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references to established events--i.e. not so nuch character devel opment as
character supplenment to what is established in the show | wanted to give
the main characters in ny story some depth, while at the sane tine,
expanding on the K/7 pairing. This was originally a script idea | had
thought of a long while ago, but | recently read that soneone had al ready
pitched a very simlar idea |ast year--which turned into "The Raven."

Having said _all_ this, | accept all constructive criticisns, granmati cal
to stylistic. | will accept the good, the bad, and the ugly--however
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find out is the stylistic things that m ght have bothered any reader. And
if certain scenes 'didn't work', being too long, too short, whatever you

t hought was the problem Those who have received feedback fromne on their

stories know how picky | can be. Be as 'ruthless' tome! | can't learn if
| don't know what |'m doing wong! To lurkers--Lurk no nore! 1'd love to
hear fromyou. In any case, whoever you are, if you |liked or disliked the
story, please give at |east one (big/detail ed) reason. | hope | did al
the posting details right. |If not, tell ne.

Pl ease emai| feedback to: Richard chu@anada.com
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It had taken Seven quite a long tine to grasp the ability to harness the
enptiness of her mind. To her, it was a difficult paradox to understand
that one could utilize the quiet of a mind that |acked a collective
authoritative voice. It was an under-utilization of a vital resource,

| eaving roomonly for inefficiency, irrelevancy, and usel essness.

Tuvok, however, had rem nded her several tines that the ability to evoke
the benefits of a calmmnd was the first step required to attain contro
over the enmptions that could erupt fromthe enptiness that acconpanied
human individuality. Wat nost woul d consider an irony comng froma

Vul can, Tuvok expressed as a logical fact, that rationalizing enption was
not the nost effective way of controlling it. Seven had to |learn to accept
her human sensibilities in order to control them which was why Tuvok had
convinced her to undergo a variety of Vulcan neditations neant to devel op
enoti onal control

Eyes closed, arns raised in prayer-like position, hands cl asped together
with index fingers pointing upwards, and cross-legged on the floor, Seven
and Tuvok sat solemnly, opposite each other between Tuvok's nediation |anmp.
Li ke every eveni ng session, The atnosphere was cal mand dark, with only
the slight flicker of the |lanp providing any dom nant visual stinulation
The lanmp's flame wagging in the air served as the sole stinmuli to evoke
the internal fire that was being prepared to be harnessed.

After an indeterm nate amount of time, Tuvok began the neditation. "Mai
ntaining your internal calm slowy begin to gaze at the flanme."

Fol |l owi ng the notions of previous neditations, she slowly opened her

bi ol ogi cal eye. After allow ng Seven a nonent to conplete his instruction,
he continued, "Stay fixed on the flame. Do not analyze. Chserve. See the

flow of the flame, howit sways with the currents of the air, the brilliant
hues of col our as you look fromthe centre to the periphery of the flane.
See its slow, fluctuating symetry. "



She continued to foll ow Tuvok's instruction to the letter, noting, as best
she humanly coul d, the various conponents of the flame. Tuvok continued
only after seeing Seven's attentive conpliance. "Now that you have seen
the real flane, close your eye and recreate the inmage in the enptiness of
your mnd."

"It is done."

"Control the flame. Let it be the nmetaphor of your enotions. Your
enmotions fuel it. Let the predom nant enotion keep the flanme alive."

Seven's flane flickered abruptly before returning to its tranquil state.

Undeterred by her nonentary flash, Seven responded, "I have it."
"Let one enotion be the fuel. Let another be the suppressant.”
"I have it," Seven repeated. "It is flowing... breathing... perfect.”

Tuvok | et Seven continue her nonentary control before continuing, "Now,
slowy and steadily nagnify the enptions, while nmaintaining your control.
Do not let the enotions overwhel myou."

The cal m orange-dom nant flame began to turn an efficient, rich blue, with
the flane maintaining its size. Seven reported confidently, "It is done."

"Keep the flanme constant. Do not becone blinded by irrelevant enotions.
Mai ntain control by nmaintaining perspective.”

"Of course.”

But her statenment seened to backfire. The flanme, while maintaining its
bl ue hue, began to grow, and flicker nore vigorously. Tuvok noticed
Seven's probl em as her breath becane shortened. "Wat is happening?"

"The flame is grow ng...becom ng uncontrollable...brighter...larger..."
Seven report ed.

"Regain equilibrium Let the suppressant enmerge. Focus on control..."

"lI...l cannot...
singed mind. "It's going to..
nmedi tation

she stuttered, the flanme enconpassing the corners of her
" Seven cut herself off, breaking the

Tuvok | owered his arms, sighing in Vulcan displeasure. "Wat went w ong?"

"I lost control,"” she said in frustration.

It had not been the first tine. |In fact, every single neditation for the
past two nonths ended with Seven losing control. The frustrating part for
Seven was that every neditati on was exactly the same. Tuvok had told her
however, that while the ritual nmay be the same, it was the interna
difference that mattered, and that even if she was unsuccessful in previous
attenpts, it was not necessarily for the same reason. "Wat did you | ose
control over?"

"It was...fear. Fear was the flame, and confidence was the suppressant.”



"It is nost inpressive that you have been able to distinguish between the
two," Tuvok commented. "However, fear is one of the nore prinordia
enotions. "

"So then | should be able to control it.

"On the contrary; fear, when mixed with other enotions, becones
increasingly difficult to harness."

"But | did not mx enotions."
Tuvok raised a brow, "Didn't you?"
Seven tilted her head in confusion. "Explain."

"Fear and confidence are essentially two different enotional responses.

The forner is fundanental, instinctive, while the latter, is necessarily
cultured and devel oped. Like all enptions, fear and confidence have nany
different contexts, which produce respectively different types. Each of
these types of fear requires a relevant type of confidence to cope with or
elimnate the particular fear. | surmise that tonight, you supplemented an
i nappropriate type of confidence to control a specific fear, which led to
your |oss of control."

Under st andi ng Tuvok's expl anation, Seven asked the next |ogical question,
"How do | gain this conprehensive understanding of ny enotions?"

"From experi ence and training."
"Then let nme try again."

"No, " Tuvok ordered. "You nust rest and reflect, as you have done every
ni ght since we began this exercise. You nmust learn to intuit your
experiences and live with these new nonents. Only then can you attain the
bal ance between intellect and enotion."

"Very well," Seven replied as Tuvok reached for the |anp. As Tuvok bl ew
out the lanp, the room darkened further, with only the stars to illumnate
the room She | ooked at her surroundings and realized she was reliving the
turnmoil present within her during the nmeditation. As she |ooked around to
regai n her bearings, she noticed each object in the roomcarrying its own
di stinct shadow, each having a corner eclipsed. She closed her inplanted
eye and observed with inperfect vision. The uncertainty of what an object
was, the invisible qualities that she could not ascertain, led her to fee
a certain kind of fear. But she could not deduce what kind of fear it was.
She opened her ocul ar inplant and her fear dissipated. Before |eaving his
quarters, Seven turned to Tuvok and remarked, "Thank you, Tuvok. Good
ni ght."

"CGood ni ght, Seven."

She wal ked out of his quarters and headed for the turbolift. As she

wal ked, Seven thought about the fear that she could not control. She
scoffed off her confusion nonentarily as she enphasi zed the thought, "I
fear nothing.' But throwi ng aside fear was not the answer. The events of
the evening had brought her to question herself, "Wy did the fear becone
uncontrol  abl e? What do | have nost to fear?



khkkhkkhkkkkkkk*k

"Vorik, have you finished transferring navigational control fromthe
jel packs to the backup isolinear circuitry?" Torres asked.

"Yes, lieutenant."”

"Cood," Torres uttered tiredly. The entire engineering crew had been
wor ki ng for two days straight transferring all the systens to the backup
circuitry to performan upgrade of the bio-neural jelpacks. Wile they
still had a long way to go, they were nearing the end of this first, slow
part of the task, and Torres allowed herself to loosen up a bit. It was
either that or blow up at sonmeone, but she knew better than that. There
were still at least three major steps before they would be finished. She
could blow up later. Qut of curiousity, Torres asked, "Conputer, tinme?"

"Current tinme is 0016 hours."

She had been at it for over 14 hours. It was really getting tinme to quit
for the day. She had yet another full day's work ahead, well, actually
three, but she didn't want to think that for ahead yet. 'Just go step by
step,' she reminded herself. It was the nost efficient way. 'Besides,'
she thought, 'it keeps that Borg out of my Engi neering.

Since it was a routine job for the Engineering crew, Torres had stated that
Seven's assi stance was not required. B elanna was actually quite surprised
when Chakotay had agreed to her request to keep Seven out of the way, but
it wasn't unconditional. She could feel the pressure Chakotay was putting
on her, the nonent she tried to disassociated herself from Seven. Maybe it
was her |ane excuse that 'the guys couldn't keep their eyes of Seven' that
gave her away, but B elanna felt a cold sternness in Chakotay's eyes from
her refusal to assign Seven. It was a |ook that she found hauntingly

fam liar, pronpting her to realize that she was being put under the gun.

Getting back to the job, Torres ordered, "Vorik, just finish securing al
the systems we've transferred today, and |leave the rest. W'IlIl do the rest
t onorr ow nor ni ng. "

"You nean, this norning."

Annoyed at Vorik's Vulcan logic, "Yes, later this norning." Saying it made
her all the nore tired. Not wasting any tine she started novi ng towards
the door, "Well, good 'norning Vorik."

"Sleep well Lieutenant.”

*kkkkkhkxk*x

As soon as she entered her Cargo Bay, Seven wal ked towards the conputer
consol e near her alcove to performprelimnary tasks to prepare for the
work she planned to do later in the day. As she started, a part of her
rationalized that all the prelimnary research was a slow process. Wile
the computer could display information quickly, she could only access a
limted amount of information at a tine. She had nodified the console to
display five different screens of information at a time, all of which was
easily processed by her ocular inplant. But it was still a detached



process. The conputer outputted information. She inputted it. It was
reci procal, not unified. This inefficiency left a |arge portion of her
m nd open to 'inefficiencies.

Despite her realization of this fact, her enotions neverthel ess energed.
She felt envious. While pushing the buttons and nenorizing the
information on the screens, a part of her wanted to be the console. It had
sonet hing that she did not: perfection. The console had instantaneous
access to the conputer core, to the heart of the ship, the centre of
function. Every console aboard the ship had the singular purpose to serve
the core, being the conduits of information. There was no confusion and no
uncertainty. It worked or it didn't. It was all or nothing, and Seven
desired to have that perfection once again

This lack of perfection nade her feel confused. Ever since she realized

she had lost her link to the Collective, Seven had begun to carry doubts
about herself. Wthout the ability to access perfect information, she

could not attain any perfect outcone. Errors would appear, inadequa hea accDO Srs w6 0



"Ensign Kimis in his quarters."

She regai ned sonme control when she suddenly becane frustrated. Wiy is he
not respondi ng? Maintaining the string of rationality left in her, she
demanded, "Conputer, what is Ensign Ki mdoing?"

The Comput er beeped negatively, "Access denied. That information requires
Il evel 5 security clearance to bypass privacy protocols."

She was about to use her Borg experience to plow through Voyager's
primtive security protocols, when she decided it was nore efficient to
simply go to the Ensign's quarters. Her anger and frustration, being the
strongest support for her franme of mind, allowed her to put up an exterior
of cool calm After wal king out of the Cargo Bay, into the corridor, and
stepping into a Turbolift, Seven demanded, "Deck six."

Once the lift reached its destination, she wal ked out and down the
corridor, heading towards Ensign Kims quarters. As she got closer to his
quarters, she began to hear a strange string of sounds. It wasn't |ike any
mechani cal noi se she had heard before. It wasn't the noise she could hear
coming fromthe power conduits, or the sounds of the environnental systens.
It had an irregular rhythm and the tones fluctuated in accordance to the
rhythm In front of Ensign Kims quarters she could get a clearer depth of

the sounds. It had a deep, rich hollow aspect to it that sounded al nost
organically based. Despite the oddity, it was nonethel ess strangely
conpel |'i ng.

Her anger and confusion dissipated as the tones and rhythnms eased her m nd.

She was getting used to hearing the sounds until the sounds ended
unharnmoni ously. After it had stopped for a nonent, she took the
opportunity to chinme the door. There was a pause. She was about to ring
agai n, when she heard a frustrated, "Cone in."

She wal ked in and found herself in a roomthat was only half lit. She
turned to her left to find the lighted area focused on the Ensign who was
out of uniform He was holding a long black instrunent that had shiny
nmetallic elenents scattered throughout. He was reading a | arge PADD
mounted on a stand. He didn't |ook too happy, frustrated nore like it.

And, he wasn't showi ng signs of enbarrassnent, a characteristic she had
come to expect fromhim He was certainly concentrating. But, after

| ooki ng up to acknow edge whoever had entered his quarters, he diverted his
concentration to the person who had wal ked in, "H, Seven."

"CGood evening, Ensign."

Thi nki ng that whatever had brought Seven to his quarters would probably
take up sone time to work on, Harry decided to stop practicing. WalKking
towar ds Seven, he ordered, "Computer, full lights."

As the room bri ghtened, Seven got a better ook at the instrunent Harry was
hol di ng. Maintaining her focus on the instrunent she asked, "Ensign, what
is this?"

"Ch, it's aclarinet. |It's a nusical instrunment."

"And it's purpose?”



Casual ly, Harry answered, "For nme, it's enjoynent. | get sone satisfaction
fromplaying a catchy tune. It's a formof entertainnent for nyself."

"I'f you get satisfaction fromit, why did you |l ook frustrated when | first
came in?"

Smirking at the irony, "Like anything, before you can enjoy it, you have to
get used to it."

"Explain."

