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Chapter 1

Doctor: (To Ian Chesterton)  I’ll have you know

Young man, that in my younger days, I was the greatest

Explorer of my world.

                                                          The Daleks

For uncounted thousands of years, the Time Lords of Gallifrey controlled the spaceways in their mighty war ships, the Type Forty TARDIS: which, at the time, was the pinnacle of Time Lord technology.  The mighty vessels were manned by hundreds, and able to carry thousands of armed troops.

As time passed, the people of Gallifrey slowly became more pacific, with their philosophies changing from one of controlling space by brute force, to a belief in control through finesse.  Large and powerful navies gave way to a tiny fleet of smaller and easier to run ships.  The newer models of TARDIS’s were infinitely less complex, and simple enough for the least of the Time Lords to use.  The Time lords came to view these new vessels as improvements as they began to dismantle their fleets of the older Type Forties.

All Type Forties were so complex and difficult to use that they required telepathic abilities and limited artificial intelligence: but only one of them ever evolved itself and over the eons that singular Type Forty TARDIS attained self-awareness.  The Time Lords never envisioned this possibility.  Therefore the self-aware vessel was able to exert its telepathic abilities and ensure that, of all of the original fleet, it was the one Type Forty that was relegated to museum status.

Forgotten in the museum, the Type Forty TARDIS continued to evolve and waited for the one.

No longer a cadet, the brand new Time Lord, who would some day come to be known as the Doctor, walked out of the gates of the Academy for the last time.  As in any graduation, it was a bittersweet experience.  He had made several close friends there, which he would now have to part with: on the other hand a whole new universe of adventure awaited him.  As it always is with most of the young, he had always felt that he had a destiny, which was far greater than that of any of his peers.  The difference was that, in his case, it was true.

He was at the beginning of his career, barely seventeen years old: although that wasn’t really as young as it may seem.  One day, many years hence, he would tell several of his companions that he reached nine hundred years of age, and they were amazed.  He never told them that a Gallifreyan Standard Year was equivalent to nine point seven years on the Earth. Still though, he was a young man.

The intern, whose classmates at the Academy had affectionately referred to as Boo Hoo, (or more often than not simply Boo) which referred to her tearful bouts of homesickness during her early Academy days: was on her way for her first assignment as a Time Lord.  The Temporal Aptitude Placement Tests (or T.A.P.T.s), which she had taken previously, had been graded and she would soon know the results.

She tossed her red hair over her shoulder and entered the examiners office: her hearts beating wildly in her chest as she worried about what future profession she might get stuck.  She entered the Academy at her parents’ request, but as she looked back at it: she began to realize that it might have been a mistake.  She had long had a phobia of space travel and therefore she had never been off planet.  It slowly began to dawn on her that she might receive an assignment off world and the more that she thought of that possibility, the more she could feel the cold of panic rising within her.  

On the planet Mars a young Ice Warrior was about to make a decision that would forever alter the fate of not only his world, but eventually the destiny of the entire universe.  Gheeto was short as Ice Warriors goes, but he had learned to compensate by training harder and becoming the best of his species.

Mars had long been visited by the Navies of Gallifrey, and the peoples of Mars had long been in awe of them: as the Time Lords slowly pulled back and exerted less control, the Ice Warriors began to covet the secret knowledge of the Gallifreyans.  Gheeto was determined to meet a Time Lord and attempt to learn a few of those secrets.  After all, he had become the best and the brightest of his people and he thought that it would only be natural that he should be the one who could learn and understand the great secrets of time and space.

Every Time Lord, upon their graduation from the Academy, is given one Gallifreyan year to choose a public name by which the new Time Lord shall forever be known: as opposed to the private Gallifreyan name which they had been raised with.  The dark haired intern had known long before his graduation what name he would choose, but he hesitated to reveal it to more people than he needed to.

The secretly christened, Master, simply told everyone to call him Cadet until he had chosen a proper name.  He already knew the importance that deception and misdirection would play in his future, so he decided that it would be prudent to begin immediately.

He too was heading to the examiners office, and his date with destiny.

The young Doctor to be, arrived at the office first, but he would certainly not be the last, though he arguably could be called the most important.

In the middle of the office sat a short and rotund man, in the flowing robes of a senior Academy professor: his close cropped beard and flowing white hair set him apart as one of those near heretics of non-conformity, which were allowed to exist only at the fringes of polite Time Lord society.   

