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One



Bienvennue !

“Let Mickey see
first.”, the Doctor said to Rose who was going to the TARDIS doors
when the engines had barely stopped.

 


“Oh, alright.
Mickey, to you the honour.”, Rose said and stepped back to let
Mickey pass. Mickey wasn’t very happy about it, so he carefully
approached the doors.

 


“Are you sure
it is safe?”, Mickey asked.

 


“Of course. I
know exactly where we are. Now, to you the challenge to guess where
we have landed. Go on.”, the Doctor said joyously.

 


Mickey
carefully opened the TARDIS door and stepped outside followed by
Rose. He looked around in awe. They were in a large circular room
with panoramic windows overlooking a vast park. From the view from
the windows they could tell they were high up in some building.
Mickey stood astounded at the window, gazing into the distance.

 


“And? Did you
figure it out yet?!”, the Doctor called out to him from within the
police box. Before he went out of the TARDIS, he went over to see
Lynne. She was still asleep, resting from the healing.

 


“Mickey, where
do you think we are?”, the Doctor asked him as he joined to enjoy
the view.

 


“I don’t know.
It looks like a giant fun fare. I hope we are still on Earth.”, he
said.

 


“Of course we
are on Earth. The year: 1958. The introduction of the Boeing 707
aircraft and one of the prettiest cars ever made, the Citroen DS.”,
the Doctor said wile heading for a door opposite to the panoramic
window. He used his sonic screwdriver on the lock and the door slid
open, revealing a large elevator.

 


“That puts us
in Europe then.”, Rose said as they entered the elevator. Mickey
was somewhat hesitant. He was concerned to leave Lynne behind
alone, but as the Doctor had pointed out before, the TARDIS would
protect her.

 


“That’s
right.”, the Doctor said. The elevator soured down and soon they
were on ground level. They exited the elevator and walked out of
the building across the square that lay in front of it. At some
distance the Doctor suddenly stopped and swivelled round to face
the building. Rose and Mickey also turned to look upon the building
they had just came from. Rose smiled at the sight, but Mickey’s
mouth fell open of amazement.

 


“The Atomium.”,
he gasped.

 


“The very one. Designed by the engineer André Waterkeyn for
the International Exhibition of Brussels. The Atomium is a
structure that is half way between sculpture and architecture. It
symbolises an iron crystal molecule by the scale of its atoms,
magnified 165 billion times.”, the Doctor told
them.



“You see,
Mickey. Exactly how it was drawn on the psychic paper.”, Rose
said.

 


“The Brussels
World’s Fair, more commonly called Expo 58, was certainly one of
the most representative international events of the fifties. It
symbolised a democratic desire for peace between nations, faith in
technical progress and optimism about the future of a modern world
that promised to enhance people’s lives.”, the Doctor explained
while walking across the square into a large street.

 


“Look at the
people. They are so…fifty-ish.”, Rose said

 


“And the
busses. Wicked!”, Mickey commented.

 


“Won’t we stand
out, dressed like this?”, Rose asked.

 


“No. This fair
shows their view of the future, so we will blend in perfectly.
After all, you two are real examples of the modern human.”, the
Doctor said reassuringly as he took the down the promenade.

 


On either side
of the street stood marvellously futuristically designed buildings
and the street was buzzing with people, like on any odd fairground.
The streets seemed to stretch out endlessly in every direction,
lined with most unusual structures, forming a forest of
buildings.

The grounds on
which the Expo 58 was built covered the area of an average seized
village. It had a small train running through it, cable cars,
busses and there were motorbikes with a coach on the front which
seated two people, just to get all the visitors around the
complex.

Tall oddly
shaped signposts showed the location of every building, or
pavilion. There were buildings which promoted all sorts of economic
sectors, like agriculture and transportation, and there were
pavilions representing almost every country of the world.

 


 


In Dreams

“Doctor?
Doctor.”, Rose repeated, trying to attract his attention but he
seemed deeply buried in thoughts.

“What are all those buildings for?”, Rose
asked him.

 


“Oh. There are many buildings that
represent a country in the world, like that one over there. It is
the Netherlands pavilion. But there are also buildings with themes
such as consumption for example, like those. The one with
Côte d’Or
on it, shows how chocolate is
made. We could go in one if you would like.”, the Doctor
explained.

 


“Okay. I could do with some chocolate.”, Rose
said.

They crossed the road and entered the
building. There was a flight of stairs, which led to a guided tour
that showed the process of manufacturing chocolate. Further back in
the hall there was a lounge area where one could enjoy samples of
chocolate in the company of a drink.

It was made to look very futuristic with
lots of glass and metal. The table tops, for example, were mirror
glass plates with the Côte d’Or elephant etched in the center.

 


The threesome
sat down at a table in the lounge and Rose and the Doctor tucked in
the pile of chocolate samples. Dark chocolate, white and with nuts.
The Doctor couldn’t decide which one he liked best. Rose already
knew dark chocolate was her favourite. Mickey didn’t eat any, he
hadn’t said much all morning either.

 


“Come on, Mickey. Eat something.”, the Doctor
said.

 


“Yes. You never know how edible your next
meal will be. Besides, it will make you feel better.”, Rose
added.

 


“No, thanks. I feel like going back now.”,
Mickey said.

 


“Did you know, there is a building somewhat
further down the road that is made entirely out of wood?”, the
Doctor continued his chat with Rose.

 


“No, I didn’t. Wow, I never imagined wood
would be strong enough for that. Only wood, nothing else?”, Rose
replied and took another chunk of dark chocolate.

 


“If used correctly, wood can take higher
forces than concrete. Concrete and stone can only withstand
compressive forces, while wood can also take tensile forces because
of the fibers it contains.”, the Doctor explained. He reached
across the table to get another piece of chocolate from the pile
when he suddenly started and pulled back his arm. With his eyes
opened wide and his brows frowned low, he gazed into the mirroring
table surface. He thought he had seen his reflection move different
from him. At that moment he could have sworn it, but now he wasn’t
sure.

 


“Maybe it was a trick of the light.”, he
thought. Though, he remembered having seen strange reflections in
the corner of his eye before.

It had begun when he saw the reflection of a
little girl instead of Lynne’s reflection when they were locked
behind a large glass wall in the basement of the Torchwood building
in Cardiff by Jeremy Patchwork. But now it seemed to be only his
own reflection playing tricks on him.

 


The Doctor turned his attention back to the
conversation which had made an unpleasant turn. Mickey had been
working up a rage and his anger was coming out now.

