside for about ten seconds or so. 
²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƴƻ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƎǳŀǊŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǎŜƭŜǎǎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ 
ǎŀŦŜΦέ IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άLŦ only ¢ƘŀǊōȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΦΦΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΣέ tƘŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΚέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƳŜǘΣ tƘŜƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

thinking of something other than his own saŦŜǘȅΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ tǊŜǎǳƳŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜƻŎǊŀŎȅ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƛǾŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅΣ ǎƻ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳŜŘ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜΦέ 
άIf ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΣέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ōǊƻƻŘŜŘΦ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǇŀǘǊƻƴƛȊƛƴƎƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ 

ƴŜŜŘΦέ 
The Time Lord began to solder some more broken circuitry, causing a violent discharge of sparks. 

In the cacophony, no one noticed what was happening over at the secondary hatch that, not long 
ago, the Cybermen had struggled to break through. At first there was nothing by a faint throbbing 
sound, but then a small patch of the bulkhead changed colour, turning a dull red. The patch began to 
spread out across the hatch, becoming more vivid in colour. 
hōƭƛǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŎǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ 

Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƭƻƻŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
is ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōƛƎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴΣ ƛǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎΗέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘ ǇǊƻǘƻŎƻƭǎΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǇ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ 

ƛǎƻǘǊƻƴƛŎ ŘǊƛǾŜΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ {ƻΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀ ōƻosted 



ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƭŀǊŜ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ ǿƻǾŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƭƭΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛȊŜǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ 
ǘƘŜ ƛǎƻǘǊƻƴƛŎ ŘǊƛǾŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ƛǎƻǘǊƻƴƛŎ ōƻƳōΦΦΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿ ǳǎ ǳǇΚέ WǳƭƴŜǘƘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ 
Back at the rear of the cockpit where no one was looking, the red glow had completely engulfed 

the secondary hatch. It began to glow brighter as the faint throbbing became louder and faster. 
άbƻΣ LΩƳ not ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǳǇΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀōƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǾŜǊǘ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƻǘǊƻƴƛŎ 

radiatiƻƴ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǊŜ ǎƘƛŜƭŘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƴ 
ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƭŀǎƘΦέ 
άIƻǿ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊƪΚέ tƘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ 

to sanction a course of actƛƻƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ƛŦ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛƴ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜΦ 
άLǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭƛŜŘΣ ƘŀǳƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘ ōŀǘŎƘ ƻŦ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘ ōƻŀǊŘǎΦ ά²ƘŜƴ 

the radiation goes through the flare shielding, it is released into the atmosphere as a kind of 
electromagnetic power wave, right? That wave expands in all directions, forming a very, very 
powerful distortion field through which all sub-and-supra-beam signals cannot travel ς at least until 
the wave spreads so thin they cease to have an effect. That way all the Cybermen are blinded, and 
ǎǘŀȅ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜƴǎƻǊǎ ŘŜŎƭƻƎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ wŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŜǎǎȅΣ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ 
under ideal ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŜǊŜΦΦΦά ¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ōǊƻƪŜ ƻŦŦΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƳŜƭƭ 
something burning?έ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The others sniffed the stale atmosphere, trying to identify the scent over the stench of 
perspiration, flat alcohol and soldered components. But by now the throbbing pulse became even 
louder, and as one all four turned to see secondary airlock gleaming with ominous crimson light. 
ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ƛƴ ǘŜǊǊƻǊΦ 
άbƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά{ƻƴƛŎ ǿŀǾŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴŎȅ ƛǎ ǾƛōǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƭŜŎǳƭŀǊ 

ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊƭƻŎƪ ŀǇŀǊǘΗ LǘΩǎ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀǘƻƳ ōȅ ŀǘƻƳΗέ 
Antola ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ǾŀŎŀƴǘƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǊŜŘ ƘŀȊŜΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άaƛƴǳǘŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ 9ǾŜƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƘŀȊŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ 
άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅΚέ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ throbbing 

noise. 
ά!ōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƴǎŜǊǾŀǘƛǾŜ ŜǎǘƛƳŀǘŜΣ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿΦ IŜΩŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ 

ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΦ 
Assuming that undergoing transfer wouldƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦŀǘŀƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ 
ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇΦ Iƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜƭƛŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƎŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳƛǎŎŀƭŎǳƭŀǘŜŘ 
and now he had until the structure of the airlock gave way before everyone in the ship was executed 
and their bodies taken for Cyber conversion. 
!ǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊƭƻŎƪ ōƭŀȊŜŘ ŀ ŘŀȊȊƭƛƴƎ ǇƛƴƪΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƴǳƳōƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ 

prophecy seemed to be coming true... 
  