"Well, it takes practice to tap your inmmgination, and to be able to express
it well. You need to first know how to read nmusic, then you have to | earn
how to play an instrunent. 1It's that process of getting to understand the

musi c, get the feelings expressed in the nusic, and | earning to express

them properly with a nusical instrument that can be frustrating at tines,
because we don't al ways have enough experience in performng the nusic..."

Harry was trailing off for some reason and Seven was noticing this. She
had known, since the first tinme she met him that Harry's eyes said a | ot
about his disposition. Wien his pupils dilated, clearly he was feeling
attraction towards her body. When he squinted he was either concentrating
or under pressure. Here, his eyes were noving quickly, undirected at any
one object, but noving fromone object to another. Not to nmention the fact
that he wasn't |ooking at her while he gave his last answer. Vocali zing
her observations, Seven stated, "Ensign, you seem..unfocused."

Squi nting, Harry asked, "Wat do you nean?"

"You seemto be trying to divert nmy attention.”

Slightly anazed she was able to detect that, and annoyed that he was
failing to change to subject, he resorted to ignorance, "I don't know what
you' re tal king about."

In a condescendi ng di sposition Seven stated, "Ensign. | have becone

i ncreasingly accustoned to your behaviour. | amsure that you are indeed
trying to keep sonething fromne."

In a stern voice Harry replied, "Well, | guess | am But, 1'd rather not
talk about it." In explicitly trying to change the subject, Harry asked,
"So, what brings 'you' here?"

"I felt the need for...conmpany."

"Feeling a bit lonely down in Cargo Bay Two?"

Quietly, yet frankly, Seven replied, "Yes."

He was taken back a bit by the blunt answer. Enpathizing with her, he |let
his guard down a little. There was no point in getting Seven frustrated if
she was already. It just wasn't the right thing to do. Trying to break
the static atnosphere, he noved towards the replicator to get sonething to

drink. Qut of courtesy he asked Seven, "Want anything to drink?"

"No. ..thank you."



He nodded in acknow edgenent and sniled slightly in instinctive reaction to
a courteous response. He turned back to the replicator, "Conputer, cup of
G een Tea."

A string of acknow edgi ng beeps, with a humand a visible amal gamati on of
energy and |ight, produced a snall teacup filled with a steam ng, |ight
green liquid. Carefully holding the cup in the palmof his hand, he noved
towards the sofa and sat down, "So, what's up?"

" Up?"
"Yeah, how are things going? Wat brings you to ny quarters?”
"I was contenplating my existence."

"Hmm what about ?"

"It is difficult to explain."

Assunming this was one of the first times Seven had opened up to anyone,
Harry said in a caring voice, "Take your time. You don't have to feel
compel l ed to say anything you feel unconfortable saying."

"Confort is irrele..."

Seven cut herself off. Her internal struggle was resurfacing again, and
she was trying to get rid of it, but she didn't know how. She cl osed her
eyes in concentration. Harry, noticing this, asked, "Seven, are you
alright?"

She paused, unable to give an answer. Sonething inside her was trying to
convi nce herself that she was alright but every fibre in her being said
ot herwi se. She | eaned on the back of a chair and uttered in anguish, "No."

Getting concerned, "Want to go to Sickbay? You feeling okay?"

The word 'feeling' made her burst out in deep frustration, "No! But...l
don't know what |'mfeeling!" Putting her fist over her chest, "There is
something right here that is...unconfortable. | want it to stop...but I
don't know how "

Harry was taken aback by the sudden outburst, as it was very
uncharacteristic fromwhat he was accustoned to experiencing. He had heard
of rumpurs about Seven's threats to the Captain when she first came on
board, but he took that to be a result of her rapid transition fromBorg to
human. ' Maybe that's what's happening to Seven now. .. another transition,'
Harry thought. Feeling a bit out of his |eague, and worried he m ght make
thi ngs worse, he suggested, "Mybe you should talk to the Captain about
this."

"I don't want to talk to the Captain; | want to talk to you."

For a noment, he felt flattered that she trusted hi menough already to cone
to himabout this, but he quickly felt, and felt very strongly, that he
wasn't really qualified to talk about it. He thought about directing her
to Tuvok, but quickly realized that Tuvok was the | ast person to tal k about
personal matters. To Tuvok, they were just unnecessarily enotional and



illogical. Not trying to push Seven away, he did his best trying to help
"Well, uh, what are you thinking about that might be causing
these...feelings to energe?"

"I was contenplating nmy existence."
"COkay...but what part of your existence were you thinking about?"

"My humanity. M/ life as a Borg, and how those two things are
i nconpatible.”

Her face was showing signs of strain again. Trying to keep her tal king,
rather than feeling, Harry stunbled out the question, "Wy are they
i nconpati bl e?"

"Because humanity is inperfect. It is filled with irrelevancies that have
no bearing for a Borg."

"But you are...at least half-human."
Seven glared at Harry for stating such a designation, "I am not HALF of

anything! | amwhole; | amone; I...1 am.." Seven nmunbled the rest, and
broke down to a whine.

Harry stared at Seven's face. It was definitely one filled with enotion.
She was confused. She was scared, sad, angry...in anguish. And to add to

that, she probably didn't even know what she was feeling. Noticing that

she was | eaning ever nore on the chair he insisted, "Seven, | think this is

one of those tinmes where you should sit."

Too weak to argue over a trivial matter, she allowed himto put her arm
over his shoul der and guide her to the sofa. She was visibly tired, or
maybe strained, so he asked, "Wen was the last time you regenerated?”

"24 hours ago."

Getting worried about what to do, he asked, "Is it good enough if you just
sl eep?"

"I do not know. |'ve never 'slept' outside ny alcove."

Harry felt inclined to call the Doctor, except that he felt the Doc wasn't
entirely qualified. Seven was clearly going through a psychol ogi ca
problem and given the Doctor's track record, he didn't want to put Seven
in another potentially devastating situation. He slowy got up to get his

tricorder. Scanning her inplants, he stated, "Well, it |ooks |ike your
inmplants are stable. |'mnot detecting anything out of the ordinary, at
| east that | can tell. Mybe you just need to have your human body rest."

"I've never needed rest before."”
"Well, you've never been through such a deep identity crisis.”
"I's that your diagnosis of my condition?"

Wth an unequi vocal |ook on his face, Harry answered, "Yes, Seven, that's
what | think you're going through.”



"If there are no physical signs of a problem what evidence do you have to
suggest this diagnosis?"

"Well, I"'mnot a Doctor, so | don't knowif |I'mdetecting anything or not."

Looking aim essly in contenplation, and then | ooking into Seven's eyes,
Harry added, "But anyway, let's just say, it's part of what | was trying to
hi de earlier."

She nodded slightly in understanding. Harry closed the tricorder and
decided to sit beside Seven. He stared at the floor, in a nmoment of

t hought, before he | ooked into Seven's tired face, "You know Seven,
everyone goes through sone sort of identity crisis along the way. It's, |
guess, kinda like a Klingon rite of ascension.”

"What is that?"

"It's aritual Klingon children go through to prove to thensel ves that they
are adults. It usually involves a |lot of roaring and being poked with pain
sticks. Personally, I'"'mglad I'"'mnot a Klingon. Anyway, it's a tinme when
they usually chose to become a Klingon warrior and live to fight for
personal honour and glory to the Enpire.”

"And it's rel evance?"

"Well, there are tines in a human's |ife where we have to prove to

oursel ves who and what we are and what we want to be. The only simlarity
to the Klingon version is that it can be just as painful to go through
psychol ogically, and enotionally."

Harry's words reverberated in Seven's mind, calnmng the enotional turnoil
inside her. "I am..surprised that you provided such an accurate di agnosis
of my condition.”

Teasing, Harry said, "Is that a conplinent | hear fromthe all-know ng
Seven of N ne?"

Bei ng nonmentarily calm Seven smiled slightly at Harry's attenpt at hunour.
But she quickly returned to her deep thoughts, "That is the problem
Ensign. | amno longer all-knowing. | amno |onger perfect.”

Al Harry did was pat Seven's shoul der as a gesture to confort her. He
didn't know what else to say. Seven turned to Harry, trying to understand
his action, and | ooked into his face. He smled synpathetically, and that
seenmed enough of an answer for her. Harry got up, and in reaction, Seven
asked worriedly, "Were are you goi ng?"

"Ch, I"'mjust going to get a blanket for you."
"I don't need a blanket. This rooms tenperature is sufficient.”

Shruggi ng his shoul ders conpassionately, "Ckay. |1'll just be at ny desk if
you need anyt hing."

Seven |l aid back down. Harry went around to the back of the desk about to
wite sonething on his conputer termi nal when he noticed Seven just |ying
there with her eyes still open, "Seven, is there anything el se wong?"



"l don't know how to go to sleep. Wen | regenerate in ny alcove | usually
am gi ven a sedative to induce unconsciousness.”

In a different situation he would have chuckled at the 'cultura
differences,' but he instead blinked his eyes in understanding, "Well, just
cl ose your eyes, breathe deeply, and clear your mnd." He was about to say
"just relax' but said, "Don't think or analyze. Just calmyourself down
and focus on your breathing. Slowy breathe in and out..."

It becanme apparent that by the time he had finished 'directing her to

sl eep,’ she had already fallen unconscious. He gazed at her for a few
nmonents, thinking about everything about Seven: her beauty,
intelligence...and her vulnerability. It was her vulnerability that was
forenost on his mind at that point. He sat down and quietly sent out a
message. He ended by giving the voi ce command, "Conputer, encode as
tinme-1apsed nessage. Send at 0700 hours."

*kkkhkkkhkkkkkk*k

The Conputer beeped loudly, ending the wake up alarm by stating, "Current
time is 0650 hours."

A sad whine fromunder a pillow was the first sign of life from B El anna.

"It's not fair; it's not fair' she thought. O course fairness had
nothing to do with it, but she felt the need to find sone excuse for her
current predicament. |It's not that she didn't feel she could handle the
responsibility for every single chip, conduit, and panel of the ship, but
that there sinply wasn't enough hours in the day to get everything done.

Sonet hi ng al ways got in the way, forcing her to adjust her schedul e or
catch up on old work. As she turned face up in her bed, an idea popped
into her head, 'Wy don't we change to a longer day? A Wulcan day, or
maybe a Klingon day. They're only four or five hours nore.' That idea got
her m nd junping, and soon enough she was already getting ready for the
norning shift. She was about to take a shower when the conputer beeped and
said, "lncomng time-|apsed nessage."

Sighing in slight frustration, she asked the computer, "From who?"
"Li eutenant Tom Paris."

She let out a mschievous snmrk, and accessed the nessage. "Good norning

B' el anna, " Tom began cheerfully, "Well, | hope you had a good night's sleep
because today | have sonething special for you. | know you've been busy
with the circuitry upgrade, but | took it upon nyself to force you to take
a break sonetine today. Oh, |ike maybe at 1330 hours for three hours...at
| east."” The nmessage ended with Tom saying, "I assure you it will be warm
and very relaxing. And if you feel conmpelled to ignore this request, | my
be forced to pull rank."

She relished in her tenptation for a |ong nonent, but quickly was rem nded
of her duty, by her uniformfolded on a chair. She battled in her mnd
whet her to accept or deny Tonmis 'order.' Her will still being groggy from
waki ng, she gave in and decided to go to the hol odeck at the designated
time. It was a reasonabl e i ndul gence, she convinced herself. She smled
contently as she got ready for work, anticipating her inmmnent 'break.' It
was at |east the best order anyone had given her in the past couple days.
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"Lieutenant Paris. Incomng tinme-|apsed nmessage.”

"From who?" He groaned

"Ensign Kim"

Tom si ghed, "Lets here it."

"H Tom Sorry for waking you, but | have a problemon ny hands...well in

my quarters actually. Seven's here. And | don't think she's well. |
t hought about going to the Doctor, but she's having a personal crisis, of

the sort that the Doctor has been | ess than successful in treating. | need
you to cone here to check on her. |[|'ve already done sone scans, but |
didn't find anything wong. | really need your help with this one.™

"He never fails to get caught in tough situations,” Tomremrarked out | oud.
"He's too good for his own good,' he thought as he got out of bed. But,
then again, that was what made Harry such a good friend. He was hopeful
He may be naive sonetines, but he was still good to be around. After all
it was his exceptional nature that saved his life.

Changing into his uniformhe noved to thinking about what m ght be wong
with Seven. She seened ever Borg-like: strong, determined...efficient.
But then again, he wasn't one to spend that rmuch time with her. B elanna

was of course the reason. Seven was just not a good topic of discussion

with her. B elanna al ways hardened when anyone brought up her nane.
Since he could never bring it up, he didn't really know why. Maybe she

t hought Seven renained a threat to her authority, or maybe she rem nded her

of the denise of the Maquis. The Borg slaughtered and assinil ated

t housands of Federation citizens and Starfleet officers, just as brutally

as the Cardassians elimnated the Maquis. Putting on his conmunicator he

shrugged off the dark thoughts. It was a norbid way to start a day

t hi nki ng about such things, but it was becomi ng a strange norning. He got

his tricorder and headed for the door.
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Torres wal ked into the Mess Hall yawning. Before she reached a table,
Neelix cane up to her, with coffee in his hands. She |ooked up to greet
him but noticed that he was | ooking | ess than his normally cheerful self,
"Morning Neelix. Something wong?"

"Cood Morning B'elanna. Ch, it's nothing inportant."
"You sure? You look |ike you've seen a ghost."

"Well, in a manner of speaking. | just had a rather disturbing nightnare
| ast night."

Feel i ng concerned she asked, "About what?"

"Well, I'd rather not burden you with it."

"It's no burden at all," B elanna said conpassionately, "Have a seat.”



