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I

n the cave beneath the mountain, the thing in the
armour sat on its throne and thought. It thought
about conquest and death, about times past. It so
missed the never-ending war. The red sparks that were
its eyes burned into the stone wall before it, the sole,
scant source of light in the entire chamber. This was
meant to be just like then, but… Things were not going
as planned, not at all. First the targets had escaped, and
now this female asking questions… No matter. They
were too good at this for them to ever fail after all. It
would be just like the good old days. They only had to
move up their schedule.
Their timing couldn’t have been better. The Earthers
were beginning their new Millennium. A suitably
momentous start to the age of the Cessatrons.
It lazily waved a gauntleted claw and a foot soldier
snapped to attention. ‘Commander?’
‘Bring me the prisoner. The one called Bishop.’
Looking out at his son’s garden through glass
conservatory doors, Alistair Gordon LethbridgeStewart CBE, retired, sat in his armchair and thought.
What he was thinking about was a source of
speculation amongst those nearest and dearest to him.
Their big money was on his past, on adventures and
derring-do, and men who went by titles instead of
names. The other hot contenders were his
grandchildren, children, and dear wife Doris, the
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substantial extended family he found himself with over
the last decade. Since it was mostly said family doing
the speculating, they hoped this didn’t mean they
overestimated their importance. Alistair certainly gave
no indication that they might have been.
Of the topics considered to be no-hopers, current
events were high on the list. Indeed, the world today
seemed to be of no interest to Alistair. He appeared
content to let it fly by as he sat in that chair, and that
detachment occupied far too much of his time lately.
For a man who had always been at the centre of things,
nationwide, worldwide, sometimes even wider, to then
just plant himself outside of it all… That was worrying.
At least, that was the opinion of Albert Wilson, no title,
not retired.
Now, he’d be the first to admit to being no expert
on his father. Far too much of their lives had been spent
apart to say that. Ever since he’d got back into contact
with Alistair though, ever since he’d reintroduced him
to his mother and their romance had rekindled, Albert
had made an effort to be a part of his life, to not let the
man who he’d grown up hearing stories about ever be
a stranger again. It had been a bizarre ten years, of
course; the wedding alone was motion picture worthy,
but then with the circles his father moved in that was
pretty much inevitable. Regardless, Albert had seen his
father in good times and bad since their first
wonderfully awkward meeting, and he’d like to think
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that he, well… knew him now, better than most
anyway. He knew his father shouldn’t be like this.
It wasn’t a permanent state, of course. They weren’t
together 24/7, and sometimes their visits retained that
warmth, that twinkle that his father had down to a fine
art. It was when one stayed with the other that Albert
would notice the reticence, like the rest was only a short
reprieve. When he’d asked about why, Albert had only
ever received vague complaints, and a general feeling
of… What? Guilt? His father had never been an
emotional man, he knew that much, but him being so
withdrawn was new. Alistair only really brightened up
when his grandchildren were about, hanging off his
every word as he told another spine chilling tale; or
when his old army friends invited him for a drink and
catch-up. Albert had noted that these two events shared
a common link: reminiscing. It seemed his father was
only ever happy, really happy, when he was swapping
stories about his career, telling tales of the Brigadier
that had saved the world again and again. He was only
happy in the past. Albert was sure that couldn’t be a
good thing.
It had been going on for a while now too. Ever since
they’d had that scare, when his ‘retirement’ had been
interrupted yet again and he’d nearly died facing down
what could only be described as a demon, as far as
Albert could gather. He could distinctly remember
when his father had first stayed with them after that,
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how he’d watch from the doorway as Alistair sat in
that chair for so long and stayed so quiet. Albert had
thought it was just a reaction that would pass, they all
did. Now it was three years later, and Albert found
himself returning to that doorway again and again,
concern building with each time he’d see his father
watching life go by. Today was no exception. He
shifted a little, leaning on the doorframe, lost so much
in his thoughts that a little voice to his left made him
jump.
‘Permission to enter, sir?’ It was Conall, his own
son, a bundle of recently printed papers stuffed under
one arm, a look of palpable excitement on his slightly
bronzed nine-year-old face.
