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"There are worlds out there where 

the sky is burning, 
where the sea's asleep and the rivers dream, 
people made of smoke and cities made of song. 

Somewhere there's danger, 
somewhere there's injustice 
and somewhere else the tea is getting cold. 

Come on, Ace, we've 
got work to do." 



Doctor Who: A Personal Voyage
The second most common question I hear whenever I bring up Doctor Who is 
“What is Doctor Who?” (the most common one being “Who is Doctor Who?”) It’s 
really hard to summarize. Too few words and you don’t capture the spirit of it. Too 
many and you quickly alienate the newcomer. I’ve heard people describe it as “the 
story of an alien who travels through time and space in a box that’s bigger on the 
inside.” That’s great. It encapsulates the strangeness inherent in such a series. The 
only problem is that you shouldn’t just give all of this info to a newcomer right off 
the bat. The Doctor doesn’t. The viewer only knows as much as the companions do, 
after all. We know he’s an alien because he told us so and we’ve seen countless 
scenes with a stethoscope. We know he travels through time because, well, we’ve 
seen at least one episode of the show. We know the TARDIS is bigger on the inside 
because, in the words of (practically) every companion to set foot in it, “it’s bigger 
on the inside.” Doctor Who is not the story of the Doctor. It’s the story of people 
whose lives have become entangled with the Doctor.

We can draw all kinds of parallels between the first season of the Hartnell years and 
Eccleston’s lone year on the program. The Doctor is a bitter old man with loads of 
secrets, running from some event in his past. In Hartnell’s case, that event is the act 
of stealing his TARDIS. In Eccleston’s case, it is the Time War and the destruction 
of his species. Their dispositions also differ in that Hartnell is merely crotchety and 
misanthropic, whereas Eccleston is dark and angry. You would be too if you just got 
done destroying your entire species (and also the Daleks but nobody likes those 
guys anyway). 

Then something happens. He lands on a planet called Earth, covered with these 
brutish creatures known as humans. Hartnell kidnaps a couple of them, two school 
teachers who taught his granddaughter while she posed as a student at the Coal Hill 
School. Eccleston meets a shop girl, to whom he extends the offer of traveling 
through time and space. Over the course of their adventures together, both iterations 
of the Doctor begin to learn more and more about the human condition. In the 
words of Eleven, they start to “see it,” “it” being the wonder and splendor of the 
universe.

As such, the voyage depicted in Doctor Who is not that of the Doctor, but of the 
companions. The story is not about the adventures of a wacky time travelling 
scientist, but the adventures of those who surround him and their profound impact 
upon him. We see the universe through the eyes of the companions, because, in 
essence, while it may seem like it’s Sarah Jane, or Jamie, or Rory, or Donna 
sightseeing with the Doctor, but it’s not. It’s you. You’re essentially the one who’s 
palling around with the Doctor and seeing what needs to be seen. It is your personal 
voyage.



THE DOCTOR WHO DUDE PROBLEM
What I originally planned to write for this zine was a gooey, excited paean 
to the Eighth Doctor books, and specifically the character of Fitz Kreiner, 
who is magical and perfect in a variety of ways. This is certainly still 
something I believe with all my heart, but as I was going over in my mind 
how to explain those ways, I accidentally derailed myself and now we're 
going to talk about something else, sort of.

What is the Doctor Who Dude Problem? First premises:

1. It's a new Who problem, for the most part.
2. It is definitely secondary to the Doctor Who Woman Problem, 

which is also a new Who problem, and is the main focus of most 
feminist criticism of the show, and quite right too. This essay-thing 
is probably going to contain a lot of stuff that sounds like my main 
concern is "but this show just doesn't have enough penises," and 
trust me: that is not my main concern. 

3. That said, the Dude Problem ultimately comes from the same place, 
and is really just a different angle on the basic issue of misogyny.

Okay, so again: What's this mysterious Dude Problem? Well, it's like this. I 
was thinking about how to put my love for Fitz into words--my love for him 
as a person and also as a character--and what came to mind first and 
foremost was, "He actually wants to be there." To be sure, his storyline 
covers about fifty books, and he does not, at all times, want to be there. But 
eventually he does, and he actually engages with the Doctor. They have a 
relationship. (I do in fact ship it wholeheartedly, but that's not what I'm 
talking about here.)