Chapter Eight 
 
Antola was haughty, opinionated, determined and quite possibly criminally insane. But the one 

ǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƻǿΦ {ƘŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ 
ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƭǎŀǘƛƴƎ 
airlock. 
ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ we can ŘƻΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƳƛƴŘ ǊŀŎƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 

ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘƎǳƴƴŜŘΗέ 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƻǊǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǇƭŀƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 

engines? Blind them and we might ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΗέ 
ά{ƘŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ tƘŜƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ 
ά{ƻ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƳŀǊǾŜƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ-

ǳƴŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎΦ άtƘŜƴΗ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΗ hǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ 
manipulating controls frantically. The brother and sister dived across the cockpit to help, leaving 
Antola to stare at the airlock, which had now disappeared in the angry white glow which was now 
flaring and flickering with blue. 

With a kick, the Doctor opened the inspection panel, his hands continuing to operate the 
ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦ άWǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƛǇ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ǿƛǊŜǎ ς every last one! Phen, 
ǇǊŜǎǎ Řƻǿƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƻǳǘΗέ 

The pair did so while the Doctor fired his sonic screwdriver at the console. Between the three of 
them they were destroying all the failsafe and backup systems while simultaneously demanding far 
ƳƻǊŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŀƭƭ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŜŜŘōŀŎƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊ ŀ 
meltdown, and the energy released channeled into a proton glare. The problem, just like with the 
teleport, was time: to build up a proper meltdown would at least require fifteen minutes. Under 
ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎǳǊƎŜΦ .ǳǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎΣ ŦƻǊ ƻƴce, right. There was 
nothing else. 

Antola covered her eyes from the glare as the white glow intensified and then seemed to dim ς 
the airlock was gone, and through the flaring white-blue glow she could make out a dark square with 
silver shapes standing there, holding some kind of battering-ram-type device. The silver shapes 
ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭŀǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƛƳƳƛƴƎΦ ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƛƭŜŘΦ 

The Doctor ripped up a side panel, gritting in pain as he bent back a fingernail in the process. 
άLΩƳ ōǳǎȅΗέ ƘŜ ǊƻŀǊŜŘΦ IŜ ŦƭǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǇƭǳƴƎŜǊǎ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘΦ hƴŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǿŀȅΣ 
then another, and a slowly-ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǿƘƛƴŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀǳŘƛōƭŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǿƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ǎƻƴƛŎ 
lance. 

Julreth looked up to see the huge square gap that had appeared where the airlock used to be, 
and gasped as, through the pearl-coloured blur of light, she saw a Cyberman standing there, ready to 
ǿŀƭƪ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƎƛŀƴǘΦ ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ōƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎΗέ ǎƘŜ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΦ 

The Doctor was studying the ǿƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴŜƭΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘΣ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘΗέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ 
ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ǳǇ ƻǊ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛƴŜ 
from the engines was louder now, but not the ear-piercing scream the Doctor was hoping for. 
ά5ƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΗέ tƘŜƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛƭƪȅ Ǝƭƻǿ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

Cybermen grew paler and thinner. Even as they watched the swirl of light dispersed completely. 
The Time Lord followed his gaze as the Cybermen lowered their sonic lance and the lead 

Cyberman waited beyond the breach, a pause for the atomic structure of the edges to settle after 
the bombardment. All four occupants stared out at the Cyberman as it waited. Seconds passed. 

The Cyberman lifted one metal foot over the threshold. 
The Doctor jammed home the final plunger. 
As the Cyberman stepped foot into the ship, the very material of the craft turned incandescent 

and its engines screamed in pain. The walls seemed to concertina in and out around a rippling floor, 
and there were two Doctors gripping onto no fewer than three flight consoles.  



It was as if reality was dissolving, blown around by unseen winds and reassembled in disturbing 
new patterns. The entire ship seemed to crack and peel away until there was nothing but swirling, 
blurred chaos racing away in all directions. The Cyberman in the doorway seemed to shift and 
distort, lengthening and shrinking, colours shifting through every spectral possibility. The distorted 
Cyberman flung up its arms of ever-changing length and toppled backwards through the hull breach. 

The Doctor, Phen, Julreth and Antola struggled to keep their balance as the proton glare made 
the ship dip and sway and blurred ς the same insanity seeming to distort even their own bodies. The 
teenagers were all wide-eyed and afraid, but the Doctor knew this maelstrom was only a fraction of 
ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘƻǇŜŘ ŦƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƻǎ ǘƻ ƭŀǎǘ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ 