And just like that, it was back. That spark in
Alistair’s eye. ‘Permission granted!’ All at once he sat
up, turned to the doorway, and beckoned Con over,
giving Albert a nod as the boy passed him. ‘And what
intel do you have to offer today, Sergeant?’ he asked
as Con pulled up a chair and hurriedly fumbled his
collection into some kind of order.
Albert loved this; it was a little ritual that had built
up between the two of them over time. Alistair would
share a story from his past, a new adventure or old
favourite depending on the mood, and in exchange
Con would tell some tales of his own, whether fictional
or newsworthy, his own creations or whatever had
caught his eye. Albert was sure it was the teacher in his
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father, bribing the boy with adventure and excitement,
tricking him into learning and being creative, and it
had worked wonders. Ever since Con had found the
Internet, there was simply no stopping him when it
came to bizarre tales. He’d even surprised Alistair with
a few of them.
‘Well,’ Con said, flipping through the printouts and
carefully separating stories onto the floor. ‘I got a
bunch of weird but true stories from that one website
from before, and I printed my favourite new strip from
the Telepress.’
‘Hmm, a fine selection from the sounds of it,
Conall,’ Alistair said, making a show of getting himself
comfortable. ‘Why don’t we start with the website? I
did enjoy that last time.’
Con raised a suspicious eyebrow. ‘And in exchange
for my hard-won intel?’ After a moment, he added a,
‘Sir.’
‘Very well,’ Alistair said in as caught-out a tone as
possible. ‘Which would you prefer: that business with
the Loch Ness monster, or those hard-boiled Ymir
again?’
Glad to see the reprieve and the smiles on both their
faces, Albert left them to it and made his way to the
kitchen. The door was open and his wife, Tamara, had
her back to him as she did the washing up. Buoyed by
the simple pleasure of watching his two favourite guys
getting along, Albert crept up behind her and went for
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an ambush hug when a spatula appeared over her
shoulder and kept him at arm’s length.
‘Don’t cross my flipper,’ she warned, not turning
around. ‘If you don’t want a face full of suds.’
‘How do you do that?’ he asked, laughing, and
dodged around the spatula, giving her a peck on the
cheek before leaning back on the counter.
‘Never underestimate the senses of a trained washerupper. It’s like meditation to us,’ she said, grinning at
him and dropping the implement back in the sink. ‘Did
I just hear Conall’s sergeant routine?’
‘Yeah, he just popped in to see Alistair now.’ Even
after a decade, Albert still found it hard to say father.
‘And how goes the Brig-watch?’
‘Much the same really.’ Albert sighed, looking out
of the window into the garden himself. ‘I don’t know
what’s left to do honestly, Tam. He’s not getting better,
and he won’t talk to me or mum about any of it.’
‘And Doris doesn’t have any new idea what could
be causing it?’
‘None more than me.’ Albert scrunched his eyes
shut and massaged the bridge of his nose. ‘I just hope
she’s having a good time anyway, and not worrying
too much.’
‘Where’d she and Katie go again?’ Tamara asked as
she finished up, racking up the dishes and pulling the
plug. ‘Somewhere in South America?’
‘Yeah, to see a friend who’s out there; they say she
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can’t stop raving about it.’ Albert let out a long breath.
‘Well, it’s just hard seeing him like this, you know?
What would you do? To try and get him back here, in
the present.’
Tamara turned to face him, arms behind her back,
brown eyes smiling sadly out of her mocha face as she
walked over to him. ‘You know you can’t force him,
Albert. You say he’s only happy when he’s
reminiscing, right? Telling old stories? The best thing
you can do is get him out of that chair and into some
new ones.’
Albert blinked. ‘New stories? What do you…?’
And her arm came from behind her back and caught
him in the face with a handful of suds.
‘Hey!’
‘Told you not to cross my flipper!’ Tamara laughed,
and it was as he went in for soapy retaliation that the
doorbell rang. They looked at each other. ‘Are you
expecting anyone?’ Albert shook his head and went to
leave, only stopping briefly to let Tamara dab any
remaining bubbles off his face.
