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‘DOCTOR WHO®

‘SHADA’

EPISODE ONE

SUPOSE CAM: Opening
Titles
Sequence:

Model Shot One
1. Ext. Think Tank Station iIn space.

ESTABLISH Think Tank space station in
space. It is a purely scientific
foundation, therefore utilitarian.

In the background is a star, the size
of the sun only red. This is in a
totally different galaxy, to our own.

2. Int. Think Tank Main Chamber.
S (ROUND THE WALLS ARE ARRAYS OF
e EQUIPMENT TV MONITORS, COMPUTERS,
CONTROL, CONSOLES.

IN THE CENTRE IS A LARGE WHITE
'CONE, ABOUT THE HEIGHT OF A MAN.

THE SIDES ARE ABOUT SIXTY DEGREES.

| RATHER THAN PURELY ROUND, IT IS 4




AL FIGURE, WITH EACH OF rpy,

sIX gggES SLIGHTLY RECESSED.

RECESSES LIES
EACH OF THESE A
n:mm :Acn DRESSED IN A SORT OF
HIT CcK SUIT AFFAIR, TO

'ﬁgsxsn THEIR IMPERSONALITY.

'ON TOP OF THE CONE SITS A MATT
BLACK SPHERE, ABOUT EIGHTEEN
INCHES IN DIAMETER.

A HUM, FAIRLY QUIET, IS COMING
FROM THE EQUIPMENT.

cn A DIGITAL DISPLAY, CLICKING
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THEY WRITHE IN THEIR POSITIONS.

THEY PUT THEIR FISTS up TO THEIR
FOREHEADS. THEY CRY OUT.

SKAGRA SMILES TRIUMPHANTLY. HE
LEAVES HIS PLACE ON THE CONE AND
SURVEYS HIS HANDIWORK.

HE CONSULTS SOME DIALS, SMILING
WITH SATISFACTION.

THE DIGITAL COUNTER KEEPS GOING,
NOW IN THE POSITIVE.

SUDDENLY ALL THE NOISE STOPS
SHARPLY, EXCEPT FOR A THIN
DISTORTED INHUMAN BABBLE EMANATING
FROM THE SPHERE.

THE MEN SLUMP, AND LIE STILL.

WITH BRISK EFFICIENCY HE PERFORMS
CHECKS ON EACH OF THEM.

HE CROSSES TO A COMMUNICATIONS
CONSOLE WHICH FEATURES A VIDEO
SCREEN AND RIPS OUT THE LEADS FROM
ALL, THREE MICROPHONES.

HE TAKES FOUR OR FIVE PEGS OR
FUSES FROM THE CONSOLE.

THE VIDEO SCREEN GOES BLANK.

HE PRESSES A BUTTON WHICH SETS OFF
A SERIES OF BLINKING LIGHTS.

HIS VOICE STARTS FROM A SMALL
SPEAKER ON THE CONSOLE.

HE COMES DOWN, TURNS OFF A POWER
SWITCH IN A SMALL FOREGROUND
CONSOLE.

HE HOLDS HIS HAND UP IN A SORT OF
‘HOW’ GESTURE.



THE SPHERE, WHICH IS TOTALLY
FEATURELESS, RISES OFF THE CONE
AND TRAVELS TOWARDS HIM. -3
IT COMES TO HIS HANDS OBEDIENmBg

HE WALKS OUT OF THE CHAMBER. )
SKAGRA: (V.0O.) This is a recorded
message. The foundation for the
study of advanced sciences is unL

strict quarantine. Do not appro
Do not approach. Everything is

our control. _
(THE MESSAGE IS A LOOP AND STARTS
AGAIN. ) -

%
e
-~

Int. Think Tank. Corridor.

(CURVING WHITE WALLED SPAQJ
STATION CORRIDOR. .

HE COMES TO A.BAY
CRAFT’ .

HE ENTERS Im,)ﬁ

FOR TWO OF THEM ' HE E:
MUCH AND THEY FALL 0%

THE REMAINDER SEEM Nﬁ;s»
OR COMPREHEND. -



THEY SEEM TO BE UNAWARE OF EACH
OTHER OR INDEED OF ANYTHING AT
ALL.