At that moment it stopped ς as abruptly as it had begun. 
The Doctor let out a controlled sigh of frustration, knowing the proton glare was already 

dispersing. Leaping to his feet, the Time Lord jumped over the sprawled body of the CyberLeader 
and peered out the hull breach. The intruder Cyberman had fallen and knocked over its companions 
like skittles, and the others were stumbling around helplessly, senses askew. 
Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻƳōŀǊŘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƻǳǊ ƘŀŘ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊƛƭȅ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ 

the Cybermen into a blank red void with no light or sound or feeling. Their internal gyroscopes spun 
out of control as their computerized brains were told a million conflicting facts as the landscape 
became unstable and vanished into crimson nothingness. 
άvǳƛŎƪƭȅΗέ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀƛǊƭƻŎƪΣ ŀƛƳƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊ ŀǘ 

tƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǇŀƴŜƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƻΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦŀŘƛƴƎΗ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ Ǌǳƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{Ηέ 
he shouted over his shoulder as the airlock irised open. Phen and Julreth were scrambling to their 
ŦŜŜǘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǿ ƻǊ ƴŜǾŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ out the open gap. 

There were at least a hundred Cybermen between them and the reassuringly blue shape of his 
home. And those hundred or more Cybermen were staggering and reeling, their movements slow 
and clumsy, and quite a few had collapsed. Running the gauntlet through those things was risking 
having bones shattered by those uncontrollable jerking limbs, or maybe even being ripped apart. But 
that was a risk. Staying in the ship made death a certainty. 

Without another word he hurled himself down the ramp and into the grass. He heard feet 
trampling down the ramp behind him, the only way to tell if the others had followed him ς and he 
ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻŀǊ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ 

And then he was in the midst of a mob of convulsing Cybermen, and there was no further time 
to worry about his new comrades in adversity... 

*  *  * 
The journey to the TARDIS was the textbook definition of a nightmare. The Doctor was running 

for his life through an undulating maze of Cybermen, writhing in confusion so their searchlights 
flipped and spun, dazzling the Doctor one moment and leaving him in pitch darkness the next. No 
two Cybermen seemed to be reacting the same ς some were gripping the handles of their helmets 
as if trying to pull their heads off their shoulders, others were jerking with violent spasms on the 
spot, while others stumbled and crashed into each other, reaching out with their arms. But far worse 
were the ones that seemed rooted to the spot, but whose heads swiveled to watch him as they 
passed. It was clear that those Cybermen had full-function of their hearing and were trying to follow 
him via sound, but they were more disconcerting than the ones flailing around blindly, scrabbling at 
thin air. 

The Doctor was continually forced to dive, duck, jump, sprint and skid to a halt and the irregular 
exercise was twice as tiring as a straight forward run. He seemed to have been in this demented 
obstacle course for hours but could only have been minutes, and with every second that passed the 
proton glare faded further and the Cybermen were able to better recalibrate their senses. By now 
the Cybermen were almost all aware their prey were attempting to escape, and it was only a matter 
of time before they could be seen clearly. 

Once that happened it would be seconds before they were all dead. 



Finally the Doctor managed to break free of the main group of Cybermen. Ahead the silver giants 
were scattered and, thankfully, still mostly effected by the proton care. The reassuring shape of the 
TARDIS was less than twenty metǊŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƻŦ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǎǘŜŀƭǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΦ 

The Doctor reached the doors of the TARDIS, jammed his key into the lock and opened his time 
machine. He turned to see Phen shambling the last few steps towards him. Behind him where the 
dancing firefly lights of the convulsing Cybermen as they surrounded the ship. The Doctor looked for 
Antola and Julreth... and realized there was no sign of them. Theȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƳƻōΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΚέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ 
Phen whirled around and scanned the tide of Cybermen. No sign of either of them. Then he 

looked at the ramp of the ship and saw two figures at the front of the army, unable to move 
ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘΗέ tƘŜƴ ƎǊŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΗέ 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άbƻǘ ƻƴ ŦƻƻǘΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦΦΦέ 
He was intending to use the TARDIS to try and sŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƻΣ ōǳǘ tƘŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

IŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘΩǎ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ-disoriented 
/ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΦ άLΩƳ not ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣέ tƘŜƴ ǾƻǿŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

It was the last thing he ever said. 
! ƴŜŀǊōȅ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƘŜŀǊŘ tƘŜƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ 

twisted and fired the lasers from its chest unit in the direction of the running human. A moment 
ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ tƘŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ōƭǳŜ Ŧƭŀǎh of energy. 

For a moment, Phen kept running and the Doctor desperately hoped the teenager had managed 
to avoid the blast ς but after only three paces, he stumbled to a halt. Smoke began to pour from the 
openings in his clothes. In a matter of seconds he crashed backwards into the grass. His hair 
shriveled as if burnt by invisible blames, and the skin of his contorted, twisted face was blackening ς 
a searing contrast to his eyes, which had turned a blank white. 

The Cyberman that had killed Phen lifted its helmet to stare expressionlessly at the Doctor, then 
bent over the corpse and lifted it up, taking it away to be converted as the other Cybermen nearby 
began to lurch towards the Time Lord, their movements getting more coordinated with every second 
that passed. Beyond them, the Doctor could see Cybermen scrambling up the ramp and into the 
ship. Through the airlock came the rattling of laser units being fired again and again. 

