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When Voyager had returned home three years ago, he had been going out with 
Seven. Chakotay had been unaware that because of this relationship, a gap 
between himself and former Captain Janeway had formed. It was true at first 
that he had hopes that their friendship would concluded with him being with 
Kathryn some day, but the relationship hadn’t grown. So why, when he had 
started dating Seven, had Kathryn grown distant? Most of all, why had he let 
it happen? As her first officer and friend, he should have understood that 
there was a reason that she was avoiding him. Being the man, he was and not 
too bright, he had not been not alarmed when Janeway stopped offering dinner 
dates, and refusing his. After all, he had refused most of hers.

Kathryn Janeway had called him an idiot when he had tried to contact her the 
previous year. He had put their friendship aside, and had left her starving 
in the cold. She had cried when he had mentioned he was sorry for not 
contacting her sooner, for having ignored their friendship, and for having 
let go of the only person who had ever really known him. She had also 
angrily told him that she never wanted to see him again, not quite in those 
words, but it was evident that this was what she had meant.

**********

“Kathryn! It’s very good to see you again. I was starting to get worried. 
It’s been two week since the press mentioned your name. And the pictures 
they have of you, give you no credit.” He noticed not the tiredness that had 
gather around her eyes, or the frown lines that had grown around her face, 
but the beauty in her eyes and lips.

“You stopped worrying about me at least 3 years ago, Chakotay.” She had said 
in a tone suggesting he had caught her at a very bad time. But then again, 
now was always a bad time for Kathryn.

“You know that isn’t true, Kathryn.” He had said softly, noting the 
aggressiveness in her voice.

“Do I? This is the first time you contact me in two years. Don’t tell me you 
left a message, because you never did.”

“I- you’re right.” He paused. “I’m sorry Kathryn. Really!”

“Face it, you were an idiot, and now it is too late.”

“Is it?”

“Yes.” Had been her response, but he could hear the tears in her voice.

He looked down from the screen searching for the appropriate response before 
looking up again to notice her crying. “Kathryn, you’re right. I was an 
idiot. I should never have let a relationship interrupt our friendship.”

“You had promised you’d never leave me alone…” She trailed off. “First 
blonde who’s like a child and likes you, you leave off with… ” She had said 
through her tears and had cut the line. Chakotay had not seen or heard of 
her since.

He had ventured all the coffee shops he knew she had a liking for, had even 
tried contacting Phoebe and Gretchen, finding nothing on either end. As far 
as he could tell, Kathryn was doing an excellent job of hiding from 
everyone, and especially him. It seemed that not even Tom, or B’Elanna knew 
where she was.

Three years ago today, Voyager had made it home, and exactly 4 years ago, he 
had lost a friend - valuable friend- whom he could not even find now. His 
search was done in vain. Every route he took brought him to a dead end, and 
right back to square one. The fact was, nobody knew where she was.

He entered a coffee shop, and took a seat in a corner. He felt depressed. 
Even his spirit guide had mocked him, telling him he had lost a fortune 
because of a blonde. He lowered his head in his hands, and closed his eyes, 
and thought.

He thought of Kathryn, reviewing everything he knew about her in his mind. 
Before his vision he saw maps. Maps of where Kathryn had been the last time 
he had contacted her, and all the places he had checked, marked off. 
Numerous padds containing information about things she had apparently said 
before she had vanished. He let out a sigh of frustration; people didn’t 
just vanish into thin air without a trace. They just didn’t! At least, not 
really…

His eyes rose from his cup of coffee to the building across the street, and 
it was the first time that he noticed its name: “Indiana WP Building.” It 
dawned on him then that WP meant Witness Program. It was the start of the 
puzzle, he was sure of it.

It took him more than three weeks to find out that Kathryn Janeway had 
become Moira Nevil, and had moved farther east, to Salem, Massachusetts. He 
took the first available shuttle to Massachusetts and went in search of her 
from there. A very exhausting week later, he had succeeded in locating her.

When he had first set eyes on her, he had had to take a double take, very 
unsure he had located her. She had changed a lot, her hair had been dyed 
black, her eyes appeared of a different color, and her was skin darkened by 
the salts in the wind. She had grown skinner still, but even her stride was 
different.

