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Part One 
 
 
‘Oi! You lot! Yes, you lot! Now pay attention, that’s it, and look up. Yes up! Right up! Into the 

sky. That’s it…. 

That's it. You see that mauve thing floating in space above the Earth? Looks a bit like an 

egg. It's not really an egg. There isn't actually a giant mauve egg floating above your lovely 

little planet. That would really be silly. It's actually a big mauve egg-shaped spaceship. Or is 

it indigo? Or maybe violet? Well, it's sort of a mauvey-indigoy-violet.  

Oh, actually, let's just say it's purple. It's a purple spaceship. 

Now, in that spaceship, there's this glass box. Of course, it's not an ordinary glass box. It's 

an alien glass box made from alien sand from an alien planet. And in the box – well, that’s 

where I come in. The Doctor. Explorer, time traveller and wearer of fine hats. Hello there! 

Now, you might be wondering how I've found myself trapped in the box.  

Well, I'll tell you who stuck me in here but you won't believe me. No. Really, you won't. 

There I am, minding my own business. Well, I'm saving the Earth but that's sort of what my 

business is. It's the year 1920 and New York City is under attack! These aliens, they're the 

ones who own this spaceship, have come to your marvellous little planet and do you know 

what they're doing? Do you? They're only transferring- 

Oh.  

Wait. 

That's not good. 

Did you see that? 

Now that's just not fair! They've locked me up inside a glass box on their purple spaceship 

and here I am thinking it can't get any worse! And now they've gone and started pouring 
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some kind of gloop into the box! Do I look like a fish? I haven't got gills! I won't be able to 

breathe!  

Stupid Doctor! When will I learn not to think that things can't get any worse? Things can 

always get worse! I'm going to drown! I'm going to drown and there's nobody to help me! 

Because I'm alone, you see. I travel alone now. Mostly. That's why I'm talking to myself. 

That's why I'm pretending you're here with me. A friend. A companion. It makes it easier. 

Because explaining things to you helps it all make sense in my strange little brain. So, 

you're here with me. Sorry about that. You're going to drown alongside me and I haven't 

even given you a name. What about Bob? Short for Robert or Roberta so you could be a 

boy or a girl? Yeah, I like that. I like Bob. Bob, bob, bob. So, come on, Bob, any ideas? How 

are we going to get out of this one? 

What's that? Why can't I just climb out of the top of it? Good question, Bob. Well, as you 

can see, there's an incredibly-complicated system of locks holding down the lid. What's that, 

Bob? Can't I use my sonic screwdriver? No. No, Bob, I can't. Because the lid of the box 

also has a deadlock seal. And there's practically no-one in this entire cosmos who can 

escape a deadlock seal without the correct key.  

So, to summarise, we're trapped in a box that's filling up with some kind of icky gloopy 

gloop stuff with no hope of escape, on an alien spaceship miles above New York City.  

And there’s no one out there who can help! '  

 

**** 

 

'Ladies and Gentlemen, allow me to introduce Mr Harry Houdini!' 

An hour earlier, the audience at New York's Golden Horse Theatre started to applaud as 

the short man with bright blue eyes walked onto the stage. He smiled at them and held his 

hands up. Then, without a word, he turned to look at the object behind him. It was a large 

metal safe. It was one of his oldest tricks but it always went down well. A lady garbed in a 

tiny dress made of sequins followed him onto the stage and waddled over to the safe like a 

shiny duck. She opened the door and, with a dramatic flourish, revealed to the audience 

that it was empty. Harry bowed at her and then climbed into the safe. It was a small, 

cramped space and he had to crumple himself up, his head squashed between his knees. 

Then, with a loud clank, the safe door was closed. Harry was trapped inside. In the dark. 

Outside, the lady in the sequins turned to smile vacantly at the audience. The audience all 
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leaned forward to get a closer look. Some were looking at the lady in the sequins but most 

of the audience were looking at the safe. 