The Doctor knew there was nothing left for him here. Phen, Julreth and Antola were beyond his 
help now ς ōŜȅƻƴŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƘŜƭǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƻŘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳȅ ƻŦ 
Cyberman closing in remorselessly on him and the TARDIS. 

Self-preservation kicked in and he turned and dived through doors, slamming them shut behind 
him. 

*  *  * 
The Doctor burst into the TARDIS console room, diving at the console and throwing his weight 

against the door control in one move. The low moaning wind, the cold and the Cybermen were all 
finally shut out. The Doctor slumped to the floor slowly as the exhaustion struck him after the siege. 
He was the last one, the only survivor, he realized blearily. Hols, the Guardian, Tharby, Phen and 
ǇƻƻǊΣ ǇƻƻǊ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΦΦΦ ŀƭƭ ŘŜŀŘΦ [ƛǾŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƎǳƴΣ ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭ 
lining of Cyberman armor. 
IŜΩŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘΦΦΦ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ŘƻƴŜ Ƙƛǎ 

ōŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŘǊŀǿƴ ŀ Ǝǳƴ όǘƘŜ 
thought of him with a gun was so ridiculous that, even now, slumped under the console and on the 
ǾŜǊƎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŜŀƪ ƭŀǳƎƘύ ŀƴŘ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƛǇΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
have worked. Antola would have become more determined than ever to get here, to wake up her 
Cyberons. At least this way the rest of the galaxy had a fighting chance to stamp out the Cybermen 
once and for all. 
! ōƭŀŎƪ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊŎƭƻǳŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 



! ǘǊǳƭȅ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŀŘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ς if the message 
got through... She, Hols and Tharby had been all day on this nameless planet, setting up that prank. 
What if Antola had sabotaged the transmitter somehow? Had the alert signal traveled further than 
the living quarters? Did anyone know about what was happening here? 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƴ ƻǇǘƛƳƛǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦŜŀǘǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 

the last few hours made him more cynical than he had been in centuries. If he was right (and how 
ŘŜŀǊƭȅ ƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘύ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ the rest of humanity was in blissful ignorance the 
Cybermen were awake. Only he knew the awful truth. Him alone. 

The Time Lord sagged against the pedestal of the console. Alone. IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 
this isolated before. He reflected bitterly he had turned aside Dara and Jessica for solitude and now 
he had it in abundance. The bitterness galvanized him. He alone knew of the Cyber threat, which 
made the responsibility his. He would alert the theocracy. The despair returned ς he had no proof, 
no evidence they were awake... He remembered the information bubble in his pocket. That evidence 
could just as easily convict him of being the one who woke the Cybermen up. He shrugged. He was 
the ultimate escape artist. Getting out cells and dungeons would be a breeze after today. 

Some confidence slightly returned, the Doctor grabbed the console edge and hauled himself to 
his feet. He twisted a handle on the console and the shield rolled back, revealing the blank face of a 
Cyberman. Behind it were many more, surrounding the TARDIS. There was no trace of the 
ŘƛǎƻǊƛŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭŀƴƪ ŜȅŜ ƘƻƭŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊ ǘŜŀǊŘǊƻǇǎ 
seemed to stare into the control room, and three metal fingers reached out as if to tap the windows.  

The Doctor fiddled with the console controls that made up the dematerialization sequence, 
throwing the switches that give the Cyber Race a sudden sharp demonstration of Gallifreyan 
temporal mechanics. He glanced up at the huge shapes on the scanner and his lips curled in 
contempt. 
ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άbƻǘ today.έ 

*  *  * 
The first faint streaks of dawn were breaking over the horizon. The TARDIS stood in the tall grass, 

surrounded a ring of thirty Cybermen, and beyond the ring countless more, some busy examining 
ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ŎǊƛǇǇƭŜŘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŎǊŀŦǘΦ ¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ƎǳŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ǎƘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴǎ 
at the police box, bleaching the colour of its tattered paintwork. The only noise was the faint 
humming coming from behind the wooden walls of the box. Had anyone listened to them they might 
have heard a voice challenge the Cybermen: 
ά/ŀǘŎƘ ƳŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΗέ 
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳǇ ŀǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ōƻȄΩǎ ǎǘŀŎƪŜŘ ǊƻƻŦ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŦƭŀǎƘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻŎƪŜǊȅ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ƘŜƭƳŜǘ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƭƛƎƘǘǎΦ CǊƻƳ ŘŜep within the TARDIS came a strange, mechanical, 
wheezing and groaning sound, rising and falling in time with the flashing lamp, shattering the silence 
of the dark. The police box bleached even further, losing colour and substance until it shimmered 
into translucency, then transparency. The Cybermen did not react in any way, even as they became 
visible through the ghostly shape of the police box, which grew fainter and fainter until it had 
disappeared completely. For a moment the light continued to flash in the air, but that faded too. The 
noise echoed and died away, leaving silence. 

