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00. Millions of years ago, the earth shook, the

ground quavered, and eruptions of molten lava
from the core of the planet tried to escape their watery
homes, heading upwards, reaching out towards the
atmosphere. Exposure to the air proved too much for
the lava plumes and the volcanic rock coalesced,
forming a triangular pattern: an island, vast yet
remote, separated from everything and everyone.

99. On 5t April 1722, a Dutch explorer named
Jacob Roggeveen landed on the rock formation. It
was Easter Sunday, so Roggeveen called the place
‘Easter Island.” He was not the first person on Easter
Island, however. There were natives of Rapa Nui,
and the first one actually went to greet Roggeveen
and his landing party. This man marvelled at the
ship and the fact that members of the same species,
previously unknown to the native, had ventured
there from out of the vast expanse of blueness.

98. The native homo sapiens of Rapa Nui were not
the first intelligent species on the island. That honour
goes to a creature that had found its way to the surface
of this planet on the back of a volcanic eruption, after
it had searched for freedom from the lower mantle.

97. Professor Lucy Wilson, a time traveller, called
this creature ‘Calculus.” You may call me Calculus too.

96. When I found the sky, I saw limitless
potential. If there was something above — and I
already know of something below — there would
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surely be something beyond too. When I found the
waves, I found danger. My digits began to separate,
the © and 2 and 2 that formed what you might call
‘toes’” began to drift into the water and I had to
concentrate hard to collect myself again. When I
found the Professor, I realised she could be my escape.

The crazy thing about this, of course, is that I am
maths, and maths cannot think and see. Maths
simply is.

95. The Professor is a time traveller. That in itself
isn’t too crazy. However, the fact that time is a
limiting factor is crazy. The Professor is important
because she can travel in time, whereas the rest of
her species cannot. It would seem, too, that I cannot
travel in time, except in a linear path, going forward,
perpetually. This is a source of annoyance.

I saw the Professor arrive. It was quite by chance.
My being able to see isn’t by chance. This is the
optimum shape for a being of this planet during this
period of time, so I coalesced figures, matrixes, and
equations into this form. It sufficed. My eyes were
sixes and nines on elongated «, making sure they're
both similar size.

94. There were massive heads on the island. They
had smaller bodies underneath, but the earth had
started to claim them, leaving solely these large
craniums above the ground. Those creatures were
particularly curious, as they did not seem to move
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or speak. In fact, some of the natives decided their
homes on Easter Island while I was sleeping. They
were the ones who moved them; otherwise, the
beings didn’t seem to relocate at all. I decided to
become better than them and so started to move, and
then to express myself by opening the zero that
formed my mouth and activating the ones, sevens,
and slashes I'd conglomerated together in order to
form vocal chords and a tongue.

‘Oh, hello,” the Professor said. “You're... unusual.
What exactly are you?’

‘Y. Ireplied.

93.Iam incredibly advanced. Sadly, at that stage,
I could not create words in English. I now consider
it my third language. So I expressed myself in my
native tongue, and the Professor looked confused.

92. ‘I don’t know what that meant, but hopefully
you can understand this,” she said. ‘I come in peace.
Fingers crossed you do too. Peace? You know
peace?” She held up fingers. Two of them.

‘1, 2, I replied, and held up my two fingers as
well. Helpfully, they consisted of a |, denoting
parallelism.

‘That... seems good?’

We were on a quiet stretch of beach. It was peaceful,
the water lapping at the sand and the birds high in the
sky. The Professor was right: everything seemed good.
It's a marvel of this universe that we exist like this,
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having found stretches of land amid seas, evolving in
this brief habitable zone, sun warming our digits and
prickling pleasantly at our outers.

91. Yes, I feel.

90. ‘I'm here for a nice little holiday,” the
Professor said. ‘The universe is being torn apart and
I'm fed up of running, so I want a break before facing
up to it. The question is, what are you doing here?’

‘., I replied. The Professor just looked confused.

‘How on earth are you making those noises?” she
muttered, and she got closer, sensing that I was not a
threat. ‘Oh, you are fascinating. You look to be made
up of... well, mathematical equations. Or symbols,
anyway. Not sure if I can see a complete equation in
there, but...” She stood back to appreciate my full form.
‘Here you are, nonetheless: complete. That’s crazy.’