Because they were waiting for the world-famous Harry Houdini to, once again, do the 

impossible. To escape from the inescapable. They were excited, even though they knew 

what was going to happen. In just a few moments time, he would burst free from the safe 

and they'd all clap and cheer. Then they'd all go home and tell their friends and family that 

they'd seen the actual Harry Houdini escaping from an actual safe. 

But inside the safe, Harry Houdini, master of the impossible, was staring at something even 

he couldn’t believe. Because, once the safe's door had been closed, the dark metal back 

wall of the safe had exploded into light. And beyond that light, a whole new world of metal 

and circles and machines and... a head! A man's head had popped through into the safe 

and before Harry could say a word, the man's head was talking. Not just talking, it was 

babbling. And underneath the head, a bow-tie was wobbling. 

'Hello, Harry! I'm the Doctor and I’m a big fan!'  

 

Every sentence this Doctor said seemed to end with an exclamation mark.  

'Sorry for bursting in on you like this but I need your help! I'm about to save the world from 

aliens!’  

Harry just stared at him.  

‘I know, I know – it sounds crazy. Bunkum! The sort of thing you’d normally want to 

investigate and expose. Well, come with me and I’ll prove it to you. A real alien invasion – 
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possession of the public – all in New York City! But I need your help Harry, because the 

problem with these aliens is that they’re really good with locks. Excellent at imprisonment. 

Impossible to stop. But they’ve made one fatal error: they didn’t count on the world’s 

greatest escape artist being in town!’ 

Harry stared at the man and at the impossible space behind him. He thought about his life. 

He thought about how bored he'd been recently, standing around on film sets in the long, 

agonising wait between takes.  It had become one long show of escaping from safes and 

barrels and padlocked-chains night after night. He didn't know what was behind the Doctor 

but he knew that it was something new. Something different. And he wanted to find out. So, 

when the man's head pulled back, he silently pushed himself through the back of the safe 

and into- 

‘The TARDIS! It's a time-travelling spaceship! I promise you it’s not all done with mirrors.' 

Harry finally spoke. 'We're going to travel in time?' He turned to look back at the hole in the 

wall. It was a perfect circle, fizzing with electricity, and through it he could see the interior of 

the safe. And somehow, beyond that, was the stage of the Golden Horse Theatre and the 

world he'd left behind. 

The Doctor did a strange little dance and ran down towards a set of double doors. He 

pushed through them, calling for Harry to follow him. Harry, staring at the amazing structure 

that surrounded him, slowly followed the Doctor through the doors and found himself in- 

The lobby of the Golden Horse Theatre. He turned to the Doctor who was closing the doors 

of a strange blue wooden box. He pointed at a pair of doors leading through to the theatre 

itself. 'So, everyone thinks I'm still in there? On the stage? In a safe?' 

The Doctor grinned and nodded. Harry found himself grinning back. He'd escaped from so 

many safes in the past but never like this. How had the Doctor done it?  

'Couldn't you have just waited until I'd finished and met me out here rather than doing 

whatever it is you just did?' 

'I used a complicated system of block transfer computation and wormhole technology to 

create a link from the TARDIS through to the back of your safe so we're connected and...' 

The Doctor's face fell. 'Oh. I never thought of just waiting out here for you. That would 

probably have made more sense. And I'd have had time for popcorn.' 

Harry liked the man. He was different. And he wanted something different. For once, Harry 

wasn't the biggest showman in the room. He'd been doing the same act night after night 

and now, he was the one being surprised and impressed. 
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They turned to look out of the entrance to the theatre. The giant glass doors revealed the 

busy afternoon streets of New York City. The Doctor pointed outside at the large herd of 

newspaper reporters. 'Does that seem like a lot of attention to you? It’s not even opening 

night' he asked, as the reporters began to take photographs through the glass. 

Harry shrugged. He'd been followed by reporters all of his working life. He was more 

interested in wormholes and aliens and people being possessed by aliens.  