Neel i x hesitated for a nonment, but eventually gave in. He sat down,
staring at the centre of the table, searching for a confortable place to
start. Trying to break the silence he uttered, "Well, here's a cup of
cof fee for you."

"Thanks." B elanna paused a nonment, then finally asked, "So, what's nade
you so serious this norning?"

"l just had anot her nightmare about those nanoprobes swi mm ng inside ny
body..."

Torres' face hardened when she heard the word 'nanoprobe.' But, hiding her
hostility, she focused her attention on Neelix, "Wat happened with the
nanopr obes?"

"l dreamt that there was this battle waging inside ne. And | was | osing
the war." He shuddered as he continued, "I saw nyself as a zonbie, Borg
i mplants all over ny body, controlling ny mind...ny body. | roaned the
ship intent on finding people to assimlate."

I magi ning his dream B el anna shuddered hersel f, "That sounds horrible!"

"What made it worse was that Kes cane around the corner of the corridor and
nmy body was intent on assimlating her! She was walking up to nme, sniling,
ready to hug ne. | tried to tell her to run, but | couldn't get the words
out. My mind cried out to stop, but...but | couldn't. | was yelling at
mysel f to stop, begging myself to stop, but it was...futile. That's when I
woke up."

Torres couldn't help but feel horror, anger, and sorrow after hearing about
Neel i x's dream She focused her attention on the fact that it was indeed
Seven's fault. She felt that as a singular truth. She convinced herself
that blam ng Seven was a way to help with Neelix. Hs life was still very
fragile, perhaps nore fragile than nost really knew about. Finding
sonething to say, B elanna consoled, "Neelix, it was only a dream™

"But it feels so real..."

"I"'msure it does," she replied. She paused, not knowi ng what else to say.
After staring into her coffee cup she advised, "Maybe you shoul d take a
break for a while."

He thought about it for a noment. But after forcing hinself to regaining
conposure, he said, "No. That's okay. | think the best thing is to keep
mysel f busy. The last thing | need is tinme to think about it nore.”

"I'f you need to talk, you know where to find ne."
Softly patting B el anna's hand, Neelix replied, "Thanks."

He held her hand for a nonent before he got up to return to his norning
duties. B elanna watched himget up and wal k over to his kitchen. She
continued to watch himas he served breakfast to Lt. Carey. After know ng
what Neel i x was thinking about, B elanna could tell that his snmle to Carey
was pasted on. But it was a convincing snile. Carey |aughed out |oud
after Neelix said sonething to him Wth a smle on his face, Carey left



for a table, leaving a clear line of sight between B el anna and Neeli x.
Neel i x saw B el anna's gaze, and gave a nmuted smile. She snmiled back and
turned to stare into her coffee.

But, staring into the coffee rem nded her of her frustration. Seven of

Ni ne. She had changed Neelix for the worst. It was all her fault. Sure,
she brought himback to life, but Neelix was different. He was suffering
under his cheery exterior. He was afraid of hinself.

B' el anna was definitely angry at Seven, but she couldn't really find a
strong reason for her feelings. Sure, she found excuses for her feelings,
but they weren't the deep-rooted reason. She had done nothing wong to
her, and she had done a lot for the ship since she'd cone onboard. The
only reason she could think of was that Seven was Borg. That fact al one
seened reason enough, 'Look what she's done to Neeli x.

She forced herself to stop thinking about it. She gul ped down the |ast bit
of coffee in her cup and headed for the Mess Hall doors. On her way out
she turned to Neelix and gave hima | ast conpassionate smle.

LR Sk o

Ki m paced inpatiently in his quarters. 'Were is he?" Harry worried in his
mnd. ' Maybe he didn't get the nessage. He is one to ignore nessages from
time to tine. Damm, maybe | interrupted himand B elanna...' Trying to

brush aside his worry he asked, "Computer, tine?"

"0715 hours."
Sonehow, asking for the tinme didn't nake things any better. 'This is just
great. |'mon duty in 45 minutes. Tonms late, and | have a Borg sl eeping

inm quarters,' he thought in frustration. H's thoughts were diverted
when he heard the sound of the door chinme. 'Finally!" he thought, but
Harry paused a nonent. After being worried and frustrated, he was now
feeling paranoid, 'It might '"not' be Tom' He paced around for a few

monents, worrying blindly. After regaining a portion of rationality, he
asked the conputer quietly, "Computer, who's at the door?"

"Li eutenant Tom Paris."

He sighed a breath of relief. He rushed to open the door. As they opened,
Harry saw Tom about to chine the door again, "Harry, what took you so

| ong?"

Trying to gain some conposure, Harry replied, "I wanted to open the door
personal ly instead of...yell through the door."

As Tomentered the quarters he quirked, "If | didn't know you better, I'd
think you were being a bit paranoid."

Harry rebuffed, "OF course not."

"Now I"msure of it,"” Tomreplied with a smrk. "You know it's not even
0800. Don't you think it's too early for being so jittery?"

Letting his guard down, Harry answered, "I've been up all night."

Tom nodded in understanding. He |ooked around the quarters, finding Seven



lying on the sofa sleeping quietly. He paused. Harry asked, "Wat's
wr ong?"

"Ch, nothing. 1've just never seen a Borg sleep.”

Frustrated, Harry urged, "Look, can we get down to busi ness?"

"Right," Tomreplied as he got out his tricorder. He was punching a few
buttons and the tricorder beeped in response. He took out the nedical

scanner and was about to scan Seven when Harry grabbed Tomis wist and
demanded, "Wat are you doi ng?"

Frustrated, Tomreplied, "I'mscanning her. WIlIl, at least | was about to.
CGod, you 'are' jittery this nmorning." Trying to ease Harry, he added,
"Relax. 1'mnot going to bother a single cell of her body."

Fl ustered, Harry sputtered, "Yes...good, of course."”

Tom got an idea and relayed it to Harry, "I know, why don't you do the
scanning, 1'll do the analyzing."

"You don't have to do that."

"Yes | do! You're so paranoid right now, you'll be breathing down ny neck
nmore than the Doc does, and | don't need any nore of that in one day."

He handed the scanner to Harry, who hesitated before he saw Tom s insistent
face. Tom set up the tricorder and then notioned Harry to start scanning.

Wiile waiting for the data to conme in, Tomtook a glance at Harry. Harry
was novi ng the scanner up and down Seven's body, but his eyes stayed fixed
on Seven's face. He could tell that Harry was | ooking, renmenbering every
m nute detail of Seven's face: the lines on her naturally reddened lips,
the contours of her cheeks and nose, every eyelash and every hair in her

eyebrows. It was sonething Tom hinself did every time he was close with

B' el anna. Thinking for a noment, 'I'msurprised he's kept his distance for
so long. But, then again, it's not like Seven feels the sane way for him
if she feels anything at all anyway.' His train of thought was broken by

t he announci ng beeps fromthe tricorder. He |ooked down into the
tricorder, analyzing the data. Harry noticed the beeps and got up to
question Tom "Well?"

"Wel |, there doesn't appear to be anything vitally wong. Her inplants are
stabl e, nanoprobes are dornmant, and her body is perfectly healthy."

Cutting himoff, Harry stated, "That's exactly what |I found."

"You didn't let nme finish." Tom showed the tricorder face to Harry, "There
are elevated levels of activity in her hippocanpus.”

"What coul d that nean?"
"I't could nean anything. You'd have to ask the Doc."

Frustrated, Harry stated, "Absolutely not." He paced a bit before asking,
"Don't you at |east have a guess?"



Teasing him Tomreplied, "She could be dreani ng about assinilating on Risa
for all | know '

"Very funny."
Trying to ease Harry's concern, Paris said, "Well, I'"mnot that far off.
She could be dreaming. She is asleep after all." Curious, Tom asked

"So, what brought her to you last night, anyway?"
"She said she wanted conmpany."”
"Ch really!"

Noticing the | ook B el anna al ways had when she tal ked about Harry and
Seven's 'rel ationship,’ Harry contextualized, "No, not |ike that! She

want ed soneone to talk to."
Controlling his inclination to tease him Tom asked, "Wat about?"

In a serious tone, Harry replied, "She wanted to tal k about her existence."
He added, with a nore concerned voice, "She broke down |ast night. |
t hought she was about to cry."

Tom | ooked serious for a nonment, "Cry? Seven?" He suggested, "Harry, maybe
it would be a good idea to |let the Doctor examni ne Seven."

Harry stated unequivocally, "No."

Trying to convince him Tomsaid, "Look, she's going to have to go to him
anyway for her weekly exami nation. He's going to find out. For her sake
it mght as well be sooner rather than later."

Justifying his position, Harry stated, "Well, | don't think the Doc is the
best person to deal with this particular problem You saw t he data.
There's nothing nedically wong with her."

"Wy not go to the Captain? Or Tuvok?"

"Seven said she didn't want to talk to her. As for Tuvok, | doubt
suppressing enption is the best course of action. Wat she needs is a
councillor.™

Tomreplied mldly condescendingly, "And you think you're it?"
Frustrated, Harry rebuffed, "Wat, you think I can't handle it?"

Apol ogetically, Tomsaid, "No, | didn't nean that exactly." Pausing for a
nmonent, he added, "I know you care about Seven, and | have no doubt you are
trying to find the best course of action for her, but you have to try to

|l ook at this situation a bit nore objectively. You're letting your
feelings get in the way. You might be harming her in the process.”

Harry stepped back for a noment, 'Am| getting too involved? AmIl using
this situation as a way to get to Seven?' Such a dark inpulse flustered
him He |ooked to Tom "You might be right."

Trying to give hima solid direction, Tomstated, "This may sound strange,



but maybe you should go and talk with Neelix about it. He is 'norale
officer' after all."

"Neelix..." Harry said, thinking out loud. "That's probably a good idea
Except, | don't have the tine." Harry | ooked up with shock, "The tine!
Conputer, what tinme is it?"

"0755 hours."

"Dam, |'mon duty in 5 mnutes,” Harry stated as he rushed around his

quarters preparing a set of PADDs filled with various reports, and getting
into his uniform Noticing Tom standing there he asked, "Well, what are
you waiting for? Don't you have to get to the hel n?"

Calmy, Tomreplied, "Actually, | swapped shifts with Ensign Brooks. |
have the norning and afternoon off."

"Still, we have a briefing this norning,
hi s sl eepi ng robe

Harry countered as he took off

"l know. "

As Harry put on the inner undershirt of his uniform he asked, "Shouldn't
you start goi ng?"

Iowill

"VWhat are you waiting for?" he continued, junping into his uniform

"I just want to take in this nonent."

"What are you tal king about?"

Tom pointed to the direction of Harry's sofa. Harry turned while zipping
up his uniformpants and saw Seven awake, staring at him Quietly he asked
Tom "How | ong has she been awake?"

"As soon as you asked the tine," Tomreplied, trying to hold in a I augh.

Harry shook his head in enbarrassment. He turned to Seven and said weakly,
"' Morni ng Seven."

"Good norning, Ensign.”

Deciding it was a good tine to | eave, Tom headed towards the door. Turning
to Harry, he said, "See you on the bridge in a couple mnutes.™

"Yes...right."
After Tomleft, Harry gained a bit nobre composure, getting everything

ready. He didn't say anything for a few monents. Feeling the unbearable
sil ence, he asked, "So, Seven, how are you feeling this norning?"



"Yes."

" Cood. "

He was about to get another PADD fromthe table in front of Seven, when he
noticed that she was yawning. He asked, "Still tired?"

"I do not know. |I've never felt tired."

"You just yawned."

"I't was an autonomni c biological reaction," Seven responded
matter-of -factly.

Harry added, "Wich usually is a sign that one is still tired."
"I'f you say so."

Grabbing the PADD in front of Seven he asked her, "I'mcurious. |f you
don't know you are tired, then how do you know when you have to
regener at e?"

"It is a reasoned action. Wen all necessary tasks have been conpl et ed,
and appropriate biological needs are required, it is sinply efficient to
use the time to regenerate. Once an efficient period has |lapsed, | return
to other duties. Feeling tiredis irrelevant.”

Remenbering that feeling was sonething that pronpted her to cone to him he
stated, "Well, you know, feelings aren't irrelevant. |If |I'mnot m staken
it was your feelings that |ed you here last night."

Frustrated at that reality, she replied, "Yes, of course.”

Rem ndi ng hinself that he was on duty he stated, "Wll, if you want, you
can stay in nmy quarters for as long as you like. | have to go to a
briefing." Thinking about the repercussions of soneone seei ng her wal ki ng

out of his quarters, Harry suggested to Seven, "Wen you decide to
| eave. Could you check to see if the corridor is enpty, before you step
out ?"

n le?ll

In a rush, and deciding not to hide the truth, "You probably know about the
runours that go around about you and me, and | just don't want to escal ate
the gossip.”

Despite thinking that the request was a trivial one, she replied, "A
right.”

Relieved, Harry said, "Thanks." After doing a nental checklist to see if
he had forgotten anything, he glanced at Seven before he left, "If you
want, you can replicate sonething to eat."

"Thank you, Ensign.”

"Later, Seven."
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Tom wal ked i nto the observation |ounge just before the briefing was about
to begin. The Captain acknow edged his entrance, "You're just in tine,
Li eut enant . "

"Morning everyone," Tomreplied as he quickly found his seat. He took a
gl ance at B el anna and noticed a bright smile on her face. ' Good, she's
comng this afternoon,' he thought to hinself.

After waiting a mnute or so, Janeway asked, "Has anyone seen Harry this
nor ni ng?"

"l have, Captain,” Tom answered qui ckly. He added, "I think he'll be a bit
late this norning."

Gving that official concerned | ook, she asked, "Do you know why?"

Trying to find a plausi bl e excuse he answered, "He told ne he was up al
ni ght worki ng on sonet hing."

She nodded in acceptance of Tomis explanation. Picking up a PADD she began
the briefing, "Vell, we nmght as well start. B elanna, how are the
upgr ades coni ng?"