This may not seem all that radical: a companion, traveling in the TARDIS, 
has some kind of meaningful relationship with the Doctor. They have 
recognizable emotions about each other, of whatever sort. Because isn't that 
what companions do? Isn't that what they're for--because a story without 
relationships is really no story at all. But what makes it radical, and weird, 
and just about unheard-of in new Who, is that Fitz is a guy.

Originally, of course, that wasn't anything unusual. The first five Doctors all 
had male companions. Heck, there were so many dude companions I haven't 
even seen them all (and I have to admit, catching up on Steven is not at the 
top of my television to-do list; sorry, One fans). There have always been 
more women, which is right and proper, since the main character is a man. I 
would never want Doctor Who without a female main character. That would 

be gross. (If we could just have a woman Doctor this would all be so much 
less of a problem, but of course god forbid such a thing ever come to pass, 
so.) But there were always a good handful of guys here and there. And they 
had stories, they had relationships, they got excited about seeing history and 
space aliens...they wanted to be there. Or else they had to be there for some 
real, serious reason and that was interesting too. Or else the Doctor had 
kidnapped them, which maybe is not a "real" reason but it worked out fine 
for everyone involved. (Except Susan, I guess.) In short, these guys didn't 
have a giant emotional foam wedge placed between them and the rest of the 
story.

Let's fast-forward to Rory. (This is not strictly a Moffat issue, though he's 
worse about it; Rory is the point at which I lost the last of my patience.) In 
season five, Rory was an important secondary character but not the focus of 
the story. This was right and correct, because season five was Amy's story. It 
was also right and correct that Rory exhibited all kinds of ambivalence and 
sometimes outright hostility to the Doctor and the idea of traveling in the 
TARDIS. There was stuff going on there, it was a story and it got told and 
things happened and characters developed. Fine and good. Better than fine, 
really--I remember holding my breath and bracing for the punch all through 
"Vampires of Venice," waiting for the moment Russell T. Davies would have 
written, where the person who dares to intrude on the dyad gets laughed at 
and pushed aside. And then it didn't come! The Doctor was welcoming and 
friendly, once they got some squabbling out of their system, and he seemed 
genuinely happy to have Rory on board, and they didn't engage in a fistfight 
to win Amy, and finally--finally--there was going to be a three-person 
TARDIS team again! My god, it was like finding a Pegasus.

(Necessary aside: obviously the fact that Rory, unlike Mickey, was white 
had a major role in events playing out differently this time. Outside the 
scope of this blob of text, but noted for accuracy.)

Then season six happened. Actually, that's not it. The first place things went 
wrong was the extra scenes released on the DVDs. Specifically, the one 
where Amy asks about past companions. Two bad things happened:

1. "Every room you walk into, you laugh at all the men and you show 
off to all the girls."

2. The TARDIS's visual records of past inhabitants apparently don't 
include any of the men, and the Doctor apparently doesn't remember 
that any of them existed.

Now I'm not necessarily claiming that Moffat is dramatically more sexist 



than RTD, who could be pretty goddamn awful; they just mostly express it 
in different ways. But when I heard that line, I fucking recoiled. I had heard, 
by that time, all the ever-so-charming quotes about Moffat's views on 
women and feminism, and I was familiar enough with the kind of show 
Coupling was to know I must never, ever watch it. And yeah, there'd been 
some bad signs in season five, little seeds here and there that came to full 
hideous flower in season six...but mostly, the Moffat of the interviews and 
quotes and Coupling hadn't bled into the Moffat of Doctor Who. Until now. 

You laugh at all the men and you show off to all the girls. Sure, the Doctor 
goes on this whole long spiel about how he has companions to help him see 
the wonder of the universe...but then we get the punchline of the TARDIS 
showing a slideshow of all the ladies. Ha ha, Doctor, we know what's really 
going on here! You're a man and we know how men are, just like we know 
how women are!

How men are--that covers a lot of vile ground, to be sure, but I want to 
focus on one aspect here, the one highlighted by that quote. You laugh at all 
the men.