But then the glass doors were pushed open and he and the Doctor were forced back as the 

reporters swarmed into the theatre. Harry put on his smile, hoping that they could get away 

with posing for a couple of photographs before rushing off to solve the Doctor's dilemma. 

Suddenly he felt a pointy elbow jab him in the ribs. 

'What are you smiling at?' The Doctor hissed at him, looking worried. 

'For the cameras! Let them take my picture and we can go and stop these aliens of yours!' 

Harry replied, his smile still plastered across his face. He almost laughed when he said the 

word 'aliens' but he'd seen the TARDIS so it seemed to make a strange kind of sense.  

'Harry,' the Doctor continued to hiss. 'The aliens are invading by possessing people!' 

Then he realised that the reporters were surrounding them, grabbing at them. And then he 

saw their eyes. Each of the reporters had glowing purple eyes. 

 

'They're possessed!' he shouted at the Doctor.  

'Yes – by those aliens I mentioned!’  



 
©BBC, 2013    
 
 - 7 - 

Harry stared at the Doctor, alarmed now. 'Well, there's a lot more of them than there are of 

us. Any ideas?' 

The Doctor shook his head as the possessed reporters started to shove them out through 

the glass doors and into the city streets beyond. 

'Where are they taking us?!' asked Harry. He looked into the face of the nearest reporter 

and shuddered as the unblinking purple eyes stared back at him. The reporters started to 

push them towards a dark and secluded alley. 'Doctor!' 

'I don't know,' the Doctor replied, 'But I'm thinking you'd have been safer if I'd left you in that 

safe!' Then, as the possessed reporters pushed them both down to the ground, the Doctor 

shrieked out. 'Harry!'' 
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Part Two 
 
 
The last thing Harry Houdini heard as the purple-eyed reporters pushed them both to the 

ground was the Doctor shrieking out his name. Suddenly, he remembered his training, his 

tricks, the way he could escape from anything. Sure, they were surrounded by what 

seemed like hundreds of possessed, angry men but all he needed to do was treat all this 

like one of his shows. The man gripping his wrists was merely a set of handcuffs. The 

others, surrounding and grabbing at him, were just a set of chains or a straitjacket.  

He stopped struggling and focussed his mind.  

All he needed to do was calmly twist that way, gently turn this way, move that arm over 

there and... he was free! He pushed through the reporters, grabbed the Doctor's arm and 

pulled him up. 

'Run?' he asked. 

'Run!' the Doctor replied. 

And so they ran. The streets of New York were alive with motor cars. Tall buildings towered 

over them. 'So, what did they want?' Harry asked the Doctor. 

The Doctor was fiddling with a strange metal device that glowed at one end as he ran. 'Me, 

I'd guess.' 

'Why?' asked Harry as they ran into a park, pigeons scattering at their feet. 'Were they 

going to kill us?' 

'I'd imagine so,' the Doctor replied, pointing the device up into the sky. 

'Right. Look, sorry but what is that?’ asked Harry, pointing at the Doctor's metal... thing. 

'You were a stage magician once – didn’t you ever use a wand? This is mine – the sonic 

screwdriver!'  
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The device emitted a loud piercing shriek.  

'Right, the spaceship is definitely in orbit above New York but they've got to have a base of 

operations down here. Now where is it?' 

Harry shook his head. 'Who are they? These aliens? Why do they want to possess people?'  

The Doctor fiddled with his bow-tie as he spoke. 'They're called the Cuculus.’ 

‘That’s Latin for Cuckoo’ said Harry.  

‘Exactly! They're Space Cuckoos!' 

Harry just stared at him. Then he blinked. 'Space Cuckoos?' 

'You know how cuckoos lay their eggs in nests belonging to other birds? Well, the Cuculus 

do the same. They fly around from planet to planet, beaming their individual 

consciousnesses into the minds of the inhabitants on each of those planets.' 

'So they're like... invading Martians?' 

The Doctor shook his head. 'Not Martians. Cuculus. The Martians are reptilian! No, the 

Cuculus are giant birds, obviously.' 

'Obviously.' 