THEY ARE IN SHOCK. AS THOUGH THEIR
MINDS HAVE GONE. )

MODEL SHOT TWO
5. Ext. Space Station.

Shuttle bay opens, and a sleek space

ship slides out. I+ moves slowly away
from the station.

We stay with it as it begins to pick up

speed, leaving the space station in the
distance.

We hear the tape message in distort.

SKAGRA: (DISTORT) . .- Do not approach.
I repeat. Do not approach.
Everything is under our control.

Then, suddenly it puts on a fantastic
spurt of speed which distorts our image

of it as it shoots away from CAMERA and
vanishes into the far distance.

TELECINE 1A:
Ext. Streets of Cambridge. Day.

CHRIS PARSONS is cycling towards St.
Cedd’s College.

He is about thirty,

a post-grad
scientist. Z RALE

= Py



&‘u

He wears jeans and a d03
likes Bach, Bruckner and
his hair is longish beo e
preferred the Slxtles_ggﬁﬁ}p

TELECINE 1B:
Ext. College. Day. ’
CHRIS parks his bike outsic
College and walks into bs >

pocket and looks at ifwh"
number of the room he

; "

a PASSER-BY and shows,;éﬂu
number. 3

- 4 e

The PASSER-BY points tc
QST /i

in the far left h—«d\r

v

4 ¥
<17 BN

CHRIS goes to it.

END TELECINE

X
L]

6. Int. Professor Chror
College. 2




IN A CORNER OF THE ROOM IS PARKED
A LARGE BLUE POLICE BOX.

PROFESSOR CHRONOTIS IS IN THE ROOM,
THOUGH CLEARLY HE HAS ONLY JUST
COME IN BECAUSE HE IS TAKING OFF
HIS GOWN AND SCARF AND UNPACKING
HIS BATTERED OLD BRIEF-CASE.

HE IS PRETTY ANCIENT, BUT
DISTINGUISHED IN HIS YEARS.

AS HE GOES ABOUT HIS BUSINESS HE

NOTICES THE TARDIS PARKED THERE,

LOOKS AT IT VERY BRIEFLY OVER HIS
HALF MOONS, GIVES A ST.IGHT GRUNT

AND THEN IGNORES IT.

HE IS CLEARLY NOT AT ALL PUT OUT
BY IT.

A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. )
PROFESSOR: Come 3

(PROFESSOR CHRONOTIS POTTERS OFF
TO ANOTHER DOOR LEADING PRESUMABLY
INTO HIS KITCHEN.

HE DOESN’T ACTUALLY LOOK TO SEE
WHO IS COMING IN. IT IS OF COURSE
CHRIS PARSONS. )

(AS HE DISAPPEARS BRIEFLY) Excuse the
muddle. Creative disarray Jyou know.
(CHRIS PARSONS IS SLIGHTLY BEMUSED

BY THIS. HE DOESN’T ACTUALLY KNOW
THE PROFESSOR. ’

HE STANDS AND WAITS.)

CHRIS: Professor Chronotis?
PROFESSOR: Tea?

SR o B~



CHRIS: Oh, thanks.

PROFESSOR: (ENTERING){g@
kettle on. N

CHRIS: Er, Professor Chrono
don’t know if you rememberx
at a faculty party a coup:
ago. Chris Parsons. 3

PROFESSOR: Oh yes, yes. Enjo
faculty dos do you?

CHRIS: Well, you know ...

listen to a word anbex_
says.
CHRIS: Well, yes. You saic
PROFESSOR: Talk talk -
listen.
CHRIS: No. well - «.an ENERE
taking up your ... (I
ETC) ‘=
PROFESSOR: Time? 3ﬁp1w
to my age, you""
doesn’ t matter

- a2 88 . <

CHRIS: Oh, reallyu

PROFESSOR: Yes,
the last Master
young Profesa-\

it the last but

three. -f“

,”HRIS. (Sk,ﬁ,sf

o

5~,. - r~ SOWR -
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ninely. Run over by a coach and

pair. .
CHRIS: What was it you said to

PROFESSOR: On, I don’t know. Long time

ago yYou Know.

