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Croeso i rifyn chwech o “The Hub”: y 
Cylchgrawn Torchwood yn unig ar 
gael! Mae’r mater hwn yn ddathliad 
o cymru! Felly, rwy’n ysgrifennu 
yn y Gymraeg! Iawn-I fydd rhoi’r 
gorau i ...
 
In English: Welcome to the sixth 
issue of “The Hub”: the only Torch-
wood Magazine available! This issue 
is a celebration of Wales -so I’m writing 
in Welsh! Okay- I’ll stop now.
 
It might be the summer, but we’re still working hard here at RTP! I’m 
working on some huge things for the company, which will all be revealed 
in September. You may have also heard that now we will be donating £1 
from every sale of a fanzine to charity. So please, if you have some mon-
ey spare, please purchase printed copies: they come with exciting bonus 
content! You can get this issue printed from our website.
 
Before I delve into the amazing content we have in store I want to say a 
personal thanks to my two brilliant assistant producers: Louise Mills and 
Debs Forrest. Ever since I brought them on board we have landed some 
amazing interviews, produced some of the greatest content and they work 
to achieve the best for the magazine. Words cannot express my thanks for 
the amount of help they have given. Without them- we would not have 
half of the content we have brought to you today.
 
This issue celebrates THE home of Torchwood: Cardiff. Cardiff is a won-
derful city: I went there in either 2008 or 2009 with my parents to go to 
the Doctor Who Exhibition and I haven’t returned since! I’m desperate to 
go, especially for the new Doctor Who Experience that’s opened as well 
as seeing all the locations! We bring you in this issue a look at the city as 
well as a comprehensive location guide.
 
Plus: two amazing interviews with two amazing people: Daniele Favil-
li (Angelo) and Marie Doris (Make Up Designer!) Learn some on set 
secrets and hear what they have to say about their time on Torchwood. 
Plus- two new fictions; all the latest news; an exciting book guide and 
much more!
 
Anyway- I’m off to work on Project 2001. Hwyl fawr
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man’s pantomime for this year has also been revealed 
as Jack and the Beanstalk at the Clyde Auditorium in 
Glasgow from Saturday 15th December-6th January 
2013. Tickets can be booked over on the auditorium’s 
website.

Recently, John and his sister Carole signed their book 
Hollow Earth at San Diego Comic Con and John also 
reported from the convention on Saturday 14th July 
as part of coverage for US channel G4. John was also 
part of the amazing Nerdist podcast which I highly 
recommend you download: (it can be found here- 
http://www.nerdist.com/podcast/nerdist/) John also 
appeared on the Nerdist TV Show on BBC America 
talking about Comic Con. He has also confirmed 
attendance at DragonCon Atlanta where he will be 
attending over the whole event, (31st August-3rd 
September.) John also guest hosted This Morning on 
the 20th and 27th July and 3rd August on ITV 1 at 
10.30am-12.30pm.
 
John will appear in an Antiques Road Trip special for 
BBC Children in Need where he and his opponent 
Myleene Klass will attend an auction where items 
they have brought will be sold. Whoever wins the 
most money will win. This was shot on Friday 6th 
July 2012 and will be broadcast on BBC Children in 
Need in November.
 
Finally, John has named Celebrity Dog Owner of 
2012 by PetNet. He commented: I’m delighted to 
receive this Award. My dogs play such an important 
role in my life and I am proud to promote responsi-
ble ownership. I will be donating my prize money to 
Dogs Trust. As their patron, I understand how in-
credibly hard they work to find new homes for stray 
and abandoned dogs.”

 
On the 13th-15th December at Starfury’s Mid-
night convention: EVE MYLES and GARETH 
DAVID- LLOYD are set to attend the weekend 
alongside the Tenth Doctor, DAVID TEN-
NANT and a first time convention appearance 
from BILLIE PIPER. I highly recommend Star-
fury- I attended their 11th Hour event which 
was stunning and I will be at this one! More 
details can be found at www.starfury.co.uk

 
 
Over in Oz- EVE MYLES, KAI OWEN, GA-
RETH DAVID LLOYD and JAMES MARST-
ERS are to attending Supanova in Brisbane on 
November 9th-11th and Adelaide on Novem-
ber 16th-18th. Further details can be found 
here: http://www.supanova.com.au/

BARROWMAN!

Captain Jack has been involved in a wide array 
of projects over the past few months! June 
3rd saw the Captain take part in the Queen’s 
Diamond Jubilee, (plus yours truly met him at 
Collectormania on the previous day.) Barrow-

All is quite on the Torchwood front at this 
stage in time. However there has still been 
a small amount of news emerge through the 
cracks including award wins and conven-
tions!

AWARDS!

AudioGo’s TORCHWOOD- THE LOST 
FILES came first in the recent DWM awards 
with the highest average out of 10 (8.80%). 
Writer James Goss commented: “Stunned 
that something I contributed to has won- it 
was a wonderful project to work on and it 
was an honour to be asked by Russell to write 
the Lost Files that dealt with the closing of 
the rift and I have the pleasure of writing for 
Ianto Jones one last time.” The Miracle Day 
box set scored 3.6% of the favourite DVD 
releases vote coming joint eighth with The 
Ark. Meanwhile, Johnny B won “Rear of the 
Year” award.

CONVENTIONS!

Torchwood’s presence at conventions is still 
strong right round the globe! On Sunday 
September 23rd 2012 at Glyndwr University, 
Wrexham, Wales: GARETH DAVID-LLOYD 
is set to attend Wales Comic Con alongside 
a wider range of Sci-Fi stars including three 
members of the Red Dwarf team, Warwick 
Davis, Game of Thrones stars and many 
more. More details can be found over at 
http://www.walescomiccon.com/.

awards! ConvEntions! 

BarrowMan!
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TORCHWOOD

Tales: Daniele Favilli

For those of you unaware of who 
this mysterious “Daniele Favilli” 
is, cast your minds back to the 
days of Torchwood Miracle Day. 
Remember the episode where we 
learnt about Jack’s Past? That’s 
it! (And if you didn’t know, then 
please leave…) Daniele’s character 
of Angelo blew fans away with his 
role as the Italian immigrant who 
journeys with Jack in the episode, 
(which I’d have to say is one of my 
favourites from Miracle Day due 
to it’s amazing acting and very 
strong plot.) Daniele is also very 
involved with his fans: he was a 
highly demanded guest at No-
vember’s “The Hub 7” convention 
and keeps talking to fans via the 

internet. We contacted Daniele 
about The Hub and he was thrilled 
to give an interview! Here is what 
he had to say about his role in 
Torchwood…
 
What was the audition like for 
Angelo?
It was funny and very fast some-
how. I did two auditions. My agent 
sent me the material to prepare 
the audition a couple of weeks 
before. Then it was a rollercoaster 
ride! I auditioned on a Friday, left 
for a brief vacation to San Francis-
co on Saturday. Monday morning 
my agent called me telling me to 
get back to LA for a second audi-
tion the next day. So I flew to LA 

that very night and auditioned on 
Tuesday. Wednesday the produc-
tion called me to confirm me on 
the show, Thursday I had ward-
robe meeting and the following 
day, a Friday, I started shooting! 
Everything happened in just one 
week timespan.
 
When was the first time you met 
John?
I first met John my very first day 
of shooting at the makeup. He 
came in laughing and he kept 
saying jokes and being very nice to 
everybody. I thought it was going 
to be a very funny week work-
ing with him. Then we shot the 
after-sex scene that very first day! 

...speaking of breaking the ice!
 
Did you and John discuss how 
the relationship before filming?
Not at all. We had a brief talk the 
very first day, rehearsing on set 
right before shooting, but that was 
it. John has a very organic way of 
working. It is about what is hap-
pening in the present moment so 
there ain’t much room for cho-
reography or blocking. Also, we 
had some very good professional 
chemistry and everything went 
just natural and smooth.
 
What was the most exciting 
scene to film?
The most exciting scene was 
probably the one at the end. On 
the rooftop when he tells me he 
is going away by himself. I was 
moved and it was very intense. I 
love that scene.
 
Do you have any amusing stories 
from filming Torchwood?
Well, the day we shot the sex scene 
there was a sort of an argument 
starting between a camera guy 
and a grip (or something, I have 
no idea...two people of the crew). 
So, John stood up, basically naked, 
and mediated between them. “So, 
what’s going on? I don’t like fights 
on the set. We’re all here to work 
and have a good time”. He said 
something like that. The two poor 
guys faced by the star of the show 
basically completely naked forgot 
what they were even discussing 
about and everything ended up in 
a big laugh! I was stunned! I had 
never been on a set like that!
 
Did you like how Angelo was 
portrayed?
I loved the way Angelo is por-
trayed. I wouldn’t change any-
thing. I gave him a broken blood 
vessel in the right eye (which was 

“I’d love to be back in 

Torchwood if they ever de-

cide to continue the show. 

I’d love to play Angelo 

again, maybe exploring 

part of his life that we don’t 

know anything about yet. 

Or even change completely 

my look, put up a different 

accent and play a differ-

ent role. Maybe an alien or 

something weird...”
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real!) and a lot more vulnerability 
and shyness than it was on the 
page so I’m happy with what came 
out.
 
What was it like filming a sex 
scene?
I was quite nervous. I had never 
done a gay sex scene before. Of 
course I tried to play cool like “oh 
well, it’s just work” but I was really 
scared. Then John started walk-
ing around all naked and making 
jokes and everybody relaxed. The 
filming itself was very protected 
and the crew were respectful and 
the director very nice. We shot the 
whole sequence from top to end 
twice and that was it. Actually, the 
scene we played was a little longer 
but I’m glad they did not show the 
whole thing.
 

What are the differences 
between filming in America and 
Italy?
Working in Italy is more like an 
artisan way of making movies. 
It is slow paced and very “artsy”. 
When the movie is good, it is very 
satisfying. The American way is 
BIG! Sets are big, there’s a lot of 
people. It’s really exciting! As an 
actor there’s really no difference 
between a TV set and a movie set. 
Once you pass over the differences 
in the set or how many people are 
around, the only important thing 
is the character and my relation-
ship with the story.
 
Has your life changed after 
filming Torchwood? If so in what 
way?
It has changed a little. Everybody 
loved my performance so it put 
me on the map and that’s a good 
thing. Especially because people 

think of me that I’m a good actor 
which flatters me and helps.
 
Would you like to return to 
Torchwood? If so in what way?
I’d love to be back in Torchwood 
if they ever decide to continue the 
show. I’d love to play Angelo again, 
maybe exploring part of his life 
that we don’t know anything about 
yet. Or even change completely 
my look, put up a different accent 
and play a different role. Maybe an 
alien or something weird... Many 
thanks to Daniele for taking part 
in this interview.

Words: Matt Powell
Many thanks to Daniele for partak-
ing in this interview.

Editor Matt Powell will be attending and will possibly be having a stall! Come and say hi and pick up printed copies!
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     Olivia sat at the table with her 
laptop in the living room where 
large ornaments collected from 
a bygone era sat on dressers and 
along units and the floor gather-
ing dust.  A crystal clock chimed 
the hour in the centre of a large 
marble mantelpiece that held pho-
tographs of a familiar dark haired 
Captain from various decades.  
Old paintings hung on the walls 
that a woman had possibly chosen 
for the room.  Olivia had been 
staring at the same data for the 
past half hour about immortality 
and morphic fields.  The Torch-
wood software filtered around the 
edges of the information upon the 
screen.

      She was a young woman, had 
grown and matured and took on a 
lot of her grandmother’s features 

and attitudes, especially where 
her grandfather was concerned.  
Her parents were long since gone, 
nobody to carry on the Colasanto 
name and she’d never married, 
never found someone without 
an interest in her family’s wealth, 
never found someone she could 
trust, someone who would love 
her, for her and not for the mon-
ey. She finally turned to face her 
grandfather, a tired old man, grey 
haired but still with a fire in his 
belly and still as slim as he was all 
those years ago, reading a newspa-
per, open at the financial pages.   

     He sensed her glancing over 
and looked up through his bi-fo-
cals. 
   “Alright, out with it.”  He low-
ered the newspaper, folding it at 
the crease and set it beside him.  

“You have been itching for an 
argument since breakfast.”  He 
leaned back against the import-
ed antique Italian sofa facing the 
large bay windows looking out 
across the courtyard and folded 
his arms across his chest.  His 
grand-daughter faced him.  

   “Did you ever love grand-
mother?”  

     Angelo felt the question like 
a shot to the heart.  It was some-
thing his wife often asked him 
when she was alive.  “Did you ever 
love me, Angelo?”  He inhaled 
deeply, uncrossed his arms and 
sat up in the seat.   “Of course I 
loved your grandmother.  She was 
a beautiful woman.  Why do you 
ask?”  He reached over for the cig-
arettes on the table in front of him, 
beside the empty cup of coffee, 
and shook out a cigarette.  He had 
been meaning to quit.  

   “You rarely talk about her.  
When I was growing up you only 
ever talked about Jack or the 
stories of Little Italy.  Why is he so 
important to you?”  She felt a rage 
burn inside of her young heart.  
She’d seen her grandmother slip 
further and further into the shad-
ows while her grandfather became 
more and more obsessed with Jack 
Harkness.  “He was just a man that 
you shared a dirty secret with.”  

     Angelo rose from the seat, toss-
ing the cigarettes down, including 
the one still held in his mouth 
unlit.  “Jack Harkness is more than 
that.”  He roared.  “I made a prom-
ise Olivia to myself that I would 
make amends for the terrible 
things that happened back in Little 
Italy, and I will. Believe me.”  He 
looked away, ashamed that he had 
erupted over Jack again, defending 
him over his family.  He walked 
over, stroking his hand against her 
shoulder length hair. 

   “My child.  I loved your grand-
mother.  She bore me a son who 
in turn found a beautiful woman 
who created an intelligent beau-
tiful grand-daughter.  There has 
never been a moment when I have 
regretted any of it.  I love all of my 
family so very much.”  He leant 
down to kiss the top of her head, 
lingering as he closed his eyes.  He 
straightened up shortly after and 
took a seat beside her at the table.  
He stared out of the window at the 
sun baked ground the sun so hot 
that even prairie dogs would be 
sheltering deep below the surface.

   “When Jack left after the trouble 
in Little Italy I was lost for a while.  
I knew I would never find anoth-
er man like him. Not so much 
because he was immortal, but 
because of the kindness he showed 
towards me.  It was at the end, just 
before we were to head out to do 
a job for Maranzano, Jack wanted 
me to leave, he did not wish for 
me to join him.  His investigations 
were always dangerous and often 
fatal, but I told him that I want-
ed to go with him.  He told me 
about a friend of his, the Doctor, 
a man whom he had travelled 
with, a man who had compan-
ions.  He said it was a nice life and 
so I could go with him.”  Angelo 

toyed with a coaster as he talked.  
He turned it about in his hand, 
tracing his index finger along the 
corked edges.  

     Olivia listened as her grandfa-
ther reminisced about Jack; about 
him being shot in the head, about 
his time spent in Sing Sing prison 
and the experiences that came 
from that.  How when he came 
out he saw Jack standing waiting 
for him, but how her grandfather 
had been convinced that Jack was 
a devil, and to rid the devil he’d 
killed him only to see him return 
to life.  Then the butcher’s shop 
repeatedly murdered and resur-
rected.  She had heard the stories 
so many times she could practical-
ly recite them.  Angelo sighed and 
lowered the coaster.  