'And they don't want to invade. They just want to live.' 

'So, no heat-rays? They're not killing people? That's not so bad then...' 

'Try telling that to those reporters who've been possessed! They've got wives and kids and 

deadlines! Only now, they don't because they're possessed! Their minds have been taken 

over by-' 

'Big alien Space Cuckoos?' asked Harry. 

'Exactly, Harry,' the Doctor replied. 'See, I knew you'd get it!' 

Suddenly he strode off and Harry ran after him. 'So what are we going to do?' 

'Stop them' said the Doctor. 'They've got a giant psychic crystal that they use to transfer 

their minds into the bodies of the people they take over. So we're going to smash it!' The 

Doctor's face broke into a huge grin. 'Big old smash, I can't wait! Ooh, hello!' The Doctor, 

babbling away, had bumped into a surprisingly-tall policeman. The Doctor's eyes were level 

with the policeman's chest. The policeman, though, had his own eyes closed. Harry could 

guess what he'd see when he opened them. 
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'Hello, officer,' said the Doctor. 'I don't suppose you're any good with directions?' 

'Where would you like directions to?' replied the policeman. 

'Oh, to the Cuculus's base of operations here in the city? Because I'm giving you a chance 

here. Take me there peacefully and I'll find a way to save your race. Anything else and I'll 

stop you however I can.' 

The policeman opened his eyes. Of course, they were glowing purple. 

'Doctor!' he hissed, looking down at the smaller man. 'It's time for you to die.' 

 

'Been there, done that. Bought the t-shirt.' The Doctor ripped open his shirt to reveal that he 

was indeed wearing a t-shirt with I died at Lake Silencio and all my wife got me was this 

lousy t-shirt written on it. The policeman stared at it, momentarily confused, before raising a 

gun. 

'Harry?' said the Doctor.  

'Run?' replied Harry. 

The Doctor nodded before bolting off again. Harry followed then jumped as the policeman 

fired his pistol at them! The sound of the bullets sent beggars, workmen and pigeons 

scattering. They ran out of the park and down another side-street. 
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'Haven't you got any weapons?' Harry asked, turning to the Doctor as they stopped to catch 

their breath.  

'No, I don't!' The Doctor sounded furious at the suggestion.  Suddenly a horse and carriage 

came bolting down into the alley towards them! 

'Stop,' shouted Harry, stepping into its path and waving his arms at the carriage.  

 

But the carriage didn't slow down and it was at that moment that Harry realised there was 

no driver. He looked up at the galloping horse. Straight into its purple eyes. 

'It's one of them,' he exclaimed, grabbing the Doctor and pulling him toward the other end of 

the alley. 'The horse is possessed!' 
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Part Three 
 
 
As the demonic horse and its carriage bore down on them, Harry slammed himself at the 

nearest door, crashing through into the empty building along with the Doctor just as the 

deadly hooves and wheels rattled passed. Inside, they found themselves in what appeared 

to be an abandoned warehouse. It was dusty and grim but, thankfully, free of anyone with 

purple eyes. Outside, they could hear the horse neighing angrily. 

The Doctor looked shocked. 'Language!'  

Harry raised an eyebrow.  

'Now, I've been thinking that we need a change of plan Harry.' 

'We had a plan?' 

'Yeah, well, we sort of had a plan. We need to stop worrying about what's down here and 

head straight to the heart of the matter.' 

Harry thought about it and realised what the Doctor meant. 'You mean you want us to go up 

to their spaceship?' 

The Doctor nodded. 

'Won't that mean going back to the theatre and using your… TARDIS?' 

The Doctor shook his head, took out his sonic screwdriver and pointed it up at the roof of 

the warehouse. Another ear-piercing noise rang out. The Doctor shouted over the noise, 

'They want us! So let them come and get us!'  