89. I bent forwards and examined her too. She
initially flinched, perhaps fearing that I might touch
her. She was incorrect: I respected her personal
boundaries. ‘0, © = x, {R},” I said. I stood back to
appreciate her full form. ‘3!, v?’

Sadly, she did not answer my question. I soon
understood that we were speaking different
expressions, and that I would need to accumulate
hers into my matrix in order to convey myself.

88. I saw the Professor’s eyes flick to the right,
my left, distracted by something behind me, so I
turned and saw a member of the natives.
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‘+?” I asked, unsure if they were friend or foe.

The native seemed to panic. He made a noise.
‘He aha koe?”’

I held up my two fingers: |.

87. He looked me up and down, then at the
ground behind me. Bodies form dark shapes in the
opposite direction of a light source. The Professor’s
dark shape was humanoid and solid. Mine was
humanoid too, but accurately represented my
coalescence so was not solid. It was a series of
mathematical symbols. This seemed to confirm to
the native that I am not a similar subgroup to him.

He turned away, and called, ‘A nei!

I could hear a commotion from a short distance
away, just over a dune.

‘That’s not ideal,” the Professor said and I looked
at her, questioning her assertion. Fortunately, I
didn’t need to express my thoughts in verbal
communication. She merely replied: “Wait for it.”

86. A cavalcade of rocks was hurled at us. A mass
of bodies had emerged from over the sand. They
seemed furious.

85. I had seen these people before and observed
them quietly from afar. They lived on the ground
here. Some were covered in markings, and all wore
a ramshackle mishmash of baggy clothing; feathers
adorned their heads and some limbs, though some
sported further clothing on their heads, covering
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their pates from the scorching sunlight; ribbons fixed
coils of black, rugged hair above big, bright, eager
eyes. Those eyes, though, were full of fear.

It appeared to me that they were attacking us.

84."x?" I asked the Professor. It seemed to be that
these strangers were her subgroup, sharing as they
did her humanoid figure, speech patterns, and outer
tones. It made no sense to me, however: this
subgroup was attacking me, whereas she seemed
perfectly content to let me be.

83. She didn’t reply. My head swivelled as a
symbol filled my face: *?’

The Professor seemed to understand. ‘“They’re
scared.’

Then she flinched in pain as a rock bounded off
her right eyebrow. ‘Ow!” she yelled and grabbed at
her eye.

82. A rock flew through my stomach. Another
skirted through my ribs. A large stone landed
between my 2 and 2 -- sorry, I mean, my toes. You
realise, I hope, that I've accumulated these words and
their respective meanings in subsequent learnings
and exposure to the languages and matrixes of the
people of Rapa Nui and of Professor Lucy Wilson.
Back then, when rocks were being thrown at us, I
could only echo the Professor’s sentiments:

‘ow!’

81. My [ff expanded.



80. I grew as tall as one of the prickly trees that
dotted Easter Island.

79. My 0 grew too.

78. The ones, sevens, and slashes I've
conglomerated together in order to form vocal
chords and a tongue decided to reverberate.

77. 1 screamed. It was loud, I think. My two 0s
registered an expansive noise. I gathered, in
retrospect, that this was actually a result of two
noises, only one of which was my scream.

76. The other was the screams of the natives, who
turned and ran.

75. The Professor did not run. That's how I knew €.

74.’Okay, calm it!” the Professor called up to me.
‘Don’t scare them further!”

‘#/ 1 argued. It didn’t seem a convincing
argument because the Professor just stood there with
her arms crossed. I decided to decrease the size of
my [ff, so we were level.

I could see that a spot of red had bloomed on her
eyebrow. I realised I had a stronger argument to
form: ‘Ow = .’

73. She understood.

72. ‘1 know they were wrong to hurt us,” the
Professor replied, ‘but they were scared and scared
people do things they often regret. 'm sure we can
work this all out before you can say “pi”.’

71. I looked at her eyes. They were kind yet
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steely. There was something amazing about them,
like they’d seen incredible things. It was also clear that
she’d never seen anything like me before. Fittingly,
I had never seen anything like her before either.

Those facts made me certain in my beliefs. ‘#," I
repeated. Then again, to drum this into her; ‘#, #, #!’

70. The natives were inequal to us. We were
better. We didn’t need rocks to hurt. We could cross
communication boundaries without throwing
things. We could empathise.

The island known as ‘Easter” deserved better.

69.1+1-#=0, I explained.

68. ‘Sorry, didn’t quite get that,” the Professor said.

