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PREFACE 

  

 August 4th, 2013. 

 How many of us were glued to our TV set, anxiously awaiting the live unveiling of brand 

new Doctor, Doctor #12 (his number wasnôt in any dispute on that day; remember that?) Would 

he be ñFat or thin, young or old, man or woman?ò Holy smoke, it was only a little over a year 

ago; we hadnôt even heard that quote yet! There was so much good stuff waiting for us in 2013.  

 Luckily, we got our first good thing that day. We held our breath as #12 was revealed. 

Our first glimpse of his back, his arms down at his side, his fingers nervously twiddling. Then his 

name was announced and out he came, taking a moment to grip his lapels like the First Doctor 

before breaking into a boyish grin and stepping over to the sofa to chat with Zoe Ball, Peter 

Davison, and Bernard Cribbins about his new role. 

 I donôt know about you, but I was instantly, joyously sold on this new Doctor. As much 

as I had enjoyed David Tennant and Matt Smith, it was nice to see a Doctor that was just a tad 

more mature, and he came off as a really nice person to boot. Also, it was nice to learn that he 

had his own history with the show, not just in his two other appearances in the franchise, but also 

as a young fan in the 1970s. I couldnôt wait to see where he would take the role. 

 It wouldnôt take as long to find out as I thought because rather than making his first 

appearance in the Christmas episode ñThe Time of the Doctorò as Iôd expected, he showed up a 

whole month early, albeit just his furious eyes and eyebrows, making a cameo to join his 

previous incarnations in saving Gallifrey in ñThe Day of the Doctor.ò Now I was even more 



  

excited to see what his Doctor would be like. Would he really be as fiery and ferocious as that 

cameo let on. 

 On Christmas Day, 2013, Matt Smith threw his head back, and--pop!--in one of the least 

flashy regenerations in recent memory, the wild-eyed Twelfth Doctor took his place. It was 

difficult to gauge much about his character in the next minute, but he was certainly interesting, 

with his shock at the color of his kidneys and his seeming inability to fly the TARDIS. He was 

funny, and intense, and confused, but how much of that would be part of his character in the end, 

once he stabilized from his regeneration? 

 It would be a long wait to find out. It wasnôt until eight months later, on August 23rd, that 

his first full story appeared. I waited to see it with my friends in the theater on the 25th, and it 

was worth the wait. Capaldiôs Twelfth Doctor was full of energy, choosing to use the window 

rather than the door as an exit, madly riding a horse toward a dangerous situation, and fighting a 

Clockwork Droid high above London. He was also darker, more mysterious. It was hard to know 

just what this Doctor might be thinking, as he left his companion Clara in the lurch with the 

Droids and clinically considered ñmurderingò the lead Droid himself. In the end, though, he 

proved himself to be a highly likable Doctor. He saved Clara, and he actually needed her help as 

well, to get over his regeneration. He was no longer young, he was nobodyôs boyfriend, and he 

was more serious and reserved than before, but his shy grins and fragile feelings, caught on his 

face as if he were made of glass about to shatter, showed that he was a Doctor, who, like us, was 

still coming to terms with his new identity. It would be very interesting to see how things 

developed. 

 And then he went to fetch coffee for Clara...  

  



  

 

       Cheers, 

       Daniel Rider 

       September 19, 2014 



  

 

 

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK 

 

Not so long ago, when my daughter was still wearing diapers and it fell to me as the 

daddy to change them at necessary (and quite obvious) intervals, I found myself repeating one 

phrase over and over, every time: ñChange, my dear, and not a moment too soon.ò This 

quotation, from Sixth Doctor Colin Bakerôs very first moments in ñThe Caves of Androzaniò 

soon became my diaper-changing mantra. It set me wondering: How many other Doctor Who 

quotations could be applied so perfectly to the things we do every day? And how fun would it be 

if we actually knew and could use those quotations in our everyday lives?  

In this PDF (one of thirteen, one for each Doctor), you will find an easily navigable 

Chapter Index broken into four sections: Quotes from the Doctorôs World, Quotes for Use in 

Everyday Life, Greeting Cards (for quotes to use in situations of sympathy, friendship, birthdays, 

etc.), and Other Topics. You can use the hyperlinks in the Chapter Index to get around easily, or, 

if youôve got something specific in mind, you can use the ñFindò function to search out specific 

words or phrases you want to look up. For instance, if you want to find out what the Twelfth 

Doctor has to say about soldiers, just type in ñsoldiersò in the ñFindò box, and there you go. And 

feel free to change the size and appearance of the document for your reading pleasure and ease.  

Have fun!



 

 

PART ONE 

QUOTES ABOUT THE DOCTORôS WORLD 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

I. THE FIRST MOMENTS OF A NEW DOCTOR 

 

Be warned, fellow Sontarans. Word has reached us on all subspace channels, a new incarnation 

of the Doctor is imminent.  

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

Itôs started. I canôt stop it now. This is just the reset. A whole new regeneration cycle. 

 

      -The Eleventh Doctor, ñThe Time of the Doctorò 

 

  

 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Any moment nowéheôs a cominô. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Whoôs coming? 

 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: The Doctor. 

 

CLARA: You. You are the Doctor. 

 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Yep. And I always will beé But times change, and so must I. 

 

      -ñThe Time of the Doctorò 

 

 

 

CLARA: No, noé 

 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Heyé 

 

CLARA: Please donôt change. 

 

(BAM! TWELFTH DOCTOR! ) 

 

DOCTOR: Uggh! Iôve got new kidneys! I donôt like the color. 

 

CLARA: Of your kidneys? é Whatôs happening? 

 



  

DOCTOR: Weôre probably crashing. Oh! 

 

CLARA: Into what? 

 

DOCTOR: Stay calm. Justéone question. Do you happen to know how to fly this thing? 

 

-ñThe Time of the Doctorò 

 

CLARA: He changed. 

MADAME VASTRA: He regenerated. Renewed himself. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

And then? 

      - Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

We were...crashing about everywhere. 

      -Clara, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The TARDIS went haywire. 

      -Clara, ñDeep Breathò 

 

And then, we got swallowed by a big dinosaur.  

      -Clara, ñDeep Breathò 

 

THE NEW DOCTOR LANDSé 

 

      -Series 8 Trailer Catchphrase 

 

 

 

JENNY FLINT: So itôs him, then? The Doctor? 



  

 

VASTRA: A giant dinosaur from the distant past has just vomited a blue box, from outer space. 

This is not a day for jumping to conclusions. Strax...if you wouldnôt mind? 

 

STRAX: Hello? Exit the box, and surrender, to the greater glory of the Sontaran Empire. 

 

DOCTOR: Shush! 

 

STRAX: Doctor? 

 

DOCTOR: I was being chased by a giant dinosaur, but I think I managed to give it the slip. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Ohh! Youôve got a dinosaur, too! Big woman, sorry. 

 

CLARA: Doctor...listen to me. You...you need to calm down. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: I think somethingôs gone wrong. 

 

DOCTOR: Wrong? Whatôs gone wrong? Have you regenerated? 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: (to Strax) Come on, Clara. You know that I speak dinosaur. 

 

CLARA: Heôs not Clara. Iôm Clara. 

 

DOCTOR: Well, youôre very similar heights. Maybe you should wear...labels... Why...Why are 

you...Why are you all doing that? Whyôre you... Youôre all going...dark...and wobbly...Stop 

that... 

 

CLARA: I donôt think we are! 

 

DOCTOR: Never mind. Everyone...take five. (Faints) 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

JENNY: I donôt understand. Who is he? Whereôs the Doctor? 

 

CLARA: Right here. Thatôs him. Thatôs the Doctor. 

 

VASTRA: Well then, here we go again. 

 

-ñDeep Breathò(and a neat little homage to 

ñRobotò) 

 

Doctor, please. You have to lie down. You keep passing out. 

 

-Clara, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Why do you keep talking like that? Whatôs gone wrong with your accent? Why do 

youð 

 

JENNY: Nothingôs wrong with her accent. 

 

DOCTOR: You sound the same. Itôs spreading. You all sound all...English. Now youôve all 

developed a fault. 

 

-ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So what now?  

MADAME VASTRA: He needs rest. 

CLARA: So what do we do? How do we fix him? 

JENNY FLINT: Fix him? 

CLARA: How do we change him back? 

VASTRA: Jenny...I will be in my chamber. Would you be kind enough to fetch my veil? 

JENNY: Why, are we expecting strangers? 

VASTRA: It would seem...thereôs already one here. 

CLARA: What have I done wrong? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

CLARA: Where did he get that face? Whyôs it got lines on it? Itôs brand new. How can his hair 

be all...gray? He only just got it. 

JENNY: Itôs still him, maôam. You saw him change. 

CLARA: I know. I do. I...I know that. 

JENNY: Good. 

CLARA: Itôs just... 

JENNY: What? 

CLARA: Nothing... If...If Vastra changed, if shðif she was different, if she wasnôt the person 

that...you liked...? 

JENNY: I donôt like her, maôam. I love her. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

VASTRA: He regenerated. Renewed himself. 

CLARA: Renewed. Fine. 

VASTRA: Such a cynical smile. 

CLARA: Iôm not smiling. 

VASTRA: Not outwardly. But Iôm accustomed to seeing through a veil. How have I amused 

you? 

CLARA: You said ñrenewed.ò He doesnôt... He doesnôt look renewed. He looks...older. 

VASTRA: You thought he was young? 

CLARA: He looked young. 

VASTRA: He looked like your dashing gentleman friend. Your lover, even. 

CLARA: ...Shut up.. 

VASTRA: But he is the Doctor. He has walked this universe for centuries untold, he has seen 

stars fall to dust. You might as well flirt with a mountain range. 

CLARA: I did not flirt with him. 



  

VASTRA: He flirted with you. 

CLARA: How? 

VASTRA: He looked young. Who do you think that was for? 

CLARA: Me? 

VASTRA: Everyone. I wear a veil as he wore a faceðfor the same reason. 

CLARA: What reason? 

VASTRA: The oldest reason there is for anything. To be accepted. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

The Doctor needs us, you more than anyone. He is lost in the ruin of himself, and we must bring 

him home. 

      -Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: The Doctorôs gonna come back, isnôt he? 

STRAX: It is to be hoped. 

CLARA: Well, ha--Heôs not just gonna abandon me here. 

STRAX: You must stop worrying about him, my boy. By now, heôs...almost certainly...had his 

throat cut by the violent poor. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: You got the TARDIS, then? 

STRAX: Military tactics. The Doctor is still missing, but he will always come looking for his 

box. By bringing it here, he will be lured from the dangers of London to this place of safety, and 

we will melt him with acid. 

CLARA:  Okay, that last part? 

STRAX: And we will not melt him with acid. Old habits. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

DOCTOR: I need, um...I need clothes. I need clothes, thatôs what I need. And a big, long scarf. 

No, Iôll move on from that. Looked stupid. Uh...have you seen this face before? 

BARNEY THE TRAMP: No. 

DOCTOR: Are you sure? 

BARNEY: Sir, I have never seen that face. 

DOCTOR: Itôs funny, because...Iôm sure that I have. You know, I never know where the faces 

come from. They just pop up. Zap. Faces like this one. Come on, look at it. 

BARNEY: Oh! 

DOCTOR: Have a look. 

BARNEY: No, no, no, no, no. 

DOCTOR: Look, look, look, look, look, look! Look, itôs covered in lines. But I didnôt do the 

frowning. Who frowned me this face? Do you ever look in the mirror and think ñIôve seen that 

face beforeò? 

BARNEY: Yes. 

DOCTOR: Really? When? 

BARNEY: Well...every time I look in the mirror. 

DOCTOR: Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes. Fair enough. Good point. My face is fresh on, though. 

BARNEY: Uhh...uhhh... 

DOCTOR: Why this one? Why did I choose...this face? Itôs like Iôm trying to tell myself 

something. Like Iôm trying to make a point. But what is so important that I canôt just tell 

myself...what Iôm thinking? 

BARNEY: Uh... 

DOCTOR: Iôm not just being rhetorical here. You can join in. 

BARNEY: I donôt like it. 

DOCTOR: What? 

BARNEY: Your face. 



  

DOCTOR: Well, I donôt like it either. Well, itôs all right up until the eyebrows. Then it just goes 

haywire. Look at the eyebrows. These are attack eyebrows. You could take bottle tops off with 

these. 

BARNEY: They are mighty eyebrows indeed, sir. 

DOCTOR: Theyôre cross. Theyôre crosser than the rest of my face. Theyôre independently cross. 

They probably want to cede from the rest of my face and set up their own independent state of 

eyebrows. Thatôs Scot. I am Scottish. Have I gone Scottish?  

BARNEY: Oh, heh! Yes, you are. You are definitely Scots, sir. I, I, I ôear it in your voice. 

DOCTOR: Oh no, thatôs good. Ohhh! Ohhhhh...itôs good Iôm Scottish. Iôm Scottish. I am 

Scottish. I can complain about things, I can really complain about things. Now, give me your 

coat. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Whatôs wrong? 

CLARA: I donôt know.  Maybe the smell? 

DOCTOR: I know, itôs everywhere. 

CLARA: Where did you get that coat? 

DOCTOR: Uh, ahem... I bought it. 

CLARA: From where? 

DOCTOR: Uh, a shop? 

CLARA: No. 

DOCTOR: Mightôve been a tramp. 

CLARA: Well, you donôt have any money. 

DOCTOR: Ah... I had a watch! 

CLARA: No! That watch was beautiful. 

DOCTOR: It was my favorite. 

CLARA: You swapped your favorite watch for that coat. Thatôs maybe not a good deal. 



  

DOCTOR: Well, I was in a hurry. There was a terrible smell. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Iôm missing something. Itôs the brand new head, rebooting. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You are a broom. QUESTIONðYou take a broom, you replace the handle...and then later, you 

replace the brush, and you do that over and over again. Is it still the same broom? ANSWERð

No, of course it isnôt. But you can still sweep the floor. Which is not strictly relevant, skip that 

last part. You have replaced every piece of yourself, mechanical and organic, time and time 

again. Thereôs not a trace of the original you left. You probably canôt even remember where you 

got that face from. 

-The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò(Heôs talking to the 

Half-Face Man, but really this is a reflection on the 

Doctor himself, and his constant regenerations. The 

Doctor seeing his face in the reflection off the silver 

plate is a further indicator that his words refer to 

himself as well.) 

 

DOCTOR: Clara, Iôm not your boyfriend. 

CLARA: I never thought you were. 

DOCTOR: I never said it was your mistake. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: I donôt think I know who the Doctor is any more. 

VASTRA: It would seem, my dear, youôre very wrong about that. ... Clara! Give him hell. Heôll 

always need it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

CLARA: Am I home? 

DOCTOR: If you wanna be. 

CLARA: Iôm sorry. Iôm--Iôm so, so sorry. But I donôt think I know who you are any more. 

(Her cell phone rings) 

DOCTOR: You better get that. It might be your boyfriend. 

CLARA OSWALD: Shut up. I donôt have a boyfriend. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: He-llo? Hello? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Itôs me. 

CLARA: Yes, itôs you. Whoôs this? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Itôs me, Clara. The Doctor. 

CLARA: What do you mean, the Doctor? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Iôm phoning you from Trenzalore. 

CLARA: I donôtð 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: From before I changed. I mean, itôs all still to happen for me. ôS 

coming. Oh, itôs a-coming. Not long now. I can...feel it. 

CLARA: Why? Why would you do this? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Because I think itôs gonna be a whopper. And I think you might be 

scared. And however scared you are, Clara, the man you are with right now, the man I hope you 

are with... Believe me, he is more scared than anything you can imagine right now, and he...he 

needs you. 

DOCTOR: So who is it? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Is that the Doctor? 

DOCTOR: Is that the Doctor? 

CLARA: Yes. 



  

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: He sounds old. Please, tell me I didnôt get old. Anything but old. I was 

young. Oh.. Is he gray? 

CLARA: Yes. 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Clara, pleaseðhey, for meðhelp him. Go on. And donôt be afraid. 

Goodbye, Clara. Miss ya. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Well? 

CLARA OSWALD: Well what? 

DOCTOR: He asked you a question. Will you help me? 

CLARA: You shouldnôt have been listening. 

DOCTOR: I wasnôt. I didnôt need to. That was me talking. ... You canôt see me, can you? Youð

you look at me, and yðyou canôt see me. Have you any idea what thatôs like? Iôm not on the 

phone, Iôm right here... Standing in front of you. Please, just... Just see me. 

(Pause as Clara gives him a long, thoughtful, searching lookðand apparently sees the man she 

knew before in this new face.) 

CLARA: Thank you. 

DOCTOR: For what? 

CLARA: Phoning. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: This isnôt my home, by the way. 

DOCTOR: Sorry. Iôm sorry about that. IômðIðI missed. 

CLARA: Where are we? 

DOCTOR: Glasgow, I...think. 

CLARA: Ah. Youôll fit right in. Scottish. 



  

DOCTOR: Right. Shall we, uh... Do you wanna go and get some coffee, or...chips, 

or...something...Or chips and coffee? 

CLARA: Coffee. Coffee would be great. Youôre buying. 

DOCTOR: I donôt have any money. 

CLARA: Youôre fetching, then. 

DOCTOR: Iôm not sure that Iôm the fetching sort. 

CLARA: Yeah... Still not sure you get a vote. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Where the hell have you been? 

DOCTOR: You sent me for coffee. 

CLARA: Three weeks ago. In Glasgow. 

DOCTOR: Three weeks, thatôs a long time. 

CLARA: In Glasgow. Thatôs dead in a ditch. 

DOCTOR: Itôs not my fault. I got distracted. 

CLARA: By what? 

DOCTOR: You can always find something. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Howôs he working out? 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Itôs hard to say. 

-ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Clara, Clara, Clara, Clara, Clara, Clara...Clara, Clara... I need something from you. I 

need the truth. 

CLARA: Okay. Right, what is it? Whatôsð... Youôre scared. 



  

DOCTOR: Iôm terrified. 

CLARA: Of what? 

DOCTOR: The answer to my next question, which must be honest, and cold, and considered, 

without kindness or restraint. Clara, be my pal, and tell me... Am I a good man? 

(Long pause) 

CLARA: I...donôt know. 

DOCTOR: Neither do I. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I donôt know. 

DOCTOR: Iôm sorry? 

CLARA: You asked me if youôre a good man and the answer is, I donôt know. But I think you 

try to be, and...I think thatôs probably the point. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

 

 

 

II. THE TWELFTH DOCTOR 

 

You will tell me exactly who this Doctor is, and what are his plans. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

In His Own Words 

Hello, Iôm the Doctor. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

I am the Doctor, a Time Lord from Gallifrey. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

IôM A TiME TRAVEllER 

 

-The Doctorôs note to Director Karabraxos, ñTime 

Heistò 

 

 

Most people just call me...the Doctor. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Iôm the Doctor. Iôve lived for over two thousand years, and not all of them were good. Iôve made 

many mistakes, and itôs about time that I did something about that. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Stupid, stupid Doctor. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

I hate him! Heôs overbearing, heôs manipulative, he likes to think that heôs very clever. I hate 

him!  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Oh. Iôve lived a life. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

 

DOCTOR: The last man standing in the universe. I always thought that would be me. 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs not a competition. 

DOCTOR: I know itôs not a competition. Course it isnôt. Still time, though. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Well, I like a bit of pressure. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

No, no. Not the hugging. No, no, no. Iôm against the hugging. Please. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

If I hadnôt changed my face, would you be cross? 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

I need to know. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

I have to know. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

You know that I speak dinosaur. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Door. Boring. Not me.----------------Me! 

      -The Doctor, pragmatically deciding to exit through 

      the window in ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Iôm having difficulty sleeping. 

DOCTOR: Oh? Oh, well, ah, I wouldnôt bother with that, I never bother with sleeping, I just do 

standing-up catnaps. 

VASTRA: Oh, really? How interesting. Andðand when do you do those? 

DOCTOR: Well, generally whenever anyone else starts talking. 

VASTRA: Oh. 

DOCTOR: I like to skip ahead to my bits. It saves time. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Iôm not a hero. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I donôt take orders.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 



  

I am totally against bantering. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

What, do you want a psychic link with me? The size of my brainôll be like dropping a piano on 

you. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: Self-destruction is against my basic program. 

DOCTOR: And murder is against mine! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

I hate being wrong in public. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

What do you think? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

His Dislikes 

Karaoke and mime, so take no chances. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: I hate soldiers! Donôt you hate soldiers? 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Ah! IðIðIðI donôt think that Iôm a...hugging person now. 

CLARA: Iôm not sure youôre gonna vote. 

DOCTOR: Whatever you say. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Still not keen on the laughing thing? 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no. 

CLARA: Ha ha ha ha, ha ha ha ha. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

His Fashion 

What do you think oô the new look? I was hoping for minimalism...but I think I came out with 

magician.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

To His Friends  

Last of the Time Lords. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

People donôt need to be scared by a big gray-haired stick insect, but here you are. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 



  

Do you have your own mood lighting now, because, frankly, the accent is enough. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA: Youôre being mysterious, and do you know what that means? 

DOCTOR: Iôm a man of mystery. 

CLARA: Hm-hm! It means that you are a very clever man, making the mistake, common to very 

clever people, of assuming that everybody else is stupid. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

CLARA: You canôt do this. You cannot pass yourself off as a real person among actual people. 

DOCTOR: I lived among otters once for a month. Well, I sulked. River and I, we had this big 

fight. Ið 

CLARA: Human beings are not otters! 

DOCTOR: Exactly. Itôll be even easier. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

CLARA: Youôre an idiot. 

... 

DOCTOR: I know. 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: You stop bad things happening every minute of every day. That 

sounds...pretty heroic to me. 

DOCTOR: Just passing the time. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 



  

Youôre not my boss; youôre one of my hobbies. 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Daleksò 

 

I know where he will be. Where he will always be. If the Doctor is still the Doctor...he will have 

my back. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Shut up; leave this to me. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Heôll get us out of here. The difficult part is not killing him before he can. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA: He doesnôt... He doesnôt look renewed. He looks...older. 

VASTRA: You thought he was young? 

CLARA: He looked young. 

VASTRA: He looked like your dashing gentleman friend. Your lover, even. 

CLARA: ...Shut up.. 

VASTRA: But he is the Doctor. He has walked this universe for centuries untold, he has seen 

stars fall to dust. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

  

 

I donôt think I know who the Doctor is any more. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

 

Heôs a bit intense looking. Did you see those eyebrows? 

      -Danny Pink, ñThe Caretakerò   

    

 

COL. ORSON PINK: You didnôt look like you believed him. 

CLARA OSWALD: Thatôs just how my face looks when he talks. 

      -ñListenò 

 

How long have you been traveling alone? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA: If I got new hair and it was gray, I would have a problem. 

DOCTOR: Yeah, I bet you would. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

He doesnôt do puzzles. He--he isnôt complicated. Really doesnôt have the attention span. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

Clara! Give him hell. Heôll always need it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Clara, tell me. Am I a good man? 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Iédonôt know. 

 

      -ñSeries 8 TV Launch Trailerò 

 



  

 

CLARA OSWALD: The Doctoré Whatôs he doing here? 

MADAME VASTRA: There is trouble. Where else would he be? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

GRETCHEN ALISON CARLISLE: Tell me the truth. Is he mad, or is he right? Iôve come this 

far. Probably gonna die anyway. Wouldnôt mind something to do for the rest of me life. Is he 

mad, or is he right? 

CLARA OSWALD: Hand on my heart... Most days heôs both. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The Doctor needs us. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breath Trailerò 

 

 

To Other Doctors 

He sounds old. Please, tell me I didnôt get old. Anything but old. I was young. Oh.. Is he gray? 

      -The Eleventh Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

To His Enemies 

RUSTY: I see into your soul, Doctor. I see beauty. I see divinity. I...see...hatred. 

DOCTOR: Hatred? 

RUSTY: I see your hatred of the Daleks and it is good. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no. No, you must see more than that, there must be more than that. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

You are a good Dalek. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

You are indeed an ingenious fellow, Doctor. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ôOdôs blood! Who will rid me of this turbulent Doctor?! 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: I burned an ancient, beautiful creature for one inch of optic nerve. What do 

you think you can accomplish, lit tle man? 

DOCTOR: What do you? 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

You are stronger than you look. 

      -Half-Face Man,ñDeep Breathò 

 

Your friend is intelligent. Heôll know better than to follow me. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Do you have it in you to murder me? 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

I see into your soul, Doctor. I see beauty, divinity, hatred! 

 

      -Dalek? (or possibly Davros), ñSeries 8 Trailerò 

 



  

 

To Strax 

The Time Lord known as the Doctor. Sontaran Enemy Number One. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

 

To Others 

A good man...  

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò 

 

Sorry, who put you in charge? 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

SAIBRA: Like he says, why are you in charge now? 

DOCTOR: Itôs my special powerðwhatôs yours? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

This guyðyour mateðis a lunatic.  

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Still donôt understand why youôre in charge. 

DOCTOR: Basically, itôs the eyebrows. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Oh! Is that why you call yourself ñthe Doctorò? The professional detachment. 



  

DOCTOR: Listen. When weôre done here, by all means, you go and find yourself a shoulder to 

cry on. Youôll probably need that. Till then, what you need is me! 

CLARA: Underneath it all, ôe isnôt really like that. 

PSI: Itôs very obvious that youôve been with him for a while. 

CLARA: Why? 

PSI: Because you are really good at the excuses. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: If you ever need help with another bank heist... 

CLARA OSWALD: Hm-hm! Yeah, itôs not really his area. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Ah, is it so hard to credit? That a man born into wealth and privilege should find 

the plight of the oppressed and weak too much to bear ... until one night he is moved to steal a 

TARDIS...fly among the stars, fighting the good fight... Clara told me your stories. 

DOCTOR: She should not have told you any of that. 

ROBIN: Well. Wðwell, once the story started, she could hardly stop herself. You are her hero, I 

think. 

DOCTOR: Iôm not a hero. 

ROBIN: Well, neither am I. But if we both keep pretending to be...Ha-ha!...perhaps others will 

be heroes in our name. Perhaps, we will both be stories. And may those stories never end. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Heôs full of surprises, isnôt he? 

      -Little John, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Who is he? 



  

      -Lady, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Doctor, Time Lord of Gallifrey. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Your friend...seems not quite of the real world. 

CLARA OSWALD: No. No, heôs not, really. Not most of the time. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

This dessicated man-crone. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You bony rascal. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: You are clearly more advanced in years, and you have a sickly aspect to you. 

DOCTOR: I have a what? 

ROBIN: Youôre as pale as milk. Itôs the way with Scots. Theyôre strangers to vegetables. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You amuse me, gray old man. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Ha ha, youôre an amusing fellow, Doctor. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

 

 

DOCTOR: I donôt need armed babysitters. 

 

GRETCHEN CARLISLE: Weôre not babysitters. 

 

ROSS: Weôre ôere to shoot you dead if you turn out to be a Dalek spy. 

 

DOCTOR: Well, thatôs a relief. I hate babysitters. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

He can be very mean, sometimes. ôCept to me, of course, because he...loves me so much. I do 

like his new accent, though. Think I might keep it. 

      -Missy, ñDeep Breathò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: You donôt like soldiers much, do you? 

DOCTOR: You donôt need to be liked; youôve got all the guns. 

-ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Youôve saved us all, clever one. ... Thank you. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

His Views on Other Doctors 

There are so many memories in here...  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

The First Doctor 



  

See, all those years ago, when I beganðI was just running. I called myself the Doctor, but it was 

just a name. And then...I went to Skaro. And then I met you [Daleks], and I understood...who I 

was. Aagh. The Doctor...was not the Daleks. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The Fourth Doctor 

I need clothes, thatôs what I need. And a big, long scarf. No, Iôll move on from that. Looked 

stupid. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Previous Doctor Moments 

(In a barn) 

MAN: Why does he have to sleep out here? 

WOMAN: He doesnôt want the others to hear him crying. 

MAN: Well, why does he have to cry all the time? 

WOMAN: You know why. 

MAN: Thereôll be no crying in the army. 

WOMAN: Hush. 

MAN: Donôt pretend youôre not awake. Weôre not idiots. 

WOMAN: Come and sleep in the house. You donôt have to be alone. If you can hear me, youôre 

very welcome in the house with the other boys. Iôll leave the door on the latch; come in any time. 

MAN: He canôt just run away crying all the time if he wants to join the army. 

WOMAN: He doesnôt want to join the army. I keep telling you. 

MAN: Well, heôs not going to the Academy, is he, that boy? Heôll never make a Time Lord. 

      -ñListenò 

 



  

Itôs okay. This is just a dream. Just lie back again. Just lie back on the bed. Itôll be okay if you 

just lie down, and go to sleep. Just do that for me. Just sleep. Listen... This is just a dream. But 

very clever people can hear dreams. So, please, just listen. I know youôre afraid...but being afraid 

is all right. Because didnôt anybody ever tell you? Fear is a superpower. Fear can make you 

faster, and cleverer, and stronger. And one day, youôre gonna come back to this barn, and on that 

day, youôre going to be very afraid indeed. But thatôs okay. Because if youôre very wise, and 

very strong, fear doesnôt have to make you cruel or cowardly. Fear can make you kind... It 

doesnôt matter if thereôs nothing under the bed, or in the dark, so long as you know itôs okay to 

be afraid of it... So, listen. If you listen to nothing else, listen to this. Youôre always gonna be 

afraid...even if you learn to hide it. Fear is like...a companion. A constant companion, always 

there. But thatôs okay, because fear can bring us together. Fear can bring you home. Iôm gonna 

leave you something, just so youôll always remember; fear makes companions of us all. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Ohhh, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò (Is it just me, or 

      does this sound exactly like the Tenth Doctor.  

      Interestingly, just a moment earlier, Twelve sounds  

      exactly like Four when he says ñI dare.ò) 

 

Whatôs in the Doctorôs Pockets? 

An intriguing gallimaufry. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 



  

 

 

III. THE TARDIS 

 

POLICE TELEPHONE 

                FREE  

         FOR USE OF 

        PUBLIC 

ADVICE AND ASSISTANCE 

OBTAINABLE IMMEDIATELY  

 

    OFFICERS AND CARS 

          RESPOND TO 

        URGENT CALLS 

 

     PULL TO OPEN 

      -The TARDIS door, ñDeep Breathò  

      (and everywhere else!) 

 

What is the TARDIS? 

 

Thereôs this...big blue box. Is that yours? 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

My box. 

-The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò  



  

 

ROBIN HOOD: Itôs a trick with mirrors, no doubt? 

DOCTOR: A trick? 

ROBIN HOOD: Aða good jest. Ha, ha! 

DOCTOR: This is not a trick. This is a TARDIS. 

ROBIN: Whatever it is, you bony rascal, Iôm afraid I must relieve you of it. 

DOCTOR: Itôs my property, thatôs what it is. 

ROBIN: Well, donôt you know all property is theft to Robin Hood? 

DOCTOR: Youôre not serious. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 

JENNY FLINT: Itôs the TARDIS. 

 

MADAME VASTRA: It would seem so. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

How Awesome is the TARDIS? 

DOCTOR: Take a punt. 

CLARA OSWALD: All r ight. 

DOCTOR: Your choice. Wherever, whenever, anywhere in time and space. 

CLARA: Well...there is...somethingðsomeoneðthat Iôve...always wanted to meet. But I know 

what youôll say. 

DOCTOR: Try me. 

CLARA: Youôll say that heôs made up, that there is no such thing. 

DOCTOR: Go on. 



  

CLARA: Itôs... Itôs Robin Hood. 

DOCTOR: Robin Hood. 

CLARA: Yeah! I love that story. Iôve always loved it, e-ever since I was little. 

DOCTOR: Robin Hood. The heroic outlaw, who robs from the rich and gives to the poor. 

CLARA: Hm-hm! Yeah. 

DOCTOR: Heôs made up. Thereôs no such thing. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

[The Doctor] will always come looking for his box. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I materialized a time capsule exactly around you and saved your life, one second before your 

ship exploded, but do please keep crying. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Materialization and Dematerialization 

ROBIN HOOD: Yeah, very, very nicely done with the box, sir. So, I saw a Turk perform 

something very similar at Nottingham Fair. Itôs a trick with mirrors no doubt? 

DOCTOR: A trick? 

ROBIN HOOD: Aða good jest. Ha, ha! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Bigger on the Inside 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Itôs smaller on the outside. 

DOCTOR: Yeah, itôs a bit more exciting when you go the other way. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

By all the saints. Are there any more in there? 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Its Many Rooms 

 

 

The Faulty Chameleon Circuit 

 

 

How Reliable is the TARDIS? 

 

The Parts of the TARDIS 

The Doors 

Youôll be safe in here. Nothing gets through those doors, I promise. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

The Doctorôs Telephone 

DOCTOR: Hardly anyone in the universe has that number. 

CLARA OSWALD: Well, Iôve got it. 

DOCTOR: Yes, from some woman in a shop. We still donôt know who that was. 

CLARA: Is that her now? 

DOCTOR: There are very few people that it could be. 

CLARA: Donôt. 

DOCTOR: Why not? 



  

CLARA: Because, if you answer it, something will happen. 

DOCTOR: What? 

CLARA: A thing. 

DOCTOR: Hah. Itôs just a phone, Clara. Nothing happens when you answer the phone. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Waaaahhh-ah-ah-ah! 

CLARA: Waaah! 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

The Central Console 

 

The Heart 

 

 

The Eye of Harmony 

 

 

Telepathic Interface 

CLARA OSWALD: What is it? 

DOCTOR: TARDIS telepathic interface. You are now in mental contact with the TARDIS, so 

donôt think of anything rude. 

CLARA: Why not? 

DOCTOR: It might end up on all of the screens. The TARDIS is extrapolating your entire 

timeline, from the moment of your birth to the moment of your death. 

CLARA: Which I do not need a preview of. 



  

DOCTOR: Iôm turning off the safeguards and navigation. Iôm slaving the TARDIS to you. Focus 

on the dream. Focus on the details. Picture them. Feel them. The TARDIS will track on your 

subconscious, and extract the relevant information. It should be able to home in on the moment 

in your timeline when you first had that dream. And then, weôll see. 

CLARA: What will we see? 

DOCTOR: Whatôs under your bed. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Just hold on tight. If anything bites, let it. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: If I had have been distracted, what would have happened? 

 

DOCTOR: We would probably have ended up in the wrong place. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: The end of the road. This is it. The end of everything. The last planet. 

CLARA: The end of the universe? 

DOCTOR: The TARDIS isnôt supposed to come this far, but some idiot turned the safeguards 

off.  

      -ñListenò 

 

The Cloister Bell 

 

 

 

Operating the TARDIS 



  

Do you happen to know how to fly this thing? 

 

-The Doctor, ñThe Time of the Doctorò 

 

Iôm turning off the safeguards and navigation. Iôm slaving the TARDIS to you. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: The end of the road. This is it. The end of everything. The last planet. 