He went to the door, opened it and found a man in
his mid-fifties, dressed in military uniform, standing
on the doorstep and grinning ear to ear. ‘Hello there,’
William Bishop said. ‘I don’t suppose your dad’s in?’
In the darkness of a winter’s night in South Wales, a
village was waking up to horror.
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Manuel was roused abruptly from his contented
sleep by the sounds of shouting and car engines outside
his house. Anger and confusion quickly turned to
worry. It was a sign of the sorry state of things that he
reached his conclusions so quickly. It was an even
worse sign that he was quickly proven right. Wrapped
in his dressing gown, he stepped into the night air and
flagged down Cook, his neighbour and friend, who
confirmed the worst.
‘It’s happened again,’ Cook said, shaking his head.
‘Another one gone. Robert’s girl this time. That’s the
first from the same family. I can’t believe it’s happened
again.’
Manuel could believe it all too well. Poor Robert.
To go through all that he did, to know what it’s like
and then… Even before all of this, Manuel wouldn’t
dare imagine how he might feel if one of his girls were
so ill, let alone taken. ‘Are they heading down there
now?’ Before Cook had even finished his nod, he was
walking to his car. ‘I’ll follow on with the rest,’ Manuel
said. ‘See if I can lend a hand at all.’
Manuel hurried to his own car and climbed behind
the wheel, nodding to other neighbours doing the same
as he passed them. He loved the village at times like
this. A real community, looking out for each other.
They all knew what to expect by this stage of course,
but that didn’t stop the hair on the back of his neck
prickling as he started the ignition, flicked on his
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headlights, and drove off into the dark.
Manuel was a good driver, but he couldn’t help but
be unnerved. He was used to pitch black nights, living
where he did; hell, he liked it that way. That didn’t
mean he liked driving on these roads with only
headlights and memory to guide the way. It was like
seeing the world through a balaclava, the twin beams
cutting eye holes into the dark that let him see all of a
few feet in front of him. The landscape, usually so
familiar, beautiful and reassuring, cut past with sudden
ferocity, ducking out of sight as soon as any of it was
even remotely recognisable. It was like stop motion,
individual, disconnected frames instead of a
continuous moving picture. They were going too fast.
It was a mistake to let Robert lead the convoy; he
couldn’t have been used to driving again, let alone at
these speeds. Manuel could understand his urgency,
but if they didn’t slow down then someone could get
seriously–
The girl was there, stumbling into the light as
suddenly as everything else. Her pyjamas were torn
and muddy, her eyes wide. Cursing, Manuel slammed
down on the breaks and swerved, honking his horn and
praying the cars behind him would stop too. Just as
quickly as she had appeared, the girl was gone,
vanishing to the side of the screaming vehicle as it
skidded to a stop.
After a moment, Manuel got out of the car, shaking
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despite himself, and stumbled to the girl’s side.
‘Seren?’ he said hoarsely. She was now lit by the
next car’s headlights, which had stopped in time thank
God, and Manuel was sure it was her. ‘Somebody get
Bob here now!’ he called to no one in particular, his
throat stinging in the cold night air. Watching a car
pull off to catch up with her da, Manuel took off his
dressing gown and draped it around the shivering
figure’s shoulders.
He couldn’t help but note where they were; looking
up, he could see the endless bulk of Narrowback cutting
into the sky, blacker by far. They were getting closer
each time.
Forcing himself back to the present, he knelt next to
Seren and gave her a smile. ‘Gave us a fright there,
Seren. Got us all out looking for you. What happened?’
After a moment she spoke, her voice wavering
almost as much as his. ‘It was just like the others, just
like they said. There was this… this light, and then…
then I was here. In the mountains. Here with them.’
She looked up at him then, and she was so afraid. ‘The
red-eyed men took me.’
‘As I live and breathe,’ Brigadier Bishop said, looking
at his old friend and his grandson and beaming. ‘The
Lethbridge-Stewarts at home!’
Bishop knew that, technically, most of the people in
the house were Wilsons, but by blood they were still
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Lethbridge-Stewarts, and that was more important to
him than what it said on a piece of paper.