She would soon understand. She and I could
minus the inequality to create an empty set. A
perfect sum. We could make them better. And if they
refused... All we had to do was kill everyone who
didn’t want to be equal.

67.Ibounded up to a tree and touched it. Apart
from the ground, it was the first thing I deigned to
touch. Its bark started to transform into an
extension of me.

‘What're you doing there then?’

I ignored her. She would see. I was doing
something brilliant.

66. The branches turned into T and the leaves
remoulded themselves into a waterfall of ones, twos,
three, fours, fives, sixes, sevens, eights, and nines.
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This tree was me. I was this tree.

65. I saw the Professor looking scared. “That’s not
a good idea, pal,’ she said. ‘In fact, if you carry on at
this rate, I might have to stop you.’

Silly, I thought. As if she could. And why would
she want to stop me? Clearly, she didn’t know my plan.

‘x”1" I said simply.

She nodded her head. “Yeah, I think I'm getting
that...’

64. Her head. That gave me an idea.

63. 1 turned and strode across the land, feeling first
the sand then the grass beneath my toes. I could hear
the Professor calling behind me, and got the sense
that she was following me. She seemed troubled, so
I told her ‘0K” and held up my fingersin a ||.

I was determined to make sure she knew
everything would be okay. If everything was
uniform, everything would be okay. Better than
okay, in fact. It would be me.

One of the Rapa Nui heads loomed over us. Its
passive gaze looked beyond the horizon, perhaps
searching across the sea, as I had done, to find more
life, surely the most precious thing in this lonely
universe. Its chin jutted out from the knoll, its nose
pointing up towards the sky, and a mighty brow was
mottled with moss.

I reached out—

‘“What're you doing?’ the Professor asked.
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And touched the head.

62. A ripple passed over the face, like the wind
ruffling stone, then echoed underneath he soil.

61. The surface of the head fell out of existence and
was replaced by a tumult of conditionals,
quantifications, and predicates. Its nose turned into a
succession of fours and percentages. Prime numbers
traced its mouth. Its forehead and cheeks were
formed from fantastic function compositions. And its
eyes blinked in unison, a harmony of therefores.

I had found my equivalence and he was
magnificent.

60. “Whoa there, big fella,” the Professor said, but
she didn’t realise there was no danger to her. I
wouldn’t harm her. She may not have been me, but
she was at least a beautiful summation.

The natives of Rapa Nui, however... They were
a discordant language in a symphony of
mathematical majesty.

59. The ground beneath our feet rumbled, and
we stepped back as it erupted, an explosion of mud
and grass.

The head, the extension of me, my Equivalent,
stepped out of its footings and stretched its legs for
the first time in history.

58. There were screams of anger and horror from
an incline 36.7 meters away. The group of natives
had retreated that far and could see the glorious
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future that would soon embrace them all. It would
take them an average of twenty-one seconds to run
over to us; however, most members of the group
decided to run in the opposite direction. It would
take just twelve seconds for me to get over to them,
so they would have to travel faster in order to get
away from me. They were incapable of doing so.

Another example of their inadequacies.

57. My Equivalent looked around, unbothered
by the commotion.

‘Right, let’s not get ahead of ourselves here,” the
Professor said. It seemed that she was using humour
in an attempt to distract me. It was unnecessary: the
speed at which the natives were moving meant that
I didn’t need to hurry. ‘I don’t think you mean
anyone harm and I don’t think they mean us any
harm either —not really. I think something’s just got
lost in translation, that’s all. So let’s stay calm and...
try to talk this out?’

56. That seemed reasonable. If I really wanted to,
I could convert the ground itself into mathematics
and spread across Easter Island, consuming all that
I touched, so this was me staying calm. No need to
panic and do something out of hand. The natives’
bodies would soon die and be replaced by me
anyway, be that in that very minute or at a later point
in the near future.

55. ‘I'm Professor Lucy Wilson,” she went on,
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‘and I don’t know if you even have a name, but let’s
go with... Mr Maths? No, that’s rubbish. Captain
Equation? That’s worse, isn’t it? Maybe Calculus?
Nah, don’t think so...”

54.'C@lculu$,” I said.

53. The Professor nodded. “Yeah, okay, Calculus
will do.” She rubbed her ears and continued, ‘We're
communicating. That’s a good start. “Jaw, jaw, not
war, war”.’

