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THE TRIP ONM METEBELIS 3

HAS BEEN FATAL. THE DOCTOR
IS DYING...
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Look, Brigadier! | I(]
Look!

-e—-'l'lﬂ*'li




.l b h — ¥ il
iTHE DOCTOR HAS REGENERATED

- ONCE AGAIN. HIS FOURTH LIFE IS
BEGINNING...

SARAH JANE IS HAPPY. SO DOES
™ THE BRIGADIER, OF COURSE.

Here we go
again...




Lieutenant Sullivan?
Emergency. Come to
the lab at once, please.

Nothing to worry about, Brigadier!
The brontosaurus is large and
placid... and stupid.




LIEUTENANT SULLIVAN IS UNIT'S

MEDICAL OFFICER.
This the
patient, sir?

Uhm, take him to
the sick bay...
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The square on the
hypotenouse equals the
sum of the square on the
other two sides...




Who is that...?

'@}

That, Mr. Benton, is the
Doctor. He changed
# again...
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THE FOLLOWING NIGHT, IN A WELL
GUARDED INSTALLATION.




THERE'S SOMETHING UNUSUAL...
FIRMLY INTENTIONED TO PASS

THROUGH.

AT ANY COST.

AAAARGHHH!!
W sl
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WHATEVER IT IS, KNOWS WELL
WHAT TO DO.




THE FOLLOWING DAY, UNIT
HAS BEEN INFORMED.

. Plans for a disintegrator
gun stolen? Who by?




No one saw them.
» Probably enemy

agents. Small

commando squad.

You realise all this
is top secret...

...then why are you
telling me...?




' Because there’s no one
else | can tell. The Doctor
used to drive me mad, but

| miss having him about.
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- Actually | want to ask a
favour. You know

. Thinktank, the Frontiers of
Science research place?
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Yes, what about it?
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Exceptionally favoured
journalists are allowed to
visit it, and | have been

dying...
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You want me to get
you a visitors’ pass?

Nothing simpler, come to
my office and I'll fix it...
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|Couldlsee & : e
the Doctor
B before | go?

—

Yes, of course...

BUT A LITTLE LATER SOMEONE
SNEAKS INTO THE LABORATORY....




THE DOCTOR’S REMEMBRANCES
ARE STILL CONFUSED, BUT
SSURELY HE WANTS TO LEAVE
WITH THE TARDIS.




: Doctor, you are
supposed to be in the
sick bay...

[
BUT SULLIVAN HAD KEPT AN
EYE ON HIM.

1 W

Sick bay? But
| fit!!




I’'m the doctor, and |
say you are not fit.

You may be a
doctor, but | am
the Doctor... the
definite article!




A new body is like a new
house... takes a little bit of
time to settle in!

Uhhh... nobody is perfect...
L | think the nose is a
definitive improvement.




Tell me, quite frankly...
What do you say of the
ears?

Absolutely no
question of you
leaving, Doctor!
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How can | prove
my point...?

LA

J Mother, mother,
“ | feel sick, send
for the doctor,
' quick quick
quick...J3

-

THE DOCTOR TAKES A ROPE AND vy
FORCES SULLIVAN TO JUMP WITH HIM. |~
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rl There’s only one
place he can be...

The cupboard...?

|
l
SARAH AND THE BRIGADIER

HAVE NOTICED THE DOCTOR'’S
DISAPPEARENCE.

He hung me in
here like a old
pair of boots...

SULLIVAN IS NOT USED TO HANDLE
THE DOCTOR...

o
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r'I'HERE’S ONLY ONE

POSSIBLE PLACE.

Doctor, wait! It's
Sarah! Please!

Come to see me off,
have you? | hate
goodbyes...
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Doctor, the Brigadier
needs you...




Oh, yes, of course,
depending on you... very
"W serious businness...
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Can’t | go?
Goodbye...




You’re still UNIT’s
scientific advisor... You
can’t go and leave
them in the lurch...
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Excuse me... Haven't
we met somewhere
before? Alexander the
Great? Hannibal?

HEPHONE

\EE
JF PUBLIC




Brigadier Alistair Gordon
Lethbridge-Stewart! And

Sarah Jane...

I ™™
WHILE THE DOCTOR BEGINS TO REMEMBER,
THE MYSTERIOUS THING COMES BACK IN
ACTION...
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THERE’'S A GUARD IN THE WAREHOUSE, BUT IT IS NOT A
VERY RESTRICTED AREA.

HEARING SOMEBODY COMING, THE
DOOR IS LOCKED...

—
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THE DOOR OPENS DESPITE THE
LOCK, AND THE GUARD CALLS
FOR HELP...

...BUT THE THING KILLS HIM WITHOUT
MERCY.

| AHHHHHH!!!
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NOW IT CAN PICK UP WHAT
IT WANTS.

-

UNIT CAN'T WAIT FOR THE DOCTOR
TO RECOVER.




1Is something
wrong...?

CLOTHES DON'T LOOK PARTICULARLY
APPROPRIATE.
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8 Doctor, you might
WS attract attention...




THE DOCTOR TRIES
ISOMETHING MORE

DISCREET.




What do you
think...?

I'll try again if
you like...

No, let’s settle for
that, please...




| Time we were offl
You must cultivate a
B sense of urgency...

™

= Millions of volts
“== running through the

A LITTLE LATER, ON TH
LAST RAID SCENE...
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Come here,
~ | Brigadier...

Look at this
flower...

ey :
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Imost pulverized! {8
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According to my
estimation, it was
stepped by something
that weighted a quarter

of a ton
)




Funny thing is,
they left a lot of
valuable stuff
behind...

