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REPOS AILLEURS

(The rest is elsewhere)

CHAKOTAY

My Kathryn.

How could I tell her what I feel? My feelings have never been in 

her equation of 'a life shared with someone'. 

Once there had been a time, a very brief time that I could have 

been everything to her. Everything. But, as transient as some 

things in life are, that also passed into the oblivion of forgotten

memories.

I wanted to be for her what she wanted me to be.

There.

As her guide, her first officer whose duty it is to keep her in

line. 

We share a hundred thousand things. A hundred thousand little

miracles.

A touch. Enough.

A look. A smile. Enough.

It has always been my sustenance. One kind word, one palm resting

with so much trust on my chest feeds me for a whole month. Then

I can live again, pathetic in my happiness.

I don't tell her that I love her.

I don't think she has ever wanted to hear such utterings of forlorn

supplications. I don't think she has ever expected to hear such

things from her first officer.

My place in Kathryn's life is determined by my rank. I am Commander

Chakotay of the USS Voyager, of which Kathryn rules as its queen.

That is the role I play, and frankly, I don't see that it will ever 

change. Kathryn is secure in the knowledge that she need never fear 

any unreasonable demands from me that I would want more.

I want more.

Of course I want more. But I can never usurp another's place in her 

heart. Believe me, I have wanted to, badly. But as much as Kathryn 

has a goal, as much as she is driven to accomplish that goal with 

all its concomitant responsibilities and the weight of her duty, I 

am committed to stand by her side. That is my task.

That is why I am first officer.

I am her friend.

I am her moral compass as she told me after the Equinox was 

destroyed. I am her dinner companion and confidant. We have many

arguments, some hefty fights, but always, always we stand back and

look at our behavior and realise that we cannot let our anger rule 

us. Yes, I am her advisor, though she doesn't always take my good 

advice! I am with her every single day on this ship. I can reach 

out my hand and touch her where she's sitting in her command chair 

next to me. I can smell her perfume, a delicate essence that 

assails my nostrils and make me think of rare flowers on mountain 

tops. 

It is everything I suppose a man could wish for. To have the woman 

of my dreams so near me, is all that I could want. To have the 

woman whom I love so much that it leaves an aching pain in my heart

next to me, is sweet pain in heaven.

I could tell her: Kathryn, just to be near you every day, is enough 

for me.

I would like to fill all the empty spaces that I know prevails

in Kathryn's heart and life. I would like to taste, really taste

fulfilment, if only she could turn to me and say:

"Chakotay, I need you. I need you in my heart."

I will never hear Kathryn say those words to me.

She has said those words, I suppose, to Michael Sullivan.

Kathryn has never been able to say those words to anyone on Voyager. 

But she has modified Michael, and to him she could be what she 

cannot ever be to anyone on this ship. My heart bleeds... bleeds...

I have watched her the last few days. There is a new rosiness

in her cheeks when she sits on he bridge next to me. An ill-

contained excitement of a tryst. Her eyes are shining again.

My heart is bleeding again.

For Kathryn has chosen to give her heart elsewhere. 

It would be an expression of jealousy, unreasonable envy to say

Michael is only a hologram. Michael is a figment of Kathryn's

fantasy that she has made real. Or perceives to be real. Yes,

I could begrudge what she has with Michael, and that is beneath

me. 

It pains me to witness Kathryn's growing dependency on Michael, and 

yes, then I feel these pangs. Michael is filling that space in 

Kathryn's heart that I wished to heaven I could fill. He has 

enervated her, he has given her new zest, a new drive, a sexiness 

that exudes from her whenever I see her coming from the holodeck.

If I didn't think that Kathryn is one of the most refined people

I know, I would have thought that she was just getting her kicks

out of having a relationship, an intimacy with her hologram lover.

That is why I am sure that she has fallen for the Irishman. She

was too lonely, too isolated, too human not to have succumbed

to taking a lover whom she could design to her needs. There are

any number of arguments I could pose in defense of sharing her

heart with a real person, but I know Kathryn. She is convinced

that her role as Captain, her duty, her goals of taking all of

us home stands in the way of personal freedom, the freedom to

love.

I love her.

I wish I could be on the holodeck with her, instead of Michael. I 

wish for one wild moment, I could be Michael. Michael has her 

heart. What do I have?

Nothing.

Nothing?

I have her with me every day. She talks to me of Michael. We have

dinner most evenings, sometimes in her quarters, other time in 

mine. She confides in me, and seeks my counsel when she makes most

decisions these days. We go the birthday parties and Valentine

Balls, she dances at Talent Night. Yes, I guess I shouldn't

complain.

