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*****************************************************************************


"I'm gunna miss you." Harmony said, hugging the man she'd called 'Dad' all these years. She was no longer sure what to call him.


"You don't have to do this." Rick said. It was like letting his own daugther go. They'd been so close all these years, and now everything was just falling apart.


"Yeah I do." Harmony said.


"You'll always be welcome back here. The boys would love to see you again." Rick was refering to Harmony's two half brother, Alex and Jacen, who were playing nearby.


"They'll just be glad to get my room." Harmony forced a smile. Rick smiled too.


"I love you honey." Rick said, realising there was nothing else to say.


"I love you too." Harmony hugged him again. She began to walk over to the taxi, giving the twins a hug eac as she walked past them. She waved to them all as the taxi pulled out of the driveway, taking Harmony out of their lives.


*****************************************************************


"Mac, you really don't think he should go to Leavonworth for this!" Cmdr. Harmon "Harm" Rabb Jr exclaimed in disbeleif.


"He shot a marine." Lt. Colonel Sarah "Mac" MacKenzie said, simply.


"He tripped and his gun went off, it's not his fault!" Harm protested.


"I have witnesses that say otherwise." Mac shrugged.


"Mac, they were like brothers, he wouldn't just shoot him!" Harm argued.


"Commander, you have a phone call." Petty Officer Tiner interrupted the arguement.


"Thank you Tiner. Mac, we'll talk about this later." Harm said, disappearing into his office.


"Rabb." He answered the phone.


"Is that Commander Rabb? Commander Harmon Rabb?" A female voice asked.


"Yes it is. Who's this?" Harm asked.


"You don't know me. My name is Harmony Robinson, I was wondering if I'd be able to come in and speak to you." Harmony said.


"What about exactly?" Harm asked.


"You used to live next door to my Mum, Jessica...." Harmony drifted off. The name brought back a flood of memories for both Harm and Harmony.


"I'm in court this afternoon, why don't you stop by my place tonight?" Harm offered, unsure of what exactly he was meant to do.


"Okay then." Harmony said. Harm gave her the address and the two arranged a time. Harm hung up, somewhat confused. He picked up the phone and dialled a familiar mobile phone number.


"Hello?" Renee Peterson's voice asked.


"Hi." Harm smiled.


"Harm. Hey. This is a plesant surprise." Renee spoke into the tiny mobile.


"I'm afriad I've got some bad news." Harm said.


"Do I want to know?" Renee asked.


"I have to take a raincheck tonight. Somethings come up." Harm replied.


"It's okay, I don't mind waiting up." Renee said.


"I'm meeting up with the daughter of an old friend. She's coming over tonight." Harm explained.


"Oh. Okay then. I'll see you tomorrow?" Renee asked.


"Sure. I'll see you then." Harm said, and hung up the phone.


*********************************************************


Harmony knocked on the strange door. She wasn't sure how she was supposed to react around the Commander, and was almost sick with fear and worry.


"Hi." Harm smiled as he answered the door. He surveyed Harmony as he motioned for her to enter the room. He couldn't help but notice that she looked nothing like her mother and if anything, looked like him.


"Have a seat." Harm offered.


"Thanks. It's nice of you to see me, Commander." Harmony said, sitting down.


"Call me Harm." He smiled. Harmony smiled back.


"So what exactly do you want to know?" Harm asked, curious.


"Well, I just want to let you know something. This is going to sound crazy, but I have to tell you." Harmony began.


"Okay then..." Harm said, uneasily.


"You lived next door to my Mum. You used to walk to school together and stuff like that." Harmony looked at Harm to verify what she was saying.


"Yeah, thats right." Harm nodded.


"Okay, now when you returned from Vietnam, looking for your father, you two got really close." Harmony wasn't sure how to say what she was thinking.


"Yeah, and then she just, disappeared. The whole family just up and moved one day." Harm remembered.


"They moved because my Mum told her parents that she was pregnant. With me. So they moved her as far away from the US as they could, and so they went to Australia." Harmony paused.