CLARA: The end of the universe? 

DOCTOR: The TARDIS isnôt supposed to come this far, but some idiot turned the safeguards 

off.  

      -ñListenò 

 

Okay, now, donôt get distracted. Remember... You are flying a time machine. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

COL. ORSON PINK: ...You can do it, then? You can get me home? 

DOCTOR: I just showed you, didnôt I? Test flight to a restaurant. 

ORSON: Yes, but to my family, to my own time? 

DOCTOR: Easy. I can do that, canôt I, Clara? 

CLARA: He can, yes. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Youôd starve to death trying to find the light switch. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

On Upgrading the TARDIS 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôve redecorated.  

DOCTOR: Yes.  

CLARA: I donôt like it. 

DOCTOR: Iôm not completely entirely convinced myself. I think there should be more...round 

things on the walls. I used to have a lot of round things. I wonder where I put them. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

 

TARDIS Troubles 

 

Solar disruption would have made navigation impossible.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

 

TARDIS Jokes 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Yôknow...Iôve just realized. Iôm going out for another meal now. 

DOCTOR: Donôt worry. Calories consumed on the TARDIS have no lasting effect. 

CLARA: Whað? Are you kidding? 

DOCTOR: Of course Iôm kidding. Itôs a time machine, not a miracle worker.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

Is the TARDIS Alive? 

 

 

 

The Doctor and the TARDIS 



  

DOCTOR: That is not Robin Hood. 

ROBIN HOOD: Well then, who, sir, is about to relieve you of your magic box? 

DOCTOR: Nobody, sir. Not in this universe or the next. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

On the TARDISô Tendency to Land on Earth  



  

 

 

IV. TIME AND TIME TRAVEL 

 

The Nature of Time 

 

The Possibility of Time Travel 

 

 

The Awesomeness of Time Travel 

 

 

 

The Trouble with Time Travel 

Do me a favor. Take my advice. ... Stay away from time travel. 

       -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Isnôt it bad if I meet myself? 

 

DOCTOR: It is potentially catastrophic. 

 

      -ñListenò  

 

You donôt wanna meet yourself. Itôs really embarrassing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Can Time Be Rewritten? 



  

DOCTOR: You pudding-headed primitive, shut down the engines. What youôre doing will alter 

the course of history. 

SHERIFF: I sincerely hope so...or I wouldnôt be bothering. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

 

V. THE COMPANIONS 

 

Clara Oswald 

I am Clara Oswald, human. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Hello. Iôm Clara Oswald. Iôm a bit tricky,... sometimes a bit up myself, and I do not like my 

surname, but I think that is basically everything you need to worry about. ...... Also, I mouth off, 

when Iôm nervous, and Iôve got a mouth on me. Seriously, itôs got a mind of its own. Iôm worried 

it wants to go solo. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

I like your name. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: When did you start believing in impossible heroes? 

CLARA: Donôt you know? Anyway, itôs rather sweet. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

DOCTOR: This is Clara, not my assistant, sheôs, uh, some other word. 

 

CLARA: Iôm his carer. 

 

DOCTOR: Yeah, my carer. She cares so I donôt have to. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: This is a dangerous mission and you look like a schoolteacher. 



  

 

CLARA OSWALD: I am a school teacher. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Five-foot-one and crying. You never stood a chance. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DANNY PINK: You okay? 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. Course Iôm okay. Why wouldnôt I be okay? 

DANNY: I dunno. Every time I see you, itôs like youôre... 

CLARA: What? 

DANNY: In a rush... In a state... In a space helmet, one time? 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Youôre so very quick. How does the Doctor stand it?  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Youôre brilliant on adrenaline. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I take Year Seven for after school taekwondo. 

-Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwood 

 

 

DOCTOR: Do I pay you? Should give you  a raise. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre not my boss; youôre one of my hobbies. 

 

      -ñInto the Daleksò 



  

 

DOCTOR: Clara Oswald, do I really not pay you? 

CLARA OSWALD: You couldnôt afford me. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: I think youôre probably an amazing teacher. 

CLARA OSWALD: Hm! I think Iôd better be. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The Impossible Girl, thatôs what [the Doctor] calls me. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The Doctor regenerated in your presence. The young man disappeared, the veil lifted. He trusted 

you. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Are you all right back there? Itôs a bit narrow, isnôt it? 

CLARA OSWALD: Any remarks about my hips will not be appreciated.  

DOCTOR: Och, your hips are fine. Youôre built like a man. 

CLARA: Thanks. 

-ñInto the Dalekò (The Doctor and Clara are 

climbing through the decontamination tube inside 

Rusty the Dalek) 

 

Boy? 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò  



  

 

 

DOCTOR: Oh, you remember, uh... Thingy... the, uh, the not...the not-me one. The...the asking 

questions one. Namesðnot my area. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Clara! 

 

DOCTOR: Well, it might be Clara, might not be. Itôs a lottery. 

 

CLARA: It is Clara. 

 

DOCTOR: Well, Iôm not ruling it ou[t]. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

I remember you. Youôre Handles! You used to be a little...a little...robot...head, and now 

you...really let yourself go. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

Clara, be my pal. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñSeries 8 Trailerò 

 

The Doctor needs us, you more than anyone. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I think I can just about reach it. 

DOCTOR: Oh, itôs times like this I miss Amy. 

CLARA: Who? 

DOCTOR: Nothing. 

-ñDeep Breathò(A reference to Amy Pondôs longer 

legs, much better for reaching out for wayward 

sonics) 



  

 

I have never had the slightest interest in pretty young men. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Marcus Aurelius, Roman Emperor. Last of the five good ôuns. Stoic philosopher. ... And the only 

pin-up I ever had on my wall when I was fifteen. The only one I ever had. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

For the record, if there was anybody who could flirt with a mountain range, sheôs probably 

standing in front of you right now. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

SHERIFF: I like you. Youôre refreshingly...direct. 

CLARA: You can take the girl outta Blackpool. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Such a pretty thing. What a queen she would have made. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Is that what I look like from the back? 

DOCTOR: Itôs fine. 

CLARA: I was thinking it was good. 

DOCTOR: Really?  

      -ñListenò 

 



  

MADA ME VASTRA: Well. Hahahaha. Goodness me. The lake is ruffled at last. I often 

wondered what youôd be like when you lost your temper. 

JENNY FLINT: Oi! 

MADAME VASTRA: Hssss! 

JENNY: Married! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: An ordinary person wants to meet someone that they know...very well for 

lunch. What do they do? 

DOCTOR: Well, they probably...get in touch and suggest lunch. 

CLARA: Mm-hm. Okay, so what kind of person would put a cryptic note inðin a newspaper 

advert? 

DOCTOR: Well, I wouldnôt like to say. 

CLARA: Oh, go on, do, say. 

DOCTOR: Well, I would say that that person would be an egomaniac, needy, game-player...sort 

of person. 

CLARA: Ah... Thank you. Hm! Well, at least that hasnôt changed. 

DOCTOR: And I donôt suppose it ever will. 

CLARA: No, I donôt suppose it will, either. 

DOCTOR: Clara. Honestly...I donôt want you to change. It was no bother, really. I saw your 

advert, I figured it out. Iôm happy to play your game. 

CLARA: No. Nðnðno. IðI didnôt place the ad. You placed the ad. 

DOCTOR: No, I didnôt.  

CLARA: Yes, you placed the ad, I figured it out. ñImpossible Girl.ò See? ñLunch.ò 

DOCTOR: No, look, the Impossible... That is a message from the Impossible Girl. 

CLARA: For the Impossible...Girl. 

DOCTOR: Ooh... 



  

CLARA: Oh... 

DOCTOR: Well, if neither of us placed the ad, who placed that ad? 

CLARA: Hang on. ñEgomaniac, needy, game-player?ò  

DOCTOR: This could be a trap. 

CLARA: That was me? 

DOCTOR: Never mind that. 

CLARA: Yes, I am minding that. 

DOCTOR: Clara, whatð 

CLARA: You were talking about me? 

DOCTOR: Clara. What is happening right now, in this restaurant, to you and me, is more 

important than your egomania. 

CLARA: Nothing is more important than my egomania. 

DOCTOR: Right, you actually said that. 

CLARA: You never mention that again! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

STRAX: Now thatôs interesting. 

CLARA OSWALD: What? Whatôs interesting? 

STRAX: Deflected narcissism. Traces of passive aggressive. And...a lot of...muscular young 

men doing sport. 

CLARA: B--whatôre you looking at? 

STRAX: Your subconscious. Is that sport? 

CLARA: Mm. 

STRAX: It could be sport. 

CLARA: Well, stop lookinô. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

DOCTOR: Never try and control a control freak. 

CLARA OSWALD: Gah! I am not a control freak! 

DOCTOR: Yes, maôam. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

STRAX: Ah, excellent. Enviable spleen. Well done! Twenty seven years old, with a projected 

lifespan of exactlyð 

CLARA OSWALD: Stop...right there. 

STRAX: Oh, youôre going to do quite well. But watch out for fluid retention later. Itôs going to 

be spectacular. 

      ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I was being funny. 

DANNY PINK: Why? 

CLARA: I just do that. Uh... 

DANNY: Why? 

CLARA: I donôt know. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Clara. Honestly...I donôt want you to change. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: I have it, on the highest authority, that the Doctor will be returning for 

you very soon. 

CLARA OSWALD: Whose authority? 



  

VASTRA: Oh... the person who knows him best in all the universe. 

CLARA: And whoôs that? 

VASTRA: Miss Clara Oswald. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Such beauty. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: How do I look? 

DOCTOR: Sort of short and roundish, but with a good personality, which is the main thing. 

CLARA: I meant my clothes; I just changed. 

DOCTOR: Oh, good for you. Still making an effort. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Her face is so wide. She needs three mirrors. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Why do you have three mirrors? Why donôt you just turn your head? 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

 

The Paternoster Gang 

DOCTOR: Sleepy? 

 

STRAX: Sir? 



  

 

DOCTOR: Bashful? Sneezy? Dopey? Grumpy!... Ohhh...you two! The green one...and the 

not...green one. Or it could be the other way around, I mustnôt...prejudge! 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Sherlock Holmes References 

The game is afoot. Weôre going to need a lot of tea. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Weôve got the Paternoster Irregulars out in force. If anyone can find him, they can. 

      -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Madame Vastra 

The green one... 

 

   -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Madame Vastra. Thank God. 

   -Inspector Gregson, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The...wife doesnôt like to be kept waitinô. 

   -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I can store oxygen in my lungs. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

JENNY FLINT: Madame Vastra is slightly occupied by the Conk-Singleton forgery case, and is 

having the Camberwell child poisoner for dinner. 

CLARA OSWALD: For dinner? 

JENNY: After sheôs finished interrogatinô ôim. Probably best to stay out of the larder. Itôll get a 

bit noisy in there later. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I donôt like her, maôam. I love her. And as to different, well, sheôs a lizard. 

      -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Iôm accustomed to seeing through a veil. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I wear a veil to keep from view what many are pleased toðto call my disfigurement. I do not 

wear it as a courtesy to such people, but as a judgment...on the quality of their hearts. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: When did you stop wearing your veil? 

MADAME VASTRA: When you stopped seeing it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: The establishment upstairs...has been...disabled with maximum prejudice, 

and the authorities summoned. 

CLARA OSWALD: Hang on, she called the police? We never do that. We should start. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 



  

Jenny Flint 

The not...green one.  

   -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Jenny and I are married. Yet for appearanceôs sake, we maintain a 

pretense, in public, that she is my maid. 

JENNY FLINT: Doesnôt exactly explain why Iôm pouring tea in private. 

VASTRA: Hush now. 

JENNY: Good pretense, isnôt it? 

   -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Strax 

DOCTOR: Sleepy? 

 

STRAX: Sir? 

 

DOCTOR: Bashful? Sneezy? Dopey? Grumpy! 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Danny Pink 

Oh, yeah. Danny. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DOCTOR: Who were you having dinner with? 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you making conversation? 

DOCTOR: I thought that I would give it a try. 

CLARA: I told you. A date. 

DOCTOR: Serious? 



  

CLARA: Itôs a date. 

DOCTOR: Serious date. 

CLARA: Do I have to bring him to you for approval? 

DOCTOR: Well, I would like to know about his prospects. If you like, I can pop ahead and 

check them out. 

CLARA: Frankly, youôve already done enough. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Whoever he is, he is a very lucky man. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I know when people are lying to me.  

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

I donôt do weird. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Anyway...òClara Pink.ò Too much. 

DANNY PINK: Yeah, is a bit much. 

CLARA: Mind you, ñRupert Pink.ò 

DANNY: Iôm sorry? 

CLARA: Ahhh... ha, ha. Oh, Rupert...Pink.... Sônot good. 

DANNY: Rupert? 

CLARA: Yeah. Thatðthat was your name, yeah? 

DANNY: Who told you that, ah? 



  

CLARA: Um...someone...in the school. 

DANNY: No, I havenôt used that name for years. 

CLARA: I cannot remember who it was... 

DANNY: Are you making fun of me? 

CLARA: No No, no, n-no. No way. 

DANNY: Is this a joke? 

CLARA: Danny, nothing about this is any kind of joke. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Youôve not met Danny Pink yet? Ah? New fella? Maths. 

      -Mr. Armitage, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Is the wooden sound you orðor the desk? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Uhh... Was it you that I saw outside doing the soldiery thing? 

DANNY PINK: Ah, yeah, probably. The Coal Hill Cadets. ôS just a bit of fun. 

CLARA: What, teaching them how to shoot people? 

DANNY: Thereôs a bit more to modern soldiering than just shooting people. I like to think 

thereôs a moral dimension. 

CLARA: Ah, you shoot people and then you cry about it afterwards? 

DANNY: Ah. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I just met a soldier called Pink. 

 



  

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Lucky fella. 

 

CLARA: Lucky? 

 

JOURNEY: From the way you smile. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

SECRETARY: So, Mr. Pink, did you have a good weekend? 

DANNY PINK: Yeah, I did, thanks. 

SECRETARY: Yeah, Iôll bet you did. What did you get up to? 

DANNY: Um... You know, a bit of reading. 

SECRETARY: Oh? I bet you were reading... 

DANNY: I -I was, yeah. 

SECRETARY: Yeah, I bet you were... 

DANNY: Well, yeah, I was. 

SECRETARY: I know your type. 

COURTNEY: She wishes. 

SECRETARY: Be quiet, you. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DANNY PINK: Any questions? 

FLEMING: Sir? Have you ever killed a man? 

DANNY: I was a soldier. There were other soldiers and some of them werenôt on our side. I shall 

leave the rest to your imagination. And, please, think of another question? 

FLEMING: Okay. have you ever killed anyone who wasnôt a soldier? 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

MR. ARMITAGE: Want to watch yourself around him. Bit of a lady-killer, but always denies it. 

DANNY PINK: I am not a lady-killer. 

ARMITAGE: See what I mean? 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA: Oh, I could kill that girl some days. 

DANNY: Me, too. 

CLARA: And from you, that means something. 

DANNY: Heh... Sorry? 

      -ñListenò 

 

DANNY PINK: No, I dug twenty-three wells. 

CLARA OSWALD: Iôm sorry?  

DANNY: Twenty-three wells. When I was a soldier. Twenty three! 

CLARA: Okay. Good. Good, wells. 

DANNY: Yeah, they were good, actually. 

CLARA: Iôm not doubting the quality of your wells. 

DANNY: Whole villages saved. Actual towns, full of people. People I didnôt shoot. People I 

kept safe. 

CLARA: Okay. Point taken. Seriously. 

DANNY: Yeah, so why doesnôt that ever get mentioned? 

CLARA: Iôm sorry I didnôt mention your twenty-three wells. 

WAITER: Excuse me? 

CLARA: Sorry. 

WAITER: Uh...Water for the table? 



  

CLARA: Donôt you worry. Heôll probably dig for it. 

... 

DANNY: Iôm sorry. 

CLARA: Itôs okay. 

DANNY: Sensitive subject. 

CLARA: Yes. Can slightly see that. 

DANNY: Just...Sometimes people like you get the wrong end of the stick. 

CLARA: People like me? 

      -ñListenò 

 

His Past 

The West Country Childrenôs Home! Gloucester. By the ozone level and the drains, mid-nineties.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

RUPERT PINK: What are you doing down there? 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Nothing. Uh...Iôm just... Whatôs your name? 

 

RUPERT: Rupert. 

 

CLARA: Oh. Okay. Hello, Rupert. 

 

RUPERT: Rupert Pink. Itôs a stupid name. 

 

CLARA: No, it isnôt. I know somebody called Pink. 

 

RUPERT: I meant Rupert. Iôm going to change it. 

 

CLARA: Why are you awake? ... Are you scared? 

 

      -ñListenò 

 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Nice room. You know, you should have more than one chair. What do you 

do when people come round? 

 

RUPERT PINK: Sit on the bed. 

 

CLARA: Why arenôt you sittinô on it, then? Do you think thereôs somethinô underneath it? 

Hey...everyone thinks that sometimes. Itôs just how people think at night. 

 

RUPERT: Why? 

 

CLARA: Did you have a dream? A hand grabbing your foot? Ya have, havenôt you? Youôve had 

that exact dream. 

 

RUPERT: How did you know? 

 

CLARA: Do you know why dreams are called dreams? 

 

RUPERT: Why? 

 

CLARA: Because theyôre not real. If they were, they wouldnôt need a name.  

 

RUPERT: Whatôre you doing? 

 

CLARA: Do you know whatôs under there? 

 

RUPERT: What? 

 

CLARA: Me! Come on! Itôs perfectly safe. See? Nobody here, except us. 

 

RUPERT: Sometimes I hear noises. 

 

CLARA: Itôs a house full of people; of course you hear noises. 

 

RUPERT: Theyôre all asleep. 

 

CLARA: Theyôre all dreaming. 

 

RUPERT: Can you hear dreams? 

 

CLARA: Well, if youôre clever enough. But they canôt harm you. You know, sometimes we 

think thereôs something behind us, and the space under your bedðitôs whatôs behind you at 

night. Simple as that. Thereôs nothing to be afraid of. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 



  

CLARA OSWALD: See what Iôm doing? This is your army. 

DOCTOR: Plastic army. 

CLARA: Sit! And theyôre gonna guard under your bed. You see this one? This oneôs the boss 

one. The colonel. Heôs gonna keep a special eye out. 

RUPERT PINK: Itôs broken, that one. It doesnôt have a gun. 

CLARA: Well, thatôs why heôs the boss. A soldier so brave he doesnôt need a gun. He can keep 

the whole world safe. What shall we call him? 

RUPERT: Dan. 

CLARA: ...Sorry? 

RUPERT: Dan, the soldier man. Thatôs what I call ôim. 

CLARA: Good. Good name. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So... Is it possible that weôve just saved that kid from another kid in a 

bedspread? 

DOCTOR: Entirely possible, yes. The bigger question is, why did we end up with him, and not 

you? 

CLARA: I got distracted. 

DOCTOR: But why that particular boð You donôt have anyðYou donôt have any kind of 

connection with him, do you? 

CLARA: No. No, no, no. Of course not. Why do you ask? 

DOCTOR: The TARDIS was slaved to your timeline. Theoretically, there should have been 

some connection. 

CLARA: Will, um... Will he remember any of that? 

DOCTOR: Scrambled his memory. Gave him a big old dream about being Dan the soldier man. 

CLARA: Ohhh... Oh... 

DOCTOR: Are you okay?  



  

      -ñListenò 

 

COL. ORSON PINK: Itôs just a silly toy thing. A family heirloom. Supposed to bring good luck. 

CLARA OSWALD: Right. Yes. Well, didnôt do a very good job, did it? 

ORSON: It did. Youôre here, arenôt you? What were the chances of you two finding me? 

... 

CLARA: Orson. Do me a favor. Take my advice. When you get home, stay away from time 

travel. 

ORSON: Runs in the family. 

CLARA: What? Sorry, whðwh-what do you mean, runs in the family? 

ORSON: Nothing. Itôs just...itôs the silly stories one of my grandparentsðwell, great-

grandparentsð 

CLARA: What is it? Tell me. You asked if you knew me. (Orson offers Dan the Soldier Man to 

her; she doesnôt take it) Itôs a family heirloom. 

ORSON: Yeah. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Orson Pink 

DOCTOR: This is Colonel Orson Pink, from about a hundred years into your future. 

CLARA OSWALD: Ha ha ha-Ha! Orson Pink? 

DOCTOR: Yeah; I laughed, too. Sorry. Ehðeh, ehðDo you have any connection with him? 

CLARA: Connection?  

DOCTOR: Yes. Maybe youôre, like, a distant relative or something? 

CLARA: H... how would I know? 

DOCTOR: Right. Okay. Um, well, do you have any old family photographs of her? You know, 

oh, probably quite old andðand really fat-looking? 

COL. ORSON PINK: I donôt. 



  

--- 

CLARA: How did you find him? 

DOCTOR: Well, you left a trace in the TARDIS telepathic circuits. I fired them up again, and 

the TARDIS brought me straight to him. So he is something to do with your timeline. 

CLARA: Okay... 

DOCTOR: And you will never guess where I found him. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

The end of the road. This is it. The end of everything. The last planet. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Then how did he get here? If heôs a hundred years in my futureð 

DOCTOR: Pioneer time traveler. 

      -ñListenò 

 

BON VOYAGE 

     ORSON PINK 

-Banner behind Orson Pink before he time traveled, 

on the news in the databank of his computer, 

ñListenò 

 

ñTime travel is in my bloodò says Orson Pink on this historic day. 

-Ticker tape at the bottom of the news broadcast, 

recorded in Orson Pinkôs computer databank, 

ñListenò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Rode the first of the great time shots. They were supposed to fire him into the middle 

of next week. 

CLARA: What happened? 

DOCTOR: He went a bit far. 

CLARA: A bit? 

DOCTOR: A big bit. Look at him now. Robinson Crusoe at the end of time itself. The last man 

standing in the universe. I always thought that would be me. 

CLARA: Itôs not a competition. 

DOCTOR: I know itôs not a competition. Course it isnôt. Still time, though. 

CLARA: He looks like heôs packing. 

DOCTOR: Heôs been stranded for six months, just met a time traveler. Of course heôs packing.  

COL. ORSON PINK: ...You can do it, then? You can get me home? 

DOCTOR: I just showed you, didnôt I? Test flight to a restaurant. 

ORSON: Yes, but to my family, to my own time? 

DOCTOR: Easy. I can do that, canôt I, Clara? 

CLARA: He can, yes. 

ORSON: ...Is everything okay? 

CLARA: Yeah, fine. Iôm fine. 

ORSON: Do I know you? 

CLARA: No. Nope. 

DOCTOR: Is she doing the all eyes thing? Itôs because her face is so wide. She needs three 

mirrors. 

CLARA: Doctorð 

DOCTOR: We canôt leave immediately, though. The TARDIS needs to recharge. 

CLARA: Sorry? What? 

DOCTOR: Overnight, that should do it, shouldnôt it, Clara? 



  

ORSON: Overnight? 

DOCTOR: One more night. Thatôs... Thatôs not a problem, is it? 

ORSON: No. No, no problem. 

... 

DOCTOR: Itôs a shame, isnôt it? 

ORSON: Whatôs a shame? 

DOCTOR: Thereôs only three people left in the universe, and youôre lying to the other two. It 

was the first thing I noticed when I stepped in here. You must have seen it, too, Clara; youôve got 

eyes out to here. 

CLARA: Seen what? 

DOCTOR: The universe is dead. Everything that ever was id dead and gone. Thereôs nothing 

beyond this door but nothingness, forever. So why is it locked? 

ORSON: Please. Donôt make me spend another night here. 

DOCTOR: Afraid of the dark? But the dark... is empty now. 

ORSON: No. No, it isnôt. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DONôT OPEN THE DOOR 

-Written on the main hatch of Orson Pinkôs Time 

Shot, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Six months stranded alone. I suppose it must be tempting.  

CLARA: What is? 

DOCTOR: Company. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 



  

The Wonder of Having a Companion 

CLARA OSWALD: Why did you bring me out here?! 

 

DOCTOR: I was still talking. I needed someone to nod. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 

Companion Issues 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Doctor. Take me with you. 

DOCTOR: I think youôre probably nice. Underneath it all, I think youôre kind, and youôre 

definitely brave. I just wish you hadnôt been a soldier. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

I canôt keep doing this. I canôt do it! Yes, I can. I can do it. Of course I can do it. Whew! Iôve got 

it all under control. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 



  

 

 

VI. MONSTERS AND ENEMIES 

 

 

The Architect 

 

This is a recorded message. I am the Architect. Your last memory is of receiving a contact from 

an unknown agency. Me. Everything since has been erased from your minds. Now, pay close 

attention to this briefing. 

      -The Architect, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SAIBRA: Well, if he can break in here and plant this thing, then why does he need our help? 

DOCTOR: It depends on what the thing is. Okay, well, Iôm no expert, but fuses, a timer... Iôm 

gonna stick my neck out and say bomb. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

CLARA OSWALD: How does he get the cases here? 

DOCTOR: By breaking into the bank in advance of breaking into the bank. 

CLARA: Well, how did he do that? And if he can do that, why does he need us? 

DOCTOR: Not our problem. 

PSI: Well, what is our pro-pro-pro-pro-pr? Ahem. 

CLARA: You okay? 

PSI: Drive glitch. Itôs fine. 

DOCTOR: Guilt is our problem. Guilt, in this bank, is fatal. The Teller can hear it. Ever since 

that first case was open, weôve been targets. The more we know about why weôre here, the 

louder our guilt screams. Thatôs why we wiped our memories. For our own safety. Now, once I 

open this, I canôt close it again. 

PSI: Would it be safer if only one of us learned it? 



  

DOCTOR: Iôm waiting for you to volunteer. 

PSI: Uh, why me? 

DOCTOR: Because you didnôt need that memory worm, did you? Youôre half-computer. You 

can perform a manual delete. You can clear your thoughts. 

PSI: Okay. ... I donôt know what it is. You may as well have a look. Well, what are they? 

DOCTOR: Not a clue. 

SAIBRA: Hmm. Interesting. 

DOCTOR: What is? 

SAIBRA: Youôre lying. 

PSI: Uh, why would he be lyi-lyi -lyi -lying? Ugh! Sorry. Itôs stress. Drains the batteries. 

DOCTOR: Interface with this. 

SAIBRA: But do we have time for this? 

DOCTOR: Well, why not? Thereôs no immediate threat. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Warning. Intruders detected. 

DOCTOR: Maybe I should stop saying things like that. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Intruders detected. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SAIBRA: When you meet the Architect, promise me something. WðKill him.  

DOCTOR: I hate him. But I canôt make that promise. 

SAIBRA: A good man... I left it late to meet one of those. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Another gift from the Architect. Shall we unwrap it? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

DOCTOR: Multiple locks. Last one still in place. ... Atomic seal. Unbreakable. Even for me. The 

Architect would know that. Wouldnôt bring us all this way for nothing. 

CLARA OSWALD: And get two people killed... 

DOCTOR: Exactly.  There must be some logic. 

CLARA OSWALD: Some logic? 

DOCTOR: Come on, Architect. What else have you got? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Storm. Stormôs tripping the system. Thatôs what heôs got, a storm. 

CLARA OSWALD: How would he know when a storm would hit? 

DOCTOR: Ha, ha ha. Of course. Stupid, stupid Doctor. Of course, of course.  

CLARA: Of course, what? 

DOCTOR: Whoever planned all this, theyôre in the future. This isnôt just a bank heist; itôs a time 

travel heist. Weôve been sent back in time, to the exact moment of the storm, to be in exactly the 

right place when it hits, because thatôs the only time that the bank is vulnerable. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Vault unlocked. 

DOCTOR: The bank is now open. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Vault unlocked. 

DOCTOR: Come on. Explains why weôre not here in the TARDIS. 

CLARA: Sorry, what? 

DOCTOR: The solar disruption would have made navigation impossible. The one time the bank 

is vulnerable is the one time we canôt just land. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: There you go! Job done, paid in full. Clever old Architect. 

SAIBRA: Very clever. 

DOCTOR: I still hate him. 



  

SAIBRA: Me, too. 

PSI: How were you paid? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. Thereôs something in the private vault. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: What...what did you say? What did...what did you say? What did you say, about your 

own eyes? De-shut up! Say it again. 

SAIBRA: ñHow can you trust someone if they look back at you out of your own eyes?ò 

DOCTOR: I know one thing about the Architect. What is it that I know about the Architect? I 

know one thing, something that I have known from the very start. 

CLARA: What? 

DOCTOR: I hate him! Heôs overbearing, heôs manipulative, he likes to think that heôs very 

clever. I hate him! Clara, donôt you see? (Bangs on a priceless gong for dramatic effect) I hate 

the Architect. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

Atomic Seals 

 

Atomic seal. 

-The Doctor, ñTime Heistò(Yes, yes, I know; just 

joking...) 

 

 

 

The Clockwork Droids 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What are they? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Rubbish robots from the dawn of time. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Out-of-control repair droids, cannibalizing human beings. I know that this is familiar, but I just--

I just canôt seem to place it. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: This is not a real restaurant, is it? 

DOCTOR: Well now...itôs more of a sort of a automated organ collection station for the unwary 

diner. Sweeney Todd without the pies. 

CLARA: So where are we now? 

DOCTOR: Factually, an ancient spaceship, probably buried for centuries. Functionally...a larder. 

CLARA: So why hasnôt somebody come for us? 

DOCTOR: Weôre alive. 

CLARA: Weôre alive, in a larder. 

DOCTOR: Exactly. Itôs cheaper than freezing us. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Okay... Robot in a mask. 

DOCTOR: Itôs a face. 

CLARA: Yeah, itôs, uh, itôs very convincing. 

DOCTOR: No, itôs a face. 

CLARA: Oh! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Dormant. 

CLARA OSWALD: How do you know? 



  

DOCTOR: I donôt. Iôm just hopinô. 

CLARA: So...is it these guys that killed the dinosaur? 

DOCTOR: Well, if theyôre harvesting organs...a dinosaur would have some great stuff. 

CLARA: Why would robots need organs? Burke and Hare from space? 

DOCTOR: No, but thatôs a good theory. Droids harvesting spare parts...Oh, that rings a bell... 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Something else theyôre not doing. Breathing. How long can you hold your breath? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

This is your power source. And feeble though it is, I can use it to blow this whole room if I see 

one thing that I donôt like. And that includes karaoke and mime, so take no chances. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: Within the optic nerve of the dinosaur...is material of use to our computer 

systems. 

CLARA OSWALD: You burned a whole dinosaur for a spare part? No. No, hang on. You know 

whatôs in a dinosaurôs optic nerve, which means youôve seen them before. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: How long have you been rebuilding yourselves? Look at the state of you. Is 

there any real you left? Whatôs the point? 

HALF-FACE MAN: We will reach the Promised Land. 

CLARA: Theðthe what? Theðthe Promised Land? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Youôve gotta admire their efficiency. 

CLARA: Is it okay if I donôt? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

There have been nine reported incidents of people apparently exploding in the last month. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Now, why destroy the victims so completely? Itôs difficult, it draws 

attention. What advantage is to be gained? 

JENNY FLINT: Well, tell us, then. 

VASTRA: Concealment, perhaps. 

JENNY: Concealment? 

VASTRA: Itôs a fanciful theory, but it fits the facts. By destroying the body so completely, you 

conceal what is missing from it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

How long can you hold your breath? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Hold your breath! Theyôre stupid. Everybody hold their breath. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: Then, we will destroy you. 

DOCTOR: No. You wonôt. Youôre logical. You have restraint. You kill to survive. Youôre not a 

murderer. 

CLARA OSWALD: Heôs not a what? This is a slaughterhouse. 

DOCTOR: And how does that make it different from any other restaurant? You werenôt 

vegetarian the last time I checked.  



  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: I will leave in the escape capsule. Destroy where necessary. 

MADAME VASTRA: Escape capsule? This ship is millions of years old. Itôll never fly. 

HALF-FACE MAN: It has been repaired. 

VASTRA: What with? 

HALF-FACE MAN: You. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

The Cybermen 

 

 

 

 

The Daleks 

 

Seek, locate, destroy. 

      -Daleks, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Exterminate. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Exterminate! Exterminate!  

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Exterminate! Exterminate! Exterminate! 

      -Daleks, ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. 

Exterminate. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY: Daleks have destroyed a million stars. 

DOCTOR: Oh...millions and millions. Trust me. I keep count. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

See, all those years ago, when I beganðI was just running. I called myself the Doctor, but it was 

just a name. And then...I went to Skaro. And then I met you lot, and I understood...who I was. 

Aagh. The Doctor...was not the Daleks. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Death to the Daleks. Death to the Daleks. Death to the Daleks. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

Daleks are evil. Daleks must be exterminated. Daleks are evil. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Daleks must be exterminated! 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Exterminate! 

DALEK: Under attack from a Dalek! 

      -Into the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: The Daleks are exterminated!!! 



  

DOCTOR: Of course they are. Thatôs what you do, isnôt it? 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

The Nature of the Daleks 

Dalek mutants are born hating.  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

It is a raging lunatic; itôs a Dalek. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Daleks donôt leave any wounded. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The Physical Dalek 

You didnôt realize there was a living creature inside. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

 

No, you donôt understand. You canôt put me in there. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Inside Rusty the Dalek 

Miniaturized by a moleculon nanoscaler, you can enter through the eyestalk... 

CLARA OSWALD: That was... weird. 



  

DOCTOR: Youôve seen nothing yet. 

CLARA: What are the lights? 

DOCTOR: Visual impulses. Traveling towards the brain. 

CLARA: Beautiful. 

DOCTOR: Welcome...to the most dangerous place in the universe. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

...move on to the cranial ledge... 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, my God. 

DOCTOR: Behold, the belly of the beast. 

CLARA: Itôs amazing. 

ROSS: Itôs huge. 

GRETCHEN CARLISLE: No, Ross. Weôre tiny. 

CLARA: So, how big is it, that living part, compared to me and you, right now? 

DOCTOR: You see all those cables? 

CLARA: Yeah. 

DOCTOR: Theyôre not all cables. 

CLARA: Does it know weôre here? 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Itôs what invited us in. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

...and look at the lighted vertical slits, like a grill, around the inside part of the ledge... 

DOCTOR: Now, this is the cortex vault, a supplementary electronic brain. Memory banks, 

but...more than that. This is what keeps the Daleks...pure. 

GRETCHEN: How are Daleks pure? 



  

DOCTOR: Dalek mutants are born hating. This is what stokes the fire; it extinguishes even the 

tiniest glimmer ofðof kindness, compassion... Imagine the worst possible thing in the universe, 

and then donôt bother, because youôre looking at it right now. This is evil, refined...as 

engineering. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA: The evil engineering? 

DOCTOR: Every memory recorded. Some suppressed, but all, still, intact. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò  

 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Doc...tor? 