‘Bill?’ Lethbridge-Stewart had that rare expression
of surprise on his face. ‘My word, is that you?’
‘Afraid so, sir,’ Bishop said, obviously resisting the
urge to snap to attention. ‘I hope I haven’t changed
quite that much since we last met.’ He hadn’t really.
His face was more lined, his hair very grey in places,
but then whose wasn’t these days? His uniform was
certainly in better order than he had ever had it under
Lethbridge-Stewart’s command.
Albert, who had followed him through, thought it
best to leave the pair to it, and beckoned Con over as
his father got to his feet and took Bishop by the hand.
‘Is sir formal enough?’ Bishop’s grin refused to dip.
‘You know I rarely have the opportunity to address a
CBE.’
‘Brigadier’s just fine,’ Lethbridge-Stewart said,
waving away the title, ‘or Lethbridge-Stewart, as I hear
they give that rank out to just about anyone these days.’
Bishop took a step back and looked him up and
down. ‘How are you, Brigadier?’
For the first time since he’d entered the room,
Bishop saw his friend’s smile fade, just a little. ‘Oh, you
know. Enjoying retirement.’
‘Retirement... Right. You know, your retirement
sounds busier than my job. Heard you picked a fight
with Satan not that long ago. Wish I could say I was
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surprised, but…’
Ignoring Bishop’s tone, Lethbridge-Stewart pressed:
‘Speaking of the job, how are the Fifth? Still in Dolerite
base?’
‘Yes, yes, they couldn’t kick us out of there if they
tried! And Edinburgh Council have, repeatedly.
Dolerite’s just as you’d remember her, except the
computers have less reels and more buttons.’ He
sniffed. ‘I miss those reels, you know.’
That nearly got a laugh. ‘And how is Doctor Bishop
doing? And young Samuel? He must be around
Conall’s age now surely?’
It was then that Bishop’s smile faded for the first
time too. ‘Yes, well, I’m afraid that’s what I’m here to
talk with you about. My visit is not due solely to
pleasure. Sam’s fine, don’t worry about him, but…
Anne’s gone missing.’
It was like a switch. Bishop had seen the change so
many times, but had never quite mastered it himself.
From friend to commander in a second. This was what
made Lethbridge-Stewart such a wonderful soldier –
he was always prepared for the battlefield.
‘Tell me everything you know.’
Bishop smiled, and nodded. ‘Yes, sir. It was over
the course of her investigations. You remember, of
course, the work she was doing, searching for any way
to help with her father and…’ Bishop trailed off, giving
Lethbridge-Stewart a cursory glance. He nodded his
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assent and Bishop continued. ‘She spends all of her
hours on it these days. Searching for any new
medicines, any alien technology that can heal. I can’t
help but think on Professor Travers… The first one, I
mean. What happened to him back in ’70... Maybe she
just doesn’t want all of that terrible business to come
around again.’
‘Or maybe she’s just the same old Anne Travers,’
Lethbridge-Stewart said. ‘Searching the globe for
marvellous things, fighting the good fight, not letting
time slow her down one bit.’
Bishop couldn’t help but smile at that. ‘Yes, that
sounds more like it. And she is so good at that, you
know? The best. She’s the only reason I’m still there,
to be honest with you. I’m getting a bit old for all this
Wetwork business. Sneaking everywhere does start to
wear thin eventually. I could retire, with honours,
service record like mine, but she needs me there, needs
someone in her corner. I won’t retire without her.’
‘Then you’ll never retire, old chap,’ LethbridgeStewart said with a grin.
Bishop let out a short laugh. ‘Can’t argue with you
there. And less of the old! Anyway, she was scouring
the usual sources for any new intel, anything on
mysterious recoveries, miracle cures or the like, and
she stumbled across these incidents in South Wales…
Have you heard about these?’
Lethbridge-Stewart’s frown cut a little deeper.
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‘Hmm. It does stir something.’
‘It’ll be easier if I just show you. Do you have an
internet connection?’