"Hang on, Jessica was pregnant?" Harm asked. Harmony nodded.


"Are you're..." Harm drifted off.


"The result of that pregnancy, yup." Harmony finished Harm's sentence.


"So are you saying, what I think you are saying?" Harm asked.


"I'm saying that you're my father." Harmony said. Harm stood up and began walking around the room, trying to comprehend the inofrmation he'd just been given. He occasionally shook his head is disbelief.


"Look, I shouldn't have come." Harmony stood up and headed for the door.


"Wait." Harm said. Harmony stopped and turned to face hime. "Stay."


"Are you sure?" Harmony asked. Harm nodded and the pair again sat down.


"Tell me everything." Harm said.


"Like what?" Harmony asked.


"About where you grew up, your life, stuff like that." Harm said.


"Are you sure you want to know?" Harmony asked.


"Well, I've already cancelled my date for tonight, so why not." Harm smiled.


"Okay." Harmony smiled. "When my grandfather found out my Mum was pregnant, he was furious. So he made everyone pack all their things, and within a day or so, they were all on a plane to Australia, away from the man who had made my Mum pregnant. Originally, my grandparents were going to adopt me. And that sort of happened. Not long after I was born, my Mum married my stepdad, Rick. She didn't want to burden him with me, so I lived with my grandparents until I started school, then Mum raised me to believe that Rick was my father. The two had two boys of their own, Alex and Jacen. Then, about a year or so ago, Mum got really sick and told me everything. Not long after she died. Now, there's nothing holding me back, so I wanted to see who my Dad was."


"Wow." Harm said.


"Yeah, sounds crazy, doesn't it?" Harmony asked. Harm nodded in response.


"I'll understand if you don't believe me." Harmony offered.


"Hmmm.." Harm murmered.


"I was gunna look into getting a DNA test. For piece of mind." Harmony said.


"That could be a good idea." Harm nodded.  An awkward silence filled the room.


"So how long do you plan on staying in the states for?" Harm asked.


"Well, thats going to depend." Harmony said.


"On what?" Harm asked, curiously.


"On the results of the test, and you, among other things." Harmony replied. Harm nodded in agreeance.


***************************************************


The minute Harm got to his office he picked up the phone.


"Cmdr Coulter." The woman at the end of the phone said.


"Teresa, I need a favour." Harm left little time for formalities.


"What is it, Harm?" She asked. Harm explained the situation with Harmony to Teresa.


"So you want me to conduct a DNA test?" Teresa asked, making sure she understood.


"Well, if you can. And you don't mind." Harm answered quickly.


"Yeah, I'll see what I can do. Can you both stop by this afternoon?" Teresa asked.


"I think so." Harm said.


"Okay. Bye." Teresa said. Harm hung up the phone. Harm sat back at his desk and tried to comprehend everything that had happened. Exactly how everytihng had happened still left him confused, and maybe the test results would help him to make some sense of it.


A knock on the door bought him back to where he was.


"Yeah." He called out. Mac let herself in.


"I thought you might want a plea bargain." She said.


"Whats your offer?" Harm asked.


"Leavonworth for.." Mac started.


"He's not going to Leavonworth." Harm cut in.


"Harm, why are you being so stubborn about this?" Mac asked.


"I'm not being stubborn. My client didn't shoot anyone, so he shouldn't spend anytime behind bars." Harm defended himself.


"Thats not whats bugging you." Mac stated. She knew her partner almost as well as she knew herself.


"Harm, you can tell me." Mac offered.


"There's nothing to talk about." Harm shrugged.


"Harmon Rabb Junior, you're not fooling me for a minute. Whats on your mind?" Mac asked.


"It's nothing, honest. Just a visitor that I had last night. She got me thinking." Harm answered absently.


"She? Would this be the Video Princess?" Mac asked.


"No, it wasn't Renee." Harm said, sternly.


"Talk to me Harm." Mac tried to cax something more out of him.


