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TRIUMPH OF THE 
DALEKS- 

 
EPISODE 2- THE DALEK INVASION OF GALLIFREY 

 

 
The carnage began as the first Time Ranger moved forward and 
was exterminated where he stood.  With a horrified detachment 
The Doctor turned off the screen.  It was too much to watch a 
second time. 
“Agent Starienne, recent graduate of the CIA reporting your 
Excellency.” 
 He turned to see a luscious young blonde Woman dressed in the 
black and silver uniform of the Celestial Intervention Agency 
standing beside him. 
“What?” He asked, suspicious of why the Agency would send her.  
His experiences of that shadowy, secret organisation both in and 
out of the Matrix made him immediately wary of her. 
“Sir, Cardinal Borusa said to tell you he thinks that I am the best 
person to keep you on your toes.  That’s a direct quote sir.” 
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 He relaxed.  If Borusa vouched for her, that meant she was all 
right. 
“And where is the Cardinal?” 
“He’s gone outside to organise the Sheboogans and Outsiders into 
a resistance force.” 
“Good.  Spandrell, I want the city evacuated.  Fortify the 
Academies; send as many offworld as possible.  There are 
myriad’s of hiding places for our people. 
And send a message to the Daleks.  Tell them we surrender.” 
Every head in the control centre turned, shocked expressions 
were evident on everyone’s faces. 
Spandrell was incredulous.  “What?” 
“I will hand over control to the Daleks immediately.  Send the 
message.” 
He left them all staring at him in disbelief, Star stayed behind 
him along with a guard. 
He reached the battle zone as the message reached the Daleks.  
The silence was eerie as he moved out into the open. 
“Daleks, I am the president of the High Council of the Timelords.  
I wish to negotiate our surrender with your leader.” He called 
out. 
“STAY-WHERE-YOU-ARE.” The lead Spider Dalek instructed as 
it sent another one to scuttle back to the Panopticon. 
“Doctor, what are you doing?”  A new voice asked. 
He looked over to a black and silver armoured CIA operative 
hidden behind a blasted door. 
“Gaining time.” He whispered. 
“No.”  The Operative whispered back as he pulled out a 
fragmentation grenade and hurled it at the ceiling.  The Doctor 
dived to the ground as the ceiling caved in on the Daleks.  The 
remaining soldiers all picked themselves up. 
“That was unnecessary.” 
“With respect doctor, you are not president yet.  I have seen 
your biog-data extract.  Your resourcefulness against the Daleks 
is what is needed.  You must remain free.  Get your TARDIS and 
find a way to stop them. 
The Doctor was reluctant to leave, but he was right. 
“Very well. Agent?” 
“Sub-Director Raith.  I will surrender to them.” 
“Very brave.  Good luck then.” He hurried out with Lorrion, Star 
and several guards following. 
“General, where’s my TARDIS?” 
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“I don’t know, Lord President.” 
“Well, can you find it for me please?” 
“Yes Sir.”  He hurried away as the rest of them returned to the 
control centre. 
“What’s the situation?”  He asked. 
Spandrell answered gravely. “Half the population has been 
advised not to leave their residences.  Of the rest, they have been 
evacuated to emergency bunkers, the seven Academies, the 
Thirteen Houses and outlying districts. Arcadia, Omega City, 
Quartinia, Patrexopolis, Othersville and other minor townships 
have also been warned.” 
“Good.” He was relieved that some measure of safety had been 
taken. 
General Lorrion rushed in. 
“Sir, your TARDIS was transducted to Omega City on the island 
of Prydonia where it is currently being upgraded.” 
The Doctor groaned. “Oh, the poor girl.  Come on Star, we’ve got 
to stop those engineering busybodies poking around.” 
As he was about to go he saw Raith on the monitor greeting a 
group of Daleks being led by a Dome-shaped Emperor and a bald 
man in a dark suit and still wearing the sash of Rassilon. 
“Oh no, he’s regenerated.  Come on, we must get the transmat to 
the city.” 
It felt strange feeling every atom in his body being disassembled 
and then instantaneously reassembled ten thousand miles away.  
The Doctor had to check himself, just to make sure he was still 
all in one piece. 
“Doctor?” Enquired Star. 
“Oh nothing.” He replied.  They had arrived in a vast 
engineering complex.  The birth cradles of many TARDISs 
stretched out far ahead of them, an engineer approached. 
“Doctor?  I was told to take you to your TARDIS.  We’ve 
modified the design and merged it with a new prototype, the T-
Omega we call it.” 
“No, no. This will not do at all; the old girl’s very 
temperamental.  I hope she doesn’t blame me for this.” 
They reached the TARDIS, still in the shape of a blue Police 
telephone call box from the early twentieth century. 