 


“…Lynne? Have you just
forgotten her? It is not right that we are out here having fun,
while she is still back in the TARDIS, recovering. We don’t even
know if she is okay. We should stay with her until she wakes up.
Then, we can enjoy ourselves here, together.”, Mickey protested
angrily.

 


“You are suddenly very interested in her.
What is the matter?”, Rose said.

 


“Somebody has to care. You two obviously
don’t! She sacrificed a lot to heal you, Doctor, and this is what
she gets as gratitude. Mister Know-it-all goes out to the largest
fairground in the world and leaves her behind, alone. Well,
I do
care for her. I am going back”,
Mickey said angrily and walked away.

 


Rose looked at the Doctor with a questioning
face, as if she were to ask whether what Mickey said was true. Were
they really behaving as bad as Mickey pictured them to be?

 


The Doctor didn’t really react. He just stood
up from the table and put on his coat.

“Come on. He won’t get far without a key.”,
he said and grabbed another piece of chocolate as they left.

 


*

Once back at the Atomium, Mickey found
himself in front of a closed door. Frustrated he banged the door
with his fist. He turned around and leaned against the door, but as
he did so he started. There was a woman standing behind him, who he
now faced.

 


“Can I help you? You are not allowed to enter
here, as you can see. What are you looking for?”, the lady asked
kindly. The door was marked ‘No entry!’.

 


“Uhm, I am…nothing really.”, Mickey
stuttered.

 


“Are you alright? You look lost.”, the lady
asked persistently.

 


“Yes, it’s just, that I have lost the people
I was traveling with. I was looking for them.”, Mickey told her,
trying to explain his actions.

 


“Well, you won’t find them in there. What did
they look like? I will help you find them.”, the lady offered.

 


“Oh, no. You don’t have to, really.” Mickey
said, because he only wanted to get back to the TARDIS.

 


“Oh, it is no trouble, honestly. It is my
job, you know.”, the lady told him and escorted him away from the
door.

 


The Expo 58 employed many women, who would
assist any visitors to the park, a bit like a stewardess. They were
even dressed like stewardesses, black pumps, dark blue skirt,
tailored jacket and a little hat with matching purse and
gloves.

 


*

“Where is he gone to?”, Rose asked. The
Doctor just shrugged as he carefully felt the door.

 


“It is locked.”, he said.

 


“Then he must still be here somewhere.”, Rose
said and looked around the lobby.

 


“Maybe.”, the Doctor said and sighed as he
also skimmed the people in the lobby looking for Mickey. Rose
looked at the Doctor. He was behaving strangely. It was as if he
was tired, absent minded, preoccupied. It worried her.

 


“Oh, alright. I will go looking for him here.
You go on to the TARDIS. See if he is there.”, she proposed. The
Doctor agreed and unlocked the door with his sonic screwdriver once
he made sure no one was looking.

He took the service elevator up to the sphere
in which the police box was parked. He looked around to see if
Mickey was anywhere near, but he saw no one. The Doctor used his
key to enter the TARDIS and there also he looked for Mickey. He
called out for him a few times, but when he got no reply, he
stopped.

 


The Doctor went over to check on Lynne. He
felt her pulse. She was still unconscious, or just sleeping. The
Doctor still felt guilty, that he was the cause all this had
happened to her. He hoped she would wake up soon and be alright,
but to be honest, he had no idea if that were so.

Slowly he walked over to sit in the chairs
near the console. Sitting there, he leaned back and closed his eyes
for a moment.

 


Instead of the usual feeling of soaring
endlessly through space, everything was calm and still. Normally he
would picture planets, moons and nebulae rushing by, but this
moment there was nothing. A disturbing empty darkness.

The faint laughter of a little girl could be
heard in the distance. He tried to look for her but all remained
dark. Then the hollow sound of little footsteps passed him by, over
and over, closer each time. Still the girl wouldn’t reveal
herself.

“Doctor. Doctor?”, he heard muffled voices
say. It was not that of the little girl but he couldn’t make out
who’s voice it was. It ebbed away into a continuous
incomprehensible whisper. Then the laughter and the quick footsteps
of the little girl approached him again. Just as he could almost
see the little girl face appear in front of him, he awoke with a
start.

 


*

It didn’t take Rose long to find Mickey. She
found him talking to a lady in the lobby of the Atomium. Actually,
the lady was chatting rather a lot to him and it was clear that
Mickey wasn’t very happy having to listen to the woman’s
monologue.

Mickey was relieved Rose had found him when
she did and immediately took the opportunity to be rescued from
this unpleasant situation.

 


“Ha! That is one of my friends, over there.
Rose, this is Claudia. Claudia, meet Rose Tyler. I am sorry, but we
really have to be off now. Nice chatting with you. Bye Claudia.”,
Mickey said in order to leave as quickly as possible.

 


“Wow.”, Rose said when they walked through
the lobby, back towards the door leading to the service elevator,
“You really wanted to get rid of her!”

 


Yes. It is not that she isn’t a nice woman or
anythin’. She has been very kind and she really wanted to help, but
she was a bit overexcited and all.”, Mickey said.

 


“So you were looking for an escape.”, Rose
jested.

 


“Yeah. She caught me at the door and I made
an excuse I was looking for my friends. She works here and she
wanted to help me find you. Luckily you found me first.”, Mickey
said as Rose stopped only a few feet away from the door.

 


“Mickey, it is locked.”, Rose said with
sudden realization.

 


“Yes. Say, how can you tell that from this
distance?”, Mickey wondered and they approached the door.

 


“How will we get to the TARDIS? I don’t
have a sonic screwdriver or somethin’, to magically unlock it. The Doctor has it but he has gone ahead
and—“, Rose explained, but as she did Mickey opened the door
without any difficulty. Apparently it was not locked
anymore.

 


“Don’t you just love the man? He left it
unlocked for us.”, Rose said happily as they quickly passed through
the door and into the elevator.

 


“Yeah. Fantastic…”, Mickey said
jealously.

 


They quickly found their way to the TARDIS
and this time Rose did have a key to open the door. The Doctor had
given her a spare key of the TARDIS door at the beginning of their
journey together.

 


“Doctor. Doctor?”, Rose said as she entered
the TARDIS first, followed by Mickey. She didn’t see him at first
but as they moved around the console they saw him slumped back in
the chair. He was sitting up straight, motionless and his eyes were
closed.

 


“What is he doing?”, Rose whispered
concerned.

 


“It looks like he is sleeping, to me.”,
Mickey replied.

 


“Do you think?”, Rose whispered. “I thought
he didn’t need any sleep.”, she thought to herself.

 


“A man has got to sleep sometime. Especially
if he is as energetic as the Doctor always is!”, Mickey commented
jestingly.

