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         ‘The book to be seen with this summer!’ - Heat
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Winona Ryder – The Biography:  
         
 
         ‘Early on Goodall admits his unabashed affection for his subject. Yet despite the warning, this remains a balanced and sprightly read that paints a rounded picture, yet it refrains from the usual muckracking in favour of a detailed appraisal of her film career and family life. A sustained and erudite piece.’ - Total Film  
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Being Davina:
         
 
         ‘In this intriguing biography, Davina’s life so far is told with painful honesty. It follows her from a difficult childhood, through her retreat into drugs, alcohol and destructive relationships and on to her huge television success as the host of Big Brother. The Story of a survivor.’ - The Sun 
         
 
          
         
 
          
         Demi Moore – The Most Powerful Woman In Hollywood: 
         
 
         ‘This biography attempts to separate myth and fact in order to paint as clear a portrait of Demi Moore as possible. Clearing away the detritus of gossip and hype, the author conjures an objective a portrait as possible of the controversial star. The book isn’t officially sanctioned, so fawning isn’t on the agenda, so Ms Moore’s good and bad characteristics leap from the pages.’ - Ladies First 
         
 
         
             

         
 
         The Secret World of Johnny Depp: 
         
 
         ‘Goodall has done his homework. It’s all here, from Depp’s early days as a troubled rock musician to various tempestuous romances (Juliette Lewis, Winona Ryder, Kate Moss and Vanessa Paradis, the mother of his two children with whom he still has a relationship) and his rebellious, anti-establishment tendencies. It’s not so much dirt as a little grime that’s been uncovered using trusted sources. An enjoyable read, it adds to the mystique of a talent we can only hope to grasp.’ - Heat
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            For my Godson, Alistair Pries. And to 
the memory of his father, Robert, 
an irreplaceable, kind, generous and 
brilliant individual.
            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            ‘I’m the Doctor. I’m a Time Lord. I’m from the planet Gallifrey in the constellation of Kasterborous, I’m nine hundred and three years old, and I’m the man who’s going to save your lives and all six billion people on the planet below. Got a problem with that?’
 
            - David Tennant, The Doctor, Voyage of the Damned
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            FOREWORD
 
            BY JOHN HIGHFIELD

         
 
         When Christopher Eccleston announced that he was quitting his role as Doctor Who after just one season as the 21st century’s radically overhauled Time Lord in 2005, a whole new generation of fans reacted with shock and outrage. With Eccleston’s almost sinister, brooding presence at the heart of the show, creator Russell T Davies had taken a brand that had long been consigned to the pages of TV history and transformed it into a major hit for the BBC, reinvigorating the Corporation’s tired Saturday evening schedule.
         

         But the fans really shouldn’t have worried because Davies had an essential piece of Time Lord business to play with … regeneration. So just as the show’s original 1960s star William Hartnell transformed into Patrick Troughton, who then became Jon Pertwee before taking on the personality of Tom Baker – true admirers will fill you in on the names of all the subsequent Doctors – November 2005 saw Eccleston hand over one of the most coveted roles in British television to David Tennant.
 
         Where Eccleston had been a mysterious outsider, Tennant brought with him a truly 21st century metrosexuality, making his Doctor a winning blend of action hero and dandy, possibly the most stylish and elegant Time Lord to date. The legend is that Tennant actually became an actor because, as a three-year-old watching television at the family home in Scotland, he was inspired by Doctor Who of the 1970s.
         
 
         He worked successfully in theatre and television for several years but it would be Doctor Who that saw him become one of the most famous faces in Britain, listed 24th most influential person in British media by the Guardian. Proving the metrosexual appeal of character and actor too, he was voted sexiest man in the universe – ahead of both David Beckham and Brad Pitt – by The Pink Paper, while New Woman ranked him at number 20 in their list of top 100 men!
         
 
         With that sort of fame, of course, comes the type of media attention that his predecessor Eccleston was most eager to avoid. Star in one of the country’s most popular TV dramas and you’ll inevitably find the small detail of your personal life offered up for public scrutiny by the tabloids. Tennant, and his relationships with an impressive range of leading ladies – everybody from Sophia Myles to Kylie Minogue – have been the subject of their fair share of stories. The basic facts of his life have been well documented as well. From the childhood in Renfrewshire, where his father was a Church of Scotland Minister to his early days with the Royal Shakespeare Company and an extensive career in both television and film.
 
         Now, though, comes this biography, which pulls all the stories together and sifts the facts from the tabloid speculation to present the most complete picture of the man and his work to date. Nigel Goodall has already given us biographies of some of the most influential figures in the showbiz world, including Hollywood figures like Johnny Depp, Winona Ryder and Demi Moore, homegrown celebrities including Davina McCall and Fearne Cotton and an acclaimed study of international icon Kylie Minogue.
         
 
         With Tennant he faces the challenge of looking not just at the man but also at the key player in what has now become one of the BBC’s most successful brands, the centre of a revitalised Doctor Who merchandising industry. Told with Nigel’s customary thoroughness, good humour and tact, it’s a fascinating investigation of both an actor and a television institution.
         
 
         And now that Tennant’s days as the Doctor are over, this freshly updated biography looks at what lies ahead. Will an actor who has most recently played Hamlet for both the RSC and the BBC and who has also filmed a pilot for a new American legal drama be able to shake off the eccentricities of his most famous performance? Or will David Tennant, like several other Doctors before him, discover that being a Time Lord is a role for life?
         
 
         
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER 1
 
            BEHIND CLOSED DOORS

         
 
         
            ‘I was convinced from the age of three that I wanted to be Doctor Who. Then when I discovered that Doctor Who doesn’t exist I wanted to be the man who played him.’
 
            (David talking about Doctor Who – 1996)
            

         
 
         David Tennant is heartbroken. It was Sunday, 15 July 2007, and he had just watched his mother, Helen MacDonald, pass away from cancer of the colon after five years of battling the terminal illness. For an entire week, work on the Doctor Who Christmas episode was suspended while he returned to his native Scotland to be with his family and to attend his mother’s funeral in Paisley, Renfrewshire.
         
 
         As anyone who has lost a parent will know, it is during the service itself that proves to be the hardest ordeal. How many times have we wept uncontrollably, been unable to read the Eulogy, or get through a few words of love and affection for our loved ones? David was no different. Like anyone else going though the same horror, he found it especially difficult to mask his sorrow as he paid tribute to his mother. On several occasions, as he read passages from the same copy of the Bible that Helen had been given for her twenty-first birthday, and continued to read every night during her illness, he had to pause to allow time to compose himself.
         