He knew he would be unable to approach her without her running in the 
opposite direction, and took great discretion in how to get an inch closer 
to her. He was greatly pleased to discover that the town would be having a 
Halloween get together on Friday, and that Moira Nevil was the woman to be 
seen on the matter, as the evening was planned to be at her place. He had 
known part of the Salem History, especially the witchcraft one, but he had 
not known that these people still took it all so seriously, even now in the 
24th century. He hesitated greatly on what costume to create, knowing he 
would need something to hide his identity.

Two hours before the get together, he replicated a multicolored lizard type 
dragon, with additional red fire wings, with spikes upon his back for his 
costume. The mask was a very lifelike appealing headpiece. It had big round 
eyes, a lengthy beard to demonstrate age, and lips that moved according to 
the wearer. Chakotay had found a snake like tongue to add to his costume, 
for the effect, and fang like teeth for the dragon, perfecting his outfit 
for the occasion. He glanced at himself, and then left with the sole purpose 
of at least talking to Kathryn.

When he arrived, he was startled to see a rich American style house. The 
gates to the house were closed, but as soon as he stepped in front of them 
they opened. He could feel the mysteriousness of the place. The house 
appeared rather unimportant compared to the vast amount of land he could see 
abound. So much about low profile, he thought to himself as he approached.

Once to the house, he was invited in by what seemed to be a holographic 
projection of a ghost. The ghost host pushed him into a maze that he took a 
fair amount of time exiting. Chakotay was three shrieks farther before he 
was finally leaving the maze, to a beautiful sight in what appeared to be 
the backyard of the residence. Some people were dancing while other guests 
were loitering about, talking among themselves. It seemed the party was a 
great turn out. Many couples were on the slight raised platform that served 
for a dance floor, dancing to pleasant music. His eyes wondered the room, 
over the people and the beauty of the setting. It had been the last thing he 
had expected to see.

Someone nudged him, “Amazing what Moira can do, isn’t it?”

“Yes. It’s very different from what I’d imagined it to be.”

“She changes it every time we meet, and keeps the setting all a secret. 
You’re bound to find very strange things, and enjoy quite a bit of 
entertainment. I don’t even want to know how the woman does it, but it’s no 
wonder she’s on demand for decorations and organizations. “

He laughed, “Moira has always been like that. Very secretive, changes like 
the seasons.”

The man took him aside. “You know Moira?” The man seemed astonished by that.

“I did, years ago. She’s changed a lot since I was close to her. Still 
secretive, but not so low profile is she?”

“Everyone in Salem knows her, and she offers services only to people in the 
vicinity. She does keep a rather low profile thought. Anyway, do indulge! 
I’ve always wanted to know Moira. I told her all of my secrets, but she 
still won’t open up. Says she has nothing to open up about…” The man seemed 
saddened.

“She has tales of her own, but if she will not tell you, who am I, to share 
them? Were I come from, men do not kiss and tell.” He offered a smile.

The man’s smile brightened, “Well, I think you’re in luck. She’s still 
single.” The man whispered.

Chakotay laughed, “I wouldn’t know.”

The two men continued to exchange quiet conversation before either spotted 
Moira again. She tapped someone’s arm before letting them go as she moved 
towards the punch bowl. Chakotay excused himself from the conversation and 
approached her. Numerous eyes were on him. Never in the two years Moira had 
been living here, had someone gone to her first. She had always been the 
first one to initiate contact. It had been a rule everyone had come to know.

“Moira,” he said quietly.

She turned around, “Hi, you must be the new guy in town I’ve heard about 
from the gossip factory.” She said cordially. “I’ve been warned that you’re 
cute, funny and a man on mission.” A radiant smile, “Should I trust the 
rumors?”

“Depends who’s telling.” He smiled with his mask.

She smiled back, “What’s the mission Mister?”

“You sure you want to know? I might have to kill you after I told you.” He 
said in a joking manner, liking the new Janeway he was seeing. “I like what 
you’ve done. Your real backyard, with holographic projections?”

“Only the ghosts, and a few unexpected things are holographic, nearly 
everything you see presently, is real. I’m glad you enjoy it. On second 
thought, you’re obviously from Starfleet to know about advanced technology. 
What sector?”

“Only ages ago, never was anyone important.”