   “One of the things Jack insist-
ed I did was to earn as much as I 
could and save it.  ‘Bad times were 
ahead’, he told me.  It would get 
better, and then it would go bad 
again.  I never understood why at 
the time, but after Jack left I took 
work and I saved every penny I 
could.  In August 1929 we were in 
a recession by October of that year 
the stock market collapsed, after 
that was ‘Black Tuesday’.....it was 
the start of the Great Depression.  
Farmers were defaulting on their 
loans because of bad summers; 
there was little food to sustain 
a hungry nation.  There was a 
famine, and mass unemployment.  
Everything Jack had prophesised 
had come true.  Over the next few 
years, I continued to work and 
save and as you can see all around 
you, Olivia, although we may 
have gone without a few luxuries 
at the time, we are indeed living 
like kings now, are we not?”  He 
smiled wryly at her.  He had spoilt 
her rotten as a child, his only 

grand-daughter, from his only son.
  
   “Your grandmother knew about 
Jack.  I could have a ‘dirty’ secret 
from everyone else, but I could 
hide nothing from her.  I used 
to call his name out in my sleep 
always from the nightmares of 
Little Italy.  You see I always be-
lieved when Jack came back to me, 
that he was the devil in disguise, 
sent by my god to punish me for 
what I was.  It used to anger Jack 
that I sought forgiveness every 
night for my sins.  I can see in 
your eyes disapproval for what I 
was back then, what I am still, in 
some ways.  Although I loved your 
grandmother, she always knew 
that there were three people in 
our marriage.  I could never forget 
him Olivia.  All of this, all that 
you see, has been built and pro-
vided for you, and your father and 
grandmother, because of Jack.  Do 
you think any of this would have 
been possible without him?”  He 
waved his arm across the room, 
the ornate and expensive objects 
bought, some collected, others 
found beneath a destroyed Hub 
in Cardiff.  His eyes glanced upon 
a photograph of Jack, a black and 
white shot in a silver frame upon 
the mantelpiece.  He allowed him-
self to smile at it, in his mind; Jack 
smiled back with the boyish grin 
that had melted Angelo time and 
time again as he recalled it.

     Olivia turned to face the com-
puter screen, her fingers traced 
lightly over the keys.  “But why 
marry at all if you preferred Jack.  
No wonder my father hated this 
house, it’s a living shrine.”  She 
blinked tears from her eyes casu-
ally wiping them away and con-
trolled her angered emotions.

     Angelo removed his glasses 

oBsEssion

an anGElo story By

d.J ForrEst
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setting them down upon the table 
and rubbed his face with the flats 
of his hands before he rose from 
his seat and walked across the 
thick rug to the window over-
looking the courtyard.  The house 
and grounds, the fields and area 
beyond all belonged to him.  He’d 
lived a good life, in a way a seclud-
ed life, away from the hustle and 
bustle of the city.  He had entered 
the country illegally with forged 
papers.  At any time he could 
have been stopped and deported, 
but Jack’s forged visa had given 
him the right to be an American 
citizen.
  
     He had lived hand to mouth 
on small earnings, saving all that 
he could, lived in cheap accom-
modation.  He didn’t return to the 
butchers shop, it held too many 
memories with the last one blood-
ied and stained on the sheets.  He 
worked, running errands, taking 
work from whoever was asking, 
he ran deliveries for stationers, 
delivered newspapers.  Shoe shine, 
everyone needed a shoe shine 
boy.  He worked and he saved, he 
was still young enough, he was 
quick on his feet, good with his 
fists, if he needed money, he knew 
where to look.  He wasn’t ashamed 
that a little pick pocketing paid 
for an occasional good meal to 
see him through.  That he was 
able to afford a trip across town 
that brought him the attention of 
Lucia.  

     She was an Italian immigrant 
who had moved with her family 
from the shores of Italy, she had 
arrived by boat the same as An-
gelo, but had only been a baby 
when she’d arrived.  She served the 
workers and travellers their morn-
ing coffees with a smile and a con-
versation.  She was a little younger 

than he, but age was never an issue 
with her. She was putting out the 
trash when she saw him sheltering 
from the rain in the alleys, the 
building across from the cafe had 
a metal fire escape and someone 
had discarded a broken table onto 
the ledge.  She smiled at him.  He 
smiled back.  

   “Your grandmother used to 
work at Luciano’s, a small cafe I 
used to pass on my way home.  I 
was renting a small bedsit then.  It 
was a few blocks from the butch-
er’s shop.  It was not as good as the 
old place. It had a few unwanted 
house guests.”  He pulled a face 
and Olivia could only imagine it 
wasn’t of the two legged variety. 
 
   “Cockroaches?”

     Angelo nodded. “A fami-
ly of them, dating back to the 
grand-daddy of them all.  The 
building had been earmarked for 
demolition but it was already two 
years overdue.”  He smiled.  “It did 
for a while, until I could afford 
better accommodation.  I moved 
closer to her family for a while, a 
better, affordable apartment and 
less unwanted house guests.  I 
worked in the cafe, we shared bed 
and board.  We lived in and out of 
each other’s pockets.”  He laughed 
lightly remembering a moment.  

   “Marrying your grandmother 
was....I never thought a man like 
me could be so happy again.  For 
a while I stopped thinking of Jack, 
but the nightmares were always 
there, as a nagging reminder that 
for all that I was a part of, for such 
a short time, I had to find him.  I 
had to warn him that the families 
would never stop until they found 
him again.”

   “But you never spoke to him 
when you did find him, why not? 
Why not tell him and then leave 
and let him watch his own back.  
All you did for all those years was 
push my grandmother away, till 
she had nothing.  You were never 
home, and even when you were, 
you were in your study, research-
ing immortality, and what has it 
brought you?”  She glared at him 
at the window, the old man, living 
beyond his years, staring out at 
the desolate world, so isolated that 
the post was mainly emailed or 
delivered by courier.

   “A chance to live forever.”  He 
turned his head slowly to look 
at her stunning features, every 
aspect of her, deliberate, nothing 
held to chance.  She was almost 
a copy of her grandmother.  He 
smiled softly at her.  “Olivia, every 
human under the sun wishes for 
immortality, extra time to sort out 
their affairs.  The families were 
planning on using the blood of 
Jack Harkness for something, the 
information we have collected 
mentioned vats of his blood stored 
for something big.  In the butchers 
shop they called him The Blessing, 
and since that day, that is the only 
word I ever hear.  The Blessing.  
What is it, if it is not immortali-
ty?”

   “You can’t protect him forever, 
one day you will be too old and 
weak to carry out any form of plan 
to protect that man.”  She spoke 
vehemently about Jack.  “There 
is nothing special about Captain 
Jack Harkness, grandfather.  Your 
immortal man.  Grandmother 
died of a broken heart because 
she could no longer live with 
the shame of sharing a marriage 
knowing of what you did all those 
years ago.  For all she knew, your 

secret trips away were to do the 
same thing.  Well were they?”  

     He looked at her.  He couldn’t 
deny that the temptation had 
been there and was still there.   
He sighed.  “I have work to do.”  
He walked carefully towards the 
door but turned on his heels and 
glanced back at her, his hand 
against the door frame, before she 
drew her own conclusions.

  “I never once cheated on your 
grandmother.”

   “But if Jack had come back ask-
ing you to rekindle your past rela-
tionship, would you have gone?”

     He thought for a few moments, 
then lowered his head.  “I’ll be in 
the study if you need me.”

     Olivia watched her grandfa-
ther go before turning back to the 
monitor, shutting down the laptop 
and walking to the window, where 
her tears fell as she stared out 
towards the garage, car park and 
the security men who guarded her 
and her grandfather, against the 
world.

(Theoretically this would be after 
the 456 – which would date Angelo 
as 104 if we’re going on the surmise 

that he was really 23 in 1927. So 
he’s a spritely old bird!!! But this is 
Torchwood and with the null field 
generator, it is possible that he was 
able to live quite ably up until he 
collapsed and slipped into a coma 
when he couldn’t sustain an active 

life as we saw in MD.)

Want to hear Daniele 

Favilli read Obsession?

RTPProductions is THRILLED to announce that we now 
have available an exclusive audio reading of Obsession by 

none other than Daniele Favilli! 

Daniele kindly recorded the fiction for us to give to you, the fans as 
well as to raise money for charity. You can download the audio FOR 

FREE from our blog: http://reversethepolarityproductions.wordpress.
com until the 1st September 2012. After that- you can purchase a digital 

download for 50p which all goes to charity!

We also have a limited number of physical copies, which come hand 
numbered and are limited to 100. These cost £MEH and £1 goes to 

charity. Not only do they feature the audio play, but they also include 
two recorded interviews with KAI OWEN from Issue Four and MA-
RIE DORIS from this issue. The editor, Matt Powell, also talks about 
upcoming productions with one or two little teasers… To order- visit 

http://reversethepolarityproductions.wordpress.com and click on “Ob-
session”.
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TORCHWOOD

Tales: Marie Doris

Ever found yourself looking at 
the Torchwood team and asking 
your self just how did they look 
so wonderful while fighting off 
some aliens? Or how Gwen looks 
so perfect while fighting a Nostro-
vite on her wedding day?! Wheth-
er the team are being blown up or 
are out on the tiles for the night, 
it’s makeup designer Marie Doris 
who crafted the team’s look over 
the first three series of Torchwood. 
Whether it’s making Gwen look 
beautiful on her wedding day or 
having Jack transform into a Nos-
trovite, it takes a lot of hard work 
and preparation.

You’d be forgiven for thinking 

that the makeup designer isn’t as 
important as some of the other be-
hind the scenes staff but you’d be 
very wrong. Marie worked closely 
with writers, directors, producers 
and executive producers as well as 
the actors. Ahead of filming she 
would have to the scripts to pro-
duce ideas and work with the oth-
er departments to make the end 
result come together. Even when 
the team were not faced with the 
extremes of life as part of Torch-
wood, Marie was there, working 
her magic on each character’s 
specific needs makeup, especially 
when filming in high definition. 
As a makeup designer the skill is 
to apply makeup that you don’t 
even know is there, and Marie is 

certainly master of her art! 

We caught up with Marie on 
phone at her new business, hair 
and makeup salon, Re’ Al in Strat-
ford-Upon-Avon, where she was 
more than happy to chat with us  
about her time working as Make-
up Designer on Torchwood. 

As a BAFTA award winning hair 
and makeup designer, you have 
worked on many different TV 
shows including Doctor Who 
and Torchwood. What did you 
do before Torchwood and the TV 
programs you worked on?
It was something I always want-
ed to do, but I was a hairdresser 

before I got into TV and I had 
always wanted to be in make-up. It 
seemed a natural progression for 
me.

Working on a show like Torch-
wood must have been quite 
different from what you had 
been used too, was there any 
challenges for you while working 
on Torchwood?
The high definition was the 
biggest challenge for me, because 
with high definition all makeup, 
everything you had done before, 
had to change, we had to learn 
how to air brush makeup and 
just completely change the look 
of makeup, it had to look very 
natural, also because in Torch-
wood there was a lot of night work 
and a lot of rain, we had to use 
an awful lot of makeup that was 
water proof. High definition just 
changed the look and what make 
up we could use, I had to com-
pletely retrain myself in different 
types of makeup. I had to com-
pletely scrap all my ideas about 
makeup when it came to doing 
Torchwood.

How did you find the main cast 
of be, did you get on better with 
some more than others?
They were all fantastic to work 
with, every single one of them 
were just the best actors I have 
ever worked with. All of them 
were really good fun, and it was 
hard work but it was all good fun, 
John Barrowman in particular 
kept everybody’s spirits going 
when we were working late at 
night.

Take us through a typical day for 
you working on set.
One word: Mayhem! There was 
never two days the same on Torch-
wood. We’d start in the morning 

at 7am, get everybody in and get 
the makeup started, then we’d 
have to get them on set by 8am 
for rehearsals, it was full on all 
day, there was always something 
going on. Some days I’d have two 
units running, one was in Brecon 
Beacons filming and the other was 
in the forest filming (Day One).

How much input did you and 
your team have when it came to 
episodes such as Captain Jack 
Harkness, which was a huge pro-
duction for all the team.
I used to have quite a big band of 
girls that came into help me with 
that, at one point I had about ten 
girls working with me to achieve 
it, because of all the extras that 
were used for that episode. Get-
ting the lip colours right, because 
again going back to high defini-
tion, because red is a very difficult 
colour on high definition, so to get 
the right red lipstick for that time 
period (the early 40’s) and to get 
it looking right was really hard. 
Also because we had to use a lot 
of wigs for the episode, we had to 
get them looking right because 
the high definition would have 
shown up flaws. We did have a lot 
of input in that. We worked very 
closely with the wardrobe depart-

ment and the writers. 

The cast of Torchwood are more 
often than not wounded or 
beaten by the hand of some alien 
or being blown up. Is there a 
precise art to the application of 
blood and muck that made the 
team look so realistically hurt.
You have to make it register that 
they have been hurt or cut but we 
didn’t want to make them look too 
gory, so we would have cuts and 
bruises and grazes and dirt but not 
absolutely loads. I think this one 
episode where there was a lot of 
blood and neck bites, (Everything 
Changes) but there was a limit of 
what blood you could use, because 
you wanted to look like they’d 
been hurt but you didn’t want 
them to look to gory. We wanted 
to avoid it looking like a horror 
film; we wanted it to look realistic. 
We had to be careful what we used 
too as John (Barrowman) is aller-
gic to a lot of products used for his 
skin, but he’s very professional and 
never complained once.

How did you archive the more 
detailed wounds such as Captain 
John Hart’s raw flesh wound 
that was shown underneath his 
Vortex Manipulator wrist strap 
in the climax of ‘Exit Wounds.

I remember telling the direc-

“It was amazing 

to work on 

Torchwood and 

be part of it. I 

have so many 

funny stories 

from my time 

working on 

Torchwood...”
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tor (Ashley Way) that he’d got one 
shot at getting the filming right 
because basically when he ripped 
it off, it would take me about three 
hours to make it and put it back 
on again so when we do it, when 
it’s revealed, you only have one go 
at it. So as the director you have 
to get it right. We did it and after 
Captain John (James Masters) 
ripped it off, the director joked 
with me and asked if we could go 

again!

When something like that takes 
three hours to make and put on, 
and then has to have something 
stuck on top of it, how do you 
managed to still get it look as 
good as it did in the take?
It was a tricky one. I managed to 
work with the silicone for that, 
so when you pull the strap off, it 
would look as if it was still bloody 
underneath it. I really enjoyed 
doing that. In Children of Earth I 
also did the body burn for Capi-
tan Jack that took me eight hours 
to do. It was from when he was 
regenerating from being blown up 
in the previous episode. 

When working on things like 
scars, for example Greys face 

scar, how 
was that 
achieved?
Grey’s 
face scar 
was pros-
thetics, I 
actually 
made 
that. 
In the 
story we 
had to 
show that he’d been captured and 
taken away by his alien captors, so 
we needed to make something. I 
spoke to Julie (Gardner) and said 
what if we give him a brand so it 
would look like he’d been brand-
ed like an animal, like a number 
stamped on by his captors. So 
that’s how that came about. I went 
away and make it up on a template 
and each time we needed to use it, 
we’d put that on.

The one episode that stands out 
to me make up wise is ‘Some-
thing Borrowed’ when Gwen 
is bitten by an Nostrovite, this 
leads to the female Nostrovite 
turning up at Gwen’s wedding 
and taking on the form of some 
of the guests including Captain 
Jack. Did this episode represent 
any challenges for you?
Trying to get everybody fitted 
with the red contact lenses, all 
the nails and teeth. The nails kept 
falling off. Continuity-wise it was 
trying. To get them to all look 
the same, the eyes, the teeth and 
nails, they all had to be the same 
for each person. When you have 
actors all in different parts of the 
country, and you’re trying to make 
the teeth so they’d all look the 
same. We had people that made 
the nails. Gwen’s hair (Eve Myles) 

I 
had to do that twice a day as with 
all the running about she had to 
do, it would be coming undone by 
lunchtime. I had different sets of 
hair pieces that I just put in each 
time we needed to redo it. 