 
         Much the same as when he joined the congregation in singing the inspirational hymns that Helen had chosen. They included Henry Francis Lyte’s ‘Praise My Soul, The King of Heaven’, which extols the eternity of creation and the brevity of human life. David was not the only one with tears in his eyes. Many mourners shared the same sadness, especially during the singing of another of Helen’s favourites, Horatius Bonar’s ‘I Heard The Voice Of Jesus Say, Come Unto Me And Rest’. But there was happiness, too, because Helen didn’t want those who came to celebrate her life to leave the church downcast.
 
         At her own request, the final hymn sung was ‘You Shall Go Out With Joy And Be Led Forth With Peace’. And, as the congregation sang the final lines of the chorus everyone in the church clapped their hands together to create the sounds of joy and happiness that Helen had so much wanted.
 
         As David told mourners in his final farewell to his mum, ‘She wanted this to be a service of celebration and it is easy to celebrate her life.’ As he led his family from their seats in the front pews down the aisle to the vestibule to thank people for coming to the service, David’s father, Sandy – a former Moderator of the General Assembly of the Church of Scotland – clapped his hands and joined the congregation in singing some of Helen’s most beloved gospel hymns.
 
         During the service, Sandy thanked everyone for supporting his family in their time of tribulation – especially the Rev Lorna Hood, minister of Renfrew North, where he and Helen had made their spiritual home after ‘gypsying’ round other places during his lifetime in the ministry, which took him to charges like St Mark’s Oldhall in Paisley and incumbencies in Edinburgh and Bathgate. He also paid tribute to the staff at Paisley’s Royal Alexandra Hospital, Charleston Medical Centre and ACCORD Hospice, as well as other carers who had looked after Helen during her long fight against cancer.
         
 
         Helen’s committal took place at a private service at Woodside Crematorium in Paisley attended by members of her family and close friends. During her life of service to her family and community, Helen, who was highly respected for her charity work, was chair of the Paisley Friends of ACCORD Hospice. She was also a volunteer for Arthritis Care, the WRVS, the Samaritans and elderly care charity Contact.
 
         As well as bravely sharing the reading of the Bible passages with his brother Blair and sister Karen, David spoke of his great pride in living in the light of his mother, and being part of her family: ‘I will always be proud of all that Mum did, and that she made the world a better place. I am privileged to have known her and received her love. Now that Mum has gone, the world has lost a lot of its colour.’
 
         In fact, it was tragically ironic that not long before his mother’s death, David had been talking about how her illness had set his priorities straight: ‘You always know that’s the order of things, but when you’re suddenly faced with the thought that you might lose one of your parents, that’s a bit of a moment; you’re never quite ready for that. That’s something you know you’re going to have to face, but I don’t think you’ll ever know what it is [like] until you face it. You just can’t.’
         
 
         Ten days after the funeral, David sent a personal message to his official website in appreciation of the fundraising appeal the site had organised in tribute to his mother. In his online message David thanked everyone ‘for all you are doing in raising money for the ACCORD hospice in Paisley which was such an important place to my mum. It is a fantastic and worthy cause and I can’t commend it to you strongly enough. The care given there to seriously ill people is of the very highest quality and my family feel indebted to them for all they’ve done for us. At this difficult time I can’t tell you what it means that you are doing this. Thanks to everyone who has been able to make a donation. I promise you, your money will be well spent.’
 
         
             

         
 
         Just three days before he sent that message, David had returned to the BBC set (in Pontypool, Wales – about half an hour from central Cardiff), which again, was no easy task for him. The thought of having to return to work so soon after the loss of his mother and to pick up from where he left off must have been a daunting prospect. Although the loss does not appear to have affected his performance, still it must have been a struggle throughout much of the filming. Ashen-faced, clearly still mourning, he was reportedly comforted by his co-star Kylie Minogue. The diminutive Princess of Pop had only recently returned to public life after battling her own, well-documented cancer demons and so it seemed perfectly natural that she would empathise and do the best she could to look after and comfort her colleague.
         
 
         According to an undisclosed source on the set, Kylie was really sympathetic. ‘She knows how terrible cancer is and she took a lot of care to comfort David. His mother’s funeral was only a few days ago and he is understandably upset. She told him she understood only too well how he was feeling and what he was going through. I think he needed some sympathy on his return to work and Kylie gave him that.’
 
         The episode that David and Kylie were filming at the time of his mother’s death was the BBC Christmas Special, ‘Voyage of the Damned’, which saw Kylie cast as a waitress aboard the Titanic. Despite dreaming of a better life, she was in need of some rescuing from a spaceship of aliens by the most popular sci-fi hero in the history of British television.
         
 
         Two weeks earlier, pre-production of the Christmas episode had reached the point that comes in any production when the cast and crew are called on for a read-through of the script. Assembled in the Central Baptist Church on London’s Shaftesbury Avenue, this would be the first time that David would meet Kylie and probably, like most, he must have wondered what she was going to be like, quite naturally perhaps, when some of the pieces written about her over the previous twenty years or so are considered. These include speculation about her bottom being made of Teflon, as well as numerous articles about how she had fought and overcome breast cancer and was almost unmatchable as a pop star. As any pop historian or music journalist is well aware, it’s hard to think of another female recording artist that has become so well loved and has reinvented herself so often, with perhaps the exception of Madonna.
         
 
         In fact it was Madonna, probably more than Kylie, who was David’s favourite. Obsessed since childhood, his crush on her is still much the same today as when he first set eyes on her as a teenager. ‘She’s quite extraordinary,’ he confesses. ‘When I was fourteen, the first single I ever bought was “Like A Virgin”. She was kind of my sexual awakening. I had some full-on posters of her on my [bedroom] wall.’ But Kylie was still a favourite and he was delighted to have her on board Doctor Who, even if it was just for a one-off: ‘It’s very exciting to have her on the show. She’s part of our national consciousness, isn’t she? She’s as big a legend as Doctor Who itself, if not bigger, so it seems like a nice meeting of icons for Christmas Day.’
         
 
         Kylie was taking over from the Doctor’s previous companion, Martha Jones, played by Freema Agyeman, who had in the final episode, ‘Last of the Time Lords’ (broadcast on 30 June 2007), decided to stay on Earth so she could look after her family and finally qualify as a medical doctor. She gives the Doctor her phone so they can keep in touch and says she will see him again, but when someone is in love and it’s unrequited, they have to get out, and this was Martha’s way of getting out. The Doctor sets the Tardis controls, until the room is suddenly shaken with great force, and the bow of a ship smashes through the console room wall. Picking up a lifebelt, he discovers it is a lifebelt from the Titanic, to which he can only respond with disbelief.
         