"The daughter of an old friend. Her Mom lived next door to me, before I joined the Academy." Harm responded.


"And can I ask whats so special about her daughter? I mean, she seems to have you under some sort of spell." Mac said.


"She's looking for her Dad." Harm replied.


"Wow, like a little, female Harmon Rabb." Mac said, somewhat softly.


"More so than you think." Harm said under his breath.


"What was that?" Mac asked.


"Nothing." Harm said. "Anyway, I'm off."


"Where to?" Mac asked.


"To speak to my client. Is that alright with you, Colonel?" Harm mocked, before exiting his office.


**********************************************************


Harm sat in the room, opposite Private Maxwell Stevens.


"Lets go over what happened one more time." Harm suggested.


"Well sir, we had just started on a run along the fenceline. We hadn't really gone far, maybe 500 metres, when I tripped. I hit the dirt, and my gun went off. When I looked up, Tom was on the floor next to me. He was clutching his side, where he'd been shot. We took him to the base hospital, and then I was arrested and brought here." Private Stevens said.


"And you didn't shoot him?" Harm asked.


"No sir." Private Stevens answered.


"How can you be sure?" Harm asked.


"Well sir, I was running to the left of Tom, and he was shot on the right. There's no way my gun could have shot him through the right, is there?" Private Stevens answered with another question.


"And what was on his right?" Harm probed deeper.


"The fenceline, sir." The Private said, seriously.


"Excuse me?" Harm asked.


"The fenceline, sir." Private Stevens repeated himself. Harm ran a hand through his hair.


"There's going to be no way for us to prove any of this." Harm shook his head.


"Are you saying I should prepare for the worst, sir?" Private Stevens asked.


"You're not going to Leavonworth." Harm answered.


"How can you be sure, sir?" Private Stevens asked.


"I can't be, but I won't let them lock you up like that without a fight." Harm replied.


"So you believe me then?" There was hope in Private Stevens voice.


"Yeah, I do." Harm answered. That was all Private Stevens needed t hear to bring a smile to his face.


"Look, I have to go now. Try to find some witnesses. Don't let this get you down." Harm said.


"Sir, is Tom alright?" Private Stevens blurted out.


"I'm not sure." Harm answered.


"What if something happens to him? And its all my fault?" Private Stevens was trying to hold back tears.


"Its not your fault Private. Remember that." Harm patted Private Stevens on the shoulder, and left.


Harm headed back to JAG headquarters and began going over the incident reports again. Every single one was damning for Private Stevens. Finding a witness to testify in favour of him was going to be hard. He continued to survey the papers in front of him, until he looked at his watch. It was time for him to head over to see Teresa.


When he got there, Harmony and Teresa were talking.


"Hi." Harm forced a smile.


"Hey." Harmony said.


"Lets get started, shall we?" Teresa asked, leading the pair to a small room. She took blood samples from both.


"I'll get the results to you as soon as I can, Harm." Teresa said.


"Thanks, I owe you one." Harm said.


"Don't worry about it." Teresa said, and sent Harm and Harmony off on their way.


"So, what do you have planned for tonight?" Harm asked, as they headed towards his car. Harmony had taken a cab to the laboratory, and so Harm offered her a lift back to her hotel.


"Um, filling in papers." Harmny answered.


"Papers. I've got enough of them on my desk to last me a lifetime." Harm exclaimed.


"I've got citizenship papers to fill out." Harm stopped the car.


"Citizenship papers?" Harm asked, making sure he'd heard properly.


"Yeah, is that a problem?" Harmony asked, worried.


"No, its fine. I just didn't expect it to be so soon." Harm answered.


'Well, I have, uh, plans." Harmony replied.


"Such as?" Harm asked.


"Joining the Navy. I've wanted to be a naval aviator for as long as I can remember." Harmony answered. Harm couldn't believe what he was hearing. There was no doubt this girl was his daughter. Everything made too much sense.


"Are you okay?" Harmony asked.


"Yeah, fine. You just surprised me." Harm gathered himself.