With using specialist contact 
lenses was there ever any limit 
with time you could use them or 
any limitations?
The lenses we used could only be 
used for a certain amount of time, 
the actors eyes have to be checked 
to make sure they are suitable to 
wear them. You have to have a 
technician on set to make sure no 
one’s eyes got damaged. 

In the episode ‘Fragments’ Jack 
has a flash back to his time with 
the Victorian Torchwood team, 
in his video blog in the DVD ex-
tras John says that 51st century 
men didn’t have facial hair, when 
thinking about what kind of 
make up and hair style he would 
have, how did you decided what 
would be done style wise?
The only input from John was that 
he didn’t want me to put glue on 
the sideboards, he kept screaming 
every time I tried to stick them on 
his face because he doesn’t like any 
facial hair at all. It was an absolute 

night-
mare to try and get him to have 
those sideboards. I actually had to 
have special glue made up for him 
because he was allergic to the glue 
I was using. 

With him being allergic to a lot 
of the chemicals in the makeup 
and glue, which must have been 
awkward for both him and you, 
how did you end up persuading 
him to have the sideboards ap-
plied for the episode?
JJohn has a very strong and a 
very good idea of what Captain 
Jack should and shouldn’t be, but 
he was fine in the end with the 
sideboards, it made it like look the 
period it was. Because if we didn’t 
use the sideboards it wouldn’t 
have looked any different from 
what he normally looks like. Most 
of the time Captain Jack has to 
look the same as he always does, 
because he doesn’t age. But we 
rang the change in that episode 
which was good because it had 
to suit the Victorian time he was 
meant to be in.

For you, was there a favourite 
guest star you enjoyed working 
with? Torchwood has a had a few 
famous faces. 
All the guests that I’ve worked on 
have been really nice. Ruth Jones 

(Nikki 
Bevan from Adrift) was lovely. 
There was Nerys Hughes, (Rhys 
mother) she was in the Nostro-
vite episode, and she was lovely 
to work with. James Masters, I 
think everybody was excited to 
be working with him. We have 
always had lovely guests who are 
always good to work with. It was 
nice because it added a different 
dimension from having to work 
on the normal cast the whole 
time. To be honest the whole lot of 
them, there was never a dull mo-
ment. I was forever telling them 
off because they were so naughty 
but lots of fun.

Now Torchwood has come to a 
halt for the time being, do you 
miss working with the team?
It was amazing to work on Torch-
wood and be part of it. I have so 
many funny stories from my time 
working on Torchwood. John and 
I would have a bit of a banter with 
him being Scottish and me being 
Scottish too. We used to try and 
have a Scottish word with each 
other every day. I really do miss 
doing that. I looked after Eve most 
of the time, she was an absolute 
joy, I loved working with her. Kai, 
who now lives in Coventry which 
isn’t too far away from where my 
new business is. I’ve not man-

aged to bump into him yet. He 
was great to work with. Gareth 
was great too. When they were all 
together and it was in full swing 
you couldn’t get a better bunch of 
people to work with. John used to 
keep everybody’s spirits up when 
we were filming late at night. At 
3am in the rain he’d do something 
like sing and make us all laugh. I 
now do wedding makeup as I’m 
not filming at the moment and I 
was only thinking the other day 

that I wish I could do something 
like a body burn or something 
but I don’t think anybody would 
want that for a wedding! I do miss 
the filming side of things, but I 
have so many good memories of 
my time working on Torchwood. 
It was just such fun and I loved 
every moment of it. 

We would like to thank Marie for 
taking time out of her very busy 
schedule to speak to us and you 
can find the Facebook page for 
Re’Al hair and makeup at http://
www.facebook.com/pages/ReAl-
Hair-Make-Up/142136279214732.

We would like to thank Marie for 
taking time out of her very busy 
schedule to speak to us and you 
can find the Facebook page for 
Re’Al hair and makeup at http://
www.facebook.com/pages/ReAl-
Hair-Make-Up/142136279214732. 
Words: Louise Mills
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On 22nd October 2006 a sci-fi 
drama set in Wales hit our screens. 
It’s opening scene - a police cor-
don around a murder victim in 
Millicent Street, Cardiff. The scene 
was being assessed by a forensic 
team, only to moved away to allow 
a black SUV and it’s four occu-
pants, a dashing airman, a medic, 
a computer wizard and a scien-
tist to descend and deal with the 
situation. At first I thought it was a 
crime drama and this was the new 
CSI, but as the Captain dressed 
in his blue great coat talked about 
‘contraceptives in the rain’ and 
looked vaguely familiar to some-
one last seen on a games station 
on Satellite 5, in the year 200,100 
a few questions were starting to 
emerge…

As the scene progressed and an 
inquisitive WPC Gwen Cooper 
discovered she had been noticed 
in her vantage point in the NCP 
car park in Tredegar Street by the 
chatty Captain. It soon became 
apparent that this police woman 
would have a larger involvement 
in the story as it began to unfold. 
It would take her beyond her usual 
job in the Force, down through 
the tunnels from the tourist booth 
on Mermaid Quay into the heart 
of the Torchwood Hub under-
neath the Roald Dahl Plass, taking 
in some impressive shots of the 
Mermaid Quay complex, harbour 
area and the tunnel system of Car-
diff Castle. 

But why Cardiff?
“There’s a rift in space and time 
that runs through Cardiff.... Stuff 
slips through it from other time-
lines and planets, and it’s our job 
to monitor it,” explains Owen in 
the episode ‘Meat’.

Torchwood 3 is based in Car-

diff Bay, but it’s building that we 
imagine is beneath the ground 
was actually a unit on Treforest 
Industrial Estate, Upper Boat, 
near Pontypridd. But the aerial 
shots, the hotel building that Jack 
stands upon to survey the land as 
far as the eye can see, the build-
ing he stood upon at the end of 
Everything Changes, the streets 
he drives through in the SUV, the 
docks, the marina, the barrage are 
all Cardiff and the surrounding 
area. Flat Holm Island, used in 
Torchwood for Jonah Bevin and 
other victims of the negative rift 
spikes, is a bird sanctuary and 
visitors centre to which you take a 
boat trip.

But what is it about the Welsh 
that attracts people? 
Wales is full of myths and legends 
that stem right back to the medie-
val times. From dragons as told by 
Merlin over campfires, to talk of 
King Arthur lying asleep with his 
sword and shield awaiting the bell 
of Destiny. And in amongst these 
are the tales that relate so well in 
a Torchwood storyline. Steeped 
in the Celtic folklore are the tales 
of faeries, called the Ellyllon. Just 

like the faeries in Small Worlds, 
they steal children, and like those 
faeries, they don’t harm them. 
Many people believe the faeries 
to be the lost souls of Druids 
who are too good for hell and not 
good enough for heaven and are 
roaming the earth till Judgement 
Day. Although faeries or Mara can 
be mischievous, perhaps there is 
some truth in this. And what of 
the faeries in Torchwood? They 
weren’t after the children to cause 
them harm; they were in fact pun-
ishing the grownups that harmed 
the children. Perhaps these were 
the Druids, too good for hell just 
not good enough for heaven or 
perhaps they were somehow relat-
ed to the Red Men, so named by 
their red hats and coats who were 
involved in gruesome practical 
jokes. This was true of the faeries 
in Torchwood who killed those 
who hurt the Chosen children by 
suffocating the adults with rose 
petals. 

Doctor Who and Sarah Jane Ad-
ventures are also filmed in Wales, 
although their storyline are not 
generally set there. Torchwood, 
on the other hand was not only 

filmed in 

Mae teyrnged i Gymru

(A Salute to Wales)

By D.J Forrest
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the holiday makers with their 
yachts, or their fishing boats, the 
new buildings along Penarth and 
the flats that overlook the Bay. It 
sports a magnificent Millennium 
Stadium that hosts the Six Nations 
rugby bringing the sport home for 
matches. I’m not a big sporting 
fan but if I know Wales are play-
ing home or away, I do still cheer 
when they win.

I was born in Wales and my love 
of my homeland grows stronger 
with every beat of my heart. Yet 
because of the unemployment that 
was a major factor for me moving 
away back in the early 80’s with 
my family. I would love to return 
one day. Wales for me is home, 
despite the lack of work, the pit 
heads, the closed mines, the old 
men and remembered bygone 
eras, the rolling hills and Snow-
donia, the Eisteddfod and school 
trips out to Bala where many sur-
vived on cornflakes, pysgodyn a 
sglodion (fish and chips) and bara 
menyn, (bread and butter) because 
they didn’t know how else to ask 
for the other food on the menu in 
Welsh. I still miss it all. My accent 
as I’m writing this has returned, it 
returns each time I watch Torch-
wood and throw on an accent of 
Gwen or Ianto, or occasionally 
Rhys. Love Rhys, so gullible that 
he believed his wife was work-
ing for Special Ops and not with 
Scooby Doo and his gang. 

But what is the rift and why did 
it open up in Cardiff?
To explain about the Rift we have 
to take ourselves back to the year 
1869 to a funeral parlour in Car-
diff, where the Rift first appears in 
an episode of Doctor Who called 
‘The Unquiet Dead’. The Rift itself 
is a wormhole where one end is lo-
cated in Cardiff Bay the other end 

is floating freely through time and 
space and matter and radiation 
can pass through the Rift allowing 
extra-terrestrial, extratemporal 
artefacts and occasional life forms 
such as those witnessed in Torch-
wood and Doctor Who (Daleks, 
Cybermen, Toclafane, Slitheen 
etc) to “wash up” in Cardiff. The 
Rift is described as ‘Unpredict-
able and elusive’, a gateway for 
alien creatures, alien weapons, all 
manner of alien technology and 
time anomalies to enter our world 
and as Jack Harkness explains to 
Gwen on their first meeting in the 
Buffalo Bar. “It’s the flotsam and 
jetsam of the universe since the 
dawn of time.”

However the Rift in Cardiff has 
now been closed and questions 
need to be asked as to whether 
or not there is much point in 
Torchwood returning to its base 
in Wales. Where would it set up? 
What would it be following? But 
as with anomalies and other rips 
in space and time, I mean let’s face 
it, the universe is a large play-
ground for other alien creatures 
desperate to enter our solar sys-
tem and eke out an existence for 
themselves - we can’t be the only 
intelligent life form out there!!! 
So stories are still abounding, and 

perhaps there are other parts of 
the world where the anomalies 
and wormholes might open up. As 
it’s only sealed on this side, who’s 
to say where the next wormhole 
might open up from? But Wales 
will always be fondly regarded 
as the place where Doctor Who 
and Torchwood began for the 
new generation of Whovians and 
Woodies. 

To me Torchwood and Wales fit 
like a glove, there are plenty of 
stories through time and myths 
and folklore that will keep writers 
busy for years to come.

And if you think about it, how 
many of you have visited the 
Water Tower, now decorated with 
tumbling strawberries on the mir-
rored water fountain, and stood 
on the magical step and expected 
it to move? Or looked up at the 
writing on the Millennium Centre 
and tried to photograph the entire 
wording in one click of the cam-
era. Or have wandered down to 
the Ianto Shrine and knocked on 
the door and wished it opened up 
so you could step inside and see 
where Ianto worked? How many 
of you would have wished to have 
seen Torchwood Hub in all its 
glory, before it was pulled down to 

Wales, 
it’s actually based in Cardiff. And 
although it’s now gone stateside, 
several scenes from Miracle Day 
were still filmed in Wales, includ-
ing the Gower peninsula and the 
race along the beach with a Jeep 
and a helicopter. Torchwood is as 
much a part of Wales as leeks and 
Tom Jones and Pobol-y-Cwm. 
Because unlike Doctor Who 
and the Sarah Jane Adventures, 
(both still excellent programmes), 
Torchwood uses every resource 
possible to keep the flavour Welsh. 
The backdrop is Cardiff Bay, 
taking in the area around 
the Roald Dahl Plass, the 
Norwegian church, the 
harbour, the marina, the 
jetty, Penarth, Newport, the 
streets of the city, the breath 
taking Brecon Beacons 
National Park, the airports, 
the shopping arcades, the 
Wales Millennium Centre, 
the Millennium stadium, 
the Altolusso building, the 
Senedd, the red bricked 
Pierhead Building that 
stands on the Bay and of 
course the tourist info 
booth that’s now standing 

as a 
shrine to one of Wales’ favourite 
tea boys, Ianto Jones, as played by 
Newport lad Gareth David-Lloyd.

And that’s why Torchwood works 
in Wales, not only do you have 
Ianto, you have Gwen Coop-
er played by Eve Myles, PC/Sgt 
Andy Davidson played by Tom 
Price, Rhys Williams played by 
Kai Owen who all speak with the 
beautiful Welsh accent that en-
capsulates the entire programme. 
There are no snide remarks about 
the Welsh in this programme, 

maybe off screen but definitely not 
within the show. It works because 
it does.

Many people over the years have 
ridiculed the Welsh, for their 
heritage and their language and 
many still do, recently having vis-
ited England there’s still the crass 
comments that come about Wales 
and the dogged attempts at trying 
to recreate their accent by adding 
“Boyo” in the sentence to gain a 
laugh. And the poems: 

“Taffy was a Welshman,
Taffy was a thief,
Taffy came to my house
And stole a piece of beef.”

But Torchwood changes that. 
Torchwood puts Wales back on 
the map as did Doctor Who and 
the Sarah Jane Adventures, and 
now with a new drama ‘Aliens vs. 
Wizards’, it will keep Wales on the 
map for many years to come.

Tourism is a great boost to any 
village, town or city and none 
has been greater than to Cardiff, 
which over the years has taken Eu-
ropean grants to improve its docks 
and waterfront. A marina was 
built that brought in more trade, 
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make way 
for the new TARDIS for the 11th 
incarnation of the Doctor?

Wales works as a backdrop for 
many TV dramas including 
Morse, Rhinoceros (one off drama 
featuring Robson Green), Tra-
cy Beaker, Upstairs Downstairs, 
Holby City, Casualty and Merlin 
and in fact, a lot of blockbust-
er films including Harry Potter, 
The Avengers, Captain America 
and Tomb Raider to name but 
a few. The landscape of Wales is 
breath-taking. From the heights 
of Snowdonia to the valleys of 
Ebbw Vale in the Rhondda, there 
will always be a reason to film in 
Wales, and for as long as they do, 
there will always be a reason to 
return home. 

Wales, we salute 
you!

Diolch yn fawr!

Research for this article came 
from: 
Cardiff Rift - Wikipedia for 
Torchwood and Doctor Who 
facts, 
The Time Travellers Almanac 
hardback book. 
Faery and Mythical creatures 
website
Welsh and Celtic myths and 
legends website
Google images for the photos

I anto Jones: the well-mannered 
and even better dressed Welshman 
who worked for Torchwood One 
and kept a Cyberwoman in the 
basement of Torchwood Three 
Cardiff. The man that made a 
wicked coffee and had an answer 
for everything is the subject of 
this article, all about his shrine, in 
Cardiff at Mermaid Quay. So let’s 
begin, I want to take you back, 
way back to Children of Earth 
and back to Day Four. We start in 
2009!]

2009: Ianto and Jack take MI5 HQ 

Thames House by storm, both 
looking rather dashing if I may 
say. The alien named The 456 is 
in its tank. Ianto and Jack open 
fire at the tank but it’s too late. It’s 
already released a virus that will 
kill everyone in the building. (Bet 
they wished they’d not thought of 
air conditioning now!) Jack and 
Ianto slowly die, but before they 
do, they say the very emotional 
farewell which still haunts me to 
this day. I still can’t re-watch Day 
Four without sobbing into my 
sleeve! Ianto died! It was a shock 
to Jack! It was a shock to the vast 
majority of Torchwood fans, some 

were outraged that their hero 
coffee boy had died in such a way, 
some say in a pointless plot point. 
But we’re not here to discuss the 
plot. We’re here to talk about Ianto 
Jones! Because like it or not, Ianto 
died that day in Jack’s arms and he 
died helping to save the children 
of the plant earth!