 

DOCTOR: Oh, hello, Rusty. You donôt mind if I call you Rusty? Weôre gonna need to come 

down there, with you. Medical examination, and all that. 

 

GRETCHEN: What, with all those tentacles and things? 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: How close do we have to get? 

 

DOCTOR: Well, you know, weôre never gonna insert a thermometer from up here. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

...but be careful... 

 

The Dalek has an internal defense mechanism. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 Donôt hurt the inside of the Dalek, like Ross just did by shooting a grappling hook into it, 

because then the antibodies might come out... 

 

DOCTOR: Oh, no. No, no, no, no! Stop! Stop! Stop, you idiot! 



  

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: We need to find a way down; they were the only wayð 

 

DOCTOR: This is a Dalek, not a machine. Itôs a perfect analogue of a living being, and you just 

hurt it. So whatôs gonna happen now? 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, God. 

 

GRETCHEN: What? What is it? 

 

CLARA: Antibodies? 

 

DOCTOR: Dalek antibodies. Nobody move. Any attempt to help him or attack those things will 

identify you as a secondary source of infection. Stay still! 

 

CLARA: But the Dalek wants us in here. Why is it attacking? 

 

DOCTOR: Can you control your antibodies? 

 

JOURNEY: Ross, stay calm. Weôre gonna get you out of this. 

 

CLARA: Can you? 

 

DOCTOR: Ross! Swallow that. 

 

ROSS: What is it?  

 

DOCTOR: Trust me. 

 

ROSS: Now what? Mwaaaaaaahhhh! 

 

JOURNEY: Ross! 

 

CLARA: Oh, my God! Whatôs it doing?! 

 

DOCTOR: The hoovering. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

GRETCHEN: What did you give him? 

DOCTOR: Oh, just a spare power cell, but I can track the radiation signature. I need to know 

where they dump the bodies. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: I thought you were saving him! 



  

DOCTOR: He was dead already; I was saving us! Follow me, and run! 

CLARA: Run! 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

...Run to a big pipe in the ñfloorò that you can slide down to reach the organic refuse disposal, 

where all the antibodiesô victims go... 

DOCTOR: We need to get in there. 

CLARA OSWALD: Why? 

DOCTOR: Those antibodies wonôt give up until weôre inside there. Iôd rather go in alive than 

dead. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Do you know where it goes? 

DOCTOR: Yes, I do. Away from here. Now, in! In! In! 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

NOTE: Donôt expect to enjoy falling down the pipe unless youôre the Doctor... 

Oh, ha, haah! 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Ha ha ha, haaah! 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

And then, sploosh, youôre in the organic refuse disposal itself, sitting in a funky, gunky, soupy 

mess... 

CLARA OSWALD: Uuugh! What is this stuff? 

DOCTOR: Oh! People. The Daleks need protein. Occasionally they harvest from their own 

victims. This is a feeding tube. 

GRETCHEN: Oh! 



  

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Is Ross here? 

DOCTOR: Uh. Yeah. Top layer, if you wanna say a few words. 

JOURNEY: A man has just died. You will not talk like that! 

DOCTOR: A lot of people have died. Everything here is dead, and do you know why thatôs 

good? 

JOURNEY: There is nothing good about that! 

DOCTOR: Nothing is alive in here, so logically, this is the weakest spot in the Dalekôs internal 

security. Nobody guards the dead! Mortuaries and larders...always the easiest to break out of. 

Oh. Iôve lived a life. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The Trionic Power Cells 

DOCTOR: Rusty, can you hear me? 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Doctor? 

DOCTOR: Rusty, weôve found the damage. Iôm sealing up the breach...in your power cell. No 

more radiation poisoning. Good as new. There. Job done. 

CLARA OSWALD: Thatôs it? Just like that? 

DOCTOR: An anti-climax, once in a while, is good for my hearts. Rusty? How do you feel? 

Rusty? Rusty? Rusty...?  

RUSTY: The malfunction is corrected. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Ohh! Whatôs happened? 

DOCTOR: Iôm not entirely sure. 

JOURNEY: Well, i-itôs like itôs waking up. 

DOCTOR: Rusty, come on, talk to me. Whatôs going on?! 

RUSTY: The malfunction is corrected. All systems are functioning. Weapons charged. 

DOCTOR: Oh, no, no, noð 

RUSTY: Exterminate. Exterminate. 



  

DOCTOR: No, no, no! 

RUSTY: Exterminate! Exterminate! 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Doctor, what happened? 

DOCTOR: Do you see? 

CLARA: Do I see what? 

DOCTOR: Daleks donôt turn good. Itôs just radiation affecting its brain chemistry, nothing more 

than that. No miracle. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Let me get this straight. We had a good Dalek, and we made it bad 

again? Thatôs all weôve done? 

DOCTOR: There was never a good Dalek. There was a broken Dalek and we repaired it. 

JOURNEY: You were supposed to be helping us. 

DOCTOR: I gave it a shot, it didnôt work out; it was a Dalek, what did you expect? 

JOURNEY: No more talking, you are done! Okay. New objective. We are taking this Dalek 

down. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Whatôs that look for? 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs the look you get when Iôm about to slap you!  

(SLAP!) 

DOCTOR: Ohh! Clara! 

CLARA: Weôre gonna die in here. And there was a little bit of you thatôs pleased. The Daleks 

are evil after all. Everything makes sense. The Doctor is right! 

DOCTOR: Daleks are evil. Irreversibly so. Thatôs what we just learned. 

CLARA: No, Doctor, that is not what we just learned. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

CLARA OSWALD: One question. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: No time. 

CLARA: Why did we come here today? What was the point? You. You thought there was a 

good Dalek. What difference would one good Dalek make? 

DOCTOR: Well, all the difference in the universe, but itôs impossible. 

CLARA: Is that a fact? Is that really what weôve learned today? Think about it. Is that what 

weôve learned? 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Clara Oswald, do I really not pay you?  

CLARA: You couldnôt afford me. 

... 

DOCTOR: Whatever youôre gonna do, donôt do it! This Dalek must not be destroyed; we can do 

better. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Are you out of your mind? 

DOCTOR: No! Iôm inside a Dalek. Iôm standing where Iôve never been. We cannot waste this 

chance; it wonôt come again. 

JOURNEY: What chance?! Oh, I have my orders. 

DOCTOR: Soldiers take orders. 

JOURNEY: I am a soldier. 

DOCTOR: A Dalek is a better soldier than you will ever be. You canôt win this way. 

JOURNEY: Bah! So what do we do?! 

DOCTOR: Something better. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 



  

The Intelligence of the Daleks 

 

 

History 

 

 

 

 

The Power of the Daleks 

The Law of the Daleks 

What They Think of Humans 

The Trickiness of the Daleks 

 

How to Fight a Dalek 

Misunderstanding the Daleks 

 

 

Rusty the Dalek (The ñGoodò Dalek) 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Doc...tor. 

 

DOCTOR: How do you know who I am? 

 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: He doesnôt. We promised him medical assistance. 

 

RUSTY: Are you my doctor? 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: We found it floating in space. 

 

MORGAN: We thought it was deactivated, so we tried to disassemble it. 

 

DOCTOR: You didnôt realize there was a living creature inside. 

 

JOURNEY: Not till it started screaming. 

 

RUSTY: Help me... 

 



  

DOCTOR: Why would I do that? Why would any living creature help you? 

 

RUSTY: Daleks will die. 

 

DOCTOR: Die all you like. Noô my problem.  

 

RUSTY: Daleks must be destroyed. 

 

DOCTOR: Daleks must be deð! What did you just say? 

 

RUSTY: All Daleks must die. I will destroy the Daleks. Destroy the Daleks! Destroy the Daleks! 

 

      -ñInto the Daleksò 

 

 

 

CLARA OSWALD:  A good Dalek? 

 

DOCTOR: Thereôs no such thing. 

 

CLARA: Thatôs a bit inflexible. Not like you. Iôd almost say prejudice. 

 

      -ñInto the Daleksò 

 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Doctor? 

 

DOCTOR: Hello again. 

 

RUSTY: Will you...help me? 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Will you? 

 

DOCTOR: A Dalek so damaged, itôs turned good. Morality as malfunction. How do I resist? 

 

      -ñInto the Daleksò 

 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So, what do we do with a moral Dalek, then? 

 

DOCTOR: We get into its head. 

 

CLARA: Mmm. How do you get into a Dalekôs head? 

 

DOCTOR: That wasnôt a metaphor. 

 



  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Doc...tor? 

 

DOCTOR: Oh, hello, Rusty. You donôt mind if I call you Rusty? Weôre gonna need to come 

down there, with you. Medical examination, and all that. 

 

GRETCHEN: What, with all those tentacles and things? 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: How close do we have to get? 

 

DOCTOR: Well, you know, weôre never gonna insert a thermometer from up here. 

 

-ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Later, in the Power Unit... 

DOCTOR: Whatôs that noise? Are you wearing a Geiger counter?  

GRETCHEN: Standard battle equipment. Thatôs just low level radiation. 

DOCTOR: But stronger down here for some reason. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Colonel, we have radiation indicators red-lining in here. Could be that the Dalek is more badly 

damaged than we thought. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Iôve got it. I know whatôs wrong with Rusty. 

CLARA OSWALD: Okay, thatôs good. Is that good? 

DOCTOR: Well, you know how I said this was the most dangerous place in the universe? I was 

wrong. Itôs way more dangerous than that. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Old Rusty here is suffering a trionic radiation leak. Itôs poisoning the Dalek, and us. 

Just as well weôre here. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Really? Perhaps we should get out while we can. Why should we trust a 

Dalek? Why would it change? 

DOCTOR: Good question. Rusty? What changed you? 

RUSTY THE DALEK: I saw beauty. 

DOCTOR: You saw what? 

RUSTY: In the silence, and the cold, I saw worlds burning.  

JOURNEY: Thatôs not beauty, thatôs destruction. 

RUSTY: I saw more. 

DOCTOR: What? What did you see?  

RUSTY: The birth...of a star. 

DOCTOR: Stars are born every day. Youôve seen millions of stars born. So what? 

RUSTY: Daleks have destroyed a million stars. 

DOCTOR: Oh...millions and millions. Trust me. I keep count. 

RUSTY: And yet, new stars are born. 

DOCTOR: Every time. 

RUSTY: Resistance is futile. 

DOCTOR: Resistance to what? 

RUSTY: Life returns. Life prevails. Resistance is futile. 

DOCTOR: So you saw a star being born, and you learned something. Oh, Dalek, do not be lying 

to me. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Finally, in the Trionic Power Cells... 

DOCTOR: Weôre at the heart of the Dalek. 



  

CLARA: Oh...itôs incredible. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Geiger counterôs off the scale. Looks like itôs about to blow. 

CLARA: Oh! 

DOCTOR: Good. 

JOURNEY: How is that good? 

DOCTOR: Well, I like a bit of pressure. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: The Dalek isnôt just some angry blob in a Dalekanium tank. if it was, the radiation 

would have turned it into aða raging lunatic. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Uh, it is a raging lunatic; itôs a Dalek. 

DOCTOR: But for a moment, it wasnôt. The radiation allowed it to expand its consciousness, to 

consider things beyond its natural terms of reference. It became good. That means a good Dalek 

is possible. Thatôs what we learnt today. Am I right, teach? 

CLARA OSWALD: Top of the class. 

JOURNEY: But now itôs back to how it was. 

DOCTOR: But what it saw, what it felt...is still there. 

JOURNEY: Yeah, Iôm not really seeing that. 

DOCTOR: Not here. There. 

JOURNEY: You mean in the cortex vault? 

CLARA: The evil engineering? 

DOCTOR: Every memory recorded. Some suppressed, but all, still, intact. We need to show the 

Dalek that star being born again. Recreate that moment. You need to get up there, find that 

moment and reawaken it. 

CLARA: Me?! 

DOCTOR: Yes, you. Good idea. 

CLARA: How? 



  

DOCTOR: I havenôt the foggiest. Do a clever thing, and then once you have done it, the Dalek 

will be suggestible to new ideas. It will be open again. And I will show it something that will 

change its mind forever. 

JOURNEY: What? 

DOCTOR: Not a clue. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

If I can turn one Dalek, I can turn them all. I can save the future. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Well, Rusty. Here we are. Eye to eye. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Some of the lights are out. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Yeah, we got a damaged Dalek. You wanna complain to someone? 

CLARA: But itôs not damaged. Look at them. 

JOURNEY: So? 

CLARA: So, the Doctor said that this was a memory bank and some of the memories were 

suppressed. What if... What if the dark spots are hidden memories? What if...one of those is the 

Dalek seeing the star? 

JOURNEY: Seriously? 

CLARA: Yeah. Well... Maybe. Uh, itôsðitôs either that or the bulbs need changing. 

JOURNEY: Really could be the bulbs. 

CLARA: Got a better idea? 

JOURNEY: Really wish I had. 

CLARA: Yep. Me, too. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

Letôs see...if thereôs an on switch. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: I saved your life, Rusty. Now Iôm gonna go one better. Iôm gonna save your soul. 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Daleks do not have souls. 

DOCTOR: Oh, no? Well, imagine if you did. What then, Rusty? What would happen then? 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Iôm in the cortex. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: If thereôs a pack of spare bulbs, break it to me gently. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Your memories. Iôm about to give some back to you. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Are you okay? Clara? 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. I think there was some sort of energy charge. 

JOURNEY: You got the first lights on. 

CLARA: Of course. Itôs a brain. Brains... Working with electrical pathways, linking up 

memories! Uu-ugh! Itôs working. Itôs working. Weôre turning the memories back on. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh, look. Itôs your memories again. Itôs like somebodyôs muckinô about up there. Memories... 

All those memories... Do you remember the star you saw being born? 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

Clara, you did it! Itôs rebooting. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: IðI...remember. 

DOCTOR: You saw the truth, Rusty. Remember how you felt. You saw a star being born! The 

endless rebirth of the universe! 

RUSTY: No-oo. 

DOCTOR: And you realized the truth about the Daleks. 

RUSTY: Truth? What is the truth? 

DOCTOR: Let me show you the truth. Iôve opened your mind, and now Iôm coming in. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Iôm part of you. My mind is in your mind. 

RUSTY THE DALEK: I see your mind, Doctor. I see your universe. 

DOCTOR: And isnôt the universe beautiful?  

RUSTY: I see beauty. 

DOCTOR: Yes, thatôs good. That is good. Hold on to that. 

RUSTY: I see endless, divine perfection. 

DOCTOR: Make it a part of you. Remember how you feel right now. Put it inside you, and live 

by it. 

RUSTY: I see into your soul, Doctor. I see beauty. I see divinity. I...see...hatred. 

DOCTOR: Hatred? 

RUSTY: I see your hatred of the Daleks and it is good. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no. No, you must see more than that, there must be more than that. 

RUSTY: Death to the Daleks. Death to the Daleks. Death to the Daleks. 



  

DOCTOR: No, there must be more than that. There must be more than that. Please. 

RUSTY: Daleks are evil. Daleks must be exterminated. Daleks are evil. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

I have transmitted a retreat signal. The Daleks will believe the humans have initiated the shipôs 

self-destruct. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What about you, Rusty? 

RUSTY: I must go with them. 

DOCTOR: Course you must. You have unfinished work, havenôt you? 

RUSTY: Victory is yours, but it does not please you? 

DOCTOR: You looked inside me and you saw hatred. Thatôs not victory. Victory would have 

been a good Dalek. 

RUSTY: I am not a good Dalek. You are a good Dalek. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

 

The Thals 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fish People (presumably the same as the Second Doctor met in ñThe Underwater Menaceò) 

 

DOCTOR: Fish people. 



  

CLARA OSWALD: What are they like? 

DOCTOR: Fish, and people. Come and see. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Memory Worms 

 

Donôt touch it! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

SAIBRA: Aagh! What is that thing? 

DOCTOR: Itôs a memory worm. ... Deletes your memories. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Do I really have to touch that worm thing? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

MS. DELPHOX: Report. 

GUARD: Oh!...Uh! Sorry. Hello? Who is this? 

MS. DELPHOX: This is Ms. Delphox, Head of Bank Security. I sent you to investigate an off-

world intruder. 

GUARD: Did you? I was wondering what weôre doing here. We found these amazing worms... 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

 

Psi, Augmented Human 

 

Iôm Psiðaugmented human. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Augmented human. Computer augmented, yes? Mainframe in your head? 

PSI: Iôm a gamer. Sorry, who put you in charge? 



  

DOCTOR: Youôre a liar. Thatôs a prison code on your neck. 

PSI: Iôm a hacker, slash bank robber. 

DOCTOR: Good! This is a good day to be a bank robber. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

What do you want, Psi, more than anything else? Whatever it is, itôs in this bank. You agreed to 

rob the most impregnable bank in history. You mustôve had a very good reason. We all must 

have. Picture the thing you want most in the universeðand decide how badly you want it. Well?  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Well, what is our pro-pro-pro-pro-pr? Ahem. 

CLARA: You okay? 

PSI: Drive glitch. Itôs fine. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

You didnôt need that memory worm, did you? Youôre half-computer. You can perform a manual 

delete. You can clear your thoughts. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: You can delete your memories? 

PSI: Yeah... Itôs not as fun as it sounds. 

CLARA: Heh. Iôve got a few I wish I could lose. 

PSI: And I lost a few I wish I hadnôt. No, I was...I was interrogated in prison. And I guess I 

panicked. I didnôt want to be a risk to the people close to me, so... 

CLARA: Y-you deleted your friends? 

PSI: My friends...anyone who ever ôelped me... My family. 

CLARA: Your family? 



  

PSI: Of course, my family. 

CLARA: How could you do that? 

PSI: Well...I dunno. Suppose I must have loved them. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Clara? For what itôs worth, and, uh, it might not be worth much, when your whole life flashes in 

front of you, you see people you love, a-and people missing you... And I see no one. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Itôs a neophyte circuit. Iôve only ever seen one once before. It can reboot any system, 

replace any lost data. 

CLARA OSWALD: Psi. Thatôs what he came forðhis ñreward.ò  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Memory giver. All your yesterdays. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

 

The Robot Knights 

 

What are you? Gargoyle, what are you? 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Robot! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Robot killer knights. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Thos strange mechanical men, with their promises. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

ROBIN HOOD: I had the situation well in hand. 

DOCTOR: Long haired ninny versus robot killer knights? I know where Iôd put my money. 

ROBIN HOOD: If you had not betrayed me, I would have been triumphant. 

DOCTOR: You would have been a little puff of smoke and ashes. 

ROBIN: Oh, ha!  

DOCTOR: Youôd have been floating around in tiny little laughing bits in peopleôs goblets. 

ROBIN: Balderdash. Ha! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

We shall soon see how those Mechanicals feel about the taste of Nottingham steel. Lord, forgive 

me. 

      -Friar Tuck, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 

Saibra, Mutant Human 

 

What happened to your face? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Did you see her face? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

I am Saibra, mutant human. 

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

Mutant human. What kind of mutant? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SAIBRA: I touch living cells, I can replicate the owner. 

CLARA OSWALD: Your face, when we first saw youð 

SAIBRA: I touched the worm. 

CLARA: You can replicate their clothes, too? 

SAIBRA: I wear a hologram shell. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: How long can you maintain the image for? 

SAIBRA (disguised as Mr. Porrima): For as long as I like. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: How did you know I was lying? 

SAIBRA: Iôve had a lot of faces; I find them easy to read. 

DOCTOR: Quite a gift. 

SAIBRA: Gift? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SAIBRA: Mutant gene. No one can touch me. If they do, I transform. Heh. Touch me, Doctor, 

and youôll be looking at yourself. I am alone. 

DOCTOR: Why? 

SAIBRA: Could you trust someone who looked back at you out of your own eyes? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

So what did Saibra come for?  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

 

DOCTOR: Gene suppressant. 

CLARA OSWALD: Hm! She wanted to be normal. 

DOCTOR: Everyone has a weakness.  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Gene suppressantðantidote for your condition. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SAIBRA: See? I donôt have your face now. 

DOCTOR: Yeah, I kind of miss that. 

SAIBRA: Oh, shut up. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

 

The Sontarans 

 

Sontar-ha! 

 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

 

Surrender, to the glory of the Sontaran Empire. 

 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Sontarans! Perverting the course of human history! 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

 

The Teller 



  

Unwelcome guests. Weôre going to need the Teller. Are you hungry, boy? 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

SAIBRA (disguised as Mr. Porrima): What is that? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. Hate not knowing. 

MS. DELPHOX: Excuse me, sir. I regret to say that your guilt has been detected. 

SUITED CUSTOMER: What? Thatðthatôs totally ridiculous. 

MS. DELPHOX: Is it, sir? Well then, we will certainly double-check. The Teller will now scan 

your thoughts for any criminal intent. Good luck, sir. 

DOCTOR: Interesting. 

PSI: What is? 

DOCTOR: The latest thing in sniffer dogs. Telepathic. It hunts guilt. 

SUITED CUSTOMER: Aah! Oh! 

CLARA OSWALD: What about our guilt? 

SUITED CUSTOMER: Oh! Oh! 

DOCTOR Currently being drowned out. 

SUITED CUSTOMER: Uh! Mm! Mmm! Mm! 

CLARA: Whatôs he doing? 

SUITED CUSTOMER: Mm! Mm! Mm! 

DOCTOR: If he has a plan, trying not to think of it. 

PSI: Ever tried not thinking about something? 

CLARA: No.  

SAIBRA: You may have to. 

SUITED CUSTOMER: Ah! Ah! 

MS. DELPHOX: Ah, criminal intent detected. How naughty. What was your plan? Counterfeit 

currency in your briefcase, perhaps? 



  

SUITED CUSTOMER: No, not at all, and for Godôs sake... 

MS. DELPHOX: It doesnôt really matter; weôll establish the details later. The Teller is never 

wrong, when it comes to guilt. Your account will now be deleted, and obviously your mind. 

Suppertime! 

... 

DOCTOR: Itôs wiping his mind. Turning his brain into soup. 

MS. DELPHOX: Your next of kin will be informed, and incarcerated, as further inducement to 

honest financial transactions. 

SUITED CUSTOMER: Aaahh! 

CLARA: Weôve gotta help him. 

DOCTOR: Heôs gone already. Itôs over. 

CLARA: Heôs in agony; look at him. 

DOCTOR: Those arenôt tears, Clara. Thatôs soup. 

... 

MS. DELPHOX: Account closed. Take him away. Heôs ready for his close-up... Apologies for 

the disturbance. Everyone have a lovely day. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Guilt is our problem. Guilt, in this bank, is fatal. The Teller can hear it. Ever since that first case 

was open, weôve been targets. The more we know about why weôre here, the louder our guilt 

screams. Thatôs why we wiped our memories. For our own safety. Now, once I open this, I canôt 

close it again. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Nobody move! Nobody say a word! Itôs cocooned. Forced hibernation. Its power is probably 

dormant. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Clara, itôs locked onto you. It may still be asleep. Donôt wake it. 

CLARA OSWALD: Okay. How do I not do that? 

DOCTOR: Keep your mind blank. Block everything. Once it locks onto your thoughts, it wonôt 

let go. ... Itôs waking up. Keep blocking your thoughts, Clara. Donôt think. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Itôs scanning her brain. 

PSI: And then what? 

DOCTOR: Soup. 

CLARA OSWALD: Then help her.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Saibra! 

SAIBRA: What should I do? How can I get away? 

DOCTOR: Itôs rooting through your brain. Itôs tasting all the secrets stashed inside. Any moment 

now, it will finish its sweep, and start feasting on whatôs left. 

SAIBRA: What, and then I become one of those things we saw sittinô in a cage? 

DOCTOR: Yes. 

SAIBRA: Can you not get me out? 

DOCTOR: Iôm sorry. I donôt know how, and once itôs locked onto your thoughts... 

SAIBRA: ñExit strategy.ò Eugh! That means what I think it means, right? 

DOCTOR: Atomic shredder. 

SAIBRA: Painless? 

DOCTOR: And instant. 

SAIBRA: Eugh! When you meet the Architect, promise me something. WðKill him.  

DOCTOR: I hate him. But I canôt make that promise. 



  

SAIBRA: A good man... I left it late to meet one of those. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Release the Teller into the tunnels.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Doctor? Itôs coming. Weôre trapped. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Itôs locked on to one of our thought trails. We have to split up, minimize the brain signals. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Keep your mind clear, Clara. Keep your mind blank. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Aagh! 

DOCTOR: Clara! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Come on! Come and find me! Every thief and villain in one big cocktail. I am so guilty! Every 

famous burglar in history is hiding in this bank, right now, in one body! Come and feast!! 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

If youôre thinking of ways to escape, the Teller will know before youôve even made a move. 

Youôll never be bothered by all that thinking again.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

DOCTOR: Useful species. 

MS. DELPHOX: Last of its kind, and weôve signed an exclusive deal. 

DOCTOR: Must be noisy inside its head. Painful. To listen to so much chatter. So many secrets. 

Must drive it wild. How can you force it to obey? 

MS. DELPHOX: Oh, everything has a price tag, I think youôll find.   

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Now, if youôll excuse me, I must take the Teller to its hibernation.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Looked  like death. It was actually a teleporter. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, my God! Ha ha! 

PSI: Good, eh? You think weôre dead, so the Teller thinks weôre dead, and we play the creature 

at his own mind games. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no, no. Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait. What? Sorry? Sorry, what? You, 

you, youôre, y-y-youôre alive? 

SAIBRA: Well, yeah. Weôre alive. Now, look at us. Weôre all alive. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no. Not dead. Alive. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Intruders in the private vault. Send me the Teller. I want to find out how they got in, and then I 

want to wipe their memories. 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Doctor, what the hell is going on? 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you remembering? 



  

DOCTOR: No. Not a thing. But Iôm understanding. 

CLARA: What? What is it? What are you understanding? 

DOCTOR: Iôm not sure yet. I need my memory back. And I think that thereôs only one way to do 

that. 

CLARA: Which would be? 

DOCTOR: Soup. 

CLARA: Soup? 

(The elevator arrives with a DING! and the doors open to reveal the growling Teller) 

DOCTOR: Hello, big man. Peckish? 

CLARA: Doctor! 

DOCTOR: No! Nooo! Let it take me. Let it read me. Itôs the only way! 

CLARA: It will  kill you. 

DOCTOR: What have I told you about pessimism? Thatôs it... Thatôs it. There are so many 

memories in here. Feast on them. Tuck in. Big scarf...bow tie...bit embarrassing. What do you 

think oô the new look? I was hoping for minimalism...but I think I came out with magician. In the 

last few days...thereôs been a block. Can you see the block? Tell me why Iôm here. Show me why 

Iôm here! Show me! 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Did you see? Why we came? Why weôre here? We had to delete our own memories. 

Otherwise youôd have known, and then sheôd have known, because you were mentally linked. 

But sheôs gone now. Theyôve all gone. They have no power over you now. You can do exactly 

what you want to do now. Exactly what youôve always wanted to do. 

 

(The Teller mentally starts to open the private vault) 

 

PSI: It knows the combination! 

 

DOCTOR: Of course it does. It was linked to Karabraxos. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What exactly are we doing here? That thing killed people. 

 



  

DOCTOR: Well, so might you do, to protect everything you love. (The vault opens to reveal...a 

female version of the Teller!) There she is. Not the last of its species. The last two. Itôs okay. Itôs 

okay. Itôs all right. 

 

SAIBRA: Exit strategy. Weôve got six shredders. 

 

DOCTOR: Exactly. This wasnôt a bank heist. It never was. It was a rescue mission, for a whole 

species. Flesh and bloodðthe last currency. Time to go home. What dôyou think of that, big 

man? 

 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

So much mental traffic in the universe. Solitude is the only peace. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

MADAME KARABRAXOS: Doctor. 

DOCTOR: Hello? 

KARABRAXOS: You gave me this number. My name is Madame Karabraxos. I was once...the 

wealthiest person in the universe. I need your assistance. I am dying, with many, many regrets. 

But one, perhaps, you may be able to help me with. 

-ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

Tyrannosaurus Rex 

Weôve just had a message from Scotland Yard. Apparently there is something impossible in the 

Thames. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

 

 

INSPECTOR GREGSON: Iôll wager youôve not seen anything like this before. 



  

 

MADAME VASTRA: Well... Not since I was a little girl. 

 

JENNY FLINT: Big fellow, isnôt he? 

 

VASTRA: Dinosaurs were mostly this size. I do believe...itôs a she. 

 

JENNY: No, they werenôt... Iôve seen fossils. 

 

VASTRA: I was there. 

 

GREGSON: Well, thatôs all well and good, but whatôs this dinosaur fellow...doing in the 

Thames? 

 

VASTRA: It must have time travelled. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

INSPECTOR GREGSON: How could it time travel? 

 

MADAME VASTRA: I donôt know. Perhaps it was something it ate. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

I was being chased by a giant dinosaur, but I think I managed to give it the slip. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Is it choking? 

 

JENNY FLINT: There seems to be something lodged in its throat. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

INSPECTOR GREGSON: Itôs just laid an egg. 

 

MADAME VASTRA: It dropped a blue box marked ñPoliceò out of its mouthðYour grasp of 

biology, it troubles me. 

 

JENNY FLINT: Itôs the TARDIS. 



  

 

MADAME VASTRA: It would seem so. 

 

JENNY: Weôll take care of this, Inspector. 

 

GREGSON: But what if that thing goes on the rampage? 

 

VASTRA: Place these lanterns on the shoreline and bridges, encircling the creature, twenty foot 

intervals. 

 

GREGSON: Well, whatôll they do? 

 

VASTRA: They will emit a signal that will incline it to remain within their circumference. 

Jenny, Strax... With me! 

 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Ohh! Youôve got a dinosaur, too! Big woman, sorry. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Iôm not flirting, by the way. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Reduce...the frequency.  

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Your sonic lanterns, turn them down. Theyôre giving her a headache.  

 

JENNY FLINT: Giving who a headache? 

 

DOCTOR: My lady friend! Just an expression, donôt get any ideas. 

 

STRAX: How do you know? 

 

DOCTOR: Come on, Clara. You know that I speak dinosaur. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Heôs not Clara. Iôm Clara. 

 



  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

JENNY FLINT: The dinosaur doesnôt seem very ôappy. 

CLARA OSWALD: Whatôs wrong with it? 

JENNY: Well, I dunno. The Doctorôs the one that speaks dinosaur. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

DOCTOR: I am alone. The world which...shook at my feet, and the trees, and the sky, have 

gone. And I am alone now. Alone. 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you translating? 

DOCTOR: The wind bites now, and the world is gray, and I am alone here. Canôt see me. 

Doesnôt see me. Canôt...see me. 

CLARA: Who canôt see it? I think all of London can see it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò (The Doctor is translating the  

      dinosaurôs roars in his sleep here, although much of 

      what he says might also be applied to him) 

 

ALF: Itôs not real, of course. 

ELSIE: What is it, then? 

ALF: The government. 

ELSIE: The government? 

ALF: Yeah...Up to their usual tricks. 

ELSIE: Itôs a dinosaur, Alf. A real dinosaur. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

ALF: Itôs the neck. Thatôs whatôs wrong with it. Just donôt look realistic. 

HALF-FACE MAN: You have good eyes. 



  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Oi! Oi! Oi...big sexy woman. Oi. Sorry! Sorry! Itôs all my fault. My time machine...got stuck in 

your throat. It happens. I brought you along by accident. And thatôs mostly how I meet girls. But 

donôt worry. I promise I will get you home. I swear! Whatever it takes, I will keep you safe. You 

will be at home again. 

      -The Doctor, both yelling and miming his thoughts  

      at the T. Rex, just moments before the dinosaur  

      appears to spontaneously combust in ñDeep  

      Breathò 

 

 

Out of the way, human scum. Hyah! Jurassic emergency! Hyah! 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

DOCTOR: She was scared. She was scared and alone. I brought her here and look what they did. 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Who or what could have done this thing? 

 

DOCTOR: No. 

 

VASTRA: Iôm sorry? 

 

DOCTOR: No. That is not the question. That is not where we start.  

 

STRAX: The question is ñhow.ò The flesh itself has been combusted. 

 

DOCTOR: No...no, shut up. What do you all have for brains, pudding? Look at you. Why canôt I 

meet a decent species? Planet...of the pudding-brains. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Doctor...I know youôre upset, but you need to calm down and talk to us. 

What is the question? 

 

DOCTOR: A dinosaur is burning in the heart of London. Nothing left but smoke and flame. The 

question is... Have there been any similar murders? 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Within the optic nerve of the dinosaur...is material of use to our computer systems. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

 

 

 

 

 

Are There Creatures Under Your Bed 

CLARA: Do you know whatôs under there? 

 

RUPERT: What? 

 

CLARA: Me!  

 

      -ñListenò 

 

Whatôs that in the mirror, or the corner of your eye? 

Whatôs that footstep following, but never passing by?... 

Perhaps theyôre all just waiting, perhaps when weôre all dead, 

Out theyôll come a-slithering, from underneath your bed! 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Listen! 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Why are you awake? ... Are you scared? 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Question: Why do we talk, out loud, when we know...weôre alone? Conjecture: 

Because we know weôre not. Evolution perfects survival skills. There are perfect hunters. There 

is perfect defense. Question: Why is there no such thing as perfect hiding? Answer: How would 

you know? Logically, if evolution were to perfect a creature whose primary skill were to hide 

from view, how could you know it existed? It could be with us every second and we would never 

know. How would you detect it...even sense it...except...in those moments, when for no clear 



  

reason, you choose to speak aloud? What would such a creature want? What would it do? Well? 

What would you do?! 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

LISTEN 

      -Written on the blackboard in the TARDIS, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: It looks like your handwriting.  

DOCTOR: Well, I couldnôt have written it and forgotten, could I? 

CLARA: Ha! Have you met you? 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Do you always work here nights? 

 

REG: Most nights, yes. 

 

DOCTOR: You ever end up talking to yourself? 

 

REG: Hm. All the time. Itôs this place. You canôt help it. 

 

DOCTOR: What about your coffee? 

 

REG: My coffee? 

 

DOCTOR: Sometimes, do you put it down, and look round, and itôs not there? 

 

REG: Huh! Everybody does that. 

 

DOCTOR: Yes. Everybody. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: You know sometimes when you talk to yourself, what if youôre not? 

CLARA OSWALD: Not what? 



  

DOCTOR: What if itôs not you youôre talking to? Proposition: What if no one is ever really 

alone? What if every single living being has a companionðA silent passenger? A shadow? What 

if the prickle on the back of your neck, is the breath of something close behind you? 

CLARA: How long have you been traveling alone? 

DOCTOR: Perhaps I never have. 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Whatôs all this? 

DOCTOR: Dreams. Accounts of dreams, by different people, all through history. You see, I have 

a theory. 

CLARA: Iôll bet you have. What theory? 