LY) YeesssSS. Er,
RIS: (DOUBTFUL .
(n¥rofessor when we met, you were kind

if I dropped
ough to say that 1
izﬁng you would 1end me some of your

books on carbon dating.
PROFESSOR: Oh yes. Happy to. Abh;
there’s the kettle.
(HE BEGINS TO GO OUT TO THE
KITCHEN AGAIN. )
vou’ll find the books you want at the
far right of the bookshelf. Third
shelf down.
(HE IS OUT OF THE ROOM BY NOW.

CHRIS PARSONS GOES OVER TO THE
BOOKSHELF. ON THE WAY HE LOOKS
RATHER ASKANCE AT THE TARDIS.

HE PULLS A BOOK OUT OF THE SHELF
THREE DOWN FROM THE TOP.

HE LOOKS AT IT. IT IS CLEARLY NOT
WHAT HE EXPECTED, AND IS VERY
PUZZLING TO HIM. )

(OFF) Or is it the second shelf down?®

Second I think An
i a t
you like. yway, take what

him?




PROFESSOR CHRONOTIS
Milk? R
CHRIS: Oh. Yes please
PROFESSOR: (OFF) One
CHRIS: Two please.
PROFESSOR: (OFF) Sug

(THE PROFEssf“

TO HIMSELF: )
Here you are.

Just reélfl
for a smh




CHRIS: I’1]1 bring these back as soon
g Lisias (BT % - Gan

(HE GOES OUT.

THE PROFESSOR PUTS DOWN THE TEAS
AND SHRUGS SLIGHTLY TO HIMSELF.

THE PROFESSOR TAKES A BOOK FROM A
PAPER BAG ON THE TABLE.

WE SEE THE TITLE ‘THE TIME
MACHINE’ ¢H.G. WELLS’.)

TELECINE 2.
Ext. The Backs of The Colleges. Day.

ROMANA reclining in a punt.

THE DOCTOR punting with skill, or at
l1east with great elan.

ROMANA: Doctor, are you sure it28. the
right time of year for this sort of
thing?

THE DOCTOR: Well the river’s so
crowded in the spring.

ROMANA: Don’t make escuses. You
misprogrammed the Tardis. You forgot
to take axial tilt, diurnal rotation
and the orbital parabola into
account. One day you’re going to
materialise in the middle of the
ocean.

THE DOCTOR: If I feel like a swim.
ROMANA hugs herself. She’s cold.

THE DOCTOR: You know what you want?
ROMANA: A hot drink?




THE DOCTOR: Moral fibre.
ROMANA: I thought this was meant

« \h
._}__. A S {
lJ

fun. e

THE DOCTOR: It is if you’ve gaA&ng
fibre. AN 5

ROMANA: Don’t you think it’s 'bih(
see if the Professor is back‘i
room by now? i

THE DOCTOR: That’s where we’re ;

ROMANA: Well can’t you make thﬁg;g
g0 more quickly?

THE DOCTOR: Of course I can. IL
put a dimensional stabilisér' : t
and dematerialise. But fh&ﬁff,vgﬂ

the point. ;4
ROMANA: Then what is the '
THE DOCTOR: Moral fibre._

ROMANA slumps back resignéi““

A
P
= £

THE DOCTOR soldiers onu-#;
whistling ‘J°1IY'305*' g

e



THE DOCTOR, with a puzzled frown:

THE DOCTOR:
ROMANA: I heard something
please let’s go in.

END TELECINE 2.

Did you just hear voices?
Doctor,

7. Int. Chris Parsons’ Lab.
(FULL OF EQUIPMENT, LAB BENCHES.
A CARBON DATING MACHINE, SPECTRO
ANALYSER, X-RAY, BUNSEN BURNER -
THE LOT.
CHRIS ENTERS.
HE PUTS DOWN A LARGE SATCHEL HE
HAS STRUNG OVER HIS SHOULDER. HE
GOES AND CHECKS A COUPLE OF PIECES
OF EQUIPMENT.
THEN HE COMES BACK TO THE SATCHEL
AND PULLS OUT SOME BOOKS.

HE QUICKLY FLIPS THROUGH THE FIRST
COUPLE, AND THEN PULLS OUT A

THIRD.