52. ‘3@r?" 1 asked. I wasn’t using the English
language as a human might, but in the Professor’s
terms, I was matching her matrix tone. I supposed
my word sounded like a place of human stagings:
‘Three-at-arr.’

51. Fortunately, the Professor understood my
topological space, and replied, ‘Uh, no, sorry, forget
I mentioned it. No theatre of war please.’

Equivalent roared. It was impatient. Many years
of inactivity, in my experience, does result in you
wanting to properly stretch your legs.

50. So my Equivalent did.

49.“No, no, no, hold on!” the Professor yelled, but
to no avail: Equivalent stepped across the land,
towards the natives.

48. “‘Why?’ I asked the Professor. It was my first
question in English. A remarkable achievement.

47. Equivalent slowed down and turned to us. I
had impressed myself with such speech. Then
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Equivalent addressed the Professor, and as it did so,
my 0 - sorry, my mouth similarly moved. ‘Bu7 1 @m
3V3ry Lhlng.’

“You're everything?’ the Professor repeated, and
tutted. ‘Big head.’

Her wit bored my Equivalent, and he began
pacing over to the native village.

46. He was and we were greeted by a barrage
of rocks.

45. Equivalent rubbed against a tree and it
transformed into a cascade of data. It was glorious.

We could barely hear the Professor’s protests
over the natives’ screaming.

44. The Professor looked on as Equivalent moved
matter into equations. A house, roughly made of
base materials from the earth, solidified itself as
Liouville’s constant.

She still couldn’t understand this transcendence
and raged against its being.

But what could she do in the face of pure
maths?

43. ‘Wait, please, just listen!” she yelled and
crouched down. In the dirt, she traced out an upside-
down ‘T". “You said it yourself: L!" she pleaded. “This
is you! A false contradiction. An error.’

42. This made me, and by extension my
Equivalent, stop.

41. How could I be false? I asked the Professor.
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“You're not supposed to be like this,” she
explained. ‘Maths doesn’t walk around. It's not...
optimal. Your equation is wrong. This...” She
pointed to herself and then at the villagers. ‘Is the
main way of being on this planet. That doesn’t mean
you shouldn’t exist because clearly, you do, but just
because you do, that doesn’t mean mankind
shouldn’t as well. That statue you converted: that
was how it was meant to be. The trees as well!
Everything can just co-exist.’

40. I held a digit to my chin. Thinking.

39. 1 got closer to the Professor and looked at the
drawing she’d made on the ground. Always false.

38. I moved around it and the Professor backed
away slowly. I circled around the “T".

‘Bu?7,” Isaid, ‘1 c@n m@k3 th3m b37ter.’

And I could see her real meaning now. I could
see her words had lied. But maths doesn’t lie. From
the other angle, the ‘T” was now the right way
around. Always true.

37. Equivalent rampaged through the village.

36. Houses transformed.

35. Rudimentary modes of transportation
transformed.

34. Food transformed.

33. Plants and birds transformed.

32. Insects transformed, something so tiny
becoming so big.
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31. The natives yelled in terror as they, too,
transformed.

30. Everything that transformed into maths
became an extension of me, and those extensions
transformed even more. No longer was it down to my
Equivalent to do my good work alone: everyone and
everything did my bidding because it was their
bidding too.

29. The Professor ran towards the beautiful
chaos, eager to help in whatever way she could.

28. There was nothing she could do.

A baby screamed in her cot and the Professor
picked her up. It didn’t matter. Her mother, now
made of thousands and hundreds, reached over the
Professor’s shoulder and touched her infant
daughter. The baby’s cries ceased and all was well,
as the mewling child became something greater.

27. Once more, the Professor was spared. As grief
stricken as she was, she remained my equal. And
once more, she yelled an anguished cry as the
inhabitants of Rapa Nui dissolved into perfect
numbers and unbounded lattices.

26. I crept over the land, transforming the other
statues, so my Equivalent was joined by a legion of
me and me and me.

25. Hills and beaches, cliffs, craters, caves: I
absorbed them all.

24. The Professor gasped at the enormity of it, as
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she was held aloft by layers of equations, the only
thing separating her from the thin slice of land I left
to keep us away from the sea.

23. And there was my problem. The sea was the
only thing that managed to escape me. I couldn’t
grasp it. Then I realised that wasn’t true: the air
wasn’t susceptible to me either.