Harry was about to point out that that's exactly what the Cuculus had been trying to do all 

this time but before he could, there was an explosion of bright white light and everything 

went black.  
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**** 

Harry woke up. He was in a small metal space. Alone in the dark. He wondered if he was 

back in the safe again. Had he woken up after a bad dream? Were the audience outside, 

still waiting for him to escape? He slowly began to sit up when he realised that there was a 

light coming from somewhere. And then he realised that he could actually stand up. And 

then he realised that he wasn't in the safe on the stage at the Golden Horse Theatre. And 

he knew this because, when he stood up to his full height, he could see a window. And 

through that window, he could see the planet Earth. 

Harry Houdini was in space. 

He didn't mind admitting to himself that he was scared but he reasoned that there was no 

use in panicking. He needed to break out of the cell and find the Doctor. The Doctor would 

know what to do.  

As his eyes adjusted to the dark, Harry noticed everything seemed to be made of a strange 

purple metal. And everything was silent except for the hum of a distant engine. He went 

over to the cell door and looked at the strange alien lock. It was like nothing he'd ever seen 

before.  

Thirty six seconds later, Harry stepped through the door. It had taken him less time to figure 

out the curiously formed alien pin-tumbler than it had to escape the suspended 

straightjacket trick or the metal vat in his Milk Can Escape. 

As he edged along the corridors, Harry slowly became aware of a distant voice up ahead. 

The familiar babbling was getting closer and closer. Harry started running.  

 

**** 

 

Well Bob, I'm not planning on dying inside a purple spaceship in 1920.  

Now you might have noticed a couple of things. Number one! I said earlier that I travel 

alone. Mostly. Because, yes, at this precise moment, I'm mostly travelling alone. But on this 

one occasion, up here, up to this spaceship, I've actually brought a friend with me. And, yes, 

that's him entering the room and climbing on top of the box, fiddling with the locks right now.  

And number two? I said there's practically nobody in the cosmos who can deactivate a 

deadlock seal. But there's one man, my friend up there, who can unlock anything! He's 

broken out of handcuffs and chains and the belly of a whale! He eats deadlock seals for 

breakfast! 
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So yes, my feathered captors, that's why I've been talking to the imaginary Bob here. 

Because I knew you'd be listening in, and I knew that would distract you long enough to 

allow my friend up there to break me out of this actually-filling-up-quite-quickly-so-if-you-

could-hurry-up-and-get-me-out-of-here box of yours. 

And with a final twist, the deadlock seal came apart and the glass box opened. The Doctor 

leapt out, gloop sloshing everywhere.  

'Well done, Harry! Maybe don't leave it quite so long next time. These trousers are ruined!'  

Harry shook the Doctor’s hand, delighted to see him alive and well. He hadn’t expected to 

find him talking to himself in what looked like a glass death trap, but now they were safely 

reunited. Only after a moment did he realise they were no longer alone in the room.  

'Now, allow me to introduce you! Captors, this is my friend, Mr Harry Houdini! Harry Houdini, 

these are my captors, the Space Cuckoos! Yes, I know. They're giant birds. Don't stare.' 

Harry tried not to stare at the aliens but they were just so strange. They were about the 

same height as the Doctor but they were birds. Big birds. Wings, claws, beaks, the lot. But 

they were birds with glowing purple eyes. The Doctor explained that they'd been trying to 

drain his knowledge of Earth and the Universe.  

'I mean, you could have just asked me,' he said to the Cuckoos. 'But no, you had to go and 

cover me in brain-draining gloop! It had better wash out!' 
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The Cuckoos started to advance on them. Surrounding them. It reminded Harry of the 

reporters in the theatre. Except this lot had wings. And claws. And breaks that snapped and 

squawked! The Doctor was still busy brushing down his trousers and babbling about how 

he'd have to find a new pair so Harry just grabbed his hand and started to run, dragging the 

Doctor behind him. 

They ran down corridor after corridor, the sound of screeching giant birds, with their huge 

flapping wings, following them. Somehow, as they ran, the Doctor managed to take the lead 

and, soon, he was dragging Harry.  

