
RELIQUARY MAN: PART 11
There's a mad gunman on the loose in nineteenth-century France: can the Doctor and his new mend stop him? All will be revealed!

There was a tap at the door.
"Come," Alec barked, not without some indignation. The door

opened a crack, to reveal the flustered face of one of the servants.
"Sir? There's someone to see you ... an Englishman, I think."
Alec paused, his pen in mid-air. "English?"
"He speaks French very well," the maid added. "He called

himself. .. "
"Show him in, for goodness' sakes," Alec sighed exasperatedly. No

doubt that Pollard fellow had returned for a chat. So incorrigibly
honourable, these English: one of their slightly irritating virtues.

But the man who walked through Alec's study door was assuredly
notCornelius Pollard: boyish and vulnerable in aspect, perhaps, but
with the lonely sagacity of Alec's old tutor. Alec stared at this well-
dressed young man in considerable perplexity. "And who are ... ?"

"Nobody you'd remember," the man replied with a wan smile.
"I'm called the Doctor."

Chandra stalked the streets of Tours with a new determination.
The Doctor had had the luck of the devil yet again: whoever had
fallen victim to the guy with the machine-gun, it hadn't been him.
Which left the question - who had it been wielding the gun, and
where was he now?

Well, she had her suspicions: and with a mad escaped convict in
town, the best place to look was the street, and the best person to
ask was a local. If only that kid who'd taken her photograph (she had
another careful look at the Polaroid) had hung around long enough
for her to ask a few more questions about this mysterious M
Montquerin. Well, you couldn't always get what you wanted. She'd
just have to follow the cooling trail of anachronisms ...

Talking of which, there was one just over there. The girl playing
in the alley there, skipping a bright pink nylon rope held by two of
her fellows; mauve might have been invented this century (though
probably not before 1853), but Chandra was fairly sure nylon
hadn't. This was clue number eight, then.

"Excuse me ... " she began, walking over to them.

"Sit down, do." Alec cleared his throat, coughing for a few
seconds. The Doctor peered at him, concerned. "Another physician,
here of all places - Dame Fortune must be smiling on me. Or did Dr
Bretonneau send you here as a second opinion?"

"I'm afraid I'm not that sort of doctor. Though I can tell you're
not a well man ... if you'll permit me?" The strange man reached
over the desk, and took Alec's left wrist in a strange grip, taking his
pulse. "Hrnm. Time hasn't been treating you too kindly. Still, as
long as the spirit is willing, you may surprise yourself yet." The
Doctor released his grip, and smiled.

Alec felt a little weak. "What are you, exactly?"
"More of a historical opinion than a medical one. You're writing a

history of the Revolution, or so I've heard: it so happens I have a
few apocryphal stories on that era which might interest you."

Alec was all but aghast. "How did you know about ... ? Only a few
close friends know that much about this work. If I didn't know
better, I'd say you'd read my mind."

"Indeed," said the Doctor inscrutably. "Why not go for a stroll and
discuss it all?"

Rue des Promesses. Chandra smiled inwardly at the street-sign.
Promises without actions: the place was a slum. Still, this was the
place that held promise of finding that madman Montquerin.

Aha: an electronic lock on some old storehouse there. That made
nine. Chandra patted her pockets down, but - drat - found no
lockpick. Only one thing for it, then.

She scanned the street to left and right to make sure nobody
spotted her own anachronism, then shot out the lock with one
staser-bolt, and pushed the door open, quietly. Training the laser-
sight around the simple shed-like room, she saw nobody there; but
revealed in the light from the open door was a truly extraordinary
Sight.

She nearly laughed: this truly knocked the Doctor's penchant for
Victoriana and Edwardiana into a cocked hat.

A gruff voice made her turn sharply. "What are you doing here?"

At Alec's ,initiative - for the stories this Doctor had to tell truly
fascinated him - the short stroll became a rather longer walk.

"My tutor was always fond of giving his lessons during our walks
in the country," the Doctor was saying: "he told me once that the
exercise was good for the body, the discourse for the mind ... " he
held out a hand to indicate the valley floor below - "and the views
were the best food for the soul."

"Far be it from me to disagree with him," Alec said, a little short
of breath after the long climb. "Though on the subject of landscapes
to stir the soul, the best ones are to be found in America, I think."

"A matter of taste," said the Doctor, sitting down on his spread-
out coat, and using his hat as a fan. Alec followed suit, noting as he
did so a rather melancholy look on his new friend's face.
"Sometimes, you have to say to yourself ... there's no place like
home."

Alec gave him an odd look, and then scowled as a buzzing sound
reached his ears, swatting unseen flies out of the way with his hat.
The Doctor craned his head round idly, as if trying to pinpoint the
sound ... and then froze.

"Alec," he said, deliberately, "duck."
"What -?"
"Get down-!" A hand shoved him flat to the ground, as the buzzing

became a droning roar and something with huge wings swooped
over them, the downdraft buffeting them both.

Alec looked, uncomprehending, at the retreating shape in the sky.
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"What was that machine?"
"Something that shouldn't be here," the Doctor said, grimly,

getting to his feet and slinging on his coat any old how. "A glider
fitted with a petrol-fuelled internal combustion engine. It'll come to
be called a 'microlight' in the twentieth century. I've got to get to
that pilot before he causes any more mischief." He started off down
the hillside at a run. Alec thought he heard him conclude his strange
tirade with a, "Mortimus, you little idiot," but he could have been
wrong.