Before Lethbridge-Stewart could answer, a small
voice piped up from the doorway. ‘I have the intel.’
The pair turned to see Conall, standing on the
threshold looking up at them, with his dad’s head
sheepishly peering round the doorframe. ‘I, uh, just
caught Conall. Eavesdropping,’ Albert tried, before
hastily adding: ‘Bad, Con! I told you to give your
grandad some privacy!’
‘Good work, Albert,’ Lethbridge-Stewart said wryly.
‘We can take it from here.’
Albert nodded a little too much as he backed out
into the hallway.
‘Aren’t you a little young to be in Army
Intelligence?’ Bishop asked, kneeling to get on Conall’s
eye level.
‘Yes,’ he answered unflinchingly. ‘Yes I am.’
Bishop laughed and turned to Lethbridge-Stewart,
good humour completely restored. ‘A LethbridgeStewart through and through!’
‘I will be, when I’m old enough,’ Conall said, with
a proud smile.
Lethbridge-Stewart patted the boy’s head. ‘Was it
on one of your print-outs, Conall?’ The boy nodded.
‘Go and find it for us, would you?’ Whilst Conall
searched, Lethbridge-Stewart turned back to Bishop
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with an eyebrow raised. ‘Couldn’t bring the intel
yourself, could you?’
Bishop cleared his throat. ‘Let’s just say, Anne’s
activities aren’t exactly on the Corps’ books.’
‘Thought as much. Perks of being a brigadier’s wife,
eh?’
‘I’m sure Doris knows all about those.’
Then it was Lethbridge-Stewart’s turn to clear his
throat. Conall returned with his printouts, passed them
to his grandad and saluted before re-joining his dad,
unsubtly peering around the doorframe. Albert beamed
with pride at his son, tousling his hair as he passed.
‘He really reminds me of Sam, you know…’ Bishop
said as he flicked through the sheets, scanning for key
details. ‘Strange isn’t it, the enthusiasm these
youngsters have for the kind of stuff that drove us
round the bend back in the -’
‘Careful, Bishop,’ Lethbridge-Stuart said with mock
menace. ‘Sounds to me like you were actually about
to say the words back-in-the-day…’
‘Who, me? Oh I’d never dare…’ Finally finding
what he was looking for, Bishop hurriedly changed the
subject. ‘Here we are. Terminal and chronic patients
throughout rural South Wales are disappearing late at
night, then reappearing the next day completely
recovered from their afflictions. Honest to God
miracles. One man, Robert Jones, was completely
blind two months ago. Now his eyesight’s never been
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better.’ He handed Lethbridge-Stewart a page dealing
specifically with Jones’ story. ‘Tabloids picked it up,
called it the Second Coming in the valleys.’
‘God’s Welsh, is he? That doesn’t bode well for our
sporting future.’
‘These are people with no hope, and they are finding
it difficult to accept their sudden, nonsensical good
fortune. The circumstances don’t help of course. The
people crying holy work ignore that every one of the
healed reports the same thing: being taken into the
mountains by creatures with glowing red eyes on the
nights they disappeared.’
Lethbridge-Stewart simply nodded. ‘Definitely more
my speed. And Anne was looking into this?’
‘She went up there a few days ago, yes. Hasn’t
reported in since. I wish I could say this wasn’t like her,
but regardless, she promised she’d keep me posted, and
I have a bad feeling about this one. A girl, Jones’
daughter actually, was reported healed just last night.
I thought we could start there.’
Another raised eyebrow. ‘We?’
Bishop smiled. ‘As I said, Anne’s investigations
aren’t exactly official and I’d like to keep this all as
quiet as possible for now. What with it being between
us in the old guard, I couldn’t think of a better man to
watch my back.’ That smile saddened, just a little. ‘I’ve
missed you, Alistair, and I need your help.’
Without a moment’s hesitation, Lethbridge-Stewart
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nodded. ‘Of course. Whatever you need.’ He extended
a hand, which Bishop took. ‘Well, as you’ve said, my
retirement’s been awfully busy. This might prove a
welcome change of pace.’
