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A unifornmed, yet apparently unkept Tom Paris nmet up with a briskly wal ki ng
Ensign Kim "Hey, Harry, what's the rush?"

Harry eyed Tom s appearance, about to comment, but sinply answered his
question. "lI'mon ny way to see Seven. No one has seen her all day."

"Real ly? | thought she was with B Elanna i n Engi neering coordinating ny
shuttle mission with the Shakarians,"” he said, puffing a plune of dust from
his uniform



"Well, B Elanna's been around Seven | ong enough to deal out a few Borgish
tricks of her own," Harry managed to cough out. "Did you have any trouble
el uding the Brakolli raiders?" he asked.

"No, we nmanaged to stay outside their sensor range. The plasma storns in the
area make for good hiding spots." Tomgave a smirk. "Just |ike hone."

Harry gazed at Tom s dirty uniformand suggested, "Wy don't you take a
shower. The Shakari an caves have done wonders to your uniform™

"Good idea. See you later."

Harry patted Tom on the shoul der and left for the Cargo Bay. Arriving, his

deneanour turned serious as he found Seven crouched in the far corner of her
makeshi ft quarters, her head face down on top of her knees. Al around her

were overturned cargo barrels, spilled open containers, PADDS strewn around

her body. As he approached, he saw her hair hangi ng | cose down the sides of
her face, covering arns clutching her |egs together

By the [ ook of things, Seven had experienced an 'enotional release' but
because of what, he did not know. She had been distant towards himthese
past couple nonths, but he had no idea as to why. There were tines he

t hought about asking her about it, but an appropriate tinme never seened to
come up. After noticing an unschedul ed absence fromher shift in
Astrometrics, he decided to go to her and see what was wong. "Seven?"

"l prefer to be alone, Ensign Kim"

He approached her and crouched down in front of her. "You've been al one al
day. | got worried."

"Your concern is unwarranted."

He noved cl oser, placing his hand atop her head, caressing. "Is it?"
She imediately recoiled, lifting her head to shake off his hand, revealing a
tear-1aden face, her usually clear blue eyes danpened and bl codshot. "I w sh

to be alone."

He tried to smle. "You should know by now that when soneone says they want
to be al one, they nmean the exact opposite.”

"I amnot playing a nanipul ative human gane of deception. | want to be
al one. "

"That nmay be what you want," Harry returned, "But that's not what you need.”

She glared fiercely into his eyes. "How do you know what | need?"

"Call it a hunch,” he said, sitting down cross-legged a third of a nmetre in
front of her. The nore Seven recoiled, the nore he knew sonethi ng was w ong.
Her confident charge was gone, replaced by a weak df ensive veneer that was

easily cracked.

Thi s was apparent as she appeared unconfortable with his close proxinmty and
quickly got up to walk away fromhim "Please leave. | amgoing to



regenerate."”

"CGo right ahead and regenerate,” he said scornfully as he stood up. "I'm not
goi ng anywhere, Seven. Not until you tell nme what's been bothering you."

"I't is none of your concern," she uttered, her face heavy with enotion as she
approached her al cove

"Seven, you *are* my concern. You're ny friend, and | care a great dea
about you. Now, I've let you have your tine "alone.’” |'ve kept ny distance
these past few nonths, but it's really beginning to worry ne. W' ve barely
spoken a dozen words outside of work. That nay be you with everyone el se,
but...it's not us."

Seven stared right through her alcove. "There is nothing you can do. | nust
deal with this alone." She wal ked up to her alcove to prepare for
regeneration. "Please, Ensign. Leave," she whispered.

"Ckay, fine," he said softly. She wasn't going to tell him That nuch was
obvi ous, but he still felt for her. "Let nme help you get setup.”

She nodded in agreenent, and entered her alcove. Harry wal ked across to the
side control panel to initiate the regeneration cycle. Before he keyed in
the initiation sequence, he gazed at Seven's face. Her face had crusted from
the tears, ageing her face artificially. Letting her regain sone peace, he
entered the initiation sequence, and saw her close her saddened eyes. "Sweet
dreans, Seven."