DOCTOR: I think everybody, at some point in their lives, has the exact same nightmare. You 

wake up, or you think you do, and thereôs someone in the dark, someone close, or you think there 

might be. So you sit up, and turn on the light. And the room looks different at night. It ticks, and 

creaks, and breathes. And you tell yourself thereôs nobody there, nobody watching, nobody 

listening, nobody there at all. And you very nearly believe it. You really, really try. And thenð 

(Hands come out from under the bed and grab your ankles. Boo! Gotcha!!!!) 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: There are accounts of that dream throughout human history. Time and time again, the 

same dream. Now, there is a very obvious question Iôm about to ask you. Do you know what it 

is? 

CLARA OSWALD: Have you had that dream? 

DOCTOR: Exactly. 

CLARA: No, that was me asking you; have you had that dream? 

DOCTOR: I asked first. 

CLARA: No, I did. 

DOCTOR: Ha! You really didnôt. 



  

CLARA: Okay... Yeah. Probably... Yes. But everyone dreams about something under the bed. 

DOCTOR: Why? 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Focus on the dream. Focus on the details. Picture them. Feel them. The TARDIS will 

track on your subconscious, and extract the relevant information. It should be able to home in on 

the moment in your timeline when you first had that dream. And then, weôll see. 

CLARA: What will we see? 

DOCTOR: Whatôs under your bed. 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Nice room. You know, you should have more than one chair. What do you 

do when people come round? 

 

RUPERT PINK: Sit on the bed. 

 

CLARA: Why arenôt you sittinô on it, then? Do you think thereôs somethinô underneath it? 

Hey...everyone thinks that sometimes. Itôs just how people think at night. 

 

RUPERT: Why? 

 

CLARA: Did you have a dream? A hand grabbing your foot? Ya have, havenôt you? Youôve had 

that exact dream. 

 

RUPERT: How did you know? 

 

CLARA: Do you know why dreams are called dreams? 

 

RUPERT: Why? 

 

CLARA: Because theyôre not real. If they were, they wouldnôt need a name.  

 

RUPERT: Whatôre you doing? 

 

CLARA: Do you know whatôs under there? 

 

RUPERT: What? 

 



  

CLARA: Me! Come on! Itôs perfectly safe. See? Nobody here, except us. 

 

RUPERT: Sometimes I hear noises. 

 

CLARA: Itôs a house full of people; of course you hear noises. 

 

RUPERT: Theyôre all asleep. 

 

CLARA: Theyôre all dreaming. 

 

RUPERT: Can you hear dreams? 

 

CLARA: Well, if youôre clever enough. But they canôt harm you. You know, sometimes we 

think thereôs something behind us, and the space under your bedðitôs whatôs behind you at 

night. Simple as that. Thereôs nothing to be afraid of. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Whoôs this? This is a friend of yours playing a game. Playing a trick, are 

you, hey? A little trick on Rupert here? ... Okay. Itôs not funny, this, you know... 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Are you scared? The thing on the bed, whatever it is, look at it. Does it scare you? 

RUPERT PINK: Yes. 

DOCTOR: Well, thatôs good. You want to know why thatôs good? 

RUPERT: Why? 

DOCTOR: Let me tell you about scared. Your heart is beating so hard. I can feel it through 

hands! Thereôs so much blood and oxygen pumping through your brain, itôs like rocket fuel. 

Right now, you could run faster and ya could fight harder; you could jump higher than e-ever in 

your life. And you are so alert, itôs like you can sloow doown tiime. Whatôs wrong with scared? 

Scared is a superpower. Itôs your superpower. There is danger in this room, and guess what? Itôs 

you. Do you feel it? ... Do you think he feels it? Do you think heôs ñscared?ò Nah. Loser. Turn 

your back on him. 

RUPERT: What?! 

DOCTOR: Yeah... Turn your back on him. Come on. You too, Clara. Clara, your back, now. Do 

it. Just do it now. Turn your back. Do it now, turn your back. A lovely view out this window. 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. Come and...see all the dark. 

DOCTOR: The deep and lovely dark. Weôd never see the stars without it. Now, there are two 

possibilities. Possibility one, itôs just one of your friends standing there, and heôs playing a joke 

on you. Possibility two, ...it isnôt. 

CLARA: So... Plan? Plans are good. 

DOCTOR: You on the bed, Iôm talking to you now. Go in peace. We wonôt look. Just go. If all 

you want to do is stay hidden, itôs okay. Just leave.  

... 

CLARA: Is it gone? 

DOCTOR: Donôt look around. Not yet.  

RUPERT: I canôt hear anything. 

DOCTOR: Donôt look round. Look away! Look away now! Donôt look at it! Donôt look round! 

Donôt look round; donôt look at the reflection! 

RUPERT: What is it? 

DOCTOR: Imagine a thing that must never be seen. What would it do if you saw it? 

RUPERT: I donôt know. 

DOCTOR: Neither do I. Close your eyes! 

RUPERT: What? 

DOCTOR: Close your eyes. You too, Clara. Give it what it wants. Prove to it that youôre not 

gonna look at it. Make a promise. A promise youôre not going to look at it. 

RUPERT: I promise never to look. 

DOCTOR: The breath on the back of your neck...like your hairôs standing on end. That means, 

donôt look round. 

       -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Gone? 

DOCTOR: Gone. 



  

RUPERT PINK: He took my bedspread. 

DOCTOR: Oh, the human race. Youôre never happy, are ya? 

      -ñListenò 

 

RUPERT PINK: Am I safe now? 

DOCTOR: Nobodyôs safe, especially not at night, in the dark. Anything can get you. Youôre all 

the way up here, youôre all alone... 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So... Is it possible that weôve just saved that kid from another kid in a 

bedspread? 

DOCTOR: Entirely possible, yes. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Afraid of the dark? But the dark...is empty now. 

COL. ORSON PINK: No. No, it isnôt. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 Youôll be safe in here. Nothing gets through those doors, I promise. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What are we doing? 

DOCTOR: Waiting. 

CLARA: For what? For who? If everybody in the universe is dead, then thereôs nobody out there. 

DOCTOR: Thatôs one way of looking at it. 

CLARA: Whatôs the other? 



  

DOCTOR: Thatôs a hell of a lot of ghosts. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

DONôT OPEN THE DOOR 

-Written on the main hatch of Orson Pinkôs Time 

Shot, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Where did that come from? 

DOCTOR: Itôs always been there. Itôs only visible in the night lights. 

CLARA: But, who wrote it? 

DOCTOR: Colonel Pink. Apparently, at night, he needs a reminder. Six months stranded alone. I 

suppose it must be tempting.  

CLARA: What is? 

DOCTOR: Company. 

(Creaking noise) 

CLARA: Whatôs that? 

DOCTOR: What kind of explanation would you like? 

CLARA: A reassuring one. 

DOCTOR: Well, the...systems are switching to low power. There are temperature differentials 

all over this ship; itôs like...pipes banging when the heating goes off. 

CLARA: Always thought there was something in the pipes. 

DOCTOR: Me, too. 

      -ñListenò 

 

(Screaming sounds) 

DOCTOR: Atmospheric pressure equalizing... 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Or...? 

DOCTOR: Company. 

CLARA: Why are we doing this? Why donôt we just go? 

DOCTOR: Because I need to know. 

CLARA: Why? About what? 

DOCTOR: Suppose that there are creatures that live to hide. That only show themselves to the 

very young, or the very old, or the mad, or anyone who wouldnôt be believed. 

CLARA: Okay, sð 

DOCTOR: What would those creatures do, when everyone was gone? When there was only one 

man left standing in the universe? 

(Banging) 

CLARA: Whatôs that? 

DOCTOR: Potentially, the hull cooling. 

CLARA: Potentially? 

DOCTOR: Believably. (More banging) Someone knocking. Yes. 

CLARA: Doctor... You donôt actually believe all this, do you? Hiding creatures, things from 

under the bed. 

DOCTOR: ñWhatôs that in the mirror, or the corner of your eye? Whatôs that footstep following, 

but never passing by?ò 

CLARA: Did we come to the end of the universe because of a nursery rhyme? 

(The Doctor unlocks the main hatch with his sonic screwdriver; the opening mechanism starts to 

turn...) 

CLARA: Thatôs you turning it, right? 

DOCTOR: No. Get in the TARDIS. 

CLARA: Why? 

DOCTOR: I have to know. 

CLARA: Doctor. Doctor? 



  

DOCTOR: TARDIS, now. 

CLARA: Okay. Okay. Somebody is out there. Now we know. We can leave. Ohhh, Doctor!  

DOCTOR: Itôs a pressure lock; releasing it couldôve triggered the opening mechanism. 

CLARA: Is there even an atmosphere out there? 

DOCTOR: There is an air shell around the ship. Why are you still here? 

CLARA: Because I am not gonna leave you in danger! 

DOCTOR: Then you will never travel with me again, because that is the deal! TARDIS! Now!! 

Do as you are told!!! 

CLARA: Youôre an idiot. 

... 

DOCTOR: I know. 

      -ñListenò 

 

COL. ORSON PINK: Whatôs happening? 

CLARA: Heôs opening the door. 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Whatôs that? 

COL. ORSON PINK: Itôs the alarm. The air shellôs breached. Stay here. 

      -ñListenò 

 

What happened? What did you see? Whatôs out there?  

      -Col. Orson Pink, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Is he okay? 



  

COL. ORSON PINK: Oh, heôs out cold. Heôll be fine, though. 

CLARA: Ohh. Something hit him. 

ORSON: Everything was flying out of that door. 

CLARA: Couldôve been that. 

ORSON: Yeah.  

CLARA: What was out there? What were you so afraid of? 

ORSON: Iôve been here a long time. My own shadow, probably. 

CLARA: Yeah. 

(Creepy, intense rumbling and creaking) 

ORSON: ôTôs probably just the rest of the air escapinô. 

CLARA: You say ñprobablyò a lot. 

(More creaking, a loud hydraulic-sounding screech; the time shot and TARDIS jolt violently) 

ORSON: We are safe? Nothing can get in here, right? 

CLARA: Probably. 

      -ñListenò 

 

COL. ORSON PINK: Have you got a plan? 

CLARA: Telepathic circuits. I left a trace in them before. 

ORSON: So? 

CLARA: So, apparently, that can do a thing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Itôs okay. This is just a dream. Just lie back again. Just lie back on the bed. Itôll be okay if you 

just lie down, and go to sleep. Just do that for me. Just sleep. Listen... This is just a dream. But 

very clever people can hear dreams. So, please, just listen. I know youôre afraid...but being afraid 

is all right. Because didnôt anybody ever tell you? Fear is a superpower. Fear can make you 

faster, and cleverer, and stronger. And one day, youôre gonna come back to this barn, and on that 



  

day, youôre going to be very afraid indeed. But thatôs okay. Because if youôre very wise, and 

very strong, fear doesnôt have to make you cruel or cowardly. Fear can make you kind... It 

doesnôt matter if thereôs nothing under the bed, or in the dark, so long as you know itôs okay to 

be afraid of it... So, listen. If you listen to nothing else, listen to this. Youôre always gonna be 

afraid...even if you learn to hide it. Fear is like...a companion. A constant companion, always 

there. But thatôs okay, because fear can bring us together. Fear can bring you home. Iôm gonna 

leave you something, just so youôll always remember; fear makes companions of us all. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What if there was nothing? What if there was never anything? Nothing 

under the bed. Nothing at the door. What if...the big, bad Time Lord doesnôt want to admit heôs 

just afraid of the dark?  

DOCTOR: Where are we? Have we moved? Where have we landed? 

CLARA: Donôt look where we are. Take off and promise me you will never look where weôve 

been. 

DOCTOR: Why? 

CLARA: Just take off. Donôt ask questions. 

DOCTOR: I donôt take orders, Clara.  

CLARA: Do as youôre told. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 

On Meeting Aliens in General 

CLARA: Is it aliens? Oh, my God, i-is that why youôre here? Are there aliens?  

DOCTOR: Itôs assembly. Youôd better get going. Go and worship something. 

CLARA: Are there aliens in this school? 

DOCTOR: Listen, itôs lovely talking to you, but, uh, Iôve really got to get on. Iôm a caretaker 

now. Look, Iôve got a brush.  

CLARA: Doctor. Is there an alien in this school? 



  

DOCTOR: Yes, me. Now, go. The walls need sponging and thereôs a sinister puddle. 

CLARA: You canôt do this. You cannot pass yourself off as a real person among actual people. 

DOCTOR: I lived among otters once for a month. Well, I sulked. River and I, we had this big 

fight. Ið 

CLARA: Human beings are not otters! 

DOCTOR: Exactly. Itôll be even easier. 

CLARA: Okay. You are... One question. And you will answer this question. Are the kids safe? 

DOCTOR: No. Nobody is safe. But soon the answer will be ñyes, everybody is safe,ò if you let 

me get on now. Pretend you donôt know me. Stay out of my way. The less you know, the better. 

Iôll explain it all later. Go and sing with the otters. 

CLARA: I hate you. 

DOCTOR: Thatôs fine; thatôs a perfectly normal reaction. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

On Dealing with Enemies 

 

 

Director Karabraxos 

MS. DELPHOX: Customers are leaving. Director Karabraxos will be...concerned. Our jobs will 

be on the line. 

DOCTOR: Youôre scared. 

MS. DELPHOX: Ha, oh! Iôm terrified. I have the disadvantage of knowing Karabraxos... 

personally.  

DOCTOR: If you donôt like your boss, why stay? 

MS. DELPHOX: My face fits.  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 



  

PSI: How were you paid? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. Thereôs something in the private vault. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Whatôs that? 

PSI: Supply line. Itôs the only oxygen down to the private vault. And thereôs another one for 

water, for basic life support. 

CLARA OSWALD: What, for a private vault? 

DOCTOR: Someone likes to hang out with their wealth. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Director Karabraxos? Excuse us, but weôve come to rob you. So if you want to put 

your hands above your head, or... 

DIRECTOR KARABRAXOS: Or? You didnôt bring any weapons. Heh! Well! Thatôs a bit of an 

oversight. Security, Karabraxos here. 

DOCTOR: Youôre Karabraxos? 

KARABRAXOS: One moment. 

MS. DELPHOX (on screen): Director Karabraxos. is there a problem? 

KARABRAXOS: Intruders in the private vault. Send me the Teller. I want to find out how they 

got in, and then I want to wipe their memories. 

DOCTOR: Sheôs a clone. 

KARABRAXOS: Itôs the only way to control my own security. I have a clone in every facility. 

Get on it right away. 

MS. DELPHOX: Yes, of course. 

KARABRAXOS: And then, hand in your credentials. Youôre fired. With immediate effect. 

MS. DELPHOX: Huh! But please, Iôve been in your service fð 



  

KARABRAXOS: Ever since the last one let me down, and I was forced to kill it. I canôt quite 

believe that youôre putting me through this again. ... My clone. And yet she doesnôt even protest. 

Pale imitation, really. Ha! I should sue. 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre...killing her? You just saidð 

KARABRAXOS: ñFired?ò I put all of the used clones into the incinerator. Canôt have too many 

of moi scattered around. 

PSI: Sorry, you donôt get on with your own clone? 

DOCTOR: She hates her own clones. She burns her own clones. Frankly, youôre a career break 

for the right therapist. Shut up. Everybody, just...just shut up. 

KARABRAXOS: And what is this display, now, as amusing as you are? 

DOCTOR: Shut up. Just shut up, shut up, shut up, shuttety up up up. What...what did you say? 

What did...what did you say? What did you say, about your own eyes? De-shut up! Say it again. 

SAIBRA: ñHow can you trust someone if they look back at you out of your own eyes?ò 

DOCTOR: I know one thing about the Architect. What is it that I know about the Architect? I 

know one thing, something that I have known from the very start. 

CLARA: What? 

DOCTOR: I hate him! Heôs overbearing, heôs manipulative, he likes to think that heôs very 

clever. I hate him! Clara, donôt you see? (Bangs on a priceless gong for dramatic effect) I hate 

the Architect. 

KARABRAXOS: What in the name of sanity is going on in this room now? 

DOCTOR: Weôre getting sanity judgment from the self-burner. Do you mind if I borrow a little 

bit of paper? 

KARABRAXOS: And what are you doing now? 

DOCTOR: Iôm giving you...my telephone number. 

KARABRAXOS: Why? 

DOCTOR: Well...I thought you might like to call me someday. 

(He places the folded piece of paper on her desk. On the front heôs written: IôM A TiME 

TRAVEllER) 



  

DOCTOR: Sorry, I thought we were getting along famously. Am I, like, misreading the signals 

or something? 

(Ominous rumble of thunder) 

DOCTOR: Oh, boy, that was a big one, wasnôt it? I think that your bank is about to close for 

good, Karabraxos. If I was you, Iôd get going. Donôt mind us; weôll just stay here and burn. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Hard to know what to take. The greatest treasures of the universe in just one suitcase. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Hey! Gimme a call sometime. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Doors opening. 

DIRECTOR KARABRAXOS: Youôll be dead. 

DOCTOR: Yeah. Youôll be old; weôll get on famously. Youôll be old, and full of regret for the 

things that you canôt change. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Doors closing. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

MADAME KARABRAXOS: Doctor. 

DOCTOR: Hello? 

KARABRAXOS: You gave me this number. My name is Madame Karabraxos. I was once...the 

wealthiest person in the universe. I need your assistance. I am dying, with many, many regrets. 

But one, perhaps, you may be able to help me with. 

-ñTime Heistò 

 

 

The Half-Face Man 



  

DOCTOR: Captain, my captain. 

CLARA OSWALD: Can he see us? 

DOCTOR: Dormant. 

CLARA: Hopinô? 

DOCTOR: Yeah. Oh, look. Heôs recharging. Heôs asleep. He doesnôt even know weôre here. 

CLARA: Are you sure? 

DOCTOR: Sure, not sure--one or the other. 

CLARA: Okay, so...half-man, half-robot. A...cyborg, yeah? 

DOCTOR: Oh. 

CLARA: Oh? 

DOCTOR: Ohhh... 

CLARA: Ohh...? 

DOCTOR: Look at the hands. 

CLARA: What about them? 

DOCTOR Look at them. 

CLARA: Iôm looking. 

DOCTOR: They donôt match. These hands donôt belong to the same body. 

CLARA: I donôt understand. 

DOCTOR: Well, I donôt blame you. See, this...this is not your normal cyborg. This isnôt a man 

turning himself into a robot. This is a robot turning himself...into a man, piece by piece. 

CLARA: Thatôs what the restaurantôs for. 

DOCTOR: Well, it would need a constant supply of spare parts. You can tan skin, but organs rot. 

Some of that metalwork, it looks Roman. Wonder how long itôs been around, how much of the 

original is even left. The eyeballs look very fresh, though. 

CLARA: Eww. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

CLARA OSWALD: Is it awake? 

DOCTOR: Itôs wakinô up...I think. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

You are...barely a droid any more. Thereôs more human in you than machine. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Okay! Okay, okay! Okay, yes, yes, yes, I am crying and itôs just because I am...very...frightened 

of you.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Ah. Iôve seen this before. Iôm missing something. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Iôve seen this...before. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I burned an ancient, beautiful creature for one inch of optic nerve. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Fifty-first century, right? Time travelling spaceship. Crashed in the past. Youôre 

trying to get home the long way round. 

HALF-FACE MAN: I go to the Promised Land. 

DOCTOR: So you keep saying. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

You canôt patch up a spaceship with human remains. You know, this really is ringing a bell. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: What are you doing? 

DOCTOR: Iôve got the horrible feeling Iôm gonna have to kill you. I thought you might 

appreciate a drink first. I know I would. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: How would you kill me? 

DOCTOR: Why donôt you have a drink first? Itôs only human. 

HALF-FACE MAN: I am not human. 

DOCTOR: Neither am I. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: How could you kill me? 

DOCTOR: For the same reason that youôre asking me that question--because you donôt really 

want to carry on. Whatôll happen to the other droids when you die? Youôre the control node, 

arenôt you? Presumably, theyôll deactivate. 

HALF-FACE MAN: I will not die. I will  reach the Promised Land. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: I am not dead. 

DOCTOR: You are a broom. QUESTIONðYou take a broom, you replace the handle...and then 

later, you replace the brush, and you do that over and over again. Is it still the same broom? 

ANSWERðNo, of course it isnôt. But you can still sweep the floor. Which is not strictly 

relevant, skip that last part. You have replaced every piece of yourself, mechanical and organic, 



  

time and time again. Thereôs not a trace of the original you left. You probably canôt even 

remember where you got that face from. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Self-destruction is against my basic program. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

This...is over. Are you capable of admitting that? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The Master 

 

Ms. Delphox 

This is Ms. Delphox, Head of Bank Security. I sent you to investigate an off-world intruder. 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Sheôs a clone. 

KARABRAXOS: Itôs the only way to control my own security. I have a clone in every facility. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

KARABRAXOS: Hand in your credentials. Youôre fired. With immediate effect. 

MS. DELPHOX: Huh! But please, Iôve been in your service fð 

KARABRAXOS: Ever since the last one let me down, and I was forced to kill it. I canôt quite 

believe that youôre putting me through this again. ... My clone. And yet she doesnôt even protest. 

Pale imitation, really. Ha! I should sue. 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre...killing her? You just saidð 



  

KARABRAXOS: ñFired?ò I put all of the used clones into the incinerator. Canôt have too many 

of moi scattered around. 

PSI: Sorry, you donôt get on with your own clone? 

DOCTOR: She hates her own clones. She burns her own clones. Frankly, youôre a career break 

for the right therapist. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

The Sheriff of Nottingham 

Let it not be said that the Sheriff of Nottingham is a poor host. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

That villain the Sheriff! 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Stupid, stupid Sheriff. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Heôs a moron.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Youôre the one with the robot army. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Tell me your story. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Tell me yours. 

CLARA: Oh, no, no, no. But you have to go first. 



  

SHERIFF: Why so? 

CLARA: Because great men always precede. 

SHERIFF: You have a point. 

CLARA: Your story, then. 

SHERIFF: Once upon a time, there was a brave...and clever, and handsome man. 

CLARA: Ha. I can almost picture him. Donôt even have to close my eyes. 

SHERIFF: Unappreciated by his royal master. 

CLARA: Prince John?  

SHERIFF: The very same. 

CLARA: Then came the lights in the sky, and everything changed. 

SHERIFF: The skyship came to Earth in a fury of fire. 

CLARA: Iôd almost call it a crash. I remember it well. 

SHERIFF: A craft from the heavenly spheres, bedight with twinkling lights, and miracles beyond 

imagining. The most beautiful thing the brave, and handsome, man had ever seen. 

CLARA: And I suppose the mechanical men saw you as their natural leader? 

SHERIFF: It was I, and I alone, to whom the mechanical men within imparted their secrets. 

Shortly I shall be the most powerful man in the realm. King in all but name, for Nottingham is 

not enough. 

CLARA: It isnôt? 

SHERIFF: After this...Derby. 

CLARA: Right. 

SHERIFF: Then...Lincoln. And after Lincolnð 

CLARA: Worksop? 

SHERIFF: The world! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

CLARA OSWALD: So what are you hanging around here for, then, Your Majesty? Why are you 

bothering to squeeze pips out of peasants if youôve got a skyship on standby? 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Enough questions. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: You are indeed an ingenious fellow, Doctor. But do you really 

think your peasantsô revolt can stop me? 

DOCTOR: I rather think youôre the revolting one around here... Iôm bantering, Iôm bantering... 

Listen to me. You donôt have enough gold content to seal the engine breach. If you try and take 

off, youôll wipe out half of England. 

SHERIFF: Liar! From my sky vessel, I shall rule omnipotent. 

DOCTOR: You pudding-headed primitive, shut down the engines. What youôre doing will alter 

the course of history. 

SHERIFF: I sincerely hope so...or I wouldnôt be bothering. 

DOCTOR: Listen to me. It doesnôt have to end like this. Shut it all down. Return Clara to me, 

and Iôll do what I can. 

SHERIFF: I donôt have Clara. 

DOCTOR: Robinôs one of yours. 

SHERIFF: What did you say? 

DOCTOR: Heôs one of your tin-headed puppets, just like these brutes here. 

SHERIFF: Robin Hood is not one of mine. 

DOCTOR: Of course he is. Heôs a robot, created by your mechanical mates. 

SHERIFF: Why would they do that? 

DOCTOR: To pacify the locals, give them false hope; heôs the opiate of the masses. 

SHERIFF: Why would we create an enemy to fight us? What sense would that make? That 

would be a terrible idea. 

DOCTOR: Yes! Yes, it would, wou... wouldnôt it? ...That would be a rubbish idea. Why would 

you do that? But he canôt be... Heôs not real. Heôs a legend! 



  

ROBIN HOOD: Too kind!  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

QUAYLE: In the name of all thatôs holy, take our moneys, take your treasure, but spare my 

ward. 

QUAYLEôS WARD: Nay, do not fuss. All will be well. 

QUAYLE: This is the Sheriffôs doing. If he were here now, Iôd tear out his black heart! 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Would you now? 

GIRL: Aaaaaahhhhh! 

SHERIFF: Or are you as milk-livered as your name suggests, Master Quayle? 

QUAYLE: Take me. Spare this dear child. 

SHERIFF: Take you? A lardy lack-wit like you? Itôs labor we require at the castle. Labor and 

gold. Not old men and their worthless baubles. 

      -Quayle, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

QUAYLE: Your days are numbered, you cur! 

(He spits on the Sheriff of Nottingham face) 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: You shall live to regret that. Actually...no. You wonôt. 

(The Sheriff stabs Quayle in the belly with his sword) 

      -Quayle, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ALAN A DALE: Strange, though, is it not? 

LITTLE JOHN: What? 

ALAN: All this looting that the Sheriff is doing, and yet, ôtis only ever gold that he takes. Pearls, 

rubies, all the precious jewels of the realm seem no consequence to him. Only gold. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

DOCTOR: You and your fancy robots. I get it. I understand. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Oh, so you too know my plans? 

DOCTOR: You and your robots plundering the surrounding countryside for all itôs worthð 

Gold. Gold. Of course. Gold. You are creating a matrix of gold to repair the engine circuitry. 

SHERIFF: This is the scheme the Mechanicals have devised. Soon this skyship will depart. 

Destination, London. There I will obliterate the King and take my rightful place as ruler of this 

sceptered isle. 

DOCTOR: It wonôt work. Thereôs not a chance. Iôve seen the instruments. Thereôs been too 

much damage. You are stoking up a gigantic bomb! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I shall avenge every slight, outlaw!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: You have been a thorn in my side!  

ROBIN HOOD: Hyah! 

SHERIFF: Oooh! 

ROBIN HOOD: Yah! Oh well, everyone should have a hobby.  

SHERIFF: Yuh! 

ROBIN: Mineôs annoying you. 

SHERIFF: Iôll have you boiled in oil at the castle by sunset. 

ROBIN: Can we make it a little earlier, ôcause thatôs a little past my bedtime! 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Iôm too much for you, outlaw. The first of a new breed. Half 

man, half engine! ... Never aging. Never tiring. 



  

ROBIN HOOD: Are you still talking?  

      -As the two men sword fight in ñRobot of   

      Sherwoodò 

 

Bow down before your new king, you prince of knaves!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

       



  

 

 

VII. MISSY, GATEKEEPER OF THE NETHERSPHERE 

 

Hello-o-o! Iôm Missy. You made it. 

      -Missy, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Hello. Iôm Missy. Welcome to Heaven. Would you like some tea? Little splosh? Lovely. 

      -Missy, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 



 

VII. THE MYSTERIOUS WOMAN 

 

DOCTOR: I saw your advert, I figured it out. Iôm happy to play your game. 

CLARA OSWALD: No. Nðnðno. IðI didnôt place the ad. You placed the ad. 

DOCTOR: No, I didnôt.  

CLARA: Yes, you placed the ad, I figured it out. ñImpossible Girl.ò See? ñLunch.ò 

DOCTOR: No, look, the Impossible... That is a message from the Impossible Girl. 

CLARA: For the Impossible...Girl. 

DOCTOR: Ooh... 

CLARA: Oh... 

DOCTOR: Well, if neither of us placed the ad, who placed that ad? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Who put that advert in the paper? 

DOCTOR: Who gave you my number? A long time ago, remember? You were given the number 

of a computer helpline, and you ended up phoning the TARDIS. Who gave you that number? 

CLARA: The...woman. The woman in the shop. 

DOCTOR: Then thereôs a woman out there whoôs very keen that we stay together. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 



 

VII. THE TIME LORDS 

 

 

 

 

GALLIFREY 

 

 

 

 

 

THE TIME WAR 

 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Weôre flying our three TARDISes into your lower atmosphere. 

TENTH DOCTOR: Weôre positioned at equidistant intervals around the globe. ñEquidistant.ò So 

grown up. 

WAR DOCTOR: Just about ready to do it. 

GENERAL: Ready to do what? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Weôre going to freeze Gallifrey. 

GENERAL: Iôm sorry? What? 

TENTH DOCTOR: Using our TARDISes, weôre going to freeze Gallifrey in a single moment in 

time. 

WAR DOCTOR: You know, like those stasis cubes? A single moment in time, held in a parallel 

pocket universe. 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Except weôre going to do it to a whole planet. 

TENTH DOCTOR: And all the people on it. 

GENERAL: What? Even if that were possibleðwhich it isnôt, why would you do such a thing? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Because the alternative is burning. 

TENTH DOCTOR: And Iôve seen that. 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: And I never want to see it again. 



  

GENERAL: Weôd be lost in another universe, frozen in a single moment. Weôd have nothing. 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: You would have hope. And right now, that is exactly what you donôt 

have. 

GENERAL: Itôs delusional. Theðthe calculations alone would take hundreds of years. 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Oh, hundreds and hundreds. 

TENTH DOCTOR: But donôt worry, I started a very long time ago. 

FIRST DOCTOR: Calling the War Council of Gallifrey. This is the Doctor. 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: You might say, Iôve been doing this all my lives. 

SECOND DOCTOR: Good luck. 

THIRD DOCTOR: Standing by. 

SECOND DOCTOR: Ready. 

FOURTH DOCTOR: Commencing calculations. 

FIFTH DOCTOR: Soon be there. 

SEVENTH DOCTOR: Across the boundaries that divide one universe from another. 

SIXTH DOCTOR: Got to lock on to his coordinates. 

DOCTOR: And for my next trick. 

GENERAL: I didnôt know when I was well off. All twelve of them! 

TWELFTH DOCTOR: No, sir. Ha! All thirteen! 

ANDROGAR: Sir! The Daleks know that something is happening. Theyôre increasing their fire 

power. 

GENERAL: Do it, Doctor. Just do it. Do it! 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Okay. Gentlemen, weôre ready. Geronimooooooo! 

TENTH DOCTOR: Allons-y! 

WAR DOCTOR: Oh, for Godôs sake. Gallifrey stands! 

      -ñThe Day of the Doctorò 

 



  

 

The Return of Gallifrey 

 

 

 



  

 

 

VIII. HUMANS 

 

Earthling scum.  

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Oh, the human race. Youôre never happy, are ya? 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Spare no humans. Exterminate them all. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Exterminate the humans. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Those people down there...theyôre never small to me. Donôt make assumptions about how far I 

will go to protect them, because Iôve already come a very long way! 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Humans feel pain. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: I love monkeys, theyôre so funny. 

JENNY FLINT: Oh, I see. So people are monkeys now, are they? 



  

VASTRA: No, dear. People are apes. Men are monkeys. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

What do you all have for brains, pudding? Look at you. Why canôt I meet a decent species?  

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Have you seen the size of human brains? Theyôre hilarious. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

Look at them all, gawking. 

 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

I am...very...frightened of you. If you know anything about human beings, that means, 

you...youôre in a lot of trouble. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: You canôt do this. You cannot pass yourself off as a real person among actual people. 

DOCTOR: I lived among otters once for a month. Well, I sulked. River and I, we had this big 

fight. Ið 

CLARA: Human beings are not otters! 

DOCTOR: Exactly. Itôll be even easier. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Earth 

Planet...of the pudding-brains. 

 



  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

 

 

IX. ALIEN WORLDS 

 

Aristotle 

DOCTOR: The Aristotleôs the big fella, parked in the asteroid belt, yeah? 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Itôs shielded. 

DOCTOR: More or less. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The Aristotle wasnôt always hidden. The Daleks got here before us. 

-Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: This isnôt a battleship. Medical insignia. Itôs a hospital. 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: We donôt need hospitals now. Daleks donôt leave any wounded. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The security of this base is absolute. So weôre still going to have to kill you. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Shoot him, bag him, and throw him outside. 

-Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The rebel ship has been identified. Prepare fourteen Daleks. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

 

The Bank of Karabraxos 

The unbreakable bank. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

This is the Bank of Karabraxos, the most secure bank in the galaxy. A fortress for the super-rich. 

If you can afford your own star system, this is where you keep it. No one sets foot on the planet 

without protocols. All movement is monitored, all air consumption regulated. DNA is 

authenticated at every stage. Intruders will be incinerated. Each vault, buried deep in the earth, is 

accessed by a drop-slot at the planetôs surface. Itôs atomically sealed, an unbreakable lock. The 

atoms have all been scrambled. Your presence on this planet is unauthorized. A team will be 

despatched to terminate you... Your survival depends on following my instructions... All the 

informations you need is in this case...The Bank of Karabraxos is impregnable... The Bank of 

Karabraxos has never been breached. You will rob the Bank of Karabraxos. 

      -The Architect, ñTime Heistò 

 

This is bank security! Open up! 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

Open up, and you shall be humanely disposed of. 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

Please stand away from the door. We do not wish to hurt you before we incinerate you. 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Weôre actually gonna do it? Rob the bank? 

DOCTOR: I donôt think we have a choice; weôve already agreed to. 



  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Question one: Robbing banks is easy if youôve got a TARDIS. So why am I not using 

it? 

CLARA OSWALD: Question two, where is the TARDIS? 

DOCTOR: Okay, that probably should be question one. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Banking floor locking down. 

SAIBRA (disguised as Mr. Porrima): They know weôre here. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Banking floor locking down. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

GUARD: Four bank visitors just entered a safety-deposit box. 

MS. DELPHOX: The greatest bank in the galaxy. Our reputation must remain secure. The 

Director will blame us. Weôll be fired... Fired with pain. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

We must locate them. And Director Karabraxos must not know. When people get fired here, itôs 

messy.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: The floor below is all service corridors, the veins and arteries of the bank. ... He 

wants us to blow through the floor. 

SAIBRA: Well, weôll die if we do that. 

DOCTOR: Well, not necessarily. There must be a plan. 

CLARA OSWALD: What if the plan is, weôre blowing up the floor for someone else? What if 

weôre not supposed to make it out alive? 

DOCTOR: Ah, donôt be so...pessimistic; itôll affect team morale. 



  

SAIBRA: What, and getting us blown up wonôt? 

DOCTOR: Well, only very, very briefly. 

PSI: Uh, no. No way. You can do what you like. Iôm gonna take my chances out there. 

CLARA: Psi... 

PSI: No, no, no. This guyðyour mateðis a lunatic.  

