Honesty

By Ensign Mika

Everything seemed so clear until she arrived. I was certain where I stood, which was nowhere.

“People loved you, Seven,” she told me then, and I wasn’t so certain, anymore.

I heard the hesitation in her voice, the way she stammered over the word 'people', as if she wanted to say something else, entirely.  Human communication is so inefficient.  Or perhaps it is the human heart that is inefficient, emotion that is imprecise.

Later that day I stumbled across them standing in the hallway together, the two Janeways, old and young, Admiral and Captain, and I overheard them talking.

“Promise me you won't tell her,” the younger Janeway was telling the older.

“You should tell her yourself, then,” the Admiral insisted.

“She and Chakotay are just finding their way together, just starting out,” the Captain argued.

“Good. Then it's not too late.  This time, don't be a stubborn ass, Kathryn.  Right now, you think being an Admiral, moving up the ranks like your father, is all that matters.  But take it from me. There's so much more to life, and if you tell her, you might just find out how much more.”  

I stepped around the corridor of the ship, just then, and suddenly they were both speechless, flustered at my presence. And I knew they had been talking about me. I was too stunned to demand that they admit it, or to even inquire exactly what Kathryn was refusing to tell me.

People loved you, Seven...

Chakotay came to the Cargo Bay this afternoon, wanting some reassurance from me about us. Another inefficiency of humanity, this emotion called insecurity that he seems to carry with him, his only absolute companion. 

All humans seem to struggle with it, always uncertain of what their loved ones are feeling.  

Chakotay’s insecurity makes me want to jam my assimilation tubules into his throat, so there can be no doubt what I feel for him.  Therein lies the beauty of the Collective.  Instantaneous comprehension, immediate accord, perfect harmony, no room for uncertainty or dissent.  I imagined what his tattoo would look like, set against the pallor of the Borg complexion, how vacant his eyes would look as the tendrils of the tubules invaded his being, his essence, and finally made him feel part of something, part of anything.  He is the most isolated person I have ever met, and it makes me feel sorry for him.  

I realized it today.  I do not love him.  I am not attracted to him.  I pity him, and I have some morbid curiosity about him because he is everything the Collective abhors. He pushed me for deeper intimacy, and I wanted to tell him it will never become that, for he and I, absent the hive mind's seductive magnetism.

Instead, I sent him back to his quarters, wounded and confused.  More inefficient emotions.  Humans say they want honesty, but they want to hear only those things that fall within the parameters of what they perceive as honest, which is frequently a pack of lies. Chakotay gave me that, at least--an understanding of that phrase.

I hesitated only a moment after he left, before going to Kathryn's quarters and demanding an explanation of the something she wasn’t telling me.  It was still early, and she was still in uniform, and once again, she was with the Admiral.  They had been arguing, and when I arrived at the doorway I overheard them. 

“This is not your decision,” the Captain was shouting at the elder version of herself.

“The hell it isn't--it was my decision, and I made the wrong one.  I came back to keep you from doing it twice, because you are about to lose everything that might have made your life meaningful.  Don't make that mistake, Kathryn.  You don't deal well with loneliness.  And believe me, you will not be able to forget her, or what you feel for her right now. I know you think you'll get over her, but you never will--I never have,” she persisted.  “And their marriage will never be a happy one, because she doesn't love him. Don't put her through it.  That will torment you even more than being without her.”

I had heard enough.  I rang the chime, waiting patiently, hands folded before me.  Kathryn came to the door, face clouded with her anger and her confusion.  I wasn't sure if it was more inefficient human emotion I saw in her expression, or simply that she hated to lose an argument as much as I hate to lose a Velocity match.

“Captain,” I said as neutrally as possible. “I would like a word with you.”

“Gladly,” she agreed, turning a glaring eye on the Admiral. “Would you excuse us, please?” she asked, then smiled at me.  “Do you have any idea how peculiar it feels to have to be polite to yourself?” she asked me, seeking some humor in the strained circumstances.  “Come in and sit down, Seven,” she invited me.

I sat on her couch, feeling large and conspicuous, feeling obvious.

“What can I do for you?” she asked, all evidence of her anger with the Admiral missing from her tone, her body language relaxing immediately.  She lay her hand over mine as she joined me on her couch.

“I would like to know what you and the Admiral were arguing about this afternoon.  I had the impression it involves me,” I admitted. 

She tried to hide how startled she was at the directness of the inquiry.  And I thought to myself, after all these years, how can my blunt manner still surprise her?  Has she learned nothing about me?

She considered a long while.  “The Admiral told me things she shouldn’t have,” she explained.  “Things that violate Starfleet regulations that should never have been revealed.  I’m sorry, Seven, I can’t repeat them to you.”

“There is something she urged you to tell me,” I would not be deterred. “I would like to know what it is.”  I studied those flint-blue eyes, saw her conflicted emotion in them.  “Kathryn,” I had never used her given name before, or taken her hand, but now I did both.  “Silence is the greatest human failing.  The Borg do not have the ability to deceive one another, because there is no silence.” I could see she was not persuaded.  “In fact, I have learned far too well the subterfuge of silence.  I employ it with Commander Chakotay, rather than hurt his feelings by telling him the truth.”

“The truth?” she murmured, eyes locked with mine.  She did not pull her hand away, even though I began to caress it.  

“I do not love him, nor do I wish to become intimate with him.  I cannot,” I advised her, watching her reaction.

“Then you have to tell him that, Seven,” she said faintly, her heart thundering so rapidly, I could feel it in her hand as I stoked it.  “You can’t lead him on.  It’s dishonest.”

“Tell me, Kathryn,” I said softly, “if I am leading him on by allowing him to think I have feelings that I do not have, are you leading me on by pretending you do not have feelings that you do have?”

She swallowed, wondering, I’m sure, where her voice had disappeared to, and with it, her resistance, which as I told her long ago, is futile.  I went in search of her missing voice, seeking it in her mouth, in the delicate contours of her lips, probing gently with my tongue, and finally finding it, drawing it from her with my fingertips brushing over her breasts.  That agonized sound was the most honest thing she has ever said to me.

Lying beside her, now, I realize the second most honest thing she ever told me was how much she wanted me, as I made love to her.

She turns into my arms, bathed in her perspiration, her touch light and sincere on my face.  Her exhaustion is another honesty, not an inefficiency, though she seems perturbed by it.  Suddenly I am convinced human emotion is not inefficient, so much as honest.  She touches my cheek, smiles weakly, bites her lip.  And says “I love you, Seven.”

People loved you, Seven… the Admiral told me.  And she meant to say, “I loved you, Seven.”  

I take Kathryn’s face in my hands, so grateful that this version of her is more honest than the older version.  I kiss her soundly, lingering over the taste of her breath, the silkiness of her lips, and I tell her “I love you, too.”  It is the most honest thing I have ever said to anyone. 

