The Doctor was alone in the console room when he felt a stirring in the back of his mind.  It was so faint and gone so quickly, he easily convinced himself it was just his mind playing tricks on him again.  It had been many years since the Time War, and rather like a limb that has been amputated, The Doctor still felt the occasional ‘phantom pains’ where the rest of Time Lord society used to exist in his mind.  He was used to these ghosts by now and it didn’t cause his hands to falter even once in their repairs of his beloved TARDIS.

He quickly immersed himself in his repairs and had nearly forgotten about the incident when it happened a second time.  That little pinpoint of light in his mind was stronger this time, as if it was trying to shed light into a darkened room by throwing the door wide open, rather than creeping unnoticed into it.  The Doctor’s hands froze mid-yank, his mind racing through the implications of what this contact meant all the while desperately hoping it wouldn’t disappear.  He finished yanking the cable he’d been tugging on and scrambled out from under the console of the TARDIS, spare bits and bobs scattering themselves across the floor as he righted himself.  He paid them no heed, his hands already dancing across the controls as he instructed his ship to throw caution to the wind and pull out all the stops on its journey towards that glowing beacon in his mind.  The Doctor ran a shaky hand through his hair, causing it to stand up even more so than normal before punching the last few buttons, his mind urging his faithful ship to fly faster than she’d ever flown before.  
Instead of leaping into the vortex at The Doctor’s command, the TARDIS made a displeased grinding noise, locked the time rotor in the down position, and refused to budge from the warm, sandy beach they had landed on the day before.

The Doctor pushed the launch sequence again.

The TARDIS continued to remain where it was.

He flicked a few more switches and tried the sequence again.

Again, nothing happened.
The Doctor picked up the mallet and banged on a few of the usual circuits, but with no new results.

He was in the middle of pulling out a much larger mallet with a much harder head when an image of the cable he had been pulling just a few moments prior appeared in his mind.  Of course!  He’d been repairing one of the rotor control conduits that had been damaged recently when Donna(?) had bet that the TARDIS couldn’t run a lap around the Andromeda Galaxy in “less than 12 parsec’s” and he proceeded to explain why that statement was erroneous (he suspected that the TARDIS blew the conduit just to shut him up), when he ended up thoroughly distracted by what was appearing on in his head.  The Absent-Minded Time Lord flipped a few more switches and set the TARDIS to temporarily run on one of its redundant control systems.

The time rotor made an unhappy CHUNK-chunk-WHIRRRRR noise as it began to receive and process the power it began to receive from the little-used redundant systems.  “It’ll just be until I track down this new…thing,” he cooed, stroking the column above the console, “Scout’s honor.”  Held up three fingers like a good little boy scout and grinned cheekily.

“You were never a boy scout,” the TARDIS shot at him, amusement coloring the words in his mind.  “You owe me for this.”

“Quite right, too,” he chuckled, and went about launching the TARDIS towards the entity they both knew shouldn’t exist.