DOCTOR: What do you want, Psi, more than anything else? Whatever it is, itôs in this bank. 

You agreed to rob the most impregnable bank in history. You mustôve had a very good reason. 

We all must have. Picture the thing you want most in the universeðand decide how badly you 

want it. Well?  

PSI: Still donôt understand why youôre in charge. 

DOCTOR: Basically, itôs the eyebrows. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Nice. Dimensional shift bomb. Sends the particles to a different plane. Come on then, Team Not 

Dead! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

SAIBRA: WellðSo, whatôre we supposed to do now? Whatôs the plan? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. Well, the Architect set all this up. It should make sense. My personal 

plan is that a thing will probably happen quite soon. 

SAIBRA: Oh, so thatôs it? Thatôs your plan? 

DOCTOR: Yep. 

SAIBRA: A thing will happen? 

DOCTOR: A thing...probably. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Hey! You okay? 



  

DOCTOR: No. Iôm an amnesiac robbing a bank. Why would I be okay? 

CLARA: Because of Saibra... 

DOCTOR: What? Saibra is dead; we are alive. Prioritize if you wanna stay that way. 

PSI: Oh! Is that why you call yourself ñthe Doctorò? The professional detachment. 

... 

DOCTOR: Listen. When weôre done here, by all means, you go and find yourself a shoulder to 

cry on. Youôll probably need that. Till then, what you need is me! 

CLARA: Underneath it all, ôe isnôt really like that. 

PSI: Itôs very obvious that youôve been with him for a while. 

CLARA: Why? 

PSI: Because you are really good at the excuses. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

MS. DELPHOX: Report, please. What was the disturbance? 

GUARD: Solar storm getting worse. Interfering with our systems. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Storm. Stormôs tripping the system. Thatôs what heôs got, a storm. 

CLARA OSWALD: How would he know when a storm would hit? 

DOCTOR: Ha, ha ha. Of course. Stupid, stupid Doctor. Of course, of course.  

CLARA: Of course, what? 

DOCTOR: Whoever planned all this, theyôre in the future. This isnôt just a bank heist; itôs a time 

travel heist. Weôve been sent back in time, to the exact moment of the storm, to be in exactly the 

right place when it hits, because thatôs the only time that the bank is vulnerable. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Vault unlocked. 

DOCTOR: The bank is now open. 



  

COMPUTER VOICE: Vault unlocked. 

DOCTOR: Come on. Explains why weôre not here in the TARDIS. 

CLARA: Sorry, what? 

DOCTOR: The solar disruption would have made navigation impossible. The one time the bank 

is vulnerable is the one time we canôt just land. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Intruders are most welcome. They remind us that the bank is impregnable. Itôs good for morale 

to have a few of you scattered about the place, preferably on view. Are you ready for your close-

up? If youôre thinking of ways to escape, the Teller will know before youôve even made a move. 

Youôll never be bothered by all that thinking again.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Looked  like death. It was actually a teleporter. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, my God! Ha ha! 

PSI: Good, eh? You think weôre dead, so the Teller thinks weôre dead, and we play the creature 

at his own mind games. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no, no. Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait. What? Sorry? Sorry, what? You, 

you, youôre, y-y-youôre alive? 

SAIBRA: Well, yeah. Weôre alive. Now, look at us. Weôre all alive. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no. Not dead. Alive. 

PSI: Thereôs an escape ship in orbit. Takes you right there. Oh, and thereôs this...big blue box. Is 

that yours? 

DOCTOR: Well, this is good. I suppose. Youôll be able to resume the mission. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

MS. DELPHOX: Director Karabraxos. Is there a problem?  



  

KARABRAXOS: Intruders in the private vault. Send me the Teller. I want to find out how they 

got in, and then I want to wipe their memories. 

DOCTOR: Sheôs a clone. 

KARABRAXOS: Itôs the only way to control my own security. I have a clone in every facility. 

Get on it right away. 

MS. DELPHOX: Yes, of course. 

KARABRAXOS: And then, hand in your credentials. Youôre fired. With immediate effect. 

MS. DELPHOX: Huh! But please, Iôve been in your service fð 

KARABRAXOS: Ever since the last one let me down, and I was forced to kill it. I canôt quite 

believe that youôre putting me through this again. ... My clone. And yet she doesnôt even protest. 

Pale imitation, really. Ha! I should sue. 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre...killing her? You just saidð 

KARABRAXOS: ñFired?ò I put all of the used clones into the incinerator. Canôt have too many 

of moi scattered around. 

PSI: Sorry, you donôt get on with your own clone? 

DOCTOR: She hates her own clones. She burns her own clones. Frankly, youôre a career break 

for the right therapist. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

The Last Planet 

CLARA OSWALD: Where are we? 

DOCTOR: The end of the road. This is it. The end of everything. The last planet. 

CLARA: The end of the universe? 

DOCTOR: The TARDIS isnôt supposed to come this far, but some idiot turned the safeguards 

off. Listen! 

CLARA: To what?  



  

DOCTOR: Nothing. Thereôs nothing to hear. Thereôs nothing, anywhere. Not a breath. Not a 

slither. Not a click, or a tick. All the clocks are stopped. This is the silence...at the end of time. 

      -ñListenò 

 

The universe is dead. Everything that ever was is dead and gone.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Orson Pinkôs Time Shot 

DOCTOR: The end of the road. This is it. The end of everything. The last planet. 

CLARA: The end of the universe? 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: The universe is dead. Everything that ever was is dead and gone. Thereôs nothing 

beyond this door but nothingness, forever. So why is it locked? 

ORSON: Please. Donôt make me spend another night here. 

DOCTOR: Afraid of the dark? But the dark...is empty now. 

ORSON: No. No, it isnôt. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Then how did [Orson Pink] get here? 

      -ñListenò 

 

Pioneer time traveler. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Rode the first of the great time shots. They were supposed to fire him into the middle 

of next week. 

CLARA: What happened? 

DOCTOR: He went a bit far. 

CLARA: A bit? 

DOCTOR: A big bit. 

      -ñListenò 

 

There is an air shell around the ship. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

The Robot Knightsô Spaceship 

DESTINATION: 

THE PROMISED LAND 

-From the Robot Knightsô Spaceshipôs databank, 

ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF: The skyship came to Earth in a fury of fire. 

CLARA: Iôd almost call it a crash. I remember it well. 

SHERIFF: A craft from the heavenly spheres, bedight with twinkling lights, and miracles beyond 

imagining. The most beautiful thing the brave, and handsome, man had ever seen. 

CLARA: And I suppose the mechanical men saw you as their natural leader? 

SHERIFF: It was I, and I alone, to whom the mechanical men within imparted their secrets.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

ROBIN HOOD: What is this place? 

DOCTOR: A spaceship. More twenty-ninth century than twelfth. Data banks, data banks, data 

banks. Where was this ship headed? ... The Promised Land again. Like the Half-Faced Man, but 

more sophisticated. It disguised itself as a twelfth century castle. It merges into the culture. Tries 

to keep a low profile, so no one notices. That explains the robot knights. But the engines. The 

engines are damaged. Theyôre leaking radiation into the local atmosphere, creating a temporary 

climate of staggering benevolence. 

ROBIN: I beg pardon? 

DOCTOR: Told you. Itôs too sunny. Itôs too green. And there is even an evil sheriff to oppress 

the locals. This explains everything, even you. 

ROBIN: It does? 

DOCTOR: Well, what does every oppressed peasant workforce need? The illusion of hope. 

Some silly story to get them through the day, lull them into docility, and keep them working. 

Shipôs data banks. Full of every myth and legend you could hope for, including...Robin Hood. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: You and your robots plundering the surrounding countryside for all itôs worthð 

Gold. Gold. Of course. Gold. You are creating a matrix of gold to repair the engine circuitry. 

SHERIFF: This is the scheme the Mechanicals have devised. Soon this skyship will depart. 

Destination, London. There I will obliterate the King and take my rightful place as ruler of this 

sceptered isle. 

DOCTOR: It wonôt work. Thereôs not a chance. Iôve seen the instruments. Thereôs been too 

much damage. You are stoking up a gigantic bomb! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBOT KNIGHT (over PA): Engine capacity at forty-eight percent. Engine capacity at forty-

eight percent. 

DOCTOR: Itôs not enough. Itôs not enough. Theyôll never make orbit. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

QUAYLEôS WARD: I think I understand you. The Sheriffôs using the gold to replace something. 

DOCTOR: Thatôs the principle. But heôs a moron. If he tries to fly this ship, itôll explode and 

wipe out half the country. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Listen to me. You donôt have enough gold content to seal the engine breach. If you 

try and take off, youôll wipe out half of England. 

SHERIFF: Liar! From my sky vessel, I shall rule omnipotent. 

DOCTOR: You pudding-headed primitive, shut down the engines. What youôre doing will alter 

the course of history. 

SHERIFF: I sincerely hope so...or I wouldnôt be bothering. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBOT KNIGHT: Engine capacity at eighty-three percent. 

ROBOT KNIGHT #2: Insufficient power to achieve escape velocity.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Itôs never gonna make it. Not enough gold. Itôll never make it into orbit. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Golden arrow. Might just be enough gold content to get the ship into orbit, and out of harmôs 

way. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBOT KNIGHT: Maximum power surge. 

ROBOT KNIGHT #2: Engines critical. Engines critical. Engines criticað.  

(KA-BOOM!) 



  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 

 

 

SS Marie Antoinette 

SS MARIE ANTOINETTE 

 SISTER SHIP OF THE MADAME DE POMPADOUR 

      -

Inscription on a fuse in that spaceship, ñDeep 

Breathò 

 

ñSister ship of the Madame de Pompadour.ò No, not getting it. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The restaurant is closed. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Fifty-first century, right? Time travelling spaceship. Crashed in the past.  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Okay, so your restaurant is made out of your old ship. But youôre wasting your time. 

It canôt ever fly. 

HALF-FACE MAN: The escape pod is viable. 



  

DOCTOR: How? You canôt patch up a spaceship with human remains. You know, this really is 

ringing a bell. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Okay, thatôs clever. How are you powering it? 

HALF-FACE MAN: Skin. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XII . THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 

 

Oh, this wand. Evidently a thing of awesome power. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Fascinating. 

-The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwood 

 

DOCTOR: I have a plan. 

CLARA: Can you explain your plan without using the words ñsonic screwdriverò? Because, you 

might have forgotten, the Sheriff of Nottingham has taken your screwdriver. Just sayinô. Itôs 

always the screwdriver. 

DOCTOR: Right. Okay, well, let, let, let, let, letôs hear Robinôs plan first. 

CLARA: Oh, for Godôs sake. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Donôt let it roll away. 

CLARA OSWALD: No. 

DOCTOR: Weôve got one shot at this. 

CLARA: Next time, make one that doesnôt roll.  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: You should make that thing voice-activated. Oh, for Godôs sake, it is, isnôt 

it? 



  

DOCTOR: I donôt wanna talk about it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Well, give me the screwdriver. 

DOCTOR: I might need it. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 



  

 

 

XIII . COAL HILL SCHOOL 

  

COAL HILL  
            SECONDARY SCHOOL 

      -Sign outside Coal Hill School, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

MR. ARMITAGE: Oh, hold on; there is just one more thing. Atifôs off sick, so weôve got a 

newbie. I did ask him to come along. (Knock on the door) Oh, here he is. Ah. Do come in. 

DOCTOR: Iôm the new caretaker. John Smith.  

DANNY PINK: Welcome to Coal Hill, Mr. Smith. 

DOCTOR: Thanks. Yes, John Smithôs the name. But you know, hereôs a thing. Most people just 

call me...the Doctor. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

So, i-if anybody needs me, just, you know, give me a shout. Iôll be in the storeroom, just getting 

the lie of the land... Yes, nobodyôs taking any notice at all. Absolutely good news because it 

means that I must be coming across just as an absolutely boring human being like you. 

CLARA: (mouths) What the hell are you doing? 

DOCTOR: Deep cover. Deep cover. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DANNY PINK: You know him? 

CLARA OSWALD: Know who?  



  

DANNY: The new caretaker, Smith. ñThe Doctor.ò 

CLARA: Never seen him before in my life. 

DANNY: Heôs a bit intense looking. Did you see those eyebrows? Did he wink at you? 

CLARA: No, I think that was just sort of, like, a general wink, you know? He winked at 

everybody. It was like a general welcoming wink. AhðI have, um, left some marking. 

Assembly. Chop-chop. Off you pop. Catch you in a bit.  

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DOCTOR: So, you recognized me, then. 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre wearing a different coat! 

DOCTOR: You saw straight through that. 

CLARA: Deep cover? In my school? Why? Whereôs Atif? What have you done with him? 

DOCTOR: Heôs fine. Hypnotized. He thinks heôs got the flu. Also a flying car and three wives. 

Itôs gonna be a rude awakening. 

CLARA: Is it aliens? Oh, my God, i-is that why youôre here? Are there aliens?  

DOCTOR: Itôs assembly. Youôd better get going. Go and worship something. 

CLARA: Are there aliens in this school? 

DOCTOR: Listen, itôs lovely talking to you, but, uh, Iôve really got to get on. Iôm a caretaker 

now. Look, Iôve got a brush.  

CLARA: Doctor. Is there an alien in this school? 

DOCTOR: Yes, me. Now, go. The walls need sponging and thereôs a sinister puddle. 

CLARA: You canôt do this. You cannot pass yourself off as a real person among actual people. 

DOCTOR: I lived among otters once for a month. Well, I sulked. River and I, we had this big 

fight. Ið 

CLARA: Human beings are not otters! 

DOCTOR: Exactly. Itôll be even easier. 

CLARA: Okay. You are... One question. And you will answer this question. Are the kids safe? 



  

DOCTOR: No. Nobody is safe. But soon the answer will be ñyes, everybody is safe,ò if you let 

me get on now. Pretend you donôt know me. Stay out of my way. The less you know, the better. 

Iôll explain it all later. Go and sing with the otters. 

CLARA: I hate you. 

DOCTOR: Thatôs fine; thatôs a perfectly normal reaction. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Courtney 

DANNY PINK: Are you serious? Ha ha ha! Huh, huh, hahaha! 

CLARA OSWALD: She said she couldnôt concentrate on her work, because my face was too 

wide. 

DANNY: Ah, hahahahaha. Wide?!  

CLARA: Oh, I could kill that girl some days. 

DANNY: Me, too. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Is she doing the all eyes thing? Itôs because her face is so wide. She needs three mirrors. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XII. PSYCHIC PAPER 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XIII . CELL PHONES 

 

No. No. Donôt you dare. No! Donôt! Donôt. Donôt. Just...ignore it. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 



  

 

 

XIV. TWO HEARTS 

 

An anti-climax, once in a while, is good for my hearts.  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

 

 

XV. NAME DROPPING 

 

Gioffre Borgia, mucho scary hombre, says to me, ñWhat do you think of our Leaning Tower of 

Pisa?ò I say, (leaning himself) ñIt looks okay to me.ò 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Marcus Aurelius, Roman Emperor. Last of the five good ôuns. Stoic 

philosopher. 

MADAME VASTRA: Superlative bass guitarist. The Doctor really knows how to put a band 

together. 

CLARA: And the only pin-up I ever had on my wall when I was fifteen. The only one I ever had. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre amazing. 

DOCTOR: Had some experience. Richard the Lionheart! 

ROBIN HOOD: Mm! 

DOCTOR: Cyrano de Bergerac!  

ROBIN: Ah! 

DOCTOR: Errol Flynn!  

ROBIN: Dah! 

DOCTOR: He had the most enormousð 

CLARA: Ahem. 

ROBIN: Wooh! 

DOCTOR: ...Ego. 



  

CLARA: Takes one to know one. 

-ñRobot of Sherwoodò (The Doctor is having a 

sword fight with Robin Hood) 



  

 

 

XVI. REGENERATION 

 

You know what? I think youôll find I have a certain genetic advantage. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

There are many myths and legends concerning the Doctor, and principle among them...is his 

secret ability to change appearance. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

The Doctor is able, when damaged or injured, to renew his physical form. This is a process 

known as...deterioration. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

DOCTOR: You know, I never know where the faces come from. They just pop up. Zap. Faces 

like this one. Come on, look at it. 

BARNEY: Oh! 

DOCTOR: Have a look. 

BARNEY: No, no, no, no, no. 

DOCTOR: Look, look, look, look, look, look! Look, itôs covered in lines. But I didnôt do the 

frowning. Who frowned me this face? Do you ever look in the mirror and think ñIôve seen that 

face beforeò? 

BARNEY: Yes. 

DOCTOR: Really? When? 

BARNEY: Well...every time I look in the mirror. 



  

DOCTOR: Oh, yes, yes, yes, yes. Fair enough. Good point. My face is fresh on, though. 

BARNEY: Uhh...uhhh... 

DOCTOR: Why this one? Why did I choose...this face? Itôs like Iôm trying to tell myself 

something. Like Iôm trying to make a point. But what is so important that I canôt just tell 

myself...what Iôm thinking? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

You are a broom. QUESTIONðYou take a broom, you replace the handle...and then later, you 

replace the brush, and you do that over and over again. Is it still the same broom? ANSWERð

No, of course it isnôt. But you can still sweep the floor. Which is not strictly relevant, skip that 

last part. You have replaced every piece of yourself, mechanical and organic, time and time 

again. Thereôs not a trace of the original you left. You probably canôt even remember where you 

got that face from. 

-The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò(Heôs talking to the 

Half-Face Man, but really this is a reflection on the 

Doctor himself, and his constant regenerations. The 

Doctor seeing his face in the reflection off the silver 

plate is a further indicator that his words refer to 

himself as well.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

PART TWO 

QUOTES FOR USE IN EVERYDAY LIFE  

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XVII . FAMILY RELATIONSHIPS 

 

Family stuff. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

Pregnancy 

I canôt quite believe that youôre putting me through this again. 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Taking Care of Babies 

SAIBRA: How did I get here? 

DOCTOR: The same way we all did, but weôve all forgotten. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Look at you. Perfect eyes, perfect teeth.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Iôm part of you. My mind is in your mind. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

This oneôs all mine.  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

Nay, do not fuss. All will be well. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

MAN: Well, why does he have to cry all the time? 

WOMAN: You know why. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 

QUAYLE: This is the Sheriffôs doing. If he were here now, Iôd tear out his black heart! 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Would you now? 

GIRL: Aaaaaahhhhh! 

SHERIFF: Or are you as milk-livered as your name suggests, Master Quayle? 

QUAYLE: Take me. Spare this dear child. 

SHERIFF: Take you? A lardy lack-wit like you? Itôs labor we require at the castle. Labor and 

gold. Not old men and their worthless baubles. 

      -Quayle, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I swear! Whatever it takes, I will keep you safe.  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I donôt need armed babysitters. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

I hate babysitters. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh, look. Heôs recharging. Heôs asleep. He doesnôt even know weôre here. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Come on. 

CLARA OSWALD: Come on where? 

DOCTOR: Your childhood. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Baby Issues 

Hush. 

      -Woman, ñListenò 

 

Oh, God, I think heôs soiled himself. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Toddler Issues 

DOCTOR: Afraid of the dark? But the dark...is empty now. 

COL. ORSON PINK: No. No, it isnôt. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Youôll be safe in here. Nothing gets through those doors, I promise. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 



  

 

Giving Responsibility 

ELSIE: See you donôt stay out too late now. 

ALF: You know me. 

ELSIE: Yes. I do. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Theyôre children. Like theyôve got minds of their own. 

      -Danny Pink, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Bad Behavior and Discipline 

 

What the hell is going on? 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: No. No. Donôt. Donôt... Donôt. Donôt smile. Uh, I will smile first, and then 

you know itôs safe to smile. 

DOCTOR: Are you cross with me? 

CLARA: I am not cross! But if I was cross, it would be your fault and...Yes, I am cross. 

DOCTOR: I guessed that. 

CLARA: I am extremely cross. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

What in the name of sanity is going on in this room now? 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

And what is this display, now, as amusing as you are? 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

What...what did you say? What did...what did you say?   

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Stop pretending. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Youôre not fooling anyone. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Listen! 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Iôve had enough. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

Donôt ask questions. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

You are really good at the excuses. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

No more talking, you are done!  



  

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Do as youôre told. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

 

Threats donôt work unless you deliver. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Whatôs that look for? 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs the look you get when Iôm about to slap you!  

(SLAP!) 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

How dare you? How dare you? 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

Listen! 

 

      -The Doctor, ñSeries 8 Trailerò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I hate you. 

DOCTOR: Thatôs fine; thatôs a perfectly normal reaction. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Fathers 

 



  

RUPERT PINK: Would you read me a story? Itôll help me get to sleep. 

CLARA OSWALD: Sure.  

DOCTOR: Once upon a time... The End. Dad skills. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Who were you having dinner with? 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you making conversation? 

DOCTOR: I thought that I would give it a try. 

CLARA: I told you. A date. 

DOCTOR: Serious? 

CLARA: Itôs a date. 

DOCTOR: Serious date. 

CLARA: Do I have to bring him to you for approval? 

DOCTOR: Well, I would like to know about his prospects. If you like, I can pop ahead and 

check them out. 

CLARA: Frankly, youôve already done enough. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 

 

Brothers 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So, uh, who makes you smile, or is nobody up to the job? 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: My brother. But he burnt to death a couple of hours ago, so heôs really 

letting me down today. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Uncles 

Tell Uncle Stupid that weôre in. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

I think heôs probably her uncle, but I may have made that up to pass the time while they were 

talking. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Daleksò 

 

 



  

 

 

XVII I. EDUCATION 

 

DOCTOR: Thatôs what we learnt today. Am I right, teach? 

CLARA OSWALD: Top of the class. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

I have to know. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Youôre confusing me. What? Shut up; shut up. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

SPECIFIC SUBJECTS 

Art 

JENNY FLINT: I thought you were painting me. 

MADAME VASTRA: I was working. 

JENNY: Well, why am I posing then? 

VASTRA: Well, you brighten the room tremendously. Chin up a little... 

JENNY: Oh! I donôt understand why Iôm doing this. 

VASTRA: Art? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

Assembly 

Itôs assembly. Youôd better get going. Go and worship something. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Biology 

Your grasp of biology, it troubles me. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

Choir 

Go and sing with the otters. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Composition 

Report. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Report, please. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

That is an apt description. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

 

English Language and Grammar 

DOCTOR: What do you think of the view? 

HALF-FACE MAN: I do not think of it. 

DOCTOR: I donôt think of it. I donôt. Droids and apostrophes, I could write a book.  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

History 

History is a burden.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Who will rid me of this turbulent Doctor?! 

-The Sheriff of Nottingham, echoing the famous 

quotation attributed to Henry II, and which sent 

four knights racing to Canterbury to kill Thomas 

Becket, the Archbishop of Canterbury in 1170,  

ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Life Lessons 

Donôt say anything. Or say something nice. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Literature 

Captain, my captain. 

      -The Doctor, quoting from Walt Whitmanôs poem of 

      that name upon seeing the dormant Half-Face Man  

      in ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

I will obliterate the King and take my rightful place as ruler of this sceptered isle. 

-The Sheriff of Nottingham, sounding quit a bit like 

John of Gaunt in Shakespeareôs Richard II , in 

ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Oh, the symbolism. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The Adventures of Robin Hood 

CLARA OSWALD: There is...somethingðsomeoneðthat Iôve...always wanted to meet. But I 

know what youôll say. 

DOCTOR: Try me. 

CLARA: Youôll say that heôs made up, that there is no such thing. 

DOCTOR: Go on. 

CLARA: Itôs... Itôs Robin Hood. 

DOCTOR: Robin Hood. 

CLARA: Yeah! I love that story. Iôve always loved it, e-ever since I was little. 

DOCTOR: Robin Hood. The heroic outlaw, who robs from the rich and gives to the poor. 

CLARA: Hm-hm! Yeah. 

DOCTOR: Heôs made up. Thereôs no such thing. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Old-fashioned heroes only exist in old-fashioned story books, Clara. 

CLARA OSWALD: And what about you? 

DOCTOR: Me? 



  

CLARA: Yeah, you. You stop bad things happening every minute of every day. That 

sounds...pretty heroic to me. 

DOCTOR: Just passing the time. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: My choice. Robin Hood. Show me. 

DOCTOR: Very well... Earth. England. Sherwood Forest. 1190 AD. Ish. But youôll only be 

disappointed. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: No damsels in distress, no pretty castles, no such thing as Robin Hood. 

(The Doctor flinches as an arrow hits the TARDIS next to him.) 

ROBIN HOOD: You called? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Prince of Thieves. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre very naughty. 

ROBIN HOOD: Oh, I know. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Truly, he is the finest archer in all England. Come forward, Tinker, and claim your prize. 

      -Herald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

He is not what you think he is. This is all play-acting. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN: Well, donôt you know all property is theft to Robin Hood? 

DOCTOR: Youôre not serious. 

ROBIN: Yeah, Iôm many things, sir, but Iôm never that. Robin Hood laughs in the face of all. Ha, 

ha, ha! 

DOCTOR: And do people ever punch you in the face when you do that? 

ROBIN: Not as yet. 

DOCTOR: Lucky Iôm here then, isnôtô it? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Hoodie.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Is thatð? 

DOCTOR: No. 

CLARA: Oh, my God. Oh! Oh, my God, it is, isnôt it? Oh, you found him. You actually found 

Robin Hood. 

DOCTOR: That is not Robin Hood. 

ROBIN HOOD: Well then, who, sir, is about to relieve you of your magic box? 

DOCTOR: Nobody, sir. Not in this universe or the next. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Long-haired ninny. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

Kill him. Kill Robin Hood! 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Oh, Robin Hood always laughs in the face of death! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

ROBIN HOOD: The Sheriff has issued a proclamation, and tomorrow, there is to be a contest...to 

find the best archer in the land. And the bounty...itôs an arrow made of pure gold. 

CLARA OSWALD: No! Donôtðdonôt go. Itôs a trap. 

ROBIN: Oh, ho, ho! Well, of course it is! But a contest to find the best archer in the land? 

Hahahahað[much laughter from the Merry Men, too] There is no contest! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

DOCTOR: Right! That isnôt even funny. That was bantering. I am totally against bantering. 

CLARA: How can you be so sure he is not the real thing? 

DOCTOR: Because he canôt be. 

CLARA: When did you stop believing in everything? 

DOCTOR: When did you start believing in impossible heroes? 

CLARA: Donôt you know? Anyway, itôs rather sweet. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Ha! 

DOCTOR: Oh. Right. Here we go. Itôs laughing time. 

ROBIN: Well...you amuse me, gray old man. 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Ha ha ha! 

DOCTOR: Heôs laughing again! 



  

ROBIN: Oh... 

DOCTOR: You canôt keep me locked up with a laughing person! 

ROBIN: Oh, do you know, I fiðI find that, I find that quite funny. Do youðdo you know, I feel 

another laugh coming on. Ah-ha-ha-ha! 

DOCTOR: Guards, I cannot remain in this cell! Execute me now. 

ROBIN: You heard him. Execute the old fool. 

DOCTOR: No, hang on. Execute him. 

ROBIN: I do not fear death, so execute away. 

DOCTOR: Execute him. Iôd like to see if his head keeps laughing when you chop it off! 

ROBIN: Oh, Robin Hood always laughs in the face of death! 

DOCTOR: Yes, rolling around on the floor, laughing...I would pay good money to see that. 

Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

CLARA OSWALD: Will you two shut up???!!! ... Do either of you understand, in any way, at 

all, that there isnôt actually a guard out there? 

DOCTOR: Oh. 

ROBIN: I did, in fact. 

DOCTOR: No, you didnôt. 

CLARA: I said, shut up. The Doctor, and Robin Hood, locked up in a cellar. Is this seriously the 

best that you can do? Youôre determined to starve to death in here squabbling. 

ROBIN: Well, Iôll tell you one thing. Iôd last a lot longer than this dessicated man-crone. 



  

DOCTOR: Ha. Really? 

ROBIN: Really. 

DOCTOR: Well...You know what? I think youôll find I have a certain genetic advantage. Ooh! 

CLARA: It is not a competition about who can die slower. 

DOCTOR: It definitely would be me, though, wouldnôt it? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Robinôs one of yours. 

SHERIFF: What did you say? 

DOCTOR: Heôs one of your tin-headed puppets, just like these brutes here. 

SHERIFF: Robin Hood is not one of mine. 

DOCTOR: Of course he is. Heôs a robot, created by your mechanical mates. 

SHERIFF: Why would they do that? 

DOCTOR: To pacify the locals, give them false hope; heôs the opiate of the masses. 

SHERIFF: Why would we create an enemy to fight us? What sense would that make? That 

would be a terrible idea. 

DOCTOR: Yes! Yes, it would, wou... wouldnôt it? ...That would be a rubbish idea. Why would 

you do that? But he canôt be... Heôs not real. Heôs a legend! 

ROBIN HOOD: Too kind!  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I shall avenge every slight, outlaw!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: You have been a thorn in my side!  

ROBIN HOOD: Hyah! 



  

SHERIFF: Oooh! 

ROBIN HOOD: Yah! Oh well, everyone should have a hobby.  

SHERIFF: Yuh! 

ROBIN: Mineôs annoying you. 

SHERIFF: Iôll have you boiled in oil at the castle by sunset. 

ROBIN: Can we make it a little earlier, ôcause thatôs a little past my bedtime! 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Iôm too much for you, outlaw. The first of a new breed. Half 

man, half engine! ... Never aging. Never tiring. 

ROBIN HOOD: Are you still talking?  

      -As the two men sword fight in ñRobot of   

      Sherwoodò 

 

Bow down before your new king, you prince of knaves!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: So...is it true, Doctor? 

DOCTOR: Is what true? 

ROBIN: That in the future I am forgotten as a real man? I am...but a legend? 

DOCTOR: Iôm afraid it is. 

ROBIN: Hmm. Good. History is a burden. Stories can make us fly. 

DOCTOR: Iôm still having a little trouble believing yours, Iôm afraid. 

ROBIN: Ah, is it so hard to credit? That a man born into wealth and privilege should find the 

plight of the oppressed and weak too much to bear... 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

DOCTOR: Iôm not a hero. 

ROBIN: Well, neither am I. But if we both keep pretending to be...Ha-ha!...perhaps others will 

be heroes in our name. Perhaps, we will both be stories. And may those stories never end. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Goodbye, Doctor, Time Lord of Gallifrey. 

DOCTOR: Goodbye, Robin Hood, Earl of Loxley. 

ROBIN: And remember, Doctor...Iôm just as real as you are. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Admit it. You like him. 

DOCTOR: Well, leaving him a present, arenôt I? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

QUAYLEôS WARD: Robin? Iôve found you at last. 

ROBIN HOOD: Marian? Oh, Marian. Oh, youð Oh! Mmm! Oh! Ja-ha-ha-ha! Thank you! 

Thank you, Doctor! Ha-ha-ha-ha! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

The Merry Men 

Let me introduce you to me men. This...is Will Scarlet. He is a cheeky rogue, with a good sword 

arm and a slippery tongue. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

WILL SCARLET: Agh! What do you want with my hair? 

DOCTOR: Well, itôs realistic, Iôll give you that. 

ROBIN HOOD: ...And this is Friar Tuck. Aptly named for the amount of grub he tucks into. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: This, uh, ah, is Alan-a-Dale. Heôs a master of the lute, whose music brightens 

up these dark days. 

ALAN -A-DALE (singing): Fair stranger, you are welcome here, in Sherwoodôs bonny glade, ið

Ow! 

DOCTOR: Sorry, sorry, sorry. Blood analysis. Oh. All those diseases. If you were real, youôd be 

dead in six months. 

ALAN -A-DALE: Oh, I am real. 

DOCTOR: Bye. 

ROBIN: Mmm...this...is John Little. Called Little John. Heôs my loyal companion, in many an 

adventure... 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh! I cannot believe this. You. You really are Robin Hood and his Merry 

Men. 

ROBIN HOOD: Aye! That is an apt description. Ha! What say you, lads? 

MERRY MEN: Aye! Yeah! 

(Much laughter) 

DOCTOR: Stop laughing. Why are you always doing that? Are you all simple or something? Iôm 

going to need a sample. 

ROBIN: Of what? 

CLARA OSWALD: Ahem. Excuse me. Sorry. Ahem. What are you doing? 

DOCTOR: Well, theyôre not holograms, that much is obvious. Could be a theme park from the 

future. Or we might be inside a miniscope. 



  

CLARA: Oh, shut up. 

DOCTOR: A miniscope. Yes, of course. Why not? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Poor Robin and the stranger lay, in the dungeon all the live-long day. The Merry Men might pine 

away, upon a Sherwood morning. 

      -Alan-a-Dale, singing in ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Where is it? Where did it go? 

CLARA OSWALD: Where did what go? 

DOCTOR: The golden arrow. 

ROBIN HOOD: Tuck! 

DOCTOR: You took it. 

ROBIN: Of course we did. 

FRIAR TUCK: Weôre robbers. 

DOCTOR: I love you boys. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ALAN -A-DALE (singing): One awful day in Nottingham, Brave Robin Hood was in a jam. The 

arrow flew it true, it didð 

WILL SCARLET: Give it a rest, Alan. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Give me my lute! 

      -Alan-a-Dale, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

 

Robinôs Fight 

CLARA OSWALD: Dark days? 

ROBIN HOOD: My lady? 

CLARA: You said that these were dark days. What did you mean? 

WILL SCARLET: King Richard is away on crusade, my lady. His tyrant of a brother rules 

instead. 

CLARA: And the Sheriff? ôCause, there is a sheriff, right? 

ALAN -A-DALE: Aye. ôTis indeed this jackal of the princes who seeks to oppress us for ever 

more. 

DOCTOR: Or six months, in your case. 

ROBIN: It is a shame to dwell on murky thoughts...when there is such beauty here. Hm! 

CLARA: Why are you so sad? 

ROBIN: Why do you think me sad? 

CLARA: Because the Doctorôs right; you laugh too much. 

ROBIN: You know, I do not live this outlaw life by choice. You see before you...Robert, Earl of 

Loxð 

CLARA: Earl of Loxley! 

ROBIN:ðley. Y-yes. 

CLARA: Yes. 

ROBIN: Uhð 

CLARA: Sorry. Do go on. 

ROBIN: I, um...I had my lands and title stripped from me. I dared to speak out against Prince 

John, but...I lost the thing most dear to me. 

CLARA: What was she called? 

ROBIN: Youôre so very quick. How does the Doctor stand it?  

CLARA: Marian? 



  

ROBIN: You know her? 

CLARA: Oh. Yes. I have always known her. 

ROBIN: Well, it was Marian who told me that I must stand up and be counted. But...I was afraid. 

Now, this green canopy is my palace, and the rough ground my feather bed. Yeah, maybe one 

day I will return home, but until that day... Until that day, it is beholden on me to be the man 

Marian wanted, to be a hero for those this tyrant sheriff slaughters. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Marian is very lucky, too. 