“Ah, well whatever you do, enjoy yourself this evening. Leave your mission, 
work, and other mind boggling things out of my backyard.”

“You don’t need to worry Moira, my mind was left behind at the gate.”

She laughed, “I don’t care what’s said about you, I like you. Although I’m 
surprised someone didn’t warn you off of me, usually strangers stay clear.”

“Oh, the rumors of your temper did reach me, I just didn’t pay them heed.”

“Plan on staying long?” She asked, taking a sip of the punch, changing the 
conversation’s direction.

“I might, but I’m free to do as I please. I might stick around longer than 
this town wants me too.” He laughed.

She froze.

“Moira?” He gently touched her with his clawed hand when he noticed her 
begin to faint.

“Thanks.” She said, and took off in the opposite direction.

He was disappointed but knew that his laugh had brought back memories she 
did not want to deal with presently. He allowed her to go, and joined 
conversations with the others, before he himself left.

As Chakotay walked back to his rented home, he watched the different 
costumed youngsters that were trick-a-treating. After a while he bored of 
watching the frivolities of the children and took notice of the sounds 
around him. It was not long before he realized someone was following him. He 
did not like it, and finally spoke out to whoever it was. “I don’t know who 
you are or what you want but step out of the dark and come closer, if you’re 
going to follow me you might as well walk beside me.”

The figure approached, it was the same man from the party only he had taken 
his costume off. “I’m Jack.” Chakotay said.

“I’m Web.” Web was a stub of a man, short, overweight, with curly brown 
hair. His face was clean, shaven, but it seemed rough, and his eyes were 
that of a watcher.

“Is there something that I can do for you, Web?” Chakotay asked suspiciously

Web's eyes narrowed a little at him, “Just heading home myself-” He paused, 
“I must say, that's a first. Moira’s never let someone so close so soon, 
how'd you do it?”

“I'm not sure what you mean?”

“You talked with her for less then ten minutes, she smiled, laughed and let 
you touch her. What's your trick?”

“Trick,” Chakotay eyed the man and spoke, “I don't have a trick. I just 
talked to her.”

“Oh, well you're lucky. Some us have been trying for months to have her 
react the way she reacted to you this evening.”

Chakotay decided not to comment any further. He had an odd feeling about 
this strange man.

Web, knowing he would get nothing else from Chakotay remained quiet, until 
they came to an intersection. “Well, this is my street. Bye.”

“Bye.” Chakotay said as he watched the other man walk down the street. He 
moved into the shadow of a tall shrub to see where the other man went. Web 
walked for about half a block and turned casually back as if to see where 
Chakotay was. And when he didn't see him, he turned around and returned to 
where they had parted. Upon reaching the intersection, Web looked in all 
directions. When he was convinced that Chakotay was gone, he turned back. 
Chakotay’s eyes narrowed as he watched Web to make sure he was really 
leaving.

Fifteen minutes later, Chakotay exited the shrub and returned on his way. 
His thoughts centered on how much Kathryn had changed, and of this peculiar 
Web man. He could tell that Web had interior motives, but was unable to tell 
what they were presently.

*********

The next morning when Chakotay decided he would confront Kathryn face on, he 
chose to send her a note, hoping she would agreed to met him at the “Whole 
Café Again” He careful planned out what he was going to write in the 
invitation, to be sure that Kathryn, now Moira, would come.

“Moira,
This dragon stranger from the party last night, would be greatly 
pleased if you would accept to meet over a coffee at the “Whole Cafe Again.” 
As you are the one with a busy schedule, I’ll let you pick the time.

Mysterious Dragon”

Chakotay smiled, thinking that Moira would not refuse and sent the typed up 
message to her. As he awaited a reply, he paced around the room thinking of 
what he would say to her. He did not know how he should play his cards for 
her to even stay, once she realizedit was him. He knew that his plan would 
have to be perfect, and that he would not be able to slip up, or bring up 
hurtful things of the past without hurting her. He paced around the room, 
thinking of the right words to say. He was startled out of his reverie by 
the computer alerting him that he had received a message in reply.

He took a seat at the terminal and anxiously opened the message.

“Mysterious Dragon,

You have piqued my interest with your secretive measures, and have 
tormented my mind trying to figure out who you are. I am pleased to hear you 
would like to meet again. I looked at my schedule, I have a job appointment 
this morning, but I should be free around 2.
Sound good?
Moira Nevil”

Chakotay was pleased and quickly responded.