Bishop laughed. ‘You realise Anne will have this all
sorted out by the time we get there?’
‘I don’t doubt it, Bill, old man.’ Lethbridge-Stewart
spared a quick glance to his son and grandson, and was
surprised to see just how excited they looked. Turning
back to Bishop, he added: ‘South Wales you said?
What was the name of this girl we’re about to meet?’
Seren Jones lay in bed, haunted by bad dreams and
twisted memories. Worst of all, she wasn’t sure which
were which anymore.
Her da had insisted that sleep was the best thing for
her, after everything, but she was sure that was just
something that he thought dads were supposed to say.
Honestly, she was pretty sure that he didn’t actually
know what was best at this stage at all. She couldn’t
blame him for being out of his depth. He’d been blind
up until a week and a half ago, and now the same
things that had taken him, changed him, had done the
same to her. Well, not exactly the same. She hadn’t
been able to understand his reaction when he had been
taken, couldn’t understand how her daddy seeing again
could ever have been a bad thing.
But then she had seen the misshapen things with the
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red eyes, the first things her dad had seen in such a long
time, and she knew why he had been so afraid.
That was all she could see now, whenever she closed
her eyes. The bright lights and the squat shapes,
silhouetted against the mountainside. How could she
rest when they were still out there? She couldn’t even
take a moment to be glad she was cured. It was horrible
what they had done. She couldn’t really articulate it,
but they had taken her relief away.
Seren was lying there, squeezing her eyes shut to try
and squeeze the memories out, when the two brigadiers
arrived. She heard the doorbell, but assumed it was just
another concerned neighbour, asking after her or her
father, or bringing little gifts. It was a while later, after
a conversation downstairs that she couldn’t really make
out, that footsteps made their way up to the landing,
to outside her bedroom door and there was a smart,
prompt knock on the wood.
‘Good afternoon,’ came a kind voice from the other
side. An English accent. That was a novelty. ‘May we
come in?’
Seren sat up, cleared her dry throat, and gave her
assent. Her door creaked open and two men, older men
in military uniforms, stepped over the threshold. They
were both smiling gently, and it was the shorter, slightly
rounder one with the white beard that spoke again.
‘Thank you. Hello, Miss Jones. I’m the Brigadier, and
this is, erm…’ He stopped and glanced at his
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companion, smile turning almost apologetic. ‘I suppose
this is the brigadier, too.’
‘Yes, well, since you’ve pinched my title,’ the other
man said, returning the glance with a wry look of his
own, ‘I suppose you can call me Bill. Brigadier Bill
Bishop. Pleased to meet you, Seren.’ He offered her his
hand, and after a moment she took it and shook.
‘Are you with the army?’
The two men thought about this. ‘No, not quite,’
the Brigadier said. ‘We’re with a special group, a group
who help people who have gone through what you
have, and other things like it.’
Seren sat a little more upright, leaned a little bit
closer. ‘You’re going to catch the monsters?’
The Brigadier’s smile widened. ‘That, my dear, is
exactly what we’re going to do.’
‘But we need your help to do that, Seren,’ Bill said.
‘We need you to tell us exactly what happened to you
last night.’
She was shrinking away again then, pulling her
blankets close into her. ‘No!’
Bill looked like he was about to say something, but
the Brigadier raised his hand. Still smiling, he gestured
to a spot on Seren’s bed. She gave a quick nod, and he
sat.
‘I understand you’re afraid. Really I do. These
monsters of yours, they’ve taken you out of your
bedroom, out of your home, where you’re meant to be
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safest. They did the same to your father, and your
neighbours, and they very well may have done the
same to Bill’s wife.’ Seren glanced quickly up at Bill,
and he just about managed to hold her gaze. ‘They’ve
changed your life. That’s what monsters do. But you
can’t let them get away with it, Miss Jones. You can’t
let the fear win. I promise you I will stop them from
coming back, from hurting anyone else. It is what I do.
I have done it hundreds of times before.’
Her eyes drifted back to the Brigadier’s, and
neither’s gaze wavered. ‘You promise?’