He sighed and wal ked over to where he first found her to do a little bit of

cl eanup. While he could never put the large barrels back, he could at | east
collect all the containers and organi ze the PADDS for her. Picking up each

of the PADDs he noticed an unusual consistency in their content.

They were all about the 29th century drone she named One. A PADD contai ned
the basic information about his anatony, a breakdown schematic of his

bi ol ogi cal and technol ogi cal conponents. On another PADD were |lists and
detail ed outlines on possible ways to take control of his technol ogi ca
conmponent s: his nanoprobes, the inbedded holo-emtter, his shield emtters.
Anot her PADD had i mages of One's devel opnent, fromhis infant stage to the
end of his maturation cycle. Harry had his suspicions about the flood of

i nterest Seven apparently had with One, but he thought against junmping to
conclusions. He decided to go to the Doc and ask himabout it.

Si ckbay was relatively quiet, Tom being off-shift, and no | ong-term patients
occupi ed any of the bio-beds. The Doc noticed Harry's entrance and
approached himfromhis office. "Can | help you, Ensign?"

"Evening, Doc. | was wondering if you could tell ne a little sonething about
the other Borg drone we had on board a few nonths ago, One."

The Doctor's face hardened as the nmenory washed up into the present. "What
exactly did you need to know?"

"Actually, what | wanted to know was how he died."

He gave a solem | ook and turned to wal k towards the clanshell biobed. Like
a war veteran, he stood rigidly beside the biobed, his arms straightened



al ong the sides of his hol ographic body, his eyes staring into the niddle of
the biobed. Harry didn't know what to do until he saw the Doc's saddened
face. He sinply copied the Doctor's stance, paying his respects to an

i ndi vi dual he barely knew.

"He killed hinself," the Doctor finally said.

That answer took Harry by surprise as he was not privy to nost of the nedical
reports. "How?"

"He had internal bleeding, brain haenorrhage, skull fractures. | had to
operate, but he refused.”

n W]y?"

"He felt his presence threatened the lives of the crew and the safety of the
ship. He felt that since the Borg knew of his presence, they would
constantly look for him and kill everyone on board to get to him"

By the tone of the Doc's voice, Harry began to share and understand his
respect for One. As a Borg, he was unique. He was willing to sacrifice his
life for the safety of the ship, an attribute Seven had not yet devel oped at

the tine. One was an ironic martyr: the Borg who sacrificed hinself for
humanity. "How did Seven take it?"

"How do you think she took it?" The Doctor said incredul ously. "She saw her
prodigy die in front of her, despite her pleas for himto live." He turned
away fromthe biobed, unable to keep the image of a dying Borg in his mnd.

"She stood above him begging himto live. She said he was hurting her, and
he had the gall to say that she woul d adapt."

Harry | eaned on the biobed, his hands inprinting on the mattress. "She
hasn't has she."

"Cbviously not. | hear she skipped her entire duty shift today."

"Yeah. She wouldn't respond to anyone over the conmeither. The only tine
she responded was when Janeway sai d she was going to neet her, and she firmy
said no. There was sonething in Seven's voice that kept the Captain away."

"Has anyone seen her today?"

"I have. | just came fromher Cargo Bay. | found her crouched in a corner
of the room with PADDs around her. They were all about One."

"So that's why you asked. "
"Yeah. "

The Doctor wal ked around, picking up various medical instruments, obviously
trying to keep busy. "So how is she?"

"By the | ook of things, she seens depressed."”
"l guess it was only a matter of tine."

"What do you nean?”



The Doctor paused before speaking. "Borg resilience. Wile |I'mno psycho

| ogi cal expert, | know enough to diagnose various stages of depression

First there's the self-help fix, then an inflated bubble of contentnent.

But soon enough, it all conmes crashing down again, and you're back to square
one. The Borg are no different. Just nore stubborn.”

"She still thinks it's her fault," Harry hypothesized as he thought about the
contents of the PADDs in the Cargo Bay.

"That's a probable conclusion. |'msure as a Borg, she's not accustoned to
grieving for soneone, so, it's probably still all pent up inside her."

"l tried to talk to her, but she just kept insisting she wanted to be al one."

The Doc smirked sadly. "There's that Borg resistance rearing its head
again."
Harry crossed his arnms. "There has to be a way to help her past this."