After the series had ended, many 
fans were still outraged and 
emotionally upset at the loss of 
Ianto Jones and a spontaneous 
out pouring of love from the fans 
started to come in the form of a 
makeshift memorial at the Torch-

The Ianto Shrine

By Louise Mills 

and featuring

GARETH DAVID LLOYD
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wood Tourist Information booth 
at Mermaid Quay in Cardiff, 
Wales. Looking back I don’t think 
anybody thought it would still be 
there now in 2012, a whole three 
years after his death But at the 
time fans wanted a way to tell the 
world how they felt, they needed 
an outlet; somewhere they could 
grieve for Ianto. And what better 
place than Ianto’s own fake tourist 
booth?

For those that don’t know (and 
you’d be surprised how many peo-
ple have no idea there is a shrine) 
I will cover it for you because 
I feel in the past the subject of 
Ianto’s wall, his death and Gareth 
David-Lloyd’s departure from the 
show has been the subject of much 
fandom arguing and something 
of a divide in the fans so I want to 
do it justice. Not because I want to 
gain brownie points but because 
I want to show the wall and those 
that spend their time and money 
the respect they deserve. No one 
has the right to ridicule or mock 
something just because they don’t 
understand it! 

Ianto’s office at Torchwood was a 
make-believe tourist office that 
was the secret entrance to the 
Torchwood Hub. We saw Ianto in 
the booth area in several episodes 
and of course outside we all saw 
Ianto offer Jack a cup of coffee in 
Fragments. Ianto was a character 
that people took to heart, they 
could connect with him. He had a 
dry sense of humour that he was 
always ready to offer a witty com-
ment or sarcastic retort, He was in 
many ways treated by other mem-
bers of the team as an underdog, 
but as he went through the series 
he proved himself. Even after he 
was found to have been hiding his 
girlfriend Lisa, a partly converted 

Cyberman in the basement, he 
came out of it and his character 
was stronger for it.

He formed a bond with Jack, 
one which blossoms into love. A 
relationship that he defended was 
more than what Owen thought it 
was. We watched Jack and Ian-
to grow closer over Series Two 
and in Series Three, Children of 
Earth, we saw Gwen start to refer 
to them as a couple. We saw Ianto 
telling his sister that for him, it 
wasn’t men, but just Jack.  The fact 
we saw his family was a big thing 
plot-wise but thinking back, we 
should have known something 
was going on… but regardless of 
that, he and Jack were now com-
mitted to each other. Over the 
course of the five day miniseries 
as the story of The 456 played out 
we saw them stand side by side, 
shoulder to shoulder as they took 
on the unknown. 

The breaking point for many (and 
me) was when we realize the virus 
is going to kill all of them and it’s 
too late to run for it, or anything 
else. The moment that I thought 
“Oh my god, Ianto’s going to die,” 
was when he collapsed. Even now 
just thinking about it, I can see the 
whole scene vividly in my head 
and I admit it still makes me cry! 
That evening we saw him begging 
Jack to never forget him; I was 
at home, tears streaming down 
my face, as Jack begged him not 
to leave him. I think the point is 
that we have never seen Jack so 
vulnerable before. Neither had we 
seen Ianto so desperate. It was that 
scene and that speech that affected 
the fans so deeply. A lot of fans 
were deeply upset and in some 
cases grief stricken that the man 
they had come to love and respect 
had died so suddenly! At the end 

of the day he was just a TV char-
acter but people loved him and 
they felt close to him, and so the 
wall was started. In memory of 
Torchwood’s fallen hero: Ianto 
Jones. 

I don’t know the person or per-
sons who started the wall and 
trying to find out was a lot harder 
than you’d think, but it was start-
ed. So over the next few pages we 
will be looking at the shrine as it 
has grown, showing you just some 
of the items on the wall and for 
those that can’t get to Cardiff or 
have never seen it before I hope 
you enjoy it.

Late July 2009: Here we see it 
beginning. At this point, it’s just 
a matter of weeks after the show 
aired just a few flowers and cards 
on the panels that protect the 
building from upset fans that had 
nowhere else to express their dis-
tress and so they came to the Bay. 
No one could have known what it 
would become.

August 2009: One month later, 
more fans have started to attach 
things to the wall. The banner over 
the door says ‘Happy Birthday’ 
Ianto’s date of birth being the 19th 
of August 1983. He would have 

been 26. 

August 2009: The management 
at Mermaid Quay put up a notice 
alerting people to what the wall 
was all about. The sign reads: 
‘Customer notice: please be aware 
that this is a set from the series 
Torchwood. The character Ianto 
Jones has been removed from 
the series and this is a make-
shift memorial to the character. 
Thank you, the Mermaid Quay 
management.’ This was the first 
proper sign that Mermaid Quay 
was acknowledging the shrine. By  
late August the ‘Save Ianto Jones’ 
campaign was gathering steam 
and had got the attention of Wales 
Online who reported  the shrine’s 
growing popularity. 

‘Save Ianto Jones’ was set up by a 
group of fans who were so sad-
dened and angry at losing a much 
loved character that they set up 
a campaign to bring him back. (I 
did offer them a chance to have 
their say here but no one would 
make a comment.) Their anger 
at show creator and writer Rus-
sell T Davies was made worse by 
his off-the- cuff comments in an 
interview where he referred to 
them as “nine hysterical woman 
just typing on the internet.” He 
could not have been more wrong! 
The group went on to raise thou-
sands of pounds for BBC Children 
in Need. Again this caught the 
attention of the media and Wales 
Online ran a head line of ‘Fans 
holding a torch for Ianto raise 
£12,000’. At the time of going to 
press the internet campaign’s web-
site had reached 10,000 hits! With 
the shrine starting to gain media 
attention, the cards and flowers 
started to flow in! 

December 2009: With a freak high 
tide on the 6th December 2009, 
the lower wooden walkways of 
Mermaid Quay that lead to the 
Oval Basin were submerged. The 
area was quickly cordoned off un-
til water levels fell. The reason for 
the unusual high tide is unknown 
but it meant that Ianto’s shrine 
got somewhat wet with the water 
level reaching two foot above the 

walkway! The water receded but it 
left a lot of damage that needed to 
be fixed. The management of Mer-
maid Quay did not take any items 
away but I am told that some of 
the panels were removed until the 
wooden walkway and the tourist 
information centre was repaired 
and then the panels were returned 
and the shrine was back for fans to 
add to.

Image 5 and 6. 
9th January 2010: With the winter 
came repairs to the higher level of 
the boardwalks, the shrine wasn’t 
effected by the repairs and the wall 
was left mostly alone. As you can 
see now that Torchwood was done 
filming anything that was done by 
the crew has now been removed 
but you can still see the door they 
used to go in and out of! The 
interior of Ianto’s Tourist Informa-
tion Centre was filmed at Upper 
Boat Studios. Whilst repairs were 
going on the top of the shrine was 
covered for its protection but you 
could still get access to it. Fans had 
also added things for Christmas 
too you can see tinsel and decora-
tions tied on.
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January and February 2010: 
January and February saw some 
of the coldest weather for a good 
few years but the staff of Mermaid 
Quay looked after the shrine. In 
February, as part of a programme 
of events, the ‘Save Ianto Jones’ 
campaign members presented two 
plaques at the shrine.  Campaign 
members also met Peter Black AM 
(assembly member) in the same 
month after he voiced his support 
for them. 

May 2010: In the Spring the shrine 
started to get attention from 
around the world, some cards 
and poems and many other items 
dedicated to Ianto appeared from 
Russia, China, America, Canada 
and many other countries. It was 
really starting to establish itself as 
the place to go when in Cardiff. 
People who lived in Wales would 
bring friends and family down 

to see the wall when they came 
to visit. It started to be become 
a bit of a Torchwood pilgrimage. 
Not only did they want to see the 
Torchwood tower but now they 
wanted to see Ianto’s shrine wall 
too! 

Image 10.
Summer 2010: The wall grew as 
more and more people came to 
check out what it was all about. 
Things were added by fans of all 
ages and sexes, not just girls and 
women, and not just crazy fangirls 
that can’t let go! People added to 
it because they took Ianto to heart 
and wanted somewhere to remem-
ber to him. Many people have 
made friendships through their 
love of Torchwood and I don’t 
think they should be mocked for 
that! It’s nice when you can make 
friends with people who under-
stand the things you do, you’re no 
longer the sci-fi geek that watches 
Torchwood and Doctor Who, you 
have friends that watch it too and 
you don’t feel so alone. People 
maintain the wall because it’s their 
way of showing love and appre-
ciation for a character, when you 
think about what you could spend 
your money or what people do 
spend their money on -  smoking, 

gambling and so on, it’s up to each 
individual and we shouldn’t judge 
them for that. 
In 2011 came the news of a new 
series of Torchwood. After much 
speculation it was announced that 
the new series would be part made 
with American TV Cable Network 
Starz. With this came the news 
that Gareth David-Lloyd would 
not return as Ianto Jones. This 
was met with outrage from many 
Ianto fans including the ‘Save 
Ianto Jones’ group. Many said they 
would not watch another series of 
Torchwood without him! One fan 
was so outraged by the news they 
put this up! A sign of the times - 
that the wall was now being used 
to express the fans’ feelings on 
how Torchwood should be! 

August 2011:  Here you can see 
the ‘We want Torchwood Cardiff ’ 
sign. When doing my research 
for this feature, I tried to speak 
to as many people that were 
involved with the wall as I could. 
Most did not want to talk to me 
about it, mainly because in the 
past, it seems other people have 
not spoken about them in a good 
light, or they have taken what they 
said and twisted it to fit their own 
means. I did speak to one person 

who wished for me to keep her 
name anonymous, she is the one 
responsible for the banner and she 
had this to say.
“After the Miracle Day announce-
ments I was so furious about what 
happened to a show I love I had 
to do something to get my anger 
out and the “We want Torchwood 
Cardiff ” banner was the only 
thing that came to mind. Don’t get 
me wrong I still love Torchwood, 
but I will never ever watch COE 
and MD again, no matter what 
RTD wanted to do, those two 
shows are not and never will be a 
part of TW for me.” 
This way of thinking is the way 
for many fans now; they don’t 
see Torchwood being Torchwood 
unless it’s Jack, Gwen and Ianto 
as a team. It’s a shame that the 
fans are so split down the middle 
and maybe one day the fans will 
reconnect with each other.

Ianto’s birthday August 2011: It’s 
now been two years since Ianto’s 

death and still the fans are adding 
birthday messages for him. This is 
one of my favourites, it’s simple yet 
to the person that wrote, it would 
mean a lot. 
“Not going gently into the good 
night, raging against the dying of 
the light” 
I think it’s a rather fitting tribute 
to the character who ended up 
being brought back as a ghost 
in the House of the Dead radio 
play. (Many fans felt even more 
outraged by the return of Ianto 
6 months after his death in the 
House of the Dead only to be 
killed off again as he tricked Jack 
into leaving and sealed himself 
under the rift seemingly for ever 
more!)

December 2011: At Christmas 
fans started to add Christmas 
decorations again. Handmade 
cards and other things added so 
I made the choice to add to the 
wall myself. My reasoning was, 
I wanted to be part of it, and I 
wanted to say I added to the wall, 
it made me feel part of the whole 
thing. When you stand at the wall 
you hear see other fans talking 
about it and of course you get the 
odd funny look but I didn’t care. I 
wanted to add my tribute to Ianto! 
To be honest it didn’t even cost 
a great deal to have the ribbons 
made, a quick search of eBay and 

I was away on my trip to Wales. 
I’d cut them into strips and so 
when I got there, even thought my 
friend at first was no way going to 
be seen adding to the wall, I got 
the better of her after a while and 
she helped me attach them! I tried 
not to cover up anybody else’s 
things. I didn’t want to knock or 
break anything so I attached them 
where I thought they’d be seen! I 
know many people don’t like the 
wall and think that anybody that 
adds to it is crazy or don’t have a 
life, but I just wanted to say that 
I’d been part of it! Plus it’s almost 
like you can’t go there and not 
add something, it feels wrong! I’ve 
seen all types of people leaving 
impromptu notes because they 
see it and feel they want to be part 
of it too. To be able to say, “I’ve 
added to the shrine, I did that” it’s 

camaraderie really.

Here are my ribbons and here is 
a point of interest that was point-
ed out to me; the padlocks have 
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always had me stumped. I didn’t 
really get why people added them 
until I spoke to someone who 
looks after the wall. This sent me 
off on a little research trip around 
the internet. It turned up some 
quite interesting information 
and I began to understand why 
people were etching the names of 
Jack and Ianto on to padlocks and 

attaching them to wall. 

A close up of the padlock, you 
can see the names Ianto and Jack 
forever, etched into the surface. 
They are ‘love padlocks’ and you’d 
be forgiven if you’re all reach-
ing for your smart phone to go 
look up what that means! Love 
padlocks (also known as Love 
Locks) are a custom by which 
padlocks are affixed to a fence, 
gate, bridge or similar public fix-
ture by sweethearts to symbolize 
their everlasting love. Love pad-
locks have existed for quite some 
time, though there are no certain 
sources for their origin. In Europe, 
love padlocks started appearing 
in the early 2000s. In Rome, the 
ritual of affixing love padlocks to 
the bridge Ponte Milivo can be 
attributed to the book I Want You 
by Italian author Fredrico Moccia. 
At the shrine someone has done 
it for Jack and Ianto. Legend has 

it that if the lock is never opened 
then the love will be forever! What 
they do with the keys I don’t know 
but it has been suggested they are 
chucked into the water! 
And we are back to 2012: The year 
where we are unsure if Torchwood 
Series Five will ever be made, with 
RTD now working on new things 
and his partner being very unwell 
it seems a bleak outlook for the 
show. But fans have not given up 
on it. In April of 2012 another 
plaque was put up by the manage-
ment of Mermaid Quay this one 
was put up above the earlier one 

put up in 2010.

This is the new plaque that replac-
es the lamented ones. The shrine 
has grown beyond all expectations 
over the last three years; for those 
that look after the wall or for those 
that simply just come to look at 
it, stand and remember Ianto and 
Torchwood, or just strangers that 
have found it by accident. It’s been 
here for all this time and I honest-
ly don’t see it going any time soon. 
I’d be disappointed if it did go or 
dwindle in people adding to it. 
I know many more that would 
feel the same way. Aside from the 
‘We want Torchwood Cardiff ’ 
banner there is now a few items 
popping up that aren’t directly 
Ianto linked. We now have fans 
expressing their feelings about the 
lack of new Torchwood and the 
lack of Torchwood in its home of 
Cardiff. Maybe it’s a sign of things 

to come, that it’s not just about 
Ianto’s death now but about the 

return of Torchwood too. 

June 2012: Summer isn’t really 
summer when the weather is 
awful but fans are still visiting the 
wall and leaving things. The photo 
is of the whole team, and I rather 
like that whoever placed it on the 
wall has used the whole team, the 
words though ring the same as 
many fans now frustrated at lack 
of Torchwood.
What I set out to do was show 
you the shrine and explain about 
it, and I hope that maybe to those 
that don’t like it for whatever per-
sonal reasons that maybe they’d 
appreciate the hard work put in by 
many fans and are we not all just 
fans of the same thing at the end 
of the day? Ianto Jones worked for 
Torchwood and without Torch-
wood we’d have no Ianto Jones! 
Gareth David-Lloyd has now 
moved on, aside from his appear-
ances at conventions, he has new 
projects but seems happy that 
the fans care that much about his 
character. I contacted Gareth to 
ask what he thought of what the 
fans have done and still do with 
the wall and this is what he had to 
say to me. 