'Through here,' the Doctor shouted as he pulled Harry into a huge chamber. They stopped 

running and Harry looked around the room, awestruck. It was huge. Bigger than huge. It 

was massive. The walls, as with the rest of the spaceship, were purple. They were 

pulsating, like a heartbeat. And, standing against the walls, silent and motionless, were 

hundreds of Cuckoos.  

'Are they dead?' asked Harry. 

'No, no,' replied the Doctor. 'They're... asleep. It's perfectly safe.' 

Harry didn't believe that the Doctor really understood the meaning of the word 'safe'.   'Is 

this spaceship... alive?' 

The Doctor nodded. 'It's not just a spaceship. It's the Cuckoos' entire world.' 

'So it's more of an egg than a spaceship?' 

The Doctor grinned. 'It's a bit like an egg, yeah, Harry! And that's no yoke!' He paused. 

'Yoke? Joke? No?' The Doctor shrugged and strode over to a structure in the centre of the 

room. Harry followed.  

At first, it looked like a giant violet crystal but, as they got closer to it, Harry realised it was 

actually made up of thousands of tiny crystals, most of which were glowing. It was beautiful.  

'This is what they use to control people,' explained the Doctor. 'Each of these crystals holds 

the consciousness of a single Cuckoo.' 

'And those that are glowing, they still have a Cuckoo's mind in?' 

'Got it in one, Harry! And the sleeping Cuckoos in this room, they’re crystals are empty 

because their consciousnesses have been projected down to earth. Possessing the people. 

And the horses.' 

Harry stared at the empty crystals. So many people. He gulped as he looked around at the 

sleeping Cuckoos. 'So, what do we do?' 
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The Doctor was already fiddling with his sonic screwdriver. The green light shone onto the 

violet crystals. 'I could explain in great detail but basically I'm reversing the psychic flow so 

that each Cuckoo consciousness is returned back into the crystals.'  

And, as Harry watched, more and more of the crystals started to flicker and glow with life. 

Each new glowing crystal meant another person on Earth was free. But with each new 

glowing crystal, a Cuckoo in the room started to stir. Their eyes slowly blinking as they 

woke up. Harry could also hear the other Cuckoos – the awake ones – getting closer. They 

were screeching with rage as they flew towards the chamber. It was like being in a monster 

picture. 

'Doctor!'  

'I know! We should get out of here,' the Doctor replied. 'I have done this sort of thing 

before...' Before he could do anything else, though, the giant Cuckoos suddenly flew into 

the room and surrounded them! Quickly, the Doctor sent the crystals smashing to the 

ground. They exploded across the floor like glass and each of the remaining sleeping 

Cuckoos woke up. All of the Cuckoos started to advance, squawking wildly at them and 

flapping their wings! Harry and the Doctor stood back-to-back, with nowhere to run.  

 

'Now, wait, before you do anything silly or painful,' said the Doctor, 'you should check your 

databases! While I was in your glass box I let you take some of the knowledge from my 

mind. Just a little. A few little clues as to other ways in which your race can survive! Some 

tips on building robots! The location of a race of symbiotic creatures who'd welcome some 
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big bird brains! Just a few solutions so that you don't have to go around the Universe 

planting your minds into innocent people! And horses!' 

One of the Cuckoos stepped forward and cocked its head. It looked strangely comical, 

reminding Harry of the pigeons that flew and waddled through New York. The Cuckoo 

chirped. Two other Cuckoos chirped back at it. Then they all turned to look at the Doctor 

and Harry again. They all opened their beaks and suddenly- 

In a flash of white light, Harry and the Doctor found themselves once more in the lobby of 

the Golden Horse Theatre. Harry stood there for a moment and breathed in deeply. The 

taste of New York filled his lungs. He was home again. 

'Is that it?' he asked the Doctor. 

The Doctor nodded then looked at his watch. 'We've got to get you back into that safe!' 

And before Harry could argue or even try to comprehend what had just happened, he found 

himself being dragged back into the Doctor's blue box and across the impossible control 

room. Before he could say anything, the Doctor was pushing him through the glowing circle 

in the wall and into the safe. He struggled to turn to face him but the Doctor shook his head! 