“Moira,

Sounds perfect to me. I will be the man sitting at a corner table with a 
single pink rose upon the table. See you soon!

Mysterious Dragon”

He sent it off and was delighted to receive a reply message that said, “see 
you then” from her. He set the chronometer to alarm him when it was nearly 
two, as he bathed, shaved, and carefully thought out what he was going to 
wear. Finally he settled on some comfortable casual clothing. The shorts 
were jeans type material that was khaki colored that went a little above his 
knee. His top was beige in color with three buttons that he left undone. He 
was putting on his watch when the alarm went off. Chakotay smiled and then 
left.

Arriving at the Café, Chakotay sat at a table far from the door, but within 
his eyesight, so that he would not miss her entering. He placed the rose at 
the end of the table and waited. The giant grandfather clock, by the door 
struck two, and then three. Chakotay was getting alarmed.

Little did Chakotay know who Kathryn was with at the moment. Web had 
contacted Moira earlier that morning to discuss a project and had gone to 
the place in question. It seemed a delay was inevitable; at least it was, 
because of Web.

*********

Web smiled softly, as he led Moira in, “I hope you’re not afraid of spiders 
and spider webs.” He said gently as he guided her into the old cabin in the 
woods. Nobody would think to look for them here; this was the old Sanderson 
sister’s place. “I don’t know if you know your history any Moira, but this 
is the old Sanderson place.”

“I do recall it from the history. But I thought this house and the three 
sisters’ were only part of a legend.”

“It’s hard to tell if they really existed. We aren’t even sure of the things 
in here are authentic, or not. This place was a museum many years ago.” He 
let her walk around to the different objects in the room, enjoying the 
sights.

Janeway stopped when she came to a glass case that contained a single book. 
“I’m surprised these things are still here. Sure, not too many people 
believe in this Hocus Pocus stuff anymore, but to a believer, this book 
could be sacrilegious.”

“I agree. I brought you here Moira, because I intend to reopen the museum, 
but it needs your touch for beauty and as you can see it requires some 
reconstructing.”

“Web… I’ll see what I can do, but I can’t make any promises.” Her guard was 
lowered and Web knew it, and he took advantage of the moment.

Web looked at her, and then quickly gathered her in his arms. He pressed her 
tightly to his chest as he tied her hands behind her back. “So, Kathryn 
Moira Nevil Janeway, how does it feel to get hugged by your worst 
nightmare??”

She glared at him, and did not answer him.

He smirked, “Didn’t think I’d recognize you, did you?” He tied her down unto 
a chair.

She continued to glare at him.

“Cat stole your tongue? I don’t mind at all, you know, I prefer it quiet 
actually.” He ran a hand through her long jet-black hair. “Short hair suits 
you better.” With that said, Web quickly proceeded to cut her hair short as 
he liked it.

“The salt has done your skin wonders, not so creamy anymore. Your freckles 
are all gone too… you look so tasty now, age has done you good.”

Kathryn Janeway was speechless; this man was the reason why she had been 
placed into the Witness Protection program in the first place. It seemed 
that the program had not done its job properly. So much about changing 
identities, this man still had traced her down. “What do you want?” She spat 
out.

“Hmmm” He leaned down and took a deep breathe of her. “Eleven years is a 
long time to make a man wait Kathryn.”

Kathryn paled. “You want, me?”

Web smiled, “Of course, and now that I’ve woven you into this beautiful web, 
I’m not letting you go. You’re mine…” He let a finger lower to her thigh, 
“All mine, and there’s nothing you, or anyone can do about it.”

She fought against her restraints, and his touch. She had succeed to loosen 
her leg enough to hit him in the knee, but it was not enough to divert him 
off of his ultimate goal to have her. Web growled when he felt the force of 
her foot in his knee and fell to the floor.

“Thanks.” He said after a few moments. “I’m just at the right height now.” 
He grinned and pulled a knife out of nowhere and began to cut the clothes 
off of her thighs.

Kathryn Janeway wiggled making the job difficult for him, resulting in him 
slitting part of her thigh open.

“Kathryn, the more you move, the more this is going to hurt.” He said 
evilly, and punched her hard.