Handi ng the Captain a PADD, B el anna replied, "It's pretty nuch going
according to plan.”

"Pretty much?" Janeway asked sternly as she glanced at B el anna's progress
report.

"Yes, well, we still have yet to transfer all the systenms to the isolinear
backup system To be honest, it's quite tedious work, to say the least."

Janeway questioned further, "How much |onger do you think you will need?"

"l hope to be able to start phase two sonetine today. It's only a two or
three hour setback."

Noddi ng i n acceptance, Janeway turned to the conputer screen, "Wich |eads
us to you, Doctor."

The Doctor answered in his usually arrogant manner, "Yes, well, while ny
job is just as tedious and, arguably nore conplex, | have been able to
finish the nodified bio-neural fibre replacenents on schedule.”

Clearly annoyed by his attitude, Janeway replied in a | ess than genuine
tone, "Thank you, Doctor." She continued to ask, "Are there any possible
side-effects of installing the new fibres?"

"None. | asked Seven to double check ny work, and she found themto be
perfect," The Doctor stated proudly.

Wonderi ng hi nsel f where Seven was, Chakotay asked, "Were is Seven, anyway?
I thought | told her she should be here.”



Janeway gl anced at B' el anna and then answered Chakotay's question, "I
decided that she didn't need to attend.”

Chakotay was visibly frustrated by Janeway's answer, knowing full well why
Seven wasn't there. He was about to discuss his frustration, when Kim
rushed t hrough the door.

"Sorry for being late, Captain," Harry spewed out quickly, catching his
br eat h.

Authoritatively, Janeway responded, "d ad you could join us, Ensign. Just
don't nmake it a habit of being late.™

"Believe nme, it was out of my control,"” Harry replied as he took his seat.
Chakotay, finding that nmonent to be appropriate, stated, "Speaking of being
out of control, | think 'sone' of us need to control our personal feelings
about Seven of Nine." Chakotay was staring at B elanna while he said this,
but Harry stared up at Chakotay. Chakotay continued, "Seven has been with
us for eight nonths already. It's a foregone conclusion that she is
staying with us, and | think it is our responsibility to nmake her feel |ike
part of the team™

Janeway, trying to mnimze the attention on B el anna, said to everyone
"Chakotay's right. W've becone a community fromthe nonment we accepted
our fate in the Delta Quadrant. And now we have a new nenber, who needs to
be included. "

Justifying her isolation of Seven from B el anna, Janeway added softly, "I
know t hat sone of us have our own personal problens with Seven, whether
it's because she was a Borg, or because of her uni que way of doing things.
And | have tried to balance all of our different opinions for the good of
our comunity, but at some point, we are all going to have to accept her.
She is one of us, and | hope we can all learn to accept that."

B' el anna stared at the table, looking guilty, uttered, "I know. ..l haven't
been one to accept Seven as...whol e-heartedly as sonme of you have." She
paused, unwilling to be nore specific, even anong her associ ates and
friends. She just added, "But | will...try to be | ess antagonistic to her
inthe future.”

Janeway said softly to B' elanna, "That's all we ask..." She turned to the
rest of the group, "...of anyone.™

There was a | ong pause as the senior staff sat reflecting about what had
just transpired. Harry was thinking about it as well, but while he felt
for B elanna, Chakotay's words echoed in his head for vastly opposite
reasons. Trying to focus his nind, and everyone el ses, he decided to get
everyone back to the briefing, "Well, uh, now that we have that

strai ghtened out...Tuvok, | have the Ops report you asked for."

"Thank you Ensign."

Turning to Chakotay, Harry continued, "...And, Commander, here are the
results of the power consunption diagnostic on the Astronmetrics |ab."

"Thanks Harry."



Trying to reduce the long silence, Harry added, "A new project | had

t hought about pursuing is an upgrade of the EPS power conduits on deck 12.
They' ve been | eft untouched and still have Borg nodifications to them but
I was thinking maybe | could try to find a way to use what's there as a

bl ueprint to enhance the rest of the conduits throughout the ship."

"That's a good idea," Chakotay comrented. "I'l|l |eave that project in your
capabl e hands."

Harry was about to add something, but after glancing at a still-stunned
B' el anna, decided to keep his nouth shut.

Looki ng at her PADD and noticing everything on the agenda was conpl et e,
Janeway stated, "Well, if there's nothing el se, dismssed.”

VWi | e everyone got up to | eave, Tom headed towards B el anna and try to
console her in some way. B elanna was visibly shaken by the dressing down
from Chakotay, and they both left to find sone privacy. Janeway noticed
Tom and B' el anna | eaving, and noved towards Chakotay. "You know, you were a
bit harsh with B el anna. "

Unshaken by his sternness, he replied, "Perhaps. But, | know B elanna. It
takes a lot to change her mind."

"But in front of the senior staff?"

"I know, it not confortable to be reprimanded in public, especially over a
personal issue. But, it's nothing conpared to what we went through in the

Maqui s. Remenber Suder? | had to prove to himthat | was in control,
every time he went too far. |If | waivered in any way, he woul d've killed
me without a second thought. B elanna can be that way about sone things.
She's just as stubborn.” Renenbering the fate of his conpatriots, he

added, "All Maquis were. That's why they're all dead now "

Seeing the matter was resolved i n Chakotay's nmind, Janeway decided to | et
it go. She patted Chakotay on the shoul der and headed t owards the bridge.

Waiting for the Captain to finish talking with Chakotay, Harry approached
hi m " Commander ?"

"Yes, Harry."

"l just wanted to nmake sure that you were okay with my assigning of Seven
to nmy project.”

Gving full approval, Chakotay remarked, "Of course. It will certainly
keep the both of you busy while B elanna finishes with the circuitry
upgr ades. "

Trying to be reassuring, Harry added, "Even with the new project, 1"l
still be able to help B elanna out."

"I"'msure you will. But, | don't think that will be necessary," Chakotay
replied. 'Had better not,' he thought to hinself.
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Seven had decided to stay in Ensign Kimis quarters. Wile she knew she had
assignments to conplete, she felt very...inefficient. Sonehow, she did not
feel it necessary to immediately allocate her tinme to various tasks. She
just sat on the sofa, |ooking around Kimis quarters.

Noticing Harry's clarinet sitting on a stand on a shelf, she got up to take
a closer examination of it. Picking it up, noticing the various
fingerhol es and silver keys, she wondered, 'How can such a prinitive object
produce. .. enjoynent ?* She decided to experinment and bl ow on the
nmout hpi ece, but was unsure as to how. There was a |arge, rectangular hole
on the nouthpiece that nade it inpossible for her to do any3059 ai 7th the
instrument. She | ooked on the shelf for some3059 athat could cover the
hol e, but didn't find any3059 arenotely appropriate. Seeing the futility
in her experinent, she put the clarinet back on its stand.

Looki ng over the shelf, she found a set of pictures. 'He's sniling,' she
noted to herself as she |ooked at all the pictures. 'He is happy.' Seven
tried to remenber a tine that she saw Harry in such a state, but couldn't
recall any. Trying to t059k of reasons why, she picked up and anal yzed a
picture of Harry i 7th another wonan. They iere sitting on a beach, i7th
Harry's arm w apped around the woman's shoulder. Harry ias wearing a pair
of | oose beige shorts, i7th a t059, see-through dark blue shirt. The woman
had | ong, curly, dark hair, flowing in the static breeze of the photo. She
ias only wearing a deep orange swinsuit. Chronicling the inmage, however,
iasn't producing any concl usive reasons why Harry ias so happy. She

hypot hesi zed that they iere engaged in some courtship ritual, but didn't
under stand why that al one was reason enough for either of them happy. |If
copul ation was the ultinmate result, courtship seened like a total waste of
time.

Bef ore finis059 aher thoughts, Harry entered his quarters. He was clearly
| ooki ng for Seven, and when he saw her wr7th the picture, he gave a worried
| ook. Acknow edging Harry's entrance, Seven greeted,

"Good Morning, Ensign.”

Wal ki ng over to her, eyes fixed on the picture Harry replied, "Mrning."

Noti c59 ahis eyes focused on the picture, Seven asked, "Wio is this woman?"

"Her nane is Libby. She is...was nmy fiancee," he replied as he gently
taking the picture from Seven's hands.

"WAs?"

"Yeah..." Harry trailed off.

Confused she asked, "Did you | ose your feelings for her?"
"No. ..

"Did she | ose her feelings for you?"

"No. ..

"Then | do not understand..



Stating a sad fact, Harry said, "Seven, we're 60,000 |ight years apart. |
really doubt we'll ever get nmarried.”

Accepting his statenent, she returned to questioning Harry about the
picture. "Were is this?

"Risa."

Seven recalled, "The fourth planet in the Risian systemin sector 016. The
"pl anet of pure pleasure.'"

"That's the one."
"Way did you go there?"

Frustrated by all the questions, Harry asked back, "Wy are you so
interested in that picture?”

In a slightly sad tone, Seven replied, "I wanted to know why you were happy
there.”

" V\hy?"

"Because | wanted to understand the human concept of happi ness."
Sighing, Harry said, "That's a really big question."

"How i s that?"

"Wel |, everyone has different reasons to be happy. Sonetinmes it's from
havi ng sonme satisfaction in acconplishing sonething, or hel pi ng someone out
when they're in trouble, or being confortable wi th someone.”

"So you were confortable with Libby."

Quietly Harry replied, "Very nuch."

"She was...your friend?"

"She was ny 'best' friend."

Noticing a facial expression that she had not seen on Harry, Seven
commented, "You are sad."

Staring into the picture he replied softly, "Yeah, | guess so."

"l do not understand. You said you were happy with Libby, yet you fee
sad. "

Still gazing into the picture, he replied, "Like | said, it's conplicated."”

Wth sadness came a new facial expression that Seven discovered. She
noti ced how his eyes were becom ng slightly swollen, showing the first
signs of the formation of tears. The only thing stopping the ful
formation of tear droplets was the quick blinks of Harry's eyelids. Her
concentration on Harry's face was di srupted when Harry noticed Seven
staring at him "Wat's the matter?"



"Your sadness provoked a physical response.”
"What do you nean?”

As if expressing enmpotion herself, Seven replied in a soft tone, "Your eyes
were in the process of producing tears."

Clearing his throat, and trying to establish a higher Ievel of
"masculinity,' Harry replied, "Well, it's nothing inportant. Just
a...result of a strong enpbtion that...cones with | osing sonmeone you care
about . "

Harry had noticed that Seven was not as abrasive as she normally was. Her
arrogance, perhaps a certain degree of her confidence was non-apparent.

She seened uncharacteristically soft, as if she was actual |y absorbing
what Harry was telling her. Testing his thought, Harry asked, "Have you
felt sadness over the | oss of soneone you had an...association wth?"

She | ooked up into Harry's face, "Yes. | had thought about ny human
parents."

"What had brought you to think about thenf"

"I was contenplating the purpose of ny existence, wondering if being
nurtured by nmy human parents woul d have provided a greater sense
of...direction in ny life now"

Harry encouraged, "I don't understand. You have a lot to offer us. You are
a very talented individual."

In a worried, yet strong tone, "Talent is irrelevant if one |acks focus and
direction.”

Becom ng confused, Harry asked, "I'mnot sure |I know what you nean."

Seven replied assertively, "As a Borg drone within the Collective, each is
directed to better the Collective by inproving on its own perfection.

Every task is focused on that single goal. It is the defining quality and
pur pose of being Borg." Her voice weakening, "But | amno |onger Borg...l
amno |longer perfect. Thus, | no |onger have a purpose for ny existe..."

Seven suddenly started to hyperventilate. Her whole body, follow ng suit,
began to go into convul sions.

"Seven!" Harry yelled as he caught Seven's body before it hit the floor.
"Kimto Sickbay! Medical Energency. Two to beamdirectly to Sickbay!"

Harry gl anced down at Seven's face, show ng nothing but shock and fear.

Softly he conforted, "Everything's going to be all right...just hang
on..." H s reassuring voice dissipated as the transporter beam enconpassed
t hem

*kkhkkkhkkhkkkk*k

B' el anna was quiet in the turbolift. Tomjust stood beside her, waiting
for B elanna to come to himthan force the issue out of her. She had
al ready been through enough personal confrontations for one day. But,



finding the silence nore of a hindrance to B' el anna opening up, Tom asked,
"So are we still on for this afternoon?”

"Sure," B'elanna answered unenotionally.

Trying to cheer her up, he asked, "Anything in particular you think you

m ght want, to... elevate the experience?"

She turned to Tomw th a confused | ook. "What are you tal king about ?"
Teasing her he replied, "Ch, | don't know, a half dozen of Oion slave
girls...l wouldn't mnd that. O naybe, sone unjoined Trill nmales fromthe

Qoesi an baths to nassage your negl ected body?"

The turbolift stopped and Tom and B el anna wal ked out. Not falling for

Tom s advances, she answered bluntly, "Just the cal mof an ocean breeze and
the warnth of a tranquil star, thank you very nuch."”

Not wanting the events in the briefing roomto potentially ruin the

hol odeck simul ation, Tom decided to weed B elanna's self-pity out, "You
know, | scheduled the time for you. | just want to make it as good for you
as possible, especially given the circunstances."

Si ghing, she replied, "Yes, | know. |'msorry. 1..." her voice wavered
"...1 just don't feel like talking right now "

"Better now than later," Tom insisted.

Speaking as if conpleting a thought in her mnd, she said, "It's just that
I never expected Chakotay to be like that to nme."

"What do you nean?”

"I've seen Chakotay be so adamant to other people. He only did that when

felt there was no other way to go. He never forced anyone to do anyt hi ng.
He usually didn't have to..." B elanna paused as if gaining a painfu
realization.