 


“Maybe, but still—“, Rose said, but at that
moment the Doctor awoke with a start. It scared Rose, because she
hadn’t anticipated him to move so suddenly.

 


“Well, good morning to you.”, Rose said
cynically.

 


“Rose, Mickey. It’s you.”, the Doctor said
somewhat disoriented.

 


“I was, the last time I looked in the
mirror.”, Mickey commented.

 


“Doctor? Are you alright?”, Rose asked
concerned.

 


“No. Yes, I am fine. I am glad you two are
back.”, he said, but Rose didn’t believe him. She looked at him
gravely, as the Doctor went about the console room doing some
TARDIS-tinkering, just to occupy himself.

 


“You have been acting strangely lately…”,
Rose said to him carefully.

 


“It’s what he always does.”, Mickey commented
and left the console room.

 


“You seem to stare at things for no apparent
reason and drift off in deep thoughts all of a sudden. You also
look tired. There is something going on with you, Doctor. I am sure
of it and I want to know what it is.”, Rose continued. The Doctor
could no longer deny it. Not to himself and not to Rose. There was
something strange going on indeed and he decided to tell Rose all
about it.

 


“I have been seeing shimmers, reflections
moving. At first I told myself they were tricks of the light, but
they became too clear to deny anymore. And you are right, I am
tired. Every time I close my eyes for a bit, I keep seeing these
mental images… a hallucination, mirage, vision, illusion,
phantasm.”, the Doctor explained and he struggled to find the right
word.

 


“Dream?”, Rose suggested.

 


“I don’t dream. Well, okay. A dream, but it
feels so real and I seem to keep missing the end.”, the Doctor
said.

 


“Do you think it means something?”, Rose
asked him.

 


“You mean like a prophecy or apparition? I
don’t know. If it is, the message eludes me.”, the Doctor said
thoughtful.

 


“Well, you must be having this dream for a
reason.”, Rose said decisively, “What was it you saw?”

 


“Nothing much. There was the laughter of a
little girl and quick footsteps approaching. I couldn’t see who she
was, though I tried.”, the Doctor told Rose, “All I could see was
darkness and emptiness.”

 


 


The
Image

“Do you see it?”,
the Doctor asked Rose as he stood in front of the mirror in the
wardrobe.

 


“Of course I do,
it is you in the mirror.”, she replied.

 


“No. Do you see
him?”, he asked again.

 


“Now, Doctor.
Don't tell me you have never seen your own reflection before-- Oh,
my goodness. You mean him! He is not you, is he?”, Rose said
amazed.

 


“I am afraid he
is. Part of me, at least.”, the Doctor replied gravely.

 


“So it was him,
you saw flashing by all those times.”, Rose said.

 


“Yes. He is
accumulating strength so that he can pull himself away, to be free
to do whatever he likes. But what is it he wants, I wonder.”, the
Doctor explained.

 


“Your reflection
has got a will of its own? That can’t be good. How are you going to
stop him?”, Rose asked the Doctor.

 


“Stop him?
Whatever for?”, the Doctor replied.

 


“Well, it is not
normal, is it?”, Rose said.

 


“No. It is
unusual but that is no reason to get rid of it straight away. I
want to know what it wants. How could I communicate with it?
Signing perhaps.”, the Doctor said and started signing to the
mirror. He waved his hands frantically though the air in his
attempt to communicate with his image.

 


“Huh, if I ever
woke up in the morning and see my reflection acting strangely, I
would scream and that wouldn’t be me trying to communicate with it.
I’d smash all the mirrors I could find.”, Rose said.

 


“Kind of violent
approach, don’t you think? Come on, Rose. Help me out here. How do
I communicate with a mirror?”, the Doctor urged her to think of a
solution.

 


“Uhm, let me
think. I know a fairytale in which a mirror could talk. An evil
witch would ask it if she were the prettiest of the kingdom. How
did that rhyme go again? Oh, I remember. Mirror, mirror on the
wall, who is the most brilliant of them all?”, Rose spoke to the
mirror.

 


“That would be
me, as anyone can see.”, the reflection in the mirror replied in
rhyme.

 


“Ah, the Doctor.
Of course.”, Rose said with pride.

 


“No, you blond
little girl. Me!”, the image said angrily. Rose was taken aback by
the image’s rude manner.

 


“Well, you got
him talking alright.”, the Doctor commented cynically.

 


“He is not very
much like you, is he?”, Rose said.

 


“I don’t see why
not. He is just as rude--”, the Doctor replied, but the image
interrupted him.

 


“Of course I am
not like him. I am much better! The Doctor here has been neglecting
his duties and I intend to set that straight.”, the image said with
air. Contrary to Rose’s vision of the image, it was actually very
much alike the Doctor. It looked like him, it talked like him and
it was just as confident of himself as the Doctor always is. The
image even thinks it is better that everyone else. That is
something we are all familiar with, in the Doctor!

 


“Hey, are you
guys coming, or what? I am starving.”, Mickey yelled from within
the console room.

 


“Hold your
horses, Mickey!”, the Doctor called back.

 


“So what will we
do now?”, Rose asked the Doctor. She meant what they would do about
the image.

 


“We are going
out. Get your coat, it’s pretty windy out there tonight.”, the
Doctor said.

 


“But—“, Rose
protested pointing at the mirror.

 


“Oh, he will have
to bear with me. It can’t be that hard, you do too.”, the Doctor
laughed as they made their way down the spiral stairs, through a
corridor, across a suspended walkway, down a rather steep set of
steps into the console room. There Mickey was waiting for them at
the door.

 


“Let’s get a bite
to eat.”, Mickey said as he took Rose’s hand and walked out. It had
gone dark outside. It was evening, the sky was clear and filled
with stars.

The Doctor
followed after he took his coat off the hat stand. The TARDIS door
closed firmly as soon as he had left. The Doctor patted the blue
police box on the side.

 


“We will be right
back. Good girl.”, he said and hurried off to join Rose and
Mickey.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Through the looking glass

All around the
Atomium, the Expo 58 site was illuminated by lanterns, imaginative
light ornaments and the light coming from the buildings lining the
street. It was a magical sight, almost as if it were Christmas.
Despite it being late in the evening, there were still many people
about the complex. Apparently the Expo had quite late opening
hours. Almost every pavilion had it’s own little restaurant or
lounge area where visitors could enjoy some food and drink during
their visit to the Brussels World Fair. Rose, Mickey and the Doctor
were going to one of those restaurants to have dinner, since they
had been travelling for a while and Mickey and Rose did need to eat
regularly. Also the Doctor enjoys tasting every kind of food he
comes across.
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their way to the restaurant there was plenty to see. There were
lots of people out and about. They noticed a man coming out of a
gift shop, clutching his coat and looking around conspicuously. The
buildings alongside the road looked even more impressive than they
did during the day. A family passed them by. The teenage boy
dropped his can on the ground with a loud clash. The threesome also
admired the fountain which they passed. It was entirely illuminated
with all the different colours of the rainbow. In a circle around
it, big bright star shaped lamps were placed to resemble the
European Union flag. It was an impressive sight.