‘I promise. Bill and I are the very best.’ He leaned
in a little closer. ‘So, no more fear, eh? Help us stop the
monsters.’
Bishop’s eyes went from Alistair to the girl, counting
the long seconds of silence. He couldn’t think of a time
he’d seen his old friend so comforting, so paternal, but
then he hadn’t been around him a great deal in the last
decade. Bishop found he liked this side of LethbridgeStewart. Time may have slowed the Brigadier down a
little, but maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing.
Before too long, Seren sat forward again and gave
a firm nod. ‘I’ll help.’
‘Wonderful!’ Bishop made an effort not to seem too
relieved.
‘Thank you so much, Seren,’ the Brigadier said.
‘This will be a great help, really.’ She smiled back at
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Lethbridge-Stewart, but Bishop could tell she was still
more than a little nervous. ‘Tell us the first thing you
remember of that night.’
Her smiled faded and her eyes drifted away from
them. She took a second to get her thoughts in order,
then began, her voice shaky. ‘I had taken my medicine
for the night, and then gone to bed. I couldn’t get
straight to sleep, because I was worried. The medicine
can… It gives me bad dreams sometimes. I can’t
remember if I slept, but everyone was woken up by the
light a little later so I guess I must have. All I can
remember is the light, like a flash, suddenly filling my
room, and then I was outside, on the mountains.
‘It got so cold so fast. The grass was wet and my
hands got all muddy. There were these shapes all
around me, these lumpy dark things with bright red
lights for eyes. I screamed at them, asked what they
were, why they’d taken me and my da. They didn’t
answer me. A couple more came from under the
mountain with these… These machines, like long metal
sticks with lights and switches all over. They spoke to
each other, whispered things I couldn’t understand,
and then they took the sticks, flicked the switches and
pointed them at me. I thought…’ She trailed off.
Lethbridge-Stewart put his hand on her shoulder.
Bishop saw Mr Jones in the corner of his eye, stood on
the threshold, but not yet crossing over. The poor man.
The poor girl. But they were so close.
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‘It’s okay,’ Lethbridge-Stewart said gently. ‘We can
take a break if you…’
‘No, no it’s okay,’ Seren was looking up at her father
in the doorway, smiling as reassuring a smile as she
could. He looked so scared, and so proud at the same
time. ‘There was another light, a different one this time,
coming from the sticks, shining right at me, and then
it stopped. The blobs all seemed… I dunno, surprised,
confused, so I just got up and ran. I ran all the way to
the road, which is where my dad and everyone found
me.’
Lethbridge-Stewart seemed lost in thought for a
moment, so Bishop said, ‘Thank you very much for
that, Seren, that’ll be a lot of help. Can we just ask a
few more questions?’ He looked from the father to the
daughter as he asked, trying to give both of them a say.
She simply nodded, and Robert Jones seemed too awed
at his daughter’s bravery to offer an interjection.
‘You said these… things came from under the
mountain?’ Lethbridge-Stewart asked.
‘Yeah,’ she said. ‘It was Narrowback, down near
The Gwyn pub. Me and my friends used to play down
there, until Da said it was too dangerous.’
‘There you are, see?’ Lethbridge-Stewart said with
a brief smile back at her dad. ‘Fathers are always right.’
‘And did you see anyone else up there?’ Bishop
asked. ‘Anyone other than the monsters?’
Seren hurriedly nodded, remembering something.
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‘Yes, yes, there was another shape, behind some rocks,
watching the monsters and me. I caught a glimpse of
her, when the lights went off.’
Bishop took a step forward. ‘Her?’
‘It was a woman, with grey and black hair, in a long
muddy coat. She had her finger to her lips. I was so
scared by everything, I almost forgot.’
‘That’s alright, Seren,’ Bishop said, beaming, the
relief around him palpable. ‘That’s wonderful, don’t
worry about a thing. You’ve been a great help.’
‘Really?’ she asked, as the Brigadier got to his feet
and gave his friend a hearty slap on the back. ‘I’ve
helped you beat the monsters?’
‘Oh, most certainly, Miss Jones,’ he said, shaking
her hand again, brimming with a new confidence.
