
Lawful Wedded Wife~ ~

It was a month since Jo had had a proper bath, a decent
meal or a fresh pair of knickers. The appeal of hacking
through virgin Amazon jungle in search of foodstuffs that
could ease the world hunger crisis was beginning to pall -
as was the appeal of her brand-new husband.

At first it had been fun. The smirk of understanding from
the registrar in Cardiff when they'd told him they had to be
married straight away. The night flight to South America,
holding hands as moonlit clouds drifted beneath the plane.
Purchasing equipment - how they'd laughed at each
other's pith helmets, simultaneously breaking into 'Mad
Dogs And Englishmen'! And that first night alone in the
tent, strange insects pattering on the canvas outside, when
she had said, 'Some couples go to Niagara Falls for their
honeymoon, you know!' 'I'll give you Niagara Falls, young
lady!' Cliff had growled, pouncing ...

Now, four weeks into married life and removed from
civilisation, the phrase 'Some couples go to Niagara Falls... ',
repeated whenever she slipped in the ever-present greenish
mud or a tarantula
dropped into the
evening pot of stew,
had gone from tease
to mild reproach. She
was conscious, too, of
missing the Doctor,
especially as she
knew she might
never see him again.
He was theoretically
attached to UNIT, of
course, but by the
time they emerged
from the jungle -
provided Cliff didn't
decide to stay here
and start a health
farm to teach the
natives about
roughage - he could
be anywhere in space or time. As she composed jokey
postcards to him in her head, she couldn't help an
occasional treacherous wish for the blue police-box to
appear, wheezing and incongruous, on the bank of the
turgid river and whisk her away.

It was strange that she should miss the Doctor, as his worst
traits seemed to be represented by Cliff. She was sick of
trailing behind him as he checked his compass and cut a
path, of getting left behind by his long legs, of making
admiring noises when he lectured on flora and fauna. His
field of knowledge was certainly vast, but she still resented
what she took to be a patronising tone. It was all very well
kow-towing as Assistant Scientific Adviser, but as lawful
wedded wife she found her old position of straight man
hard to bear. Cliff seemed to enjoy playing Jungle Boy,
chopping at stray vines with the machete and burrowing
among tree-roots in search of edible fungus. Certainly after
the first few days they hadn't needed to rely on their
rations of biscuit and soya protein, but the stews of
mushrooms, berries and bark, however nourishing, tasted
peculiar at best and indescribable at worst.

'There's no point feeding the world's population if they
won't touch the stuff with a barge-pole,' [o pointed out at
dinner.

'If you'd wanted to bring a spice rack you should have
said so,' replied her husband. She was ready to snap back,
but laughed dutifully instead. Oh hooray, corny jokes - yet
another way in which he resembled the Doctor.

[o lay awake that night, too hot and sweaty to sleep. She
had moved her camp bed next to the tent-flap to combat the
claustrophobic stuffiness, but it was just as bad outside.
Although unexplained noises from the jungle still startled
her she had given up disturbing Cliff, who would pat her
reassuringly and identify the sound as a spider-monkey or
macaw. She tried to shut them out by humming to herself
and fixing her eyes on the phosphorescent blue glow
coming from the front pocket of her rucksack - the Doctor's
wedding present. He had spoken of its soothing influence,
but it didn't seem to be having much effect on her
marriage. When, apparent ages later, she felt a draught on
the back of her neck, she turned over to take advantage of it
and confronted a large spotted animal standing half inside
the tent. Its compact body and powerful, huge-pawed front
legs filled the flap, while its eyes caught what light there
was and reflected dull green. [o didn't need Cliff's help to
identify a jaguar.

Her first instinct was to scream and scream again. You
screamed at the terror - the Dalek, the Drashig - and the
Doctor made it all right. But the Doctor wasn't here, and
when she risked turning to look at Cliff she saw he was
awake but frozen, not even breathing. Then the jaguar's
back legs came in, and [o could see its tail flicking angrily
as it glared at her, mouth slightly open.
'Nice pussy,' she whispered ridiculously. 'Good cat,' It was
obviously deciding whether or not to spring, shuffling its
forefeet with their wicked claws. An idea came to [o and
she reached slowly, silently for her pack. As her arm
stretched out and the big eat's gaze tracked it she saw
herself facing all the old dangers again, Autons and
dinosaurs and maggots-oh-my, and each time screaming,
screaming. She blushed in the darkness. The buzz of the zip
opening made the jaguar narrow its eyes and crouch, but
after half a second's frantic fumbling the Metebelan crystal
was in her hand and she held it confidentlyin front of the
animal's muzzle. The green stare shifted from her face to
the stone, and the pupils narrowed like a eat's in the sun.
Gradually the beat of the tail slowed and stopped. The
jaguar blinked in a puzzled manner and began to step
daintily backwards until its nose disappeared through the
triangular gap. [o only heard a few padded footfalls before
the sound was lost in the other nocturnal rustlings.



The Doctor would have said something like 'Well done,
Jo!You handled that big pussycat pretty well!' Cliff, on the
other hand, leaped over still mummified in his sleeping bag
and wrapped trembling arms around her.
'My God, [o!' he said, 'I thought if I moved it would go for
you. I couldn't do a thing:

'It's all right now, it's gone: she said kindly, savouring
her chance to be the reassuring, resourceful one.

'You know, when I first met you I thought you were a
loveable, fluffy little thing who needed a big strong man to
protect her. How wrong I was: he grinned, 'You're a real
Amazon!' This time her laugh was genuine and delighted.
The next morning they emerged into an open clearing for
the first time. It was glorious to see the sky unhindered by
creepers and massive trees. They followed the river path,
able to walk side by side for once. Once a tapir lumbered

out of the jungle, regarded them with shock for a moment,
then turned tail. A sound of rushing water increased
gradually, making [o think longingly of clear springs - the
muddy river water, boiled and purified with chlorine
tablets, had been her only way of maintaining fluid levels
since the beginning of the adventure. Then they rounded a
turn in the path and found themselves at the top of a
dizzying waterfall. A hazy rainbow was formed by the
droplets thrown into the air, while continuous thunder
accompanied the rolling water which foamed white as it
crashed at the bottom. Cliff took her hand and pointed.
'There: he said, 'Niagara Falls!'
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