 
         Like Agyeman, who was, according to David, a delight and great fun to work with, no one could imagine Kylie ever being awkward or difficult either, but that still didn’t suppress thoughts of exactly what the real star might be like to have around. Would she be nice, or would she be dull? Would she be a prima donna or even a little eccentric, perhaps? Even if she vaguely resembled any of those descriptions, no one among the Doctor Who cast and crew, and especially Benjamin Cook, writing for the official Doctor Who Magazine, could imagine her having ‘a hissy fit and throwing her diamond-encrusted microphone at a roadie,’ noted Cook in his article ‘Star Girl’ in the then new-look issue of the magazine that was on newsagent stands just five days before Christmas.
         
 
         According to David (and as he told Radio Times when they caught up with him for their Christmas 2007 edition): ‘… everyone got very twittery when we heard that Kylie was coming in. At planning meetings there were all sorts of members of the art department explaining why they had to be on set. The very prospect of Kylie coming in got everyone very overexcited. Then she arrives and is refreshingly normal and fun and easy, and none of the things that I suppose a big pop diva has the right to be. She just gets on with it and is lovely to have around. I don’t want to speak for her but I think she quite enjoyed being part of a team. I imagine it must get quite exhausting being your own brand. When she came in, she was just part of the gang, which hopefully was a nice thing for her to do.’
         
 
         In person, Kylie is stunningly beautiful, but as anyone who has ever met her will make a point of telling you, she is tiny, and even if you are prepared for just how tiny she is, it’s still a shock when you stand in front of her and stare at her famous face. True, all the trademark features are present: the disproportionately large cheekbones and teeth, the crystal-clear blue eyes and the acrobatic right eyebrow that has long been one of her favourite tools of seduction. But with no make-up, no studio lights, she comes across as being simply girl-next-door and pretty rather than the glitzy image portrayed in a seemingly endless array of glamour magazine photo-shoots. Of course she is best known for her singing career, with 10 studio albums, 2 live CDs, 7 live concert DVDs and over 40 singles released internationally. All of these have been hits and have sold over 40 million records worldwide. Her first professional gig was as a child star, aged eleven, in the Australian television series, Skyways, eight years before she embarked on a career as a recording artist. After her seventeenth birthday, she left school to take up acting as a full-time profession.
         
 
         By the time she reached adulthood, she had won five Logies (the Australian equivalent of the BAFTA) – the youngest actress ever to do so. Her character, Charlene, in Neighbours, back then Australia’s highest-rated TV show, made Kylie a household name and she was the most popular actress ever to have come out of that soap and indeed, perhaps the most important phenomenon to have come out of Australia itself. And today, as then, her warm-hearted nature and zest for life clearly comes across and she seems impossible not to like.
         
 
         Five minutes after Kylie arrived at the church hall, everyone was sitting round a table. Jane Tranter, head of BBC Fiction, started off proceedings by giving some positive feedback about the legend that was Doctor Who and how it had turned television into an art form. Like any read-through, whether for film, television or theatre, the cast took turns to introduce themselves to everyone: to say who they were and what role they were playing.
         
 
         Kylie was taking the part of Astrid Peth, a waitress aboard the Titanic, who would end up as the Doctor’s new assistant for 70 minutes on Christmas Night 2007. The name Astrid, coincidentally, whether on purpose or by accident, was an anagram of ‘Tardis’. In many ways, Kylie was playing an equally significant role as the Doctor himself. Significant, that is, when you consider the variety of roles that the Doctor’s assistants have assumed over the years: from involuntary passengers, to disciples, friends or, simply, fellow adventurers. Indeed the Doctor gains new companions and assistants with almost every new series. There are some he has lost because they have returned home, or found new causes, or loves, on worlds they have visited; and then there are others, such as Kylie’s Astrid, who end up dying during the course of the series or episode.
         
 
         The story of ‘Voyage of the Damned’ picked up from where the previous series had ended. Moments after the Doctor leaves his companion Martha Jones behind on present-day Earth, the Tardis collides with the bow of the famous ship. But, as the Doctor and viewers quickly discover in the first five minutes of the Christmas Special, it isn’t the famous Titanic – the historical passenger liner that struck an iceberg during its maiden voyage, on the night of 14 April 1912 and sank, 2 hours 40 minutes later, in the early hours of the following morning. Indeed no, the Titanic in ‘The Voyage of the Damned’ is a starship operated by an alien cruise line, currently enjoying a voyage to Earth to experience the Christmas holiday.
         
 
         Venturing on board, the Doctor meets several of the alien tourists, and Kylie’s Astrid, who is serving drinks in the entertainment lounge just before the ship is devastated by a meteor shower that threatens the lives of everyone on board, and indeed on the planet below. The Doctor hooks up with Astrid, and the other survivors, stranded in the crippled craft, to battle against saboteurs and robotic angels, armed with killer halos, in an attempt to divert the Titanic’s collision with Earth. As might be expected with any Doctor Who episode, it’s a race against time as the Doctor and his companion lead a small, brave and somewhat strange band of survivors through the devastated vessel.
         
 
         It probably helped the development of the storyline that Doctor Who writer Russell T. Davies loves disaster movies. He had, in fact, been a huge fan of the genre ever since he was snowed in during the winter of 1981, with only a copy of The Poseidon Adventure on VHS: ‘This was in the days when a VHS was rare and exotic. I’ve always associated those films with Christmas because of that, but they’re great templates. Battling against the odds, with epic scenes of death and mayhem all around … what could be more Doctor Who? Meshing that format with the Doctor’s world was fascinating.’
         
 
         Equally fascinating is the story of how Kylie came to be cast in the first place. Much of it appears to have been down to her creative director, stylist and one of her closest friends, William Baker. William (or ‘Will’, as she calls him) is, ‘… an absolute huge fan of Doctor Who. We’re talking a convention-goer here! Even before its recent revival, I was always hearing about it.’ Baker attended the press launch of Series Three in London on 21 March 2007, and on this occasion, according to Davies, he said how marvellous it would be to get Kylie in Doctor Who. The writer admits he just nodded over his glass of wine and thought, ‘Yeah, yeah, not in a million years, but then he phoned up the next day and he meant it.’ And to all intents and purposes, that is how Kylie ended up being cast.
         
 
         Her new role was first reported in the News of the World in April 2007. Davies initially dismissed the story, but Baker and Kylie contemporaneously confirmed she would star in the show. Her part was officially announced on 3 July 2007. Both Kylie and Doctor Who had acknowledged each other before: ‘The Idiot’s Lantern’ episode mentions the star as being a real person and William Baker included aspects of the classic series in Kylie’s concert tours: the Raston Warriors from ‘The Five Doctors’ episode during the Fever tour and The Cybermen from ‘The Tenth Planet’ episode in her Showgirl tour.
         