‘You’ve been invaluable, and a promise is a promise.
Consider your monsters beaten!’
After a few more thanks and a cheery goodbye, the
two Brigadiers left a far happier Seren Jones to try and
get some sleep and made their way downstairs with
her slightly less confident father.
‘We know Anne’s here then,’ Bishop said, hardly
able to contain his excitement. ‘And we know she was
unharmed just last night.’
‘And we know precisely where to start looking.’ The
Brigadier nodded. ‘This is about as firm a grounding
for an investigation as I’ve ever enjoyed, and it is all
thanks to your daughter, Mr Jones. We must thank
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you again for your letting us see her.’
‘And you’re sure this woman is your wife?’ Jones
asked, opening the front door.
‘Too much coincidence otherwise,’ Bishop said.
‘In my career, I’ve dealt with Yeti, werewolves, Jack
o’ Kent, the Loch Ness monster and Arthurian
Knights,’ Lethbridge-Stewart said with a wry smile.
‘I’m what you could call an expert on myths. Trust me
when I say, coincidence is the biggest myth of them
all.’
Bishop eyebrows rose. ‘Jack o’ Kent?’
‘Well, you sound completely out of it to me,’ Jones
said, clearing his throat. ‘But you seem to have brought
my daughter some peace, at least. So, thanks for that.’
He extended his hand, and Lethbridge-Stewart took it,
then Bishop. ‘Good luck catching those things.’
‘Much obliged,’ Bishop said, stepping outside before
turning back. ‘I must say, and I hope I’m not intruding,
but you and your daughter seem awfully concerned for
people who’ve just experienced miracles.’
Jones’ smile was without mirth. ‘Yes well, we’re still
waiting for the other one to drop, to be honest with
you. Life like this, with things like that, never feels like
things can stay this good for long.’
For the first time since they’d set out together,
Bishop saw Lethbridge-Stewart’s face drop as they
waved their goodbyes and set off down the path. ‘No.
No it doesn’t.’
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– ANDY FRANKHAM-ALLEN –

When Times Change…

H

e wasn’t having the best day. Sir Alistair reached
for the water, but a coughing fit caused him to
knock it over.
‘Damn it!’
The door to his private room opened and a young
man entered.
‘Grandfather!’
Sir Alistair chuckled. ‘It was only a cough, Con,
nothing to worry about.’
Conall Lethbridge-Stewart, his eldest grandson,
regarded him with suspicion. Sir Alistair was,
unfortunately, used to it. He’d battled on as long as he
could, but he knew, deep down, that the end was
approaching. A voice, edged with a soft Scottish burr,
entered his mind.
‘You were supposed to die in bed.’
Conall placed the glass on the side and sat down. ‘I
have something for you,’ he said, and reached into his
pocket.
‘Oh yes?’ Sir Alistair peered closely at the postcard
Conall was handing over.
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He looked at it closely. No, it wasn’t a postcard. It
was a photograph. A young blonde woman, dressed in
some kind of trench coat and one those… Oh, what
did the kids call it? Oh yes. A hoodie.
‘Who is this?’
‘Well…’ Conall smiled. ‘Let’s just say, she appeared
in my living room with a big blue box.’
‘She…?’ Sir Alistair looked at the picture again.
‘Surely you don’t mean…?’
‘She left a message on the back.’
Sir Alistair turned the photo over and read the
message. An apology for not being able to visit,
something to do with crossing personal timelines, and
a final line about how he… no strike that… she wanted
him to see her new face before the end.
The look of surprise on his face must have been a
picture, as Conall burst out laughing. ‘The women are
taking over,’ he said.
Sir Alistair smiled at this, an image of his daughter
jumping to mind, and Conall’s own sister and what she
would go on to do. And now…
‘Well,’ Sir Alistair said, ‘if there is one thing I have
learned after all this time, it’s that regardless of the face,
the Doctor is always the Doctor. Even if she is now a
woman.’
He reached over and poured two shots of whisky.
He handed one to Conall and raised his own glass.
‘To the Doctor. Splendid person, all of them.’
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