The world faded to black. When Kathryn came too, many hours later, she was 
laying naked, and sprawled out on the floor in pools of her own blood.

She tried to stand, only to fall back onto the floor. She felt very weak, 
and faint. Kathryn did not know how long she had been here, but a quick 
glance out of any window let her know it was much later, for the sun was 
setting on the horizon. She felt enraged as the flashback of what Web had 
done to her passed before her vision.

She remained strong as she glanced around for a telephone, or something to 
help her contact the outside world. Nobody would ever come up here. This 
place was too far from civilization. It seemed luck was not with her; there 
was no sign of a telephone, or even a computer. She sighed, and looked 
around again thinking she must have missed something. When she glanced up at 
the wall just beside her she noticed a fire alarm. She concluded that if she 
pulled it, firemen would at least arrive at some point. It took all her 
might and energy to get her up to pull the alarm, and as soon as she 
convinced it was pulled, she let go and fell back to the floor, hitting her 
head and falling unconscious again.

The next time she came too, she heard the sounds of medical equipment around 
her. She fell groggy and still had very unpleasant burning sensations 
running up her body. When the memories flogged her memory she let herself 
loose, and cried. She felt strong arms go around her, trying to reassure her 
but they only served to anger her. She punched and bit the person’s arms 
until he let her go. “Don’t touch me, ever.” She spat out.

It was the only four words she said in her days at the hospital. Her body 
healed from trauma but psychologically she could not heal. She was only 
partially conscious of the world around her. She knew the doctors and nurses 
came in and out of the room, but a lone person stayed. Whoever it was, 
watched her from a chair in the corner, never leaving.

A week later the hospital transferred her to the local trauma center, the 
lone figure followed. Here Janeway was placed in a bare room stripped of any 
sharp objects that could be potential tools for suicide. Janeway closed in 
on herself. Rising only for the use of the bathroom. She lived in the dark, 
far away from everyone, never exiting her room. She grew weak, and paler 
than ever.

The other patients in the ward had not seen her at all. Those who knew a new 
patient had arrived grew very curious as to whom the ghost patient in room 
116 was. The lights were never one, the door was always closed, and the room 
was not inviting, and seemed very cold. Even the nurses seemed reluctant to 
enter.

One patient in peculiar named Zal sat in her wheelchair and just watched to 
door of the room. Finally she couldn’t take it anymore and she wheeled her 
way over to then nurses’ station down the hall. “Karen.” Zal said getting 
the attention of the nurse she had seen enter the new patients room, “How 
come that patient in 116 is allowed to stay locked up in her room in the 
dark. Usually no one is allowed that. Is she that special?”

“Zal, that patient in that room does not seem to want any help. The only 
thing anyone knows about her is her name.”

“Might I inquire to her name?”

“If you must know, it’s Moira Nevil, but I don’t think Moira even knows 
that. She has disconnected from reality.”

“Oh.” Zal said. “Can I see her?”

“Zal, you know that no one is supposed to enter the room of another patient 
without the patient’s agreement.”

“But what about that man who comes every day and goes to her. Does he have 
permission? Does he get her react?”

The nurse sighed, this patient was too observant of things around her. “Zal, 
that is information I am not allowed to give you.”

“That’s what you all say.” Zal said and wheeled off.

She positioned herself so that she had perfect view of the door from her own 
room and just stared. Finally she could not take it anymore and decided that 
she was going to enter the room all the same.

Zal knocked, opened the door, and entered. She closed the door behind her 
and waited for her eyes to adjust to the darkness. Zal listened to make sure 
that the nurses had not noticed her entering. A few minutes later when she 
was certain that she was not caught yet, and that her eyes had adjusted she 
moved further in.

Her breath caught in her throat when she saw Moira Nevil clutched in a tight 
ball, facing the wall. She seemed so tiny, and like a child. Zal moved 
closer and watched her, wondering what she should do now that she was 
inside.

“Moira?” She asked. When she got no answer she moved closer and placed her 
hand on Moira’s skin.

Moira/Kathryn opened her eyes and was surprised to see a dark feminine hand 
upon her shoulder. She did not recall any of the nurses being dark skinned. 
Moira said nothing at first wondering who this person was.

“I’m not a nurse…” Zal said, “Just another patient, like you.”