"What's the matter?"
"...He only did that when he felt someone had betrayed his trust."

In an understanding tone Tomstated, "I really doubt he's felt that you
betrayed him |It's about you and Seven, not Chakotay."

"You don't understand..."

Tom cut her off, "Yes | do! | know because | betrayed his trust, |ong ago

What was so pathetic was that it was over latinum | betrayed his trust
because | was greedy. But you, you haven't done anything wong. You're
just finding it hard to accept Seven for one reason or another..."

B' el anna countered in sad frustration, "That's just it. | can't find a

reason to hate Seven. Deep inside ne is this revul sion against her. But

can't find a reason. She's done nothing to me. She was just a Borg.
Don't you see, | did betray his trust?over nothing. Nothing at all..."



"You're over-reacting."”
"What!" B' el anna stated indignantly.

"Listen to yourself. You're talking as if Chakotay won't ever trust you
with the warp core anynore. kay, so he pushed you to confront your

prej udi ce agai nst Seven. That doesn't nean he's going to throw you in the
brig. You of all people should know that he's a caring man. He won't
force you to do sonmething you aren't already capable of doing. That's what
makes hi m such a good comrander, and you know that."

"He's right' B elanna thought to herself. "All I'"mdoing is blamng
Seven...again.'

Trying to lighten the mood, Tom said, "Anyway, just think about you and
ne. "

"What do you nean?"

"Well, what did it take? A near death experience to finally force yourself
to tell me you | oved me?"

Smiling a little, she replied, "Well, | guess | can be a 'little'
stubborn. "

"l have to admit, | thought it was the biggest conplinent that your
procl amati on of |ove woul d' ve been your |ast words."

Returning to her normal self, she replied, "Well, don't read too much into
that, flyboy."

"My point is, you now have too nuch tinme, and you' ve become too accustoned
to leaving the issue of Seven on the backburner. Chakotay's given you a
tinme limt now"

Si ghi ng, she answered, "You're probably right."

By now they had wal ked to Engi neering, when suddenly B'el anna renenbered,
"Damm! Speaking of the tinme, | wanted to bring up the possibility of
extending the normal workday."

"What ?" Tom said in unpl easant surprise

"I was thinking of, instead of changing the shift rotations we could
i nstead extend the length of the day."

"You must be joking."

B' el anna answered, "I'mserious! | have so much to do, there's just not
enough tinme in the day to get things done. | nean, all we'd have to add is
a few nore hours, which would give us just a couple nore hours to our duty
shifts, and whatever extra for off-duty."”

"You think you could hold that suggestion for a while?" Tom suggest ed.

n \My?ll



Tom answered enphatically, "Because | don't want to spend ANY extra tine
with the Doc thanks to an extended duty shift!"

"Think of it as extra time to renove your own prejudices,” B elanna said
ironically as she entered Engi neering, |eaving Tom speechless out in the
corridor.
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Janeway wal ked into Sickbay, a concerned | ook on her face. Inmediately she
| ooked to the clanshell biobed and saw Seven | ayi ng unconsci ous, with the
Doct or anal yzing on one side, Harry staring worriedly on the other.
Reachi ng the foot of the biobed Janeway asked the Doctor, "How is she?"

"She's fine. She appears to have had an anxiety attack.”
"What? Are you sure?"

Matter-of-factly the Doctor replied, "Absolutely." Turning to a nonitor he
continued, "As you can see here, certain nenory engrans have surfaced which

has caused pressure to build up in the nenory centers of her brain. In
time the pressure builds to the point that the chem cal inbal ance results
ina full body shut down. It's relatively commpn that these attacks happen

in the norning after the body has gone through the regul ar shocks
associ ated with regaini ng consci ousness."

"Way didn't you detect this before?”

The Doc hypot hesized, "Anxiety attacks are commonly the result of sone
prolonged trama. But it is possible that a concentrated circunstance can
spawn an attack relatively quickly."

"Does this have anything to do with her experiences with the Borg?"

Trying to limt his psychol ogical analysis, he answered, "I have no way of
knowi ng. Menory engrans aren't |like data files that have a date stanp.
Only Seven can tell us what they were about."

"So, what caused her to collapse?" Janeway asked as an open question. She
turned to Harry for his explanation

Harry was noticeably nervous, "Wll, she was...talking...and then she
col | apsed. "

"Tal ki ng about what ?"

Harry was trying to informthe Captain, but ended up with a cryptic
response, "She was contenpl ati ng her existence."

"What about ?"

"She wanted to know what it neant to be happy."
"Happy..." Janeway repeated. "It's certainly understandable. Since conmng
on board, it's not like she's actually had a 'fun’ tine with us. The
exploration of humanity...it's no easy task."



Janeway noticed the Doctor nodding slightly, looking as if in deep
contenmplation. Turning to Harry again, she asked, "Were was she when she
col | apsed?”

Getting very nervous, and blushing he replied, "She was...in ny quarters."
Her eyes widened slightly at the answer. She tried to contextualize his
answer, "Wren't you supposed to be working on the power conduits on deck
127"

"Yes, and | was going to get Seven..." Harry cut hinself off.

"Ensi gn?"

Feeling as if his head was on fire, he asked, "Captain, do you mnd if we
tal k about this...in private?" He stared at the Doctor while saying this.

Getting the hint, and rolling his eyes, the Doctor stated, "Conputer,
de-activate EMH "

Janeway waited for himto di sappear before turning to Harry with a
conpassi onatel y eager | ook on her face. Harry took in a deep breath and
spit out, "Seven cane to ny quarters |last night. She was distraught and

want ed soneone to talk to. | can only guess that since I'mthe only one
who really tries to talk with her, she cane to ne instead of anyone el se.
It's not that surprising really, |I nmean, | do try to just talk to her..."

Janeway cut himoff, "Harry. Calm down."

Seeing the Captain's reassuring face, he took in a deep breath and did just
that. "Right. Wll, she cane to talk about her life, trying to reconcile,
what | gather to be, two sides of herself. She had said, she was human on
the one hand, yet Borg on the other, and couldn't find the bal ance between
the two. Anyway, she |ooked tired, so | suggested that she get sone sleep
and so she slept in nmy quarters.”

Janeway interjected, "Seven...slept?"

"Yeah..."

"lI'n your quarters?”

"That's right," Harry answered. Getting back on topic, he continued,
"Well, I went to her after the briefing this norning, and she was.. .| ooking
at my pictures with Libby..."

Janeway noticed Harry getting distraught hinself after nentioning a | oved
one fromhis '"distant' past. She felt she had enough pieces of the puzzle
and |l et Harry keep the other details to hinself, "And noticing that you
were happy in those pictures, she wanted to know why."

"Yes...exactly."

"Did she understand?"

"I don't know. We didn't get that far. She was telling me about her
purpose as a Borg and then she started to coll apse.”



Reassuring Harry again, Janeway said, "You did the right thing."

He smiled in gratitude to his Captain's comment, but quickly returned to a
serious tone, "I still wonder..."

"Well, think about it. |It's better this happened earlier than |ater, and
with...a friend, than in a different, nore contentious atnosphere."

"You're probably right."

I n nock-indi gnance, "Probably!?! Are you forgetting who you're talking
to?"

Harry | ooked up in shock, but noticed Janeway hiding in a smle. He smled
back, "Of course. You're 'absolutely' right...Captain.”

Gatified that Harry had | oosened up, she thought it an appropriate tinme to
fetch the Doctor, "Conputer, active EWVH "

"Finished with your little classified chit-chat?" The Doctor asked
indignantly after rematerializing.

Si ghi ng Janeway replied, "Yes we have. Can you please tell us Seven's
prognosi s?"

"She's fit for duty if that's what you nean. All | suggest is that she
refrain fromany stressful situations.”

"Thank you, Doctor. Please, wake her."

After an injection froma hypospray, Seven's eyes flickered open. Janeway
| eaned over her and asked softly, "How are you?"

"Tired."

Janeway was bot h perpl exed and anused at Seven's enotional response. She
| ooked up at Harry for sone expl anation, and found his anused smile ainmed
at Seven all the answer she needed. Deciding to keep her presence bri ef
Janeway asked, "Do you feel up to working with Harry on the power
condui t s?"

"Yes."
"Harry, | trust you can fill Seven in?"
"Yes ma' am"
"Good. Informnme of any change in Seven's condition."
Towill."

Janeway turned to | eave, but not before noticing Harry hol ding Seven's
hand.
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Engi neering was a buzz of activity as three shifts were working

simul taneously both busy with regular operations and also with the
circuitry upgrade. Every console was nmanned with a crewnan or Ensign

taking orders fromjunior officers who took orders fromthe chief engineer.
The extra crewnen were working on or anal yzi ng opened access panels, and
clinmbing in and out of the Jefferies tubes. Only the inactive warp drive,

with its static shimering blue hues, was in a calmstate

Wi | e analysing a schematic on a PADD B' el anna bar ked out, "Carey, make
sure the secondary warp plasma manifold is secured. Parsons, keep the
primary flow regulators offline until Carey's finished with the plasm

mani fold. Vorik, check that the inpulse drive controllers are online.

told the Captain that she could have inpulse back in 30 mnutes. And while
you're at it, double check that the inertial danpers are operating at 95%
of peak efficiency with the backup isolinear system™

"Aye, sir" could be heard echoing in the background as B elanna's orders
were heard and followed. She turned to her own conputer consol e and began
her own tasks she had del egated to herself. She thought about the
schedul i ng of the upgrade and deci ded that she was running on tine.
Checking that Carey and Parsons had finished their task, she tapped on her
comm badge, "Al pha shift, start the installation of the new bi opacks for
decks 1-3. Beta shift, install on decks 4-6, and Delta shift, start on
deck 7 and work towards deck 9."

She was busily punching buttons and calling up diagnostic displays when she
suddenly felt an unconfortable feeling behind her. The rustle of three
work crews increasingly dissipated until what was | eft was the | ow hum of
the warp core. As if instinctively, B elanna turned around to see the
entire Engineering staff standing up to her work station. She stared at
the crew before asking, "Wat's going on here?"

Carey took the initiative and expl ai ned, "Lieutenant. W believe that it
isinthe interest of the Engineering crew that you be relieved of duty..."

"What! 21"

“...for approximately three hours," Carey reassured. "W know that you've
been worki ng exceptionally hard, and we've tried our best to keep as much
of the burden off your shoulders, but we think that at this tine, half way
t hrough the upgrade, you deserve a break."

Narrowi ng her eyes in suspicion B elanna asked, "Wait a mnute. D d Tom
put you up to this?"

The crew turned to each other and murnured to each other as to howto
respond to her question. Carey stated, "Well, he certainly did give us the
idea..."

"Let me guess, he woke all of you up this nmorning, giving a very officia
soundi ng order that you were to relieve nme of duty, and he stated
explicitly that it was a conmand | evel decision."

Smiling, Carey replied, "Sonething |like that."

B' el anna rolled her eyes "Well, it's not going to work. W still have to
nmonitor the installation of the replacenent bio-neural jel-packs, and until



that is done, | can't |eave."

"But!..."

"But nothing!" B elanna stated. "Do you know what you're doing? It's
mutiny!"

"Well, | wouldn't put it that way."

Trying to convince Carey back to work, "Lieutenant. | know what you're

trying to do, and it's very considerate. But half way through the upgrade
is 'not' the time to take a break."

Most of the Engineering crew agreed and slowly dissipated back to their
stations. dving in, Carey said, "Yes, | know It was actually all Toms
idea. | knewit wouldn't work. Even | was opposed to it. Nowis not the
time. But he was right too. You do need a break."

"How do you know t hat ?"

"You tense up when you are overly stressed."”

"l do not tense up."

"You're tense right now. Look, your posture straightens up, your eye brows
furl around your eyes and your left hand turns into a fist."

B' el anna | ooked down to her left hand and noticed the fist. She | ooked up
at Carey with surprise, "I had no idea you were so observant."

Defl ecting the complinent, Carey replied, "Well it was Vorik actually who
told nme about this."

"Vorik. O course."

Vori k was standi ng beside Carey, appearing resolute in getting B elanna to
| eave Engineering. "I nust concur with Lt. Carey that there is a
legitimate logic to Lt. Paris' suggestion-"

"I"'msure there is Vorik, but | don't care about Vulcan logic right now.
W have work to do and that's that." Trying to use |logic against him

B' el anna told Vorik, "If you don't obey ny command, | will be forced to
relieve "you' of duty."”

"But Lieutenant Paris outranks even you."

"Damm it, Vorik! Just get back to work. We're wasting tinme just arguing
about this!"

Whet her noting B el anna's enotional comrand, or seeing the logic in her
statement, he nodded and returned to his station. She sighed a breath of
relief at finally getting rid of Vorik. She started to regain her train of
t hought when her conmuni cator beeped, "Paris to Engi neering."

She tapped her comuni cator and replied, "This is Engi neering."

"B elanna, you're late."



"Al'l thanks to you!" she replied in frustration

"What, the Engi neering crew not being very cooperative today?"
"As if you didn't know "

"Yeah, | thought it wouldn't work. But this will..."

She was about to asked what he nmeant when she realized that she was being
beamed away. "Now wait just a damm minu..." Her voice was cut off as she
denaterialized out of Engineering.
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Harry strolled down the corridor with Seven, his mnd racing to think of
ways to keep Seven fromgetting stressed. |n the process he was
uncharacteristically quiet as they wal ked to deck 12, which only nade Seven
curious, "Ensign, you | ook apprehensive."

"I guess | ama little."
"Wiy is that?"

Thi nking that giving her all the information woul d be | ess provocati ve,
Harry answered, "I was just thinking of ways to keep you fromgetting
stressed. The Doctor did say that you should be kept fromincidents that
m ght provoke another anxiety attack."

