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Down on the fann with the sixth Doctor: a story by the mysterious Derek Haywood

30

It was piece work, but it was better than nothing.
Especially if you'd overstayed the welcome on your visa.
Some of the other pickers were getting the dole, or on the
sick. A little extra cash, no taxes, no traces, the electric got
paid on time and everyone was happy. Walking up and down
the rows of raspberries, strawberries and currants with their
armfuls of flimsy card baskets, they had plenty of time to
think. Sometimes that was good.

Tom Sullivan reached the top of the field, where
the railway line was. The public didn't normally bother to
come all the way up here. Too much like hard work. The sun
was at its fiercest now. Time for lunch. He set his clutch of
baskets down carefully and stretched out beneath one of the
big old trees.

"Mind ifIjoin you?" said a bloke with a posh,
friendly voice.

Tom looked up. The bloke in question grinned at
him. He was a big chap with a mop of curly, fair hair and he
was wearing this really stupid pair of yellow trousers. He'd
seen some pratts from the city but this one took the cup.
"Suit yourself," he said. Then he noticed the bloke had a
stack of baskets like his. "You're not - one of us?"

"I'm afraid so."
"Come off it, mate. What the hell's someone like

you doing in a shite job like this?"
"I need time to think."
Tom could understand that. "Don't we all."

They munched their cheese and pickle.
"You'd better just call me the Doctor."
"Tom Sullivan," said Tom, and they shook hands.

"So you're another one who won't tell anyone his full name,
are you? Trouble with the courts, is it?"

"You might say that. They dropped the case. Now I
need a break."

"Me too," said Tom. "Two months eight days and a
morning in Wins on Bloody Green. Then they tell me they've
got the wrong bloke. 'Sorry mate, we've screwed up your
life. Now sod off and don't call us unless you're thinking
about topping yourself.'"

He reached for an apple. He could have had some
raspberries but he'd been doing this job for three weeks and
couldn't stand the sight of the bloody things any more. They
were all covered in pesticide anyway.

"Did you have a job, er, before?"
"I - well, I suppose I was a sort of policeman." The

bloke looked amused at Tom's reaction. "But really Ijust
like travelling. Meeting people." He shifted onto his side and
said conspiratorially, "It's amazing who you can meet doing
ajob like this. There's a woman picking strawberries over
there who swears blind she's from a minor planet near
Sirius."

Tom laughed.
"Daft, isn't it?" said the bloke. "Last week I was

picking fruit on a minor planet near Sirius and met a woman

who swore blind she was from Earth."

Tom stopped laughing for a second. Then he said,
"Oh, I get it," and started laughing again (if a shade less
convincingly than before).

"The problem is," said the Doctor, "wherever I go I
always get mixed up in something."

"You're just walking along a street, minding your
own business, and then, well ... "

"Exactly."

Tom heard yet another train in the distance.
So did the Doctor. He rummaged in one of his bas

kets of raspberries and fished out a plastic bag with some
thing in it.

Tom stared at him open-mouthed.
"Now this," said the Doctor, "is a radiation wave

meter."

The train was moving very fast. It was also very
short: just a locomotive and a couple of wagons loaded with
containers. Probably headed for the Tunnel, though Tom off
handedly.

The Doctor was studying the reading on the meter.
"I'd better be going," he said. He stood up and pointed at his
baskets. "Do you mind taking these in for me?"

"Not at all. Hey, thanks very much." A full day's
haul and it was only half twelve. He went over to where the
Doctor was retrieving a mad patchwork coat from behind a
bush. "What's going on? I want to know."

The Doctor shook his head absent-mindedly. "No."
He walked a short way and stopped.

"Look, I probably shouldn't be telling you this ei
ther, but, well, they picked somebody up this morning. He
confessed." He waved and went off to find the TARDIS.

And maybe I could have found him before he

fo~r~ that girl, thought the Doctor as he walked away.

I have to get more organised.