"A horse, for pity's sake, a horse!" Father Montquerin bawled,
pelting down the streets of Tours as if pursued by demons, his robes
flapping wildly.

A voice checked him in his tracks. "Hold on, just a minute."
Montquerin turned on his heel, and stared in furious horror.

"Hello, Mortimus," said the Doctor, his face impassive. "Keeping
well?"

Montquerin - the Monk - snarled in frustration, looking ready to
use some very un-liturgical language, before a slight kerfuffle in the
gathering crowd heralded Chandra's arrival.

"Here, I tell you - that's him, look, in the black robes. It's him you
should be arresting, not
me." Chandra's strident
tones rang above the
general muttering.

"Perfectly well," the
Monk replied,
recovering some of his
composure, "until you
showed up, Doctor.
Always interfering with
your so-called good
intentions, your Web

of Time and all that nonsense. Well, I won't put up with it any
more, I really won't." The Monk snorted in derision. "I should have
marooned you more securely on Tigus."

"I thought you'd have more difficulty leaving FDSS 32541, I must
say," the Doctor replied tartly.

"Playing the innocent, are we?" the Monk sneered. "You were the
one to sell me out to the Time Lords, you traitor!"

"I promise you, Mortimus, I had notHing to do with that," the
Doctor said quietly.

"Then how do you explain a dozen crack troopers materialising on
that ice-planet to arrest me half a minute after you left? I spent fifty
years locked up in Isthada, fifty years you should have spent for your
meddling, Doctor: incarcerated in a living hell of a planet, with the
universe's worst ruffians laughing at me." The Monk's voice cracked
in incongruous grief. "They confiscated my TARDIS, and everything
in it, you know... all my collection, my reliquary of artefacts ...
Such beautiful little things, Doctor: weapons, toys, printed matter -
you would hardly believe there could be such craftsmanship in a
mass-produced item, but even they are not identical. Earth
produced such marvellous little toys in the twentieth century ... "

"Deely-boppers?" said a sceptical Chandra from behind him.
The Monk carried on regardless. "Would you forbid me from

spreading a little amusement among the populace?"
The Doctor's face was set. "If I had to. So how did you get out?"
"Contact with the home planet was lost: we took the opportunity

to surprise the guards and commandeer their vehicles. I got the only
one that didn't work. It took me as far as this time-zone, with as
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much of myoId reliquary as I could smuggle in, but no further. I
fear the rest of my collection has gone down with Isthada itself."

A manic expression crossed his drawn features. "So I'm going to
create it anew. Earth will have a new, more advanced civilisation
than anything seen this side of the Galaxy. Your friend Alexis de
Tocqueville will write a work that will change the way people think,
thanks to me. There'll be peace, happiness, and freedom for all ...
and I shall be able to live without fear, at last." A pathetic look was
in his eyes. "I don't want anyone to be able to hurt me any more."

The Doctor looked at him with genuine pity. "You poor madman.
Driven insane by other members of your own kind ... I know how
that feels."

"Spare me," the Monk retorted, close to hysteria. "You couldn't
imagine it. You don't understand me, you can't understand my
plan: you'd want to destroy it ... " He reached into one of his sleeves
and in a single instant had produced a pistol: a Walther P99, in mint
condition. "I'm going to destroy you before you can do that."

"No you're not."
"What are you going to stop me with - righteous indignation?"
"Something more substantial than that. Sorry, Cornelius." Like a

conjuror, the Doctor produced from one of his own pockets a rather
familiar weapon ... one of Chandra' s stasers.

"You duplicitous traitor ... !" the Monk growled, his grip
tightening on the trigger.

Chandra threw herself at the Monk with a roar: the Monk, blinded
by his own rage, turned and fired.

Somebody in the crowd screamed as Chandra fell.
Almost without thinking, the Doctor loosed off a single staser-bolt

at the Monk. The latter had hardly hit the floor before the Doctor
was at his companion's side. "Chandra ?"

Chandra groaned. "Nice work, Doe ow."
"Are you all right?"
"Not bad, considering. Ow. He got the other gun ... the one you

managed not to pinch while I wasn't looking, right in the power-
pack, too. What'd you do to him?"

"I just stunned him. He should stay unconscious until the
authorities work out what to do with him."

"But -?"
"Without a vessel, he's not going anywhere fast. Let's get out of

here, shall we?"
"I second that. Urgh."

The crowd was finally beginning to disperse. The unofficial
militiaman who had apprehended Chandra in the Rue des Promesses
was standing guard over the inert body of the Monk, when a little
boy turned up on the scene. Seemingly no more than five or six
years old, dressed in blue and yellow, but with a look in his eyes that
belied his appearance, he asked in all innocence the fallen man's
identity. The militiaman told him. The little boy, after a few
seconds, noticed that the Monk's pistol still lay on the ground where
he'd dropped it, and picked it up. "Bang, bang," he jeered, waving it
about ... Then, before the militiaman could protest, the little boy
aimed the gun at the Monk and in an insanely precise grouping shot
him as he began to stir, a round passing through both his hearts in
turn before a coup de grace buried itself in his cerebrum. "One for
the Time Runners," said the boy, smugly.

FIN
UnDrame d'Alexandre Cameron

CoifFures par Mme La Guillotine de Paris Son par Napoleon III