For the whole first half of season six, until I gave up in disgust, my constant 
refrain about Rory was that I wanted him to want to be there. There was 
literally not one single moment in season six where Rory seemed to have 
any interest in the TARDIS, in space and time travel, in anything they saw 
or did, in any of the infinite possible things they could see or do, or in the 
Doctor. He was a miserable tagalong from start to finish, and he never 
formed any kind of relationship with the Doctor beyond vague discomfort 
and mild antagonism. It took until the fourth episode of his third season for 
me to believe he wouldn't rather that the whole thing never have happened, 
or at minimum that it would stop happening as soon as possible. The 
narrative came to treat him, for large swathes of season six, as more 
important and more of a real-person-with-agency than Amy, because he 
does have a penis so gosh, you know, obviously--but through it all he 
remained the most resentful companion of all time, and I am including 
Turlough in this estimation.

That's a terrible way to tell a story--it's not a story at all, in fact. And the 
reason it happened that way is because Rory is a guy and Moffat can neither 
process nor cope with the idea of a man having a meaningful emotional 
connection to another man who isn't his father or son. In his world that 
simply does not happen. The primary reason for this is because The Gay Oh 
Noes, but The Gay Oh Noes is really just an elaborated form of the 

foundational misogynist principle that men must not be like women, ever, in 
any way--and as the circle containing "what women are like" expands, the 
circle of "what men are like" has to constantly shrink to avoid turning into a 
Venn diagram.

The narrowing of masculinity, and ever-more obsessive policing of its 
borders, is of course a culture-wide phenomenon not limited to Doctor Who. 
In fact, the Doctor Who Dude Problem is part of a broader Dude Problem 
affecting all popular entertainment in similar ways, as for instance the death 
of the buddy cop show. But typical or not it makes me very sad, because I 
love Doctor Who, and I don't want it to be like this. I don't want the Doctor 
to be like this--you laugh at all the men. No he doesn't, because that's not 
who he is. That's not what he's for.

It's not just Moffat, even if he is the worst about it. Davies' toxic shit was 
more along the lines of "the Doctor is an asshole to everyone who is not his 
Single Special Precious," but he sure was singularly uninterested in 
developing any kind of relationship between Ten and Jack or Mickey. Jack 
was allowed to want to be there and get excited about stuff and have a 
relationship with the Doctor, very briefly, but then Jack was already queer, 
so the horse was pretty much out of the barn on that front. (Stuff that 
deserves talking about by other people, somewhere else: New Who and 
queer characters/heteronormativity, New Who and racism, New Who and 
class. This thing is already way too long.) Heck, it's not even strictly a new 
Who thing--it's no coincidence that neither of the last two classic Doctors, 
starting in 1985, had any male companions. But at least that was just an 
absence, you know? It wasn't a constant sneering refutation of the very idea 
that men can experience emotions other than "father-son issues" or "stick it 
in."

So that's the Doctor Who Dude Problem. Is it as important as the Woman 
Problem? No--but I suspect that if the show manages to fix one, they'll fix 
the other. A showrunner who doesn't share this cramped, brittle, paranoid 
conception of masculinity will probably also be a showrunner who realizes 
that women are people.

In the meantime, well, I've still got Doctors One through Eight. A hundred 
and fifty episodes and fifty books where men can have feelings besides 
"heterosexuality," women can form meaningful relationships with the 
Doctor even if neither of them wants to get in the other's pants, and 
TARDISes can carry more than two people at a time. Such a shame it got 
cancelled, but who knows--maybe one day they'll bring it back.





A Brief List of Companions 
Who Are Cooler Than You

Romana, forever and always. Time lady, space Hermione, not ever 
impressed for a minute by anything the Doctor does, possessor of 
fabulous dress sense. Knows, for sure, how many Nimons.

Ace blows shit up, never looks back, is smarter than you think she is. 
No, smarter than that. Rocks a period outfit. Wields a mean baseball 
bat.

Zoe. Knows how to wear a sparkly catsuit, shoulder-throws 
superheros super convincingly, once set a computer on fire by talking 
to it.

Sarah Jane. Strikes blows for feminism, asks inconvenient 
questions, earned her spinoff with honors. If you don't covet her 
boots, you're wrong.

Donna. Not taking your shit, not ever, not for a minute, nope.

Martha. Had the good sense to leave, and the better sense to make 
good choices before that. Flirted with Shakespeare. Walked the Earth.

Leela isn't wearing the Edwardian girly dress, isn't taking Four's 
shit, does not have the patience for whimsy when knives need 
sharpening.

Barbara. Maintained her hairspray-intensive '60s 'do in the face of 
Aztecs, Daleks, the French Revolution. Didn't need to cry on Ian's 
shoulder. Did, anyway, occasionally, because it was a nice shoulder, 
after all.