"Ordinarily, if this was just a matter of friendship, just being with her
woul d lure her out of her self-created cocoon. But this is nore than
friendship. She's lost the one thing she helped bring into the world."
"You speak of One as if he was her child."

"Biologically, he wasn't. But technologically, and socially he was. They
shared a cl ose bond, individual Borg with individual Borg. He may not have
been her child in the strictest sense, but she was his nother...And she | ost
him" The Doc seened deeply concerned about the whol e incident, but
unconfortable. "lIs there anything else | can do for you?" he asked, trying
to change t he subject.

"No, Doc. Thanks," Harry replied as he wal ked to | eave Sickbay. "I'll see
you later."

In his quarters, Harry laid back on his sofa thinking about Seven. Wile a
part of himknew that there was little he could do, the desire to find a way
to help her out of her situation occupied his thoughts. There had to be
somet hi ng he could do. Nothing so grandi ose as to solve her problem but
sonet hing to nudge her in the right direction.

H s conm badge chirped. "Yes?"

"Harry, it's B 'Elanna. | want you to | ook at sonething. Go to your conputer
consol e and check the power distribution levels."

Sitting down at his desk, he activated his conputer. "What am | | ooking
for?"

"The output levels on deck eight seemto be fluctuating a bit."
"They |l ook like they're spiking every 0.023 seconds."”
"Have any ideas what could be causing it?"

"Irregul arities in the plasma fl ow regul at ors?”



"No, they all check out."

"Then sonething has to be drawing up the power."

"That's the only thing | could come up with, but everything checks out."
"Maybe a problemwi th the internal sensors?"

"Nope. Now you see why | called you."

Harry hummed in agreenent as he traced the various conduit outlines on the
conput er screen, puzzled by the power irregularity. "Wy don't we run a
segnment al di agnostic of deck eight to localize the power drain."

"Sounds good to ne. Commenci ng. "

Wiile waiting for the diagnostic to finish, Harry asked, "So, got the inside
scoop on Tom s new program he's worki ng on?

B' El anna gave an obvious chuckle. "Yes, | do, but the condition for know ng
was to keep it fromyou."

"Come on, B'Elanna. Just a little hint."

"Sorry, Harry. You know where ny loyalties lie."

"Just a hint," Harry begged.

"A hint would give it all away. | know how you are with human history."

"Aha! Human-it's a human program" Thinking out loud, he said, "It's got to
be a 20th century program human history; he's already witten a program
about B-novies, a hotrod, Sandrines?"

"Wel |, since you don't need ny help, maybe we can get back to the task at
hand, " B' El anna suggested as the conputer began to beep. Harry could hear
over the commline B Elanna asking, "Conputer, identify location of power
surge."

"Power surge is localized in section 297-forward-ganma. "
"What's in there?" Harry asked

"The Cargo Bays," B Elanna said. "But, there's nothing in the Cargo Bays
that woul d cause this spike in power. None of the transporters are online.”

"Except Seven's alcove. Conputer, run a |evel-four diagnostic of the Borg
al coves in Cargo Bay Two."

"Di agnostic conplete. No anomal ous readi ngs detected."

"Sonet hing's not right,”
the Cargo Bay."

Harry said, concerned. "B Elanna, neet me down in

"I'"'mon ny way."

Harry entered the Cargo Bay to a busily working B Elanna. "Wat's wong?" he
asked as he jogged to the al cove.



"There's an overload in the power distribution circuits. And | can't shut
down the regeneration process.”

Looki ng at a side console he noted, "The power output is 30% above nornal."
"And if we don't deactivate it, Seven is going to fry herself to death."

Harry began to panic. "Can't we just shut off power to the whol e deck?"

"I"ve tried half a dozen things already, but the conputer won't respond to ny
conmmands. "

"Kimto the Doctor, nedical energency in Cargo Bay two!"
"What's the energency?"

"Seven's trying to kill herself!"

Kok ok ok ok kA A KKK Kk

Janeway rushed into a busy Sickbay. "Howis she?"