HE CLICKS HIS TONGUE WITH

ANNOYANCE AT HIMSELF AS HE

REALISES THAT THIS IS THE FIRST
BOOK HE PICKED OFF THE PROFESSOR’S
SHELVES, AND NOT ONE HE WANTED OR
MEANT TO TAKE.

STILL, OUT OF CURIOSITY HE LOOKS
AT IT AGAIN, WITH MANY EXPRESSIONS
OF PUZZLEMENT.

HE IS SURPRISED BY TWO THINGS IN
PARTICULAR: FIRST THE FACT THAT IT



ALPHABET, A.ND BC( LY -
OF THE PAPER, .,r@ass;@m 9
TO HIM. HE RUBS H)" '

FINGERS. HE EVEK

-: T .
S B3 2
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TELECINE 3.
Ext. College. Day.

THE DOCTOR and ROMANA
College.

THE DOCTOR, in

THE DOCTOR: St. C
Cambridge. Founded ir
something or““”
name I forget

who for thegu;
ROMANA: St. Cedd

3 A E?.f.-'

THE DOCTOR: I

very probagf
hlstor1an

ROMANA: I‘éggmmi
THE Docmaab.g@,




THE DOCTOR: Yes.
remember.

PORTER: That’s my job.

How kind of you to

THE DOCTOR: And you do it splendidly
well sir. Tell me, is

PORTER: Professor Chronotis in? Yes

sir, he returned to his room a few
minutes ago.

THE DOCTOR: How did you know I wanted
to see Professor Chronotis?

PORTER: That’s who you asked to see

when you were here in 1964, 1960,
and 1955.

THE DOCTOR: Really, is that so? I was
also here in 1958.

PORTER: (PUZZLED) Were you sir?

THE DOCTOR: Yes, but in a different
body.

PORTER: Just as you say sir.

THE DOCTOR: Nice to see you again sir.
Come on Romana.

They walk through the college to

PROFESSOR CHRONOTIS? staircase.

END TELECINE 3.

8. Int. Professor Chronotis’ Room.

(PROFESSOR CHRONOTIS IS SITTING
READING.

HE GETS UP AND GOES TO THE
KITCHEN.



JUST AS HE GOES OUT,
KNOCK AT THE DOOR. )

PROFESSOR: Come in. e

(HE EXITS. -

THE DOCTOR AND ROMANA COME IN,
(OFF) Tea? '

THE DOCTOR: Yes please:
PROFESSOR: (OFF) Milk?

THE DOCTOR: Yes pPlease.
PROFESSOR: (OFF) One 1~Mw\iﬁw




TELECINE 4.
Ext. Streets of Cambridge.

We follow SKAGRA walking through the
streets of Cambridge.

FAVOUR the bag.

END TELECINE 4.

9. Int. Professor Chronotis’ Rooms.

(DOCTOR, ROMANA AND PROFESSOR AS
BEFORE. )

ROMANA: Three hundred years? In the
same set of rooms?

PROFESSOR: Yes my dear. Ever since I
retired from Gallifrey.

ROMANA: You’d think someone would
notice.

PROFESSOR: One of the delights of the
older Cambridge Colleges. Everyone

is so discreet. Anyway Doctor young
fellow. What can I do for you?

THE DOCTOR: What can you do for me?

What can I do for you? You sent for
me.

PROFESSOR: Sent for you?
THE DOCTOR: I got your signal.
PROFESSOR: Signal? What signal?

THE DOCTOR: Romana. Didn’t we pick up
a signal from the Professor? Would

-~ -~



we come and see him as soon as
possible?

ROMANA: Yes. We came Straight away
PROFESSOR:
signal.

I haven’t sent you a

But it’s very splendid to
see you anyway. Why don’t you just

relax and enjoy yourselves®?

THE DOCTOR: Yes, but if you didn’t
send that signal who did?

TELECINE 5.
Ext. Gate of St. Cedd’s.

The PORTER still busy with his notice
board.

SKAGRA arrives. He stands very near the
PORTER and looks into the College.

When he talks to the PORTER he speaks
very quietly, looks past him rather
than at him and behaves with the total

arrogance of someone who doesn’t even
know what arrogance means.

SKAGRA: You.