 


Just before they
entered the restaurant, a tall man with sleek hair came rushing out
the restaurant almost knocking Rose over in his hurry. A waiter
came rushing after the man.

“Hey, where did
he go? Did you see where that man went? He didn’t pay his bill.”,
the waiter asked them. The three turned around to point the crook
out but there was no tall running man anywhere near. They were
puzzled because it had only been seconds since the man had almost
ran Rose over.

“I was right
behind him. How could I have lost him?”, the waiter scolded aloud
and went back inside.

Then Rose, Mickey
and the Doctor settled in the restaurant of the Netherlands
pavilion and ordered a typically Dutch dish. It was the meal of the
day and the waitress recommended they’d try it.

 


“Are you no
longer angry, Mickey?”, Rose asked while Mickey was tucking into
his plate like he hadn’t eaten in days.

 


“No. I am not
angry anymore. I am just disappointed.”, Mickey answered as he
stopped eating.

 


“You didn’t mean
what you said today, did ya? ‘Cause I do care, you know.”, Rose
said truthfully. She shifted some of her food around the plate,
waiting for Mickey’s answer.

 


“I know you do,
you just didn’t show it enough, I guess. I am just worried about
Lynne, that’s all. I can’t help it.”, Mickey said trying not to
blame Rose too much, because he knew it wouldn’t do much good to
start arguing again. He totally avoided talking about the Doctor,
who, wisely kept out of the conversation. Though, he listened and
watched silently while eating at a steady pace.

 


“Talking about
being worried; I am still worried about you Doctor. I don’t like
the way that reflection was talking just then.”, Rose
said.

Mickey gave a
quick glance at the Doctor and resumed emptying his plate. Now it
was the Doctor’s turn to be surprised and stop eating.

 


“Ah, there is no
problem. He can’t do anything. He’s just an image trapped in a
mirror.”, the Doctor said.

 


“A very
frustrated image, yeah. And you said it yourself, he is
accumulating power, somehow. And he will use it to break free and
do whatever wicked things it has planned.”, Rose said
severely.

 


“What Image?
Trapped where? Break free how?”, Mickey asked confusedly. Both Rose
and the Doctor immediately looked straight at him, but said
nothing. Their faces showed he shouldn’t interrupt them right now
and that they didn’t want to explain everything to him.

 


“Okay, okay. Why
bother telling me anything, right?”, Mickey said disappointed and
went back to eating his dinner. The Doctor and Rose resumed their
conversation.

 


“What wicked
things has he got planned?”, the Doctor asked Rose.

 


“I don’t know. He
said something about setting things straight. Apparently he doesn’t
like the way you handle ‘your job’, whatever that may be.”, Rose
said.

 


“Hm, I don’t know
either.”, the Doctor said and shrugged, leaving the matter for what
it was. He didn’t want to discuss it any further. Both stared down
silently at their almost empty plates.

 


“Still, I think
it was weird that that crook who almost bumped into us had
disappeared so quickly, don’t you think?”, Mickey said after a
short while to break the silence. Rose looked at him as if he was
speaking Martian.

 


“He didn’t
disappear.”, the Doctor said determinate, still staring at his
plate.

 


“Okay, maybe a
bad choice of words. Ran off so quickly, then.”, Mickey
said.

 


“He didn’t
actually disappear!”, the Doctor exclaimed and shot up from the
chair.

 


“Then where did
he go?”, Mickey asked, desperate to know what was going
on.

 


“He was
transported somewhere else. The image, Rose. Let’s go!”, the Doctor
said frantically excited and left the restaurant. Rose and Mickey
followed hesitantly.

 


“I told him there
was something strange going on!”, Rose said to Mickey. “But he
wouldn’t listen.”

 


“Does that still
surprise you, after all this time?”, Mickey quipped as they ran out
to the street, where the Doctor was looking around anxiously. Soon
he found what he was looking for.

 


The family they
had passed earlier on their way to the restaurant were just down
the road, near the fountain. They were in a right state. The mother
was crying and the father angrily, though helplessly marched
around. Their two children sat on the edge of the fountain.
Frightened they held each other. It was clear the family was in
distress but it wasn’t quite clear as to why.

The Doctor ran up
to them followed by Rose and Mickey.

 


“He disappeared,
didn’t he? Did you see where?”, he asked the family. The father
came forward to speak with the stranger that had just come running
up to his family like a mad man, meddling with their
affairs.

 


“You! It was
right after you passed us by that he disappeared. How dare you! The guts
you must have to come up to us now and ask whether we’ve seen it.
Rub it in our faces. Well, mister. That ain’t gonna happen. Leave
us alone!”, the father yelled angrily.

 


Rose had gone to
sit with the mother and the two children, while the Doctor and
Mickey were being yelled at by the father.

 


“He was right
here, by the fountain. And then—”, the mother cried.

 


“Did you see what
happened?”, Rose asked, “How did he disappear?”



 


“Oh, my boy!”,
the mother could only cry for her lost son.

 


“Hey. Leave her
alone!”, the father said, turning to Rose this time, “Leave my wife
alone. You have no business here.”

 


“As a matter of
fact we do, mister. Your son has suddenly disappeared and whether
you like it or not, we are the only ones who can find a way to get
him back!”, Rose stood up against the yelling man. Mickey and the
Doctor were surprised to see Rose being defensive like
that.

“So, now I
suggest you tell us all you’ve seen, so we can solve this.”, Rose
continued in a calmer way. The father was surprised too, for he
quieted down and cooperated as Rose had requested.

 


“All I know is
that we walked past you three. Tim finished his drink and went to
play by the fountain with his brother and sister. Mother and I went
to sit on the bench here. We only took our eyes off them for a
moment. Elisa screamed and then he was gone. Just gone, without a
trace.”, the father said.

 


“Not exactly
without trace.”, Mickey commented and picked up the can the boy had
thrown on the street. He dunked it in a nearby trash
bin.

 


“The fountain, of
course. Everybody get away from the fountain.”, the Doctor said as
he began to understand what had caused the boy to disappear. The
mother and two children moved away from the fountain and were
guided to the nearby bench by Rose.

