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Chapter 1 

 

 

Jo Grant huddled inside a fur-trimmed coat, regretting her 
choice of clothes. Despite two pairs of thick tights the desire to 
look fashionable had left her shivering against the cold. She 
looked around at the frosted deck of the car-ferry wondering 
where Mike Yates was – how long could it take to walk round 
the ship? The door to the inside of the ship beckoned her as did 
thoughts of another hot drink. This was not the most glamorous 
of assignments. She searched the deck again but all she could 
see were the forlorn, frosted remnants of a spider’s web 
fluttering in the sea breeze like a forgotten flag. 

When Mike appeared he had his field-glasses raised to his 
eyes as he scanned the dark horizon. He showed no sign of 
rushing so Jo went across. 

“Have you seen anything?” she asked. 

“Nothing. Not a sign of anything out of the ordinary,” Mike 
said. “Even the seagulls have more sense than to be out at this 
time of night.” 

“Night!” Jo said. “Night! It’s almost morning. By the time we 
dock and get off this boat it will be morning.” 

“You’re exaggerating Jo. It’s not yet four o’clock!” 

“And that’s supposed to make me feel better?! Five nights 
now we’ve been catching this boat and nothing has happened 
except I’ve missed not had one decent night’s sleep. How much 



longer do you think we’ll be stuck with this? It’s Christmas next 
week.” 

“Now Jo,” Mike said, “You know that the things we deal with 
don’t celebrate Christmas. I’m sure the Brig knows what he’s 
doing.” 

“Maybe, but I don’t see him on this boat every night.” 

“Why don’t you go back inside and grab a coffee? The 
chaps are playing cards and they’d welcome some company.” 

“I would but the Doctor would never forgive me if I didn’t 
keep watch. Not that there’s anything to watch; I just don’t 
understand how you can lose a whole ferry full of lorries, cars 
and people. It isn’t like this is the middle of the ocean; it’s the 
overnight ferry to the Isle of Wight.” 

Mike could tell Jo was getting frustrated. He un-looped the 
field-glasses and held them out. 

“Why don’t you take a look around?” he said. “Maybe you’ll 
have more luck.” 

Jo shook her head. 

“Thanks for the offer,” she said, “but we both know that 
whatever spirited away the ferry last week isn’t turning up now. I 
can see the harbour lights approaching. I’m going in to warm 
up.” 

With that she turned and made her way through the nearby 
door. 

Mike thought of following; thought of how he would like to 
take her in his arms and warm her as she snuggled against him. 
He shook his head, looped the field-glasses back around his 
neck and walked back to the railings at the side of the deck. 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 2 

 

 

“Miss Grant! Pay attention.” 

Startled Jo sat up straight in her seat. For a moment she 
wasn’t sure where she was then remembered. She, Mike, 
Benton, the Doctor and the Brigadier were in a briefing room at 
the Naval Barracks discussing a detailed map of the Solent. The 
Brigadier was standing, waiting. 

The Doctor leaned forward, and smiled.  

“Come on Jo, stay with us,” he said. 

Jo thought about explaining but instead she sat up straight, 
and tried to think herself awake. 

The Brigadier cleared his throat. 

“As I was saying, the Doctor and Benton have been 
exploring these sea forts to make sure that our old friends the 
Silurians aren’t responsible for the disappearance of the ferry. 
This has allowed us to eliminate here, here and here.” 

As he spoke he used his baton to tap the map in time with 
his words. 

“Meanwhile I arranged for a mini-sub crew to explore the 
entire route that the ferry took.” 



The Doctor leaned back, rubbed his hands together, and 
then spoke. 

“As I said before I don’t believe the Silurians are 
responsible for the missing car-ferry. Their sonic weaponry 
would have left wreckage. We’ve found nothing; the ferry simply 
left the mainland and didn’t arrive. We should be spending more 
time checking other possibilities. For all we know the 
disappearance of the ferry is a unique event. I cannot see any 
point in continuing with these over-night vigils.” 

The Brigadier’s expression darkened. He turned his 
attention full on the Doctor and raised his voice more than was 
necessary given the size of the small table around which they 
were gathered. 

“Thank you for your opinion, Doctor,” the Brigadier said, 
“but until you have another avenue of exploration I still believe 
the best theory for the disappearance of the shipment is the 
Silurians.” 

The Doctor’s half-closed his eyes then opened them wide. 

“Shipment, what shipment? I thought we were looking for a 
missing ship?” he asked. 

The Brigadier paused for several seconds then sat down. 

“We had a UNIT transport on the ferry with four good men 
taking something to the Island.” 

“What sort of something?” the Doctor asked. 

“Alien technology. We’ve got a research centre on the 
Island; useful spot - if there’s a problem the island can be 
isolated. The facility’s inside the cliffs here at Culver Down.” 

He tapped again with his baton indicating a location at the 
eastern side of the Island. 

“It was constructed as an experimental radar station. We 
took it over a few years ago and we’ve a team under Professor 
Standish investigating various pieces of technology.” 



“And where does this technology come from?” the Doctor 
asked. 

“It gets left behind after your alien encounters Doctor. 
Weapons go elsewhere and we send the technical 
paraphernalia to Standish and his team.” 

The Doctor stood, reached across the table and snatched a 
set of papers. 

“These radar records from the night in question, the ones 
showing that the ferry was alone. The records that show a brief 
surge of energy before the ferry vanished off the screens. 
Where were these from?” he asked whilst staring at the 
Brigadier in accusation. 

