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aboard, he reacted violently and tried to free himself from
their grasp.

"Come on, mate," said Ben, trying not to drop the old
man. "Youneed to put your feet up for a bit."

"Yes," whispered the Doctor. "But not here. I need...
need my own room."

"We don't know where it is" said Polly.
"Down... down... as far as you can go. Straight on all...

the ... way." The Doctor's eyes closed, and they felt his body
go limp. Ben looked at Polly, who
shrugged. "We'd better do as he says," she
said.

"It could be miles, Pol. Are you sure
you can make it?"

"Of course I can make it," she snapped,
straightening up and taking most of the
Doctor's weight by herself. Ben grinned
and they set off down the corridor.

It took a while before their route
started to descend. Every few feet they
would pass a pile of books, or a bit of
furniture, or an old painting lying on the
floor. The corridors were well-enough lit at
first by the glowing, opalescent roundels set
into the walls, but as they progressed the
light from these grew a little dimmer,
perhaps because of the thick layer of dust
over everything. This wasn't so bad,
though, because fresh footprints,
presumably the Doctor's own, were distinct
on the dusty, dirty floor, and they wen:
doubly reassuring, as they showed the way
both forward and back. Occasionally, a side
corridor branched off, but there weren't
many of these, and all the doors they
passed were shut.

The Doctor's eclectic collection of
objects was casting deeper shadows now.
Polly and Ben were tired but making steady
progress: the Doctor, however, was still
unconscious. A threadbare Edwardian sofa
offered them a chance to set the old man
down and gave all three of them a break.

Polly was trying to take the Doctor's
pulse, but it was so slow that she suspected
she was doing something wrong. Ben
ventured over to the nearest side door and
opened it; beyond it was an Elizabethan
long gallery with a line of marble busts on
either side. The whiteness of the marble
figures, some of whom, Ben thought,
looked a bit Roman, stood out against the

black oak panelling and the darkness outside the room's
many windows. He tried another door, and this time he was
hit by light so strong that it pushed him backwards. There
was a strong smell of new-mown hay, and wild flowers,
coming from somewhere in there. Ben closed the door: the
aroma lingered on in the passagewayfor a while.

The fighting in the dark, slippery tunnel was desperate
and savage. Pike and his crew, loaded with gold, were trying
to hack their way down to the beach. His Majesty's Revenue
and the militia, coming up the tunnel, were trying to reach
the church. There was no room to swing a musket, let alone
fire one - so the soldiers unfixed their bayonets and fought
hand-to-hand. In the middle of all this was the Doctor, and
Pike himself, who was more interested in getting even with
the old sawbones than saving his own life. He was so
obsessed with fighting his way to the man
who had led him into this trap that the
Squire, Pike's erstwhile ally and dupe, got
to Pike before Pike got to the Doctor. The
pirate's brief struggle with the Squire gave
the captain of the militia enough room to
draw his pistol and shoot Pike in the back.
The death of their leader and the amount
of noise made by a short-barrelled pistol
discharged in a confined space shocked
the rest of the pirates into surrendering.
Ben, who had followed the soldiers, only
now managed to reach the Doctor, who
had been punched and kicked during the
fight and then shoved against the wall of
the tunnel by a militia man. Ben picked
him up and carried him down to the
beach, where Polly and the TARDIS were
waiting.

The Doctor seemed to recover a little
when he entered the TARDIS; he set the
Ship in motion and sank into the nearest
chair. Ben started telling Polly how they
had got away, but all the time they kept
glancing anxiously at the Doctor.

"So they're all dead?" said Polly. "The
Churchwarden, Kewper, Cherub, Pike...
All the ones who wanted Avery's
treasure."

The Doctor, leaning back in his chair,
opened his eyes a fraction. "Superstitions
are very strange, you know. Especially
when they seem to come, to come ... " He
was having great difficulty breathing. He
tried to loosen his cravat but the effort
was to much for him: Ben had to do it.