Then the Doctor
slowly approached the fountain and he looked in the water. As he
hung above the water he became terribly sad.

“I’m sorry.”, he
said sadly.

 


He saw his own
reflection in the water, but also that of the boy, and the man that
came running out of the restaurant and others. They were calling
out for help, but they couldn’t be heard. Their attempts were
futile. Still they called and tried to reach out in panic. The
image didn’t bear the same sad face as the Doctor did. He had a
broad grin running across his face.

 


“What do you see?
Is he in there?”, the father asked and approached the fountain.
When the Doctor noticed him, it was too late. He had come too close
to the water.

The Doctor tried
to grab hold of him and pull him back, but there was nothing he
could do. The man turned liquid and was sucked into the water’s
surface. All that remained of him was a panicked face in a rippling
fountain basin.

 


“Daniel!”, the
mother cried. Rose and Mickey had to keep her away from the
fountain.

 


Then the father’s
face calmed as he seemed to have spotted the Doctor gazing into the
water. It was as if the faces could see the Doctor, as if they were
on the other side of a looking glass.

The Doctor could
be seen by the people trapped by the image, though only
distantly.

 


“Please, help
us.”, the father seemed to say, without any actual words coming
from his mouth. His son had appeared next to him. The Doctor didn’t
know if he could help them but he consoled himself with the
knowledge that at least the father and son were
together.

 


 


The
other side

“What just
happened, Doctor?”, Rose asked when he had joined them again at the
bench.

 


“I am afraid
you were right, Rose. The image has got wicked plans indeed and he
has become strong enough to act them out too. He is snatching
people from this side into his mirror world. He can only snatch
them if his victim’s reflection appears in the same mirror he is in
too. A window or a pool of water can be a mirror too. That is how
he could snatch the boy and his father.”, the Doctor said
earnestly.

 


“But you looked
at him. Why weren’t you sucked in as well? And the other two
children weren’t sucked in either. Why not them?”, Rose asked.

 


“Yes, that is
odd. What is different about Tim than the other two? Or better
still, what do all the snatched people have in common?”, the Doctor
pondered.

 


“Brings us back
to the question; what does he want? He disapproved the way you
handled your job, Doctor. What could he mean by that?”, Rose
said.

 


“You don’t
really have a job, do you? Except for popping up in places anywhere
in time and space and meddling with other peoples business, raking
havoc wherever you go, that is.”, Mickey commented.

 


“I don’t meddle
with other people’s business just for fun, Mickey. I do it because
I have to help them. Because I am the only one that can; the only
one that will…”, he let his sentence trail off. He thought back to
the times on his home world Gallifrey; the times when the Time
Lords took the task upon themselves to preserve order and to keep
anyone from disturbing the balance in the universe. He used to
disobey their rules and regulations but their goals and his had
always been the same. Now, he was the only one left to fulfil that
goal.

 


“Sounds a bit
like Robin Hood. A rogue Time Lord fighting for Good in a battle
against Evil.”, Mickey said theatrically.

 


“Mickey! Shut
it!”, Rose said angrily. She didn’t like him mocking the Doctor
like that.

 


“It’s all very
nice and well, this chatting about reflections, mirrors, right and
wrong, but that isn’t helping my son and my husband. Please Sir, if
you can, try to get them back.”, the mother pleated sorrowfully.
The Doctor took the woman’s hands and looked her straight in the
eyes.

 


“I will.”, he
whispered determinately, though he wasn’t quite sure he could. Then
he turned to Rose and Mickey.

“Right. First
we find a proper mirror. I want to have a word with that image of
mine.”, the Doctor said and they headed back to the restaurant.

 


The threesome
hurried all the way through to the back the restaurant and went
into the restroom. Mickey stopped to look at the sign on the door.
It was the women’s restroom.

 


“Oh, come on.
No time to be picky.”, Rose said and pulled him inside by his
jacket.

 


The women’s
restroom had a nice big and long mirror stretched along the entire
wall above the sinks. Rose and Mickey checked the cubicles to see
if they were empty, because they didn’t want to involve any more
innocent passer by’s.

 


“Tell me,
Doctor. If that is your mirror image, why isn’t he just the same as
you? He has a will of its own now, but he seems to be only a wicked
part of you. If he were identical he wouldn’t be kidnapping people
like this.”, Rose said while checking the cubicles.

 


“If only that
were true, Rose. No, he is like me but he is more determinate. I am
sure he believes that what he does is for the best. That is what
makes this all the more difficult.”, the Doctor said.

 


“They’re
clear.”, Mickey and Rose said.

 


“Okay, we’re
going in!”, the Doctor said and put his hand on the mirror. Rose
and Mickey did the same. Their reflections seemed to fade away
slowly into a mist, but nothing else happened. They were quite
disappointed and thought they had failed.

 


Rose looked to
her right to ask the Doctor what they should do next, but instead
she saw Mickey. Both the Doctor and Mickey wanted to face Rose but
they actually looked away from her.

 


“Rose?”, they
asked.

 


“Here.”, she
answered.

 


“How did you
get there?”, Mickey asked.

 


“I don’t know.
I didn’t move.”, Rose said.

 


“We’re on the
other side.”, the Doctor said.

 


“Yes you two
switched places.”, Rose remarked.

 


“The other side
of the mirror, Rose.”, the Doctor said.

 


“Really? Wow!”,
Rose said enthusiastically.

 


“Well, it
doesn’t look any different.”, Mickey remarked.

 


“It is exactly
the same but left and right are opposite.”, the Doctor said as he
moved his hand left to right to envision his theory.

 


“Yeah, you’re
right. My watch is on my right wrist now.”, Rose said.

 


“No. It is
still on your left but it looks like your right. As if you were
looking in the mirror.”, the Doctor explained, but it only added to
the confusion.

 


“Oh, how
confusing.”, Rose remarked with a sigh.

 


“Yes,
confusing, isn’t it? You get used to it after a while.”, the
Doctor’s image said who had joined them all of a sudden. “The
others did.”, he added with a smirk.

 


“It’s him!”,
Rose said amazed.

 


“You!”, the
Doctor discontentedly greeted his image.

 


“Yes me. I
am him, he is me. Right is left here and left is right.”, the Image
summed jestingly.

 


“And what about
right and wrong? You could use a lesson in that.”, the Doctor said
agitatedly.

 


“Oh, that is
still the same here. Right is right…or left, but wrong is still
wrong.”, the Image replied gloatingly.

 


“So you’re
saying that sucking people into your mirror world is a right thing
to do?”, the Doctor asked angrily.

