Name: Abigail “Abby” Rho Jones
Gallifreyan Name: Rho

Species: Gallifreyan

Age: 18
Background: Her parents were exiled Time Lords.  She grew up on her parents TARDIS.  She has spent most of her life travelling throughout time and space with her parents.  Her parents taught her a lot about her biology, where she came from, how to guard/unguard her mind and feel the Time Lords in her head, how to regenerate, how to see along the time lines, etc.
Current Situation: It’s been a year (in her personal timeline) since her parents left to go fight in the time war.  They were worried about her safety so they refused to let her go with, and instead set her up with lodging and money in the 22nd century.  She doesn’t know that her family and species has been destroyed.

1. Doctor feels another mind.

a. Unsure if it’s real

b. Happens again, races to find it.

i. Technical Difficulties
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 brain 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 head.  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 from these little-used 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.
2. Abby’s perspective.
a. Dear Diary
b. Dip a toe in the pool…

c. …before jumping all the way in.

d. There’s only one left?!
13 April 2156

“It’s been a year.  A whole YEAR.  I never thought they’d be gone so long.  How long should a war through time really take?  You’d think that when it was over, they’d come back as soon as they left.
But they didn’t.

And it’s been 365 Earth days since they haven’t returned.

Had lunch with Eko and Sarah today.  Paul ran into us halfway through, and joined us for dessert.  Meeting up with the usual crowd tonight.  Andy turns 23 today, and I plan on wearing my “look at my ass” jeans at the pub.  Maybe I’ll even make a move on Matty.  Who knows.
I miss my parents.

Abby sighed as she closed her diary.  Tonight was the one-year anniversary of her parents running off to fight in some stupid “Time War”, and she was determined not to let it get her down.  It wasn’t Andy’s fault his birthday was on a wholly inconvenient day for her.  She rolled off her bed and stashed her diary in her safe with the rest of the belongings from her parents.  At least the outside was small enough to fit in her closet…
She showered, got dressed, styled her hair, and put on a dusting of makeup before realizing it was only 5:30p.  She didn’t have to leave until 8p.  Frustrated, she wandered around her flat mindlessly tidying up and re-arranging things that didn’t exactly need to be re-arranged.  When she finished her unneeded tidying she plopped down on her couch and flipped on the telly.  

The commercial that came up was an early Mother’s Day advert for the local jewelry store.

Of course, she thought, even the TV is trying to bring me down.  Thanks, Mr. TV Jerks!
With a sigh, Abby flicked the TV back off and tossed the remote on the couch next to her.  She checked the clock again, despite knowing that only 15 minutes had passed since the last time she checked, and let out an exasperated breath of air.  Despite having a fantastic sense of time, sometimes it just crawled along, too slowly for words.  8:00 felt like it would never arrive.

She shot one last glare at the silent TV and rose to her feet.  She had just over two hours to kill, and her frustration and worry over her parents was quickly turning into a finely focused anger.  The gloves had come off, and it was time to play hardball.
She walked slowly down the hall as she mentally psyched herself up for what she was about to do.  It wasn’t like she hadn’t done this many times since she was a little girl, but this was her first time doing it alone.  And she was a little nervous.  She crossed the threshold into her room and shut the door.   She sat down on the bed, trying to get comfortable, gave up and flopped onto her back.  Finally, she felt she was ready.
Abby closed her eyes and began to concentrate.  It had been a while since she tried to sense out other Time Lords, and she wasn’t sure how her presence in the collective would be received.  Slowly, cautiously, she began to let her mind open up.  She visualized a door with many locks on it, each one needing to be addressed before she could open it.  Each lock required a different key, and each key had been scattered within her mind.  It was like a scavenger hunt.
Eventually, all but one of the locks had been taken care of.  