The young Doctor liked him immediately.

The intern who called himself the Cadet entered next, his steely eyes taking in the room in a single glance.  He immediately recognized the sandy-haired intern who was already been seated before his arrival, even though they had never actually had any classes together.  He knew that, much like himself, the other man had been a risk taker and one who often was known to question the authority of his superiors.  He knew that in future days he would either become a close ally, or a bitter enemy: he just wasn’t sure which one he would be yet.

The Professor motioned him to take a chair to the left of the seated man.  After a few minutes, the young woman known as Boo arrived.  With one quick look around the room, she automatically took the last chair and sat to the right of the two others.  She looked to the corner and saw an older type Four TARDIS, which at the moment looked like the wardrobe: which was sitting right next to it.  Though it may have looked like a wardrobe, she sensed the telepathic aura about it immediately.  She briefly admired the Professors taste in antique furniture before turning her attention to the elder man.

The Type Four TARDIS was actually an older model that had been concurrent with the mighty Type Forty.  It was a smaller four to five man scout ship with few armaments, but more than adequate for the use for which it had been designed.  There were still several dozen of these models in use, although almost all of them had been retrofitted, as this one had obviously been, for use in training purposes.

Speaking for the first time since they had all arrived, the Professor introduced himself.  “I am the Kung Po, or if you would rather, the Professor.  The three of you have all scored exceptionally high on your T.A.P.T.s, in the areas that would make you suitable for off-world, or explorer services.”  Looking over at the Doctor to be he frowned and continued.  “Although I’ve received some reports that some of you were content to just get by, and didn’t really throw yourselves into your studies.  Therefore you will all be taken on an off-world journey where I shall observe your actions and decide your standings in this area.”

Boo felt her heart sink as her greatest fears were being actualized before her face.  Timidly she raised her hand.  “Sir, if it’s a matter of a limited number of openings, I’ll be happy to step aside for these two.”  She thought that she saw a look of triumph flash across the face of the dark haired young man, but he quickly made it impassive.  The young man seated next to her chuckled as he spoke and dashed her hopes.

“I sure that there’s no need for that, wouldn’t you say Professor?  I’m sure that there’ll be plenty of places to go around, wouldn’t you say?”

Seeing the interplay between the three, the Professor knew that it would be an interesting journey.  “Gather your things and we’ll meet back here at sunup.  Remember, you’ll be graded on everything that you do on this trip, including your choices of provisions, so choose wisely.  I will see you all in the morning.”

Chapter 2  

The last Type Forty TARDIS waited silently in the museum.  Its many weapon systems had been disabled, and its navigation codes had been erased, but its basic functions were still intact.  

Although the organic mind was unable to truly absorb and contain the entirety of the visions of all possible futures: the TARDIS was not so hobbled.  It knew that a distant war would some day come that would threaten all of creation.  It knew that only the power of a fully functional Type Forty TARDIS stood a chance of averting this disaster, but a TARDIS was designed to be symbiotic, and could only function with a Gallifreyan operator, so the TARDIS waited.

Gheeto knew that the people of Mars had once, long ago, made plans to subjugate the primitives who inhabited the nearby planet Earth, but he also knew that before they were able to proceed, the Time Lords entered their system and imposed control over his world.

With the Time Lord’s withdrawal, Gheeto decided that it might be time to revisit their old plans, but first he would have to gather some more recent intelligence than that which they had gathered a half a million years previously.  Since the Time Lords had taken away the technologies, which once allowed the Ice Warriors to build rocket ships, he had only one way to gather that intelligence.

In the underground Hall of Government, their former Gallifreyan masters had left behind a transmat device, so that commerce could be carried on between their world and Mars.  It had been thousands of years since it had been used, but if Gheeto could figure out how to reprogram it, he might be able to use it to travel to Earth.

With the Time Lords retreat, Mars entered a long period of anarchy with hundreds, if not thousands of factions, broken down into thousands of years of warfare.  During that time, the ecology of Mars had been devastated, forcing the populace underground.  Also during that period, the Martians became than just Martians: they became Ice Warriors.

Gheeto felt that it was now time to unite all of the factions with a common goal.  It was time for the Warriors to battle an outside foe rather than continuing to fight amongst themselves.  The primitives of Earth just might be that new enemy.