The grass it had been flattening slowly began to straighten up. In a few minutes there was no 
evidence it had ever been there at all. The ring of Cybermen did not move, staring at the spot the 
time machine had stood as if they could not comprehend its disappearance ς or perhaps they were 
expecting it to reappear. Hours passed, and while the other Cybermen began to disassemble the 
abandoned spacecraft nearby, the ring of Cybermen remained exactly where they stood, immobile 
as statues. 

Perhaps it was coincidence that one of those Cybermen was mere hours ago a woman known as 
ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΦΦΦ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ 

*  *  * 



Even as the TARDIS was vanishing from the Cyberman-infested grasslands of their tomb world, it 
was re-materializing several hundred million miles in high orbit. The shriek of its engines was silent 
in the vacuum as it slid back into reality. Inside, the Doctor watched the time rotor sink into the 
console once more, then turned his attention to the scanner: the expressionless masks of the 
ǇƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊƪȅ ǎǇƘŜǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦ 
¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƻǊ ŎŀƴƴƛōŀƭƛȊŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ōǳƛƭŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻwn 

ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΩǎ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ŎŀǇǎǳƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
take the Cybermen some time ς at least a couple of days. That gave the Doctor a couple of days 
grace to contact the theocracy while the Cybermen were contained on their world. 

Where to start though? He turned to the data bank and was about to read up on this particular 
time period when he noticed a winking light on the next control panel. He crossed to the light, 
frowned as he remembered what it signified and then looked up at the scanner. Beyond the planet, 
barely visible in the glare of the rising sun, was a triangular formation of lights inching closer and 
larger. 

The Time Lord adjusted the scanner and the image zoomed in on the fleet of ships ς they were 
ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ŀǎ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ ōǳǘ ŦŀǊ ƭŜǎǎ ŀŜǎǘƘŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǇƭŜŀǎƛƴƎΣ ŦŀǊ ƭŀǊƎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛǎǘƭƛƴƎ 
with weapons. Beyond the flotilla, the Doctor could make out more lights from another battle fleet. 

Antola ƘŀŘƴΩǘ wrecked the signal. It had got through, and it was believed. 
¢ƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊŀŎŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƛǘǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǘƻ 

do what was necessary to stop the Cybermen, even after 253 years. Even the Doctor would be hard-
pressed to maintain a five minute alert after that long. He watched proudly as the fleets hurtled 
towards the planet. At their current speed they would be around the planet by midday. It struck him 
ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘe 
others to wait that long for help. On the bright side, there was no way the Cybermen could flee the 
planet in so short a time, and with this particular point in time about to descend into a warzone, it 
was time to leave. 

The Time Lord returned to the console and began to set coordinates for his next destination, a 
deliberately-chosen landing site this time. He had decided he was sick of being lonely. Turning down 
companions was one thing, deliberately leaving himself miserable and isolated was another. He had 
traveled before with no one else in the TARDIS, and he could do so again. Permanently this time, he 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜŘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƛǎƭŀƴŘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ still make friends, help 
people, change things for the better. 

He remembered Julreth, the frightened, meek little girl who had saved his life and believed what 
ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ tƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎƭȅ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ 
his friends could be saved. The Guardian, who had managed to break from her fugue state to warn 
the others. Tharby whose love for Hols had given him such courage. 
¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΦ Cŀǘŀƭ ƻƴŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΥ ǘƘŜȅ were children. And what 

we adults but children who had learned from their mistakes. It waǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƎŜŘȅ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
save them, but he had definitely been right to try. The rude, disbelieving arrogant teenagers had 
banded together, fought for survival beyond their own, achieving in one night so much more than 
any Cybermen could. 

The Doctor activates the temporal drives and the TARDIS slipped into the time space vortex, 
ŀƛƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ŀǎŀōƭŀƴŎŀ .ŀǊ ƛƴ мфппΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭƻǿ 
him a nice place to chill out and relax, acclimatize to his newfound ǎƻƭƻ ƭƛŦŜǎǘȅƭŜΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
see how his old friend Hubert Laroche was getting on... 
!ǎ ǘƘŜ ¢!w5L{ ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎ ǘǊǳƳǇŜǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴŜǎǎΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŜȅŜ 

ƘŜ ǎŀǿ tƘŜƴΩǎ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ ŎƻǊǇǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ ǎǘƻǊƳƛƴƎ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǊ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΦ CƛǾŜ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŀƳŜǎ 
would ultimately just disappear ς would their friends and families connect their disappearance with 
the abandoned ship and the revival of the Cybermen? Would it remain a baffling disappearance? 