 
         If there was any disappointment for Kylie, it would have to be that she wasn’t meeting the Daleks in the Christmas episode, so instead a Dalek was brought down from the Doctor Who set in Wales to the Worx Studio in Parsons Green, London, where she was exclusively photographed for the cover of the January 2008 issue of the official Doctor Who Magazine draped over the Doctor’s most popular adversary.
         
 
         The idea behind the photo was to recreate Katy Manning’s legendary 1978 shot for Girl Illustrated, in which the third Doctor’s companion from 1971 to 1973, Jo Grant, played by Manning, posed naked with a Dalek. Although Kylie was not about to go anywhere near close to being nude, or even semi-nude, she did pose, pout and show some leg in a revealing gold mini-dress. ‘There was a lot of excitement when the Dalek arrived,’ Kylie remembers. ‘I was in the presence of a legend. I’ve had to gracefully accept second billing,’ she joked. ‘The Dalek was much bigger than I’d expected. At least I’ve met one now.’ And perhaps, another mini-blow for Kylie might have been that she never got to hold the famous sonic screwdriver: ‘I had many opportunities, but kept prolonging the moment and never got round to it.’
         
 
         All the same, she was simply thrilled to have been cast, even though she wouldn’t be playing a baddie, as some journalists had suggested: ‘I grew up with Doctor Who in Australia so it’s part of my childhood. I was very flattered to be invited to be part of the show, especially the Christmas episode. When I was asked to do it by Russell and Julie [Gardner, executive producer], we had a meeting over coffee to discuss what the role might be, and I just fell in love with the two of them.’ It was the pair’s humour, undoubted talent and passion for the show, three showbiz characteristics that Kylie clearly adores, that persuaded her and at that stage, as she explains, ‘Russell hadn’t written the script, so to know that he’d write it after our meeting made it all the more personal.’
         
 
         Certainly Astrid came first in the writing process, confirms Davies: ‘When you watch “Voyage of the Damned”, you realise that there would have to be someone in Astrid’s place, no matter what, but this was unusual in that we were talking to Kylie before a word had been written. But Kylie … I never, hand on heart, expected our discussions to succeed – so I wrote the Astrid that I would have written anyway.’
         
 
         The decision to cast Kylie in the first place was instinctive – as instinctive, in fact, as her acceptance. But it wasn’t only the chance to work on a show as popular as Doctor Who that was the initial attraction, but also the opportunity to return to the medium that made her a star in the first place. ‘My first day on set was like stepping back in time,’ Kylie recalls. ‘I felt really at home being back in the world of TV and acting. Although I had nerves, I loved the challenge of playing Astrid. It felt very liberating to be a character and not Kylie. I’ve definitely got the acting bug again.’
         
 
         Davies admits he had no concerns about casting her: ‘I knew she could act; I had no doubt whatsoever about that. We wouldn’t have considered her otherwise. She threw herself into it, mucked in with everyone and attacked every single scene with energy and imagination. I can’t imagine anyone playing that part better.’ Nor did he worry that Kylie’s iconic status would overshadow either the character or the episode as a whole: ‘The show itself is iconic, and David himself such a massive and popular presence that I had no doubt that Doctor Who would hold its own. Once you throw in the Titanic, the robot host and a meteoroid storm, I swear you forget that it’s Kylie.’
         
 
         David was always relaxed about the casting. Admitting to humming Kylie’s hits while she was on set, he also joked about filming a widely reported kiss with the Aussie star for the episode that apparently took several takes to complete. Addressing suggestions that he cheekily forgot his lines during the scene in a bid to have more retakes of the moment, he told the Daily Record: ‘I am very professional in all things – I just go and the director tells me to stop. There were a lot of things wrong that day, it was nothing to do with me. ‘Besides,’ he continued, ‘If you had Kylie on the show, wouldn’t you have her kiss the Doctor?’
         
 
         Adding fuel to the tabloids’ fire was producer Phil Collinson, who also shed more light on David and Kylie’s on-screen relationship: ‘There’s great chemistry. Kylie’s character and the Doctor bond quickly in a slightly flirty way.’
 
         Speaking at the première of the Doctor Who Christmas Special, ‘Voyage of the Damned’, when it was shown on the gigantic IMAX screen at the Science Museum in London’s South Kensington, just one week before Christmas (in front of an audience that included, curiously, Peter Hain MP and celebrity chef Tom Aikens, along with Doctor Who alumni Camille Coduri, Noel Clarke, Shaun Dingwall, Michelle Collins and Anne Reid – though not Kylie, Catherine Tate, Freema Agyeman or Billie Piper), David was still enthusiastic about starring in the hit BBC show. ‘I think it’s the most exciting thing you could possibly hope to see – I’m just glad that people seem to agree. It’s a very odd and slightly bewildering sort of thing to be in the middle of, but it’s something that’s very easy to be genuinely excited about. I really love it and even if I had nothing to do with it, I’d be looking forward to the Christmas Special, so it’s a privilege to be in the middle of it all.’
         
 
         High praise indeed, but there was a sting in the tail. It seemed not everyone liked the storyline. To start with, the episode was heavily criticised by Millvina Dean, the last-living survivor of the 1912 Titanic sinking, who thought it was ‘disrespectful to make entertainment of such a tragedy.’ The Christian Voice organisation was in agreement. They expressed offence at the religious imagery of a scene in which the Doctor is lifted through the ship by robot angels. But at an April 2008 conference, the unexpected happened when vicars were encouraged to use the clip, among other Doctor Who episodes, to ‘illustrate themes of resurrection, redemption and evil’ to young people.
         
 
         Gareth McLean, a reviewer, who attended the screening at the Science Museum, for the Guardian’s TV and radio weblog, appreciated the use of ‘the disaster movie template’ and overall came to a favourable conclusion: ‘For the most part, “The Voyage of the Damned” is absolutely smashing.’ Its main flaw, in his view, was the ‘blank and insipid’ acting of Kylie. In echoes of the criticism that she was subjected to at the start of her career, Mclean wrote: ‘She’s just not that good. Truth be told, she’s blank and insipid. There’s no chemistry between Astrid and the Doctor, she delivers her lines with a real lack of conviction and thus we never really believe in Astrid as a character. Where Catherine Tate’s Donna in last year’s special was overbearing, Kylie Minogue’s Astrid is hardly there at all. It does make you wonder why casting Kylie was regarded as a coup. She’s a pop star – of course she’s going to say yes to being beamed into millions of homes in the run-up to Christmas. She’s got a duff album to sell. In truth, Kylie should be grateful to Doctor Who.’
         
