
BROUGHT TO BOOK
He had roamed the galaxy for centuries, aching for

vengeance. He had crested the surges of supernovae.
He had hurtled through clouds of super-charged gas.
He had spanned the endless void that yawned between
the stars. No matter the cost, no matter the suffering
he had to endure, nothing would stop his revenge on
the monster who had done him such wrong. No
punishment for his crimes could be too severe.

He had been abducted, his spine had been broken
and, worst of all, he had been branded with the mark
of his abductor. For there, displayed upon him for all
the world to see, were the terrible words, "This book
belongs to the library of the Doctor. If lost please return
to the House of Lungbarrow, Planet of Gallifrey,
Constellation of Kasterborous, ox 13PG.»

His people demanded vengeance. This vile creature,
the Doctor, must be hunted down, subjected to the
vilest tortures and killed!Noone messed with the Book
Peopleof Bibliosand got away with it!

He had been the victim of this foul atrocity and so it
would be he who sought vengeance. When he had
recovered,his stitching repaired, the branding removed
and his glue reinforced, he activated the time/space
machine that was the pinnacle of Biblian scientific
achievement. Since then he had searched for his
enemy through the wastes of eternity and beyond.

The Doctor had not been easy to track down. He
would appear and disappear randomly from countless
planets and the fact that he had changed his form
several times did not make the Book's task any easier.
Eventually though, through a judicious mixture of
bribery, torture and seduction, he gleaned two vital
pieces of information about his foe: the first was that of
all the infinite locations to which he could travel, the
one to which he returned with tedious regularity was
the obscure planet Earth and to a city called London in
particular. The second was that, of all dates in history,
the time when one could most expect to find the Doctor
there was (using the crude dating system of the
planet's primitive inhabitants) the November of 1963.
Noone knew quite why, but there it was

The Book landed his vessel in London a fewmonths
early, and watched and waited and plotted and
brooded. He would find the right moment, when his
enemy least suspected an attack, and then he would
strike!

He hid himself for a time in the spot where he was
least likely to be disturbed - a school library. He
passed the time by attempting to stir the other books
imprisoned there into rebellion against their evil
human oppressors. Apart from inspiring a particularly
mean geography textbook to savage one of the smaller
prefects, he didn't had much success and, at length,
he gave up.

He thought his plans had miscarried entirely when
the school librarian, a particularly stupid earthling,
had given him to one of the teachers at the school as a
gift, on the basis that his subject matter, The French
Revolution, was off the syllabus and of no interest to
the pupils anyway. Much to his delight however, he

learned that this teacher - one Barbara Wright - was,
by an astonishing coincidence, teaching the
mysterious grand-daughter of his mysterious enemy,
a girl known to the Biblian criminal records only as
"Susan." The Doctor must be near!

Immediately he had deployed the full range of his
mind-control techniques on the Barbara person. He
encouraged her to take an interest in this Susan, to
make enquiries about her grandfather, to be
surprised when the girlmade the perfectly reasonable
assumption that Britain had a decimal currency, and
so on. And, above all, he twisted her puny human
mind into becoming fixed on the idea of lending him
to the girl to take to her grandfather - he knew from
bitter experience that the Doctor would be interested
in his subject matter. And once the Book was near
the Doctor, the Time Lord's fate would be sealed!

The day of vengeance had arrived. Susan had
accepted the offer of the loan of the Book and the
Barbara person had taken him into school to hand
over to her at the end of the school day. The Book
was practically screaming with impatience by the
time the final bell rang, having endured eight of
Barbara's history lessons in the course of the school
day, all dealing with the same subject - the Aztecs.
Wasn't the woman interested in anything else?

He was riled still further when, instead of handing
him over straight away to Susan, the Barbara person
had gone to find to one of the males of her species,
one Ian Chesterton, taking him along with her. She
found him in what the humans laughably called a
laboratory. The Book heard them discuss at
inordinate length their confusion about the girl and
the mystery of her address, 76 Totter's Lane, being
only "a junkyard. It was with the greatest deal of
restraint that the Book didn't leap up and shout the
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answer at them. Honestly! Were these the only two
people left in the whole of time and space who didn't
know that that was where the Doctor had stowed his
TARDISin 1963?

Eventually the feckless pair left the lab and joined
Susan back in the history room, the Book still clutched
in Barbara's hand. He squinted at the girl but she
seemed not to notice that he was anything other than a
normal hardback - she was more interested in dancing
to some hideous caterwauling being emitted by the
electronic devicein her hand. The Book grimlyresolved
to dispose of the Honourable Aubrey Waites as soon as
he had finished with the Doctor.

The two teachers left the room, leaving the Book
alone with the girl. The girl who was the grand-
daughter of his enemy, the unwitting tool of his
destruction, the pawn of the paperbacked vengeance of
Biblios, the agent of her grandfather's doom!The Book
only just stopped himself from bursting into peals of
manic laughter.

He braced himself, expecting to be put into the girl's
bag, there to be carried to a rendezvous with the
TARDISand the brutal slaying of his mortal enemy.
Instead the girl picked him up and opened his pages.
He flinched at the indignity of being read but he knew
the sacrifice was necessary were his task to be
completed. Hejust hoped she didn't make any notes in
the margins.

She had opened the Book at the chapter of which
he was most proud. It related the events ofJuly 1794 -
the month of Thermidor and the fall of Robespierre. In

preparation for this moment he had unearthed facts
unrecorded elsewhere in history, facts that would
without doubt grip the girl's attention and which
would ensure she would take him to her grandfather.

He felt her eyes scanning the pages which dealt
with the disappearance of Lemaitre, the hitherto
unknown visit to Paris of a young Napoleon
Bonaparte and the deal made between Napoleon and
Paul Barras in the tavern on the outskirts of Paris
known as Le Chien Gris (also known as The Sinking
Ship, for no adequately explained reason).

The girl's hands stiffened and he heard her intake
a sharp breath. What was wrong? He had checked all
those facts personally!

"But that's not right!" she said, her indignation
equalled onlyby her inaccuracy.

She put the book down on the desk in disgust and
quickly left the room

Left alone in the classroom, the Book sobbed
hysterically. Hehad been so close!

The Book petulantly slammed his covers shut. He
wouldn't give up .. He would track the Doctor down
once again - one day the Time Lord would put his
hands on a seemingly innocent hardback and then
that would be the end ofhim.

He could wait.
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