Susan ran away with her crazy granddad, and ran away again when 
she was done. Does math in five dimensions in her head. Has good 
taste in music. 



The Bridge
The Doctor found Adric sitting on the edge of his bed, his back to the 
door. The boy's shoulders were hunched, and he was perfectly still. 
He didn't seem to have heard his door open.

"Adric?"

He jerked upright, but didn't turn his head.

"Hello, Doctor." His voice was tight, a poor attempt to hide turbulent 
emotions. The Doctor hesitated, then slipped through the door, 
closing it gently behind him. As he walked towards the bed he could 
see Adric tense - so he stopped, lingered behind it.

The Doctor gazed silently at the wall, hands clasped behind his back, 
waiting. It seemed he was more patient this time around. He absently 
studied the star map, before his eyes fell to the stacked shelves, the 
cluttered desk. Adric has made this room his home, and that should 
make his heart swell rather than ache, surely.

(Susan’s room had looked nothing like this. Why was he thinking of it 
now?)

"I felt so helpless, Doctor."

When he looked back he found that Adric had turned to face him, and 
it was suddenly difficult to meet the boy's eyes. In his hands, small 
and shaking, he wrung the tattered remains of an old scarf.

He wouldn't have forgotten. He wouldn't have let it happen.

Silly, to feel guilt for such a thing, to feel inferior to himself – 
particularly when it was the change itself that caused the problem.

It hadn't been so difficult last time.

"I – "

But Adric had looked away again. The Doctor sighed. Once, he’s 
certain, this would have been easy – or felt easy, at any rate.

"Adric." Slowly, the boy – almost fifteen now, he knew, almost a 
young man by some definitions – turned to meet his eyes once more. 
"What you went through was horrific, reprehensible. He used you – "

"Because of this." For the first time, Adric tore off his badge, the star 
he worse so proudly, casting it into the rumpled sheets. "Maybe Varsh 
was – " His voice flickered and died, and he turned away again, 
hunching in on himself.

Finally the Doctor walked closer, placed a hand on the trembling 
boy's shoulder; Adric flinched, but didn't pull away.

His voice was soft and steady. "He used you because I wasn't there to 
stop him. I…was just as helpless."

"You saved my life." Slowly, so slowly, bright eyes meet the Doctor's 
own. "I knew you would."

"And you saved ours." Gently, he squeezed Adric's shoulder. "You're 
not a victim, Adric. You're a hero. But even heroes can be exploited, 
and damaged…and need time to mend."

And, slowly, Adric nodded. It took him a moment to speak, voice soft 
and strained and so very young. "Why don't we mend together?"

For the first time since he saw the TARDIS again, the Doctor smiled.

"I rather like the sound of that."



Paul McGann Doesn’t Count
In some ways, it’s difficult to be a fan of the eighth Doctor. Every time 
someone asks who your favourite one is, rather than simply saying 
‘Tennant!’ and sounding normal, or ‘Troughton!’ and sounding cool, you 
have to say some variation on ‘McGann! Who was actually very 
compelling in that movie, despite everything else being wrong, and who 
has done a series of very good audio plays for Big Finish. And his 
Doctor was in a load of books during the ‘90s, which were also often 
very good. And I quite like the comics!’ That’s too much information for 
the casual inquirer. They probably only wanted to know which Doctor 
Who stamp you wanted. 

McGann is a Doctor so obscure that his fans were really surprised (no, 
really) and relieved when his face appeared in that montage in ‘The Next 
Doctor’, confirming he was actually a real Doctor!  McGann is a Doctor 
so obscure that, in RTD-penned ‘Queer as Folk’, when challenged to 
name all the Doctors, Stuart Alan Jones gets to McCoy and stops. “What 
about Paul McGann?” asks super-Whovian Vince Tyler. “Paul McGann 
doesn’t count,” they say together. That’s how we know Stuart loves him. 
(No, really). 

But McGann is a good Doctor. In fact, he’s my favourite. In fact, I think 
he’s the best one. No, really. The best. Want some proof? OK.