"Sorry." Harmony apologised.


"Don't be." Harm smiled.


"So are you coming over again tonight?" Harm asked, changing the subject entirely.


"I'm invited, am I?" Harmony asked.


"Of course you are!" Harm exclaimed.


"Well then I'll be there." Harmony smild.


*************************************************


"Harm, I was-" Renee was interrupted by a knock on the door.


"Can I help you?" She asked, seeing Harmony on the other side of the door.


"Hi, is Harm here?" Harmony asked, using Harm's name uneasily.


"Harmony? Come on in!" Harm called, hearing her voice. Renee stepped aside to let Harmony in, and shut the door behind her. Unimpressed, she glared at Harm. He shrugged in response and introduced them to each other.


"Hi." Renee forced a smile. "So how do you know Harm?" Harm shook his head, letting Harmony know not to tll Renee anything.


"He knew my Mum when she was younger." Harmony explained.


"So?" Renee asked.


"She died, not too long ago. I just want ot know what she was like when she was young." Harmony said,


"Oh I see. Well, its nice to meet you Harmony." Again, Renee forced a smile. Another knock at the door interrupted all three.


"Are you expecting anyone else?" Renee's voice was accusing.


"Nope." Harm shook his head and walked over to the door.


"Mac!" Harm exclaimed as he opened the door.


"Sorry I didn't realise you had company." Mac apologised.


"The more the merrier!" Harm stood aside so Mac could come in. She immediately saw Harmony properlu, and she noticed how much she looked like Harm.


"I won't stay long. I've got some bad news." Mac said.


"What is it?" Harm asked.


"Private Thomas Watson died an hour ago. Your client is now being charged with murder." Mac stated.


"What? Mac, thats crazy and you know it!" Harm exclaimed.


"He killed a marine!" Mac again defended herself.


"Okay, thats enough. Harm, I have to go." Renee said, heading out of the door.


"Don't go!" Harm called after her, but it had no effect. "I'll call you!"


Harm turned back to Mac.


"Want to stay for dinner?" He asked.


"I really should get back to Mick." Mac said.


"Mac, if you seriously plan to spend the rest of your life with him, what harm will it do to have dinner with us for one night?" The minute he said it, Harm kenw it was a weak argument.


"Okay then." Mac smiled.


"Great." Harm smiled and returned to his cooking. Mac walked over to Harmony.


"Hi." Mac said.


"Hi. I'm Harmony." Harmony put out her hand for Mac to shake.


"I'm Colonel MacKenzie, but everyone calls me Mac." She shook Harmony's hand.


"You work with Harm?" Harmony asked.


"Yeah, I so. We're opposition on a big case at the moment." Mac said.


"So I heard." Harmony smiled.


"Harm tells me you're trying to find your father, has he been much help?" Mac asked.


"He's been a huge help!" Harmony exclaimed.


"Foods ready, are you two going to come and eat?" Harm asked.


*****************************************************


Harm and Mac walked through the JAG office.


"She looks just like you." Mac stated.


"Who does?" Harm asked, confused.


"Harmony. Everything about her, even the name, makes me think she's a Rabb." Mac said.


"Thats nice." Harm was unsure as to what to say.


"Is she?" Mac asked.


"I don't know." Harm answered. They reached his office, and Harm sat behind the desk as Mac stood in the doorway.


"You don't know? Have you looked at her?" Mac asked in disbelief.


"Mac, its none of your business." Harm snapped. Mac looked taken back.


"I'll be in my office if you need me." Mac disappeared out of the office. Harm felt a pang of guilt, but promptly ignored it. Bud entered the office. He was sitting second chair in the Private Stevens court martial.


"Sir, I spoke to Private Watson's parents yesterday after you left." Bud said, uneasily. He'd heard the earlier conversation about Mac, and he was curious about Harmony.


"What did they have to say?" Harm asked.


"Only that they love Private Stevens like a son. Sir, everything is in favour of him. Except for the medical report." Bud said.