Only the Doctor knew what had really happened to the group, how their final hours had unfolded. 
hŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦŜƭǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǳǊƛǘȅ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ died. 
²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ 

companions to certain death? the Doctor wondered, before the traditional answer came to him: you 
Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ōŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƎŜǘ ōƭƛƴŘ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ 
mortal danger. 
¸ŜǎΦ IŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ŘǊǳƴƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŎƻƳƳƛǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΣ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ŀǎŀōƭŀƴŎŀ ōŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ 

even the most spiteful and selfish of children could become a brave and compassionate adult. 
The Doctor remembered Antola. 
Well, he thought sadly. Maybe not all children. 

  



Epilogue 
 
Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ ƪƛƴŘƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴŘŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΩǎ ōǊƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛǾŜ ƭƛŦŜΦ 
As the Doctor and Phen sprinted out the airlock and down the ramp, Julreth spared one last 

glance at the ruined ship ς the fried controls, the body of the CyberLeader, the gaping hull breach... 
and she saw Antola, sprawled on the ground, struggling to get back to her feet, her fingernails 
scrabbling on the smooth floor. It would have been easy for JulreǘƘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 

As the infinitely precious seconds ticked away, Julreth retreated into the ship, ran over to Antola 
and grabbed her shoulders, heaving her companion to her feet. They had neither the time nor the 
breath to exchange worŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ƻǊ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ 
scrambled across the listing deck towards the airlock. 

But the delay was fatal. The interference flooding the senses of the Cybermen had dimmed 
already, just enough for them to realize two unconverted animals were walking out of the ship and 
down the ramp towards them. The Cybermen lurched and spun until they were vaguely facing the 
ship, their useless searchlights sweeping left and right. 

The two teenagers froze in terror as the half-blinded Cybermen lumbered before them. 
Ahead, in the distance, there was a blue flash like lightening as a Cyberman fired its chest unit 

and a body was heard falling into the grass. The Doctor and Phen had not got far enough, it seemed. 
And as the Cybermen angled their masks to stare blindly in the direction of Antola and Julreth, they 
both knew in their bones that they were the only ones left. 

The interference continued to clear and the nearest Cyberman took an unsteady lurch towards 
the pair, reaching oǳǘ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ 
up the ramp towards the ship. Julreth struggled to keep up. A wave of Cybermen, pawing the air, 
lurched closer and closer, the ramp sagging and buckling under their weight. 

Antola was closer to the ship, with Julreth in front of her as the steel hands slashed drunkenly, 
trying to grab hold of the girls and drag them back. The tide of Cybermen grew closer and blunt 
metal fingers swept at her shoulder, trying to get a purchase. !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ 
trying to think of a solution. But she needed time, and she needed space, so she had to buy herself 
both. 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴ 

struggled through tƘŜƛǊ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǇǘƘ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǎŜƛȊŜ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ 
themselves to use their weapons, as if the light pouring from the airlock was dazzling them further. 

This was it. No other chance would ever offer itself.  
Antola ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ WǳƭǊŜǘƘΩǎ 

shoulder and wrenched it back and around. Julreth spun in a circle, surprise etched on her face, and 
then fell backwards in the clawing hands of the Cybermen. The distraction was enough for Antola to 
turn and flee up the ramp and into her crippled space craft. 

For a long moment, there was stillness as Julreth stared in disbelief at the fleeing Antola. The 
Cybermen stared with their sightless eyes in the same direction, as if they too were surprised at this 
action. Were they, on some level, disgusted by the cowardice? Impressed at the ruthless logic? Or 
just waiting for the senses to completely return? 

Either way, in moments, the three Cybermen who had caught Julreth were moving away from 
the ship and carrying the terrified Antola back towards the tombs for her own conversion. Another 
Cyberman was ahead of them, dragging the blackened corpse of Phen with it. In a few minutes, two 
new Cybermen would be born into the world ς one from a living being and one from a corpse. 

The rest of the Cybermen, now fully-aware, concentrated on the ship and the final remaining 
human. 

*  *  * 
!ƴǘƻƭŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŀƳōƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƛƴǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇΦ 

Her hand smacked the door control and the airlock hatch swirled shut... only for the leading 
Cyberman to manage to jam itself in the gap before the gap was closed. Its hydraulic muscles flexed, 



fighting against the hatch mechanisms. Antola could already hear the limitless other Cybermen 
helping it wrench the airlock apart. 

It was then she remembered the Cybermen already had destroyed the secondary hatch. She 
whirled around to see a swarm of Cybermen lumbering through the hull breach, turning one by one 
to face her. They wŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǊȅƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΦ 

Antola ignored the Cybermen already in her ship, she ignored the Cybermen fighting to gain 
entrance, and she ignored the body of Cy the CyberLeader lying at her feet. She turned to the ruins 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƴǎƻƭŜΣ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŀōƭŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎŀōƻǘŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǇŀƛǊ 
attempts. Her eyes ran over the few undamaged controls. There had to be something there that 
could help her, some bargaining chip that could save her. Because there had to be. Because 
otherwise she was dead. 