Zal thought she noticed Moira’s shoulders relax a little when she mentioned 
that, and thought that if she continued to talk perhaps she would get some 
response. “My name is Zalipi Mooshu, but everyone calls me Zal, just 
easier.”

“My room is two down opposite this one, it tends to get boring staying in my 
room all the time so I try to socialize with the others on the floor, I get 
tired of watching TV and closed doors after a while so I visit people…I hope 
you don’t mind my visiting you.”

Still nothing. “I promise not to bite, or hurt you Moira. It would be kind 
of hard with only two arms anyway.” She laughed and squeezed Moira’s 
shoulder. “If you don’t want to talk I don’t mind. I have enough breathe to 
cover for both of us.”

“Moira, I don’t know you’re story, and I probably never will, but the 
psychiatrists here will want to hear it. They won’t let you stay like this 
for much longer. I was listening to the nurses this morning. They were 
mentioning that they thought maybe they’d have to transfer you to the ward 
above this one…. And Moira, you don’t want to go there. They give funny 
treatments up there. Laura went there three weeks ago, she came back she was 
almost a zombie. They drugged her up with a whole bunch of antidepressants 
and some guy brainwashed her.”

“And I don’t think being hypnotized, and drugged up is what you need. You’re 
going to have to give them a sign of life though for them to tell the 
doctors something else. They record everything we do you know. They write 
down that you’re in here around the clock, in the dark, and in the cold. You 
have to play the systems game…”

She was interrupted by a very weak voice, “I don’t want to screw the system. 
I don’t have the energy too.”

“That’s because you’re not getting around and just staying here. And it’s 
normal that emotionally you’re torn apart. Don’t force yourself, take it a 
minute at a time, and do only what you’re able to. Dwelling on the past 
isn’t too good either. Concentrate on getting out of here, getting well and 
living for real again.”

“I suppose I should try walking.”

“Yes, especially since you have your legs, because someone like me would 
give a whole lot to have them if you aren’t going to use them.”

Moira turned and looked at her guest for the first time. She did not hide 
the pain she felt, or the sorrow in her eyes, knowing Zal had a story of her 
own. Zal offered Moira a hand to help her sit up. She was surprised to find 
Moira’s weak one taking a hold of it to help herself sit up. She then took a 
tighter hold of Zal as she slid off the biobed and was on her two feet.

The two froze when the door opened to emit a nurse. Zal groaned, Moira 
moaned. The nurse entered and was surprised at the sight before her. “Zal I 
thought I told you to stay out of this room.”

“Well if you put it that way, Karen… “ Zal said, knowing she was going to be 
in trouble.

The nurse eyed Moira; she was out of bed, and holding herself up by the back 
of Zal’s wheelchair.

Karen moved forward with a cup of water “The doctor who came in here 
yesterday recommended we give you this medication.”

Moira glanced down at the two pills in the nurse’s outstretched hand, and 
then looked at Zal. Zal mouthed antidepressant.

“I don’t need an antidepressant.” Moira said, softly speaking to a nurse 
from the ward for the first time.

“The doctor seemed to think you did.”

“Doctor’s always think that.” Zal said with the roll of the eyes.

Moira took them, popped them into her mouth and then drank the water, then 
gave the cup back to the nurse.

“Open your mouth.” The nurse said. Moira did as she was told, showing she 
had not kept the pills in her mouth. The nurse satisfied, turned to leave. 
“Zal, you shouldn’t be in here either.”

“She can stay.” Moira said, defying the nurse.

The nurse nodded and left. The door closed behind the nurse.

“I can’t believe you took them!” Zal said.

“I didn’t.” Moira took them out of her pocket. “Hand was quicker than the 
eye.”

“Smart.”

The two continued to talk for a while, Moira walking slowly behind Zal’s 
wheelchair, as they traversed the room, getting the strength in her legs 
back. When Zal left three hours later, Karen was waiting for her.

“You realized that by defying the rules you are in big trouble?” She paused 
after her question and then continued, “Why?”

“You heard her as well as I, she said I could stay. She spoke, she even 
walked around. So before you punish me, consider the fact that Moira has 
shown a sign of life.”

“I was just about to say that, because you did make an impact on Moira that 
this broken rule will be overlooked.”