 
         According to the Doctor Who Magazine, in many ways ‘Voyage of the Damned’ was ‘a kind of sci-fi murder-mystery-festive-disaster epic’, that was 25-minutes too long in its first edit. ‘Imagine the 1997 Titanic movie (the one that David calls “a bit of a rubbish film”) crossed with The Poseidon Adventure and Kylie’s 2001 on A Night Like This tour, which boasted a joyous mix of spectacle, glitz and glamour, elaborate ocean-liner and spaceship backdrops and young men in sailor suits.’ And you will have a pretty good summation of the 2007 Christmas special
         
 
         But despite what McLean reckoned, when it came to reviewing thousands of deaths over Doctor Who’s history, the Doctor Who Magazine included two of the demises from the episode in its Top 100: the death of Banakaffalata, one of the survivors of the initial collision, was placed in the ‘Top 20 Tearjerkers’ category, while Astrid’s death was given the title of ‘Doctor Who’s All-time Greatest Death Scene’. It was, according to most viewers, ‘gruesome, scary, self-sacrifice, tear-jerking, surprising, and her death would truly make a glass-eye cry.’
         
 
         Although James Walton of the Daily Telegraph called the episode, ‘a winning mixture of wild imagination and careful writerly calculation’, writing in The Times, Tim Teeman didn’t quite agree. He thought the whole piece ‘sucked’ and described it as ‘boring’. But the Daily Mirror noted that it still had ‘some brilliant psychedelic Pink Floyd-esque imagery, great baddies, and neat jokes’, but lamented, ‘the plot was a mess, consisting mostly of one hi-tech chase scene after another, and it descended into noise and bluster.’ In another review, Alex Clark of the Observer wrote that the death toll was rather high, but he still thought the episode was, ‘an oasis of cheeky nonsense and careless invention’. Harry Venning, on the other hand, concluded his positive review in The Stage by saying it was, ‘… well up to Doctor Who’s impeccably high standards’. The episode also received massive coverage in Kylie’s native Australia, where the Daily Telegraph called it, ‘the best-ever Doctor Who episode’.
         
 
         But then again it didn’t really matter what the critics thought. With a viewing figure of 13.8 million, the second-highest audience for any programme during 2007, and the highest for any Doctor Who episode since 1979, no one should have been concerned.
         
 
         As one might expect, it wasn’t long after working together on the Doctor Who Christmas Special that Kylie and David were said to have struck up a warm rapport. So warm, in fact, reported some tabloids, that tongues had already started wagging in London. Just before Christmas, the pair were spotted making a secret visit to the Old Vic, slipping in and out of the theatre before anyone could spot them in the stalls, to watch Stephen Fry’s new witty version of Cinderella that starred Pauline Collins as the Fairy Godmother. And if that wasn’t enough tittle-tattle, elsewhere in the Daily Mail there were reports of the couple speaking regularly on the phone, as if they were already a couple separated only by their individual work commitments.
         
 
         Even though David and Kylie remain good friends to this day, much the same as David was with Billie Piper after filming together, the stories of romance seemed somewhat far-fetched. By the time the tabloid press had suggested David and Kylie could be an item, David had already started to date Bethan Britton, from BBC South Wales, while Kylie revealed in an interview that she was also seeing someone again and even though she wouldn’t reveal any name, it seemed unlikely that it might be David.
 
         If it was going to be anyone in the public limelight, then it would probably have been her ex-boyfriend Oliver Martinez, who, like David, still remained good friends with Kylie, even after their break up. Even though rumours were in circulation that the singer had been secretly travelling to Paris in an effort to sort out her relationship with Martinez, at the time of writing reports suggest this is not the case. Apparently, the only reason she was making such trips was to see Sheba, the actor’s dog. Kylie became very attached to the Rhodesian ridgeback during her illness, which ended up being featured in Kylie’s 2006 children’s book The Showgirl Princess.
         
 
         Britton, on the other hand, a contracts assistant, didn’t have to worry about such concerns. Going out with David would be a lot simpler than it would be if she was Kylie. For starters, she lived with her parents in a terraced house in quiet Dinas Powys on the outskirts of Cardiff. And when she met David on the set of Doctor Who, according to insiders, there was instant chemistry. It was November 2007, more or less a month after he had split from his long-term girlfriend, actress Sophia Myles, who he also met on the set of the show. Soon he and Bethan began seeing each other outside the show and were spending cosy nights in at his apartment in Cardiff.
         
 
         In the same month that they became an item, they were in most of the showbiz gossip columns when it was reported that Bethan had been spotted sneaking out in the early hours of the morning to put a parking permit on her sports car, wearing nothing but David’s pyjamas under a hooded jacket while he stood in the doorway, keeping a watchful eye until she returned.
 
         They were also spotted on Bethan’s birthday, slipping into a nearby pub for what was described as ‘a romantic celebration drink’. As one observer remarked, ‘They sneaked in and sat in a corner, chatting quietly. They kept a low profile but were all over each other, holding hands and giggling like naughty teenagers. They make a lovely couple.’
         
 
         But four months later, they went their separate ways. Bethan was said to have grown tired of David’s gruelling schedule. One of those ubiquitous friends who always seem to be on hand to comment about showbiz affairs of the heart told the News of the World, ‘She’s a lovely girl with a big heart but she was hardly seeing David because he’s so busy. She became increasingly fed up spending her nights alone and couldn’t see how they could plan a future together.’ It probably didn’t help matters that Bethan had gone public about their relationship, because if there is one thing that David hates more than anything else, it’s having reporters discussing his private life on the pages of the nation’s tabloids.
         
 
         At the beginning of their relationship, it was obvious they really liked each other, but according to insiders at the time, ‘they don’t want to rush into anything too quickly and have decided to take it slowly. David has had relationships before, mainly with actresses, but their filming commitments always make it very hard to sustain a relationship. He loves the fact that Bethan has got a normal job but is still in the TV industry. They have both been hurt in the past, so they want to be careful. But the more time they spend with each other, the closer they get.’
 
         Even when Bethan went public, and excitedly told reporters that she was seeing David and was extremely happy, it did seem like a match made in heaven: ‘He’s a great guy and I love being with him. It’s a serious relationship; things are going well.’
         