Because otherwise she was worse than dead. 
Trying to concentrate over the heavy metal tread of the approaching Cybermen and the scream 

of the airlock servos as they fought a losing battle against the intruders, Antola scanned the controls. 
A small square hatch caught her eye and she desperately flipped it up to see the small red control 
underneath. It was marked AUTOMATIC SECURITY PROTOCOL ς EMERGENCY USE ONLY in large, 
magnetic letters. 

Antola pressed it before she even registered what the label read. 
A loud, harsh mechanical whining noise began. Antola whirled around to see what her last, 

desperate gamble had won her ς ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ 
options. 

The airlock had finally given up the ghost. Cybermen were silently easing themselves through the 
low, narrow gap and joining those present. The others were standing, staring at her with their black 
eye holes, their searchlights bobbing uselessly. None of them made any approach. 
¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǳƴŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƛƴ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ǇǊƻǘƻŎƻƭ ǿŀǎ 

to protect the pilot and/or owner should the ship be either boarded or holed. The area around the 
controls was covered by an impenetrable force wall to keep out pirates or hard vacuum, protecting 
all the vital control systems. Of course, that meant that the air inside the field would run out, but 
Antola was confident there was an emergency oxygen supply at the base of the console. As she 
turned to iƴǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀΣ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ǳƴƛǘǎ ŀƭƭ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƎƭƻǿΦΦΦ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎŜǊǎ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ǘƘŜ 
force wall in mid air, spreading blue tendrils of power in a brief, blinding wall between her and her 
assailants. 

Was it her imagination or was the whine of the force wall now very strained? Come to think of it, 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ƛƴŦƭƛŎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ 
emergency system would be... especially with the Cybermen trying to break through... 

Antola shrugged off the thoughts. It would last for a while, certainly long enough to hold the 
Cybermen at bay until the theocracy forces arrived and rescued her. Let the Cybermen do whatever 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀƭǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀll. She felt a 
wave of smugness wash over her. In just a few hours the Cybermen would be dealt with and she 
would be safe and sound, this nightmare behind her. No, why should she leave it behind when she 
could use it? 

Adrenaline surged through her at the thought. Yes, it would be her miraculous tale of survival ς 
fighting against the odds and the endless hoards of Cybermen using only her wits! Yes, her wits! Was 
it not her who came up with the idea of detonating the engines early rather than face certain death? 
And the fact she was alive when the others were dead, surely that was proof of her survival skills? 
Yes, she and she alone had survived while the rest panicked, floundered and died. And why was she 
here? Why were the Cybermen awake and alive? 

The Doctor, she decided. After all, who was left to contradict her story? Yes, she decided. She 
and the others had been lured here by that strange and insane reactionary, some working class oik 
determined to throw aside the status quo ς probably one of the ones who kept arguing that 
άǘƘŜƻŎǊŀŎȅέ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ ¸ŜǎΣ the Doctor awoke 



the Cybermen as his own private army, and Antola had at great personal risk set off the warning. She 
began to think out a scenario where her selflessness trying to sneak into the complex left the others 
alone to perish at the hands of the Cybermen and finally join their ranks. She would be the hero who 
single-handedly saved the cosmos, and her compatriots would either totally forgotten or 
remembered as the worthless scum they were. 
hƴƭȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘΦ Lǘ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΣ !ƴǘƻƭŀΣ ǿŀǎ better than 

absolutely everyone else... 
Her self-aggrandizement was interrupted by the straining howl of the force field as it struggled 

to hold back dozens of Cybermen firing simultaneously. Antola was not concerned. Her ship was 
expensive for a reason, and no amount of firepower would break through. The troops were probably 
already landing... 

Antola rocked on her feet unsteadily. Suddenly the field screech was so loud, the thumping of 
her heart threatening to shatter her ribcage, the roar of the air into her lungs deafening. Yes. Air. 
She realized the air sealed in with her was starting to run out. No wonder she was starting to get 
ŘƛȊȊȅΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻȄȅƎŜƴ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ȅŜǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŎƻƭŘŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 
more dramatic to be found unconscious or wide awake by the rescue teams. Either could change the 
whole emphasis of her soon-to-be-infamous-and-award-winning experience... 

Antola turned to look at the flight console. 
¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƻǘΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘǎ ǘǊŀƴǎǇŀǊŜƴǘ ŦŀŎŜ 

plate. The translucent red dome of its head was glowing with inner light, its internal veins throbbing 
and pulsing with energy. The greatest of all Cybermen was once again alive, its neural cores having 
Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǊŜǇŀƛǊŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘǎ ŀǘ ǎŀōƻǘŀƎŜΦ 

Antola stared up at the giant Cyberman, unable to comprehend what she was seeing. She saw 
herself reflected in the ruby ocular circuits wired up to the skull inside the helmet ς her reflection 
stared back in open-mouthed helplessness. She could hear the whining of the force field grow 
pained and sluggish. 

