“Why don’t people notice the TARDIS when it appears in strange places?” Ben asked as they walked away from the police box. 

“This isn’t a strange place,” Donna answered. “It’s London.”

“It’s strange to me,” Ben replied, looking around at the traffic on Westminster Bridge. There were familiar landmarks around him, places that had stood before his own time and would stand for far longer than Donna’s time. But they all seemed closed in by new buildings and the cars, buses, lorries with their internal combustion engines were startling to him, even though Donna had showed him something called ‘videos’ that prepared him for the twenty-first century. 

“Besides,” he added. “The TARDIS wasn’t here a few minutes ago. Now it is. Don’t people wonder about that?”

“It has a Somebody Else’s Problem Field on it,” The Doctor answered light-heartedly. “Even if someone walked into and broke his nose he would carry on walking and not worry about it.”  
Donna laughed. She got the cultural reference to Somebody Else’s Problem. Ben didn’t understand.

“It’s the same as people in posh clothes walking past beggars and not seeing them, because they’re somebody else’s problem,” she explained to Ben. “It’s not very nice, really.” 

“No, it isn’t,” The Doctor agreed. “It taps into the selfishness of most sentient beings. But it’s useful for me.”

“That woman isn’t ignoring the TARDIS,” Ben pointed out as he looked back at the police box again. The Doctor turned and noticed the woman who had walked right up to it and was touching it carefully, feeling for the faint vibrations that were always present even when the TARDIS was stationary. Then he sprinted towards her. Ben and Donna watched as the woman jumped back away from him at first, then after a rather hurried explanation, accompanied by hand gesticulations she hugged him enthusiastically. 

When the hugging was done, he brought her by the hand to meet his friends. 

“Donna Noble, Ben Carpenter, I want you both to meet Miss Tegan Jovanka, an old friend of mine. Well, when I say old, I don’t mean to imply… it’s been a lot longer for me than for her, of course…”
The Doctor seemed to be having a lot of trouble with his social skills just then. Donna was surprised. She had seen him holding his own at diplomatic conferences. But he was  totally undone by this chance meeting. 

“Hello,” Tegan said, shaking Donna and Ben by the hand. “You’re hanging out with him these days, are you? I used to do that years ago. He was different then. But… maybe not so different, in some ways.”
“We should take notes,” Donna told her. “Travels with The Doctor. Maybe we ought to write a book.” 
“Would anyone believe us?” she answered with a laugh. Donna decided she liked Tegan. Ben smiled at her, but seemed suddenly shy. The Doctor got his act together and asked if she was busy.
“We’re going to Downing Street,” he said. “I didn’t specify how many friends I was bringing along. If you’d like to join us in lunch with the Prime Minister….” 

“I was just going for a sandwich,” she answered. “Lunch with Harriet Jones would be… wow. Yes, sure. Some of the scrapes you got me in, I reckon you owe me a VIP lunch.” 
He offered her his arm. Donna took Ben’s as the four of them continued the walk from Westminster Bridge, past Westminster where The Doctor looked up at Big Ben and smiled inscrutably before checking his watch and noting that the clock was two minutes slow. Then they turned down Parliament Street, past all the grand government buildings and the cenotaph. The Doctor showed his psychic paper to the policeman on duty at the security gate across the entrance to Downing Street itself. He winced slightly as the policeman saluted him, but they were all four of them allowed to pass, and when they reached Number Ten, the door was opened immediately. The policeman there saluted The Doctor, too…..