“From Culver Down,” the Brigadier said. 

“Well I suggest we pay this Professor Standish a visit.” 

With that the Doctor swept away from the table. He turned 
to Jo. 

“Come on Jo, we’ve got a ferry to catch,” he said. 

Jo stirred from her seat, looked at the others and shook her 
head. 

“Great,” she said as she stood up, “back to the ferry!” 



 

 

 

Chapter 3 

 

 

Six hours later Jo found herself making tea in the sort of 
small, utilitarian kitchen that could have been located in any 
military base. They had arrived late afternoon and the Doctor 
had insisted on a tour. Professor Standish, a tall man in his late 
fifties, was happy to oblige. After an hour of looking at a whole 
range of electronic gizmos, Jo had made her excuses and 
volunteered to make some tea. With no idea of when she would 
get some proper rest, and her head still pounding, she added a 
dose of painkillers to her cup and then placed the drinks on the 
table. She was putting the milk away when the Doctor and the 
Professor returned. 

“All rather impressive, given the limited technology 
available,” she heard the Doctor say. 

“I appreciate the opportunity to share my work with such a 
learned colleague,” Standish said. 

Jo was surprised that the Professor hadn’t taken offense at 
the Doctor’s rather patronising tone. Much though she cared for 
him, the Doctor did have a knack of talking down to people. 

They drank their tea and Jo tried hard to look interested as 
the conversation moved on to waveforms and energy 
modulations. 

“And now,” Standish said, his voice much louder than it had 
been, “let me show you the heart of my laboratory – the 
Advanced Scanning Nexus!” 



With that he led them to a control room. He flicked some 
switches and a small screen lit up to show what looked to Jo like 
an advanced radar display. 

“Fascinating!” the Doctor said. 

Standish grinned. 

“There’s more to see. Why don’t you open the inspection 
hatch below the screen?” he asked. 

The Doctor flicked a catch and pulled open a small panel 
the size of a folded newspaper. Inside Jo glimpsed a silver 
cylindrical device with a circle of blue lights adorning one end. 

The Doctor stood back as though he had received an 
electric shock. He started to speak as he turned to face 
Standish. 

“Why, that looks like a…” 

The Doctor fell silent. 

Jo turned her attention to Professor Standish who had 
stepped back to the side of the room and was now brandishing 
a strange device in his right hand and pointing it at the Doctor. 

“A flux compensator from a TARDIS?” asked Standish. 
“Well it is; it’s from my TARDIS!” 

As he spoke he reached up to his collar using his other 
hand. He fiddled with something Jo couldn’t see and then 
appeared to shimmer, and was replaced by the Master! 

“Yes, Doctor. We meet again, only this time you haven’t got 
your UNIT friends to save you.” 

“What do you want?” the Doctor asked. 

“Want?” the Master asked. “I want to summon my TARDIS 
and get away from this benighted planet. The military can be so 
useful giving me access to the power I needed and an antenna 
to allow me to send a homing signal. I activated the Nexus but it 



resonated with something aboard that wretched car-ferry. I tried 
to compensate but instead managed to send the ferry into a 
hyperspace fissure and destroy half my equipment. It’s taken 
me until now to complete repairs.” 

Jo looked at the Master who seemed more frantic than 
usual. His normal controlled and confident tone replaced by an 
excited jabber. His eyes were also unfocussed. 

The Master continued. 

“I would give you the pleasure of watching me summon my 
TARDIS before I dispose of you. This time though…” 

He paused. 

“This time, though--” his voice trailed away as he collapsed 
dropping the compressor as he fell. 

“Quick Jo,” the Doctor said. “Grab that infernal device while 
I find out what’s wrong with him.” 

Jo picked up the compressor as the Doctor examined the 
Master. 

“If I didn’t know better,” the Doctor said, “I’d say he had 
been drugged or poisoned.” 

Jo had a moment of realisation. 

“The tea!” she said. “He drank the wrong tea! I’d put some 
pain killers in my cup, they’re much stronger than normal ones, 
that’s why I was so woozy earlier when the Brigadier was 
talking.” 

The Doctor looked at Jo. 

“My people are rather sensitive to certain analgesics. You’re 
lucky you didn’t kill him.” He paused, “You know Jo I’ve had an 
idea.” 

The Doctor went over to the controls and made various 
adjustments before pressing a grey button. A high-pitched 



ringing emerged from the flux compensator. It got louder and 
louder and threatened to give Jo yet another headache. The 
noise stopped to be replaced by an explosion as smoke 
billowed from several places around the console. 

The Doctor rushed to the radar screen and pointed. 

“Look Jo, there. It’s the ferry! I’ve re-phased the modulation 
of the tachyon stream and pulled the ship out of the hyperspace 
fissure. With any luck the passengers and crew won’t know a 
thing has happened.” 

“Well done Doctor!” Jo said. 

“Yes, well done indeed,” the Master said. 

The Doctor and Jo both looked round as the Master he 
retrieved the flux compensator and pressed one of the blue 
lights twice. 

“We shall meet again.” 

With that the Master vanished. 

The Doctor stood and thought for a few moments then 
spoke. 

“Come on Jo, we’d better update the Brigadier. If we’re 
lucky we can get back to the mainland in time for some supper.” 

Jo followed him as he swept away. 

“Do we have to get that ferry again?” she called after him. 
“I’d be happy to wait for a helicopter…” 

Her voice faded into the distance leaving the empty 
laboratory in silence. 

 

 

THE END 