"Biologically, she's okay, only mnor burns around her inplants,” the Doctor
responded. "But those inplants are another story. |'ve had to inject three

doses of replicated nanoprobes to help her body repair all of her inplants.
They're all heavily damaged due to a power overload."

"Over| oad?"

"The output of her al cove was 30% above the nominal rate," B Elanna
expl ai ned.

Harry interjected. "Apparently, Seven adjusted the output settings in order

to burn out her cybernetic inplants.”

"The Borg equivalent of slicing her wists," the Doctor comented norbidly.
"But why?" Janeway asked

The Doctor gave a directed look to Harry. "Harry?" Janeway prodded

"I think she was still dealing with the | oss of One. She didn't know how to
deal with the loss she felt, and | guess..she thought suicide was the only
way. "

"Ch, ny.."

Harry inhal e



Janeway softly put her hands on Harry's shoulders. "It wasn't your fault.

If anything, it's mne as Captain. But sharing blame isn't going to help us
out of this situation." She gazed authoritatively into his eyes. "W have
to nove forward."

"Yes, Captain." Harry straightened up a bit and took in a deep breath.
“"What shoul d we do?"

Janeway crossed her arns and | ooked at an unconsci ous Seven. "Now that we
know what's going on, we have to naintain a constant watch on her." She
turned her face towards Harry. "I take it you can take this assignnent."

"Yes, nma'am"

"CGood," she said, returning a smle. "Wen she's able, try to keep her
focused on the task at hand. She may resist. She may want to just wallowin
self-pity and be alone, but you have to keep her occupied.” Turning to

B' El anna, she ordered, "Keep Seven in the |loop. Ask for suggestions
recomendat i ons, anything."

"Yes, Captain," B Elanna replied.
Janeway turned to the Doctor. "How |l ong until she regai ns consci ousness?"

"The sedative | gave her should wear off in a couple hours. The nanoprobes
should finish their repairs well before that."

"Good. Keep ne inforned."

*khkkkkhkkkkkhkk*k

0303 hours, Harry noted to hinself as he roaned the corridors. He'd have to
be back at Sickbay by 0500 to neet an awoken Seven of Nine. There didn't
seemto be nuch purpose to go back to his quarters to sleep since he'd likely
just toss and turn for those two hours. He couldn't just pop up on the
bridge or Engineering, so that didn't |eave nmuch except for the Mess Hall.

He wasn't expecting anyone in the Mess Hall, and sure enough, it was enpty.

He wasn't | ooking for anything in particular, but the dark starlit room gave
hi m what he needed. A nonent of serenity in a sea of uncertainty. He wal ked
up to the corner window, |eaned on the side wall and just stared out into
space.

The irony of space travel for Harry was that while the notion of being stuck
inside a ship for long periods of time exaggerated his natural |evel of

cl austrophobi a, staring out into space and focusing on the various bodies of
light, produced one of the nobst clear states of mind for him Wile this was
a ritual born fromhis youth on Terra Firma, performng it in the depths of
outer space seened |like the nmost natural thing for himto do. The twi nkling
lights around Earth were now replaced with distinct stellar bodies. Wat
used to be just stars turned out to be distant gal axi es passing by, quasars,
red giants, white dwarfs. He could see the vibrant colours of bright yell ow,
white, blue, and red, all defining the objects that passed by his field of

vi si on.

Toni ght, he was | ooking out for a supernova, or just a nova. Like a child
| ooking at the Terran sky for falling stars, he was |ooking for a reason to



hope. Wether he found a nova or not, his wish was clear. But he still felt
unsure, his only recourse at that noment was to cling to a childhood tal e of
wi shing upon a star.

He felt so lost. He couldn't imagine his |life wi thout Seven, yet, now, he

couldn't think of a way to hel p her out of the depression that struck her.
He wanted to touch her, enbrace her in his arnms, yet he didn't want to

snot her her. He needed her, but unsure if she needed him He had al ready

failed to keep her from danger-fromthe fear and sadness within herself.
What good was he to her then?

Just 'being there' for her was obviously not enough. She needed nore than
simpl e conmpany, he thought. She needed soneone who knew what he was doi ng,
soneone she could turn to for definitive answers. She needed an equal. But
if he couldn't even explain to her the value of dating, how could he help her
through the loss of '"her child ?



feared the gerns that he thought were deposited on the clarinet reed. Wile
the fear he faced now pal ed in conparison, fear nonethel ess begets fear,
havi ng the tendency to conpound on itself |ike an infection.