The PORTER looks round. He does not

take kindly to this mode of address.
PORTER:

Did you address me sir?

SKAGRA: T want Chronotis.
PORTER: Professor Chronotis®
SKAGRA - Where is he?

PORTER: He wiln

oA — A - -

b




disturbed. The Doctor is with him. A
very old friend.

The PORTER lays an emphasis on
cfriend’.

SKAGRA continues to stare into the
middle distance, as if he is about to
say something else.

Then, quite abruptly SKAGRA turns and
walks off.

The expression on the PORTER’s face
tells us exactly what he thinks of him.

END TELECINE 5.

10. Int. Chris Parsons’ Lab.

(CHRIS HAS JUST SET UP HIS
MICROSCOPE.

HE IS NOT CERTAIN THAT HE SHOULD
BE DOING THIS, BUT HE PICKS UP THE
BOOK, OPENS IT, AND TRIES TO SLICE
A SLIVER OF PAGE WITH A RAZOR

BLADE.

HE CAN’>T CUT THE PAPER.
THIS ASTONISHES HIM.



T
-

HE TURNS THE SPECTROGRAPB_

AFTER HUMMING FOR A FEW *ﬁﬂg_
IT EMITS A LOUD BANG FROM ;
AND SMOKE STARTS TO POUR o
IT. .
CHRIS IS HORRIFIED AND RIP‘
PLUG OUT OF THE WALL. )

11. Int. Professor Chronotis’ Rooms. A
Before. v
(THE DOCTOR, ROMANA AND PRO&J
AS BEFORE) ;

PROFESSOR: Wait! A
ROMANA: (STARTLED) What for?

PROFESSOR: I’ve had an idea aboirx%
might have sent that messqgg,u

ROMANA: Who? j
PROFESSOR: Me!
THE DOCTOR: But you just sa;dhﬁfa

pOET

PROFESSOR: I know. Memory’s g-f”“ﬁ*
bit touchy of late. Doesn?tu ‘
be prodded about too muchj‘
dear old things, I must‘ha)g
ages ago. .'i

ROMANA: T said you’d got t
wrong Doctor.

THE DOCTOR: I know, but
saYing that.
2O . Az well you’ re‘ a‘ v J{%“"If-'-:. oot :
time erns b yS getl
THE DOCTOH: EHus it
Professor?

j"

y C wx




PROFESSOR: What was what about?
THE DOCTOR: (PATIENTLY) The message.

PROFESSOR: I don’t know. You’ve seen
it more recently than I have.

THE DOCTOR: Was it to do with the
voices?

PROFESSOR: What voices®?

THE DOCTOR: When we were on the river
I heard a strange sound, a sort of
babble of inhuman voices. Didn’t you
Romana®?

ROMANA: Yes.

PROFESSOR: Oh Jjust undergraduates
talking to each other I expect. I’ve
tried to have it banned, but no.

THE DOCTOR: No, this wasn’t something
like that, it was ... it was I Eices
lot of people ...

PROFESSOR: Or things ...
THE DOCTOR: Very quietly ...
ROMANA: Screaming ...

PROFESSOR: Overwrought imagin:
Doctor. No, I remember what

matter, slightly.
book ...



THE DOCTOR: A book?

12. Int. Chris Parsons’ Lab. ,Dvi“i

(CHRIS NOW HAS THE BOOK e
OLD X-RAY MACHINE. UND

HE WATCHES FROM BEHIND THE
WINDOW AS HE TAKES A PLATE.

THE BOOK STARTS TO GLOW.

HE HASTILY SWITCHES THE MACHINE
OFF AND APPROACHES THE BOOK
CAREFULLY. ‘_;

HE IS WEARING A FULL PROTECTI ﬁ*
APRON AND IT SEEMS MOST ODD THAT
HE SHOULD APPEAR ALMOST AFRA:-ﬁ”J
THE BOOK.

