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Foreword

Rebecca Wood

Chief Executive, Alzheimer’s Research UK

A fear of the unknown led Steve Berry to get in touch with us. His late mum, Janet, had been diagnosed with early-onset Alzheimer’s — she was still in her 50s. He wanted to know what the future held for her and the family and learn more about this devastating disease and other forms of dementia.

Steve’s enthusiasm to help us defeat dementia soon spilled into his life-long passion for Doctor Who. His ambition to publish Behind the Sofa, full of celebrities’ memories of their favourite Time Lord, has now become an exciting reality with the aim of raising desperately needed funds for our pioneering dementia research.

Jon Pertwee and Tom Baker were the Doctors of my childhood. I loved the series but it terrified me too. I cowered behind the sofa calling out, “What’s happening now?” On reflection, I wonder if this introduction to scientific fantasy inspired my interest in science — I’d like to think it continues to inspire many others.

Royalties from Behind the Sofa are being donated to Alzheimer’s Research UK. Everyone who buys a copy will give hope to the hundreds of thousands of people in the UK living with dementia today. The money raised will bring us closer to finding ways to diagnose, prevent, treat and cure dementia — one of the biggest medical challenges of our lifetime.

Behind the Sofa is a lasting legacy to Steve’s mum and dementia research. If only we could travel through time like the Time Lords and get a glimpse of what’s to come — hopefully it would meet our vision of a world free from dementia.
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Preface

Steve Berry

Editor

I don’t think my mum ever understood my love of Doctor Who. If pushed, she would probably have had only one strong memory of the show: me, standing at the top of the stairs, crying about how the “jelly men” were going to get me. Yet, even as a terrified six-year-old, I insisted on watching week after week. Slowly but surely, I became a fan. Sorry, Mum, for those sleepless Saturday nights but it was with good reason they called it Terror of the Zygons.

Years later, as Russell T Davies magnificently midwifed the series through its 2005 revival, many hitherto undeclared celebrity Whovians also sang its praises in public. At the same time, Alzheimer’s was robbing my mum of her memories and I found myself asking, “What would the Doctor do if faced with an enemy like this?”

The answer I arrived at was a seemingly simple one. I would harness all the public goodwill and enthusiasm for Doctor Who to compile a book of famous favourite memories, then sell it and raise lots of money for charity. So began a campaign of letter-writing, string-pulling and Twitter-bombing on my part to persuade as many well-known names as possible to contribute. It took a little longer than expected but, finally, here is the finished article.

I’d like to take this opportunity to thank my wife, Jo. She has not only had to put up with my peculiar celebrity obsession for the past five years, but also the demands of looking after my mum as her Alzheimer’s worsened. Sorry, Jo, I don’t think you completely understand my love of Doctor Who either but now, hopefully, the following people can help shed some light on it…
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Introduction

Sir Terry Pratchett

I was there at the beginning. That’s what I remember — watching the first episode twice, because of public demand and that pesky business with the grassy knoll. And I remember the dreadful pepperpots appearing, and the moment that the first companions — that strange grandchild and those remarkable and rare teachers who took everything in their stride, including time travel and a police box bigger on the inside — left, and we realised that in the so-far surprisingly safe world of Doctor Who things could change. They were barely mentioned again, as far as I remember. And the series marched on. Until the great defining moment, the decision that would propel the series on for 50 years — the change of the main character, the first regeneration. It’s easy to forget now how groundbreaking that moment was. Our hero dies — and the series continues, a different lead with different tics but somehow still the same man.

I wasn’t that bothered at the time, not really. I was 18 when Patrick Troughton took over from William Hartnell and other things — mad, confusing, exciting things like drink, girls, Daleks — no wait, not those — were happening. But I still watched it when I could, and some of those moments are still with me. It’s funny that way, Doctor Who — it’s been such a part of the DNA of Great Britain for so many years now that even if you didn’t watch it religiously, you probably know more about it than you think. Daleks, Cybermen, bigger on the inside — everyone knows what you’re talking about. And it was always a safe option for Saturday afternoon tea with the family. Doctors came and went, but for 26 years it was part of this country’s shared heritage and memory. Anybody my age or younger has been informed by it, moulded by it, at least to some degree. For so many during those years it was their first introduction to Science Fiction (nevertheless, when people talk about Doctor Who, I recall the science fiction before Doctor Who, when Gollancz championed real international science fiction writers. Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. I was there at the dawn of real science fiction. No screwdrivers allowed) and its influence is far-reaching. Generations of authors, screenwriters, actors, dreamers found their escape in the wonky corridors and Styrofoam monsters of this enduring institution.

And then it went away. It wasn’t the end of the world, as far as I was concerned — I had watched a few episodes with my daughter, but it wasn’t for me anymore, and at times was obviously suffering from lack of budget and care from the BBC. I was saddened for the kids who would grow up without that comforting madness in their lives, telling them that you could be good and clever and save the day and you didn’t have to brandish a gun to achieve those things. But the wheel turns and all things shall come to pass (after an entertaining but ridiculously American stutter with Paul McGann) and there it was, back on Saturday nights, the odd bloke with the phone box that travels in time, having adventures and saving the day.

And I watched it, and it was great. It reminded me of my childhood, which is always a nice thing at my age. But, at last, we had a Doctor who could act — and I mean could really act. Oh, it wasn’t science fiction any more — had it ever really been? — there was too much waving of screwdrivers and flying of spaceships looking like The Titanic and “the day has been saved because”. Not because of anything that made sense, quite often, just because. That’s not SF, not really — that’s make-it-up-as-you-goalongium. But that’s okay, as the show has never really pretended to be much more. And the recent actors have been wonderful, drawing that line back to the grumpy old man who kicked it all off 50 years ago. And the Daleks are still scary, which isn’t something you can say about many half-century-old alien designs. I’ve enjoyed some episodes of it more than others, and that’s fine as well, because hey, that’s life. But I love the fact that there are children out there who are learning that life can take you anywhere, and anything can happen, and it can be fantastic. But also that sometimes, life takes away as well. The hero can fail, or die, and we don’t all have a magical hand-wavey way to regenerate ourselves. It’s an important lesson.

I’ve worked very closely with Alzheimer’s Research UK since my diagnosis with this terrible, horrible disease, and know first-hand how important their work is. I’m glad to have been asked to write this introduction, bringing together some of the warmest memories of my childhood and some of the most important work being done to stem Alzheimer’s. Thank you for buying this book — the royalties will go towards vital research. But I hope you enjoy it, as well. Your memories won’t always tally with everything here, but then two peoples’ memories never do exactly match. They’re personal, and define the personality, in a way which we can barely grasp. If we ever reach that level of understanding, then perhaps we’ll be on the way to some sort of cure. Real life doesn’t have sonic screwdrivers or handy time machines or 900-year-old geniuses to save the day. All it has is hard work, careful experimentation and, above all, hope that things can be better. In the end, perhaps that is the best lesson Doctor Who can teach us — things can be better, and hope is always worthwhile.

And perhaps that strangers sometimes are to be trusted.

Terry Pratchett
Salisbury, UK



OEBPS/images/px.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
CELEBRITY MEMORIES OF

DOCTOR WHO






OEBPS/images/p-vi.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
BERIND THE SOFA

CELEBRITY MEMORIES OF

FOREWORD BY TERRY PRATCHETT





OEBPS/images/pxi.jpg





OEBPS/images/pxii.jpg