As he neared Sickbay, he tried harder and harder to squeeze the anxiety down
deep into his psyche, but the courage he sought was weakened. He couldn't
get past the fact that Seven had tried to kill herself. He couldn't help but
feel that somehow it was his fault. No natter how many tines he recycled
Janeway's assurance to the contrary, his uncertainty bypassed his
confidence-building attenpts. He was trying so hard he hadn't realized that
he had wal ked in to Sickbay and right up to Seven's biobed.

He nmanaged to get out of his detached state after hearing Seven recogni ze his
presence. Her face was paler than usual, as were her l|ips, but sonehow he
was expecting that. "H Seven," he managed to whi nper out.

"You do not |ook well," Seven observed

"I'"mas good as can be expected, given the circunstances. How about you?"
"As good as can be expected."”

They shared nonentary gl ances, only to deliberately break them They didn't
communi cate with each other for an elongated period. They |ooked like a
nmonunent to shared shane, each staring at opposite directions, faces
downcast, bodies rigid, eyes glossy with pent up enotion.

"Trying to set a record?" The Doc asked jovially, trying to break the tension
bet ween the two.

"Excuse ne?" Harry asked

"Well, the two of you have been avoi ding each other's gaze for so long that |
t hought you were trying to break the record of nobst distant gaze at short
range."

"That's not particularly funny, Doc."

"Perhaps not, but at least it broke the tension in this corner of ny
Si ckbay. "

Harry smled. "Thanks, Doc." Fiddling with the sleeve of his uniform he
asked, "So, is it safe to take her out of here?"

The Doctor nodded in the affirmative. "She shouldn't have any problenms with
the internal repairs of the nanoprobes. Though, it would be a good idea that
she get sonething to eat."
"I"ll see what | can do," Harry said as cheerfully as he could. He offered
his hand to a still weary Seven of N ne and asked, "Care to join nme for

br eakf ast ?"

She was resigned but accepted his offer by taking his hand.
Seven relied heavily on Harry to help her walk in the corridors. The

corridors were busier as they left Sickbay, enough to create the
unconfortable feeling that rumours would start flying by mdday. Crewnenbers



who passed them sniled and nodded to them but only to feebly canoufl age
curious stares. Noting these reactions, Harry took a quick detour to the
nearest turbolift. Once secured inside, Harry ordered, "Deck six."

Seven gave a curious look. "The Mess Hall is on deck two."

"I know. But | think a private breakfast is in order. Unless, you would
rather go to the Mess Hall."

"No, a private breakfast is nore acceptable."”
Harry couldn't help but smle at her response. "Good."

Once in his quarters, he eased Seven into a chair, and went to the
replicator. It wasn't until he activated the tactile interface that he
realized he had barely enough credits to get a glass of water. But before
turning to explain this enbarassing story, he did a double take on the
consol e reading two nonths worth of rations allocated. He keyed in a
di agnostic to check the validity of the nunmbers, producing a typed nessage:
HARRY, CONSI DER THI S COVPENSATI ON FOR KEEPI NG TOM S PROGRAM FROM
YQU.

B' ELANNA
He nout hed a t hank-you to B Elanna and pronmised to repay her later. An
overjoyed snile leaking fromhis face, he asked Seven, "So what woul d you
|'i ke for breakfast?"

"Food suppl erent 215."
"I"'mafraid |"'mnot famliar with that one."

"You are not. It is a creation of ny own containing all the rel evant
nutrients required.”

"It doesn't sound that appetizing.”
"That is irrelevant. It serves nmy needs."

H s eyes widened in surprise. "Are you telling me you' ve never had a
traditional human breakfast ?"

"Tradi ti onal human di shes are inefficient."

"But they are so good!"

"That is?"

Harry interrupted, "..."'not' irrelevant. Look, food serves nore than a
nutritional purpose. It functions as a nmeans of providing confort."
"Confort?"