"That one has got us stuck." Harm agreed. "Is something wrong, Lt?" Harm noticed Bud' fidgeting.


"No sir." Bud said, quickly.


"Out with it Lt." Harm ordered.


"Well sir, I heard you talking to Colonel MacKenzie as you came in." Bud said.


"And?" Harm asked.


"Is it true sir?" Bud asked.


"Is what true?" Harm asked straight back.


"Uh, nothing sir." Bud quickly disappeared out of the room. Harm began to survey the papers on his desk again, when Tiner interrupted him.


"Cmdr Coulter is on line 3, sir." Tiner stated.


"Thanks Tiner." Harm said, and picked up the phone. "Hello?"


"Harm, I got around to those tests for you." Teresa said down the phone. "I've sent a copy of the results to Harmony, I figure they could come in handy for her application for citizenship." 


"So she is?" Harm asked.


"It was a positive DNA match, so yes." Teresa said. Harm sat in silence, unsure of what to say.


"Harm? Are you alright?" Teresa asked.


"Yeah, I'm here." Harm said.


"Was it what you wanted to hear?" Teresa asked.


"That doesn't really matter anymore, does it?" Harm answered with another question.


"I suppose not. Anyway, I'd just thought you'd want to know straight away." Teresa explained.


"Yeah, thanks a lot. I owe you one." Harm said.


"I'll remember that." Teresa was smiling as Harm hung up the phone. Harm slowly stood up. He had to tell Mac. Out of everyone he had to tell, he had to let her know first. He made his way to her office, and softly knocked on the door.


"Mac, guess what." He exclaimed.


"What?" Mac asked, looking up. Harriet was by her side, as she'd been asked to assist Mac with her case. Once again, Harriet and Bud had been placed on opposition sides.


"She is." Harm smiled. Mac understood exactly what Harm was saying.


"Told you so." A grin filled Mac's face.


"Sir? Ma'am?" Harriet asked, confused.


"The Commander is a father." Mac said.


"Renee's pregnant? Congratulations sir!" Harriet exclaimed.


"Ah, not exactly." Harm said. Again, Harriet looked confused, so Harm proceeded to tell Harriet the story.


"Oh, well I look forward to meeting her sir." Harriet said, and went out to tell everyone in the office the exciting news.


"Does Renee know yet?" Mac asked.


"I'll tell her tonight." Harm said. Mac raised an eyebrow as if to indicate her disaproval, but said nothing.


*********************************************************


Harmony sat on her bed in the hotel room, staring at the envelope that Cmdr Coulter had delivered. She was scared to open it and find out the truth. If it was negative, and he wasn't her father, she'd flown all this way and acheived nothing but embarrassing herself. And if it was positive, well, she didn't know what would happen. Would he want to accept her as a daughter, or ignore her. Fear surrounded the envelope like a blanket.


She put the envelope down and began pacing the room. Things could be simple. If he wasn't her father, she'd simply disappear. She could get on the next flight back to Australia, and be with her step-father and brothers in a matter of hours. If he was, she'd simply wait for him to make the first move. 


With this in mind, she picked up the envelope and began to take the peice of paper out. This was what she had waited for since her Mum had told her that Rick wasn't her father. She expected so much from this simple peice of paper, like it would change her life in some dramatic way, and now she was scared to face it.


"Come on Harmony, its only a piece of paper. You can do it." She said softly to herself. She unfolded the page and stared at it. She read the page several times before the truth seemed to sink in.


"He's my father." Harmony said out loud, even though no one was around to hear. She wasn't sure what she wanted to do first, laugh, cry or scream. She seemed to have no control over it though, and tears begn to stream down her cheeks.


"He's my Dad." She said again, between sobs. Once the tears had stopped, she read the letter again. She lay back on the bed, releived. It was short lived though, before she began to feel angry, and betrayed. It was her grandparents fault she had grown up without knowing her real father. It was their fault that she was in this situation now, where she didn't know what to do next. And her mother and Rick. They were as much to blame. They'd known the truth all along, and had never said anything. The anger welled up inside her. They had never explained why they didn't tell her, and she'd never thought to ask. She punched a pillow.