22. A horrible truth dawned on me.

21."No,’ I said. ‘I am trapped here. Just as you are.”

The Professor, tears in her eyes, was nonetheless
taken aback by my ability to speak the same
language as she could. But I had absorbed so many
into my being that I had come to recognise and
facilitate a similar lexicon.

20. The Professor then looked at me with a
grimace. I had upset her, but she would see. This
would be better.

‘I'm never trapped,” she said, and she pulled at a
necklace hanging around her shoulders. ‘I'll come back
and I'll stop you. I don’t know how, butI'll find a way.’

19. There was a ring hanging around the
necklace. She went to grab it.

18. I was too fast.

Extensions of me were all over her in less than a
second. I twisted around her arms, pulling her hands
back from her neck.

17. And then I got closer to the ring. It was
clearly important to her. She had been holding it
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when we first met. She was struggling with all of
her being to fight me.

‘No, getback,” she was saying, through gritted teeth.

16. Yet the ring formed a zero and I've always
had an attachment to numbers. They pull at me
because they are me.

So I touched it.

15. Suddenly, I saw it all. An ocean and then
land. There were more people on the land. They
spread and were uncontrollable. They breathed
what’s around them - oxygen and carbon and
nitrogen and, oh, so many particles. These particles
make up everything: the air, the ground, the crust,
the atmosphere, the mountains. The people make
war and art. They sing and stamp. They dance and
love. They see and hear. Beyond this place, there are
other places, amid the space between stars.

14. And there is Professor Lucy Wilson. No, there
is Lucy Wilson.

Granddaughter of a remarkable man. Defender
of Earth.

Lucy Wilson, remarkable herself. Defender of
Earth and beyond.

13. As a girl, she embraced her inheritance.
Fought the Great Intelligence. Then clowns hiding
in mirrors and the Bandril. Met a shape-changing
Rutan. Ran around Stratford-upon-Avon and Bledoe
and London with her best friend, Hobo.
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12. This Lucy, this Professor, had lost her Hobo.
It ached at her. The loss clung to her bones.

11. This Professor had been to other planets;
she’d seen the stars; she’d faced robots, elves,
shadows, women made of mud and men made of
light, a child corrupted by nightmares and a family
haunting the footsteps of their forebears, a vengeful
carnival and a city of writhing fire rainbows; she had
saved Christmas and the colour green, rescued
dinosaurs from the past to ensure the future, and
invented a new type of Yorkshire pudding.

10. And in her future, there was chaos, and two
more Lucy Wilsons. The universe was going to be
consumed, ripped apart by an unknowable force
that had smashed through the barriers between
dimensions. Such horrors and wonders lay ahead.

9. And out there — just beyond our fingertips — a
whole multiverse awaited.

8. It was too much.

“T00 much,” I said. I had begun to lose my grip on
words, on meanings. I was being consumed. This was
what the villagers had felt, I realised with immense horror.

The ring hanging around the Professor’s neck
gave her access to all of time and space. It allowed
her freedom. It could have allowed me my freedom
too. But suddenly, I no longer wanted it.

7.1let go and crumbled to the ground, shrieking
in pain as possibilities cascaded around me.
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The numbers started to recede around us. The
earth reclaimed the ground. The birds escaped their
moorings and fled to the sky, singing in panic and
relief. The statues enjoyed their last iota of exercise
before collapsing into the soil again.

The natives again found their voices... and their
feet. They yelled and ran, unsure what had
happened but relying on their instincts to stay alive.

The baby screamed on the ground, but relaxed
once her mother pulled her into a warm embrace
and paced away, heading into the distance.

6. The Professor looked around her, wide eyes
taking in all around her as life returned to Easter
Island. I lay crouched at her feet, covering my ears
and eyes, trying to block out everything.

‘1 cOuld be... ,” I said.

The Professor nodded slowly. There was caring
in her eyes now.

I went on: ‘I don’t want to be.

5. The Professor held out a hand and helped to lift
me up. I was reluctant, but I couldn’t live forever in a
foetal ball, attempting to remain myself by ignoring
the universe moving around me, so quickly — so very
quickly.

‘The thing about life,” the Professor explained, ‘is
that it’s not infinite, and that’s important. Life has
meaning because it is finite. All these people around
us: their days are numbered. I think they’ve just
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experienced a resurrection, but trust me, those don’t
happen often. Every two thousand years or so, Ireckon.”