"Yes! You can get an i measurable anpbunt of satisfaction fromeating your
favourite dish."

"l do not have a 'favourite dish.

"A condition | intend to rectify,” he said eagerly, rubbing his hands



together. "Now, what could possibly be delicious to you,
loud. "What's your favourite col our?"

he t hought out

"How does that have any bearing in determining ny favourite dish?"

"Wel |, sonetimes appearance plays an inportant part. For exanple, a person
who has blue as a favourite colour can al so enjoy foods that have blue in
them like Ronulan ale, Bolian grain noodles, or blueberry pie."

"l see," Seven commented. "My favourite colour is red."
"Ah?" he said, disappointed.
"What is the natter?"

"Ch nothing. Just that there is a vast array of dishes that are red. Like
about...ten thousand."

Harry avoi ded becom ng overwhel ned by the vast sel ection of delicacies he
coul d expose to Seven as it was a perfect activity to keep Seven preoccupi ed.

Bei ng daring, he started with exotic Kl ingon dishes, such as fresh gagh, to
the variety of elegantly prepared Japanese sushi creations. Wile she did
not find any one of themespecially her favourite, she did express a |eaning
towards human food. Preparation, he noted, was an inportant factor. That,
and the food being sufficiently 'dead" upon reaching her nouth. That let a
variety of 'red' dishes, anything fromred beet soup, to a host of
Medi t erranean tomat o- based seaf ood di shes. He noticed after a tasting of the
twenty-third dish, she gave little consideration to the increasing anmounts of
food she was consuming. Her enjoynent seened to transcend her Borg
preoccupation with efficient consunption, yet in the end, she had still did
not establish which entree she |liked the nost.

Havi ng exhausted nost of the |ikely candidate dishes, what remai ned was
dessert. Seven gave no indication she was getting full, so he decided to
conti nue experinenting. Instead of going for the exotic, Harry tried a tried
and true delicacy. H's own mouth watering at the sight of the breadcrunb
crust supporting a firm white creany substance, topped with strawberries,
coated in a sweet red sauce and whi pped cream A craving gaze focused on the
dessert as he presented it in front of Seven. "Wat is this designated?"
Seven asked.

"The designation doesn't do it any justice. Just try it."

Seven | ooked at himcuriously, but did as he suggested. Slicing a snall
nmor sel , and dabbi ng the breaded substance with the strawberry sauce and
whi ppi ng cream she efficiently placed it on the top of her tongue, and
slipped it off the dessert utensil with firmlips. Her facial expression
transfornmed from serious evaluation to wi de-eyed elation. Harry had found
her favourite

She was about to take a second bite when suddenly her expression hardened to
angry disbelief. She dropped the fork and stunbled out of her chair. "No,"
she uttered in anguish. "I cannot do this."

"What ? Can't do what?" Harry asked frantically.

"l cannot!" she exclai ned, rushing out of his quarters.
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Later that evening, the door to Harry's quarters chimed. "Enter," he said

flatly.

In cane a | ess-than-happy Captain Janeway. She sinply stared at him hoping
he woul d explain the events earlier in the nmorning. But he just sat in his
chair, his eyes fixed on a plate of strawberry cheesecake, which now sagged
with the noisture of the whipping cream that now was drooling on top
diluting the deep red strawberry sauce.

Janeway stood patiently, sinply waiting. Harry spoke. "I take it Seven's
now in a worst state than she was before.”

"She's regenerating.”

"Efficiently, | hope."

"Under the Doctor's watchful gaze."

"That's good," he strained as he got up to stretch his self-induced aching
body. As if ignoring the Captain, he turned and wal ked towards the cabin

wi ndows. Were was a supernova when you needed one? He settled for a
flickering quasar before saying, "I tried to help her. God knows | tried."

"By having her indulge in the delicacies of |ife?"

He turned to her, his face filled with conpassion. "I wanted to give her a

reason to live." He shook his head. "She needed a .0198 Tc -0.1335k. 753dai 55si on.
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"l know you do, but that m ght not be the best thing for her right now"
"Well at least, put me on the mission as well."

"I have. They will need a decoy to draw Brakolli fire while they nmake a run
for the Shakarian outpost."