'Quickly!! You've got to get out of the safe! I’ve set the TARDIS for two minutes after the 

safe door shut, so the audience won’t have been waiting long. Now go!' He turned away 

from Harry and stood with his back facing him. 

'What are you doing?' 

The Doctor stuck his fingers in his ears and shouted. 'I don't want to know how you do it! I 

don't want to spoil the magic!' 

And, just a few seconds later, Harry reached back and gave the Doctor a gentle kick. The 

Doctor turned to face him and watched, a big grin spreading across his face as Harry 

pushed the safe door open. The audience, on the other side of the safe, started to applaud 

as Harry pulled himself free. He hauled himself onto the stage. The lady in the sequinned 

dress waddled over to him and held up her arms and the audience started to cheer. Harry 

risked a glance back at the safe and saw the Doctor's face poking through. He was grinning. 

The audience were grinning. The lady in the sequinned dress was grinning. And Harry 

Houdini was grinning. He'd saved the world! 

But... 

Suddenly, the lady next to him started to cough. And a few members of the audience 

started to cough. And then a few more. Harry looked out at them, confused. He turned back 

to look at the Doctor. The Doctor pulled himself out of the TARDIS and out of the safe onto 

the stage! 
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'What's happening?' asked Harry, terrified. 

'They're dying!' The Doctor took a deep breath then pulled a disgusted face. 'A virus! The 

Cuckoos - they knew they’d lost so they’ve released a virus!' He quickly pulled out his sonic 

screwdriver and scanned Harry. 'It's us! They've infected us!' 
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Part Four 
 
 
Harry Houdini stared around the theatre as the patrons writhed and coughed, caught in the 

grip of an alien virus. 'There's got to be a way to stop it,' he found himself shouting. He 

couldn't believe what was happening. 'Use your sonic wand!' 

The Doctor shook his head. 'It won't work!' He started to pace the stage, desperately.  

Harry turned and caught the woman in the sequinned dress as she collapsed into him. She 

was dying in his arms. What had seemed like a mad, fun adventure was now something so 

much worse. 'Do something, Doctor!' 

The Doctor ran up to him. 'The Cuckoos created the virus, but like everything of theirs it's 

grown, it's natural, it's part of their eco-system!' 

'Like the crystals?' 

'Exactly!’ 

'Oh.' 

'Oh, Harry?' 

'So if there was a crystal and you found it, you could stop this?  You could reverse it like 

you did on the ship?' 

The Doctor suddenly shouted at Harry, full of rage. 'Yes, Harry, well done, yes I could do 

that but there isn't time! I'd have to get into the TARDIS and scan the entire ship to try and 

find it and...'  

The Doctor trailed off as Harry held out his hand. In his palm lay one solitary crystal. 

'How did you get that?! You never...' The Doctor grinned. 'No. Don't tell me! Knowing how 

something's done is worse than a spoiler!' 
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Harry shrugged. He'd wanted to keep one of the crystals as a memento and it had been 

easy to grind his shoe down onto them in the chamber. He'd picked one out of his sole 

when safely back in the safe. 

The Doctor pointed his sonic screwdriver at the crystal and the green light glowed once 

more. The crystal started to glow brighter and brighter. The audience started to recover as 

the strange purple glow lit up the stage and, soon, the entire theatre. Harry stared down at it 

until the light grew too bright to look at. 

Then, suddenly, the crystal started to burn! Harry dropped it onto the floor and jumped 

behind the safe, pulling the Doctor with him. Purple light flashed so brightly, lighting up the 

theatre as the crystal exploded into white ash! The ash rose to the ceiling and gently fell, 

covering the audience, the safe, the sequinned lady, Harry and the Doctor.  

The audience were all blinking, confused. The lady in the sequinned dress was climbing to 

her feet. Everyone was coughing, clearing their throats, unsure as to what had happened 

and confused by what appeared to be a layer of snow covering them. 

