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For Nick

â€˜I thought I'd better call home,' said Rose, wandering into the
TARDIS
's huge, vaulted control room and waving her phone at the Doctor.

The Doctor had his arms crossed and was leaning with his back against a wall, staring across at the large, circular structure that sat in the centre of the room, on which a myriad of lights flickered and sparkled. His face shone green in the glow from a tall, thin column in the centre of the structure which indicated that they were in flight. Rose didn't know where they were going, but perhaps the Doctor could tell from observing these things exactly where in the universe the time-and-space machine was taking them. He nodded at her. She felt slightly cheated, having geared herself up for â€“ well, not an argument, just that flicker of displeasure that occasionally crossed his face when she mentioned family.

She pushed a bit further. â€˜It's just that my mum'll worry. You know that my mum'll worry. And I did promise. Sort of.'

He nodded again. â€˜And you think she'll worry less if you tell her you've been out facing aliens but at the moment you're just spinning through the space-time vortex.'

Rose frowned. â€˜She'll worry less if she thinks I'm not dead!'

The Doctor â€“ her best friend, the Doctor, who outwardly seemed to be a striking, forty-ish human with a soft northern accent, but was, she knew, actually a 900-year-old alien from some galaxy far, far away â€“ could be a bit dismissive of her mum's worries sometimes. She wasn't sure if it was something to do with not being human, or just something to do with being the Doctor. She didn't even know if he'd ever had a mum of his own. If you didn't understand mums in general, there was no way you'd get Jackie Tyler.

â€˜I'll just give her a quick call. Well, I say quick, she'll keep me on for hours, wanting to know everything â€“ she can talk for England, my mum can. Hope you weren't planning to stop off at any planets this morning.'

He grinned. â€˜My planet-hopping can wait till this afternoon.'

She smiled back, and pressed the speed-dial button that called her mum. She just had to accept that, through the Doctor's genius, her ordinary mobile could now transcend space and time; if she thought about it too much her mind began to feel like it was overheating.

The phone rang six times before it was picked up, which surprised Rose. Her mum loved nothing better than a good old natter, and the phone was usually snatched up when it had barely got out its first
brring.
â€˜Hiya, Mum,' she said.

The voice at the other end was exuberant. â€˜Rose! What are you doing? Where are you?' Then a slight pause. â€˜Are you still with him?'

Rose smiled. â€˜I'm just hanging around in the time machine. And yeah, I'm still with him.'

The Doctor looked up at this and did a sarky wave that she knew was directed at Jackie. Rose waved back happily. â€˜Mum says hi,' she said, with her hand over the phone.

â€˜And are you planning on coming home any time soon?' Jackie was saying. â€˜Everyone misses you. Mickey misses you. I miss you. You know, one of these days you'll decide to come home and it'll be too late, I won't be here any more.'

Rose sighed. â€˜Don't be silly, Mum. I'll pop back for a visit soon. Make sure the family silver gets a good polish ready.'

â€˜Family silver!' Rose could hear Jackie's voice go up a notch. â€˜It might please you to joke, my girl, but I'll have you know that I've just won the lottery.'

â€˜You what?' Rose said. â€˜That's incredible! I don't believe it! How much?'

There was a sound, somewhere outside Jackie's end of the phone call. A shout, or a cry, or something. â€˜Listen love, I've got to go now. Lovely to hear from you. Gotta go.'

There was a click, and the phone was silent. Rose looked down at it in surprise. Then, shaking her head, she slipped the phone back in her pocket.

â€˜Talk for England, you said,' the Doctor commented, strolling over to the central controls. â€˜Can't get her off the phone.'

â€˜My mum's won the lottery!' Rose started pacing around the control room, her eyes shining. â€˜How brilliant is that? We'll be able to get a great big house â€“'

The Doctor raised an eyebrow, gesturing at the enormous room in which they stood.

â€˜â€“ go on holiday â€“ the Caribbean or somewhere â€“ or Florida!'

The Doctor stared at her. â€˜I can take you anywhere in time and space!'

She wasn't listening. â€˜I've always wanted to go to Disneyland.'

â€˜Yeah, brilliant, grown men dressed up as mice and kids being sick on roller coasters. I can take you to planets where there are real talking mice. And ducks!'

She shrugged. â€˜But you haven't, though, have you? And you wouldn't take my mum, anyway.'

He grinned. â€˜Well, maybe not. Don't wanna scare the mice.' He carried on before Rose could respond. â€˜She all happy then, is she? Too busy spending to talk to you?'

Rose grimaced. â€˜Yeah, that was weird.' She paused for a second, and then gave him what she hoped was a winning smile. â€˜Don't s'pose we could pop home for a bit, could we? Just to check on her.'

â€˜D'you think something's up?' he asked.

â€˜No, not really. But she did say something about not being there when I get back,' Rose said. â€˜Don't want to turn up one day and find she's gone off to some country mansion and chucked out all my stuff.'

â€˜A couple of old posters and a teddy bear? Yeah, that'd be a tragedy.'

Rose gave him a mock glare. â€˜I'm nineteen years old, I think I have grown out of teddy bears, and I do have a few more possessions than that. Some of which have sentimental value, I'll have you know. So could we go home please? Just for a flying visit, I promise.'

â€˜Yeah, all right.' He nodded, and started setting a course. â€˜I don't know, humans, always come with so much baggageÂ .Â .Â .'

â€˜Yeah, it's a crime, isn't it?' she agreed. And then, after a moment. â€˜You don't really think she'd chuck out Mr Tedopoulos, do you?'

The Doctor just grinned.

ONE

T
he
TARDIS
landed in a courtyard on the Powell Estate. Rose popped her head out of the doorway, saw the Chinese takeaway in front of her, the library and youth club over to one side, and realised that the time machine had come back to its favourite spot; it'd landed here before.

She stepped out of the spaceship. On the outside it looked like a tall blue box, an old-fashioned police box â€“ big enough in its way, big enough to fit in five or six people, if they were prepared to be quite friendly, but not big enough to fit in an enormous control room and all the other bits that formed the inside of the TARDIS. She'd come to accept it â€“ funny how quickly you got used to even the most incredible things â€“ but it was something else that her mind didn't really like to dwell on, not the ins and outs and hows and whys of it all.

There to her right was Bucknall House, and there, if she squinted upwards, was number 48. Home. Or was it? She turned back to the blue box. Well, no one said you couldn't have more than one home.

Rose had still got a key, but as the two of them climbed up the concrete steps towards the flat she wondered if she should really use it. Key out of her pocket, look at it, put it back in, take it out again, look at itÂ .Â .Â . It wasn't as if her mum was expecting her, and she didn't want to catch her out. If Jackie had won the lottery the champagne would have been flowing a bit, and goodness knows what state the flat â€“ and Jackie â€“ would be in by now.

She hesitated for a moment on the walkway outside the front door, key in her hand. Then she knocked on the door.
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