HE REACHES OUT A HAND TO Toa’
THEN WITHDRAWS AS IF BURNT,Q

TELECINE 6.
Ext. Cambridge Streets. e

SKAGRA walking down a main road'zﬁ%?ﬁl
are PEOPLE and cars around. R

4. 1

o

He is looking for a car to steal, but
does not wish to be conspicuouigw.__

>
»

He passes a small side street(5“””ﬁﬁi:
up it, sees one solitary carﬂ§1§_wm

A
He goes up to the car; ! ,g

There is A MAN in the p ‘Sﬁﬁﬁﬁ»;_



SKAGRA takes no notice of this. He gets
into the driver’s seat and drives off.

THE PASSENGER gapes in astonishment.

THE PASSENGER: Who are you? What the
blazes do you think you’re doing?

SKAGRA doesn’t take his eyes off the
road. With one hand he opens the

Doctor’s bag.

To THE PASSENGER’s astonishment the
black sphere floats up out of it.

PASSENGER’s forehead.
The babble sound increases

a moment, THE PASSENGER wz
stiffens in his seat.

BN -

Meanwhile, SKAGRA driv
unconcerned.

WE ESTABLISH that at
is driving past the
College. '

END TELECINE 6.
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13. Int. Professor O'hra,ub'&}t
(THE PROFESSOR IS Up %,s-‘, '
BOOKSHELVES. HE HAS JUs q
DOWN A BOOK.
THE DOCTOR AND ROMANA .
SUDDENLY SLIGHTLY ALARME
THEY HAVE JUST HEARD THE V¢
AGAIN, THOUGH FAINTLY. ) i

THE DOCTOR: (HOLDIHG UP. AY
Professor ... !

PROFESSOR: Shhh! ...
you just hear voices?
THE DOCTOR: Yes.

(HE LOOKS AT ROMANA. )

ROMANA: Yes. Very faint this %2\
From ...

THE DOCTOR: Yes?
ROMANA: Inside my head? &

>

PROFESSOR: That’s what I thou O

THE DOCTOR: Is it anything t
this boock? %

PROFESSOR: What? Oh :no na ‘z'm;. No
that’s just a ‘boo g" WO 1E
accldentally bra t from Ge

Ly

L
S
?\

-,\

time x B SRS I
ROMANA: From Galli
here?

PRORRSSQR:-
knacksf*




THE DOCTOR: You just said you brought
it by accident.

PROFESSOR: An oversight. I overlooked
the fact that I decided to bring it.
Just for study you know. But as I’m
now getting ... very old I thought

THE DOCTOR: That perhaps I’d take it
back for you.

PROFESSOR: Well now that I’m retired
I’°’m not allowed to have a Tardis.

(IN FACT HE DELIBERATELY DOESN’> T
SAY THAT HE HASN’T GCT ONE, ONLY
THAT HE ISN’T ALLOWED TO HAVE ONE. )

THE DOCTOR: Professor, I hardly 1like
to criticise, but it could be
terribly risky to take books from
Gallifrey. They could be terribly
dangerous in the wrong hands.

(MEANWHILE, THE PROFESSOR HANDS
THE DOCTOR A BOOK. )

14. Int. Chris Parsons’ Lab.
(CHRIS IS ON THE PHONEQU:

CHRIS: Keightley? Hey,
Listen, I’ve just
I’m fine. Listen, the
thing. I’ve got this
It’s got a moleOAG'
unlike anythi{*‘A
said book. It’s °
Earth. And I thi
literally. Ex




I’m not mad. Listen I*v*:‘
everything, X-Rays, g

yourself. Yeah come Qniﬁ:,,'
See you soon. S

(HE PUTS THE PHONE DOWN. )“-

_. -~

15. Int. Professor Chronotis’ R

(THE DOCTOR READS FROM THE
THE PROFESSOR HAS HANDED }

THE DOCTOR: ¢And in the Anﬁ";.  lays
of Ras31lon, five great:pM

ROMANA: It’s justﬁa~Gallff£§é,ia
Nursery Book. e
(SHE LOOKS AT THE SPINE&& ;
‘Our Planet’s Story’. Iiiﬁﬁﬁgﬁf”5
I was a child. i
PROFESSOR: Oh, no no,-?
another momenﬁé«u ‘
at ‘aliq*
one?
| (HE PICKS Gﬂm
No, not that owé """ 1€
it’s here . whe
an:BnGI”
THE DOCTOR;




THE DOCTOR: Dangerous®?