 
         But as Now magazine noted, David wasn’t mourning the end of this relationship for long. Less than a month after splitting from Bethan, he told Denise Van Outen that he was now seeing Jennie Fava, a second assistant director, who moved to Cardiff to help film the fourth series of Doctor Who and had been seen leaving David’s apartment in the city. The pair adopted a dressed-down look for a theatre trip to see the acclaimed revival of Peter Schaffer’s Equus during its run at the Gielgud in London that opened that February with Harry Potter star Daniel Radcliffe in his first adult role playing a stable boy who has an erotic relationship with his horses. Radcliffe drew positive reviews from the critics and lots of attention from gossip columnists because of the much-written-about nude scene. Speaking of David and Fava, one onlooker remarked, ‘You can tell they get on well’. Not that it would last. A few months after they were spotted at the Gielgud, the relationship that promised so much, ended up as nothing more than another of David’s fleeting romances.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER 2
 
            THE BOY FROM THE HIGHLANDS

         
 
         
            ‘I was blessed with a very good upbringing, because my parents are very moral, Christian people, but without all the brimstone and thunder nonsense.’
 
            (David talking about his childhood – 2000)

         
 
         Three-year-old David MacDonald was watching Doctor Who on television and he was just crazy about it. In the years to come, he would own a Tom Baker doll, have his gran knit him a multi-coloured scarf so he could run around the garden pretending to be the Time Lord and pen a school essay declaring that he would one day play the leading role.
         
 
         Although many would regard a career decision slightly premature at the age of three or four, David knew, even then, that all what he ever wanted to do was to become an actor: ‘I just loved watching people on the telly. I think I had a conversation with my parents about who these people were in the TV, and as soon as I had an understanding that this was a job, that people got paid for telling stories, that was what I wanted to do.’
         
 
         Looking back, it was obvious that it was Doctor Who and in particular, Tom Baker (David’s all-time favourite) that triggered his desire to become an actor in the first place, and as far as he can remember, he was never dissuaded from pursuing his goal: ‘My parents expected I would grow out of it. And when I didn’t grow out of it and continued to pursue it, they tried to gently suggest some other things I might want to do. They always said, “You’re going to do what you want to do.” But in pragmatic terms, it’s a fairly stupid career. I think it’s one of those things you end up doing because, for whatever reason, you feel you have to. And you feel you can’t do anything else.’
         
 
         As a sign of things to come, Jon Pertwee was in his second season of playing the Doctor and was only three years off regenerating into Tom Baker in the ‘Planet of the Spiders’ episode when David John MacDonald was born on April 18, 1971 in Bathgate, a post-industrial Scottish town in West Lothian, located between Glasgow and Edinburgh. That regeneration scene was the first time the process had been seen on screen. Suffering from fatal radiation poisoning, the Doctor is left for dead before regenerating into his fourth incarnation before viewer’s eyes, rather than just taking on a different appearance as had happened with the first three Doctors.
         
 
         Before all of that, of course, and before David got hooked on the programme and, like the rest of the country, ranked Baker as the most quintessential Doctor ever, he spent the first three years of his life with his older brother and sister, Blair and Karen, living in Bathgate before the family moved to Paisley in Renfrewshire. His mother Helen was a full-time housewife, and his father Alexander (‘Sandy’ for short) was a minister in the Church of Scotland.
         
 
         But to David, religion remains at best an abstract concept: ‘I don’t think, just because I’m the minister’s son, that I must believe. My parents allowed me to come to my own conclusions. Let’s face it, organised religion, especially in Scotland, leaves a lot to be desired and the Church of Scotland in particular has a lot to answer for. But I think I have a humanist outlook because of them – Christian in the right way.’
 
         Sandy and Helen met at St George’s Tron Church, Glasgow in 1961 when Helen was twenty-one. Shortly after that fateful meeting, she had to go into hospital and Sandy visited her there, taking along a bouquet of white tulips as a get-well gift. But according to the Very Reverend Dr James Simpson, who is today a chaplain to Her Majesty the Queen, and who conducted Helen’s funeral service at Renfrew North Parish Church in the summer of 2007, ‘Helen’s mum was already in the infirmary, speaking to Helen, when Sandy came in with his flowers. Like most men, Sandy was a bit embarrassed about carrying the flowers, so he dropped them by the bedside and rushed out of the hospital. Helen’s mum told her: “That young man is serious about you.” And, soon afterwards, she and Sandy were married.’ Interestingly enough, those happy days of Helen and Sandy’s romance were poignantly remembered at her funeral by a beautiful bouquet of white tulips – just like the ones Sandy had courted her with – which lay on the communion table throughout the service.
 
         Although the MacDonalds had ‘gypsied’ around other places in Scotland while Sandy worked for the ministry, they ended up making Paisley their home just three years after David arrived into the world, and to all intents and purposes, that is where he spent his childhood and where he was educated, first at Ralston Primary, followed by Paisley Grammar School, where he is said to have enjoyed a fruitful relationship with his English teacher, Moira Robertson, who was among the first to realise his true potential. Overall though, David remembers enduring academic studies rather than enjoying them.
         
 
         What he perhaps enjoyed most was talking to his mates about wanting to become an actor and how he really wanted to play his hero, Doctor Who, which in his estimation was Tom Baker. Not even the emergency surgery that he had when he was nine years old, which left him battling for life with appendicitis, would deter him. ‘It was certainly touch-and-go for a while,’ recalls his friend Innes Smith: ‘It was feared he might not make it.’ On leaving the hospital, a few weeks later, he needed two months off school to allow time to recover.
 
         It was in the period soon after the appendix scare that some pupils at his school wondered if he may be gay. He always clowned around, in and out of class, and was even a bit camp, remembers Carol Robertson: ‘Loads of girls fancied him, but he didn’t have many girlfriends. And so, some boys started to accuse him of being gay. But he didn’t care.’ And why should he? He’d already experienced his first kiss in primary school, the year after he had been signed off sick from school, with a girl called Melanie Hughes.
 
         But that, according to David, was about four years before he started ‘really’ getting into music for the first time. He got into lots of Scottish groups such as The Proclaimers (still his all-time favourite band), Deacon Blue, Hipsway, The Water Boys, Hue and Cry: ‘I loved all that white-boy soul thing that was going on. And also the good stadium stuff, Simple Minds and U2. I guess I was also going to the theatre for the first time, going to the Citz in Glasgow. It was an extraordinary artistic policy which they operated under; I saw some of the worst things I’ve ever seen and some of the best. The first thing I saw, I think, was School for Scandal, but an unusual, high-camp production. Brilliant! Macbeth set in a spaceship was probably the low point.’
         