Let’s start with simple aesthetic considerations – I like the way he looks 
and sounds. I don’t mean that Paul McGann is one of the young pretty 
ones, because actually (wig) I think he looks his worst (wig) in Doctor 
Who (William Bush is much sexier, and he has a bow in his hair, for 
goodness sake), but I like the way he looks like my ultimate idea of the 
Doctor. He’s not just got a frock coat (like One, Two, Four, Five and Six) 
– it's made of velvet (Three), and, although the execution is poor (wig), 
he has ridiculous hair (like all the rest of them, barring Nine). 

Naturally, I do realise that this is because his outfit was probably chosen 
for him by a group of executives who wanted him to look like the 
Doctor, but it works. He looks like the Doctor. And yes, he looks a bit 
prissy and like he wouldn't really be able to take on monsters or a muddy 
puddle, but the Doctor has always dressed to confuse. Perhaps not on 
purpose, but it’s to his advantage if villains underestimate him. That’s 

not to say his personality is completely at odds with his outfit – he has 
something of an old-fashioned charm and he’s definitely theatrical. Eight 
is a man who loves to be the centre of attention, to do magic tricks and 
deliver speeches with flair. All these things appeal to me tremendously, 
as does the fact that underneath it all he can be one of the most ruthless 
Doctors.

I think this apparent contradiction is the most important thing about him 
as a character. Philip Sandifer of TARDIS Eruditorum posited recently 
that the contradictions I find so compelling inherent are as a result of 
McGann wanting to play a different Doctor than the one the Big Finish 
writers (who’d all come from the ‘90s books, which had evolved without 
McGann) had produced. Whether it began accidentally or not, though, 
the contradictions within his character certainly became a conscious 
decision. There’s an audio called ‘Caerdroia’, in which Eight gets split 
into three parts – a sweet, distracted one, a cross and ruthless one, and a 
reasonable, logical one. The audio is very funny and McGann does a 
wonderful job, but more than that - the idea of a three-fold Doctor 
crystallises for me what makes the character pop. He is all of these guys 
at the same time. He’s mercurial and unpredictable, like all the best 
Doctors. It’s his greatest strength, both as a fictional character and as a 
man who has to outwit evil. It’s like what I was saying about his outfit – 
it’s not that appearances are deceiving. It’s that it’s wrong to think that 
appearance is everything. 

Big Finish have recently made what I think is an unwise decision, and 
have give him a personal crisis and a leather jacket. About a year ago he 
was on the cover of ‘Doctor Who Magazine’ under the heading ‘Paul 
McGann is the Dark Doctor’. One assumes all this is supposed to help 
him fight the Time War, but I’d argue that, based on the canon that they 
themselves created, Eight was always the kind of man who could end the 
Time War, he just didn’t look like he was. You were confused because he 
was laughing at a joke about ‘Atilla the Bun’ (probably funnier if you 
knew him) and wearing a cravat, but he had it in him all along. Making 
him into the kind of guy who looks like he could obviously end the Time 
War is more boring, isn’t it? Nine looked like that guy, but he was a 
coward any day.  

Ah well, never mind. Let’s just talk about another shallow consideration 
– the voice. McGann’s voice is surely the best voice on a Doctor since 



Tom Baker (sorry Colin) and none have bettered it since. It’s a voice for 
radio, or for Big Finish audio plays starring Paul McGann as the Doctor 
(convenient). McGann not only sounds like the word ‘huskily’ was 
invented for him, he can really act – knock-your-socks-off act (sorry 
Tom). He’s got great comic timing (and this Doctor is funny, although he 
has terrible taste in puns), and he excels at anger, sorrow and warmth. 
Over the years, and admittedly amongst some weaksauce stories, Big 
Finish have given him some stunning stuff to do and he knocks it out of 
the (sock) park of mixed metaphors time and again. Tom Baker can 
deliver a deadpan punchline better than almost anyone, but let’s see him 
genuinely and sweetly entreat someone to stay with him, or roar with 
anger at senseless and stupid violence. Actually, let’s not – that’s not 
what his Doctor is best at.

Having drawn the comparison between Eight and Four (on largely 
spurious grounds, I admit, but if you’re going to talk about ‘best’ maybe 
you have to talk about Baker), I do think it’s worth mentioning that I 
genuinely think there's some crossover of personality there. Others have 
argued that ‘Shada’ doesn’t work as an Eight story, but I disagree. Eight 
has a lot of what made Four a really great Doctor i.e. his sense of 
humour/quick wit, his sense of the absurd, and his willingness to be 
really very rude to a lot of people. But he also has what Four was 
arguably missing – a sense of compassion and the ability to form a 
genuine connection with people. That's not to say he cares all the time 
and about all people, even if they are good people (witness C'rizz, the 
companion he never really wanted) and he can very easily be nastier to 
people he loves/his enemies than any other Doctor – but his relationships 
with his companions are so important that they define the story arc. New 
Who does this as a rule now, but Eight did it first and just as well, if not 
better. 