TELECINE 7.
Ext. Country Road. Day.

SKAGRA driving.

He eventually pulls over and parks the
car out of the way off the road.

He walks into what is apparently a
totally deserted field.

He then appears to walk up some
invisible steps.

As he does so he slowly disappears from
the head downwards.

He has entered a spaceship invisible to
our eyes.

END TELECINE 7.

16. Int. Professor’s Room Again. Day.
(BOOKS ARE ALL OVER THE PLACE NOW.
THE PROFESSOR LOOKING AMONGST THEM
AT, FEVERISHLY.
THE DOCTOR AND ROMANA ARE HELPING
HIM BY DISCARDING BOOKS WHICH ARE
OBVIOUSLY NOT THE ONE. )
ROMANA: Well what does it look 1like?
What’s it called.

£ M




PROFESSOR: It’s the Anci‘i‘
Gallifrey. B

—“

(THIS CAUSES THE DOCTa-g
WITH AMAZEMENT. ) e

THE DOCTOR: The Ancient La
Gallifrey?®? :
PROFESSOR: Er, yes. Red bﬁﬁ%}
seven by five. ~j5
THE DOCTOR: Professor, how did tha

book get out of the Pan°p~23&;ﬁﬁ
Archives®?

b

......
\\\\\
O

PROFESSOR: Well, what I dld
... well I Just Ttook it ‘=

THE DOCTOR: Took it?

PROFESSOR: Well, no one on (
that interested in Ancien .OT;
anymore. And I thought thd%mqm
possibly certain things would b

e G

safer with me. S
PROFESSOR: Well, in princip

THE DOCTOR: Professor,
back to the days ofﬂ
PROFESSOR' Fy




vou’ve no idea what might be hidden in
that book.

PROFESSOR: Well there’s not much
chance of anyone else understanding
it then is there?

THE DOCTOR: I hope you’re right. I
think we’d better find it.

(THEY LOOK AGAIN. )

17. Int. Skagra’s Spacecrarft.

(THE INTERIOR OF THE SHIP REFLECTS
THE SLEEK AND DEADLY EXTERIOR -
COMFORTABLE IN A SPARTAN WAY.

SKAGRA PAUSES IN ABSOLUTE
STILLNESS FOR A FEW MOMENTS.

WHEN HE SPEAKS WE WILL REALISE
THAT THERE IS NO OTHER BEING
PRESENT FOR THE RESPONSE, WHEN IT
COMES, IS FROM THE ENTITY OF THE
WHOLE SHIP ITSELF - A WOMAN’S
VOICE. )

SKAGRA: Feed me'!

(BY HIS SIDE A BEAUTIFULLY
PREPARED SERVING TROLLEY LADEN
WITH EQUALLY DELIGHTFUL FOOD
APPEARS.

SKAGRA SITS IN ONE OF THE
LOUNGERS. )

Rest me.

(SKAGRA’S HEAD IS BATHED IN A
GENTLE AURA FOR A FEW MOMENTS. THE
AURA DISAPPEARS.

SKAGRA OPENS HIS EYES, REFRESHED
— 31 B B




AND REVITALISED. HE TAkgs
SOMETHING FROM THE TRo asﬁ,_
BEGINS TO EAT.) R A

SKAGRA: I have conflrmed,th

of the book. It shall Soonj

SHIP: Congratulations my Loﬁ‘

Q k-

f

SKAGRA: Tell me of the one called
Doctor?.

(A SCREEN ON THE WALL,~A T
BEWILDERING AND, TO US, "_

UNINTELLIGIBLE RAPID SERIE
IMAGES. '

B.C.U. SKAGRA’S FACE. HE
BLINKING VERY FAST, ASSII[ f?’en*n C
THE MATERIAT.

THE PROCESS STOPS. )

He has no more power than t"ﬁ'e
Only one has the power I :
when I have the book:thatjpg
be mine. Get me the carrier

(THE SCREEN FLICKERS AN?D_ -' ESOLVES
INTO A NEW IMAGE. ,

BEFORE IT RESOLVES WE RE j‘ﬁ‘“u‘*
SKAGRA’ s :rmcn ) S

' /g)’* p—

(CIT

-P.
=

on s 1, =