“Thanks.” Zal said. “Could you help me into bed please?” The nurse helped 
her into bed.

“So what did you two talk about?”

“About nothing and everything actually, besides it’s patient, patient 
confidence.” Zal winked and closed her eyes as if to sleep.

When Zal awoke from her nap she was surprised to find the man who usually 
was watching Moira in her room. She yawned, rubbed her eyes, and glanced at 
him. “Hi… you are?” She looked him up and down, very uncomfortable by his 
presence.

“Chakotay, Moira’s close friend.”

“Why are you here?”

“I heard what you did. I wanted to thank you.”

“Thank me?”

“Yes Zal, in reaching out to her, you helped bring her back to life. The 
nurses say she actually left her room a little after you left.”

“That’s good.”

“Very. I’m here because I have a story to tell, and because you are Moira’s 
new friend, I think you can help me.”

“Well I’m not going anywhere.”

“Moira Nevil’s real name is Kathryn Janeway. Two years ago, she was placed 
into the witness protection program because of how famous she was. I don’t 
know if you recognize the name Kathryn Janeway, but she was the captain who 
ten years ago accepted a three week mission for Starfleet. This mission 
turned out to be a seven-year mission. In those seven years I served under 
her. She and I grew very close. By close, I mean that we were in love. The 
problem was, that she could not engage in any relationships because of her 
position, and therefore she and I had to wait. I was stupid and manipulated 
by a blonde woman who was aboard our vessel, and in the last year dated her, 
leaving my friend aside. I hurt Kathryn tremendously. When Voyager returned, 
we each went our separate ways. We didn’t contact each other. I was too busy 
being a pet to pay any heed to my friends. When the relationship with that 
woman finally came to an end, I realized what I had done, and contacted all 
of my friends again and apologized. Truth is, I was still in love with 
Kathryn, and I still am. The problem was, she wouldn’t forgive me. I had 
hurt her to much.”

“I’m following.” Zal said.

“When I contacted her she told me point blank to never contact her again. I 
decided to let her vent her anger. A few weeks later, I sent her messages, 
and went around to where she lived. She was gone with no trace. It was as if 
she disappeared - not even her family or any of her friends knew where she 
was. It has taken me a whole year to finally figure it all out. So I came 
here and devised a plan to get closer to her. Three weeks ago, I met and 
talked with her at a Halloween party. She never recognized me because of my 
costume. The day after, I arranged to meet her, but she never showed up 
because someone did her harm. And now she’s here.” He said with pain in his 
voice.

“I see, but what am I supposed to do?” Zal asked curiously, not really 
thinking she was up to play the matchmaker role he seemed to want her to 
play.

“I know she most likely hasn’t forgiven me for my mistakes and the pain, but 
I was wondering if you could mention my name to her, and see how she 
reacts.”

“That’s all?”

“Yes. I want to know if it’s safe to approach her or not.”

“She’s very fragile at the moment. I don’t think it would be appropriate to 
mention you yet. She’s still recovering from the trauma she lived through.”

“I know. I am not asking you to do it too soon either.”

“Alright.”

“Thank you so much.”

*********

Two weeks later, Moira Nevil was now not only leaving her room and talking, 
but she was eating. She had befriended quite a few of the patients, and had 
taken quite a liking to Zal. She and Zal could nearly always be found 
together. On this peculiar day, both had been granted passes to go outside 
and had decided to take advantage of it.

“That sun sure feels good.” Moira said as she walked behind Zal’s wheelchair 
pushing it.

“It does. It has been way too long since I’ve felt its warmth.”

The two came to a stop in the long grass and enjoyed the warmth. Moira 
helped Zal out of the wheelchair, and the two laid back in the coolness of 
the grass as the sun beat down on them.

“Oh this is a wonderful day out, that hospital sure feels like a prison.” 
Zal said as she closed her eyes and relaxed.

“There are days that I feel like that too.” Moira sighed.

“Moira-“ Zal said softly after a long moment of enjoyed silence.

“Yes Zal?”

“Why didn’t you tell me who you were?”

“What do you mean?” Moira asked, uncertainly, turning on her side to look at 
Zal.

“Doesn’t the name Kathryn Janeway ring a bell?”

“Of course, but I’m not supposed to tell people I’m in the witness 
protection program, Zal. I’m not supposed that’s who I am.”