“For me the wall not only repre-
sents a life changing chapter in my 

life but a great success in my career. 
When an artist’s work has affected 
an audience to the point they not 

only want to celebrate it with a me-

morial, but maintain it long after 
the fact, that artist must have made 
some correct choices along the way. 
I am still overwhelmed and utterly 
flattered. I will be for the rest of my 

days”
 So I have only this to say: Love it 
or hate it, the shrine seems to be 
here to stay and no matter what 
anyone says as long as its looked 
after and people go to look at it, 
I don’t foresee it going anywhere 
any time soon!

Here are some fan comments 
about Ianto’s shrine wall.
“I thought it was a sweet idea in 
the beginning. A spontaneous out-
pouring of love for a great charac-
ter. But over the years I think it’s 
becoming a bit ridiculous to keep 
it up. It’s more a Torchwood man-
ifest in general nowadays, where 
people leave their thoughts about 
the show and their wishes and 
hopes for its futures, that’s a good 
development though.”  Anony-
mous.

“I don’t mind it because it does 
bring in money for Cardiff. You 
have to expect things like this 
when a show is based in one city 
and uses actual real places in the 
area as locations. I’m not a fan of 
tourist traps or places that become 
like Jerusalem to make a pilgrim-
age to. But over time to pine for 
a dead character is just a little 
abstract to keep this up. Part of 
the grieving process even with a 
fictional character is to let go. But 
people seem to capture what they 
felt for this show when they visit. 
I’m not sure if such an emotional 
investment is good in the long 
run.” Anonymous. 

“I have not felt the urge to add 
something to the wall myself, 
though. I would not know what to 

say. But some of the work there is 
very creative.” Anonymous. 

“I am not sure why the death of 
Ianto Jones affected me so deeply. 
On a personal level it is one of my 
life goals to go to Cardiff and the 
Shrine and to leave a memento. 
I think that sometimes we use 
the death of a fictional charac-
ter to channel some of our own 
grief which has no outlet and so 
is an extremely important role to 
play. For me I loved Ianto Jones 
and still do. I don’t care if he is a 
fictional character. I will continue 
to write stories exploring every 
TW relationship and personally I 
don’t care if people see it as weak 
or someone lacking because they 
are not real.” Anonymous. 

“I really like it. I’ve only been once 
because of my illness I am unable 
to go as much as I’d like. Before I 
went there and saw it for myself 
and read some of the things on 
the wall, I did slate it quite a lot, 
and bad mouthed it a lot but I was 
wrong and I don’t think people 
understand but when you go there 
and you see it, all the many items 
that people have worked hard on 
and made an effort to attach. You 
see it differently, you see it as a 
good thing, not because you want 
Ianto back or anything, but you 
feel part of something. I do think 
some fans have gone too far in not 
watching Torchwood at all, I mean 
the more fans that want another 
series and push for it the better. 
I like that it’s now got the ‘We 
Want Torchwood Cardiff ’ banner, 
that’s the kinda thing I would add 
or something that’s personal to 
me. Do I think it should be tak-
en down? Hell no!! People work 
hard to keep it nice and I’d be 
gutted if when I am well enough 
to go again it was gone! I’d add 

something anyway because I love 
Torchwood. I have made some 
very good friends via Torchwood 
and one day I want to meet them 
and go and add some Torchwood 
stuff to the wall. Torchwood is 
not just a TV programme to me; I 
feel I know a lot of the characters 
through writing and RP-ing our 
own creative stuff. The wall should 
stay for as long as the fans want it! 
And for those that don’t, it’s their 
loss they don’t get to see the bigger 
picture of it all. Long live Ianto’s 
wall!! Long live Torchwood!!” 
Anonymous.

“I love the shrine, often go there 
to sit and think. Love listening 
to people that stumble upon it!!” 
Anonymous. 

“Just seeing this picture makes me 
cry instantly. I have heard this wall 
being mentioned so many times 
throughout different Torchwood 
related discussions but have never 
visited it or even seen a picture 
of it myself. Seeing how full it 
is, even years after Ianto’s death 
shows, I think, the fans true ded-
ication not only to the show itself 
but to the characters too. Knowing 
that viewers become so attached 
to each of the characters and feel 
the need to grieve for them when 
they depart from the show, is truly 
a credit to the writers for their 
outstanding scripts and also to the 
actors for their touching perfor-
mances.” Anonymous. 

“In a positive way, I was so im-
pressed. It was a very great sur-
prise and it overwhelmed me a 
little bit. Especially after seeing 
the Bay, the TW Tower and the 
Millennium Centre the first time. 
I love the idea of fans around the 
world. Found one creation from 
Australia and can’t believe it. I am 
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sad because of the of Ianto’s death 
but what the fans did there is just 
amazing. Last year I was in Cardiff 
again for the JB concert and then 
I leave my own creation there.” 
Anonymous.
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Ianto hadn’t taken too much 
notice of the storm raging above 
ground. He was down in the 
archives, the red brick walls damp 
from the dripping water that nei-
ther Ianto nor anybody else had 
worked out where it was coming 
from.  He’d been walking for some 
time before he reached the arch 
in the wall, he was fairly sure he 
was now somewhere under the 
Red Dragon Centre, a fair dis-
tance from the hustle of the main 
hub.  He knew he hadn’t overshot 
as he knew his way away around 
better than anybody else and as he 
passed an arch in the brick wall, 
he looked up at the number 2580.  
He entered the room, the row of 
lights popped into life giving an 
orange glow to it.  The old light 
fittings occasionally fizzled but 
stayed on.  The lengths of cable 
ran along the bottom of the walls, 
all varying thickness that went 
from the main hub all the way 
down to the archives where Ianto 
now stood.  Some time ago one of 
Ianto’s predecessors had installed 
the light fittings and electric to the 
lower levels of the archives. Ianto 
sighed; they really did need check-
ing and rewiring.  
     The walls in the room had a fair 
amount of mould growing in parts 
and he just hoped it wasn’t some-
thing alien that may have escaped.  
He shook the idea out of his head 
as he studied the shelving system 
that flanked the wall. “265, ah got 
you.”
     The shelf was dusty and held all 

manner of items including some 
that Jack had kept back from his 
time in the RAF.  The room hung 
thick with the smell of odour 
of dust on the light bulb.  Ianto 
sneezed causing the dust to dis-
perse.  
   “I really need to dust down 
here more often.” He slipped the 
unknown device into the basket.  
Jack had told him it was harm-
less and matched some others 
that he’d found years back. He 
made a quick check of the room 
and a mental note to come down 
and dust as soon as he could. He 
turned off the light and walked 
back out into the arched tunnel.  
He was so used to dull light down 
there that his eyes didn’t even 
need time to adjust as he pressed 
his finger to his ear connecting the 
comms device. 
   “Jack, I’m on my way back up, 
order the pizza will you? I’ll make 
my way to the tourist info booth 
and wait for it to arrive.” He was 
hungry now. The lights down in 
the corridor turned themselves 
off as he walked back towards the 
main hub, it didn’t bother him 
though he was at home in the semi 
darkness.
 
     Jack sat at his desk studying the 
screen in front of him, he’d been 
monitoring the storm outside for 
a while now.  He grinned as he 
heard Ianto’s voice, he worried 
about him wandering around in 
the archives, he knew it better 
than he did and it bothered him. 

   “Ianto! Change of plans, tonight 
we go get the pizza.” He heard 
Ianto sigh. “Oh it’ll be good for 
the fresh air after breathing all that 
dust in.” He grinned as Ianto mut-
tered something about getting wet. 
Jack had already got his great coat 
on by the time Ianto walked back 
into the main hub.  He watched 
as Ianto took a second to adjust 
his eyes to the harsh light. “You’ll 
need your coat it’s raining up top.” 
He grinned pointing up towards 
the ceiling with a large umbrella. 
     Ianto pulled a face at Jack. “Is 
that an umbrella you’re holding?” 
Jack chuckled
    “Your powers of observation 
never fail to amaze me Ianto and 
yes it is, it’s raining stair rods up 
there.” Ianto rolled his eyes, he 
knew it was pointless arguing with 
Jack when he’d made his mind up; 
he picked up his coat and pulled it 
on. Jack held the umbrella under 
one arm.
    “We’ll take the scenic route I 
think, let’s go Ianto.”
 
     Jack pulled open the door of 
the tourist information centre, 
and Ianto rolled his eyes, the water 
splashed into the room from the 
open doorway, but in one neat ac-
tion Jack had the umbrella up and 
sticking out of the door. 
   “Come on Ianto let’s get moving, 
you’ll only moan at me if you get 
too much water in here.” 
     He stepped out of the door 
standing to one side to allow 
Ianto out, he pulled the door shut 

behind him and heard it lock as he 
ducked under the large umbrella. 
   “You know the water level seems 
to be quite high, I’ll have to sand 
bag the door if this keeps up.” 
     Jack moved in step with Ianto 
so both men could shelter from 
the rain. “Trust me Ianto if this 
keeps up we’ll need a lot more 
than a few sand bags.” 
     They made their way through 
the Plass and around to the pizza 
place, Ianto would have normally 
protested about having to go in 
and order but with the rain and 
the rumbling of thunder he could 
hear he was more than pleased to 
get some real shelter as the back 
of his coat was wet now and Jack 
seemed to be a little too interested 
in the storm. Ianto knew it didn’t 
bode well. 
     He gave the assistant his order 
and looked back to where Jack was 
standing, he had something in his 
hand, Ianto couldn’t quite work 
out what though. Jack stood with 
one hand firmly on the handle 
of the umbrella his eyes fixed on 
the rift monitor data on his smart 
phone screen.  He was worried 
about the storm, he’d been watch-
ing the storm cell for hours now 
and it had started to gain power 
shortly after a peak in rift activi-
ty.  It had been unstable for a few 
days, throwing all sorts of things 
at the team; they’d chased half 
way across Wales to pick up what 
they thought was going to be a 
possible landing site of a UFO but 
that turned out to be just some 
old space junk.  They’d been run 
off their feet, Gwen had been sent 
home for some sleep and Jack 
and Ianto had planned on eating 
pizza and doing a lot of nothing.  
But Ianto had got information 
about a suspected alien object so 
he’d gone off to fetch it and store 
it away with the others and while 

he’d been doing that Jack had 
found the storm cell and started 
to monitor it.  He hoped it would 
blow over but now the cloud was 
pulling in and the thunder cracks 
sounded like a giant’s bowling 
alley, he couldn’t ignore it now, he 
had to look into it, if it was from 
the rift he’d deal with it.
 
     Ianto was just putting his 
change back into his pocket when 
the loudest clap of thunder made 
him physically jump.  He dropped 
some of the coins on the floor and 
silently cursed as he bent down to 
pick them up. The assistant behind 
the counter made a remark to an-
other about how he’d never heard 
thunder like it and Ianto was 
tempted to comment but picked 
up his pizza box and bag and left. 
He used the pizza box as a rain hat 
as he ran across to Jack. 
   “That’s some thunder we got just 
then, shook the whole place up.” 
     Jack held the umbrella so Ianto 
could get underneath it again. “I 
think we may have interference 
from the rift. I’m not sure yet but 
I’m gonna say I’m 90 percent sure 
that this isn’t a normal storm.  We 
need to get Gwen back into work 
and we need to monitor it because 
if this does develop into what I 
think it might, we’re gonna need 
all hands on deck to stop it before 
it gets out of hand.” 
     Ianto groaned, the pizza smelt 
so good too. 
   “When we get back to the hub 
I’ll text her and let her know 
she’s needed, but how do you 
stop a storm, don’t you have to 
let them take a natural course or 
something?” Ianto had recalled 
something in his secondary school 
geography about storms but he’d 
never been that interested that he 
could remember all of it. 
     The light of the moon was now 

blanked out by the storm clouds 
gathering overhead. As Jack and 
Ianto walked back to the Plass the 
clouds were thick over the water, 
the rain was now falling faster and 
harder.
    Jack grabbed Ianto’s arm and 
pulled him away. 
   “What the hell are you doing? 
If you’re gonna start singing and 
dancing in the rain like the last 
time, I am not joining in, you 
almost took the blokes eye out 
last time” Jack pulled Ianto away 
roughly he’d been looking at the 
sky while Ianto had been shel-
tering under his pizza box, he’d 
watched the lightning flash in the 
clouds, heard the clap of thunder 
and then just as they reached the 
Millennium Centre he’d seen the 
lightning break free of the cloud.  
It was flickering and arching from 
cloud to cloud and then it forked 
out in a tree like branch dancing 
across the sky.
 
     Jack lost all interest in staying 
dry as he pushed Ianto to move 
himself. “Ianto run NOW.” He still 
had a firm grip of Ianto’s arm as he 
pushed him in front, Ianto turned 
his head as he ran and saw the 
large branch of lightning hit the 
water tower. Jack stopped run-
ning once they were both under 
the small pedestrian bridge in the 
Plass. He stood in front of Ianto 
almost as a barrier but the tower 
was conductive and the lightning 
spat and arched as it ran down the 
tower, forks of conductive elec-
tricity arched away from the tower 
and along the nearest metal hand 
rails. Ianto stood with his mouth 
open, his heart beat uncomforta-
bly in his chest as he saw people 
come out of the bars and restau-
rants to have a look at the phe-
nomenon that was occurring. 
   “HEY YOU, you need to go 
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back in and stay there until the 
storm’s gone okay?” Jack was 
shouting now.  People stood with 
their phones filming it and taking 
photos like they had no idea how 
dangerous it was. “We need to get 
over the bridge on the other side 
and get these people away from 
here.” 
     Ianto nodded and still holding 
the pizza box, he made a run for 
it.  Sticking close to the bridge 
they made their way up the large 
pale stone steps and ran across the 
bridge. Jack went one way Ianto 
went the other and started to steer 
people away.  He heard Jack shout-
ing the same thing as him as the 
crowd got the idea. 
     Jack ran past Ianto “We need to 
call Gwen, get her into work, this 
is no ordinary storm.” Ianto ran 
with Jack back down into the hub, 
he was pleased that below ground 
the lightning wasn’t affecting the 
lower half of the tower but above 
their heads high up in the rafters 
he could see the sparks and hisses. 
“Get what info you can on where 
and when the rift was most active 
today; we need to know a location 
and we need to know if it’s still 
open now.” 
     Ianto set to work.
* * *

     Gwen hated storms with a pas-
sion, they scared her in more ways 
than one and she knew more than 
most did about them. Rhys was sat 
watching the news.
 “Hey love, come and see this, 
you’ll never believe it.”  
     She sighed, she’d been looking 
out of the curtain in the bedroom, 
the sky was alive with clouds that 
seemed to be sparking off each 
other. 
   “What was that love?” she 
called walking back into the small 
lounge.  Rhys had the news on. 