 


“Well, yes. Of
course.”, the Image replied innocently.

 


“Liar! You know
what you are doing is wrong just as much as the next person.”, Rose
called out in anger.

 


“A mirror
doesn’t lie, Rose. Neither can I.”, the Image said retaining his
frightening calmness.

“I am making
your world a better place. Only people who do not deserve to live
there are taken to the other side. Those who abide to the rules,
have nothing to fear.”, the Image explained.

 


“Oh, I see now.
The restaurant bill, the littered can; all against the rules and
regulations. So you are planning to take every person that breaks
the rules of society, through the mirror or any other reflecting
surface, into your mirror world. Won’t it get a bit crowded with
criminals here, then?”, the Doctor asked disapprovingly.

 


“No. Of course,
a small sacrifice has to be made, but without an original the
reflections here will slowly fade away. Making the world a better
place, on both sides. Problem solved.”, the Image said, convinced
of his righteousness.

 


“Dissolved, is
more like it.”, Mickey commented.

 


“Look here.
What you are doing is ridiculous. We have our own ways of punishing
people who don’t respect the law. This is none of your business, so
bring those people back, or…”, Rose lashed out at the Image.

 


“Or what? You’d
come over and punch me? Ha! I’d love you try that, so I can see
your face when you discover that your precious Doctor will get the
full blow. The tricks you can do with a mirror, huh? Fantastic.”,
the Image gloated.

 


“I’ll find
another way to knock some sense in to you.”, Rose threatened.

 


“Back off,
girl!”, the Image said and raised his sonic screwdriver at her.

 


“Don’t make him
angry.”, the Doctor advised sternly, because he knew how things
could get dangerously out of hand if he got really angry.

 


A young little
girl entering the restroom caught the Doctor’s eye. The others
seemed not to have noticed her. She had dark brown hair and hazel
eyes. It was the same girl he saw in the glass when he was caught
in the Torchwood basement. She calmly walked up to the mirror,
where she stood staring out in front of her.

The Doctor got
a suspicious feeling about the girl when he noticed she didn’t have
a reflection in the restroom on his side of the mirror.

 


“Erm, isn’t
everyone on that side supposed to have a reflection on this side as
well?”, he asked his Image.

 


“Yes, but they
can’t see us.”, the Image said, who was still focussed on keeping
Rose at bay.

 


“Then where is her Image and where is she looking at?”, the Doctor
wondered aloud.

 


“Who? I don’t
see anyone.”, Rose said.

 


“Her. That six
year old girl dressed in purple.”, the Doctor replied, but Rose nor
Mickey could see her.

 


“Oh, her. I
have seen her many times before. She keeps haunting me, popping up
everywhere I go, but always on the other side of the mirrors. She
will vanish after a while.”, the Image explained annoyed.

 


“Who is she?”,
the Doctor asked his Image.

 


“I had hoped
you might know. I certainly don’t have the foggiest. She might be a
ghost or something. Anyway, she doesn’t have a reflection so I just
ignore her.”, the Image said carelessly, but the Doctor was drawn
to the mystery shrouding the unknown girl. He was intrigued by the
fact that she didn’t have a reflection and he was beginning to
wonder whether she really existed or not.

 


He approached
the mirror and put his hand on it again to travel back to the
normal world. But the Image prevented that. He used his sonic
screwdriver on the glass and blocked the possibility to return.

 


“Did you really
think, I would let you go?”, the Image threatened, but the Doctor
didn’t take heed.

 


The Doctor
could only watch how the little girl ran away. The sound of little
footsteps and laughter could be heard even after she had gone.

 


“Wait…Hang on.
She is the girl of my dreams!”, the Doctor said.

 


“Come now,
Doctor. Isn’t a five year old a bit young for you?”, Rose
remarked.
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Doctor didn’t appreciate the joke. He was determinate to get
through the mirror to find out who the girl was. He took his own
sonic screwdriver and used it to undo the Image’s block.

But immediately
the Image reacted and both men were pushing their screwdrivers to
the limit of their abilities. With a loud clang the limit was
reached and the mirror broke into a thousand pieces, which
disappeared before they hit the ground.

 



The
girl in the purple dress

“Ha! That won’t
stop me.”, the Image said. He was somewhat aggravated though. “I
will find another mirror to take people through.”, he said
confidently.

 


“And we will
find another to escape through. It is your choice. Will you keep us
imprisoned here or is snatching people more important to you? You
are back to where you started; stuck with me!”, the Doctor replied
determinately.

 


“We can’t stay
here. Remember what he said about people that were taken here? We
will fade if we stay here too long.”, Rose warned them
anxiously.

 


“Ha. You see I
only have to hold you here for a while and I will be disposed of
you altogether.”, the Image said happily.

 


“But when I
fade, you will have no one left to image. No original to be the
reflection of. You will cease to exist as well.”, the Doctor warned
the Image. It was clear the Image had not thought of this
complication yet.

 


“All right
then. I will let you out. There is no stopping me anyway. Not as
long as you are on that side.”, he said and led the way to the
nearest mirror, in the men’s room.

 


The Doctor put
his hand to the mirror like before and Rose and Mickey followed his
example. The Doctor faded from beside Rose and reappeared on the
other side of the glass. Rose expected to be there soon after, but
the Image quickly used his sonic screwdriver again. Mickey and
Rose’s hands pulled back in shock.

 


“Hey, where did
you do that for?”, Rose said angrily to the Image.

 


“I don’t need
you two. I only needed him to survive. It makes a perfect way to
punish him too.”, the Image said and smirked.

 


“What do you
mean?”, Mickey asked.

 


“He has broken quite some laws in his
exciting life, you know. He should never have left Gallifrey. That
was his first and biggest mistake.”, the Image explained
gravely. 

“I am tired of
the constant threat of malicious people causing nothing but harm
and destruction. If I rid the universe of all who disobey the
rules, I will never be bothered with them again.”, the Image
explained.

 


“What kind of a
frustrated copy of a person are you. You have some serious
problems. If I were you I would leave the people on Earth alone and
start to look at yourself. It sounds like you detest yourself more
than the criminals you are trying to punish.”, Rose said
angrily.

 


“As for you
Rose, you have grown accustomed to breaking the rules too much. He
should never have invited you along. You are a bad influence on
him.”, the Image said to her. It hurt Rose very much to hear that
from the man who looked exactly like the Doctor, but she shook it
off her quickly.

 


“I knew it as
soon as I saw you. You are nothing like the Doctor. You might look
like him but everything else about you is wrong!”, she said to
him.

She was so
angry that she took the chair next to the door and smashed it into
the mirror.