4. "HOw c@n 1 be... finit3?" I asked. ‘I am mVths.
1 3xist, foreVer.’

The Professor smiled. ‘Nothing’s forever. Trust
me on that too. Look.” She bent down and drew the
infinity symbol in the mud, as she had the L. ‘This
infinity loop — it’s a finite loop. Still confined in its
enormity. It's stuck going around and around and
around. It’s finite infinity.”

‘That’ I said, slowly, trying to regain control over
my speech, ‘sounds like... heaven.’

3. I knew what to do.

2. I reached out to the Professor’s time ring. It
could make me o-.

The Professor didn’t stop me. She didn’t even
flinch as I touched the time ring and then drew my
hand away. In it was a simple zero, a sum of the ring
that allowed her to go anywhere and allowed me to
stay exactly where I wanted to: in a moment of time.

‘I think you’ve just saved us all,” the Professor
said. ‘Admittedly, you saved us all from yourself, but
still... It'll all be okay, you know.’

‘1,2, I replied, and held up my two fingers. They
consisted of a |, and I hoped she knew that they
denote parallelism. Soon, she would have to save
everyone from herself too, but she couldn’t know
her future until she was living it.
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‘Thank you, Professor Lucy Wilson, and
goodbye,” I said. “You know where to find me.’

1. And I sealed myself into an infinitely finite
equation, looping around, over and over, finding
freedom in what I am, and I am:

100. Millions of years ago, the earth shook, the
ground quavered, and eruptions of molten lava from
the core of the planet tried to escape their watery
homes, heading upwards, reaching out towards the
atmosphere. Exposure to the air proved too much
for the lava plumes and the volcanic rock coalesced,
forming a triangular pattern: an island, vast yet
remote, separated from everything and everyone.

99. On 5th April 1722, a Dutch explorer named
Jacob Roggeveen landed on the rock formation. It
was Easter Sunday, so Roggeveen called the place
‘Easter Island.” He was not the first person on Easter
Island, however. There were natives of Rapa Nui,
and the first one actually went to greet Roggeveen
and his landing party. This man marvelled at the
ship and the fact that members of the same species,
previously unknown to the native, had ventured
there from out of the vast expanse of blueness.

98. The native homo sapiens of Rapa Nui were not
the first intelligent species on the island. That honour
goes to a creature that had found its way to the surface
of this planet on the back of a volcanic eruption, after
it had searched for freedom from the lower mantle.
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97. Professor Lucy Wilson, a time traveller, called
this creature ‘Calculus.” You may call me Calculus too.
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Coming Soon from Candy Jar Books...

The Lucy Wilson Mysteries: The Three Lucys
By Philip Bates

Wait! we hear you say. Who is this ‘Professor Lucy
Wilson” anyway?!

You can find out more about her — and the chaos
that’s consuming the multiverse —in Candy Jar Books’
The Lucy Wilson Mysteries: The Three Lucys. Get it
before it's gone: we don’t mean ‘before the book sells
out; we mean ‘before the universe unravels’...

‘Me don’t know what’s happening.”’

One day, Lucy Wilson wakes up and suddenly
can’t say the word ‘1" Its whole meaning starts to
dissolve in her head, and soon, it spreads. She can’t
recall what day comes after Thursday. She doesn’t
know what that lesson with all the numbers is called.
How soon before she loses the names of her own
parents? Or her best friend, Hobo?

And she’s not the only one. Or maybe she is.
Because someone is stealing the words of numerous
Lucy Wilsons, across time and space. One is a
middle-aged professor. One is a rebellious teen who
has run away from home.

And one is our Lucy: pulled out of her universe;
running out of words; running out of hope.



Awvailable now from Candy Jar Books. ..

100 Objects of Doctor Who
By Philip Bates

‘So, all of time and space, everything that ever
happened or ever will: where do you want to start...?’

100 Objects of Doctor Who is a celebration of
everyone’s favourite sci-fi show. Perfect for fans, no
matter your mileage — whether you’ve just started
your journey through all of time and space, or have
lived through the highs, the lows, the Wildernesses,
the Androzanis, and the Twin Dilemmas.

Inside, you'll find: A terrifying army of three
Daleks! Death’s Head's head! A really quite
astonishingly heavy door! Dinosaur fossils! A
framed piece of wall!

And much, much more!

This is a book about Doctor Who. But probably
not the one you're expecting.