-

1

INTO THE WAREHOUSE...

4 -y

== They took just what
you need for the
control circuitry of
a...disintegrator gun,
for instance?
_ L]
—
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\ IN THE SAME TIME, A CAR APPROACHES g,
il THE ENTRANCE FOR THE “THINK TANK"...

S
- " t‘

Something of a

nuisance, at the present We shall treat Miss

moment in time... Smith exactly as any
" | other visitor...

¥ THE RESPONSIBLES PREPARE
TO WELCOME THE VISITOR.

|




gl Nice to meet you,
Director...

THE VISITOR IS SARAH JANE,
OBVIOUSLY.

AND SHE BEGINS WITH A
TERRIBLE GAFFE.

| hadn’t expected male

chauvinist attitudes from you,
! Miss Smith. I'm the Director,
Hilda Winters, and this is
Arnold Jellicoe, my assistant.

| ~ ‘ }
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So, what are we '
loooking for..?

AT,

Something that brushes
aside chains and electric
fences like cobwebs ...
Something that kills a man
as casually as it crushes a
dandelion...

Something intelligent that

takes only what it needs
M and leaves the rest... he
" has stolen plans and

circuitry to build the




SO
And how do we g % =
find it? o

! el T,
By locking the next stable
door in good time... Now, S
what is the third vital
ingredient...?

THE BRIGADIER GETS
THE IDEA.

The focusing
generator...!




Mr Benton? Red priority!
‘Emmett’s Electronics”, a
smallish factory in Essex : |
want blanket security, every §
available man. | want that
place better guarded than

s Fort Knox. I'll meet you

g there in one hour.
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E SARAH S VISIT TO THE “THINK TANK” GOES ON..
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As soon as our work reaches a
practical stage, it's handed over |
i to someone with more
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Well, like the new
disintegrator gun?

h‘ -
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I’m not sure you should know
about that, Miss Smith...
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What's in
here...?

STOP HER, SARAH ENTERS A
DOOR FOR A VERY

I RESTRICTED AREA...
—iﬂ' -

BEFORE THE OTHERS CAN .

R

What did they
do here...?




J.P. KETTLEWELL

=BOTICS SECTION

Prof. Kettlewell... he
left some time ago,
didn’t he?

THE FIRST CLUE IS WRITTEN
ON THE DOOR.

g .
%

Right... he spends his
time on alternative
technology, whatever
may that mean...!
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SARAH NOTICES ANOTHER MYSTERIOUS
DOOR, BUT SHE IS STOPPED IN TIME.

His storeroom... he left
some valuable equipment...
We’'re keeping it till he
deigns to come collect it.

N .

MISS WINTERS IS VERY FAST TO
SHOW THE WAY OUT.

g

Well, let’s be on our
way, Miss Smith...




THE PRECIOUS COMPONENT
IS CLOSED INTO A VERY
WELL GUARDED BUNKER.
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s All patrols posted, sir.
The bunker is protected

from every side... ‘.
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; That still leaves one
direction...

-




IN FACT THE THING IS DIGGING
UNDERGROUND...

A SOLDIER HEARS THE NOISES AND T
GOES DOWN TO INVESTIGATE...




HIS MACHINE GUN FIRES...

: — — oy
THE DOCTOR AND THE OTHERS
UNDERSTAND THE MYSTERIOUS
THIEF HAS COME BACK.

&'




SULLIVAN CAN ONLY VERIFY THE
SOLDIER IS DEAD...

THE SAFE BOX HAS BEEN OPENED.
ANOTHER PART FOR THE
DISINTEGRATOR GUN HAS BEEN
STOLEN.
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SARAH IS TRYING TO TALK WITH
PROFESSOR KETTLEWELL...

W |

(EAI
AR

\

LEL

!

i

I’'m afraid | can’t help you,
Miss Smith...I just felt
something in the
atmosphere at Thinktank...

| severed all connection
with them some time
ago... Now I'm devoting
my life to alternative
energy technologies.

Solar cells, heat fromT
windmills, that sort of




Are they carrying on
your work on robotics?

Yes, as you say “that sort of
thing”. It's a rich and
complex field, and | have a
great deal of work.

No one is carrying on my work
on robotics, Miss Smith,
because no one has the ability
to do so. Good day.
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THE TALK WITH KETTLEWELL WAS [
USELESS. l
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THE UNIT PASS IS STILL VALID... IT
CAN BE USEFUL FOR OTHER
INVESTIGATIONS.




' This is not a proper
tunnel... The earth
seems just shoved

, aside... Then there
_ are the tracks...

‘W’ﬂ . \

» ONCE MORE, UNIT CAN ONLY
VERIFY DAMAGES...

[
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: ANYWAY, THEY ARE NOT

‘- HUMAN TRACKS




SARAH IS BACK TO “THINK
TANK” ENTRANCE.

© ...I've left my notebook in one of §
* the empty labs... | know exactly
. ! where itis, so if | could just pop
" ¥ in and get it without telling your
1 director... my pass is still valid...

: &V




THE GUARD CALLS IN TO CHECK...

...BUT SARAH SNEAKS IN UNSEEN. SHE
DOESN'T WANT TO BE LEADED IN...




SHE IS VERY INTERESTED
IN THAT DOOR...

...WHICH LEADS TO KETTLEWELL’S
LABORATORY.




SHE HAD NOTICED SOME
STRANGE CASTOR OIL SPOTS...
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BUT SUDDENLY A METALLIC
VOICE.

WHO-ARE-YOU?




i A GIANT METALLIC CREATURE
| FORCES HER TO LEAN BACK.

Wip e
K .
-
{'

TO BE CONTIN?ED
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