He pushed open the portal and entered the Hall of Government.

The men of the village had just returned home from the hunt.  The long winter lay just ahead of them and the men who would some day build Stonehenge knew that they must lay away many provisions in their stores before the first snowfall.  Godebec, the wide shouldered chieftain of the People of the Hill had led a successful hunt, while the women of the village reaped in their meager crops.  It had been a rough growing season, and much of the harvest had been washed out with the floods of the last solstice, so everyone had to work hard.   

Even the children collected firewood and cooking stones for the coming cold.  Godebec’s own twin sons, Myka and Myko were instrumental in organizing the young for these tasks.  It made the Chieftain proud to see the natural leadership abilities that his boys had already displayed: and it gave him great comfort to know that when it is his time to be put under the ground, his village would have able leaders to carry on for him.

When the meat was finally salted and put into the smokehouse, Godebec took a few moments to walk through the village on inspection.  His presence and past successes inspired confidence and optimism among his people.  They knew that he could handle anything that the ice might send his way during the coming winter.

When he knew that all was secure, Godebec allowed himself to smile.  He had no way of knowing of the tragedy that would soon hit the village, and that it might be his last smile for quite a long time. 

The entrance to the Hall of Government was dark at that time of night so Gheeto expected little resistance.  If the truth were to be told, the Hall of Government was pretty much deserted at all times, even during the day.  It was for all intents and purposes, a long dead organization, which retained little power over the warring factions on Mars.  He hoped that it might someday become, once again, a force for the unification of the Martian people: and he hoped that on the Earth, he might find a reason for that unification to occur.

He searched the nearly abandoned rooms every night for seventy-one nights.  The structure was huge and had thousands of rooms, and very little of it had been looked at in many hundreds of years.  The actual operations of Government were confined to a few dozen offices near the entrance, while the rest of the rooms were left to decay: and somewhere in all of the thousands of decaying rooms sat the ancient transmat device.


His phosphorescent torch lit the way as he delved deeper and deeper into the darkness of the most hidden recesses of the structure.  Over the eons the freezing and thawing of the seasons had reduced many whole sections into broken up piles of rubble.  He had avoided those areas as long as he was able, but eventually he ran out of intact rooms to explore and had to crawl his way through the dust and decay.  On his seventy-second night he found that for which he had so long been searching.


There it sat, half buried in the detritus and thick dusts of the past.  It appeared to be intact and he sincerely hoped that it remained viable.  Pulling the small shovel from his pack, he began to dig it out, while his mind made plans.  His mind was so focused, that he never noticed that the jarring of the shovel impacts started a small violet light blinking.

Chapter 3


The three cadets left the professor’s office in the country and went into the city proper to assemble their supplies.  Rural Gallifrey was a place of indescribable beauty. (Assuming one overlooks the hideous Forbidden Zone.)  The lush vegetation was well cultivated and all crops had that manicured look of perfection.  There were flowers lining the walkways from over two thousand worlds and seventeen galaxies.  The scent of each species of flower was so selected as to create a symphony of smells. As one meanders down each path, there was always a different story to be told, through the chosen succession and combinations of scents.  

The Doctor to be couldn’t help but feel that leaving the country for the city proper would have to be a let down.  Glancing at his companions, he could see that the dark-haired fellow would look at the beauty around him, shake his head and mumble things about waste and stupidity, while the girl, Boo, had tears of joy running down her face.  It wasn’t hard for him to see which one he would rather spend his time with.

They arrived at the portal to the city and entered their access codes.  After a few minutes wait a guard entered at the emerald colored gate and bade them enter.  

As glorious as the countryside had been, so too was the city: but in so very different a manner of beauty. The shining glass and steel of the urban center reflected sculpted light in all directions, with angles and surfaces that seemed impossible, yet stunningly gorgeous.  What should have been sterile and cold came off instead as warm and organic.  This was definitely more to the liking of the dark-haired man. 

The Doctor to be saw beauty in both environments but it was obvious that Boo preferred the rustic setting.  Taking a few minutes to really look at her for the first time he realized that she would some day become a stunning creature.  For now, he thought that she still looked a little too young for her age.  He thought that it might be nice to get to know her a little better.

“Why don’t we stop somewhere for a bite to eat before we do our shopping,” he said hopefully.