ROBIN HOOD: I fear not. 

CLARA: Donôt give up. Not ever. Not for one single day. Be safe, if you can be. But always be 

amazing. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

HERALD: In the contest for the golden arrow, after ten rounds, the battle is betwixt our Lord 

Sheriff...and the stranger known as Tom the Tinker. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Perhaps not such a stranger after all. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Ye Gads! He has split the arrow! Truly, he is the finest archer in all England. Come forward, 

Tinker, and claim your prize. 

      -Herald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: What does every oppressed peasant workforce need? The illusion of hope. Some silly 

story to get them through the day, lull them into docility, and keep them working. Shipôs data 

banks. Full of every myth and legend you could hope for, including...Robin Hood. Isnôt it time 

you came clean with me? Youôre not real and you know it. Look at you. Perfect eyes, perfect 

teeth. Nobody has a jawline like that. Youôre as much a part of what is happening here as the 

Sheriff and his metal knights. Youôre a robot. 



  

ROBIN HOOD: You...dare to accuse me of collusion with that villain, the Sheriff? 

DOCTOR: I dare. 

ROBIN: You false-tongued knave. I should have skewered you when I had the chance. 

DOCTOR: I would like to see you try. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Logic 

DOCTOR: There must be some logic. 

CLARA OSWALD: Some logic? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Philosophy 

Morality as malfunction. How do I resist? 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Daleksò 

 

Speech 

De-shut up! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Got the words out. Not in the right order, but, hey... 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

DANNY PINK: Why canôt I speak today? 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs that foot youôre keeping in your mouth. 



  

DANNY: Hoh, is that where it? 

      -ñListenò 

 

Oh. I hate being wrong in public. Everybody forget that happened. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DANNY PINK: I donôt know what to say. 

CLARA OSWALD: Donôt say anything. Or say something nice. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Test Taking 

Good. Very good. Good work. Youôve passed the test. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

GUARD: Youôre wrong. 

DOCTOR: Wrong? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Three, two, one. Failed. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

On Why the TARDIS Crew Never Knows What the Current Situation Is 



  

 

 

XIX. GROWING UP 

 

Childhood Fears 

Itôs just a phone, Clara. Nothing happens when you answer the phone. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA: Always thought there was something in the pipes. 

DOCTOR: Me, too. 

      -ñListenò 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XX. PARTIES 

 

Youôd better get a move on. Thereôs company coming. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

SUCCESSFUL PARTIES 

 

 

SURPRISE PARTIES 

 

 

PARTY PROBLEMS 

HALF-FACE MAN: Why are you here? 

DOCTOR: Well, why did you invite us? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

You two, dispose of our guests. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 



  

 

 

XXI. FITNESS/HEALTH 

 

The Human Body 

HALF-FACE MAN: You have good eyes. 

ALF: Oh, I do, as it happens. Very good eyes. Theyôre my greatest gift. 

HALF-FACE MAN: I accept. 

ALF: Whatôs that for? 

HALF-FACE MAN: Your gift. I have bad eyes. 

ALF: Aaahhh! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Whatôs wrong? 

CLARA OSWALD: I donôt know.  Maybe the smell? 

DOCTOR: I know, itôs everywhere. 

CLARA: Where did you get that coat? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Keeping Fit 

Ready to run? 

      -Danny Pink, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Howôs he working out? 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Itôs hard to say. 



  

-ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Iôve told you before. Take the stairs. 

      -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Dieting 

Look at the state of you. Is there any real you left? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Getting Enough Sleep 

Just lie back on the bed. Itôll be okay if you just lie down, and go to sleep. Just do that for me. 

Just sleep. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

This is just a dream. But very clever people can hear dreams. So, please, just listen. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Tonight we rest. 

      -Friar Tuck, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Itôs simply--I--ah--misunderstandable to me. I donôt know what it is. W--who 

invented this room? 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Doctor, please, you have to lie down. 

 

DOCTOR: It doesnôt make any sense. Look, itôs only got a bed in it. Why is there only a bed in 

it? 

 

CLARA: Because itôs a bed room. Itôs for sleeping in. 



  

 

DOCTOR: Okay, what do you do when youôre awake? 

 

JENNY FLINT: Oh, well--you leave the room. 

 

DOCTOR: So youôve got a whole room for not being awake in. But whatôs the point? Youôre 

just missing the room. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Doctor, please. You have to lie down. You keep passing out. 

 

DOCTOR: Well, of course I keep passing out. Thereôs all these beds. 

 

-ñDeep Breathò 

 

Analysis shows that peasant creature is spent. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

He only needs to rest. We all need to rest. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Why are you awake? ... Are you scared? 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Iôm having difficulty sleeping. 

DOCTOR: Oh? Oh, well, ah, I wouldnôt bother with that, I never bother with sleeping, I just do 

standing-up catnaps. 

VASTRA: Oh, really? How interesting. Andðand when do you do those? 

DOCTOR: Well, generally whenever anyone else starts talking. 

VASTRA: Oh. 



  

DOCTOR: I like to skip ahead to my bits. It saves time. 

VASTRA: Oh. Save me time, Doctor. Project an image of perfect sleep into the center of my 

mind. 

DOCTOR: What, do you want a psychic link with me? The size of my brainôll be like dropping a 

piano on you. 

VASTRA: Be gentle, then. 

DOCTOR: Iôll try. Brace yourself... Piano... 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So what now? 

MADAME VASTRA: He needs rest. 

      -ñDeep Breathò  

 

RUPERT PINK: Would you read me a story? Itôll help me get to sleep. 

CLARA OSWALD: Sure.  

DOCTOR: Once upon a time... The End. Dad skills. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Oh, look. Heôs recharging. Heôs asleep. He doesnôt even know weôre here. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Donôt pretend youôre not awake. Weôre not idiots. 

      -Man, ñListenò 

 

 

The Hardships of Exercise 



  

 

 

MENTAL HEALTH 

Depression 

It is a shame to dwell on murky thoughts... 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA: Why are you so sad? 

ROBIN: Why do you think me sad? 

CLARA: Because the Doctorôs right; you laugh too much. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Stress 

Ugh! Sorry. Itôs stress. Drains the batteries. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Nervous Breakdowns 

GUARD: What ails him? 

ROBIN: Ooo, hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo... 

DOCTOR: Well, if you must know...well, heôs having a nervous breakdown. 

GUARD: A what? 

DOCTOR: Heôs like this whenever heôs in a-any kind of danger. He just canôt seem to cope, he 

gets so afraid. He goes into a kind of fit. I honestly believe that he may die of sheer fright, like 

some tiny, shivering mouse. 

ROBIN: Mmðhm, mm, mm! 



  

DOCTOR: Oh, God, I think heôs soiled himself. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Madness 

This is crazy. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Are you out of your mind? 

DOCTOR: No! Iôm inside a Dalek. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Frankly, youôre a career break for the right therapist. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

KARABRAXOS: What in the name of sanity is going on in this room now? 

DOCTOR: Weôre getting sanity judgment from the self-burner. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SPECIFIC SPORTS 

Ah, donôt be so...pessimistic; itôll affect team morale. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Fencing 



  

I have no sword. I donôt need a sword. Because I am the Doctor. And this is my spoon. En garde! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre amazing. 

DOCTOR: Had some experience. Richard the Lionheart! 

ROBIN HOOD: Mm! 

DOCTOR: Cyrano de Bergerac!  

ROBIN: Ah! 

DOCTOR: Errol Flynn!  

ROBIN: Dah! 

DOCTOR: He had the most enormousð 

CLARA: Ahem. 

ROBIN: Wooh! 

DOCTOR: ...Ego. 

CLARA: Takes one to know one. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Football 

Take a punt. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Swimming 

How long can you hold your breath? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

No Problem 

 



  

 

 

XXII . LOVE AND DATING/MARRIAGE 

 

What if no one is ever really alone? What if every single living being has a companion? 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Becoming Attracted 

The TARDIS brought me straight to him. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Your heart is beating so hard. I can feel it through hands! Thereôs so much blood and oxygen 

pumping through your brain, itôs like rocket fuel. Right now, you could run faster and ya could 

fight harder; you could jump higher than e-ever in your life. And you are so alert, itôs like you 

can sloow doown tiime.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Admit it. You like him. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I am... Biding my time. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Rusty? What changed you? 

RUSTY THE DALEK: I saw beauty. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

Such beauty. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

RUSTY: I see beauty. 

DOCTOR: Yes, thatôs good. That is good. Hold on to that. 

RUSTY: I see endless, divine perfection. 

DOCTOR: Make it a part of you. Remember how you feel right now. Put it inside you, and live 

by it. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

SECRETARY: So, Mr. Pink, did you have a good weekend? 

DANNY PINK: Yeah, I did, thanks. 

SECRETARY: Yeah, Iôll bet you did. What did you get up to? 

DANNY: Um... You know, a bit of reading. 

SECRETARY: Oh? I bet you were reading... 

DANNY: I-I was, yeah. 

SECRETARY: Yeah, I bet you were... 

DANNY: Well, yeah, I was. 

SECRETARY: I know your type. 

COURTNEY: She wishes. 

SECRETARY: Be quiet, you. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Why were you smiling? 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Was I? No, I wasnôt. 

DOCTOR: You were smiling at nothing. Iôd almost say you were in love...  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I just met a soldier called Pink. 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Lucky fella. 

 

CLARA: Lucky? 

 

JOURNEY: From the way you smile. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Hmm. Spontaneous combustion. 

JENNY FLINT: Is that like love at first sight? 

VASTRA: Ha! A little. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Maybe you just havenôt found him yet. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

Pick-Up Lines 

Hello, big man. Peckish? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Do I know you? 

      -Col. Orson Pink, ñListenò 



  

 

I like your name. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Tell me your story. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Tell me yours. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Do you mind if I borrow a little bit of paper? 

DIRECTOR KARABRAXOS: And what are you doing now? 

DOCTOR: Iôm giving you...my telephone number. 

KARABRAXOS: Why? 

DOCTOR: Well...I thought you might like to call me someday. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Hey! Gimme a call sometime. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

COL. ORSON PINK: A family heirloom. Supposed to bring good luck. 

CLARA OSWALD: Right. Yes. Well, didnôt do a very good job, did it? 

ORSON: It did. Youôre here, arenôt you? 

      -ñListenò 

 

You have good eyes. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

 

 

Meeting me. You are. Date. 

      -Danny Pink, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

What you need is me! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

LUNCH ON THE OTHER SIDE? 

 

      -Personal Advertisement in the Times, ñDeep  

      Breathò 

 

 

Well, you donôt want to eat, do you? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Do you wanna go and get some coffee, or...chips, or...something...Or chips and 

coffee? 

CLARA: Coffee. Coffee would be great. Youôre buying. 

DOCTOR: I donôt have any money. 

CLARA: Youôre fetching, then. 

DOCTOR: Iôm not sure that Iôm the fetching sort. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

My lady friend! Just an expression, donôt get any ideas. 

 

       -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Uh, are you going to the, um, leaving thing tonight for Cathy? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

 

Iôm not flirting, by the way. 

 

       -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

RUSTY: Resistance is futile. 

DOCTOR: Resistance to what? 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

 

Responses to Pick Up Lines 

Got the words out. Not in the right order, but, hey... 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Ah. Good, yes, I was hoping weôd get round to that. 

SHERIFF: You were? 

CLARA: Mmm. For I have known I was destined to draw the eye of a great, and powerful, man 

for a long time. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Thank you! 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Iôm all yours. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Yeah. I-I wasnôt going, but...I am now, because youôre gonna be there, and suddenly, it seems 

like the best idea ever. 



  

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Um, actually, now that you mention it, seems like the best plan ever, thank you. 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Hmm... Hmmm... Iôll be sure to have a wash. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Show me a star, Rusty. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you gonna look that terrified when you take me out for a drink? 

DANNY PINK: IðI ab-absolutely promise I wonôt. 

CLARA: Play your cards right and you might. Haha! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Hello? 

MADAME KARABRAXOS: You gave me this number. My name is Madame Karabraxos.  

-ñTime Heistò 

 

Oh, no, no, noð 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

No, no,no! 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

I donôt do weird. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

No. No, no, no. Of course not. Why do you ask? 

       -ñListenò 

 

Look, donôt be ridiculous! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Ha! Have you met you? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Thatôs a little past my bedtime!  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Sorry, but, as you can see, I got plans. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

I havenôt actually said yes. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Iôm too much for you. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

Are you still talking?  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Exterminate! Exterminate! 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

No, IôveðIôve got some reading. 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Uh, hey, no offense, but Iôve got plans. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Just because my pretty face has turned your head, do not assume that I am so easily distracted. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

What, do you want a psychic link with me? The size of my brainôll be like dropping a piano on 

you. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MISSY: I hope my boyfriend wasnôt too mean to you. 

HALF-FACE MAN: Boy friend? 

MISSY: Now, did he push you out of that thing, or did you fall? Couldnôt really tell.  

      -Missy, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Slightly lost my appetite. Ahem. 



  

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

No more talking, you are done!  

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Whatôs that look for? 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs the look you get when Iôm about to slap you!  

(SLAP!) 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

No. No. Donôt. Donôt... Donôt. Donôt smile. Uh, I will smile first, and then you know itôs safe to 

smile. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You might as well flirt with a mountain range. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Dismissed. 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Strax! Bring the carriageðnow! 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Doors closing. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

 

Rejoinders 

Change your mind. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Sorry, I thought we were getting along famously. Am I, like, misreading the signals or 

something? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Ah, okay. Uh, maybe some other time, then. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Your words are strange, fair one. 

CLARA OSWALD: Mmm...I should think they are. 

SHERIFF: But I like you. Youôre refreshingly...direct. 

CLARA: You can take the girl outta Blackpool. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You canôt see me, can you? Youðyou look at me, and yðyou canôt see me. Have you any idea 

what thatôs like? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Please, just... Just see me. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

Why not? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh, okay. Never mind. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DANNY PINK: Are you really gonna go for a drink with me? 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. Course I am. Why wouldnôt I? 

DANNY: OhðI just thoughtð 

CLARA: Thought what? 

DANNY: I thought you might have aða rule against soldiers. 

CLARA: No. No, not at all. Not me. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Dating 

DOCTOR: 7:12 local time, as promised. Go and enjoy yourself. Donôt do anything I wouldnôt 

do. 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs a date. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: So, the famous drink at last. 

DANNY PINK: Yeah. Took a bit of time. Family stuff, but... Here we are. 

CLARA: Dinner, in fact. 

DANNY: Yep. Straight to dinner. 



  

CLARA: I like a man who moves fast. 

DANNY: Yeah? I might go straight for extras...Afters... Dessert. 

CLARA: Yes, I know, I kn-know...Dessert. 

DANNY: Go straight to dessert. 

CLARA: Gotcha. 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you making conversation? 

DOCTOR: I thought that I would give it a try. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DANNY PINK: I donôt know what to say. 

CLARA OSWALD: Donôt say anything. Or say something nice. 

DANNY: I like your name. 

CLARA: Itôs a start. 

DANNY: Oswald. Suits you. 

CLARA: Drifting now. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DANNY PINK: Why canôt I speak today? 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs that foot youôre keeping in your mouth. 

DANNY: Hoh, is that where it? 

      -ñListenò 

 

DANNY PINK: I just get nervous. 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Oh! Me, too. 

DANNY: Oh, I donôt even know what Iôm nervous of. 

CLARA: Iôll show you. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Eat, my lady, eat. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I had a bag of crisps this morning, thanks. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Iôm trying to measure the air disturbance in the room. 

CLARA OSWALD: Right. Moments when you know you are boring. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DANNY PINK: I wasnôt making assumptions about you! 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, that really is exactly what you were doing. 

DANNY: You were making assumptions about me! 

CLARA: I made a joke. 

DANNY: A not-funny joke. 

CLARA: Yeah, well, do you know what Iôm making now? 

DANNY: A fuss. 

CLARA: An exit. 

      -ñListenò 

 



  

CLARA OSWALD: What are you doing in here? 

DOCTOR: You said you had a date. I thought Iôd better hide in the bedroom in case you brought 

him home. Bit early, arenôt you? Did it all go wrong, or is this good by your standards? 

CLARA: It was a disaster and I am extremely upset about it, since you didnôt ask. 

DOCTOR: Fine! I need ya. For a thing. 

CLARA: Oh! I canôt. 

DOCTOR: Oh, of course you can. Come on, youôre free... More than usually free, in fact. 

CLARA: No, itôs just possible that I might get a phone call. 

DOCTOR: From the date guy? Well, itôs too late. Youôve taken your make-up off. 

CLARA: No. I havenôt. Iôm still wearing my make-up. 

DOCTOR: Oh, right. Okay, well, you probably just missed a bit. Come on, come on, come on, 

come on. 

      -ñListenò 

 

No, no, no, no, no. The dateôs fine. Come on. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

I am trying to have a date. A real-life, inter-human, actual date! Itôs a normal, nice, everyday, 

meeting-up sort of thing. And I would just like to know, is there any other way you can make 

this any more surreal than it already is? 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Who were you having dinner with? 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you making conversation? 

DOCTOR: I thought that I would give it a try. 

CLARA: I told you. A date. 

DOCTOR: Serious? 



  

CLARA: Itôs a date. 

DOCTOR: Serious date. 

CLARA: Do I have to bring him to you for approval? 

DOCTOR: Well, I would like to know about his prospects. If you like, I can pop ahead and 

check them out. 

CLARA: Frankly, youôve already done enough. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Robbinô a bank. Robbinô a whole bank. Beat that for a date! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Words of Love 

DOCTOR: Iôm part of you. My mind is in your mind. 

RUSTY THE DALEK: I see your mind, Doctor. I see your universe. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Say it again. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Hugging  

No, no. Not the hugging. No, no, no. Iôm against the hugging. Please. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 



  

Kissing 

I can store oxygen in my lungs. Share with me. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Right. You do that again, and youôll regret that. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Breaking Up 

Break it to me gently. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah, well, do you know what Iôm making now? 

DANNY PINK: A fuss. 

CLARA: An exit. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Clara, Iôm not your boyfriend. 

CLARA OSWALD: I never thought you were. 

DOCTOR: I never said it was your mistake. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Loser. Turn your back on him. 

RUPERT: What?! 

DOCTOR: Yeah... Turn your back on him. 

      -ñListenò 



  

 

CLARA OSWALD: Is he okay? 

COL. ORSON PINK: Oh, heôs out cold. Heôll be fine, though. 

CLARA: Ohh. Something hit him. 

ORSON: Everything was flying out of that door. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Doh! Always when itôs important! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

True Love 

So, uh, who makes you smile, or is nobody up to the job? 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Moving in Together 

Clara, you stay with Psi. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Stay with me, Kai. Stay with me, please. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Proposals 

CLARA OSWALD: Am I home? 

DOCTOR: If you wanna be. 



  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

You donôt have to be alone. 

      -Woman, ñListenò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Youôll do very well. 

CLARA OSWALD: For what? 

SHERIFF: Doesnôt every king...require a consort? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Pink...Pink is nice! I like pink. 

DANNY PINK: Well, you can have it. 

CLARA: Ooh! Ha. A bold offer, Mr. Pink. 

DANNY: I meant... 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

Arenôt you going to ask me? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

I accept. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: But enough...of tawdry matters. Let us talk of softer, ...sweeter 

things. 

CLARA OSWALD: Ah. Good, yes, I was hoping weôd get round to that. 



  

SHERIFF: You were? 

CLARA: Mmm. For I have known I was destined to draw the eye of a great, and powerful, man 

for a long time. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I havenôt actually said yes. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Getting the Ring 

DOCTOR: A mere bauble. (Crowd gasps) I want something else. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Name it. 

DOCTOR: Enlightenment. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Parental Blessings 

DOCTOR: Who were you having dinner with? 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you making conversation? 

DOCTOR: I thought that I would give it a try. 

CLARA: I told you. A date. 

DOCTOR: Serious? 

CLARA: Itôs a date. 

DOCTOR: Serious date. 

CLARA: Do I have to bring him to you for approval? 

DOCTOR: Well, I would like to know about his prospects. If you like, I can pop ahead and 

check them out. 



  

CLARA: Frankly, youôve already done enough. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Ah, Clara! Well done, you found her. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Wedding Vows 

Iôm all yours. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Honeymoons 

The next few days are all about you. I promise. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Marriage Problems 

The...wife doesnôt like to be kept waitinô. 

      -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You donôt need to flirt with me. Weôre already married. 

      -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Rusty, come on, talk to me. Whatôs going on?! 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

I cheated.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Oh, itôs a roller coaster with you, isnôt it? 

-The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

PSI: Itôs very obvious that youôve been with him for a while. 

CLARA OSWALD: Why? 

PSI: Because you are really good at the excuses. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Late Bloomers 

A good man... I left it late to meet one of those. 

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò



  

 

 

XXIII . DUTY 

 

 



  

 

 

XXIV. WORK 

 

You are fit for labor. 

      -Robot Knight, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Iôm waiting for you to volunteer. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Thereôs a job. IôveðIôve gotta do it for someone. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Do you always work here nights? 

 

REG: Most nights, yes. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 

You have unfinished work, havenôt you? 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Come on, Jenny. Work to do. 

 

STRAX: Men. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

 

DOCTOR:  There. Job done. 

CLARA OSWALD: Thatôs it? Just like that? 



  

DOCTOR: An anti-climax, once in a while, is good for my hearts. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Everyone...take five. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

This is a sort of boss one. Are you the same one as before? 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Daleksò 

 

 

 

Do I pay you? Should give you a raise. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Daleksò 

 

There you go! Job done, paid in full. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

  

PSI: How were you paid? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. Thereôs something in the private vault. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Our reputation must remain secure. The Director will blame us. Weôll be fired... Fired with pain. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

MS. DELPHOX: Customers are leaving. Director Karabraxos will be...concerned. Our jobs will 

be on the line. 

DOCTOR: Youôre scared. 



  

MS. DELPHOX: Ha, oh! Iôm terrified. I have the disadvantage of knowing Karabraxos... 

personally.  

DOCTOR: If you donôt like your boss, why stay? 

MS. DELPHOX: My face fits.  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

When people get fired here, itôs messy.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: We probably shouldnôt talk about work. 

DANNY PINK: Oh, God, yeah. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DIRECTOR KARABRAXOS: Hand in your credentials. Youôre fired. With immediate effect. 

MS. DELPHOX: Huh! But please, Iôve been in your service fð 

KARABRAXOS: Ever since the last one let me down, and I was forced to kill it. I canôt quite 

believe that youôre putting me through this again. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SPECIFIC JOBS: 

 

Architect 

DOCTOR: Clever old Architect. 

SAIBRA: Very clever. 

      -ñTime Heistò 



  

 

Banker 

The bank is now open. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Account closed.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Thereôs something in the private vault. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Please exhale. Your valuables will be transported up from the vault. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

Vault unlocking, failed. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

Vault unlocked. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

Intruders are most welcome. They remind us that the bank is impregnable. Itôs good for morale 

to have a few of you scattered about the place, preferably on view. Are you ready for your close-

up?  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

I think that your bank is about to close. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Butler 

STRAX: May I take your coat? 

CLARA OSWALD: Not wearing a coat. 

STRAX: Mmm...whatôs all that? 

CLARA: Clothes. 

STRAX: May I take your clothes? 

CLARA: Probably not. 

STRAX: Are you wearing a hat? 

CLARA: Itôs hair. 

STRAX: No, I think itôs a hat. Would you like me to check? 

      -ñDeep Breathò  

 

 

Car Rental Agent 

Donôt get it scratched or you and all your bloodline will be obliterated from time and space. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Caretaker 

Iôm a caretaker now. Look, Iôve got a brush.  

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

The walls need sponging and thereôs a sinister puddle. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Chef 

DOCTOR: Youôre logical. You have restraint. You kill to survive. Youôre not a murderer. 

CLARA OSWALD: Heôs not a what? This is a slaughterhouse. 

DOCTOR: And how does that make it different from any other restaurant? You werenôt 

vegetarian the last time I checked.  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Doctor 

Doc-tor? 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Please exhale. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Are you my doctor? 

 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

DOCTOR: Wow! A molecular nanoscaler. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: You know what it does, then? 

DOCTOR: It miniaturizes living matter. Whatôs the medical application, though? Do you use it 

to shrink the surgeons so they can climb inside the patients? 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Exactly.  

DOCTOR: Fantastic idea for a movie. Terrible idea for a proctologist.  



  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Now, remember, do not hold your breath when the nanoscaler engages. 

Youôll feel like you want to, but you must keep breathing normally during the miniaturization 

process. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Why? 

 

DOCTOR: Ever microwaved a lasagna without pricking the film on top?  

 

CLARA: It explodes. 

 

DOCTOR: Donôt be lasagna. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

STRAX: It is time, then... For your mandatory medical examination. Say ñah.ò 

CLARA OSWALD: Ahhh... 

STRAX: You didnôt move your lips. 

CLARA: Youôre looking at my eye. 

STRAX: Oh. Oh yes, there we are. Easy mistake. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

ALAN -A-DALE: Ow! 

DOCTOR: Sorry, sorry, sorry. Blood analysis. Oh. All those diseases. If you were real, youôd be 

dead in six months. 

ALAN -A-DALE: Oh, I am real. 

DOCTOR: Bye. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You probably feel a bit sick. Please, donôt be. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

PSI: Oh! Is that why you call yourself ñthe Doctorò? The professional detachment. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Heôs a doctor. And we have a patient, donôt we? 

-Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Good as new. There. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Rusty? How do you feel? Rusty? Rusty? Rusty...?  

RUSTY: The malfunction is corrected. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Rusty, come on, talk to me. Whatôs going on?! 

RUSTY: The malfunction is corrected. All systems are functioning.  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

What happened to your professional detachment, Doctor? 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Stupid, stupid Doctor. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 



  

 

Interior Decorator 

Youôve redecorated. I donôt like it. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breath Trailerò 

 

Janitor  (See ñCaretakerò) 

 

 

Judge 

Are you judging me? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Hotel Clerk 

Seems like Iôm stuck here now. Got a vacancy? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Lawyer 

Ha! I should sue. 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

Magician 

Iôm a bit tricky...  

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Where are you going? 



  

DOCTOR: Undercover. Deep cover. 

CLARA: Can you do deep cover? 

DOCTOR: What do you mean? 

CLARA: Have you seen you? 

DOCTOR: Of course I can do deep cover! 

CLARA: Hm hm hmðWhere? The Magic Circle? 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Itôs like youôre trying to be mysterious. Iôm not stupid, you know. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Manager 

Hello? Hello, are you the manager? I demand to speak to the manager. 

     -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Meteorologist 

The stormôs getting worse.   

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

How would he know when a storm would hit? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Newspaper Delivery Person 

STRAX: The Times. Shall I send it up? 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah, why not? 



  

STRAX: Hyah! 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Photographer 

Are you ready for your close-up?  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Pilot 

Test flight to a restaurant. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Policeman 

Report, please. What was the disturbance? 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Hang on, she called the police? We never do that. We should start. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Get to the station. We need more men. 

      -Inspector Gregson, ñDeep Breathò 

 

And the Sheriff? ôCause, there is a sheriff, right? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Damn you! Damn you and that villain the Sheriff! 



  

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Stupid, stupid Sheriff. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

So if you want to put your hands above your head, or... 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Donôt do this. Iôm having a very bad day, and I do not wanna be pushed around.  

GUARD: Youôre wrong. 

DOCTOR: Wrong? 

GUARD: Itôs not that bad a day. Ha. And youôre beinô very slow. 

DOCTOR: Why are you undoing my handcuffs? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Ever since that first case was open, weôve been targets. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Psychologist 

Must be noisy inside its head. Painful. To listen to so much chatter. So many secrets. Must drive 

it wild.   

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

Taxi Driver 

You can do it, then? You can get me home? 

      -Col. Orson Pink, ñListenò 

 

CLARA: This isnôt my home, by the way. 

DOCTOR: Sorry. Iôm sorry about that. IômðIðI missed. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Teacher 

CLARA OSWALD: Teachinô...Teachinô. 

DANNY PINK: Totally teaching... 

      -ñListenò 

 

All right, stop! Stop. Stop it, all of you, now. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Ha, ha! Itôs her first day! 

      -Coal Hill Student, ñDeep Breathò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: You look like a schoolteacher. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I am a school teacher. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: I think youôre probably an amazing teacher. 

CLARA OSWALD: Hm! I think Iôd better be. 



  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY: Truth? What is the truth? 

DOCTOR: Let me show you the truth. Iôve opened your mind, and now Iôm coming in. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Think, think, think, think, think. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: One question. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: No time. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Thief 

This is a good day to be a bank robber. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: We need to rob a bank. 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What? 

 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Excuse us, but weôve come to rob you. So if you want to put your hands above your head, or... 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 



  

In the name of all thatôs holy, take our moneys, take your treasure. 

      -Quayle, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

He took my bedspread. 

      -Rupert Pink, ñListenò 

 

Hard to know what to take. The greatest treasures of the universe in just one suitcase. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Your next of kin will be informed, and incarcerated, as further inducement to honest financial 

transactions. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA: Thank you, Prince of Thieves.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Warning. Intruders detected. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

Right! The system looks like itôs time-delayed. There are twenty-four lock codes I need to break.  

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Bye bye. 

CLARA OSWALD: See ya. Donôt rob any banks. 

DOCTOR: Donôt rob any banks what? 



  

CLARA: Without me. 

DOCTOR: Course not, boss. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Waiter 

STRAX: Can I get you anything? 

CLARA OSWALD: Uh...no, thanks. Maybe just some water. 

STRAX: Of course. ... Well, donôt hold back. Iôve nearly finished anyway. 

CLARA: Ummm... 

STRAX: Itôs perfectly all right. I washed in it myself. 

CLARA: All of a sudden, Iôm not very thirsty. 

STRAX: Really? 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Writer 

In the last few days...thereôs been a block. Can you see the block? Tell me why Iôm here. Show 

me why Iôm here! Show me! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò



  

 

 

XXV. HOLIDAYS 

 

 

Easter 

 

Halloween 

I think everybody, at some point in their lives, has the exact same nightmare. You wake up, or 

you think you do, and thereôs someone in the dark, someone close, or you think there might be. 

So you sit up, and turn on the light. And the room looks different at night. It ticks, and creaks, 

and breathes. And you tell yourself thereôs nobody there, nobody watching, nobody listening, 

nobody there at all. And you very nearly believe it. You really, really try. And thenð 

(Hands come out from under the bed and grab your ankles. Boo! Gotcha!!!!) 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Thatôs a hell of a lot of ghosts. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Witchery! Witchery! 

-Man, ñRobot of Sherwood 

 

Hello? Whoôs there? Hello? 

      -The First Doctor as a boy, ñListenò 

 

A-are you trying to scare me? 



  

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Now, Tinker. Let us see thy true face.  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Thanksgiving 

Oh, trussed up like turkey-cocks.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Come and feast!! 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Tuck in. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Christmas 

Well, leaving him a present, arenôt I? 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Another gift from the Architect. Shall we unwrap it? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

New Yearôs Day 



  

 

 

XXVI . TRAVEL 

 

So, where are we off to? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Where are we? How did we get here? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

COL. ORSON PINK: Where are we? 

CLARA OSWALD: Somewhere else, I hope. 

      -ñListenò 

 

I am in search of paradise. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

How long have you been traveling alone? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

We must get to London immediately. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Where are we going? 

DOCTOR: Into darkness. 



  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Have you been to Nottingham? 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Hey! What about Mars?  

CLARA OSWALD: What?! 

DOCTOR: The Ice Warrior Hives. 

CLARA: You said it was my choice. 

DOCTOR: Or the Tumescent Arrows of the Half-Light. Those girls can hold their drink. 

CLARA: Doctor.  

DOCTOR: And fracture fifteen different levels of reality simultaneously. I think Iôve got a 

Polaroid somewhere. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Iôm standing where Iôve never been. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

DOCTOR: What do you think of the view? 

HALF-FACE MAN: I do not think of it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Donôt look where we are. Take off and promise me you will never look 

where weôve been. 

DOCTOR: Why? 



  

CLARA: Just take off. Donôt ask questions. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Listen, Iôm...sorry but thereôs going to be...no trip today. Iôm sorry. Eh, Iôve gotta do 

a thing. it might take a while. 

CLARA OSWALD: What thing? 

DOCTOR: Just a thing. 

CLARA: Youôre being mysterious, and do you know what that means? 

DOCTOR: Iôm a man of mystery. 

CLARA: Hm-hm! It means that you are a very clever man, making the mistake, common to very 

clever people, of assuming that everybody else is stupid. Where are you going? 

DOCTOR: Undercover. Deep cover. 

CLARA: Can you do deep cover? 

DOCTOR: What do you mean? 

CLARA: Have you seen you? 

DOCTOR: Of course I can do deep cover! 

CLARA: Hm hm hmðWhere? The Magic Circle? 

DOCTOR: Iôll see you when I see you. 

CLARA: Hmm... Hmmm... Iôll be sure to have a wash. 

DOCTOR: Excellent. I was meaning to bring it up. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

By Plane 

Soon this skyship will depart. Destination, London. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

Seeing the World from Above 

DOCTOR: So tell me...what do you think of the view. 

HALF-FACE MAN: Itôs beautiful. 

DOCTOR: No, it isnôt. Itôs just far away. Everything looks too small. I prefer it down there. 

Everything is huge. Everything is so important. Every detail, every moment, every life clung to. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Glasgow 

DOCTOR: Three weeks, thatôs a long time. 

CLARA: In Glasgow. Thatôs dead in a ditch. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Alien Locations 

The Satanic Nebula! Or...the Lagoon of Lost Stars...or we could go...to Brighton! Iôve got a 

whole day worked out. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XXVII . WEATHER AND THE NATURAL WORLD 

 

 

Sunshine 

Itôs not that bad a day.  

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

Rain 

 

Storms 

DANNY PINK: Itôs a bit wet. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh! Freak shower! 

DANNY PINK: Is that seaweed? 

CLARA OSWALD: I said ñfreak.ò 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

The stormôs getting worse.   

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

Storm. Stormôs tripping the system. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

Sand Storms 

 

Eclipses 

 

Autumn 

Dame Autumn has draped her mellow skirts about the forest, Doctor. The time of mists and 

harvests approaches... 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Bitey. 

BARNEY THE TRAMP: Bitey? 

DOCTOR: The air... Itôs bitey. itôs wet, an--an--an--and bitey. 

BARNEY: Oh. Itôs cold. 

DOCTOR: Thatôs right. Itôs cold. Itôs cold, I knew it was a thing. I need , um...I need clothes. I 

need clothes, thatôs what I need. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Now, give me your coat. 

BARNEY THE TRAMP: No. 

DOCTOR: I am cold. 

BARNEY: Iôm cold. 

DOCTOR: Iôm cold. Thereôs no point in us both being cold. Gimme your coat. Give me your 

coat. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Daylight Savings Time 



  

Fall back.  