 
         The Citizen’s Theatre, or the Citz, as David called it, was then, as it is today, Glasgow’s very own theatre. It is what it says it is – a citizen’s theatre in the fullest sense of the term. Established to make Glasgow independent from London for its drama, it produces plays which the Glasgow theatre-goers would otherwise not have the opportunity of seeing. Internationally renowned for its repertoire, it is one of few theatres in Scotland to produce its own work. By inviting a diverse range of touring work into the theatre, offers a powerful mix of productions that seal the Citizen’s reputation as the place to see theatre in Glasgow.
 
         David balanced his theatrical and musical diet with books and movies. One book that was a favourite was J. D Salinger’s immortal The Catcher in the Rye, a novel that assumed an almost religious significance to the counterculture generation, some of whom were known to speak only in quotations from the novel. The book still resonates with readers today. Mark Chapman, the murderer of Beatle John Lennon, is one of the most notorious readers of the book. He was carrying a copy when he was arrested soon after he had shot five hollow bullets from a .38 revolver into the back of Lennon at around 10.49 p.m. on 8 December 1980, outside the Dakota Building in New York, where Lennon shared an apartment with Yoko Ono. Chapman was still reading passages from the book when the police arrived. He had apparently bought a copy of the novel from a book store in the city early that morning, a paperback edition, inside which, he scrawled ‘This is my statement’ and signed it ‘Catcher in the Rye’.
         
 
         Equally influential on David, albeit for different reasons, was actress Audrey Hepburn. ‘Although I’ve seen lots of her films and am a great admirer of what she does, the little shrine in my head is to Audrey Hepburn as Holly Golightly. I must have been in my late teens when I first saw Breakfast at Tiffany’s.’ From an early age, he was in love: ‘She has such an iconic look: the little black dress, the cigarette holder and the coquettish grin. It’s a proper piece of good acting rather than the sort of slightly frothy, rom-com performance we often saw her do elsewhere. She brings that delicate, demure, butter-wouldn’t-melt quality to every part, and suddenly she’s playing this character who is quite dark and a bit of a loony. Yet she carries it off so assuredly you’d sell your children to get to spend some time with Holly Golightly, even though you’re aware she’d be a high maintenance nightmare.
         
 
         ‘If nothing else,’ he continues, ‘Hepburn makes her utterly alluring and fascinating. It’s one of the great things about movies that we’re allowed to indulge little fantasies about people that in life we would steer away from. She was a proper movie star in a way we’re not really allowed to have these days because they have to be so exposed, and we have to know everything about them. And she was probably the most beautiful woman who has ever lived, which always helps.’
         
 
         Like most of us, David probably has a mix of good and bad memories of his school years. Almost certainly, the worst times for him were the days spent at Paisley Grammar: ‘I hated school, and I hated my teenage years.’ The only anecdote he offers up from this period, without detailed explanation, is the night when he was beaten up. His attackers decided he was a Goth and pounced. The bullies left him to make his own way home after he was assaulted. In fact, his only fashion crime was wearing a bootlace tie in the style of Bono: ‘I was spotty with greasy hair and pretty pissed-off; I couldn’t wait to get to drama college so that my life could get going.’
 
         Situated on Glasgow Road, Paisley Grammar was a non-denominational state school, which had also earned itself a bit of notoriety in 1986, the year before David left. The school was threatened with imminent closure by Strathclyde Regional Council until Margaret Thatcher, then Prime Minister, personally intervened to ensure its survival and subsequently changed the law so that local councils could no longer close schools which were more than 80 per cent full without the approval of the Secretary of State for Scotland. Naturally, the council had to abandon its plans.
         
 
         Not that David had much of an interest in anything to do with politics at the time, nor with Scotland. For him, his birthplace was pretty much on an abstract concept: ‘I’m very aware that Scotland is where I’m from,’ he once noted. ‘But I had no relationship with Scotland when I lived there. I had no interest in nationalism, no interest in Scotland’s nationhood or legacy, or any of that stuff until I moved down to London, which is a terribly crass, idiotic thing to say, but it’s true. My family are mostly still in Scotland, so it will always be part of who I am and what I go back to.’
         
 
         But there was more to his roots than just Scotland as he would discover when he took part in September 2006 in Who Do You Think You Are? – the BBC’s ancestry series that looks at family histories of the famous. As Sarah Williams, editor of the accompanying magazine, pointed out, the episode featuring David Tennant was fascinating because it opened up a colourful and sometimes disturbing Irish heritage.
         
 
         Indeed when David started filming the programme, not only did he want to untangle his Scottish roots, but also to find out about his family in Ireland and what lay behind his grandmother’s strident Protestantism. ‘I guess as you get older and you look forward to the ultimate grave, you begin to become a bit more aware of your place in the scheme of things,’ he conceded.
 
         The first surprise for him came when researchers uncovered the details of the Scottish side of his family. For a start, he was no native Glaswegian. His great grandfather Donald McLeod was an immigrant to the city from the Isle of Mull. ‘I’ve always thought of myself as a lowland Scot. The Highlands was something that I knew was there, but I’d always felt a bit of a fraud, claiming to be part of them so that was interesting to learn,’ he said. ‘I was keen to find out why Donald left Mull when he did, and what life was like for him – whether he left because country life was untenable or whether he came to Glasgow because he thought the streets would be paved with gold.’
         
 
         The truth about Donald’s motives, when it emerged at the end of one of Mull’s winding country roads, was more tragic than he could ever have imagined. His family roots lay in a series of small, ruined cottages on a wind-washed hillside overlooking the sea, where Donald was one of ten children forced from their homes during the Highland Clearances in the early nineteenth century. This was the burgeoning industrial age, with wool and meat becoming valuable commodities in the new mill towns, when many highland landowners realised sheep were more profitable than tenant farmers. So they suddenly increased the rents and when tenants such as Donald’s parents couldn’t afford to pay, they forced them off their land and often burnt their homes to prevent them returning.
 
         ‘It’s the inhumanity of it that’s quite bewildering,’ David concluded. ‘That people could do that to one another. There’s also something about going and standing where it happened that brings it all home in a way that the history books just don’t. There’s something about seeing your mother’s maiden name connected to it at such close quarters – it’s quite grim, really.’
 
         The most positive thing to come out of the trip was that when Gregory Doran, the Royal Shakespeare Company’s chief associate director, watched the programme and saw David hold up and contemplate a skull exposed by renovations in the church where Donald was baptised. He was so impressed that he offered him the role of Hamlet. ‘It was like an audition,’ admits Doran, who immediately sent him a text asking him outright if he had ever thought about playing Hamlet. ‘He said that the two roles he really wanted to do were Hamlet and Berowne in Love’s Labours Lost. [And as] I had already decided that I would be directing Love’s Labours Lost, I thought it was an extraordinary coincidence.’
         