"And you believe that not engaging in conversation is an effective neans to
t hat end?"

"Not exactly. | just don't know what to say."

There was anot her pause as they waited for a turbolift. For Seven, despite
the proximty to the Ensign, she felt unconfortable with the silence, even

if she knew it was because of Harry's internal confusion. So she took the

initiative and tried to spark a conversation, "I notice that you give a | ot
of thought before you engage in any action with ne."

"What do you nean?"

"Most crewnenbers are very efficient with their duties when they work with
me. They say very little, and when they do engage in discourse it is only
about a task at hand. Yet, you take time to engage in conversation, and
make efforts to work nmore cohesively."

"I's that a good thing or a bad thing?" Harry asked sarcastically as they
entered a turbolift.

Seven paused before answering, "I amnot certain. There are times when
working alone in Astronetrics can be very unpleasant. Despite ny duties,
|...feel alone."”

"Deck 12" Harry commanded the conputer. Noticing the conversation
potentially being a stressful tangent, Harry diverted, "Wll, in a way
guess that's why | pop in fromtime to tinme..." Noting his blatant lie, he



transposed, "Actually, | just...wanted to see you."

"You mean you still feel attracted to nmy body?"

"Well...yes. But, it's always been nore than that." Pausing to find words
to explain hinself, he said, "Wen sonmeone is attracted to soneone, it's
usually only a catalyst for soneone to do sonething nore."

Genui nely curious, Seven asked himto explain.

"Well, procreati



conduits were nodified with Borg mcro-inducers."

Continuing the analysis, Harry added, "Which reduced the phase variance
within the conduit, resulting in increased power distribution efficiency.”

Yes.

"Exactly how many m cro-inducers would we need to enhance the entire power
grid?"

"This section alone contains 50,000. To augnent the entire network, we
woul d need to replicate over 65 mllion."

Shocked at the shear anmount of work, Harry conmented, "I guess this is a
Il ong term project.”

Undeterred Seven replied, "My estimate suggests the project can be
conpl eted in 15 days."

"That's it? How s that possible? W're talking about installing mllions
of micro-inducers to every conduit on every deck."

"l can use the sane nmethod | used in installing themin the first place, by
nodi fyi ng nanoprobes so that they will be able to be carried along the
pl asma through all the conduits in the ship."

"Wait a minute. You want to inject nanoprobes into the ship's power
systens?"

"Yes. "

"Bad idea. There's no guarantee that the nanoprobes won't assinilate the
rest of the ship.”

Confidently, Seven replied, "I assure you, | would take every necessary
precaution.”

"I'"'mnot saying you wouldn't. But we still don't know a whole | ot about
Borg nanoprobes. | nean, they re-activated in you, whether you wanted them
to or not. One freak accident could | ead to the nanoprobes replicating and
attaching thenmselves all over the ship. It's too risky."

Spitting back Harry's earlier remark, "But don't the benefits outweigh the
ri sks?"

"Not in this case."

"l don't underst..."

Harry cut her off, "Seven, before, | was tal king about the risks and
benefits to nmyself. Here you're talking about the benefits and risks to
the ship and crew. The considerations are very different. W're talking
about sonething that has broader consequences. At |least, we'd have to talk
to the Captain about this."

" Cbviously."



Noti ng Seven's confident tone, Harry said, "Fine. Let's go see the
Captain. "
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B' el anna
"Yes, you do make so many selfless sacrifices for ne," she huffed
"Still want just a warm breeze and a cal m sun?”

"Maybe later," B elanna said quickly before giving Tom an aggressive
f or shadowi ng ki ss.

kkkkkkkhxhkkkkx

Wth Torres gone, sone of the Engineering crew decided to take a | ook at

B' el anna' s upgrade schedule. "You rmust be kidding!" Carey remnarked
Vorik, taking a glance, responded, "It is not unachievable."
"No it's not, but be realistic. | don't want to spend the next 12 hours

crawl i ng through Jefferies tubes. That's not ny idea of a fun, good
wor ki ng day. "

"There are conduits that run through several main corridors.”

"Ch, | know. But cone on, I'mnot the only one who hates 'tube-work.

Vorik stated, "Like it or not, we nust conplete a |arge portion of our
‘tube-work' before Lt. Torres returns.”

"Ckay, fine." Carey responded. "You can help Beta shift install the
jel-packs in Jefferies Tube 35-Gamma on deck 4."

"And you?"

"I *am second in command here. 1'Il finish up B elanna' s work, which

i ncl udes watching you do your work." Carey answered shrewdly.

Vorik raised his eyebrow in Vul can fashion, realizing he had been duped.

Carey smiled as Vorik left, and turned back to B elanna's console. He
wat ched, with jovial ease, a diagnhostic display showi ng the continua
swappi ng of the jel-packs throughout the ship. Every few seconds a |ight
woul d blink indicating a conplete swap.

He noted with i npressed amazenent, that regardl ess of the cranped tubes the
crew was undoubt edly in, they seened to be working exceptionally quickly
with the swap-out. Carey did a few prelimnary calculations and realized
that they could be finished a couple hours ahead, even with B el anna's
conmpr essed schedul e.

Taki ng on his Chief Engineer's role, Carey decided to follow suit to

qui cken t he upgrade process. Thinking about how well the engineering crew
was working, he felt conpelled to followtheir |Iead. For some reason, even
t hough he was not Chief Engineer, he felt proud to be a part of a crew who
were the mracle workers of Starfleet. They had nanaged to survive for
four years totally on their own. It was an anmazi ng achi evenent. And it

was all thanks to, ironically enough, an ex-Maquis.

Feeling grateful for B elanna' s addition to the Voyager crew, he thought
how i nportant it was to nmake her burden just that little bit lighter. He



never questioned outright why he felt so attached to B elanna as a friend,
but he was nonet hel ess curious at how such a transformati on of thought
coul d' ve occurred. After all, they actually got into a fight four years
ago, when the Captain was deciding on who to be Chief Engineer. Sure, he
had consciously nmade anends with her after she was chosen, but that didn't
make hi m change his nind at the tine. Like nost of the Starfleet crew, he
still had felt resentnent over the fact that sone of the Maquis were given
junior officer posts.

Carey suddenly thought, "Neelix." It was all thanks to him Neelix didn't
know of the conflict between the Maquis and Starfleet, nor did it matter to
him Al he cared about was maki ng peopl e enjoy thensel ves, and nake them
realize the good fortune they received. Carey suddenly realized that eating
| eol a root stew was sonething Neelix had used to prove hinself right.

What ever the political division between Starfleet and Maquis, Neelix had
shown that they at |east shared a common palette. They all hated |leola
root. That commonality sparked a sense of canmaraderie that would | eola
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Taking on an artificial air of authority, Carey ordered, "Thank you,
Ensign. Carry out ny instructions."

"Aye, sir.

Returning to his friendly self, Carey added, "And after we're finished, we
can play another game of Wulcan Calto. | was close last tine."

Carey received a skeptical silence
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B' el anna and Tom lay on the cal m beach, wi th nothing but uninhibiting swim
wear to cover their bodies. B elanna laid a netre closer to the ocean
waves, the gusts caused by the unchanging tides, tickling her sun-warnmed
toes. She felt totally at peace, with a sun to warm her entire body, and
the constantly nmoving air to keep her fromoverheating. It was a perfect
program and her unconsci ous, Mna Lisa-esque snmle told Tomjust as much.

It was ages since he had seen her so content. She rarely was that way in
publi c-al ways bei ng energetically sarcastic, teasingly aggressive, or
genuinely frustrated. But here, she was a sl eepi ng goddess, with only the
regul ar pul ses of heat, wind, and the bl ending aromas of her perfect
paradi se to stinmulate her soul

After an hour of only the holographic stinmuli of the environnent, Tom
decided to bring her slowy back to a nore conscious state. Dusting away
sand to uncover a small PADD, he pushed a few onscreen buttons. Ever so
slowy, the ocean tide began to rise. As the minutes passed, the waves
nmoved slowy towards B elanna's toes. In response to the greater rush of
air hitting her feet, she instinctively curled her toes upward, preparing
to avoid an incom ng wave. Her body seemed intent on staying serene
avoi di ng the energing i npul se that was approaching her feet. But, her
hei ght ened Kl i ngon senses slowy reactivated, her heart pulsing energy

t hroughout her body, slowy retrieving her fromher tranquil state. Wth a
single droplet of nipping water, her tranquillity was displaced, as the

i mpul se caused by the cold ocean swell returned her to consci ousness.

She sl ow y opened her eyes, noticing an eager face staring back at her.
She smiled groggily, spreading her arns out to stretch. Keeping her

attention on Toms intent face, B elanna comented, "You 'do' know how to

make a woman happy. "

"Ch, it's all inthe timng," Tomreplied snoothly. "The nore time | spend

with you, the nmore | understand what makes you tick."

"And do you like what you see?"

Moving closer to her lips, Tom breathed, "Well, | have to adnmit, you are
the only one 1'd be willing to spend a lifetine getting to know. "

"Well, its not |ike you have nmuch choice," B elanna sarcastically whispered
out before kissing him

Rel easing Tom s |ips, but enmbracing himin her arnms, she asked softly, "So,
what el se do you have planned for this little get-a-way of ours?”



"Well, that's hard to say," Tom answered coyly. "There are so nany things
that can happen. Those Klingons might conme back."

B' el anna snmled at the reference to the Klingons, "I have to admt, that
was a very interesting 'appetizer'."

"Well, I"'mstill thinking about that one," Tom remrarked, rubbing his |ower
back. "You gave nme one heck of a wallop. | probably should ve added a few
nore Klingons."

"l guess you don't know how far | will go...yet.

"No, | don't. But you can't say | don't try to find out." At that noment
Tom snapped his fingers and suddenly a clearing nmaterialized in the

tropical forest. At the centre was a |large canopy of pal mleaves, housing
an unfini shed dance floor and a Cari bbean nusic ensenbl e.

B' el anna turned around in surprise. "You don't expect nme to dance, do you?"

"Totally up to you," Tom answered. "You can |lay here and enjoy the nusic,
while | go dance with the Orion slave girl over there, or we can share the
fact that neither of us can dance to this nusic.."

"Playing on ny jealousy 'and' ny honor. Well, you've got the whole Klingon
bit down pat, don't you?" B'elanna teased.

Tomsmled. B elanna |laid back down and seriously gave it sone thought
before answering. "Ckay, let's dance..."

But as she got up, the red alert klaxon sounded. "...then again, naybe
not."

"Al'l hands to energency stations,"” Janeway announced through the conm

They started for the hol odeck door until B'elanna renarked, "W should
change first."

Looki ng down to remind hinself of his tight attire, Tom gave an agreeing
| ook.
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"Conputer state the nature of the emergency,"” Seven ordered.

"Primary warp plasnma manifold has ruptured. Collateral danmge to secondary
pl asma injection system Primary injection systens are offline.”

"This sounds serious," Harry commented. "W have to get to Engineering."
"Agreed," Seven replied, quickening her pace to a turbolift.

It seened like an eternity for Harry, waiting in the turbolift. 1In the
mddle of a crisis, Harry was stuck in transit totally helpless. Noting
the Stoic attitude Seven displayed didn't seemto help himnuch either.

Final |y reaching Engi neering, he felt some relief finding B elanna already



at her station, focused on resolving the problem Harry did nothing to
break her stride, but B el anna nonethel ess flinched at his approach. He
didn't realize that it was actually Seven wi th whom B' el anna was noti ci ng

Harry noved to a consol e adjoining B el anna's and brought hinmself up to
speed. Trying to get hinself into the |oop, Harry stated, "W need to
shutdown the plasma flow to the manifold."

"But we can't access the injection system |It's locked in cycle. The
comrands won't get through.” Feverishly punching buttons, Torres reported,
"I"'mtrying to re-route the comrands through the auxiliary comrand
processors. "

Seven accessed anot her consol e beside Harry and reported, "The circuitry
conduits near the injection system have been damaged. You nust first
repair it before attenpting to send comuands. "

Col dly, B elanna responded, "Well, if you |ooked a little harder, you'd
notice that we don't have tine to fix the conduits. The manifold will
create a cascade failure before we even reach them Not to nention the
radiation that i s seeping into that section."”

"W have no choice."

"Yes we do!" B elanna blurted out. "W can bypass the danaged area and

access the systemindirectly through the anti-matter injectors. Shut down

the source of energy, and the problemis solved. "

"You do not have the tine," Seven responded, holding in her frustration
"The plasma is already eroding the breach. Residual plasma will destroy

the manifold before the energy is dissipated.”

"What | don't have is time to argue!” B el anna cl amoured

Reci procating B el anna's anger, Seven responded, "And | do not have tine to
correct your inefficient and irresponsi ble course of action!"

St andi ng between the two, Harry felt the need to defuse the situation.
"Seven, nmaybe it would be a good idea if you left."

Turning to Harry she replied, "That is exactly what | had in mnd. But I
require your assistance, Ensign."
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you want ny help, I'mgoing to need a bit nore detail than that."

Seven was about to respond when the conputer alerted, "Warning. Plasma
leak in progress. Total plasma nmanifold breach in four mnutes, 32
seconds. "

Feeling the urgency of the warning, Harry urged, "W'd better hurry."
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On the bridge, Janeway sat in her command chair, getting a handle on the
situation. "Tuvok..."

"Manifold integrity is down to 57% If it drops bel ow 25% the manifold
will explode."

"Divert power to the structural integrity fields surrounding the manifold."
"Power transfer conplete," Tuvok reported. "Integrity still falling."

Janeway was not out of ideas yet. "Engage the plasma venting system |f
we reduce the flow pressure, maybe we can give B elanna nore tine."

"Aye, Captain."
Tuvok was silent for a few seconds, waiting for the effects of his command.