Yet in spite of the fact that Kathryn and I share so many hours, 

despite our friendship, despite my role as her confidant and 

advisor, I am lonely. 

I don't have her heart. I am not fulfilled.

When she goes there, I know that she will walk straight into 

her lover's arms. She will kiss him with fire, with great passion.

He will run his fingers through her hair like I have so often

dreamed of doing. He would remove her dress... She will lie with 

him in the long grass and make love to him.

I have no rest, no peace. I know that my rest is not here, with 

Kathryn next to me on the bridge. It would be the answer to all

my hopes and dreams if I could find that rest, that peace with

her, there, on the holodeck.

Repos Ailleurs.

Yes, my rest is elsewhere.

*****

MICHAEL

I wish I could see my Katie more often. I miss her when she is not

with me, and when I see her, I cannot help but feel very fortunate

indeed that she has condescended to bestow her affections on me.

There are times that I think: I do not deserve her. She is 

beautiful, clever, ahead of her time. Her eyes always have that 

sheen in them that make me think of the great Wordsworth when he 

said as he looked upon the city of London: 

"Never saw I, never felt, a calm so deep."

I am humbled by that aspect in her eyes. I am deeply privileged 

that the look which speaks of unending calm streams, with the 

brilliant glowing depths which promise an aching fulfilment, she 

has reserved for me, Michael Sullivan. In all of Ireland there 

could not have been a happier man.

I am expecting my Katie any moment. When she walks through my door,

I know that I can lift her in my arms - she is so light! - and kiss

her with tender passion. She is warm in my arms, giving. Her 

slender arms hug me, and her body trembles a little. I want to

kiss away her fears.

"I need you, Michael. I want to feel."

"My sweet Katie! Don't you know that here, with me, you have the 

freedom to feel? Don't you know that with me, you have the freedom

to love, and to explore the deepest feelings in your heart - ?"

"That is what I want, Michael. I have not been happy..."

"I have seen that in you, Katie! Every time you have come here

to me, you changed. You lost more and more of your reserve, you

became more and more rested, and more and more loving..."

"I shall come again, Michael."

"When will I see you, my love?"

"Soon..."

I sigh now. I do not think my Katie knows how lonely I am without

her. That is when I feel the envy. 

I envy Katie her friends. She thinks I am at peace here, but I'm 

not. When she is not with me, I feel the loneliness, the hollow

feeling when I imagine she will never come to me again.

Sometimes, sometimes I see the doors at the far end of the pub

open. I peer beyond the doors and I see a shiny blue-grey 

corridor. Where does she go from here? What realm lies beyond that

blue-grey passage? It has the appearance of being other worldly, 

not of this place and time. Kathryn has not told me. I cannot ask

her for fear of losing her. 

I'm not superstitious, but I know those doors lead to a place,

a world I'm not familiar with. A strange place, a place of wonder

and magic. A place where she retreats to every time she leaves

here.

Once I saw the man with the tattoo painted above his left brow,

walk past those doors. He was in strange dress. I thought the 

Royal Militiamen have changed their uniform. It was not so. I

should know. I've seen the militia stationed at Coomberton, and

they wore red capes, with boots that reached just below the knees.

Chakotay.

"He's my best friend, Michael."

"I don't understand, my love."

"He's very special, you know. My counsellor, my guide, my moral

compass, confidant."

"Are those parameters for a friendship between a man and a woman?"

I asked her.

"We established those parameters a long time ago, Michael. I cannot

begrudge him that, or take it away from him."

I wish now for the love of heaven and my Katie, that I could have

that. When I am alone, without her, I often look towards where I

always see those doors open. I wish then that I could be there and

walk in those corridors. Then I would have Katie with me every day.

She would tell me every day how much she wants to be with me, how

much she wants me to touch her, how much she loves me. 

There is this intrinsic knowledge in me that if I were to change

places with her friend who walks those corridors every day with 

her, that I would have rest. I would be at peace.

For, just having Katie for a few precious hours which I must,

like the great poets, imagine is a lifetime's worth of loving, is

not enough anymore. I want to live. I want to have a life with

her.

What she gives me, I know, is not all of her. I wish that I could 

fill all the empty spaces in her. What my part is, is only a 

fraction of what I could be, of what I want to be. All that she is 

to me is the breathless wonder of our togetherness, her soft 

caresses, our intimacy. 

Katie will tell me that I am selfish to want more.

Repos Ailleurs.

The rest is elsewhere. I know that mine is. I know where mine is. I 

wish that for a brief time I could be in that corridor, and walk 

next to Katie instead of Chakotay. I wishe I cuold be there, next 

to her for the rest of her life.

Chakotay is there.

He has her all the time.

Life, someone said, is never fair.

*****
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