Before she had a chance to reply, the dark-haired boy said coldly, “Go ahead if you want.  Me, I’m not going to waste my time seeing the sights.  I’ve got things to do and plans to work out.  You two eat.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”  And he hurried off down a side street leaving the future Doctor to be alone with Boo.

“That worked out better than I hoped,” thought the Doctor.

“I would love something to eat,” said Boo, and with a big smile she continued, “let’s go.”


They entered a quaint café and had a wonderful time, worrying little about the supplies that were going to be needed for the coming day.


The Professor had gone to bed early that night, knowing that there would be a lot of things to do in the morning, so he knew that he would need to be well rested.  He had been on enough of these excursions that he knew that the youngsters were bound to make a few mistakes.  


He chuckled, and thought to himself that he had never known a young person that didn’t think that they were infallible, while at the same time they were making some sort of mistake or the other.  These kids probably wouldn’t be any different. 

He remembered his own first excursion.  Good old Professor Wedard had taken them to Seskarus 3 to see the rainbow moons.  Since the atmosphere of that world had just the right composition of gases and refraction indexes, all four moons had the appearances of continually shifting color patterns across their faces and the place had become quite a tourist attraction for those in the know.

Laying in his bed he tried to decide what place would be perfect for the three that he was taking out tomorrow.  Certainly the girl, Boo, would love Seskarus 3, and the sandy haired lad might appreciate it too: but he just knew that the dark-haired one would truly hate it.

He ran through a few more options but couldn’t really come up with one that all three of them would love.   As he was drifting off to sleep his last though was, “Maybe he should just turn on the randomizer and take what they should get…”  The Professor drifted off to sleep expecting a leisurely trip in the morning, but it would wind up being the most memorable of his career. 

A chill wind whipped up from nowhere.  The calm gray skies suddenly gave way to a bright flash and a howling gale: and when the winds subsided there was a hole in the sky.  Godebec yelled to the children to stay back from the hole while he went to investigate it.

Grabbing his spear he closed on the hole that was suspended in the middle of the air.  He looked deeply into it and saw what looked like the old cave in the hill, but it was much darker.  In the cave was a strange looking creature that looked kind of like a man, but it was shorter and very slender.  It was green!  It was not of this Earth!  

It must be an evil demon!

He threw his spear with all of his might, and it sailed through the hole into the world of what he knew must be demons and spirits.

Chapter 4

Gheeto spent the next several days studying the mechanism.  When he got it into his head to look for this machine, he really hadn’t expected to find it: and he hadn’t really thought out what he would do once he found it.  Frowning, he realized that he had no idea how to make the thing work.  He would have to take some time to study it.

He dug around in his backpack to see what he had that might help him to get the mechanism back to his place, but since he really hadn’t expected to find anything, he hadn’t brought anything for that purpose.  Taking a second look at what he did have with him he saw his imager.

Realizing that if he took images of the machine, he could study the images at home and return at a later time with the supplies that he would need.  Sighting the imager he generated image after image.  His scowl had grown into a chuckle as he found that he was enjoying himself immensely.

The young Time Lords met in the Professor’s office at the appointed time and place.  

The dark-haired boy had several huge packs that seemed to be stuffed with everything under the sun.  He had lanterns and food and tools galore.  He had a wardrobe that could fill up a store, with clothing for cold and clothing for heat, and clothing for parties and even more.  He had weapons and games and as he lifted it… his overburdened bags tore.  Simply said… he was too prepared.

The girl had a small bag with several changes of clothes and a small snack, while the sandy-haired boy brought no bag at all.

The Professor had previously said that he would be grading them partially on the things that they packed, so he took a few minutes to critique their choices.  Looking at the red-headed girl’s pack his face shown a mild frown, and he said, “Serviceable but rather uninspired.”

Walking over the raven-haired lad he cocked his head sideways and said, “A TARDIS is generally well stocked with necessities.  We have machines that create food and clothes.  You’ve spent a lot of time collecting things that you will never use.  Still, it’s better to be too prepared than to come up short when you need something.  Good luck hauling all of that stuff around when you’re in a hurry though.”

Looking at the slighter boy he asked, “Where’s your pack lad?”

Turning slightly red faced, the Doctor to be rummaged through his pockets and said, “I don’t have a pack sir.”  Looking over at Boo his face turned crimson.  “I was a little to occupied last night, and I forgot about it.  Besides, I always like to make things up as I go along.  Too much planning is kind of boring, don’t you think?”