"Integrity is holding...for now | estimte we have an additional 3
m nutes before the manifold breaches conpletely.”

Janeway gave a nuted sigh of relief. "Bridge to Torres, report."
"Torres here, Captain. I'mstill trying to shutdown the anti-matter
injectors manually. But | have to access and shutdown four

i nter-connecting systens to gain access. | need nore tine."

"You' ve got seven minutes, B elanna.”

"That shoul d be enough, Captain.”
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Harry was at a distinct disadvantage trying to keep up with Seven's
calculations in the Cargo Bay. Al he could do was try to put everything
he saw on the five screens to nenory and hope that all of it would conbine
to make sone sense to him But after staring for two m nutes, he was
getting nore | ost than anything. There was sinmply too nuch data flashing
by. What added to the difficulty was that Seven was working conpletely in
Bor g.

Harry knew that if he spoke, he would |l ose his train of thought, so he kept
qui et and continued to try and piece together Seven's plan.

"M cro-inducers," "replication,"” were the first words he nentally
translated. 'She's going to do sonething with the plasma conduits,' Harry
deduced to hinself. But that didn't nake any sense when he deci phered
"Neural link;" "gel-pack;" "bio-electric field." Put together, none of it
made any sense.



Wi | e keepi ng sonme of his attention on the screens in front of him Harry
al so made attenpts to juggle the things in his mnd. He deduced that,
since conglonerating all the information produced a dead-end, there nust be
a certain pattern to the words. The first two words referred to the plasm
conduits. The last three referred to sonething about the jel-packs. 'What
is the connection? Harry wondered

"Nanoprobes, " flashed on the screen for a split second, and suddenly
everything cane together. Seven had used nanoprobes to distribute the

m cro-inducers in the plasma conduits. Once there, they replicated each
other, allowing themto spread throughout the EPS conduit. Harry suddenly
realized that Seven was going to use nanoprobes to repair the jel-packs.
That realisation seemed enough for Harry to divert his concentration to

the woman worki ng the console. "Seven you can't do this."

"There is no alternative," Seven asserted
"I"ve already told you. |It's too risky."

Seven nmonentarily stopped and faced Harry with di sappointing eyes. "Mre
‘risky'seem () Tj0 -11.25 TD -050.st be



Harry nodded, a nuted concerned snile on his face, and went deeper into
the Cargo Bay to get the equipnment she needed. Hi s second-guessing
thoughts were disrupted by the computer, "Warning. Plasma leak in
progress. Total plasma manifold breach in two mnutes, 45 seconds.”

He quickly opened the storage container, found the equi pnent, and rushed
back to Seven. "Thank you," Seven returned, taking the cable in hand.
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The briefing roomwas filled with humd tension. But only Carey, Tom and
B' el anna were feeling it. Chakotay and Tuvok just sat in their seats,
waiting for the Captain to arrive. Then again, they all knew what they
came to talk about. Harry sat beside Tom a blank | ook on his face.

The swi sh of the door seened like a break fromthe tense silence, but it
proved to be an precursive gust to the storm "Wat the hell happened down
there!" Janeway denmanded angrily.

Everyone was taken aback by the abrupt question fromthe Captain and said
not hing. "B elanna?" Janeway prodded for an answer.

Torres stood up to hand Janeway the PADD detailing the problens that led to
the accident. "There was sone mi scomunication in the sequence of the
upgrade in stages two and three, which led to the unpredictabl e consequence
of a plasma manifold breach."

"According to your report, instead of conpleting the entire swap-out, you
started to test on parts of the systeminstead of the whole systemall at
once," Janeway read of the PADD

"Yes, Captain," B elanna adnitted feebly. "By not taking into account the
extensive nature of the tests, the parts of the systemthat were tested
over| oaded, and key systens were danaged as a result. The sequence of the
test allowed for the plasma injection systemto mal function, which led to
the manifold breach.”

Carey junped in, "Actually, Captain, what B el anna has put in her report is
not conplete.”

B' el anna felt betrayed. "Carey!"

"Captain, | take full responsibility for the accident that occurred," Carey
confessed as he stood up. "It was ny weak judgenent that led to the
potential for the breach to occur. | had not exam ned carefully enough

Li eutenant Torres' post-installation tests, and thus did not anticipate the
j el -packs being tested as rigourously as B el anna had wanted. | had no
idea that the injection systemwould be involved. |If | did, | would never
had tried."

B'elanna tried to push Carey back to his seat. "Captain, as Chief

Engineer, it is 'nmy' responsibility. M lack of judgenent in |eaving
Engi neering during the upgrade was inexcusable..."

Janeway was about to agree before Tominterjected, "Actually, Captain.
It's ny fault."

Janeway' s anger gave way to frustrated bew | derment as she sat down to
re-focus herself, "You, TonP"

"l had planned a hol odeck session for B elanna |last night. | felt that she
needed a break fromthe upgrade, so | took the initiative and arranged the
whol e thing. |If anything, it's ultimately ny fault.”



"l see," Janeway responded col dly.

The at nosphere thickened as Janeway just sat in her seat eyeing all three
of the culprits. She didn't know what to say. Her authority called for
strict action, yet her conpassion called for understanding. Realizing her
counsel sitting opposite Tom B'elanna, Carey, and Harry, she ordered, "I'd
like nothing better than to put you all in the brig for what you've caused.
It was irresponsible, and down right reckless! But |I need all of you
right now Carey, Paris, you two go to Engineering and help fix up this
mess. Torres, Kim get down to the Cargo Bay and see what the hel
happened there. Dismssed!"

They all nodded, disgrace spelled on every one of their faces. Instead of
goi ng through the bridge, they all went to the briefing roomturbolift, to
avoi d the eagerly curious |ooks of the crew

Once in the turbolift they quickly started to argue. B' elanna was first.
"Carey, we agreed that this was going to be ny responsibility!"

"Lieutenant, |'mnot going to sit by and watch your career go down in
fl ames because of sonmething 'I' did."

"What you did was sinply try to get a head start on the upgrade,"” B el anna

assert ed. "There's nothing wong there."

"But without taking nore care in knowi ng what the hell was in those
sinulations and tests in the first place."

"Well, | shouldn't have fiddled with it anyway. It was too early to run
those particular tests."

Tom decided to interrupt the Engineering debate. "Ckay, you two, enough of
the sharing of blame. 1It's sickening. Not to nention, it's none of your
concern. You stick to fixing problens. Leave taking blame to the expert.”

"You?" B'elanna turned to the quiet Ensign, "Harry, you going to let your
best friend take all the bl ane?"

Harry barely | ooked up acknow edging the utterance of his name. "I don't

think M. Kimis caring too nuch. He |ooks like he's got bigger problens,"”
Carey responded to Harry's heavy face
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"I've read each of the reports submitted by Lieutenant's Paris, Torres, and
Carey. They all are very biased in their accounts.”

"Bi ased in what way?" Janeway questi oned.

"They are all explicitly trying to absorb the blanme for the incident, when
clearly, all are to blame.™

Janeway | eaned back in her chair wearily. "They were covering each other."
"I'n so many words, yes."

She stared at the table, thinking. Chakotay asked, "So what are you going



to do?"

"What | have to do, which is reprimnd every one of them" She gave an
uncertain |look. "But how can | stop fromthis happeni ng agai n?"

"It's not like sending themto their roons is going to solve the problem"”
Chakot ay renarked.

"No, | suppose confining themto quarters woul dn't?"
"You expect this to happen agai n?" Tuvok asked, concerned.

"Expect? No. Wrry? Yes. Frankly, I'msurprised it hasn't happened
sooner . "

Janeway noticed Tuvok's serious |look and replied, "Wll, think about it.
I've tried to create a community here, and | ook where it got us."

"I think what you've tried to acconplish here is not at fault," Chakotay
st at ed.

"However, a lack of restraint remains a significant concern,” Tuvok
interjected.

"You can't just legislate into people's private lives."

"Perhaps not. But for every circunstance there is necessity, and placing
paranount inportance in maintaining the efficiency of the crew should be
our priority."

"At the expense of our community?" Chakotay asked with disbelief.

"As a matter of fact, yes. Wthout the crew, we do not have a community
fromwhich to build.”

Chakotay fell silent to Tuvok's logical reply. "You're right," Janeway
noted to Tuvok.. "But so are you, Chakotay. The question renains, what
can | do to put the crewin line, yet not stifle our 'community spirit"'?"
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After exiting first fromthe turbolift, B elanna and Harry wal ked to Cargo
Bay two. B elanna still hadn't heard a word fromHarry, so she tried to
bring himout of his silence. "So, what can | expect in the Cargo Bay?"

He responded coldly, "Your worst nightmare.”

B' el anna was unprepared for such an answer. Cearly sonething was wei ghing
heavily in his mind, if not his heart, but she hadn't expected himto be so
blunt. Gven their relationship, they usually teased each other towards
the truth. This tine was no different as B elanna tried to weed it out of
him "lIsn't it your nightmare too?"

Harry took her comment as an intentional tease. "B elanna!" he warned
through gritted teeth.

B' el anna was forced to silence at his subtly aggressive response. It was a



side of Harry she had never seen before. Odinarily, Harry would go on the
defensive with any nmentioning of his budding relationships with sone fenale
crewrenbers. But this tine, he was assertive, focused, al nost aggressively
of fensive. G ven her uncertainty over Harry's state of mnd, she decided
to wait and see where his friend s character woul d go.

B'elanna didn't have to wait long. Entering the Cargo Bay Harry's attitude
hardened further. |If her view of Harry's face was accurate, he | ooked as
if he was betrayed.

They wal ked over to the panel that was ground zero for the nanoprobe
infection. They both avoi ded eyeing Seven. Analyzing her tricorder,
B' el anna remarked, "These jel-packs have been conpletely assinmlated."

Harry didn't respond to B elanna's conmment. He didn't have to. B elanna
continued, "lI'malso detecting a bio-electric field emanating fromall the
assimlated jel-packs, fromhere to the primary plasnma nmanifold interface.
And, there appears to be inmplants sprouting around the infected
circuitry."

Harry still ignored B elanna's report. She |ooked at him and noticed he
was anal yzing the link between the circuitry synaptic pathways and Seven.
"Harry," B elanna called softly. He still didn't answer, even though she

was right beside him "Harry!"

"What!" Harry barked back at her.

"Have you been listening to anything I've said?"
Harry snapped, "I heard every word, |ieutenant."

B' el anna felt even nore lost. He rarely, if ever, intentionally called her
by her rank. "Okay, Starfleet, what the hell is this all about?"

As if stating the obvious, Harry replied, "W're here to 'find out what the
hel | happened."'"

"No, | mean with you," B elanna clarified. "Ever since the accident you've
been a total nut case. 1've never seen you like this."
"Ch, showa little anger and I'ma 'nut case.' Wat does that nake you?"

Harry i nsi nuat ed.

Had it been anyone el se, she would have reciprocated the anger. But Harry
was one of her close friends. And it was not like him "That makes nme a
Klingon, Harry," B elanna reveal ed, surprised herself by accepting her
identity. She tried to lighten the nbod. "For a human to be a
Klingon-that's being a nut case."

B' el anna noticed a small novenent in Harry's face. "lIs that a snmile |
see?"

"Of course not."

"Harry, when are you going to learn that you can't hide anything fromne?"
B' el anna asked genui nely.



"Not yet," Harry admitted, futilely trying to stay angry. He gave up
giving a cynical snle. "Wat is it with you?" he asked, trying to
under st and how she coul d get under his skin

"Harry. Let ne tell you something." She noved closer to him "You're a
good nman. Too good. And it shows. [It's only natural that us 'flawed
people try and use your good nature to 'our' advantage."

Harry's face hardened again, accepting B elanna's explanation. He felt he
had been taken advantage of. He felt that way about the Borg standing two
metres away. Noticing Harry's change of face, B elanna remarked, "But it's
nothing worth getting angry about."

Harry turned to her and reassured her, "I know. But it's not you I'm
t hi nki ng about . "

"It's Seven isn't it."

Harry blinked in the affirmative. "So, what happened?" B elanna asked as
she put away her tricorder, thinking Harry was the best source of

i nformati on.

"1 hel ped her."

"What di d you do?"

"l got the optical cable and helped her nodify it to be used as a
bi o- neural Iink."

" And?"
"And what ?"
"What el se?" B' elanna asked, |ooking for the cause of Harry's probl em

"And then |I found out she was going to use the nanoprobes w t hout nodifying
them | tried to stop her, but | couldn't.”

"What do you nean, you 'couldn't'?"

"l grabbed her arm" Harry recall ed.

"That's it?" B elanna asked. "You just 'grabbed her arn?"

"What, you expected nme to use a phaser on her?”

"That woul d've been a 'bit' nore effective, wouldn't you say?"

Harry stared at her in disbelief. "I couldn't do that!"

"No, Harry, you 'wouldn't,'" B elanna corrected

Harry was shocked at the accusation, but nore disturbed at know ng that she
was right. But that didn't stop himfromretaliating. "Wwo the hell are
you to be so judgenental ? | didn't see you stop yourself from being

bl i nded by your disgust towards Seven back in Engineering. |If you had
listened to her, maybe we wouldn't be in this ness!"”



Harry's accusation stung, by the fact that he was right about her. They
both stood beside each other, regretting their words. B' elanna decidedly
broke the silence. "Harry?"

"Yeah?"

"Rermenber the tine in the Ocanpa under ground?"

"How can | forget?"

"When | saw you for the second tine?" B elanna clarified.

"You mean, after they had sedated you?"

"Yeah. You were so 'with it,' you know? And you sounded so genui ne when
you warned ne that they'd sedate ne again if | didn't cal mdown."

"Well, | was," Harry responded calmy. "I didn't want all those alien
drugs in your system W0 knows what they'd do to us."