Harry grew suspicious. His part in the m ssion seened excessively dangerous.
"I's this a test?"

"For both of you. You have to stay on top of everything for this mssion to

succeed. You have the defensive weakness of the Brakolli to work with,

which, for any trained shuttle pilot, should be a breeze. If you stay on the
ball. Just avoid getting hit, and you should make it."

"I will, Captain. But what about Seven?"

"That's why she's with Tom and Tuvok. | f anything goes wong, they can
handle it on their own."

" Good. "

Janeway smled encouragingly. "Get sone rest. W have a big day tonorrow. "

khkkkhkkhkkkkhkhkhkkkkkx

Seven wal ked in to the Delta Flyer and sat in the upper right station to
prepare for the m ssion. Tom and Tuvok gl anced at her nonentarily, but

ref ocused on their tasks at hand. Irrelevant communication was restricted
entirely, ararity for Tom But 'the situation' could not be ignored. An

i mportant, albeit underlying conponent of success was a return of a focused,
and efficient Seven of Nine.

A soft beep cane from Tomis console. "It's tine," he said.

"Prepare for departure," Tuvok ordered.

Pari s nodded and went through every step of protocol for launch. Tuvok

moni tored his consol e, double checking Tom s actions as the shuttle mssion's
conmmander. He gl anced over to Seven and found her busy on her consol e,

al t hough, by the tired expression on her face, she did not | ook focused.
"Delta Flyer to Voyager,"
departure.”

Pari s announced over the comm "Ready for

"Confirnmed," Janeway said. "Good Luck, Tom"
Tom energed fromhis exterior calmto snle. "See you on the other side."

The shuttle cleared the bay doors and darted towards an asteroid field.
Seven's conputer consol e quickly began sounding al arns as sensors began

pi cking up the Brakolli sensor em ssions. "W wll enter the sensor grid in

30 seconds," she stated apathetically. Both Tom and Tuvok nodded in

acknow edgenent. Wthout further interactions, the cabin returned to its

state of sonbre quiet as they drifted into an eneny shield grid.

Feared expectations becane reality as Tuvok announced a pl ethora of weapon



signatures powering up all around them "Wapon platfornms are targeting our
engi nes," Tuvok reported calmy.

"Three minutes to the other side," Paris announced.
A jolt and everyone realized they had been hit. "Shields down to 90% Seven
stated. "Re-enforcing with emergency power."

"Brace for inpact!" Paris said as a full spread of torpedoes bonbarded the
shuttle. A scream of pain canme fromhimas his consol e expl oded, thrusting
hi mout of his seat. Tuvok quickly got dowmn to himto attend to his
injuries. "Seven, retrieve the nedical kit fromthe aft conpartnent,"” he
said firmy

A sm dgen of concern escaped and swept across her face as she left her
station. She returned with the kit and opened it. "Severe burns to his face
and hands," Tuvok noted fromhis tricorder. "Hand ne a hypospray of
Cordrazine."

She conplied, and then rushed back to her console as it sounded a nore

f orebodi ng kl axon. She focused on reason for the warnings, but her expression
continued to darkened as her entered commands failed to change the outcone
vol | eys of torpedoes were destined to produce. "I amunable to strengthen
the shields," she said, slanmng her fists onto the console.

"How I ong until we reach the other side of the sensor grid?"
"One mnute, 45 seconds.”

"Open a secure channel to Ensign Kims shuttle. Oder himto enter the
grid."

She keyed in the typed nessage and sent it off. Seconds |ater she received a
response: ON My WAY. HOLD ON SEVEN. While she knew the nessage was neant to
be reassuring, she didn't gain the desired effect. She was nore skeptica

and pessimistic as she reasoned it would be inpossible for Ensign Kims
shuttle to reach themas they were both traveling at the sane velocity. Yet
as soon as she had finished the thought, sensors detected a O ass-two shuttle
of f their port bow.

He nust have warped in, she reasoned. An extrenely unw se naneuver given
they were so close to an asteroid belt, she thought. The snall est

m scal cul ati on and he woul d have collided and becorme one with a spinning,
lifeless rock.