"Thank you, my boy," said the old
man weakly.

"Let's get you somewhere where you
can lie down, sir."

"Our room's nearest," agreed Polly.
Both of them suddenly realised that they
had no idea where the Doctor's own
quarters were - or whether he even had
his own room.

The Doctor let himself be picked up and carried out of
the console room. He felt incredibly frail and thin to Ben
and Polly, who had each taken one of his arms. But when
they tried to get him through the door of the room where
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He looked over to Polly and the Doctor. "What the hell
is this thing we're in? What's all these rooms about?"

The Doctor opened his eyes. "Memory," he said.
"Whose memories?" said Polly, trying to keep him

talking. "Are they yours?"
"Not memories, child, memory." The respite seemed to

have done the old man good - or maybe the chance to give a
little lecture had bolstered his flagging spirits. The Doctor's
hands moved in a feeble approximation of the flamboyant
gestures he usually made to emphasise things. "Memory," he
said again, more clearly, "as in a computer." Polly had been
working for a leading computer scientist for a year but the
job had turned out to involve (to her chagrin) mostly typing
and making cups of tea. On the other hand, all three of them
had had plenty of recent experience with giant computers
with minds of their own.

The Doctor leaned back onto the settee again: for the
first time since he had returned to the TARDIS, his eyes had
something of the familiar alertness about them. "We're
close," he said. "Look for a room with double doors."

About five hundred yards further on, the corridor
widened out into a hall, or vestibule. The lighting here was
as bright as it had been in the console room, as if to show
that they'd arrived. The promised pair of double doors was on
the far side of the vestibule; the Doctor broke free and tried
to make it there on his own, but halfway across the room he
sank to the ground, clutching his chest. Ben and Polly half
carried, half dragged him through the double doors, into -
nothing. Void. The room was suffused with a soft light that
had a pinkish tinge, but they couldn't see the walls or floor,
not even around the doors they had just come through.

The Doctor stood up. His face was still ashen, but his
back was straight and his breathing was regular. He stretched
his arms and walked around a little.

"I call this the Zero Room," he said. "It gives me
protection from all outside influences. It takes the weight off
me." As if to demonstrate this, he relaxed into a sitting
position without the need of a chair.

"Will you be OK now we've got you here?"

The Doctor looked at Ben as if he was about to correct
him for linguistic imprecision, and they took this as a good
sign. "Yes, I'll be all right." He sighed. "Painful memories and
physical damage can both build up in a person, especially a
person who has lived as long as I have. In here, I can renew
myself. If I need to keep information, it can be transferred
into a TARDIS memory location, where I can find it if I
really want to, and keep it safely locked up when I do not."
He sighed again. "I have to spend so much more time in here
than formerly."

"Those rooms," said Ben. "They were your memories."
His mind was racing.

"The TARDIS translates thought into matter. I can then,
if I wish, physically delete it by jettisoning the room."

Polly suddenly swayed on her feet: if gravity had been
working, she would have keeled over. She hadn't slept in
days: apart from everything else, she'd spent most of the
evening running from rock to rock on the beach trying not
to get caught by the rest of Pike's crew. "I'm ... I'm going to
go and lie down myself," she said, yawning. "On a real bed, if
you don't mind. Ben?"

"There's something I want to speak to the Doctor about,"
he said. "Are you going to be OK finding the way back on
your own?"

"No problem," said Polly. She left the room, looking
briefly back at them as she went through the double doors.

Ben closed them behind her.
"DoC?" he said. The Doctor grimaced a little, but said

nothing. It took all of Ben's courage to ask his question.
"This room - can other people use it, or just you?" The
Doctor still said nothing. "It's just, welL.. You know I joined
my first ship when I was fourteen? Rough old tub it was too:
seasick, I was, all the way to Aden. But it didn't matter.
Couldn't live at home no more."

The Doctor leaned back and closed his eyes. "Try going
off to sleep," he said. "We'll both feel a lot better in the
morning."
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