Turning to face Harry, B elanna asked, "Wat happened to 'that' Harry Kin®
Wiy the change all of a sudden? You've been through life, death, hell
you're even a duplicate of yourself. Wy, after 'this' accident, you've

| ost your charn®?"

Harry broke B' el anna's gaze, ashamed to even answer her question. "I...
don't know. It's just that...l can't let nyself be used anynore. Not
after what happened. "

B' el anna was still genuinely confused. It wasn't like himto be so
di sj oi nted when he spoke, but he seened to be junping over inportant
details. "Harry, how have you been 'used' ?"

"I can't talk about it...Not yet." Harry enphasized, "Not here." He shook
his head in frustration and darted for the Cargo bay doors.
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B' el anna watched Harry rush out. She turned around and saw hersel f facing
Seven, who was staring back at her. B'elanna gave a cold | ook, and took
out her tricorder to get her nind focused on exam ning the danmage instead
of thinking about Harry.

But she couldn't stay focused. She couldn't understand how Harry coul d
suddenly change. Just this norning he was his usual, calm conmposed,
diligent self. Now, he was an angry recluse. He didn't even care about
Tom when they were in the turbolift. Utimtely, though, she knew it had
sonmething to do with the drone standing a netre away from her.

Seven, having paid attention to the conversation between B el anna and
Harry, finally remarked, "Lieutenant. You appear to be angry."

"l see spending tinme with Tuvok has been a big help," B elanna replied
sarcastically. "You state the obvious even better than he does."

"Lieutenant, | do not wish to argue with you."



"Well, I'"lIl do one better; | don't want to "talk' to you."

Seven responded with an annoyed | ook at B elanna's incessantly aggressive
attitude, but she maintained her persistence. "How do you expect to
understand Ensign Kims | oss of his? 'charm ?"

"Through him™"

"He expl anati on does not seemto be forthcomng."

Trying to get sone work done, scanning the synaptic pathways, B' el anna

said, "Wen he's ready...he'll tell ne."
"Way wait ?"
B' el anna sl anmed her tricorder shut. "Because, it's his problem |'mnot

going to try and help himif he doesn't want ny help."
"How can you help if you do not even have all avail able information?"

"WWat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I was there, Lieutenant," Seven replied. "Yet you have not asked ne for a
chronol ogy of events."
"Well, | don't want to hear your 'chronology,'" B elanna spit back

"Then it is your loss."

B' el anna took Seven's statenment as a challenge. And she quickly realized
it was a no-win scenario. |f she ignored Seven's information, Seven would
be right; B elanna would | ose sone potentially inportant information. But,
if she accepted Seven's information, Seven would have won the chall enge.

Focusing on Harry, B elanna retorted, "It wouldn't be ny loss. It would
be Harry's." Pausing nonentarily, swallow ng her pride, B elanna finally
asked, "So what happened?"

"As soon as | returned to the Cargo Bay, | began to analyze ways of
repairing the damaged circuitry systemnear the plasma nanifold. | deduced
that the nost efficient means was through the use of ny nanoprobes, which
woul d be injected into the bio-neural circuitry. Ensign Kims role was
mniml as he sinply retrieved a type-3 optical cable and a repair kit."
Seven continued in a confused tone, "Wile observing ny actions, he asked
if I intended to use the cable as a nmeans to nodify the nanoprobes. He
becane upset when | explained to himthat | had no intention of nodifying
t he nanoprobes, and he feebly attenpted to stop ne."

"And after that, you injected the nanoprobes into the jel-packs," B el anna

concl uded.

"Yes. | then connected the optical cable to the synaptic pathway,
connected nyself to ny alcove, and inserted the cable into the inplant
bel ow ny right ear."

B' el anna remrai ned confused. "How did you 'use’ Harry?"



"As | said, | did not."

"I was speaking rhetorically, Seven," B elanna replied, slightly annoyed.
"But, | still don't understand what Harry coul d be tal king about... Unless
you' re hiding sonething."

"l assure you, lieutenant, | amnot. However, | do share your concern."
"What's that supposed to nean?" B' el anna asked suspi ci ously.

Seven admitted, "Recent events have led to a realization that | have gai ned
a certain...affinity for Ensign Kim™"

B' el anna coul dn't believe what she heard. "You don't know what you're
tal king about! You're a Borg!...You don't 'care' for people. You're a
m ndl ess drone!™"

"I may be Borg, but I amno longer a drone," Seven asserted. "Unlike you
I have learned to harness parts of ny humanity, and use it towards nore
"efficient' ends.”

"Ch, please! You don't even say 'thank-you'!"

"That acknow edgenent, | have learned, is not blindly given, but granted to
appropriate parties."

"Are you saying | don't deserve a 'please’ or 'thank-you' ?" B elanna
asked.

"You nust have been seei ng Commander Tuvok" Seven said in a sarcastic tone.
"You are reiterating the obvious."

B' el anna expl oded, "Wy you...you..." She couldn't find a word harsh

enough to describe her rage. She growl ed in anger and threw her tricorder

at Seven. But instead of hitting Seven in the face, the tricorder bounced

off a green Borg shield that frizzled into existence, startling both

B' el anna and Seven.
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"Have you gotten a report fromHarry?" Janeway asked Chakotay in her Ready
Room

"Actually, no | haven't. | thought he m ght have given it to you."
Janeway gave a concerned | ook. "Notice anything...different about Harry?"
"He didn't seemvery focused at the debriefing. |f anything he | ooked as

if he had sonmething nore pressing on his mnd."
"Have you talked with him about it?"

Chakotay sm|ed as he answered, "He's not usually '"that' forthconming to
ne. "

"And | don't even have a report to read between the lines," Janeway
replied, concerned.



Monents | ater Janeway's door chinmed. "Come in."

It was Harry who wal ked in, at |least his body. H's mnd was |ost in per

sonal uncertainty, his eyes glazed over with confusion, his voice hollow.
"You wanted to see ne, Captain?"

Chakot ay decided to give them sonme privacy. "Excuse nme, Captain."”
Janeway nodded perm ssion for the Conmander to leave. Sitting in her
chair, she put a PADD on her desk, and folded her hands in her lap. "So,
how are you feeling?"

"I'm..fine, Captain.”

"Are you sure there's nothing you need to tal k about ?"

"Not really, ma'am" Harry answered

"Then woul d you mind explaining why | haven't received a report fromyou
regardi ng the accident in Engineering?"

Harry had been | ocked into a corner. "I...l...1"ve been busy."

"W've all been busy, Ensign. What have you been up to that has pulled you
away from your duties?"

Odinarily, Harry would have stopped his diversionary tactics and get to

the point, but ironically, his | oss of self-confidence, made himbury the

truth deeper within hinself. He didn't want to deal with it, and he

definitely didn't want to talk to the Captain, or anyone el se, about it.
"It's a personal matter, na'am |'d rather not talk about it."

"l see," Janeway uttered. "If you don't want to talk about it, then
there's nothing I can do for you."

"l appreciate your understanding, Captain."

"Actually, Harry, | don't understand.” Janeway stood up and approached the
Ensign. "And | want to help you, but equally inmportant, right now | need
you. | need to know that you can still be trusted with fulfilling your
responsibilities, even with your...personal matter. Can | still trust
you?"

Harry felt the sting of Janeway's deep and concerned gaze into his eyes.
He wanted to assert hinself, but his fear fromhis uncertainty encroached
upon his confidence. "I hope so."

Janeway naintained her strong gaze. "That's not rmuch of an answer,
Ensign. "
Harry gave it another effort, but to no avail. "I1'IIl try."

Janeway blinked in disappointnment. She gave a nuted sigh as she turned
back towards her chair. Wsking around, Janeway comanded, "Ensign. [|'m
relieving you of duty."



"That's not necessary!"

"Ch, | think it is. You ve lost sonething, and I'mgiving you tinme to find
it again."

"What about the repairs, and the infestation to the jel -packs?" Harry
count er ed.

"You're welconme to help B elanna and the rest of the Engineering team but
I mean it when | say you're off-duty. You are not to take on any
responsibilities until you are fit to be returned to duty, understood?”

He sighed. "Aye, Captain."

"Di sm ssed. "

Harry turned to | eave, but before reaching the doors |leading to the bridge,

Janeway wanted his personal attention. "Harry, | won't inmagine | know
what's on your mind. But, | want you to know, you haven't done anything
wrong. "

"Thank you, Captain. But, | don't think it has anything to do with doing

anything wong, as it has to do with knowing what is the right thing to
do."

Harry left the Captain with a confused | ook on her face.
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B' el anna rushed into Engineering. Finding Tomworking on her control
panel , she approached him "Tom we have a problem"

Happy to see B el anna, he teased, "Tell ne sonething | don't already know. "
"I"'mserious. | was down in the Cargo Bay, and Seven has re-devel oped her

Borg shields. It mght have sonething to do with the increased

bi o-electric field form ng around her, or her tapping into the ship's main

power systens..."

"What a minute. How do you find out about the shiel ds?"

B' el anna diverted the question as smoothly as she could. "That's not
important. What's inportant is we find out howto disable it. | was
t hi nking of..."

Tom cut her off, slyly focusing on his question. "The only way you coul d' ve
found out about the shields was if you hit it with sonething..."

"I'f you think I'd be dunb enough to bunp into it, you're way off," B el anna

responded def ensively.

Eyeing B el anna's body for a sign of contact with a force field, he noticed
sonmet hing missing. "Were's your tricorder?"

"How did you know | had a tricorder?"

"Well, you' re wearing a tricorder hol ster, which happens to be enpty. Wit



a mnute. .. Tom put two and two together, and gave a |l augh. "You threw
your tricorder at her!"

B' el anna stood unanused, which only made Tomrealize he was right. "You
know what Harry will say when he finds out?"

"I don't think Harry will care too nmuch," B elanna said bluntly. "He's got
this "thing' on his mnd."

Tom responded assertively, "Ch, | think he'll care. Harry hasn't changed
his mnd all that nuch.”

"What are you tal king about? He's so 'out of it.'"

"Ch, everything is perfectly normal,” Tom assured. "I've seen it dozens of
times. He sinmply has to make a choice.™

B' el anna was getting fed up with cryptic answers. "What are you talking
about ?"
"He just has to decide whether to still kill two birds with one stone.”

B' el anna huffed in frustration at Tonl s vague answer, pushing Tom away from
her console, and getting to work.

LR Sk o

Seven reflected on her statement, "I have gained a certain affinity for
Ensign Kim" Wile the thought had been developing in her nind for severa
weeks, for sone reason, hearing the words spoken nade the statenent nore
substantial, real, and true. Froma fleeting feeling percolating in her

m nd, came a pillar fromwhich she could use as a guide to attain a new

| evel of understanding. Yet, unlike her previous experiences with
enotions, she was not apprehensive, but confidently curious. She wanted to
know where her feelings would take her.

But her curiousity was rmuted, in part, by confusion over the rapid
transformati on of Ensign Kim Recalling his explanation of 'being used,
Seven coul dn't understand how t hat al one would cause himto be so
uncharacteristically solemm. The Ensign and Seven had 'used' each other in
the sane fashion ever since they started working together on the
Astrometrics Lab, and even when he got angry, or when she ignored his
suggestions, he never 'lost his charm' |In addition, to her it seenmed

hi ghly inprobable that the injection of the nanoprobes al one woul d cause



obligatory expressions, such as 'please' and 'thank-you' were nore than
perfunctory. Even if Seven had not yet experienced the full potenti al
range of human interactions, she knew that expressions enbodied the ability
to convey significant sentinents, fromthe subtle to the obvious.

Real i zi ng that she was foll owi ng the chronol ogy of events, her confusion
was conpounded by doubt, surfacing fromthe recollection of the sudden
appearance of her Borg shields. In her calculations, Seven had not
anticipated the re-energence of her shields. She grew increasingly
uncertain as it occurred to her that if her shields returned, other aspects
of her Borg makeup could re-energe and threaten her ability to control the
nanoprobes. Wthout her, the nanoprobes would easily continue to
assimlate the bio-neural circuitry and spread to other systens on the
shi p.

What concerned her the npbst was the understanding that if that occurred,
she woul d have failed in her task. Her inperfections would force failure
into her own personal chronol ogy of events. That error would be a bl em sh
she coul d never erase, and worse, never forget. Her inperfection would be
concrete. Her doubt would have a permanent place in her character. And
that frightened her.

She tried to refocus on sonething else, attenpting to return to her nore
confident state, by inmmersing herself in her thoughts concerning Ensign
Kim but she couldn't. Her uncertainty quickly nutated into fear, burning
away her remaining confidence.

I mmobilized in her alcove, she could not run away and have the change of
envi ronnent douse her trepidation. Recalling the transformation of Ensign
Kim she could not even call on himto assist her. She was isolated

Wt hout warning, her mnd becane flooded with a fuzz of vocalizations.
Seven winced at the intensity of the sounds echoing in her mnd, but the
nmonentary prick of pain dissipated as soon as it cane. |In an instant, her

own individual thoughts and enotions becane sedated with an accustoned

col l ection of commnication. She heard the voices-the others. The

Col I ecti ve.

A puddl e of rationality questioned how the Collective could reach her. But
she didn't care. The fanmliar sounds were all she needed. She felt the
confort of her old honme. She welconed the others into her mind. She let
the voices rebuild her confidence. She let the weight of humanity drift
away. She becanme drugged on the illusion of drone perfection.
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Apillar falling, Harry collapsed onto his bed, facing the ceiling. The
force of his fall gave his body a nuch need change of pace, blood rushing
up his body, a wave of life splashing up into his mnd. It gave hima
nmoment of clarity, recognizing for an instant, that his probl emwas about
hi mrsel f al one. But as the wave receeded, so did his confidence, and his
confusi on returned.

Harry laid there, hoping that his problens would energe and 