 


“No! What are
you doing?!”, the Image yelled. Mickey looked frightened by Roses
anger too.

 


“You might have
stopped us from getting back to the normal side, but now I am
stopping you. I won’t let you take any more people to this side of
the mirror.”, Rose yelled at him and ran out of the restroom.
Mickey followed her as fast as he could.

 


The Image was
full of anger as he ran after the two. He had to prevent her
breaking any more mirrors, because that was where he got his
strength from. He knocked over chairs, tables and even people on
his way out of the restaurant, while Rose destroyed all big glass
panes and mirrors she saw in her path.

 


Mickey was
quite taken aback by the rage Rose was letting out. He never
imagined her to have this in her. He feared she was getting out of
control and he had to do something about it.

 


“This way,
Rose!”, he said and took her down the large street towards the
Atomium. Meanwhile Rose still smashed every reflecting surface she
saw and the Image was still in hot pursuit, yelling as he ran
along. “Back to the TARDIS.”, Mickey said and took her up in the
elevator and into the blue police box. Once there he was able to
calm her down.

 


“What are you
going to do? Smash all the mirrors and all the glass in the
world?!”, he said to her fiercely. Rose was slowly coming back to
her senses and she was clearly ashamed of what she had done.

 


“I–, I was–“,
she said but she didn’t finish what she wanted to say. Mickey
understood she was angry. It was hard to see the man she loved say
such horrible things, but she had to understand it was not the
Doctor but only his Image gone bad.

 


Now Rose had
herself back under control, they were startled by a sound. It
sounded like someone was at the door.

“What’s that?”,
Mickey asked startled, looking at the door. “It’s him!”, Rose said
afraid.

 


“Not yet.”,
Lynne said, who came walking into the control room. She had come
through another door from within the TARDIS.

 


“You are
awake?!”, Rose and Mickey both exclaimed with disbelief.

 


*

 


The Doctor had
reappeared on the other side of the glass. He was back in the
normal world again and he had expected Rose and Mickey to follow
shortly. He looked in the mirror and saw Rose and Mickey were still
on the other side. He banged on the glass a few times, but it was
clear they would not be getting out of there anytime soon. So the
Doctor decided to go looking for the girl in the purple dress.

 


He left the
gentlemen’s restroom and marched through the restaurant. He was
back outside on the dark streets of the Expo but he had no idea
which way to turn. The girl could have gone in any direction and he
didn’t see any trace of her anywhere. At that moment, the laughter
sounded again, followed by the quick little footsteps. The Doctor
didn’t see the girl in the purple dress but he decided to follow
the sound.

 


It led him back
to the big street and back to the Atomium. Once inside the lobby of
the Atomium everything was quiet. No laughter, no footsteps. The
door to the service elevator was left open a crack, so the Doctor
proceeded through. At that moment the elevator came down and after
the ‘ping’, the elevator doors opened. It was as if that was his
cue to step in and so he did. Rather jubilantly, he pressed the top
button and the elevator took him up to the sphere where the TARDIS
was parked.

 


Once there, he
heard a sound coming from inside the blue police box. It was the
laughter of the girl in the purple dress. Carefully he approached
his ship and opened the door gently. To his amazement, the little
girl was standing in the middle of the room. Quickly he stepped
inside and approached her. He had expected her to run off, but she
remained where she was.

 


“Who are you?”,
the Doctor asked her calmly.

 


“Can you
remember?”, the girl asked him back.

 


“Have I met you
before?”, he wondered.

 


“Can you
remember?”, the girl repeated the question.

 


“What? Remember
what?”, he asked frustrated.

 


“Please
remember.”, the girl pleated.

 


“I don’t have
time for this.”, the Doctor said agitatedly. He did know what he
was supposed to remember and he didn’t know who the girl was. He
had met so many people in his long life. He could not possibly
remember them all.

 


The girl held
out her hand. “Come. Come with me. I’ll make you remember.”, she
said, tempting the Doctor to take her hand.

 


*

 


“He has to
remember.”, Lynne said.

 


“Why?”, Rose
asked.

 


“Because all
this frustration the Image is feeling comes from a long time ago.
He has been through some very traumatic times in his life and a
part of him has now had enough of the misery. This side of him had
grown strong enough now that it has the power to break free. It did
so in his reflection.”, Lynne explained.

 


“But what does
that have to do with him remembering. What is he supposed to
remember anyway”, Rose asked puzzled.

 


The Image and
the Doctor are still the same person. If the Doctor remembers, then
the Image will too. If the Image remembers the times when he was
young, when these frustrations started and why, only then will he
be able to understand that what he is doing is wrong.”, Lynne
said.

 


“So he really
believes that what he is doing is right?”, Mickey asked with
disbelief.

 


“Yes. If he
would only remember…”, Lynne said sadly. ”It is all he has to
do.”

 


 


One

The Doctor
looked in the girl’s eyes. There was something about her. Something
familiar but he could not place it. He stretched his arm out and
slowly took the girl’s hand.

He was whisked
away into a dream world where he saw a girl playing in a garden. It
was the girl in the purple dress. There was someone with her; a
boy. He was somewhat older than the girl and they were playing. The
Doctor could see they were having really a lot of fun together. He
observed the surroundings a bit better.

They were in a
garden enclosed by buildings, homes.

 


He recognised
the houses. They were Gallifreyan houses. He remembered he used to
live there. His mother and father lived in the bluish looking house
on the left. An eerie feeling got over him. He didn’t know whether
he should be happy that he was given back a memory of his home or
whether he should feel sad that he would never be able to return
there. His eyes began to water and he looked away from the house.
It recalled too many memories in him.

 


He looked at
the two children again. They were still playing. He realised he
must have known the girl if this is where she lived too. It was his
neighbour, he remembered. He used to play all day with the girl
that lived opposite to him. It was a time without worries, a time
filled with only joy. A time when life looked simple and everything
was easy. He knew that time wouldn’t last long; he knew the boy who
was playing there so innocently would have to face turbulent times.
He would have to say goodbye so suddenly to the girl he was playing
with. He knew the boy would never see her again, and would hurt him
deeply. It would leave a scar that he would carry around
forever.

 


That was when
it struck him. He remembered the name of the girl in the purple
dress. It was Lynne. Was the Lynne he found wandering around his
TARDIS a few days ago the same Lynne he used to play with as a boy?
He remembered now and as he did, he let a tear run down his
cheek.

He had found
the girl who he was separated from so violently so many years ago.
He never fully understood why their parents did this, but he was
intently happy they were together again. She had changed and he had
changed, but at least she was genuinely of his kind. Finally
someone who knew what it was to be a Time Lord.