   “The bloke on the news just 
played a clip of some footage 
someone just sent in. Hold on I’ll 
rewind it for you so you can see.” 
     Gwen jumped as another 
loud clap of thunder shook the 
apartment.    “If you really have 
to.” Ever since he’d discovered he 
could rewind the TV he’d been 
obsessed with it but as he rewound 
it Gwen’s mouth fell open.  Rhys 
hit play and the newsreader was 
back to telling them about break-
ing news. Gwen didn’t hear what 
he said only saw the footage of the 
water tower, then she saw Ianto 
usher the camera away and it was 
cut off. 
   “Oh my god. That’s, that’s Ian-
to... just there ushering that bloke 
away, that was Ianto.” 
   Rhys looked up at her and saw 
that her fingers were dug into the 
sofa, her face ashen. 
   “I told you that you’d want to see 
it.” 
     Gwen’s phone rang in her pock-
et, it took her a second or so to 
regain her composure.
   “Ianto, I’ve just seen you on the 
news, and the tower, what the 
hell is going on? Are you and Jack 
OK?” She ran her hand though 
her hair. “I’m on my way.” 
     Rhys looked up “You are not 
going out in that storm, no way.” 
     Gwen shot him a look. “Look 
Rhys I appreciate your worry and 
under normal circumstances I’d be 
under the duvet but this is Torch-
wood stuff and you know I have to 
go in, love don’t be like that.” She 
grabbed up her car keys, her bag 
and her jacket. Rhys was up off the 
sofa and unplugging the tv and 
other electrical things. 
   “Then I am coming with you 
and if your boss has something to 
say about that then I’ll explain that 
I don’t let my wife run around in a 
storm that does that to something 

that’s only 70ft high.” 
     Gwen sighed. “OK OK just 
hurry up and get your stuff I’m 
needed at work.” 
     Rhys didn’t like that she was 
often needed, as she needed sleep.  
She’d come home earlier in the day 
and had barely been able to keep 
her eyes open to eat lunch.   He 
got himself ready and locked the 
door behind him and met Gwen 
out in the car, the engine running, 
and as he got in she drove off.
 
     Ianto sat at the monitor in 
Jack’s office the only one now safe 
enough to use without running 
the risk of being electrocuted.  
He was processing data from the 
rift machine it was all numbers 
and he wished Tosh was there as 
she’d know just how to process it 
quicker. Ianto was acutely aware 
of Jack’s pacing behind him.  He 
started to feed the information 
into the software that would give 
them a location of where the rift 
had opened up. 
     Gwen drove as fast as she 
could, the rain had now stopped 
but the dark clouds and the light-
ning hadn’t.  She couldn’t get the 
image of the tower out of her head 
it made her feel sick.  She beeped 
her car horn angrily as she over 
took a car that was having trouble 
with the amount of rain that had 
fallen as the drains couldn’t cope 
with all the water.   They reached 
the Bay and parked at the back of 
the Red Dragon Centre and got 
out.  Rhys had to run to keep up 
with her.  She took the short cut 
through the centre and out the 
front; she came to a halt when she 
reached the crossing in the road 
that led to the Plass.
   “Oh my god, look at that.” She 
looked up at the sky, the thick 
black clouds were alive with 
electric. The tower was still active; 

cracks had started to appear in the 
stainless steel panels. “Oh that’s 
not good.” 
     Rhys shook his head “Your 
gonna tell me that this isn’t a 
normal storm aren’t you, that’s its 
somehow alien or something?” 
     Gwen was running again this 
time she was heading around the 
side of the Millennium Centre, “I 
don’t know what it is yet ok Rhys 
but I have a very strong feeling it’s 
not good news.” 
     She pushed open one of the 
big double doors at the side of the 
Centre and ran down the long pol-
ished entrance hall, the few staff 
members that were usually sitting 
behind desks selling tickets were 
all up and talking about the tower.  
     Gwen grabbed Rhys’ hand and 
ran for the other door, past the 
danger zone, they ran down the 
large pale stone steps and down on 
to the boardwalk.  As they reached 
the tourist information booth, she 
typed in the code to get in and 
pushed open the door, she waited 
till Rhys was in before she shut 
the door behind them and made 
her way over to the desk, reaching 
over and pressing the button that 
activated the other door. “This 
place never fails to amaze me.” 
Gwen grabbed up his hand and 
ran along the stone corridor and 
down into the lift.
 
     Jack heard the alarms first then 
he saw Gwen and Rhys, he sighed, 
but he needed as many hands on 
board as he could get. “Gwen, I’m 
sorry I had to call you back in but 
this storm and what you see up 
top it’s not your regular storm. I’ve 
been monitoring the storm cell 
all day, and monitoring what the 
army are doing.  When they get 
storms like this, they are contacted 
by the government and told how 
to defuse it, because like it or not, 

they know as much as we do about 
the rift and what comes in or out, 
but we have the upper hand. I’ve 
seen storms like this before and 
this isn’t right, not for this century 
but for a good few too come.” 
     Rhys had gotten used to the 
strange references Jack made to 
other planets and other times, he’d 
helped out a few times now, and 
each time he felt like a member 
of the team. Jack stood with his 
hands on his hips.
   “Right now they are planning on 
using Silver Iodide to defuse the 
storm but it won’t work: it’s only 
going to make it worse. I’ve tried 
to contact them but the phones 
are out so it’s up to us to stop this 
storm. Ianto is working on where 
the rift spat this storm out from 
and then we can work out where 
we need to go to stop it!” 
     Rhys puffed out his cheeks. “I’m 
sorry the army are doing what 
with silver? You’ve lost me.” 
     Jack pinched the bridge of his 
nose with his fingers. 
   “This storm hasn’t just blown 
in from the rift; the rift is open 
somewhere over Wales and its 
feeding the storm into our atmos-
phere.  The way storms normally 
work is cold air meets hot air and 
you get a thunder or an electri-
cal storm but I think the rift has 
opened up on a planet where the 
upper and lower atmosphere have 
separated from each other.  Their 
different movements are gener-
ating huge electrical storms, and 
if they do launch missiles up into 
the atmosphere then they will 
make it worse, it won’t make it 
better or stop it, it’s going to make 
this lightning storm much worse. 
I know how to stop it but it’s not 
easy and we need to be able to 
know the exact location and try to 
launch our own missiles up into 
the open vortex to close it.”

 
   “Oh well when you put it like 
that I’ll just go and get the spare 
missile launching machine from 
the car shall I?” Gwen shook her 
head. “That storm up there, Jack 
is claiming people’s lives.  I had 
the radio on in the car on the way 
down here, lightning struck a bus 
on the motorway and it turned 
over.  Getting in and out of this 
city is going to be a nightmare, the 
emergency services are stretched 
to breaking point, the phones 
don’t work, half the electric is out 
in the city and we’re all pissing 
about down under the ground, 
when we need to be out there 
helping people, not stood down 
here talking about upper and low-
er atmospheres, people are dying 
Jack.” 
     Jack couldn’t deny she was 
right, but he knew that if they 
could get a location that they’d be 
on their way to helping the city. 
Ianto appeared at the top of the 
metal walkway being careful not 
to touch the sides. 
   “I got a location Jack, it’s opened 
up right next to a primary school 
in Newport.  It’s quite high up 
on a hill overlooking Newport as 
it happens but that’s beside the 
point.” 
     He was about to continue 
when the lights went off “OK 
nobody panic, the backup gen-
erator should kick in right about 
now.” Ianto counted in his head 
and with a click the power came 
back on. “So as I was saying, it’s 
over Glan Usk Primary School in 
Newport, so what do we do now?” 
Ianto smiled at Rhys and Gwen, 
he was pleased they were here if 
only to help out.
 
     Jack was trying to hold down 
his temper, Gwen really did have a 
habit of pointing out the truth but 
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now he needed his team to listen 
to him and do as they were told. 
   “I have it on good authority that 
the army will try and defuse the 
vortex weather pattern by cloud 
seeding either from above the 
clouds via plane or via a rock-
et but either way they are going 
to make things worse.  If we let 
things continue by the time the 
sun comes up tomorrow morning 
it will create an electrical storm 
like no other this planet has ever 
seen and I am not going to stand 
around and let that happen.  So we 
do these things and in this order.  
First, we have to get the rocket 
launchers and empty rockets from 
down in the archives. Then we 
need Gwen and Rhys to go and 
get as much dry ice as you can get 
your hands on, I don’t care if you 
beg, borrow or steal it, we need it 
for the rockets.  Ianto and I will 
head to the MOD at Cowbridge, 
I have to try to avert them from 
sending any of their people up 
into the clouds, then we meet up 
at the Glan Usk Primary school 
in Newport where we launch our 
rockets, which I hope will defuse 
the vortex and close the open rift!” 
     Gwen was racking her brains.  
“And where are we meant to get 
the dry ice from because it’s not 
like I can just pop to the shops for 
that is it!” 
     Jack pointed to his office. “That 
computer is still working, it should 
still have an internet connection, 
go and look it up, anywhere that 
they put on shows or theatres they 
will have a store of the stuff, while 
you look that up, Ianto, myself and 
Rhys will go and get the things we 
need.”
 
     Gwen didn’t argue with Jack 
she knew deep down he was right, 
she headed off to his office while 
the three men went down to the 

archives. Rhys’ eyes took a while 
to adapt to the dim lighting, he 
wasn’t sure he liked being down in 
the small red brick tunnels, they 
made him feel claustrophobic. 
“Um so how many of these tun-
nels do you have?” 
     Ianto, who was leading the way 
and didn’t stop to answer.   “Hun-
dreds, some too old or too unsafe 
to go down but don’t worry we 
won’t get lost, I know these tun-
nels like the back of my hand.” 
     Rhys raised a brow in the dimly 
light tunnel and walked on in 
silence.
     Jack was the next to break the 
silence after what felt like miles to 
Rhys.
    “Just around this next bend 
Ianto and it’s the large archway on 
your right.” 
     Ianto nodded as he turned the 
corner, the wires were just as old 
down here as they had been in the 
other section. Ianto turned into 
the large room; he felt for the light 
switch and pushed the switch up.  
He gritted his teeth as the lights 
popped into life, the smell of burnt 
dust thick in the air. “You get used 
to the smell after a while.” He 
pre-empted Rhys next question. 
“So how many of these rockets 
and rocket launchers do we need?” 
     Jack was already in the room 
pulling out large boxes. “Not many 
Ianto about four, we just need 
enough fire power to get them 
high enough to defuse the vortex.” 
     Ianto was busy pulling out 
the launchers that were clearly 
designed to be mobile and didn’t 
weigh as much as he thought they 
would.  He thought maybe they 
were old WWI or WWII army 
supplies.  He handed two to Rhys.
    “If you can manage two it 
means I can carry one and take a 
rocket too.” 
     Rhys stepped forward and took 

the two stands from Ianto, he felt 
part of the whole thing now. 
   “So what has the dry ice got to 
do with it? I don’t get what that 
does.” He was being honest and 
Jack appreciated that. Jack handed 
Ianto a rocket, just a shell ready to 
be filled up, and looked at Rhys.
   “The rift is like a constantly 
moving worm hole into other 
times and places, this time it’s 
opened up on a planet that has a 
split atmosphere, if we can launch 
enough frozen CO²up into the 
area where this storm is leaking in 
from we should be able to shut it 
and defuse the storm. I am really 
very grateful you are here to help.” 
     Rhys didn’t really understand 
completely but he was pleased to 
be able to help. “Always wanted 
to save the world so let’s do this 
thing.” Jack grinned 
   “Now that is the kinda can do at-
titude I like. Right let’s get back up 
and see how Gwen is getting on.” 
     Rhys grinned. “She’s a bit scary 
sometimes isn’t she.” 
     Ianto snorted with laughter. 
“Oh you’ve noticed then.”
 
     Gwen had located where they 
could get as much dry ice as they 
wanted and it was right under 
their noses.  Well it was actually 
above them sat in the store rooms 
of the Millennium Centre, where 
they were putting on a stage show 
that used dry ice for the singers to 
stand in for the opening number. 
She recalled her Mum telling her 
about the show and how good it 
was.  She knew they’d have to be 
sneaky to get in and past the se-
curity but if they managed it they 
could get the dry ice and be out of 
there before they were seen. 
     She heard the three men com-
ing back out of the tunnel and 
went down to meet them. 
   “So you found what you wanted, 

and I know where we can get dry 
ice. I may have to tell a few lies in 
getting it but well this is an emer-
gency after all.” 
     Jack nodded for Rhys to put the 
launcher in the back of the SUV, 
with Ianto leading the way to the 
underground car park.
      Rhys was amazed. “Where the 
hell are we now? This place is like 
a maze.”
     Ianto reached the SUV and un-
locked it and dropping one of the 
launchers down he pulled open 
the boot door. 
     “Somewhere under the Mer-
maid Quay bar and restaurant 
complex, it’s all old Victorian 
tunnels and then they were built 
by Torchwood some time before 
the war so the whole lot just go’s 
and go’s for miles, just have to be 
know where you’re going real-
ly.” He picked up the items and 
stowed them in the boot taking 
the stand from Rhys and loading 
up the missiles into the back too. 
“Just head back the way we came 
and you’ll reach the main hub, tell 
Jack I’ll start the SUV up and wait 
for him to come down.” 
     Rhys nodded and retraced his 
steps, he was tempted to go and 
explore, he was like a kid want-
ing to know where all the tunnels 
went to but he knew he had to 
get back to Gwen and Jack and he 
wasn’t keen on leaving them alone, 
he saw the way Gwen looked at 
Jack sometimes, he didn’t like it 
much. He arrived a while later to 
find Jack and Gwen in deep con-
versation. 
   “Ianto said he’s gonna start the 
car or SUV whatever you wanna 
call it and wait for you.” 
     Jack gave Gwen a smile and 
slapped Rhys on the back, “See 
you both soon.”
     Rhys watched him go. “So how 
do we get the dry ice then love?” 

Gwen smiled at him and handed 
him an ID card still warm from 
printing.   “Well we are going to 
blag it, you will be DC Williams 
and I am DS Cooper.  We will use 
these Id’s to get the dry ice, and 
what I’m going to say I don’t know 
but if it works then fine, if not well 
we don’t want to discuss plan B 
you won’t like it, let’s get going.” 
     She ran off ahead of him. “I 
love it when you go all GI Jane 
on me” Gwen rolled her eyes. 
“Now is not the time, hurry up!” 
He followed after her taking the 
steps two at a time by the time 
he reached the top he was out of 
breath and panting. 
   “Why, on earth did we not take 
the lift?” 
     Gwen was a bit out of puff too, 
she rested her hands on her knees.   
“Because the backup generator 
only powers so much.” 
     Rhys was lagging behind as he 
ran across the Plass, the sky was 
black but alive with pulsing elec-
tric. Gwen pushed open the door 
to the Millennium Centre but was 
greeted by a well dressed man in 
a suit. 
   “I’m sorry but all shows have 
been cancelled for tonight, we 
have a power cut.” 
     Gwen smiled “Yes I know that 
so has half the city, I’m DS Coop-
er and this is DC Williams, we’re 
from Cardiff CID, I know this is 
a strange request but we need as 
much dry ice as you can spare us.” 
     The backup lights had come on 
in the centre but it made the place 
look strange.
     The man pulled a face. “I don’t 
doubt who you say you are but 
what would you need dry ice for?” 
     Rhys cut over Gwen “It’s for 
the fire services, you see because 
of the electric storm they can’t 
use water and the foam stuff isn’t 
putting out the fires and such so 

they need dry ice, half the police 
are out now getting as much as 
they can, we can get a warrant if 
we have to.” 
     The man in the suit stepped 
back at the news. “No, no need for 
a warrant DC Williams, I am the 
centre manager and of course we 
will cooperate fully to help where 
we can, come this way, I’ll take 
you to the store rooms.” 
      Gwen grinned into the semi 
darkness and made a mental note 
to never complain about Rhys 
watching police dramas ever 
again. They were lead down to the 
store rooms; the centre’s smooth 
wooden interior looked strange in 
the dim light. 
   “We store it in the cold boxes 
to use for each performance, you 
need the gloves too if you’re going 
to be handling it.” He pushed open 
the solid wooden door allowing 
Gwen and Rhys in. “Would you 
like a hand to carry them to the 
car or whatever your moving them 
in?” 
     Gwen looked at Rhys, she 
couldn’t deny it would cut down 
the trips needed. “That would be 
fantastic thank you so much you 
are helping us no end, we are real-
ly very grateful.”
     Rhys picked up the first box, it 
was heavier than he thought but 
he didn’t let on.  A radio message 
was put out for some extra pairs of 
hands to come and help and they 
heard the sound of footsteps and 
more Welsh accents and two stage 
hands were stood waiting to help.  
The centre manager explained 
what was going on and after Gwen 
told them where the car was they 
carried the boxes out to the car.  
     Gwen had the gloves now 
stuffed into her bag, she put down 
the box and puffed out her cheeks 
and she flicked the car open with 
her keys, pulling open the boot 
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they loaded the five boxes up into 
the boot and shut it, the parcel 
shelf now lay in the back seat. 
Gwen shook the manager’s hand.
   “You really have no idea how 
much you’re helping out.” 
     Rhys and Gwen watched them 
walk back towards the centre. “We 
did ok didn’t we?” Gwen smiled 
broadly at him and grabbed his 
face with both hands, planting a 
kiss on his lips. 
     “I will never complain about 
you watching police drama’s again, 
you where brilliant love.” 
     Rhys blushed.  “Well I tried 
my best, right let’s get this stuff to 
Newport before it melts or what-
ever it does.” 
     Gwen got in and started the 
engine up. “I just hope Jack and 
Ianto make it in time.”
 