Shaking his head the Professor moved on to the TARDIS, thinking of the follies of youth.  He had serious doubts about this group: particularly the boys.  He doubted that that either one would ever be allowed permits for off-world travels, after this trip.  The girl showed a little more promise, but he expected that her fear of space travel would prevent her from ever choosing that course.

Sighing he began his usual spiel.   “This is the TARDIS that we will use for this excursion.  This is a Type Four capsule that has been adapted for teaching purposes.  As you enter I will give you each a key.  Don’t lose it!  Without a key you will not be able to return to the capsule without the assistance of someone else who has a key, and more importantly, you don’t want anyone to have access to your TARDIS who shouldn’t have access to it.”

Opening the door, the Professor let the young Time Lords into a TARDIS for their first time.

In the museum, the Mighty Type Forty TARDIS waited.  After a long time, which it had spent contemplating the distant catastrophe and attempting to expand the uses of abilities that it still had.  Although its weapons systems had been disabled and its navigational charts had been locked behind an impenetrable firewall, many of its other abilities had been left intact.  

A Type Forty has the greatest compliment of scanning systems that Time Lord technology had ever created and a communications system that was second only to the complex housing the Matrix itself.  Reaching out with those feelers the last Type Forty TARDIS sensed a message that was sent from the Planet Mars.  It was on a frequency that was so old and outdated that no one in the Citadel would ever be monitoring it.

It seemed that someone on that nearly forgotten planet had attempted to tamper with an ancient Time Lord transmat device and that had set off an alarm.  If the young Ice Warrior’s eyes could see in the violet portion of the spectrum, perhaps he would have noticed the blinking light, but since he didn’t, the signal continued to be sent and was received by the mothballed TARDIS.  

The signal must not be ignored.  If a backward and warrior race like the Ice Warriors were to gain transmat technologies at this time in their development they could wreak havoc throughout their galaxy.  That must not be allowed to happen.

The ancient vessel pondered what courses of action were possible.  If it notified the Citadel, the Time Lords would be alerted to the sentience of the ship, and would probably dissect and destroy it.  If that happened there would be no Type Forty TARDIS in that far distant time to stave off the disaster.

Reaching out with its sensors, it found an older Type Four TARDIS that was being readied for departure.  Its communications systems had been upgraded so the Type Four could no longer receive the alarm, but perhaps the Museum ship could alert departing ship in another way.

Chapter 5

Gheeto sat at his desk hunched over his decrepit imager, just as he had every evening for the past week.  He felt that he had gotten a feel for the controls of the transmat machine, but it quickly became obvious that there was no way that he would ever be able to figure out what made the thing work.  Still, as long as he could control it, it would be useful to him.

This would be the night!  He would return to the machine and attempt to use it to travel to the nearby planet Earth.  He had made arrangements for his friends Bilik and Dekarg to help him out.  At the appointed time his cronies arrived and they set off.

Bilik was not the most fearless of Ice Warriors, but he had a good mind and a healthy curiosity.  He was slight of frame and rather gangly, while Dekarg was overweight and totally out of shape: but he could always be counted upon in a difficult situation.  On top of that the three Ice Warriors had always been the best of friends and were fiercely loyal to each other.  

The three were an unlikely group for the task of changing the course of the universe, but change it they would.

The sandy-haired Time Lord stepped into the TARDIS and had his breath taken away from him.  He had always had a spot in his hearts for mechanical toys, and there was no greater toy than a TARDIS.  He ran his fingers across the edge of the control panels like a man in love.  His eyes draped over the controls like a mother laying eyes on her new baby for the first time.  His hands reached lovingly for the controls (which he couldn’t comprehend).  He wanted to feel the power of time and space at his fingertips.

The professor slapped his hand forcefully and said, “Don’t touch those!”  The young intern’s heart nearly broke.

The young girl named Boo jumped back and asked, “It’s not safe is it?  I knew it!”

The Professor shook his head and said, “Of course it’s safe young lady,” then looking back at the Doctor to be he continued, “as long as you know what you’re doing.”

The raven-haired boy chuckled to himself.  He was just glad that it was that other fool who was put into his place first.  After all, he had been about reach for the controls too.  Better him than me he thought.