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Solar Storms 

MS. DELPHOX: Report, please. What was the disturbance? 

GUARD: Solar storm getting worse. Interfering with our systems. 

      -ñTime Heistò 



  

 

 

XXVIII . SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY 

 

Computers 

PSI: Well, what is our pro-pro-pro-pro-pr? Ahem. 

CLARA: You okay? 

PSI: Drive glitch. Itôs fine. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Oh, no, no, no, not now, come on! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Doh! Always when itôs important! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Itôs rebooting. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Itôs a neophyte circuit. Iôve only ever seen one once before. It can reboot any system, replace any 

lost data. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

The Universe 



  

DOCTOR:  A lovely view out this window. 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. Come and...see all the dark. 

DOCTOR: The deep and lovely dark. Weôd never see the stars without it.  

       -ñListenò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: I see your universe. 

DOCTOR: And isnôt the universe beautiful?  

RUSTY: I see beauty. 

DOCTOR: Yes, thatôs good. That is good. Hold on to that. 

RUSTY: I see endless, divine perfection. 

DOCTOR: Make it a part of you. Remember how you feel right now. Put it inside you, and live 

by it. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Stars are born every day. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò  

 

SHERIFF: The skyship came to Earth in a fury of fire. 

CLARA: Iôd almost call it a crash. I remember it well. 

SHERIFF: A craft from the heavenly spheres, bedight with twinkling lights, and miracles beyond 

imagining. The most beautiful thing the brave, and handsome, man had ever seen. 

CLARA: And I suppose the mechanical men saw you as their natural leader? 

Those mysterious lights in the sky. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You saw a star being born! The endless rebirth of the universe! 



  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY: New stars are born. 

DOCTOR: Every time. 

RUSTY: Resistance is futile. 

DOCTOR: Resistance to what? 

RUSTY: Life returns. Life prevails. Resistance is futile. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Evolution 

DOCTOR: You see, I have a theory. 

CLARA: Iôll bet you have. What theory? 

      -ñListenò 

 

Evolution perfects survival skills. There are perfect hunters. There is perfect defense.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Fictional 

Nice. Dimensional shift bomb. Sends the particles to a different plane. Come on then, Team Not 

Dead! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Atomic shredder. 

SAIBRA: Painless? 

DOCTOR: And instant. 



  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 



  

 

 

XXIX. POP CULTURE 

 

 

ART 

 

Leonardo Da Vinci 

 

Vincent Van Gogh 

 

CELEBRITY 

 

 

 

 

BOOKS 

Stories can make us fly. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Well. Wðwell, once the story started, she could hardly stop herself. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

And may those stories never end. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

Um... You know, a bit of reading. 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Tell me your story. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Tell me yours. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Iôm impatient to hear your story. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh... But I do not have one. I was lying. 

SHERIFF: Lying? 

CLARA: Yeah... People are so much better at sharing information if they think the other person 

has already got it. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Where is he? 

 

CLARA: Doctor? 

 

DOCTOR: I canôt find him. Can you find him? 

 

CLARA: Find who? 

 

DOCTOR: Wally. 

 

CLARA: Wally? 

 

DOCTOR: Heôs nowhere in this book. 

 

RUPERT PINK: Itôs not a Whereôs Wally one. 

 

DOCTOR: Well, how would you know? Maybe you just havenôt found him yet. 

 

RUPERT: Heôs not in every book. 



  

 

DOCTOR: Really? Well, thatôs a few years of my life Iôll be needing back. 

 

      -ñListenò 

 

At last. Something real. No more fairy tales. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Stories can make us fly. 

DOCTOR: Iôm still having a little trouble believing yours, Iôm afraid. 

ROBIN: Ah, is it so hard to credit? That a man born into wealth and privilege should find the 

plight of the oppressed and weak too much to bear... 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 

POETRY 

Yeah, yeah, yeah, all very poetic. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

MUSIC 

 

MOVIES 

 

Fantastic Voyage 

Fantastic idea for a movie. Terrible idea for a proctologist.  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

THEATER 

And what is this display, now, as amusing as you are? 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

This is all play-acting. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

TELEVISION 

Someone is watching. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Who turned your telly off? 

 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

The View 

DOCTOR: What do you think of The View? 

HALF-FACE MAN: I do not think of it. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

Reality Shows 

 

CELEBRITY 

Do you remember the star you saw being born? 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 



  

 

SPORTS 

Come on then, Team Not Dead! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò    

   

 

FASHION 

I need , um...I need clothes. I need clothes, thatôs what I need. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DANNY PINK: Nice frock. Itôs a bit wet. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh! Freak shower! 

DANNY PINK: Is that seaweed? 

CLARA OSWALD: I said ñfreak.ò 

      -Danny Pink, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DOCTOR: Are you taller? 

CLARA OSWALD: Heels. 

DOCTOR: What, do you have to reach a high shelf? 

CLARA: Right, got to go. Gonna be late. 

DOCTOR: For a shelf? 

CLARA: Bye! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

CAMPING 

Now, this green canopy is my palace, and the rough ground my feather bed.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ARCHERY 

ROBIN HOOD (pretending to be Tom the Tinker): Targets seem a little close. What say you? 

Another twenty paces? 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Why not? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Ye Gads! He has split the arrow! Truly, he is the finest archer in all England.  

      -Herald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

My skills as a bowman speak for themselves. I claim my reward. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre good at this. I saw you; you won the tournament. 

DOCTOR: I cheated. I made a special arrow with a homing device. 

CLARA: Oh, brilliant. Right. Let me have a go. 

DOCTOR: You? But you do taekwondo. Thatôs not the same thing as this. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

HORSEBACK RIDING 

Left! No! No! Right, right, right, right! Sorry, itôs my new hands. I canôt tell them apart. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

GAMES 

Iôm happy to play your game. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Weôll take turns. Iôll go first. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I anticipate...a challenge. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Shall we make the contest a little more interesting, my Lord? 

      -Robin Hood (pretending to be Tom the Tinker,  

      ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

There is no contest! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I cheated.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You canôt win this way. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Iôm damned if Iôm gonna make it easy for them. 



  

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

The game is afoot. Weôre going to need a lot of tea. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Victory is yours, but it does not please you? 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Itôs not a competition. 

DOCTOR: I know itôs not a competition. Course it isnôt.  

      -ñListenò 

 

The time for games is over. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Backgammon 

 

 

Chess 

 

Hide and Seek 

Little you must be in here somewhere, with your little brain. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 



  

Come on! Come and find me!  

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Comedy Club 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Balderdash. Ha! 

DOCTOR: Oh. Right. Here we go. Itôs laughing time. 

ROBIN: Well...you amuse me, gray old man. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN: Ha ha ha! 

DOCTOR: Heôs laughing again! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Yes, rolling around on the floor, laughing...I would pay good money to see that.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, my God! Ha ha! 

PSI: Good, eh?  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Oh, do you know, I fiðI find that, I find that quite funny. Do youðdo you know, I feel another 

laugh coming on. Ah-ha-ha-ha! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

 

ROBIN HOOD: Ah, ha ha ha ha ha ha haah! 

DOCTOR: Oh, no. Please. Please, donôt do that. ...  

ROBIN: Ha ha ha. 

DOCTOR: Itôs not even that funny. 

ROBIN: Ha ha, youôre an amusing fellow, Doctor. 

DOCTOR: Oh, donôt. Can you just stop! 

ROBIN: Ah, ha ha ha ha, ah, ha ha ha! 

DOCTOR: Youôll give yourself a hernia. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DANNY PINK: You think youôre funny, Fleming? 

FLEMING: Yes, sir. 

DANNY: All right, me too. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I was being funny. 

DANNY PINK: Why? 

CLARA: I just do that. Uh... 

DANNY: Why? 

CLARA: I donôt know. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DANNY: Are you making fun of me? 

CLARA: No No, no, n-no. No way. 



  

DANNY: Is this a joke? 

CLARA: Danny, nothing about this is any kind of joke. 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: I made a joke. 

DANNY PINK: A not-funny joke. 

CLARA: Yeah, well, do you know what Iôm making now? 

DANNY: A fuss. 

CLARA: An exit. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Youôre not serious. 

ROBIN: Yeah, Iôm many things, sir, but Iôm never that. Robin Hood laughs in the face of all. Ha, 

ha, ha! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Right! That isnôt even funny.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Gotcha! 

-The Doctor, ñInto the Dalek 

 

A good jest. Ha, ha! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

How have I amused you? 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Itôs funny...  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

This is getting silly. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

The Zoo 

I love monkeys, theyôre so funny. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò  

 

 

FOOD AND DRINK 

THE BEST DINNER IN LONDON 

      -Advertisement in the Times for Manciniôs Family  

      Restaurant, where youôre the menu, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Peckish? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Suppertime! 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

Come and feast!! 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Tuck in. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Water for the table? 

      -Waiter, ñListenò 

 

Eat, my lady, eat. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DANNY: Yep. Straight to dinner. 

CLARA: I like a man who moves fast. 

DANNY: Yeah? I might go straight for extras...Afters...Dessert. 

CLARA: Yes, I know, I kn-know...Dessert 

DANNY: Go straight to dessert. 

CLARA: Gotcha. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DANNY PINK: So, um... How was your day? 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh. Good. You know...Teaching... 

DANNY: Yep. Teachinô. 

CLARA: Teachinô...Teachinô. 



  

DANNY: Totally teaching... 

CLARA: We probably shouldnôt talk about work. 

DANNY: Oh, God, yeah. 

      -ñListenò 

 

I had a bag of crisps this morning, thanks. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Yôknow...Iôve just realized. Iôm going out for another meal now. 

DOCTOR: Donôt worry. Calories consumed on the TARDIS have no lasting effect. 

CLARA: Whað? Are you kidding? 

DOCTOR: Of course Iôm kidding. Itôs a time machine, not a miracle worker.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Iôve had enough. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: This is not a real restaurant, is it? 

DOCTOR: Well now...itôs more of a sort of a automated organ collection station for the unwary 

diner. Sweeney Todd without the pies. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: The question is, what is this restaurant? 

CLARA OSWALD: Okay, what is this restaurant? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. ... Uh...no sausages? Dôyað And thereôs no pictures...either. Do you 

have a childrenôs menu? Any specials? 



  

WAITER: Liver. 

DOCTOR: I donôt like liver. 

WAITER: Spleen. Brain stem. Eyes. 

CLARA: Mmm...Is there...a lot of demand for those? 

DOCTOR: I donôt think thatôs whatôs on the menu. I think we are the menu. 

WAITER: Lungs. Skin. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

WAITER: Yes. 

DOCTOR: Yes, what? 

WAITER: Yes, we have a childrenôs menu. 

      -Waiter, ñDeep Breath? 

 

REG: An inspection. Itôs two in the morning. 

 

DOCTOR: When better? 

 

      -Reg, ñListenò 

 

The restaurant is closed. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: An ordinary person wants to meet someone that they know...very well for 

lunch. What do they do? 

DOCTOR: Well, they probably...get in touch and suggest lunch. 

CLARA: Mm-hm. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

DOCTOR: Ever microwaved a lasagna without pricking the film on top?  

 

CLARA: It explodes. 

 

DOCTOR: Donôt be lasagna. 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Those arenôt tears, Clara. Thatôs soup. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Well, you donôt want to eat, do you? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

We could...take another look at the menu. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Slightly lost my appetite. Ahem. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: We could just casually stroll out of here, like weôve changed our minds. 

DOCTOR: Happens all the time. 

CLARA: Ha. Course it does. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Would you like some tea? Little splosh? Lovely. 

      -Missy, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

 

GARDENING 

 



  

 

 

XXX. RELIGION AND FAITH/TRUST 

 

How did I get here? 

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò 

 

Where are we? How did we get here? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

I was wondering what weôre doing here. 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

What exactly are we doing here?  

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Why are you here? 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

The Word of God 

DANNY PINK: How long have you been there? 

CLARA OSWALD: Longer than you would like. 

DANNY: Okay. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

In Praise of God 

Itôs assembly. Youôd better get going. Go and worship something. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

Dear Lord... 

      -Inspector Gregson, ñDeep Breathò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: I see your universe. 

DOCTOR: And isnôt the universe beautiful?  

RUSTY: I see beauty. 

DOCTOR: Yes, thatôs good. That is good. Hold on to that. 

RUSTY: I see endless, divine perfection. 

DOCTOR: Make it a part of you. Remember how you feel right now. Put it inside you, and live 

by it. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh, for Godôs sake. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Lord, forgive me. 

      -Friar Tuck, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

God save us all. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

 

The Promised Land 

DESTINATION: 

THE PROMISED LAND 

-From the Robot Knightsô Spaceshipôs databank, 

ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: I am in search of paradise. 

DOCTOR: Hah! Yeah, well, me too. Iôm not gonna make it either. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: We will reach the Promised Land. 

CLARA: Theðthe what? Theðthe Promised Land? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: I go to the Promised Land. 

DOCTOR: So you keep saying. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

You are millions of years old. Itôs time you knew, there isnôt one. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: I will not die. I will  reach the Promised Land. 



  

DOCTOR: There isnôt any Promised Land. This is justð Itôs a superstition...that you have 

picked up from all the humanity youôve stuffed inside yourself. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Unlike you, I do not expect to reach the Promised Land. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Hello-o-o! Iôm Missy. You made it. I hope my boyfriend wasnôt too mean to you. 

      -Missy, ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: Where am I? 

MISSY: Oh, where do you think you are? Look around you. Youôve made it. The Promised 

Land. Paradise. Welcome...to Heaven. 

      - ñDeep Breathò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: What do you say, outlaw? A final reckoning? 

ROBIN HOOD: Oh, yes.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Keeping the Faith 

Iôm right, arenôt I? Come on, please, please, God, say Iôm right. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You saw the truth, Rusty. Remember how you felt. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

 

Spreading the Word 

Spread the word. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Iôm gonna save your soul. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Donôt worry, Doctor. Iôll save you. 

DOCTOR: I donôt need saving. 

-ñRobot of Sherwood 

 

I thought you were saving him! 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Youôve saved us all, clever one. ... Thank you. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Mission Work 

Weôre gonna continue the mission. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Losing Faith 

What if there was nothing? What if there was never anything? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 



  

 

You donôt actually believe all this, do you? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA: When did you stop believing in everything? 

DOCTOR: When did you start believing in impossible heroes? 

CLARA: Donôt you know?  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

The Prodigal Son 

Yeah, maybe one day I will return home...  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Other Beliefs 

Atheism 

No, no, no. No, you must see more than that, there must be more than that. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

No, there must be more than that. There must be more than that. Please. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Trust 



  

SAIBRA: Hmm. Interesting. 

DOCTOR: What is? 

SAIBRA: Youôre lying. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Youôre a liar.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: How did you know I was lying? 

SAIBRA: Iôve had a lot of faces; I find them easy to read. 

DOCTOR: Quite a gift. 

SAIBRA: Gift? 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Could you trust someone who looked back at you out of your own eyes? 

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Say it again. 

SAIBRA: ñHow can you trust someone if they look back at you out of your own eyes?ò 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA: There is something that I should probably be honest about. 

DANNY: How about everything? 

CLARA: Everything, in my case, is actually quite a lot. 

DANNY: Well, thatôs weird. 



  

CLARA: No, no, no, itôs not weird. Not really. Where are you going? 

DANNY: I donôt do weird. 

CLARA: Donôt go. 

DANNY: Then do something for me. Tell me the truth, because I know when people are lying to 

me. However weird this thing may be, just tell me the truth. 

CLARA: Itôs not weird...exactly. 

DANNY: Iôve had enough. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Itôs a shame, isnôt it? 

ORSON: Whatôs a shame? 

DOCTOR: Thereôs only three people left in the universe, and youôre lying to the other two. 

      -ñListenò 

 

People donôt need to be lied to. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

You false-tongued knave.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

He is not what you think he is. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Liar! 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

Youôre not fooling anyone, Sheriff. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Stop pretending. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Isnôt it time you came clean with me? 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

So...is it true, Doctor? 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I need something from you. I need the truth. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY: Truth? What is the truth? 

DOCTOR: Let me show you the truth. Iôve opened your mind, and now Iôm coming in. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Trust me. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh, Dalek, do not be lying to me. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

Why should we trust a Dalek? Why would it change? 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 



  

  

 

XXXI . DANGER 

 

Listen! 

 

      -The Doctor, ñSeries 8 Trailerò 

 

 

 

DOCTOR: Thereôs no immediate threat. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Warning. Intruders detected. 

DOCTOR: Maybe I should stop saying things like that. 

COMPUTER VOICE: Intruders detected. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA: One question. And you will answer this question. Are the kids safe? 

DOCTOR: No. Nobody is safe. But soon the answer will be ñyes, everybody is safe,ò if you let 

me get on now.  

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Nobodyôs safe, especially not at night, in the dark. Anything can get you.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

And then, we got swallowed by a big dinosaur. You probably noticed. 

      -Clara, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Strax! Bring the carriageðnow! 



  

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

JENNY FLINT: What do you thinkôs ôappened? 

MADAME VASTRA: I donôt know, but I fear devilment. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: The Doctoré Whatôs he doing here? 

MADAME VASTRA: There is trouble. Where else would he be? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

What if the prickle on the back of your neck, is the breath of something close behind you? 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Probably best for you to wait in the TARDIS. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò  

 

I am not gonna leave you in danger! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Out...out! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Everyone, quickly, get out! ... Quickly! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

Oh, hurry up! Get out! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

Ready to run? 

      -Danny Pink, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DOCTOR: Follow me, and run! 

CLARA OSWALD: Run! 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Time to run. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Run, lads, run! 

      -Friar Tuck, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Run! Come on, run! 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Just keep runninô! 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Flee! Lads! Flee! Live to fight another day! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

Youôre so very quick.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Sorry, too slow. Thereôs no point in them catching us both. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Where are we going? 

 

DOCTOR: Into darkness. 

 

      -ñSeries 8 TV Launch Trailerò 

 

Fear 

Are you scared? 

       -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

I was afraid.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre scared. 

DOCTOR: Iôm terrified. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Youôre scared. 

MS. DELPHOX: Ha, oh! Iôm terrified.  

      -ñTime Heistò 

 



  

DOCTOR: Afraid of the dark? But the dark...is empty now. 

COL. ORSON PINK: No. No, it isnôt. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Are you scared? The thing on the bed, whatever it is, look at it. Does it scare you? 

RUPERT PINK: Yes. 

DOCTOR: Well, thatôs good. You want to know why thatôs good? 

RUPERT: Why? 

DOCTOR: Let me tell you about scared. Your heart is beating so hard. I can feel it through 

hands! Thereôs so much blood and oxygen pumping through your brain, itôs like rocket fuel. 

Right now, you could run faster and ya could fight harder; you could jump higher than e-ever in 

your life. And you are so alert, itôs like you can sloow doown tiime. Whatôs wrong with scared? 

Scared is a superpower. Itôs your superpower. There is danger in this room, and guess what? Itôs 

you. Do you feel it? ... Do you think he feels it? Do you think heôs ñscared?ò Nah. Loser. Turn 

your back on him. 

       -ñListenò 

 

I know youôre afraid...but being afraid is all right. Because didnôt anybody ever tell you? Fear is 

a superpower. Fear can make you faster, and cleverer, and stronger. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

If youôre very wise, and very strong, fear doesnôt have to make you cruel or cowardly. Fear can 

make you kind... It doesnôt matter if thereôs nothing under the bed, or in the dark, so long as you 

know itôs okay to be afraid of it... So, listen. If you listen to nothing else, listen to this. Youôre 

always gonna be afraid...even if you learn to hide it. Fear is like...a companion. A constant 

companion, always there. But thatôs okay, because fear can bring us together. Fear can bring you 

home. Iôm gonna leave you something, just so youôll always remember; fear makes companions 

of us all. 

-Clara Oswald, ñListenò(The First Doctor would 

later repeat the very last line to Barbara Wright in 

ñAn Unearthly Childò) 



  

 

 

 



  

 

 

XXXII . STATEMENTS OF STRENGTH 

 

You see? Destroy us if you will, theyôre still gonna close your restaurant. ... That was gonna 

sound better. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: You false-tongued knave. I should have skewered you when I had the chance. 

DOCTOR: I would like to see you try. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

This oneôs all mine.  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Everyone has a weakness.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Now I am going to take you.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Listen. When weôre done here, by all means, you go and find yourself a shoulder to cry on. 

Youôll probably need that. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Donôt do this. Iôm having a very bad day, and I do not wanna be pushed around.  



  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Give it a rest. 

      -Will Scarlet, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Hush. 

      -Woman, ñListenò 

 

Shut it. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Shut up; shut up. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Shut up. Everybody, just...just shut up. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Shut up. Just shut up, shut up, shut up, shuttety up up up.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

 

 

XXXIII . THE NATURE OF POWER 

 

Bow down before your new king.  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Great men always precede. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Oh, everything has a price tag, I think youôll find.   

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

XXXIV . MILITARY AND WAR 

 

I think youôre probably nice. Underneath it all, I think youôre kind, and youôre definitely brave. I 

just wish you hadnôt been a soldier. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: I hate soldiers! Donôt you hate soldiers? 

CLARA OSWALD: Yeah. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DANNY: Thereôs a bit more to modern soldiering than just shooting people. I like to think 

thereôs a moral dimension. 

CLARA: Ah, you shoot people and then you cry about it afterwards? 

DANNY: Ah. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Building an Army 

Bigger threat to smaller threat. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Atten-shun! Look at you lot. Iôve never seen such a miserable bunch. What are you, children? 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

If we are to serve together, I need you in peak physical prowess, eh? 



  

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MAN: He canôt just run away crying all the time if he wants to join the army. 

WOMAN: He doesnôt want to join the army. I keep telling you. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Thereôll be no crying in the army. 

      -Man, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Soldiers take orders. 

JOURNEY: I am a soldier. 

DOCTOR: A Dalek is a better soldier than you will ever be. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: See what Iôm doing? This is your army. 

DOCTOR: Plastic army. 

CLARA: Sit! And theyôre gonna guard under your bed. You see this one? This oneôs the boss 

one. The colonel. Heôs gonna keep a special eye out. 

RUPERT PINK: Itôs broken, that one. It doesnôt have a gun. 

CLARA: Well, thatôs why heôs the boss. A soldier so brave he doesnôt need a gun. He can keep 

the whole world safe. What shall we call him? 

RUPERT: Dan. 

CLARA: ...Sorry? 

RUPERT: Dan, the soldier man. Thatôs what I call ôim. 

CLARA: Good. Good name. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 



  

  

 

 

 

Spying 

CLARA OSWALD: Where are you going? 

DOCTOR: Undercover. Deep cover. 

CLARA: Can you do deep cover? 

DOCTOR: What do you mean? 

CLARA: Have you seen you? 

DOCTOR: Of course I can do deep cover! 

CLARA: Hm hm hmðWhere? The Magic Circle? 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DOCTOR: Look at them. Donôt ñlookò look. 

CLARA OSWALD: You just said to look. 

DOCTOR: Look without looking. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Yes, nobodyôs taking any notice at all. Absolutely good news because it means that I 

must be coming across just as an absolutely boring human being like you. 

CLARA: (mouths) What the hell are you doing? 

DOCTOR: Deep cover. Deep cover. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 



  

DOCTOR: So, you recognized me, then. 

CLARA OSWALD: Youôre wearing a different coat! 

DOCTOR: You saw straight through that. 

CLARA: Deep cover? 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Pretend you donôt know me. Stay out of my way. The less you know, the better. Iôll explain it all 

later. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

The Joy of Fighting 

Oh, look. The cavalry. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Weapons charged. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Defensive positions, everyone. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Advance. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

STRAX: Donôt worry, my boy, we shall die in glory. 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Okay. Good-o. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

FLEMING: Sir? Have you ever killed a man? 

DANNY PINK: I was a soldier. There were other soldiers and some of them werenôt on our side. 

I shall leave the rest to your imagination. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Making a Strategic Strike 

Begin attack. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Attack will be victorious. The rebels will be exterminated. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Remain still, and lay down your weapons in the name of the British Empire! 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Resistance is futile. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

Destroy where necessary. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Retreat 

We have been hit! Major damage! 



  

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. 

Exterminate. Exterminate. Exterminate. 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Pull back! Pull back! 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Fall back, fall back. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

GRETCHEN: I can hold them off! 

DOCTOR: No, you canôt! ... Pull back! 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

DOCTOR: Clara, say the word. 

CLARA OSWALD: What word? 

DOCTOR: They never sent you in here without a word. 

CLARA: I donôt want to say it. 

DOCTOR: Iôve guessed it already. 

DOCTOR AND CLARA: Geronimo. 

-ñDeep Breathò(The Doctor and Clara say the 

word that will let the Paternoster Gang know they 

need help) 

 

I have transmitted a retreat signal. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

Flee! Lads! Flee! Live to fight another day! 

-Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

No Second Chances 

Surrender is not accepted. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

We donôt leave any prisoners. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Dismissed. 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

 

Civilians 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: You donôt like soldiers much, do you? 

DOCTOR: You donôt need to be liked; youôve got all the guns. 

-ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Dry your eyes, Journey Blue. Cryingôs for civilians. Itôs how we communicate with you lot. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Interrogations 



  

What is this? Why are you interrogatinô me? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: He will get nothing from me. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no. He will get nothing from me, because interrogation, thatôs where I 

always turn the tables. You see, thatôs my plan. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

PSI: No, I was...I was interrogated in prison. And I guess I panicked. I didnôt want to be a risk to 

the people close to me, so... 

CLARA: Y-you deleted your friends? 

PSI: My friends...anyone who ever ôelped me... My family. 

CLARA: Your family? 

PSI: Of course, my family. 

CLARA: How could you do that? 

PSI: Well...I dunno. Suppose I must have loved them. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: Where is the other one? There was another. Where is he? Where is the 

other. You will  tell us, or you will be destroyed. 

CLARA OSWALD: What did you say? 

HALF-FACE MAN: You will tell us. 

CLARA: Yeah, I know. Or what? 

HALF-FACE MAN: You will die. 

CLARA: Go on, then... Do it. Iôm not gonna answer any of your questions, so you have to do it. 

You have to kill me. Threats donôt work unless you deliver. 

HALF-FACE MAN: You will  tell us where the other one is. 



  

CLARA: Nope! 

HALF-FACE MAN: You will be destroyed. 

CLARA: Destroy me, then. And if you donôt, then...Iôm not gonna believe a single threat you 

make from now on. Of course, if--if Iôm dead, then...I canôt tell you where the other one went, 

then.  

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Never start with your final sanction. Youôve got nowhere to go 

but...backwards. 

HALF-FACE MAN: Humans feel pain. 

CLARA: Ah! Oh! Bigger threat to smaller threat. See what I mean? Backwards. 

HALF-FACE MAN: The information can be extracted by means of your suffering. 

CLARA: A-are you trying to scare me? Well, ôcause Iôm already bloody terrified of dyinô. And 

Iôll endure a lot of pain...for a very long time before I give up the information thatôs keeping me 

alive. How long have you got? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 All you can offer me is my life; what you canôt do...is threaten it. You can negotiate. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Okay! Okay, okay! Okay, yes, yes, yes, I am crying and itôs just because I 

am...very...frightened of you. If you know anything about human beings, that means, 

you...youôre in a lot of trouble. 

HALF-FACE MAN: We will not negotiate. 

CLARA: You donôt have a choice. Iôll tell you what. Iôll answer your questions if you answer 

mine. 

HALF-FACE MAN: We will not answer questions. 

CLARA: Weôll take turns. Iôll go first. Why did you kill the dinosaur? 



  

HALF-FACE MAN: We will not answer questions. 

CLARA: Why did you kill the dinosaur?! 

HALF-FACE MAN: We will not answer questions! 

CLARA: Then you might as well kill me, because Iôm not talking again till you do. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

People are so much better at sharing information if they think the other person has already got it. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I know when people are lying to me.  

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

 

Aftermath 

This is over. Killing us wonôt change that. What would be the point? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Victory is yours, but it does not please you? 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Modern Soldiering 

CLARA: Oh, I could kill that girl some days. 

DANNY: Me, too. 

CLARA: And from you, that means something. 

DANNY: Heh... Sorry? 



  

      -ñListenò 

 

DANNY PINK: No, I dug twenty-three wells. 

CLARA OSWALD: Iôm sorry?  

DANNY: Twenty-three wells. When I was a soldier. Twenty three! 

CLARA: Okay. Good. Good, wells. 

DANNY: Yeah, they were good, actually. 

CLARA: Iôm not doubting the quality of your wells. 

DANNY: Whole villages saved. Actual towns, full of people. People I didnôt shoot. People I 

kept safe. 

CLARA: Okay. Point taken. Seriously. 

DANNY: Yeah, so why doesnôt that ever get mentioned? 

CLARA: Iôm sorry I didnôt mention your twenty-three wells. 

WAITER: Excuse me? 

CLARA: Sorry. 

WAITER: Uh...Water for the table? 

CLARA: Donôt you worry. Heôll probably dig for it. 

... 

DANNY: Iôm sorry. 

CLARA: Itôs okay. 

DANNY: Sensitive subject. 

CLARA: Yes. Can slightly see that. 

DANNY: Just...Sometimes people like you get the wrong end of the stick. 

CLARA: People like me? 

      -ñListenò 



  

 

 

XXXV . PRAISES 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Why are you being nice? 

DOCTOR: Because it works on you. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Very good. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You are a very clever man, making the mistake, common to very clever people, of assuming that 

everybody else is stupid. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

I think youôre probably nice.  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

You look lovely today. Have you had a wash? 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

You brighten the room tremendously.  

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Ah, excellent. Enviable spleen. Well done! 



  

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Clever one. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò



  

 

 

XXXVI . INSULTING SOMEONE 

 

Donôt look in that mirror. Itôs absolutely furious. 

 

-The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

BARNEY THE TRAMP: I donôt like it. 

DOCTOR: What? 

BARNEY: Your face. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Your breath stinks like a serpent; has anyone ever told you that?  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You skinny blackguard! 

      -Friar Tuck, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You prince of knaves!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You bony rascal. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Big gray-haired stick insect. 



  

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

You cur! 

      -Quayle, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You miserable cur. 

-Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Jackal. 

      -Alan-a-Dale, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Lardy lack-wit. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

You pudding-headed primitive. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Loser.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Youôre an idiot. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

You false-tongued knave.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

Liar!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: There is something extremely wrong with everybody else in this room. 

CLARA OSWALD: Mmm.. Basically, donôt you always think that? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

No...no, shut up. What do you all have for brains, pudding? Look at you. Why canôt I meet a 

decent species? Planet...of the pudding-brains. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Stop laughing. Why are you always doing that? Are you all simple or something? 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Some of the lights are out. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Youôve probably just forgotten. Have you seen the size of human brains? Theyôre hilarious. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Earthling scum.  

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Hush now. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

Oh, big man, shut it! 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Shush! 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

No, wait. Shut up, shut up. Shut up! 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Are you still talking?  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Out of the way, human scum. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You donôt ôalf talk a lot of rubbish. 

      -Elsie, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Frankly, youôre a career break for the right therapist. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

 

XXXVII . AGING 

 

Youôll be old. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Youôll be old, and full of regret for the things that you canôt change. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: Come on. 

CLARA OSWALD: Come on where? 

DOCTOR: Your childhood. 

      -ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: To be honestð 

CLARA OSWALD: Honest? 

DOCTOR: Youôre not a young woman any more. 

CLARA: Yes, I am. 

DOCTOR: Well, you donôt look it. 

CLARA: I do look it. 

DOCTOR: Oh, thatôs right. Keep your spirits up.  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: What the hell are you doing? 



  

ROBIN HOOD: Surviving. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Oh, good for you. Still making an effort. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: You are clearly more advanced in years, and you have a sickly aspect to you. 

DOCTOR: I have a what? 

ROBIN: Youôre as pale as milk. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

How can his hair be all...gray? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: And that isnôt the...only gray one, if you are, um, having a cull. 

DOCTOR: What, do you have a problem with the gray ones? 

CLARA: Mmm, if I got new hair and it was gray, I would have a problem. 

DOCTOR: Yeah, I bet you would. 

CLARA: Meaning? 

DOCTOR: Itôs too short. 

CLARA (as the Doctor pulls out one of her hairs): Ow! 

DOCTOR: Sorry, it was the only one out of place. Iôm sure that you would want it killed. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

Iôve come this far. Probably gonna die anyway. Wouldnôt mind something to do for the rest of 

me life.  

      -Gretchen Alison Carlisle, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

IðI...remember. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh, look. Itôs your memories again. Itôs like somebodyôs muckinô about up there. Memories... 

All those memories...  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: You can delete your memories? 

PSI: Yeah... Itôs not as fun as it sounds. 

CLARA: Heh. Iôve got a few I wish I could lose. 

PSI: And I lost a few I wish I hadnôt. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Youôve probably just forgotten. Have you seen the size of human brains? Theyôre hilarious. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

You have unfinished work, havenôt you? 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Usefulness expired. 

      -Robot Knight, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

CLARA: It is not a competition about who can die slower. 

DOCTOR: It definitely would be me, though, wouldnôt it? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SAIBRA: How did I get here? 

DOCTOR: The same way we all did, but weôve all forgotten. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Memory giver. All your yesterdays. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

PSI: Doctor, what the hell is going on? 

CLARA OSWALD: Are you remembering? 

DOCTOR: No. Not a thing. But Iôm understanding. 

CLARA: What? What is it? What are you understanding? 

DOCTOR: Iôm not sure yet. I need my memory back. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Thereôs no way out of this. Weôre gonna die here. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Listen to me. It doesnôt have to end like this.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 



  

 

  



  

 

 

XXXVIII . DEATH AND FUNERALS 

 

DOCTOR: The TARDIS is extrapolating your entire timeline, from the moment of your birth to 

the moment of your death. 

CLARA: Which I do not need a preview of. 

      -ñListenò 

 

What if weôre not supposed to make it out alive? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

ñExit strategy.ò Eugh! That means what I think it means, right? 

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò 

You will die. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You will be destroyed. 

      -Half-Face Man, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Youôll be dead. 

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

Thereôs no way out of this. Weôre gonna die here. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

Exit strategy of sorts. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Daleks must die. Daleks must die. 

 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Die all you like. Noô my problem.  

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Let him die. It will save us the trouble of executing him. 

      -Guard, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Iôm already bloody terrified of dyinô.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

For what itôs worth, and, uh, it might not be worth much, when your whole life flashes in front of 

you, you see people you love, a-and people missing you.  

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

This...is over. Are you capable of admitting that? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Self-destruction is against my basic program. 

      -Half-Face Man, Deep Breathò 

 



  

Donôt worry, my boy, we shall die in glory. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

HALF-FACE MAN: It cannot end. 

DOCTOR: It has to. You know it does. And thereôs only one way out. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

I am dying, with many, many regrets.  

-Madame Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

Stop! 

-Madame Vastra, stopping Strax from taking his 

own life to help save his friends in ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: Weôve gotta help him. 