 


The girl stood
up from playing with the boy and came walking up to the Doctor. She
took his hand again. “You remember.”, she said and smiled.

 


Then the Doctor
found himself back in the TARDIS, but the girl was no longer there.
He went up to the wardrobe, because that was where the only mirror
in the TARDIS stood. The Doctor wanted to see if he could get back
to the other side somehow.

 


When he stood
in front of the mirror in the room large wardrobe, he saw his image
was still gone. There was no reflection of him in the mirror. He
put his hand on the mirror but all remained still. The Doctor let
his hand slide off the glass slowly, as he stood silently
contemplating.

 


*

 


That what Rose
and Mickey were afraid of happened after all. The TARDIS door swung
open and the Doctor’s Image menacingly stepped into the control
room. Rose, Mickey and Lynne stood petrified; they had no way to
turn.

 


“You annoying
little girl!”, the Image said wrathfully. “Don’t you understand
that what I am doing is for the better. It will make the universe a
better place, starting here. But now you are trying to stop me. You
are between me and my purpose. You leave me no choice, I will have
to–”, the Image said with anger.

 


At that moment
the girl in the purple dress appeared between him and Rose, Mickey
and Lynne. The girl looked at the image in an intently innocent
way. The Images face turned pale as he saw the girl.

 


“Another even
more annoying, even smaller, meddling little girl.”, the Image
snapped. The girl was not impressed. She took a calm breath and
spoke as she looked up in the Images eyes with her big dark, almost
black eyes.

 


“It is
impossible to rid the entire universe of evil and darkness, it will
disturb the balance. Light can only shine in darkness. They need
each other to exist.”, she said calmly but also very seriously. The
Image was taken aback by these wise words coming from the
child.

 


“Then what is
the point in fighting at all?”, he replied quickly.

 


“If you can’t
fight the evildoers, then fight the evil they do. That is exactly
what the Doctor does and has done for all those years. He strives
for righteousness, justice, honesty, fairness and integrity, just
like you want to. So you shouldn’t punish him or anyone else for
that.”, the girl said in return. The Image was getting desperate
now, because she was telling the truth.

 


“But it isn’t
enough.”, he said.

 


“It is the only
way without becoming malicious yourself.”, the girl replied
wisely.

 


“And who are you to suggest that my
actions are bad?!”, the Image defended, though he was beginning to
doubt himself now.

 


“I am your
friend. One of your kind. The Doctor remembered who I am. You can
remember too.”, the child said.

 


“Why would I
want to remember?”, the Image still didn’t want to admit his
wrong.

 


“Because that
is the only way for you to become a proper reflection again. You
can only do that if you know who you are.”, the girl explained
calmly. Rose and Mickey watched intently from where they stood.
They didn’t move a muscle.

 


“I am the
Doctor.”, the Image struggled.

 


“Yes, you are.
And so is he. You are the same; you even have the same goals, so
you should do the same as well.”, the girl said, still calmly
trying to convince the troubled reflection.

 


“Yes, we are
the same. Still, who are you?”, the Image quickly asked her. But
the girl didn’t let that get to her.

 


“Oh, he remembered and you will too, when you are one again.
Goodbye Doctor.”, she said gently smiling, because she knew her
work here was done. He did just admit he was the same. He now knew
who he really is and what he was supposed to do. She had pulled him
back onto the right track, though it yet had to get through to him
before he would really change.

 


“Goodbye…
Lynne.”, he said remembering her name all of a sudden. He
remembered who she was, just like the Doctor did in the TARDIS. He
stared in the mirror for a while thinking of his days with Lynne on
Gallifrey. They were happy careless days. He gently smiled as he
slowly faded away and reappeared in the mirror in the TARDIS as the
Doctor’s normal reflection again.

 


Remembering who
he was had brought the Doctor back together. He was now stronger
that ever in his beliefs. He would stand firm for righteousness and
justice and he would not let anyone not even himself get between
that again.

 


The Doctor came
down from the wardrobe with a content look over him. “Well, that’s
that.”, he said, meaning the problem with the image was solved. He
hadn’t expected to find Lynne standing in the control room, when he
entered it.

 


“Rose and
Mickey are on their way here.”, she said to him, because she knew
exactly what was going on. They had come back to the normal world
though the nearby fountain. The boy and his father, which were
pulled in there had also returned and they were reunited with the
rest of their family which were still waiting for them at the
bench.

 


The Doctor
didn’t ask how she knew this or why. For a moment the two just
looked at each other without saying anything.

 


“We’ll be off
soon.”, the Doctor eventually said awkwardly.

 


“Yes, I’d
expect that. You wouldn’t know where, would you?”, she said.

 


“No. I meant…”,
the Doctor started.

 


“You couldn’t
leave me here, in Belgium 1958.”, Lynne said, “Maybe it is best if
you would just drop me off at my flat in Cardiff.”

 


“Oh. If that is
what you want.”, the Doctor said disappointed.

 


“It was my life
for many years now. I think it is best for me that way.”, Lynne
decided. The TARDIS door creaked open and Rose and Mickey came
barging in.

 


“We’re back.
Are you okay?”, they panted. Mickey was pleasantly surprised to see
Lynne was well and awake on this side of the mirror too.

 


“Yes. We’re all fine. Get ready, I am taking Lynne home.
Cardiff 2006, here we come!”, the Doctor said and activated the
TARDIS engines by frantically pushing buttons and pulling levers as
he usually does, aided by Rose who was getting the hang of it by
now. Lynne and Mickey sat on the chairs and braced themselves for
the bumpy ride.
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related characters are property of the BBC. No infringement
intended.

 


Also by the
same writer:

 


The Daughter

The first book
of the Becky Miller Doctor Who fan-fiction series. Rose, Mickey and
the Doctor receive a strange numerical message. Is this code really
a message and if so who sent it and why? All the answers to these
questions are hidden until an unexpected visitor in the TARDIS
begins to unveil her secrets one at a time, but in doing so
jeopardises the lives of all involved.

 


Breakdown

The third book in the Becky Miller DW series. When the Doctor
tries to take Lynne back home the TARDIS crashes into some space
debris. This causes the ship to dramatically veer off course to a
very chilly future where the Doctor, Rose and Mickey meet some new
friends and old foes.

 


Diversion

The fourth book in the Becky Miller DW series. Just as Lynne is
about to relax on the couch with a cup of tea the door bell rings
and a familiar man stands on the door step. He looks broken and
asks for her help which she cannot refuse. But will life stay
normal just as Lynne and her new house mate so heartily desire or
will the past come back to haunt them after all?
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