     Seven miles west of Cardiff 
Ianto slammed on the brakes 
of the SUV, they were now in 
Cowbridge in the Vale of Glam-
organ. He stopped inches from 
the automatic barrier of the army 
base.  Jack jumped down from the 
passenger seat and Ianto had to 
admit it looked quite dramatic. 
His great coat bellowed out behind 
him as he made his way to the two 
soldiers with guns trained on the 
Captain. 
   “You either let us in, or my col-
league there....” He pointed back 
to Ianto. “...Is going to reverse the 
vehicle and drive right through 
the damn gates.  Your Major is 
making the biggest mistake he 
could ever make, if he sends those 
planes with the Silver Iodide he’s 
sending the men to their deaths.” 
     The two young guards gave 
each other looks, they knew who 
Jack was, they’d seen him before, 
and they also knew their major 
hated Torchwood.
    “Look Captain I’m sorry but 

that’s really not your business is it, 
he knows what he’s doing, and he’s 
got help from above even you.” 
     Jack rolled his eyes. “I’m sorry 
soldier I don’t think you under-
stand me, if those planes go up, 
they will not make it let alone be 
able to drop the load, it would be 
like be throwing a deck chair off 
the Titanic.” 
     The second soldier pressed his 
radio “Sir we got Torchwood out 
front, he’s not going and is threat-
ening to ram the gates, can you 
alert the major for us?” 
     Jack was tempted to jump the 
gate, he needed to stop the planes 
from going up, it was a suicide 
mission. He watched as the famil-
iar face of Major Johnson walked 
over to the gate, his body language 
annoyed Jack, they didn’t like each 
other and neither men hid their 
distaste for each other. He stood 
just behind the gate 
   “Captain Harkness what can we 
do you for?” He asked in a manner 
that got Jack’s back up. 
   “I’m gonna cut straight to it, 
you’re sending your men on a 
suicide mission, have you seen 
the damage that storm is doing? 
It’s already hit the tallest building 
in Wales and many other lower 
structures and you think it’s safe to 
send you men up to fly above the 
clouds, you’re insane.” 
     The Major ran his hand over his 
face he was tired, he’d been up for 
hours and now he had Torchwood 
on his case. “THIS is not YOUR 
jurisdiction and if you don’t leave 
now I will have you escorted off 
the base.” 
     Jack’s temper flared “NOW you 
listen to me you jumped up little 
man, you’re sending your men up 
to cloud seed, but your making a 
big mistake, this storm isn’t your 
normal storm, this is very much 
our jurisdiction.  That storm isn’t 

from Earth, oh no it’s from anoth-
er planet. The rift has opened up 
and has allowed the storm to leak 
in, now if we don’t stop it, it will 
continue to intensify and those 
black clouds with all those flashes 
and now the wind, you must know 
that what you’re doing will make it 
worse!” 
     The older man looked at Jack, 
all the years he’d known him, he 
never seemed to age, he hadn’t 
always believed what the man told 
him, he thought he was nuts half 
the time but he had to admit the 
storm was getting worse and he’d 
heard the news about half the city 
being cut off.   “Look Captain, I 
don’t have a choice its orders from 
above, they left half an hour ago, 
we lost radio contact 10 minutes 
before you rocked up, they were 
on their way back.” He didn’t like 
the idea off losing members of his 
team but he didn’t know at the 
time how risky it was.
 
     Jack ran his hands through his 
hair. “Then I am very sorry I was 
too late.” 
     The Major narrowed his eyes. 
“You people, Torchwood, we all 
know you deal with the alien 
things, the things that you don’t 
want us to see but what is that...” 
He pointed up at the sky. “...be-
cause it sure as hell is no ordinary 
storm?” 
     Jack sighed. “I told you already! 
The upper and lower atmosphere 
is splitting and separating, their 
different movements are caus-
ing huge electrical charges to be 
formed from cloud to cloud, the 
stuff you just dumped up into the 
clouds will make it worse, we will 
start to see more ground to cloud 
lightning like we have never seen 
before. I have a plan and I intend 
to try to stop it before it reaches 
the worst stage and trust me you 

don’t want to know what that is.” 
     Major Johnson sighed he hated 
being wrong, he hated the man 
stood in his RAF uniform but he 
knew better than he did. “Take 
care Captain, if we can help let us 
know, we can spare a few men if 
you need them.” 
     Jack looked back at Ianto in 
the SUV, he knew Gwen and Rhys 
would be on their way by now, he 
held his hand out of the Major. 
“Thank you but we have all the 
people we need.  Just stay inside 
and keep your planes grounded, I 
hope your men come back safely.” 
     The Major shook his hand. 
“Thank you Captain and good 
luck.” 
     Jack turned around and walked 
back to the SUV. “What’s going on 
Jack? Did we get in here in time?” 
Ianto asked with a worried look 
on his face 
   “No Ianto we didn’t but that’s 
not our fault, I warned him but 
he didn’t listen, let’s get to New-
port we need to close this vortex 
down.” 
     Ianto had been playing around 
with the police radio. “Stadium 
House was hit a while ago, it’s 
pretty bad by the sounds of it, we 
are going to be able to stop it right 
Jack?” Ianto had never seen light-
ning quite like he could see now 
and it scared him to his very core. 
     Jack took a breath “We’re 
Torchwood Ianto, we can stop 
anything, now get going.” 
     Ianto did a U turn in the drive 
and drove off. Jack looked out at 
the sky, the wind had got up now, 
he was worried he was too late, 
worried it would all be in vain that 
he’d risk his team, risk the peo-
ple he loved to close the vortex.  
Maybe he should have sent them 
all home and just done it himself 
but he needed them, needed more 
than one set of hands. “Jack? Are 

you ok? You know I’d not go even 
if you told me to, I know what 
risks are involved and I don’t care.” 
     Jack turned his face look at Ian-
to “And I love you for it Ianto.”
 
* * *

     Gwen and Rhys saw for them-
selves just what damage the storm 
was doing as they had to take 
short cuts out of the city.  Half of 
the main roads were now closed, 
they’d only got through by show-
ing ID and driving through one 
road block when they refused to 
let them pass. They’d arrived at the 
Glan Usk Primary School, Gwen 
drove the car around the modern 
building as close to the field next 
to the school as she could, she 
just prayed Jack and Ianto made 
it soon, her old police radio was 
her only link to what was going 
on, Rhys looked up at the sky.“Um 
Gwen I think we’ve found what 
your after.” He pointed up to the 
sky and right above them was a 
vortex slowly getting bigger. 
     Gwen blinked a few times 
“Wow... right time to get the stuff 
out the boot and into the field.” 
She took her seat belt off, her heart 
beat faster in her chest, she pushed 
open the door, got out and was 
almost blown back in “OK it’s a bit 
windy up here.” 
     Rhys braced himself as he 
opened up the boot, and started to 
carry the boxes with Gwen. They 
were on their third trip for boxes 
when Gwen saw the blue flashing 
lights of the SUV, she’d never been 
so glad to see them in her life. She 
put down the box and ran back 
to her car as Ianto parked up the 
SUV and Jack jumped down.
   “Gwen did you get the dry ice?!” 
Rhys stood with the fourth box.
   “No we brought a picnic for us 
all instead.” 

     Gwen rolled her eyes “Ignore 
Rhys Jack he’s a bit overwhelmed 
by the whole thing, we got what 
you wanted, we just need the 
rockets and the launchers now. 
Did you managed to stop them in 
time, we saw some army planes 
not long after you left, but wasn’t 
sure if that was them?” She looked 
at Jack her eyes wide. 
   “No we were too late, but we’re 
not and we can do this, but if I tell 
you go or to move you damn well 
do what I tell you Gwen Cooper, I 
can’t lose any more of my team do 
you hear me?!” 
     Gwen held his stare. “I saw the 
Altolusso building struck with 
lightening, I am not giving up 
now, I signed up for this Jack the 
day you asked me to join, you 
know I can’t walk away, I won’t 
ever walk away from Torchwood, 
not ever!” She turned her back on 
him and walked away to where 
Rhys stood, the wind blew her 
hair out behind her.  
     As Jack and Ianto started to 
unload the SUV, she returned to 
carry the rockets, she watched as 
Jack instructed Ianto into how to 
set them up.  The dry ice was in-
serted into the rockets and carried 
up to the middle of the hill, the 
sky over head cracked and banged, 
the sound was like nothing they’d 
ever heard before.
     As the four of them stood look-
ing up they heard police sirens in 
the distance, Gwen held the radio 
to her ear, Jack shouted to Gwen.
   “What’s going on?” 
     Gwen looked up “House in 
somewhere was hit, fire, not sure 
of casualties yet.” 
     Ianto was up at the top of the 
small hill area, the wind blew his 
jacket out like a cape as he waited 
for Jack to tell him what to do. 
Jack licked at his lips. 
   “We need to take one rocket 
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each, each one has one chance to 
get this right.” He turned to walk 
back up the hill. Gwen and Rhys 
followed after him, Gwen strug-
gled to walk against the wind and 
slipped and fell on the wet slope. 
She batted Jack’s hand away as she 
gripped hold of the long grass 
   “I’m fine, I’m fine” She man-
aged to get herself up, the sky was 
becoming more unstable as she 
reached her rocket. Jack stood 
next to Ianto and took a deep 
breath. 
   “On my count I want you all to 
fire your rockets into the sky, the 
rocket will reach the clouds and 
break up, the dry ice will be taken 
into the vortex and I pray it closes 
it and resets what’s been done.” 
     They all nodded, Rhys shoul-
dered his rocket launcher, nobody 
at work would believe that he was 
doing.  He frowned to himself, this 
was what Torchwood did, this was 
what his wife put herself through, 
he wasn’t sure he liked it much. 
     Ianto stood with his jacket 
blowing like a cape behind him, 
his face determined. Jack picked 
up his own and shouldered it, he 
glanced at Gwen, she was strug-
gling in the wind but she’d dug 
her heels in and had that look on 
her face, he smiled before turning 
to look to the sky.   “NOW” He 
barked his order as he fired his off.
     Ianto, Gwen and Rhys all did 
the same, they all stood faces up 
towards the sky as the rockets 
cut right through the clouds, it 
seemed like nothing had hap-
pened.  Gwen felt sick, what if 
after all their hard work it didn’t 
help and they’d made it worse. 
     Ianto had been looking up at 
the vortex of lightening for some 
time after he fired his rocket, 
before he shouted above the wind 
and thunder.  “Look, look its clos-
ing, it’s getting smaller.” 

     Jack’s heart leapt in his chest, 
they’d done it, they’d closed the 
vortex. 
   “We did it, we bloody did it, look 
the storm is starting to lessen.” he 
turned to Ianto and grabbed him 
to a hug. 
   “I knew we’d do it.” Ianto could 
see Gwen and Rhys jumping about 
for joy he was pleased they’d fixed 
it but something bothered him. 
“Jack how do we know the storm 
will lessen now, look at the dam-
age it’s caused.” 
     Jack sighed and cupped a hand 
to Ianto’s face. “Only time will 
tell but for now, we’ve closed the 
vortex and it won’t open again, 
Ianto you just have to have faith.” 
he turned away from Ianto and 
pulled Gwen into a hug much to 
Rhys distaste. “You did great, let’s 
get back to the hub, check for any 
damage.” 
     Gwen grinned at Jack  “You 
know I doubted it for a second but 
I think it’s worked.” 
   Jack laughed “You as well.. I had 
faith it’d work.” He walked away 
from them down the hill his great 
coat flowing out around his legs.
     Ianto picked up the launchers 
and made his way back down the 
hill. As he climbed into the SUV 
Jack waved to Gwen and Rhys as 
they got into their car.
     They arrived back at the Plass 
a while later, they’d followed each 
other from Newport to Cardiff, a 
major clean-up operation was now 
under way to fix the damage done 
by the storm. 
     Rhys was silent as they parked 
the car up and walked with Ianto 
and Jack back down into the hub, 
they’d all stopped to look up at the 
water tower, and its stainless steel 
surface was now tarnished and in 
some places cracked.
    “That’s going to take some re-
pairing.” Noted Ianto as he walked 

along the oval basin that formed 
the Roald Dahl Plass and down 
towards Mermaid Quay to the 
tourist information booth. 
   “One bonus Ianto, it didn’t flood 
your office.” Gwen grinned at 
Jack’s remark and pushed open the 
door.
    “All in all a days work for Torch-
wood.”

Do you want printed copies? Do you want bonus content no one 
else gets? Purchase a physical copy of The Hub today and you’ll 
get the upcoming location cards printed on card for use as well 

as an exclusive Children of Earth and Miracle Day card!
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com for more information.
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Since 2007, The BBC has pub-
lished 13 audio books. The first 
three audiobooks were adapted 
from Torchwood novels, then 
following that further six exclusive 
audiobooks have been released, 
followed by three adaptations of 
print novels, followed by another 
four exclusive audiobooks. 

Audio stories are a brilliant way 
of keeping the program going 
while not on our screens, although 
not accessible to everybody, they 
are for the most part a valid part 
of Torchwood, having said that 
things that happen in the audio 
stories are not set in stone and are 
just part of spin off media of the 
main branch of Torchwood, they 
are fantastically written and rich 
in detail, even the abridged audio-
books are still just as full as detail 
as the original print version. A 
must for any Torchwood fans, and 
this is you’re at a glance guide to 
them all! 

ANOTHER LIFE

Peter Anghelides 
Released: April 2007 . 

Read by: John Barrowman. 
Set between: Ghost Machine and 

Cyberwoman. 

Plot: Thick clouds are blotting out 
the skies over Cardiff. As 24 inch-
es of rain fall in 24 hours, the city 
centre’s drainage system begins 
to collapse. The capitals homeless 
are being murdered, their chewed 
up bodies left lying in the soaked 
streets around the Blaidd Drwg 

nuclear facility. Tracked down 
by Torchwood, the killer calmly 
drops eight floors to his death. 
But the killings don’t stop. Their 
investigations lead Jack, Gwen 
and Tosh to a monster starfish in 
a bathroom, a mystery at an army 
base and a hunt for stolen nuclear 
fuel rods. Meanwhile Owen goes 
missing from the Hub, when a 
game in Second Reality leads him 
to an ex-girlfriend... Something is 
coming, forcing its way through 
the rift, and straight into Cardiff 
Bay.

Notes: The Blaidd Drwg nuclear 
facility was first introduced as a 
major setting in the Doctor Who 
episode ‘Boom Town’, which was 
also the episode that featured the 
first on-screen visit to Cardiff by 
Captain Jack. The name Blaidd 
Drwg means ‘Bad Wolf ’ a recur-
ring theme during the 2005 season 
of Doctor Who. Jack mentions 
UNIT during his visit to Caregan 
Barracks. Ianto makes several trips 

The Torchwood Guides

The Audiobooks

Louise Mills

down into the basement, claiming 
he is doing filing, this references 
to series one episode Cyberwom-
an. 