Harry poked his head out from the safe and the confused audience started to applaud. 

Harry grinned. Everything was going to be okay. Then he reached back behind the safe and 

pulled out the Doctor. The two men stood side-by-side, grinning and bowing as the 

audience clapped. The lady in the sequinned dress gave the Doctor a kiss on the cheek 

and he blushed. Harry slapped him on the back, laughing. 
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'You made it snow, Doctor,' he said with a grin. 'In the summer! That's more than I've ever 

done! ' 

The Doctor grinned and shook his hand before turning to leave the stage.  

'You're going?' Harry kept smiling as the audience continued to applaud. 

The Doctor nodded. 'I've other planets to save. New people to meet. There's fun to be had. 

But I'll see you again.' 

'Will you?' 

'Oh yeah. Cos I kinda lied. I know all your tricks.' 

Harry stopped smiling. 'How?' 

'Not long from now, you're going to teach me them. I won’t remember this adventure, 

because I'll be younger… but look older. And you'll just be older.' 

Harry just laughed. Like everything with the Doctor, he'd just assume it made sense. He 

shook the Doctor's hand and thanked him. Then he, too, started to applaud as the Doctor 

climbed back into the safe. He closed the door to the safe then, after a few seconds, he 

opened it again. The Doctor and his TARDIS were gone. 

And the audience kept on clapping. Harry grinned. He knew they were applauding because 

they hadn't just seen him do his usual  trick. They'd seen something new. Something even 

more brilliant. Because they'd seen the Doctor. And so had he. 

 

THE END 
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Now read on for an exclusive interview with the author, Joseph Lidster… 
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An Interview with Writer Joseph Lidster 
 
 
 
 

Joseph Lidster wrote Doctor Who: Houdini and The Space Cuckoos in late 2012. We caught up with 
him in 2013, shortly before the Doctor’s return in The Bells of Saint John, and asked him about 
writing his story and looking forward to more adventures with the Time Lord! 
 
Question: When you researched Harry Houdini for the story, what surprised you most about him? 
 
Joseph Lidster: The thing I found most interesting about him was that he spent a lot of his later life 
trying to debunk mystics and psychics – which, for someone who was a showman himself, I thought 
was fascinating. This caused him to fall out with Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and they went from being 
friends to being enemies.  
  
Q: If you could hop in your own personal TARDIS and pop back in time to meet Houdini - and you 
could ask him one question - what would it be? 
 
JL: Did you enjoy your adventure with the Doctor?  
  
Q: Is it easier to write for a real figure from history like Houdini, or to create your own central 
characters? 
 
JL: It's much harder, to be honest, because you want to be able to get them right. And with 
someone like Houdini, that's quite difficult as there's very little on his actual personality or character 
to go on. In the end, I tried to look at a period of his life where he was quite depressed because his 
movie career wasn't going that well and use the Doctor to cheer him up a bit. But yeah, it's quite 
difficult to do someone as brilliant as Houdini justice in such a short story.  
  
Q: How did you come up with the idea of the Space Cuckoos? 
 
JL: Again, with it being a short story, I needed to come up with an alien that was quite easily to 
visualise. I love aliens like the Judoon who are based on recognisable Earth animals so I was 
already thinking along those lines.  
 
You also, when telling an Earth invasion story, want to try and come up with a twist, something that 
makes it a little different to what's come before. But, again, the word count wasn't very high, I had to 
make sure the story could be read by younger children and I wanted to make sure that the plot 
involved Harry using his skills as an escapologist. In the end, I tried to think of a species that, whilst 
still being a threat, was also quite fun – and I came up with the Space Cuckoos. I hope they return 
one day!  
  
Q: Finally… We’re about to get eight new Doctor Who adventures that begin on BBC One on Easter 
Saturday. In terms of seeing the new episodes, what are you most excited about? 
 
JL: Sitting down each Saturday night and being thrown into another new exciting adventure! I can't 
wait! 
 