“That’s true, I hadn’t thought of that.”

Kathryn couldn’t help but noticed that Zal seemed very thoughtful. “How did 
you come to find out?”

“You remember when you said that, the entire time you were in the hospital, 
and not really conscious of the real world around you, that you felt 
someone’s eyes on you.”

“Yes, how could I forget that someone was watching me all the time?”

“Well, that person approached me two weeks ago, and told me your story. He 
also wants me to do something for him.”

“Should I ask?” Kathryn asked.

“Tell me about Chakotay, please Kathryn,” Zal asked softly.

Kathryn looked away. “I don’t want to talk about him.”

“You know you’re going to have to eventually. You, also, know that you’re 
going to have to talk to him at some point.”

Kathryn turned onto her back and stared at the clouds in the sky.

Zal continued to probe gently, “What did he do that hurt you so much, 
Kathryn?”

Kathryn remained silent.

“You know, they say that we always hurt the one we love. You still love him, 
don’t you Kathryn?”

Zal was surprised when Kathryn turned around with tears in her eyes and 
nodded. Zal opened up her arms and held Kathryn. Zal knew that there was a 
time when Kathryn would open up and tell her the entire story, but that that 
was obviously not now. She continued to console her friend, hoping that she 
had not probed to deeply in the past.

When Kathryn’s tears came to an end, she swallowed and looked at Zal, there 
would have been a time when she would have murdered anyone who brought up 
the name Chakotay or would suggest that she was still in love with him. “It 
was long ago Zal… and when he tired of waiting for me, he found someone 
else. When that didn’t work out, he came back to me, and I pushed him away 
as punishment. I told him that I never wanted to see him again, that it was 
too late. Words get ahead of you when you’re hurting and angry.”

“Yes, sometimes you speak before you realize what you’re saying, and by the 
time you realize it, it’s much to late.”

“He never dared contact me after that, knowing that my decision was final. 
And before I could really go to him and tell him, I’d acted like an enraged 
teenager, Starfleet threw me into the Witness Protection program. Not that 
it did me any good. The guy still got what he wanted, and I’ve lost Chakotay 
for good.” Zal hugged her friend tighter, and realized that Kathryn did not 
know that the watcher was Chakotay yet.

“Kathryn, who do you think the watcher was?” Zal asked.

“My medical hologram aboard Voyager, of course!” Kathryn said without a 
thought.

“No, Kathryn.”

“It wasn’t?” Panic was evident in Kathryn’s voice.

“No.” Zal said quietly.

“Who was it then?” Kathryn asked, not sure she really wanted to know.

“It was Chakotay…” She trailed off.

Kathryn cried for joy. Zal made a hand signal that Kathryn noticed through 
her crying.

Two minutes later, Chakotay appeared before them. Kathryn was quick to her 
feet and pulled him into a tight embrace, almost afraid to let him go. 
“You…. found me.” Kathryn sputtered as she looked happily at Chakotay.

“I had too Kathryn, you make me whole again. I love you too much to not find 
you!” With those words, followed their first kiss.

Finite

Whole Again by Atomic Kitten

If you see me walking down the street
staring at the sky
and dragging my two feet.
You just pass me by
it still makes me cry
but you can make me whole again.

And If you see me
with another man
laughing and I’m joking
making the best of this I can.
I ain’t trying to put you down
Baby I still want you around,
‘cause you can make me whole again.

Looking back at when we first met
I can not escape and I can not forget.
Baby you’re the one,
You still turn me on,
You can make me whole again.

Time is laying heavy on my heart
seems I’ve got too much of it
since we’ve been apart.
My friends make me smile,
if only for a short while,
but you can make me whole again.

Looking back at when we first met
I can not escape and I can not forget.
Baby you’re the one,
You still turn me on,
You can make me whole again..

So now I’ll have to wait
but baby if you change your mind
don’t be too late.
‘Cause I just can’t go on
it’s already been too long,
But you could make me whole again.

Looking back at when we first met
I can not escape and I can not forget.
Baby you’re the one,
You still turn me on,
You can make me whole again.

Looking back at when we first met
I can not escape and I can not forget.
Baby you’re the one,
You still turn me on,
You can make me whole again.

Baby you’re the one,
You still turn me on,
You can make me whole again.