Antola had nowhere to run, nothing to offer, no one else to sacrifice. 
She was all alone. More alone than she ever had been. On a world of cybernetic ghouls after her 

flesh. 
YŜŜƴ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊ ǊƻǎŜ ǳǇ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ !ƴǘƻƭŀ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

how the life of Antola Jaloosku came to its end ς where were all her adoring, sycophantic fans? Her 
ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜΣ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΚ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘƛŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƛŎǘƛƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
an audience to appreciate the pathos of her passing! She was important! She mattered! She was 
better than this! That was why her survival outweighed all the others dying! Not even Antola could 
ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ WǳƭǊŜǘƘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΦΦΦ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜ ƛƴ 
that? 

There was no justice, she realized, and now death awaited her. Death of body, death of spirit, 
and the knowledge her remains would be tinned and forged into just another Cyberman, totally 
unaware of the genius and nobility that had spawned it. 
¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊΦ 
The thought filled her oxygen-starved brain as the CyberLeader drew closer, and closer, seeming 

ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿ ƎƛƎŀƴǘƛŎΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǇŜŜǊ ǳǇ ƛǘǎ ƳŜǘŀƭƭƛŎ ƘƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ 
grinned down at her through its transparent cage. The CyberLeader had no in-built weaponry; it was 
ōǳƛƭǘ ŦƻǊ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎȅΣ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳōŀǘΦ Lǘǎ ǎǘŜŜƭ ƭƛƳōǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΩǎΦ 

The cold metal gauntlets slipped with surprising gentleness around her shoulders, sliding and 
locking into place, and slowly began to tighten. Antola barely noticed as she stared, entranced, into 
the two faces of the creature about to end her life. 
¢ƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ άMY LEGIONS ARE AWAKE,έ ƛǘ ōƻƻƳŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǾƛōǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŎƘƻǊŘ ǎƻ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ƛƴ !ƴǘƻƭŀΩǎ ƭǳƴƎǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜΦ άTHE UNIVERSE THAT IS KNOWN DIES TONIGHT.έ 
The grip tightened until the bones in her shoulders began to buckle under the pressure. Antola 

registered the force wall spluttering and finally dying, and four Cybermen striding into the exposed 



area to aid their Leader. Suddenly Antola found a wild hope, that if she stayed alive for a few more 
minutes, just a few more seconds, the rescue crews might reach her in time. She struggled against 
the crushing force with all the strength she could muster ς kicking, punching, biting, clawing ς but 
ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƻȄȅƎŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǿƛǊƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ ōǊƻƪŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ 

ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΦ IŜǊ ōƻƴŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊƛƴŘƛƴƎΣ ǎǇƭƛƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ /ȅōŜǊ[ŜŀŘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊƛǇ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 
the ruined console with enough pressure to bend her spine in two. 

It was only when there was blood in her mouth and when her dimming vision was filled with a 
sea of Cyber helmets that she began to realize that she was slipping away from life. When she 
awoke, she would no longer be Antola Jaloosku, or anyone. She would never know the stranger she 
was to become, just as the Cyberman would never remember who she was now. 

The ruins of her cockpit and all the Cybermen contained within blurred and faded, and only the 
CyberLeader lingered on in the cloudy darkness, as if it was clutching at her, stopping her from 
ǎƭƛŘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦΦΦ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎΦΦΦ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭŘ /ȅΦΦΦ 

...it had been a brilliant party until the Doctor ruined everything... 

...it was all the 5ƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ fault... 
ΦΦΦŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ know who she was?... 
Everything went black and then there was nothing.  

*  *  * 
¢ƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƻǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ǳƴƛǘ ǎƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘŀƭǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƭ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ǇǳǊƎŜŘ 

from it to impede the logical functions, all remnants of the original personally burnt out and wiped. 
The newest Cyberman rose from the sepulchre and joined its silent fellows. 

The latest convert turned its empty gaze around the tombs, and then joined the other Cybermen 
in defense of their world against the theocracy. The humans were not really enemy, just subjects 
that could be saved from organic mentality. They would escape this hive somehow, and then stalk 
the streets of other planets and cultures, hunting down those who walked in the open. They would 
be converted and join the Cybermen in breaking down doors to finish off the families who huddled 
and the children who cowered. 

The superior Cyber Race would logically defeat the imminent invaders and survive. Their armies 
were ready to march, to seek, locate, retrieve and convert for centuries, even millennia until there 
were no more worlds to conquer, races to convert or technologies to assimilate. 

And the Cyberman that had once been Antola would aide the cause for the rest of its unnatural 
life, for like all Cybermen, it knew no other truth. 
bƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ /ȅōŜǊƳŜƴΦ 

  



 