Seven was surprised again when she felt the Delta Fl yer wobble nonentarily as
Kims shuttle engaged a tractor beamonto the shuttle. And odd maneuver, she
thought, until she realized that now, the weapon platforns were targeting

his shuttle and not theirs. This gave her the opportunity to do i mediate
makeshift repairs to the shuttle's main systens.

Having stabilized Ensign Paris' condition, Tuvok returned to his console to
assist in Seven's repairs. "45 seconds until we reach the other side," he
st at ed.

"Shields are back up to 85% Danage to the port inpulse engi ne has been
partially repaired. W wll be able to sustain four-fifths inpulse on our



return journey," Seven reported. Return journey, she repeated in her nind.
It would be a near inpossible feat to return w thout severe damage
especially with a non-active Ensign Paris.

As she was about to check the status of Ensign Kims shuttle, the Delta Flyer
rocked forward as the tractor beamabruptly di sengaged. Looking out the
forward wi ndow, she saw a glinpse of a Federation shuttle twirling out of
control as it passed above. Quickly checking her sensors, she discovered

di sconcerting information. H s shuttle had |ost engines, inertial danpeners,
shields, main power, and life-support. Ensign Kimwas spinning out of
control and adrift, an easy target for the automated eneny weapon pl atforns
that they were ordered not to fire upon

It broke all reasonable sense for Janeway to order themnot to fire on the
weapon platforms. Even Interstellar Rules of Engagenent allowed for the
defensive use of arms when under attack. Yet the Captain was resol ute,
justifying her decision by enphasizing that she did not want to be
responsi bl e for changing the bal ance of power in the war between the Brakoll
and the Shakarians. The Shakarians were willing to trade with them and that
was all she was willing to do. She thought it was a | arge enough inpact that
they were trading with basic materials such as foodstuffs and materials. To
destroy the mlitary capacity of their eneny would have too nuch of an

i mpact.

Yet now, Ensign Kimlay spinning in space, seconds away from bei ng destroyed.
Her breathing became uneven as the thought of |osing Ensign Kimburned in
her mind. Her lips curved downward with norose anger as the nenory of a
dyi ng One superinposed with the inmage of a lifeless body of Ensign Kim She
could not let the image in her mind turn into reality. The despair from
| osing One was al nost nore than she could bear. To |ose the closest nman she
ever knew would | eave her a body without a soul. She accessed the piloting
controls for the Delta Flyer and swiftly turned the shuttle around.

"What are you doi ng?" Tuvok denanded
"W are going to retrieve Ensign Kim" she decl ared.
"That is unwise at this time, Seven."

A part of her agreed with him but her heart thought otherw se. "Perhaps.
But it is necessary."

i mpact. i npact2it is necessary."” A | TD -0un TDsci ous oeaa nmekeshs frialtred woeat.



She frowned at di scovering how cl ose she was to | osing the Ensign. Yet,
tears of relief flooded her face knowing that despite it all, he was stil
alive. She managed to thank the medic before he and the nurse left, and
crouched down on the floor beside a bruised, yet breathing Ensign Kim She
gazed at his unconscious face, content to see and hear the soft breaths
through his nose, , to see his eyes shift as he slept, to adnire the vibrant
colour of his lips, kept alive with rich human bl cod coursing through

m croscopi ¢ veins.

Vanity lost to her love, she knelt down to press her lips against his in a
first show of affection. She applied a gentle amount of pressure at first,
as if fearing she could suck the Ilife out of his weakened body. But, she
ki ssed ever nore deeply, pressing his warmlips between hers, feeling his
unconsci ous touch caress her stricken heart. Pain, despair, agony, fear
washed away with each successive touch of lips. Two years of constant and
consi stent attention by Ensign Kimculmnated in a thankful Seven of Ni ne,
transferring a flood of enotion with |ong, passionate kisses. She becane
overwhel ned as sorrow and joy rushed to the conscious surface of her soul

She began to whi nper and weep as she confronted the |oss of her only
protege, One, and the progress she had made with a conpassi onate Ensign.

Gently lifting his body on to hers, she enbraced his chest, his hair w ping
away her tears as she rocked with her dearest friend, the noise and bustle
around them drowni ng away with each enotional tear.

And the Adventure Conti nues..