“Oh thank goodness.” He was relieved to see her again, which 
turned quickly to anger as they stepped inside and saw the vast, 
cathedral-like expanse that had replaced the normal console 
room. 
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“What have you done to her?” He cried out. 
“Your TARDIS now has some Offensive capabilities, but needs 
something no other TARDIS has, an operator for the central 
core.” 
He pointed to an alcove on the far side of the room.  “One of you 
must merge and become one with the TARDIS.” 
Star immediately began to walk over.  “Doctor.”  She said.  
“You’re vital to the survival of Gallifrey.  Cardinal Borusa 
wants me to make sure you don’t throw your lives away 
recklessly.  So I am the one to do this.” 
She walked over to the alcove.  With the help of the engineer, she 
strapped herself in.  He put a helmet-like device over her head 
and flicked several switches on.  Then he stepped out and a glass 
door slid across, sealing her in.  A mist swirled around, 
obscuring The Doctors view of her. 
The TARDIS came to life, lights flared and the console hummed.   
“It’s worked!” The engineer said in awe. 
“Why so sad Doctor?” He heard Star say, though he could not see 
her as he looked round.  She suddenly appeared in the middle of 
the room, glowing slightly, which faded. 
“I’m still here you know.”  She said, smiling at him like a kid 
with the keys to the chocolate factory. 
“It works, the Holographic imaging system works.”  The engineer 
enthused. 
“Of course it works.” Star replied. 
Suddenly the TARDIS rocked. 
“The city is being attacked Doctor.”  She reported.  The engineer 
turned to leave.  “Go Doctor, we’ll delay them getting through.” 
He said as he left. 
“Shall we Doctor?” Star asked. 
“Certainly, let’s see what this Super-TARDIS can do.” 
“Hmm, you add the S and you get STARDIS, oh I like that!  
What do you think?” 
“All right STARDIS, let’s get out of here.” 
The ship shuddered as it left its cradle. 
“I’m receiving a transmission.”  Star said as the image of a 
Chancellery guard appeared on an overhead monitor.  Several 
other guards were in the background, piling objects onto a door 
that sounded like it was been melted through. 
“Lord President.  I am Sub-commander Torsus.  Commander 
Hilred Ordered the transduction barriers sabotaged so the 
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Daleks cannot leave Gallifrey.  I’m lowering a part now to let 
you get away sir.” 
The STARDIS dematerialised as the door gave in.  Torsus and 
his men were gunned down and the Master followed two Daleks 
in, looking like Lex Luther from Superman. 
“Doctor, leaving us so soon?”  He jibed, a nasty grin spread over 
his face. 
“I’m going to retrieve the Hand of Omega and obliterate Skaro 
before the Daleks are created.  I will end their menace once and 
for all.’ 
That wiped the smirk from his face. 
“You wouldn’t transgress the laws of Time Doctor.  Anyway, I 
just have to lower the barrier and bring you back with a tractor 
beam.” 
“NO!” croaked Torsus, aiming his Staser at the controls. 
“EXTERMINATE!” Cried a Dalek as Torsus fired.  The screen 
went blank and that was it, they were on their own. 
“Set course for Earth, 1963.” He instructed Star. 
The Doctor wondered if the Master was right.  Could he do it?  
Could he destroy the Daleks that way?  Could he really violate 
the laws of Time that he had sworn to protect? 
His musings were interrupted as the STARDIS was drawn off 
course. 
“Doctor, something is drawing us to Earth in the year 1912.” 
That annoyed him.   
“Not good.  Where?” He asked. 
“North Atlantic Ocean, aboard a ship designated Titanic.  
Doctor, she’s sinking.” 
Definitely not good he mused to himself. A moment later they 
had landed. 
 
“Doctor.”  A voice boomed.  “Come out, we need to have a little 
chat.” 
A light went on in his head.  He knew who had summoned hum 
there.  And why. 
He opened the STARDIS door and looked at the frozen figures of 
Men, Women and Children all running round in panic and fear.  
For them, this was the end of the world.  In the middle of these 
statues stood a figure he had seen before in the Matrix.  An 
Eternal being known as the White Guardian of Time. 
“I know what you want me to do.”  The Doctor said, knowing 
there was no other choice. 
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“Good.  Everything is falling into darkness.  You must get the 
Key, overcome the Daleks and restore the balance.  Here is the 
device that will lead you to the six segments.  Good luck.” 
The Doctor looked around; there was no saving any of these 
people.  But with the Key, he could stop the Daleks completely. 
He nodded his assent to the Guardian, took the tracker and went 
back into the STARDIS and left. 
 
The quest for the Key to Time had begun! 
 
TO BE CONTINUED. 
 
 
 


