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Rose Tyler sighed, she was bored already. Dressed in her 
favourite red hooded top and blue jeans, she had so 
been looking forward to going back to work after a crazy 
Christmas break. She’d been quite clever in saving her 
holidays in order to have the full two weeks off. Well, 
that blew past faster than a freight train in a hurricane.  
 
The lift pinged, the doors opening upon a dark corridor 
in the basement of the department store. Just great. 
Where was Wilson anyway? She had almost made it out 
of the door when Derek the Security Guard had handed 
her the lottery money, as if she did it anyway, which she 
did not, thank you very much. 
She hated it down in the basement, just a dull roar of 
boilers, the corridor lined with pipes and forgotten 
boxes.  
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Empty and grim, just great. 
“Wilson? I’ve got the lottery money? Wilson, you 
there?” She tried his office door. 
Nothing but silence. She didn’t have time for this. 
“I can’t hang about, they’re closing the shop. Wilson?” 
She paused, where was he? 
“Ohh, come on!” She moaned.  
 
Something moved, a flicker of shadow at the end of the 
dismal corridor, she looked round, unsure, feeling a bit 
creeped out. She wandered down. If he was sat on his 
backside with his headphones in, she’d report him to 
management. 
“Hello? Wilson, it’s Rose.” 
Well, who else would be wandering round when 
everyone else had gone home? She’d have to make him 
open the side door or one of the Emergency exits to let 
her out. It was his own fault. 
 
She opened a door, flicking on the lights. It was just a 
storeroom, piled with boxes and disused dummies 
scattered all around. She cautiously walked forward to 
the door on the opposite end, maybe Wilson was down 
there? 
“Wilson?” She called out. She tried the door, but it was 
stuck.  She jumped as the door she had come through 
slammed shut. She ran back, but it wouldn’t open, she 
was trapped. 
“Oh, you’re kidding me!” she muttered. There was a 
sudden clutter, making her whirl round, wary. 
“Is there someone mucking about?” 
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There was another noise as she moved back into the 
centre of the storeroom, an unnerving quietness. 
“Who is it?” She whispered, scared yet defiant. 
Then, inexplicably, one of the Dummies twitched. One at 
the end, its head swivelled to look at her! Unbelievable. 
Rose held her breath, this was impossible. It shifted and 
she suddenly realised what was going on- she was being 
pranked! 
“Okay, you got me very funny!” She vented, scared and 
angry yet keeping in control of her emotions. This must 
have been Derek’s idea. 
 
Then six more dummies began to move. This was a 
setup, probably with a hidden camera somewhere, like 
those daft programmes her Mum used to watch like 
Noel Edmonds Gotcha Oscar and Beadle’s about. 
“Right, I’ve got the joke. Whose idea was this? Derek is 
it? Derek, is this you?” It was freakily well organised, like 
a bunch of Students on Rag Week, or Cosplayers. 
Though why anyone would want to cosplay a shop 
window Dummy she couldn’t guess at. 
 
She backed off as the seven dummies flexed and 
stretched, then jerked as if alive. The first one stepped 
around the others, making her back into the wall. It 
approached, its arm rising up, as if to strike her, she 
looked away, proper scared out of her mind, crouching 
down, was she gonna die? 
Its arm crashed down into a pipe, making her scream as 
she ducked just barely in time. 
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She shuffled away, somehow finding the strength to 
push an emergency Fire door open and scrambled onto 
her feet, rushing through it, running for her life. 
All the fire drills she had been through paid off as she 
rushed up the stairs, hearing a hiss and a bang as the 
mannequins shot at her. 
Even though her stomach ached, her legs were tired and 
she was terrified out of her wits, she ran all the way 
home, not saying a word to her Mum, who was too 
engrossed in one of her TV shows to mutter anything 
except hello, she grabbed the cordless phone and shut 
herself in her bedroom, wandering what the hell she 
was going to do. Who could she call, Mickey? She did 
not have much, but one thing she did have was a Bronze 
medal for Jericho Street Primary School’s Under 7’s 
Gymnastics, not that she could swoop in and save 
anyone, but she had to warn the authorities anyway, so 
phoned the Police. 
A gang dressed up as Mannequin Dummies and the 
disappearance of an Electrician from Henrik’s 
Department Store did not rate highly on the Operators 
priorities, so Rose cut the connection, wondering what 
else she could do. Maybe Mickey would believe her, if 
there wasn’t a match on. So she went round to his to tell 
him what had happened. 
 
Elsewhere, the phrase ‘Window shop Dummies 
attacking people’ triggered an Emergency Protocol deep 
within the data banks of the United Nations Intelligence 
Taskforce, headquartered underneath the Tower of 
London. 
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“ALERT-NESTENE INCURSION DETECTED!” Osgood nearly 
dropped her Inhaler as she read the file and transcript of 
the Police call. She controlled her breathing as she 
remembered what her Father had told her of the 
Nestenes and their plastic foot soldiers The Autons. 
She pulled up the files; the then-Scientific Adviser had 
formulated a possible Anti-plastic deterrent. She 
synthesised the formula and cooked up a batch as a 
Squad prepared and rolled out. 
On the way, she tracked the signals. There was one from 
the Store, but the main signal was coming from the bank 
of the Thames, somewhere beneath the London Eye. 
That was typical. She sent a counter-wave to disrupt the 
signal as troops ran down, firing Anti-plastic grenades. 
 
Half an hour later, it was all over. The Anti-plastic had 
melted the Nestene. Osgood swept bits of plastic off her 
long, multi-coloured scarf as she mused that Rose 
Tyler’s warning had narrowly averted another 
attempted Invasion. Osgood looked up, wondering what 
else was out there and if The Doctor would ever return. 
 
It was something she hoped for, even if it seemed a vain 
hope sometimes. But she was sure he was still out 
there, 
Somewhere.  
 
 

THE END 
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“A WORLD WITHOUT THE DOCTOR SCARCE BEARS 
THINKING ABOUT.”- THE MASTER IN THE FIVE DOCTORS. 
 
THERE ARE A NUMBER OF STORIES WHERE THE 
DOCTOR’S INTERVENTION IS CRITICAL TO THE EVIL 
BEING STOPPED OR PROBLEM OVERCOME. 
BUT WHAT IF HE HAD NOT BEEN THERE? How Different 
would the outcome be? 
IT’S A SCARy THOUGHT, BUT A BRIllIANT pREmISE- 
 
Welcome to a world without the doctor!!! 
 
 
Inspired by the Original serial ‘Rose’, written by RTD and starring 
Chris Eccleston as the Doctor and Billie Piper as Rose Tyler. 
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