BORDER PRINCES

Dan Abnett
Released: April 2007 . 

Read by: Eve Myles
Set between: Ghost Machine and 

Cyberwoman. 

Plot: The end of the world began 
on a Thursday night in October, 
just after eight in the evening. 
The Amok is driving people out 
of their minds, turning them into 
zombies and causing riots in the 
streets. A solitary diner leaves a 
Cardiff restaurant, his mission 
to protect the Principal leading 
him to the Hub. Everybody has 
a headache, there’s something in 
Davey Morgan’s shed, and the 
church of St Mary-in-the-Dust de-
molished in 1840, has reappeared 
– though its not due until 2011. 
Torchwood seem to be out of their 
depth. What will all this mean 
for the romance between Gwen 
and James, the two newest team 
members? Jack tears a strip off the 
team for not protecting the people 
from the Amok but he is taking 
his own frustration out on them, 
he’s worried about a device that 
he was given when he first joined 

Torchwood activated itself about 
six weeks ago, and he still has no 
idea what it’s telling him. Now its 
flashing, something is coming or 
something is already here.

Notes: Gwen mentions having 
seen a ghost, in reference to the 
episode from the first series Ghost 
Machine. This story shares some 
coincidental similarities with the 
series two episode Adam. An am-
biguous operation known as Op-
eration: Goldenrod is mentioned. 

SLOW DECAY

Andy Lane
Released: April 2007 

Read by: Burn Gorman
Set between: Ghost Machine and 

Cyberwoman. 

Plot: When Torchwood track an 
energy surge to a Cardiff night-
club, the team finds the police are 
already at the scene. Five teenag-
ers have died in a fight, and lying 
among the bodies is an extrater-
restrial device. Next morning, 
they discover the corpse of a 
Weevil, it’s face and neck eaten 
away, seemingly by human teeth. 
And on the streets of Cardiff, an 
ordinary woman with an extraor-
dinary hunger is attacking people 
and eating her victims. The job of 
a lifetime it might be, but working 
for Torchwood is putting a big 

strain on her relationship with 
Rhys. While she decides to spice 
up their love life with the help of 
alien technology, Rhys decides it’s 
time to sort himself out - better 
music, healthy food, lose some 
weight. Luckily for him a friend 
has mentioned a Doctor Scotus’ 
weight-loss clinic... 

Notes: The weight-loss clinic is 
foreshadowed in Another life, 
which also mentions PC Jimmy 
Mitchell. Operation Golden-
rod, also mentioned in the two 
preceding novels, is described in 
this audiobook as involving alien 
technology that caused people 
to melt together during sex. The 
Torchwood archives have an entire 
room dedicated to it. Jack makes a 
reference to his missing two years 
in the novel, claiming that some 
areas of his past are a bit vague. He 
claims he may have been a sailor 
at one time in his life, but this is 
presumably a joke. 

HIDDEN

Steven Savile
Released: February 2008

Read by: Naoko Mori
Set between: Combat and 

Captain Jack Harkness

Plot: After a series of violent and 
seemingly unrelated deaths, the 
solution to a riddle seems to point 
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the finger of blame at Jack. Can 
the team uncover the truth, which 
lies hidden in the heart of the 
Welsh countryside, in time save 
their leader?
Notes: this was the final story to 
be set entirely during series one. 
The blurb states that the story 
takes place during, Series 1 Events 
in the story take place post-De-
cember 2007 (Combat) and before 
the end of the series (heralded by 
the start of ) Captain Jack Hark-
ness. 

EVERYONE SAYS 

HELLO

Dan Abnett
Released: May 2009

Read by: Burn Gorman
Set between: Kiss Kiss, Bang Bang

Plot: Across Cardiff, ordinary 
people are behaving in odd ways: 
saying hello to one another, ans 
going out of their way to greet 
people. The entire city is grinding 
to a halt as people are more inter-
ested in saying “hello” than doing 
their jobs, resulting in absolute 
mayhem. Torchwood discovers 
that an alien communications field 
is gathering strength in the city. 
The team must find the device 
responsible and shut it off – before 
civil unrest engulfs the city.

Notes: Sarcastically, Jack re-
minds the team that they work 
for Torchwood, telling them it is 
“separate from the government, 
outside the police, beyond the 
United Nations.” This reflects the 
opening monologue from each 
episode of the main series, which 
is, in turn, dialogue lifted from 
the episode Everything Changes. 
Everyone Says Hello shares similar 
themes to Dan Abnett’s original 
Torchwood novel Border Princes, 
namely intelligence gathering and 
youth violence. 

IN THE SHADOWS

Joesph Lidster
Released: May 2009
Read by: Eve Myles

Set between: Meat and Adam

Plot: When 24 year old Steven 
Ballard is found dead, the police 
quickly realise that this is no ordi-
nary case – for his body is that of 
an old man in his seventies. They 
call Torchwood to investigate, 
and after another corpse is found, 
it becomes clear that something 
terrible is happening. Someone is 
sending victims to a dark di-
mension, to be punished by the 
thing they fear most. Who is the 
shadowy taxi driver preying on 
his passengers? What significance 
do boxes of matches play in the 
mystery? And can Jack ever escape 

from his own personal hell?! 

Notes: Gwen’s introduction is set 
after exit wounds. 

THE SIN EATERS

Brian Minchin
Released: June 2009

Read by: Gareth David Lloyd
Set between: Exit Wounds and 

Children of Earth
Plot: Searching for the source of 
a bizarre rift reading, Gwen, Jack 
and Ianto find a corpse on the 
beach, his face covered in hun-
dreds of tiny cuts. Watching from 
the shadows is a man in black... 
The Reverend Hayward thinks he 
has found a way of taking away 
people’s sins. The trouble is, his 
special baptisms tend to take away 
their lives too. For the creatures 
he collects and puts in his church 
font are nightmarish parasites, 
feeding on their hosts negative 
emotions before consuming them. 
It’s down to Torchwood to track 
them down and destroy them.. 
Notes: Torchwood owns a boat 
called the Sea Queen, replaced by 
Sea Queen 2 in Risk Assessment. 
The SUV is apparently also sea 
worthy. Jack refers to Pyrovilla, 
home of the Pyroviles from the 
Doctor Who story The Fires of 
Pompeii. 

DEPARTMENT X

James Goss
Released: March 2011

Read by: Kai Owen
Set between: Exit Wounds and 

Children of Earth

Plot: G.R. Owen is the last of Car-
diff ’s old department stores. Times 
are hard and the ancient firm has 
gone into administration. But who 
are the Administrators? What goes 
on behind the shutters at night? 
And why are customers disap-
pearing? Torchwood are already 
investigating; G.R. Owen is the 
site of their oldest unsolved cases, 
and Jack is determined to solve it 
before the store closes forever - 
which is why Ianto is working un-
dercover in gentlemen’s fashions 
and Gwen is in handbags. Are the 
new managers really aliens? What 
connection do they have to the 
mysterious G.R. Owen himself? 
And is Jack the only one looking 
for the Department of Curiosities, 
last seen in 1905?

Notes: Jack references the title of 
the long-running Britcom Are You 
Being Served? Ianto mentions pop 
singer Lady GaGa’s fashion sense. 
Sinister goings on in a department 
store also occurred in Doctor 
Who Closing Time. 

GHOST TRAIN

James Goss
Released: March 2011

Read by: Kai Owen
Set between: Exit Wounds and 

Children of Earth

Plot: It’s not easy being Rhys Wil-
liams. You’re married to the sexiest 
woman in Torchwood. She saves 
the world for a living, you move 
lorries round in a timely fashion. 
Suddenly, you’ve got a mystery of 
your own. Oh, it starts off being 
about missing fridges. But it leads 
to a midnight train pulling into 
an abandoned platform at Cardiff 
Station. What is the mysterious 
cargo that Rhys is unloading from 
the train? Where’s it going? And 
what can be behind it? Rhys is 
going to get to the bottom of it. All 
by himself, thank you very much. 
Soon Jack is missing, his wife’s 
dead, and it’s up to Rhys to try to 
put everything right. And find 
those fridges.

Notes: Facebook, Google and 
Wikipedia are all mentioned. 
Ianto claims that Torchwood have 
had the internet for over a cen-
tury. Ianto is evasive when Rhys 
suggests that it’s possible to hide 
someone in the Hub, a reference 
to the events of Cyberwoman in 
the series one. Rhys sings a bit of 
the Harwood’s jingle, previously 
heard in series one, episode Meat. 

The story is told in first person by 
Rhys. 

FIRST BORN

James Goss
Released: July 2011

Read by: Clare Corbett, Kai Owen, 
Katherine Fenton, Joe Jameson, 

Carole Boyd, Michael Steven and 
Susie Riddel. 

Set between: Children of Earth and 
Miracle Day

Plot: Gwen and Rhys are on the 
run. Rhys was hoping this meant 
a windswept cottage on a cliff top, 
but he’s had to settle for a miser-
able caravan in the isolated vil-
lage of Rawbone. With the locals 
taking an unhealthy interest in 
their daughter, Gwen and Rhys 
start to realise that something is 
very wrong. As they uncover the 
village’s terrible past, Gwen dis-
covers that Torchwood will never 
leave her behind, and now she and 
Rhys stand alone in defence of the 
Earth. And the children of Raw-
bone can only bring her closer to 
the secret forces that want her out 
of the way. 
Notes: Gwen has a nightmare 
about the death of Ianto and 
Jack from Children of Earth Day 
Four. Gwen references to the fact 
Torchwood had something to do 
with setting up the village. Jack is 
mentioned by one of the scions 
as ‘Uncle Jack’ who taught him 
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how to use a gun. Gwen and Rhys 
are still being hunted by the same 
mysterious black Opps people as 
they where in Children of Earth. 
Gwen mentions that she has a 
backpack full of Torchwood’s 
money and load of keys also so 
from Torchwood. This is read in a 
first person sense. 

LONG TIME DEAD

Sarah Pinbrough
Released: August 2011
Read by: Indira Varma

Set between: Children of Earth and 
Miracle Day

Plot: Cardiff Bay. The government 
has ordered the excavation of the 
wreckage of a secret underground 
base. DCI Tom Cutler is watching 
from a distance, fascinated by the 
process. There are people in his 
dreams. People he feels he should 
know. The disbanded Torchwood 
Institute spent a century accumu-
lating non-terrestrial artefacts and 
catching aliens. Who knows what 
– or who – might still be intact 
down there. But by the time they 
find the first body, Suzie Costello 
is long gone. 

Notes: Tom Cutler is mentioned 
in the Torchwood Novel ‘Into the 
Silence’ and the events of that 
story are mentioned several times. 
Andy has recently been promoted 

to Sergeant and is secretly won-
dering if the promotion is to “shut 
him up” following his involvement 
with the recent 456 crisis.

THE MEN WHO STOLE 

THE EARTH

Guy Adams
Released: August 2011

Read by: John Telfer
Set between: Children of Earth and 

Miracle Day

Plot: When Oscar Lupe appears 
20,000 feet up in the air, his body 
is frozen solid and free-falling to 
earth. It shatters on impact. Soon 
after, a CIA Special Activities 
Division squad goes rogue with 
a cargo marked ‘Torchwood’ that 
they’ve been escorting from some-
where called Cardiff. The Agency 
puts Rex Matheson on the case. 
As the strange deaths pile up, Rex 
realises there must be experimen-
tal tech out there, but someone is 
obstructing him at every turn. Rex 
is the CIA’s golden boy – but has 
he met his match in the evasive 
Mr. Wynter…? 

Notes: The title is a reference to 
the song The Man who Sold the 
World by David Bowie, as was 
the Doctor Who comic strip, The 
Woman who Sold the World. 

ARMY OF ONE

Ian Edginton
Released: March 2012

Read by: Kai Owen
Set after: Miracle Day- The Blood 

Line

Plot: Washington DC post Mir-
acle Day. The city has been hit 
by a spate of very unusual serial 
killings. The victims are different 
ages and genders and the locations 
vary, but each body has one thing 
in common – it has been reduced 
to a dried-up, desiccated husk. 
Special Agent Lucas Avery has 
dealt with some tricky puzzles in 
his time, but this is stranger than 
anything he’s ever encountered. 
His one lead is a pair of names: 
‘Gwen’ and ‘Rhys’.. For Gwen 
and Rhys still recovering from 
the recent, traumatic events that 
shook the world, life is about to 
get difficult and dangerous again. 
For it’s not just Homeland Security 
on their trail, but something else 
– something alien, terrifying and 
deadly. 

Notes: Gwen and Rhys are still in 
the United States. Gwen says she 
is planning on giving money to 
Sarah Drummond to help make 
her life better, Ester’s death is 
mentioned. 

FALLOUT

David Llewellyn
Released: April 2012
Read by: Tom Price

Set after: Miracle Day- The Blood 
Line

Plot: When Yasmin finds a jew-
elled egg in her grandfather’s 
shed, her first thought is to sell 
it. Unfortunately, the object is no 
valuable Fabergé antique, but a 
dangerous weapon from another 
planet. Worse still, the buyer she 
finds online is a Russian secret 
agent working for the Committee 
For Extraterrestrial Research who 
promptly swipes it, kills her broth-
er Sayed and lands her in hospital. 
When Sgt Andy Davidson real-
ises that he’s not dealing with an 
ordinary double shooting, he calls 
Gwen Cooper, who breaks the bad 
news about the egg and its deadly 
contents. With no Torchwood to 
help, and Gwen in America, it’s up 
to Andy and Yasmin to follow the 
trail of the ‘Shiva Virus’ all the way 
from Cardiff to the British Muse-
um. 
Notes: Gwen and Rhys are still in 
the United States. Its set in Cardiff 
in 2012. 

RED SKIES

Joesph Lidster
Released: May 2012
Read by: John Telfer

Set after: Miracle Day- The Blood 
Line

Plot: Jack is in need of a holiday. 
He wants to get away from Torch-
wood, away from the human race 
– and where better to get com-
pletely away from it all than Cotter 
Palunis World, a planet surround-
ed by deadly scarlet lightning and 
cut off from the entire universe? 
But there are some shocks in 
store for Jack: the ‘Devil’s World’ 
might be completely isolated and 
inaccessible, but its inhabitants 
worship Torchwood. And before 
he can find out why, or how this 
is even possible, he finds himself 
arrested for murder. It looks as 
if someone on the planet knows 
who Jack is – and they’re out to get 
him... 
Notes: Jack see’s Suzie’s three 
deaths, Everything changes, They 
Keep Killing Suzie and Long Time 
Dead. Jack’s vortex manipulator is 
working fully. 

MR. INVINCIBLE

Mark Morris
Released: June 2012
Read by: Tom Price

Set after: Miracle Day- The Blood 
Line

Plot: Ross Chapman is one of 
life’s losers. So when he survives 
a point-blank shooting, dons a 
superhero costume and becomes 
a crime-busting vigilante, some-
thing strange is clearly going on. 
And Ross’s transformation isn’t the 
only odd thing happening in Car-
diff Time is distorting — around 
the city, some people are aging, 
dying and decomposing in a mat-
ter of minutes, while others are 
reverting to childhood. Sgt Andy 
knows he’s out of his depth — so 
when Jack sweeps into the police 
station, he’s glad of the help that 
only Torchwood can provide. But 
for Jack, the stakes are higher than 
ever. He’s seen a vision of Gwen 
dead, murdered by an unknown 
gunman. And if he can’t solve the 
mystery of Mr Invincible, he can’t 
save her. 
Notes: Red Skies is mentioned in 
this story. 
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