DOCTOR: Heôs gone already. Itôs over. 

CLARA: Heôs in agony; look at him. 

DOCTOR: Those arenôt tears, Clara. Thatôs soup. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Doctor. However this goes, whatever happens...donôt let me end up like that. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 



  

On Remembering Lost Loved Ones 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: My brotherôs just died. 

DOCTOR: His sister didnôt. Youôre very welcome. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

He died for nothing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

JOURNEY: A man has just died. You will not talk like that! 

DOCTOR: A lot of people have died.  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Saibra is dead; we are alive. Prioritize if you wanna stay that way. 

PSI: Oh! Is that why you call yourself ñthe Doctorò? The professional detachment. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 

 

On Remembering Lost Loved Ones 

Yeah, sorry about the girl. Such a pretty thing. What a queen she would have made. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Well...I dunno. Suppose I must have loved them. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 



  

Youôll never be bothered by all that thinking again.  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

No, Wait a Minute...Not Dead Yet 

Why canôt you stay dead, coward? 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 

PSI: Looked  like death. It was actually a teleporter. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, my God! Ha ha! 

PSI: Good, eh? You think weôre dead, so the Teller thinks weôre dead, and we play the creature 

at his own mind games. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no, no. Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait. What? Sorry? Sorry, what? You, 

you, youôre, y-y-youôre alive? 

SAIBRA: Well, yeah. Weôre alive. Now, look at us. Weôre all alive. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no. Not dead. Alive. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

       

 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, my God. Why is he even still alive? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. But someone is watching. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

 



  

 

 

XXXIX . WISE SAYINGS 

 

 

Never try and control a control freak. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

So much mental traffic in the universe. Solitude is the only peace. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Could you trust someone who looked back at you out of your own eyes? 

      -Saibra, ñTime Heistò 

 

Everyone has a weakness.  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

 

PART THREE 

GREETING CARDS 



  

 

 

XL. GREETINGS 

 

Hellos 

COURTNEY WOODS: Morning, Mr. Pink. 

DANNY PINK: Ah, gômorning, Courtney. And good morning, Miss Oswald. 

CLARA OSWALD: Morning, Mr. Pink. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DANNY PINK: Hey. 

CLARA OSWALD: Hey. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Hello? Whoôs there? Hello? 

      -The First Doctor as a boy, ñListenò 

 

Oh!...Uh! Sorry. Hello? Who is this? 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, yeah. Danny. Hiya. 

DANNY PINK: Mornin.ô 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Hiya. Sorry Iôm late. 



  

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Eveninô. 

      -Danny Pink, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Who are you? Sorry, whatôs going on? I donôt understand. 

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

DANNY PINK: Ah. Hey. 

CLARA OSWALD: Hey! 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Hiya! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Hi. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

My lady. 

      -Will Scarlet, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Hello-o-o! 

      -Missy, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Hello, Iôm the Doctor. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Hello, Iôm...Iôm sorry. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

Fair stranger, you are welcome here. 

      -Alan-a-Dale, singing in ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Howôs you? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DANNY PINK: Hey, nice to meet you. 

CLARA OSWALD: You, too. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

SHERIFF: Tell me... Are you from beyond the stars? 

CLARA: Youôre the one with the robot army; you tell me. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Still didnôt catch your name. 

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Ah! Morning, Miss Clara. Youôre awake at last. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

JENNY FLINT: Ah! Good morning, Clara. 

CLARA OSWALD: Morning! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Clara, excellent. Pop your clothes on that chair there. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Please, come in. 

CLARA OSWALD: Um... Iôm not interrupting? 

VASTRA: I should be glad for your company. What can I do for you? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

STRAX: Ah! Miss Clara! You look better now youôre up. 

CLARA OSWALD: Thank you, Strax. 

STRAX: Oh, sorry. Trick of the light. You still look terrible. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Hello, hello, rubbish robots from the dawn of time. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

DOCTOR: Are you all right? 

CLARA OSWALD: Fine, yeah. 

       -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: You all right? 



  

CLARA OSWALD: Hell, yeah. 

ROBIN: Good.  

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: He-llo? Hello? 

ELEVENTH DOCTOR: Itôs me. 

CLARA: Yes, itôs you. Whoôs this? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

DANNY PINK: So, um... How was your day? 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh. Good. You know... 

      -ñListenò 

 

CLARA: Thank you. 

DOCTOR: For what? 

CLARA: Phoning. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

 

Goodbyes 

Listen, itôs lovely talking to you, but, uh, Iôve really got to get on. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

You must excuse me. 



  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

It is our intent to leave. If it is your intent to stop us, perhaps...we should get down to business. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Why donôt we just go? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Canôt we just leave? 

      -Col. Orson Pink, ñListenò 

 

Go and enjoy yourself. Donôt do anything I wouldnôt do. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Go in peace. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

  

Just go.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Just leave.  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Now, go.  

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 



  

 

Why are you still here? 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Chop-chop. Off you pop. Catch you in a bit.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Is he leaving? Isnôt he gonna say goodbye?  

CLARA OSWALD: I think that was it. Yep. That was it. Sorry... Gotta run. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Bye bye. 

CLARA OSWALD: See ya. Donôt rob any banks. 

DOCTOR: Donôt rob any banks what? 

CLARA: Without me. 

DOCTOR: Course not, boss. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Goodbye, Clara. Miss ya. 

      -The Eleventh Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I am gonna miss you.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

We canôt leave immediately, though. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

Yeah. I-I wasnôt going, but...I am now.  

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DOCTOR: Iôll see you when I see you. 

CLARA: Hmm... Hmmm... Iôll be sure to have a wash. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Till the next time. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Everyone have a lovely day. 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Goodbye...Robin Hood. 

ROBIN HOOD: Goodbye...Clara Oswald. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Goodbye, Doctor, Time Lord of Gallifrey. 

DOCTOR: Goodbye, Robin Hood, Earl of Loxley. 

ROBIN: And remember, Doctor...Iôm just as real as you are. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

Bye. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: When will I see ya again? 

DOCTOR: Ah... Soon, I expect. Or later. One of those. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

See you in a minute. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Well, good night. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Bye. See you tomorrow. 

      -Coal Hill Faculty Member, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

See you. 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

If I was you, Iôd get going. Donôt mind us; weôll just stay here and burn. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Donôt go. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 



  

 

 

XLI. BIRTHDAY 

 

 



  

 

 

XLII . ENCOURAGEMENT 

 

Donôt give up. Not ever. Not for one single day. Be safe, if you can be. But always be amazing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Come on then, Team Not Dead! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

I canôt keep doing this. I canôt do it! Yes, I can. I can do it. Of course I can do it. Whew! Iôve got 

it all under control. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

You can do exactly what you want to do now. Exactly what youôve always wanted to do. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

Is this seriously the best that you can do? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Oh, good for you. Still making an effort. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Go on. And donôt be afraid. 

      -The Eleventh Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 



  

  

Just hold on tight. If anything bites, let it. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Nay, do not fuss. All will be well. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Ah, itôs fine. No, no, no worries. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Donôt you worry. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Well, there is a bright side. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Youôll do very well. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

My friends! Surely we can manage it together...?  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Forwards! 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

Be brave, my love. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

GRETCHEN ALISON CARLISLE: Do something good and name it after me. 

DOCTOR: I will do something amazing. I promise. 

GRETCHEN: Damn well better. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Go on, then. Do it. 

      -Courtney, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Whatever it takes.  

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Focus on the dream. Focus on the details. Picture them. Feel them. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Come on, come on, you can do it. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Good luck. 

      -Gretchen Alison Carlisle, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Good luck, all of ya. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 



  

 

Whoo! Whoo! 

      -Jenny Flint, ñDeep Breathò 

 

We can do better. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Donôt worry. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

That was amazing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

 

XLII I. CONGRATULATIONS 

 

 



  

 

 

XLIV . THANKS 

 

Thank you. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Thank you...lady. 

      -Walter, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Thank you! 

      -Danny Pink, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Oh! Ja-ha-ha-ha! Thank you! Thank you, Doctor! Ha-ha-ha-ha! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

I am personally grateful. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 



  

 

 

XLV. LOVE 

 



  

 

 

XLVI . WEDDING 

 

 



  

 

 

XLVII . NEW BABY 



  

 

 

XLVII I. ANNIVERSARY 

 

 



  

 

 

XLIX . FRIENDSHIP 

 

Clara, be my pal. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

We must find our comrade Dalek. Spare no humans. 

      -Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Heôs my loyal companion, in many an adventure... 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Perhaps, we will both be stories. And may those stories never end. 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

My friends! Surely we can manage it together...?  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

L. GET WELL 

 

 



  

 

 

LI. SYMPATHY 

 

 



  

 

 

LII . SORRY 

 

Sorry. 

      -Strax, ñDeep Breathò; Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Hello, Iôm...Iôm sorry. 

      -Danny Pink, ñListenò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Iôm sorry. 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Sorry? 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Sorry, uh... Iôve had a...thing and, uh, the thingôs gone, so, Iôm all yours. 

DANNY PINK: What thing? Whatôs gone? 

CLARA: Nothing. 

DANNY: Itôs like youôre trying to be mysterious. Iôm not stupid, you know. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

DANNY: Iôm sorry. 

CLARA: Itôs okay. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Sorry. Iôm sorry about that.  



  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

Oi. Sorry! Sorry! Itôs all my fault.  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Sorry, sorry. Iôm sorry...sorry, sorry. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Sorry, sorry, sorry.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Iôm sorry. IômðIôm so, so sorry.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Iôm sorry! 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Iôm sorry. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Yeah. Yeah, me too. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

DANNY PINK: I am soð 

CLARA OSWALD: I know. 

      -ñListenò 



  

 

Yeah, sorry. Well, no, actually Iôm not. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

 

LII I. THE LAST MOMENTS OF THE TWELFTH DOCTOR 

 



  

 

 

PART FOUR 

OTHER QUOTES 

(Alphabetical by Topic) 

 



  

 

 

ABANDONMENT 

 

 

 

ADVERTISEMENTS 

Advertisements, yes. So many. Itôs a distressing modern trend. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

ADVICE 

Take my advice. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

 

ALCOHOL 

Iôve got the horrible feeling Iôm gonna have to kill you. I thought you might appreciate a drink 

first. I know I would. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You probably feel a bit sick. Please, donôt be. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Time to go home. What dôyou think of that, big man? 

 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 



  

 

Those girls can hold their drink. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

BETRAYAL 

ROBIN HOOD: If you had not betrayed me, I would have been triumphant. 

DOCTOR: You would have been a little puff of smoke and ashes. 

ROBIN: Oh, ha!  

DOCTOR: Youôd have been floating around in tiny little laughing bits in peopleôs goblets. 

ROBIN: Balderdash. Ha! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

BLOGGING 

By the Goddess, are you blogging? 

 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

JENNY FLINT: Millions of innocent people are going to be vaporized in twelve minutes. 

 

STRAX: Exactly. IôveðIôve got to pass the time somehow. 

 

      -ñDeep Breathò Cinema Prequel 

 

BUSINESS 

Perhaps...we should get down to business. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

Customers are leaving.   

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

CARS 

Thatôs what heôs got, a Storm. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

CERTAINTY 

CLARA: Are you sure? 

DOCTOR: Sure, not sure--one or the other. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

CHARITY 

Argh! Go on! Give! Give, you stupid...things. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLEVER 

Do a clever thing. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: So what do we do? 

CLARA OSWALD: Uhh-hh-hh...a clever thing, quickly. Think, think, think, think, think. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 



  

COFFEE 

Mmm. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

COSMETIC SURGERY 

Look at the state of you. Is there any real you left? Whatôs the point? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Thereôs not a trace of the original you left.  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Good as new. There. Job done. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

CRIME 

DOCTOR: The question isé Have there been any similar murders? 

MADAME VASTRA: Yes. Yes, by the Goddess, there have. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Saibra, letôs go investigate. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

There has been a murder. The Doctor has taken up the case. If we are to see him again, we must 

do the same. 

 

 



  

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

Ah, criminal intent detected. How naughty. What was your plan? 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

I am so guilty!  

      -Psi, ñTime Heistò 

 

Surrender, outlaw. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Seize him! 

-The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Take him away. Heôs ready for his close-up...  

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

To the dungeons, with all of them. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: He surrenders! 

ROBIN HOOD: What? 

-ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 



  

 

DOCTOR WHO 

What does every oppressed peasant workforce need? The illusion of hope. Some silly story to get 

them through the day, lull them into docility, and keep them working.  

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ôTis a thing of beauty indeed. 

      -Little John, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Finally...someone who can talk properly. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

You Never Forget Your First Doctor 

Are you my doctor? 

 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

References to Other Stories 

 

DOCTOR: Fish people. 

CLARA OSWALD: What are they like? 

DOCTOR: Fish, and people. Come and see. 

-ñThe Caretakerò(Surely a reference to the Fish 

People met by the Second Doctor in ñThe 

Underwater Menaceò) 

 

Itôs just a phone, Clara. Nothing happens when you answer the phone. 



  

-The Doctor, ñTime Heistò(Has the Doctor really 

forgotten the killer phone cord in ñTerror of the 

Autonsò???) 

 

DOCTOR: We might be inside a miniscope. 

CLARA: Oh, shut up. 

DOCTOR: A miniscope. Yes, of course. Why not? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Death to the Daleks. Death to the Daleks. Death to the Daleks. 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

JENNY FLINT: I donôt understand. Who is he? Whereôs the Doctor? 

 

CLARA OSWALD: Right here. Thatôs him. Thatôs the Doctor. 

 

MADAME VASTRA: Well then, here we go again. 

 

-ñDeep Breathò(in an exchange very similar to the 

one between Sarah Jane Smith and the Brigadier in 

the Fourth Doctorôs opening story ñRobotò) 

 

DOCTOR: I claim my reward. (He takes the golden arrow, considers it, throws it aside) A mere 

bauble. (Crowd gasps) I want something else. 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Name it. 

DOCTOR: Enlightenment. 

-ñRobot of Sherwoodò(Because of course, 

enlightenment is the lesson, not the prize) 

 

 

 



  

DOORS 

DONôT OPEN THE DOOR 

-Written on the main hatch of Orson Pinkôs Time 

Shot, ñListenò 

 

      NO ENTRY UNDER 

 ANY CIRCUMSTANCES 

      -Sign over vent in ñTime Heistò 

 

Now this says ñPlace to hide.ò 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Secure the door! 

      -Soldier, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

So why is it locked? 

      -ñListenò 

 

Youôll be safe in here. Nothing gets through those doors, I promise. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Open up! 

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

Please stand away from the door. We do not wish to hurt you before we incinerate you. 



  

      -Guard, ñTime Heistò 

 

That door is never gonna hold. 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Doors opening. 

      -Computer Voice, ñTime Heistò 

 

REG: How did you get in? 

 

DOCTOR: Your door must be faulty. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Door. Boring. Not me.----------------Me! 

      -The Doctor, pragmatically deciding to exit through 

      the window and not the door, in ñDeep Breathò 

 

DREAMS 

CLARA: Do you know why dreams are called dreams? 

 

RUPERT: Why? 

 

CLARA: Because theyôre not real. If they were, they wouldnôt need a name.  

 

      -ñListenò 

 

 

RUPERT: Can you hear dreams? 

 

CLARA: Well, if youôre clever enough. But they canôt harm you. You know, sometimes we 

think thereôs something behind us, and the space under your bedðitôs whatôs behind you at 

night. Simple as that. Thereôs nothing to be afraid of. 

 

      -ñListenò 



  

 

ESCAPE 

CLARA OSWALD: Thereôs no way out of this. Weôre gonna die here. 

DOCTOR: Pass me the vibro-cutters. 

CLARA: Theyôre in my pocket. 

DOCTOR: Come on then, pass ôem to me. 

CLARA: In my other jacket. At home. 

DOCTOR: Why have you got two jackets? Is one of them faulty?! 

CLARA: Look. I donôt have the vibro-cutters. If I had the vibro-cutters, I wouldnôt be able to 

pass you the vibro-cutters! (Because her hands are chained) Weôre going to starve to death out 

here. 

DOCTOR: Of course we wonôt starve. The sand piranhas will get us long before that. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Moan! Beat your breast. Moan. Groan as though twenty devils possessed your 

guts. 

DOCTOR: What for? 

ROBIN: So as to attract the attention of that gargoyle-faced guard. 

DOCTOR: Itôs your plan. You moan. 

ROBIN: No. N-no. Ha, no, no, no, no, it wonôtðit wonôt work. 

DOCTOR: Why? 

ROBIN: Oh, because you are clearly more advanced in years, and you have a sickly aspect to 

you. 

DOCTOR: I have a what? 

ROBIN: Youôre as pale as milk. Itôs the way with Scots. Theyôre strangers to vegetables. 

DOCTOR: Iôm not moaning. You moan. 

ROBIN: Fine. If you want something doing. Ohhhhgghh!!! Can I rely on you to do the rest? 



  

DOCTOR: Yes, yes, yes, I know the drill. 

ROBIN: Ooagggghhh!  

GUARD: What is this din? 

DOCTOR: No business of yours, cur. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Oh! 

GUARD: What ails him? 

DOCTOR: None of your business! 

GUARD: I said, what ails him? 

ROBIN: Ooo, hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo... 

DOCTOR: Well, if you must know...well, heôs having a nervous breakdown. 

GUARD: A what? 

DOCTOR: Heôs like this whenever heôs in a-any kind of danger. He just canôt seem to cope, he 

gets so afraid. He goes into a kind of fit. I honestly believe that he may die of sheer fright, like 

some tiny, shivering mouse. 

ROBIN: Mmðhm, mm, mm! 

DOCTOR: Oh, God, I think heôs soiled himself. 

GUARD: Let him die. It will save us the trouble of executing him. 

DOCTOR: And what will happen to the reward?! 

ROBIN: Mm, hmm, hm, hm, hm, hm, hm! 

GUARD: Reward? 

DOCTOR: Oh, God, I shouldnôt have said that. 

GUARD: Ahh... Tell me! 

ROBIN: Oh! 

DOCTOR: He carries a vital message. The Prince has promised a bounty. 



  

GUARD: A big one? 

DOCTOR: An enormous one. 

ROBIN: Uugghhh! 

GUARD: Whatôs that?  

ROBIN: (mumbles incoherently) 

GUARD: Say again? 

ROBIN: Come closer. Come closer. You... Your breath stinks like a serpent; has anyone ever 

told you that? Yah! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Soiled myself? 

DOCTOR: Did you? Thatôs getting into character. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

       

Nobody guards the dead! Mortuaries and larders...always the easiest to break out of.  

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Now what? 

DOCTOR: First, the blacksmithôs forge. 

ROBIN: So as to remove our chains? 

DOCTOR: No. So I can knock up an ornamental plant stand.  

ROBIN: Oh... 

DOCTOR: Of course, itôs so we can get rid of our chains. Donôt want to be manacled to you all 

night. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 



  

ROBOT KNIGHT: Stand aside while this peasant unit is freed. 

DOCTOR: Iôm afraid youôre a little late. 

KNIGHT: Explain. 

DOCTOR: Iôm already free! 

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

EXPLAIN LATER 

DOCTOR: What kind of explanation would you like? 

CLARA: A reassuring one. 

      -ñListenò 

 

Pretend you donôt know me. Stay out of my way. The less you know, the better. Iôll explain it all 

later. 

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

FACEBOOK 

CLARA: Y-you deleted your friends? 

PSI: My friends...anyone who ever ôelped me... My family. 

CLARA: Your family? 

PSI: Of course, my family. 

CLARA: How could you do that? 

PSI: Well...I dunno. Suppose I must have loved them. 

      -ñTime Heistò 



  

 

 

GAMBLING 

Long-haired ninny versus robot killer knights? I know where Iôd put my money. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

GOVERNMENT 

ALF: The government. 

ELSIE: The government? 

ALF: Yeah...Up to their usual tricks. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

I wouldnôt put it past ôem. 

      -Alf, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA: Iôm not sure youôre gonna vote. 

DOCTOR: Whatever you say. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Yeah... Still not sure you get a vote. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

GREED 

Mine...Mine...Mine. 



  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Someone likes to hang out with their wealth. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Gimme. 

-The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò  

 

GUILT 

Guilt is our problem. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

GUNS 

This is Gun Girl. Sheôs got a gun, and sheôs a girl. 

 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Daleksò 

 

He looks like heôs packing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Stay still, shut up. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: Put the gun down. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Or what? 



  

DOCTOR: Or you might shoot me. Then where will you be? 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

You didnôt bring any weapons. Heh! Well! Thatôs a bit of an oversight.  

      -Director Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

HELP 

If anybody needs me, just, you know, give me a shout.  

      -The Doctor, ñThe Caretakerò 

 

Doctor... I am sorry to ask, and, you know, I-I realize this is probably against the laws of time, or 

summat. Um... Could you do me a favor? 

       -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Do me a favor. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

  

 

Doctor, I need your help with something. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

I need your assistance.  

      -Madame Karabraxos, ñTime Heistò 

 



  

I need ya. For a thing. 

-The Twelfth Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

RUSTY THE DALEK: Help me... 

 

DOCTOR: Why would I do that? Why would any living creature help you? 

 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

Weôve gotta help him. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñTime Heistò 

 

Here...Let me help you. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Will you...help me? 

 

      -Rusty the Dalek, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

DOCTOR: I saved your little friend here, if thatôs in any way relevant to mention. 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: Well, thatôs true, sir. He did. 

COL. MORGAN BLUE: Thank you. 

DOCTOR: Youôre welcome. I wish I couldôve done more. 

MORGAN: Then you should have. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Will you help me? 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

What can I do for you? 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

This will be a great help, Master Quayle, believe me. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: You were supposed to be helping us. 

DOCTOR: I gave it a shot, it didnôt work out.  

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

HITCHHIKING 

Iôll give you a lift. Why not? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

HOBBIES 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: You have been a thorn in my side!  

ROBIN HOOD: Hyah! 

SHERIFF: Oooh! 

ROBIN HOOD: Yah! Oh well, everyone should have a hobby.  

SHERIFF: Yuh! 

ROBIN: Mineôs annoying you. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 



  

 

 

HOUSEGUESTS 

One more night. Thatôs... Thatôs not a problem, is it? 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Please. Donôt make me spend another night here. 

      -Col. Orson Pink, ñListenò 

 

 

HYPNOTISM 

Itôs okay. This is just a dream. Just lie back again. Just lie back on the bed. Itôll be okay if you 

just lie down, and go to sleep. Just do that for me. Just sleep. Listen... This is just a dream. But 

very clever people can hear dreams. So, please, just listen.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

CLARA: Whereôs Atif? What have you done with him? 

DOCTOR: Heôs fine. Hypnotized. He thinks heôs got the flu. Also a flying car and three wives. 

Itôs gonna be a rude awakening. 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

INTERJECTIONS 

By all the saints.  

      -Robin Hood, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ôOdôs blood! 



  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Bah!  

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Hell, yeah. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Ya-hoo! 

      -Clara Oswald, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

KEYS 

Iôve found you at last. 

      -Quayleôs Ward, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

LUNCH 

IMPOSSIBLE GIRL  

LUNCH ON THE OTHER SIDE? 

      -Personal Ad in the Times, ñDeep Breathò 

 

MADAME VASTRA: He says lunch, but not when or where. 

JENNY FLINT: On the other side. The other side of London? Bit vague. 

VASTRA: The other side of regeneration, perhaps, once heôs recovered? 

CLARA OSWALD: So, what am I supposed to do, guess where weôre meetinô? 



  

VASTRA: Perhaps thatôs the point. Perhaps youôre supposed to prove that you still know him. 

Think what that must mean for a man who barely knows himself. 

CLARA: It doesnôt make sense. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

MAKE-UP 

Why is your face all colored in? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

MISTAKES 

DOCTOR: Well, there is a bright side. 

ROBIN HOOD: Which is? 

DOCTOR: Clara didnôt see that. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

MOMENTS WHEN YOU KNOW YOU ARE BORING 

DOCTOR: Iôm trying to measure the air disturbance in the room. 

CLARA OSWALD: Right. Moments when you know you are boring. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

MONEY 

MAN: He has a lot of money, though. 



  

LADY: Ha ha ha ha. 

MAN: Yeah, yeah, yeah, moneyðitôs a lot of money. I meanð 

-Two people at the restaurant where Danny walks 

out on his first date with Clara, ñListenò 

 

Flesh and bloodðthe last currency. Time to go home. What dôyou think of that, big man? 

 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

NEGOTIATING A MINEFIELD 

Mine...Mine...Mine. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

NEWS AND CURRENT EVENTS 

Break it to me gently. 

      -Lt. Journey Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Thank you for all the...gratuitous information. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

There appears to be nothing of significance in the rest of the newspaper. Not even in the agony 

column. 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

A-are you trying to scare me? 



  

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 

But enough...of tawdry matters. Let us talk of softer, ...sweeter things. 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

OPPORTUNITY 

We cannot waste this chance; it wonôt come again. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

ORGAN TRANSPLANTS 

HALF-FACE MAN: You have good eyes. 

ALF: Oh, I do, as it happens. Very good eyes. Theyôre my greatest gift. 

HALF-FACE MAN: I accept. 

ALF: Whatôs that for? 

HALF-FACE MAN: Your gift. I have bad eyes. 

ALF: Aaahhh! 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

PETS 

DOCTOR: Sorry! Iôm gonna have to relieve you of your pet. 

CABBIE: What? 

DOCTOR: Shut up, I was talkinô to the horse. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

CLARA OSWALD: So what do we do? How do we fix him? 

JENNY FLINT: Fix him? 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

Are you hungry, boy? 

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

No, no, no, you stay. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Sit!  

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

PLANS 

So... Plan? Plans are good. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

Doctor? Whatôs the plan? Is there a plan? 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

SAIBRA: WellðSo whatôre we supposed to do now? Whatôs the plan? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

There must be a plan. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

DOCTOR: My personal plan is that a thing will probably happen quite soon. 

SAIBRA: Oh, so thatôs it? Thatôs your plan? 

DOCTOR: Yep. 

SAIBRA: A thing will happen? 

DOCTOR: A thing...probably. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

Itôs not a plan, itôs a thing. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

There you go! Thing time! 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

Quickest way to find out anybodyôs plans: Get yourself captured. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: There was supposed to be a plan. Do either of you two have a plan? 

DOCTOR: Yeah, of course I have a plan.  

ROBIN HOOD: I too have a plan. 

CLARA: Okay. Robin, you first. 

DOCTOR: Why him? 

CLARA: Doctor, shut up. Robin, your plan. 

ROBIN: I am... Biding my time. 



  

CLARA: Thank you, Prince of Thieves. Last of the Time Lords? 

DOCTOR: Yes. I have a plan. 

CLARA: Can you explain your plan without using the words ñsonic screwdriverò? Because, you 

might have forgotten, the Sheriff of Nottingham has taken your screwdriver. Just sayinô. Itôs 

always the screwdriver. 

DOCTOR: Right. Okay, well, let, let, let, let, letôs hear Robinôs plan first. 

CLARA: Oh, for Godôs sake. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

POLITENESS 

LT. JOURNEY BLUE: I demand you take me back to my command ship, the Aristotle, which is 

currently locatedð 

DOCTOR: No. Hey. Not like that.  

JOURNEY: You will  take me back to my command ship, which is currently positionedð 

DOCTOR: No. N-n-n-no. Come on. Not like that. Not like that. Get it right. 

JOURNEY: Will you take me back to my ship? ... Please? 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

POSITIVITY 

What have I told you about pessimism?  

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

PREJUDICE 

I mustnôt...prejudge! 

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

This is not a day for jumping to conclusions. 

 

      -Madame Vastra, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: How long  before they notice that weôre different? 

DOCTOR: Not long. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

PRIDE 

ROBIN HOOD: Sorry. Was that, uh...was that showing off? 

CLARA OSWALD: That was amazing. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

 

PRISON 

ROBIN HOOD: Splendid! Enchained! 

CLARA OSWALD: Yup. 

ROBIN: Oh, trussed up like turkey-cocks. Itôs thanks to your friend. 

DOCTOR: Shut it, Hoodie. I saved your life. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: Ha! 

DOCTOR: Oh. Right. Here we go. Itôs laughing time. 



  

ROBIN: Well...you amuse me, gray old man. 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Ha ha ha! 

DOCTOR: Heôs laughing again! 

ROBIN: Oh... 

DOCTOR: You canôt keep me locked up with a laughing person! 

ROBIN: Oh, do you know, I fiðI find that, I find that quite funny. Do youðdo you know, I feel 

another laugh coming on. Ah-ha-ha-ha! 

DOCTOR: Guards, I cannot remain in this cell! Execute me now. 

ROBIN: You heard him. Execute the old fool. 

DOCTOR: No, hang on. Execute him. 

ROBIN: I do not fear death, so execute away. 

DOCTOR: Execute him. Iôd like to see if his head keeps laughing when you chop it off! 

ROBIN: Oh, Robin Hood always laughs in the face of death! 

DOCTOR: Yes, rolling around on the floor, laughing...I would pay good money to see that. 

Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

DOCTOR: Guard! 

ROBIN: Guard! 

CLARA OSWALD: Will you two shut up???!!! ... Do either of you understand, in any way, at 

all, that there isnôt actually a guard out there? 

DOCTOR: Oh. 



  

ROBIN: I did, in fact. 

DOCTOR: No, you didnôt. 

CLARA: I said, shut up. The Doctor, and Robin Hood, locked up in a cellar. Is this seriously the 

best that you can do? Youôre determined to starve to death in here squabbling. 

ROBIN: Well, Iôll tell you one thing. Iôd last a lot longer than this dessicated man-crone. 

DOCTOR: Ha. Really? 

ROBIN: Really. 

DOCTOR: Well...You know what? I think youôll find I have a certain genetic advantage. Ooh! 

CLARA: It is not a competition about who can die slower. 

DOCTOR: It definitely would be me, though, wouldnôt it? 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

ROBIN HOOD: There was a guard. There was a guard listening the whole time. I knew it! Ha-

ha-ha-ha-ha! 

GUARD: The Sheriff himself commanded me to listen, to find out which of you is the true 

ringleader. 

DOCTOR: Ahhh...so he can do the interrogating. Very wise. 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

PROCRASTINATION 

Just passing the time. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

DOCTOR: Itôs not my fault. I got distracted. 

CLARA: By what? 



  

DOCTOR: You can always find something. 

      -ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

PROTEST 

What we need...is a little riot. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

PUNS 

Also, thereôs the puns. 

      -Clara Oswald, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

Ahh-hh! A bolt hole! ... Actually, a hole for a bolt. Does nobody get that? 

-The Doctor, referring to the fact that he and his 

miniaturized team are now so small they can use a 

bolt hole as a bolthole, in ñInto the Dalekò 

 

 

 

QUESTIONS 

CLARA OSWALD: What are they? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know. But donôt worry, because thatôs not the question. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

No. That is not the question. That is not where we start.  

 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

REVENGE 

I shall avenge every slight, outlaw!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: You have been a thorn in my side!  

ROBIN HOOD: Hyah! 

SHERIFF: Oooh! 

ROBIN HOOD: Yah! Oh well, everyone should have a hobby.  

SHERIFF: Yuh! 

ROBIN: Mineôs annoying you. 

SHERIFF: Iôll have you boiled in oil at the castle by sunset. 

ROBIN: Can we make it a little earlier, ôcause thatôs a little past my bedtime! 

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM: Iôm too much for you, outlaw. The first of a new breed. Half 

man, half engine! ... Never aging. Never tiring. 

ROBIN HOOD: Are you still talking?  

      -As the two men sword fight in ñRobot of   

      Sherwoodò 

 

Bow down before your new king, you prince of knaves!  

      -The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

THE SCOTTISH ACCENT 



  

Finally...someone who can talk properly. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

SECRETS 

DANNY PINK: I justðI just didnôt think theyôd say anything, thatôs all. 

CLARA OSWALD: Sorry? 

DANNY: Have they told everyone? 

CLARA: No, no, no, asðas far as I know, nobody has told anybody...anything. Whatðwhat are 

you talking about? 

-ñInto the Dalekò 

 

SHOPPING 

Oh, everything has a price tag, I think youôll find.   

      -Ms. Delphox, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

SPONTANEOUS COMBUSTION 

MADAME VASTRA: Hmm. Spontaneous combustion. 

JENNY FLINT: Is that like love at first sight? 

VASTRA: Ha! A little. It is the theory that human beings can, with little or no inducement, 

simply explode. 

JENNY: You donôt need to flirt with me. Weôre already married. 

VASTRA: Itôs scientific nonsense, of course. 

JENNY: Marriage? 

VASTRA: Hush. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 



  

 

BARNEY THE TRAMP: What devilry is this, sir? 

DOCTOR: I donôt know, but I probably blame the English. 

      -ñDeep Breathò 

 

SUPERMAN 

He can keep the whole world safe.  

      -Clara Oswald, ñListenò 

 

SUPERNATURAL 

Witchery! Witchery! 

-Man, ñRobot of Sherwood 

 

Thatôs a hell of a lot of ghosts. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no, no. Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait. What? Sorry? Sorry, what? You, 

you, youôre, y-y-youôre alive? 

SAIBRA: Well, yeah. Weôre alive. Now, look at us. Weôre all alive. 

DOCTOR: No, no, no, no, no. Not dead. Alive. 

      -ñTime Heistò 

 

A-are you trying to scare me? 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 

 



  

 

SURPRISE 

Whatôs gone wrong with your face? Itôs all eyes. Why are you all eyes? Get them under control. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

Youôve got eyes out to here. 

      -The Doctor, ñListenò 

 

 

TANNING 

DANNY PINK: You are brown. Youôre very brown. You werenôt that brown this morning. 

CLARA OSWALD: Oh, sunbed. Whew! 

      -ñThe Caretakerò 

 

 

TRAPS 

This could be a trap. 

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

CLARA OSWALD: No! Donôtðdonôt go. Itôs a trap. 

ROBIN: Oh, ho, ho! Well, of course it is! 

      -ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

Itôs a vanity trap. Youôre so busy...congratulating yourself on solving the puzzle, you donôt 

notice that youôre sticking your head in a noose. 



  

      -The Doctor, ñDeep Breathò 

 

 

TRENDS 

Decontamination tubes are hot. 

      -The Doctor, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

TWITTER 

Weôll be following you... 

      -Col. Morgan Blue, ñInto the Dalekò 

 

VENUSIAN AIKIDO 

Hai! 

-The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

VOLUNTEERING 

Iôm waiting for you to volunteer. 

      -The Doctor, ñTime Heistò 

 

 

WINNING THE LOTTERY 

I claim my reward. 

      -The Doctor, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

WRATH 



  

Kill them all! 

-The Sheriff of Nottingham, ñRobot of Sherwoodò 

 

 

Doctor...I know youôre upset, but you need to calm down and talk to us.  

 

      -Clara Oswald, ñDeep Breathò 
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