His stories are also consistently epic and if you like that sort of thing 
(Gallifrey, Rassilon, Daleks, fate of the universe vs the life of a single 
human), and I do, it’s difficult not to gravitate towards this obscure 
corner of the Doctor Who universe in order to watch a man in a cravat 
fight the darkness. 

As I said at the beginning, in some ways it’s difficult to be a fan of the 
eighth Doctor. But in other ways it’s almost too easy. Paul McGann does 
count. In fact, he’s the best one – and I’ve got the stamp to prove it. 



Six Historical women ace mcshane 
should have a chance to flirt with

1. Hua Mulan. They would have a really fun time with gunpowder, 
I'm betting.

2. Ace and Ada Lovelace would have a great time geeking out over 
computer programming. Assuming Ace didn't work out how to 
weaponize the Difference Engine.

Julie D'Aubigny is cooler than you.

3. Julie D'Aubigny was a bisexual 
swordfighting 18th century French opera 
singer who once snuck into a nunnery to 
rescue her girlfriend. She and Ace would 
get along like a convent on fire-- which 
Julie has experience with, given how she 
busted said girlfriend out.

4. Ace and Edna St. Vincent Millay would 
have a great time painting Jazz Age New 
York red, and then Millay could write a 
bitingly funny and lyrical poem about it. 
Everyone's a winner!

Malalai of Maiwand probably is too.

5. Malalai of Maiwand rallied the 
Afghan army against the British 
in 1880, and if Ace could prevent 
her untimely death they would 
probably be BFFs for life.

6. Mary Bowser was born into 
slavery, became a Union spy, and
wound up posing as a servant in Jefferson Davis' house where she 
used her secret ability to read and photographic memory to acquire 
Confederate intelligence. Ace would have such a crush on this lady 
and her badassery.



Come on, we've got work to do! 
The Moral Worldview of Doctor Who 
 
Part - maybe most - of the deep appeal of Doctor Who for me is its moral 
worldview. Somewhere between the grim and gritty of conspiracy theories, 
apocalyptic landscapes and Battlestar Galactica and the slightly-too-neat 
humanism of Star Trek is the land of Doctor Who. It's a good place for wary 
children and bruised adults. 
 
The Doctor has deep flaws built in from the very outset. He's arrogant, self-
centered, judgmental and prone to acting on whims - sometimes quite 
vicious ones. Often he decides he's just done with people. But as he travels, 
wherever he goes, the people around the Doctor make it impossible for him 
not to care, not to love, not to become involved.  
 
And what people they are. Unlike certain space franchises, Doctor Who 
never forgets the human (or other sentient being) scale. Every species of 
sentient being, whether they be self-aware plants or inscrutable psychics 
with tentacle faces, are people. Just people, no more and no less. Worthy of 
life but responsible for their own choices.  
 
Almost everyone on Doctor Who, including the Doctor, is capable of 
making terrible choices out of fear or need or apathy, and they often do. But 
that's part of the hope and the magic of the show - it doesn't wish that away 
to offer false comfort. Instead, it acknowledges it, but suggests that under 
the right circumstances almost (but not quite) anyone may make a heroic 
choice, wherever they come from, whatever they might have done. Courage 
and ingenuity can spring up anywhere. Often the day is saved not by the 
Doctor, but by someone else far more ordinary, with no powers or thousand 
year lifespan.  
 
Anyone with a good heart and a need to explore might become a 
Companion, no special powers, bloodline or pre-determined destiny 
required. An adventurous temp from Chiswick or a medical student who 
refuses to back down. Anyone can perpetrate evil if they come to enjoy 
cruelty or stop counting the collateral damage to their actions. Even 
adorable youngsters or the Doctor himself, as seen in the Valeyard. 
Everyone counts, everyone matters. There's no such thing as a clean kill on 
Doctor Who: the solution to aim for is one where nobody suffers. It's rarely 
possible, but it's worth a mighty struggle and infinite shouting into the void. 
Ideally, everyone lives. 