 
         David’s Irish connection began when his grandfather Archie, former captain of the Scottish youth football team, was signed up to play for Derry City soon after he arrived in Londonderry in 1932. By all accounts, he was a stellar success, scoring 57 goals in one season – a record that still stands today – and marrying a local beauty queen.
 
         ‘Archie,’ he continues, ‘must have had a whale of a time. He must have thought he was in God’s own country: he was a superstar and was dating a beauty queen. I’d never been to Londonderry before. I just grew up with all the reports of violence, but it seemed like such a beautiful spot, you can’t quite imagine it’s also a violent place.’ But a violent place it was, and his family was at the centre of the sectarian struggle that has, in many ways, sadly come to define religion.
 
         Fiercely proud Protestants, his great, great grandfather James Blair was an Orangeman and Unionist councillor. His great grandfather William was also an Orangeman and many of his family were among the 500,000 who signed the Ulster Covenant in 1912, a thinly veiled threat of insurrection if the British Government consented to Home Rule in Ireland.
 
         Despite there being almost twice as many Protestants as Catholics in Northern Ireland due to their historical allegiance to Britain, the Protestant Irish had most of the land, money and good jobs; they also used vote-rigging – or ‘gerrymandering’ – to maintain the status quo. David’s own family was a proud supporter of that system: ‘My knee-jerk reaction was one of horror,’ he said. ‘I know that I’m not really qualified to judge but it doesn’t really sit with my Guardian-reading liberalism. To me [the Orange Order] is a symbol of aggression, and certainly not of outreach and peace among men. It’s quite difficult to reconcile that with the lovely people I met in Londonderry, even with my Grandad and Grandma.’
         
 
         Despite his political affiliations, David’s ancestor James Blair was considered something of a radical and dubbed ‘a Guardian of the Poor’ in a local paper. He was dedicated to social justice, fighting for better homes and wages for workers. His daughter Maisie married a Catholic, Francis McLoughlin, and their son Barry was an instrumental figure in the Civil Rights movement of the 1960s, taking part in many marches, including those of Bloody Sunday, and helping to challenge discrimination against Catholics. He also stood for election for the non-sectarian Labour party and was committed to the peaceful resolution of Ulster’s problems.
 
         ‘You want your family to be people you admire,’ says David. ‘Looking at James Blair, the whole dichotomy is there. Some things he did were admirable, yet he was mired in sectarianism. But I want to believe in what Barry believes in. I was proud to hear him talk about his ideas and his principles and [to] hear how he stood firm against becoming involved in violence, and it was good to leave a city that finally – despite everything – feels full of hope.’
 
         He himself had that same kind of hope years earlier, when after leaving Paisley Grammar, at the age of seventeen, he successfully gained a place at the Royal Scottish Academy of Music and Drama, where he studied for a B.A. in Dramatic Arts, which covered every aspect of producing a show, whether it was for television or theatre. As part of the two-year course, the boy who wanted to be Doctor Who would learn all there was to know about movement, vocal projection, make-up, directing and stage management, and when he was through, he would be ready and qualified to go into teaching or serious acting. Even though David loved the all-consuming nature of drama school, as everyone now knows, he decided to go for the acting option: ‘I liked having to fit everything in and juggling maybe three or four parts at the same time. Being slightly too busy all the time is energising and inspiring, and it was a great experience, especially because I was so green.’
         
 
         It was also during his spell at drama school that he changed his name, not by choice, but because he had to – already there was a David McDonald on the Equity books. Almost by accident, he came across his new surname: ‘I was on the bus looking through Smash Hits and I saw [Pet Shop Boy] Neil Tennant. I thought it would be a good name as it’s got a good number of consonants in it,’ he jokes. Not that his parents would agree. In fact, his mother wasn’t at all happy about the name he had chosen. She would have much preferred it, had he taken her father’s name, McLeod, or that of her mother, Blair. ‘But at sixteen,’ says David today, ‘I wasn’t having any of that.’
         
 
         On leaving drama school in 1991, having already grabbed for himself a leading part in The Secret of Croftmore for ITV’s ‘Dramarama’ series, he moved onto repertory theatre, went on tour, and in between travelling the width and breadth of the Scottish Highlands, made periodic attempts to win a part in ITV’s Taggart, a goal he somehow never managed to achieve. ‘I’m the only Scottish actor alive who hasn’t been in Taggart,’ he laughs. ‘Some people have been in it five times, playing three different murderers.’ To overcome any disappointment he felt for not getting through any of the sixteen Taggart auditions he went for, he plumped for making his professional debut with the 7:84 Scottish Theatre Company in a touring production of The Resistible Rise of Arturo Ui.
         
 
         ‘The 7:84 company,’ David explains, ‘was formed by John McGrath in the 1970s and is still going strong. It takes two or three shows a year on one-night-stand tours around the Highlands and Islands, stopping longer in the larger towns. I went for the audition just after graduating from the Royal Scottish Academy, aged about twenty – a single-minded youngster, I had started there at the tender age of seventeen – and landed the part of Giri the hitman, my first professional part. I think there can have been only about six of us in the production – I suspect for monetary reasons, rather than artistic ones. Arturo Ui was one of those Brecht plays with thousands of characters. Inevitably, we shared them all out, with the help of a few wigs and fake noses. It was great fun, we were all young and up for it. Three of us had been at drama school together and I was terrifically excited. I was fresh out of college and really rather green, but I was earning a proper wage and having enormous fun touring Scotland in a small van. ‘Our first stop was Motherwell Civic Hall and the first performance was a disaster. We hadn’t had time to finish the technical rehearsal, let alone attempt a dress rehearsal. We might have managed, had the production not been so complicated but we were a group of travelling players who unpacked and made themselves up on stage, so of course everyone was changing, swapping props, losing props and mislaying wigs. It was utter chaos on stage as we struggled past the point at which we had ended the technical run. I remember thinking at one point: “This is my professional debut, and it’s all falling apart.” But we got through it. It may have been rusty and received terrible reviews, but the whole thing had a vibrancy and energy that I adored. And of course, I thought we were excellent.’
         
 
         Not so excellent was the scathing review he alone received for his second job, playing King Arthur in Merlin in Edinburgh. Writing for The Scotsman, one theatre critic was particularly chastening: ‘The cast of eighteen are uniformly excellent with the exception of David Tennant, who lacks any charm or ability whatsoever.’ Even though he was pretty much floored by the review, it still wasn’t enough to put him off acting, or indeed, his goal of becoming Doctor Who. In fact, it was not long after the Edinburgh episode that things began to turn around when David headed down to London and moved in with comic actress and writer Arabella Weir.
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