"They should've told me!" She said, angrliy. Harmony stormed out of the hotel room, slmming the door behind her.


**************************************************


Mac walked around the courtroom, delivering her opening statement, in which she was claiming that Harm's client, Private Stevens, was entirely to blame for the death of his best friend and roommate, Private Watson. Harm was sitting next to Bud, who was sitting next to Private Stevens. The deceased Private's parents sat behind Private Stevens, offering their support. The two had been so close that his parents hadn't even considered the option that he was the one that shot their son. It was just a crazy idea.


Mick Brumby also sat in the courtroom, behind Mac. Harm had never hidden the fact that he hated the guy, even more since Mac had moved the engagement ring to her left hand. How could she marry a guy like Brumby? It just didn't seem right. Harm stood up, it was time for him to develop his opening statement.


Harm's opening statement was short and to the point. Private Stevens could not be held accountable, because Private Watson had been shot from the right, whereas Private Stevens was to his left.


"The prosecution may call their first witness." The judge said, once Harm had finished and sat down. During Harm's opening statement, Harmony had quitely slipped into the room and was sitting along the back.


"The prosecution calls Corporal Anthony Stewart." Mac stood up before she spoke. A fairy young man, dressed in marine greens with markings that indicated that he was indeed, a corporal, walked to the witness box. Mac placed him under oath and began with her questioning.


"Corporal, would you explain what happened on the morning of February 28?" Mac asked.


"At approximately 0600 we started a run along the fenceline. Whilst running I heard a gun shot, and so along with my fellow marines, dropped to the ground and tried to identify the shooter." Corporal Stewart said.


"And who was the shooter?" Mac asked.


"Private Maxwell Stevens." The corporal answered.


"Thank you. No further questions." Mac said. Harm stood up to question the witness.


"When you say that Private Stevens was the shooter, what do you mean by that?" Harm asked, walking around the front of the room.


"I mean that his gun was the one that was fired." He answered.


"Put isn't it true, that Private Stevens weapon went off after he dropped his it, as he tripped over?" Harm asked.


"Yes sir, that is correct." The corporal answered.


"So how do you know that it was Private Stevens that shot the decreased?" Harm pressed.


"Sir, Private Watson had been shot. Private Stevens was the only one missing any ammunition." Corporal Stewart said.


"So you assumed it was his gun?" Harm asked.


"Yes sir." Corporal Stewart answered.


"Corporal, why would Private Stevens shoot Private Watson?" Harm asked.


"Objection your honour, how can the witness know what the defendent would or would not do?" Mac proclaimed.


"Sustained." The Judge spoke.


"Corporal, how would you describe the relationship between Private Stevens and Private Watson?" Harm asked.


"They were close." Corporal Stewart said.


"How close?" Harm asked.


"Sir, I doubt they would have been any closer if they were siamese twins." Corporal Stewart answered. A member of the jury snickered.


"Thank you Corporal." Harm returned to his seat.


"Corporal, is it acceptable for a marine to drop his weapon?" Mac stood up again.


"No ma'am." The corporal shook his head.


"Why not?" Mac asked.


"It shows a lack of disapline. Someone lacking disapline shouldn't be in the Corp." He answered, glaring at Private Stevens, who was looking at his hands sadly.


"Move to strike!" Harm called from his seat.


"The jury will ignore the witness' last comment." The Judge nodded.


The morning continued, with Mac producing one other witness before the court broke for a recess. Private Stevens was taken to his cell, and Harm and Bud promptly followed.


"Sir, can I asked you something?" Private Stevens asked.


"Of course." Harm answered.


"Will they discharge me from the corp?" The Private asked.


"At the moment, I'm trying to keep you out of jail, Private." Harm said.


"So I'll be discharged?" He repeated.


"It's possible." Harm answered.


"All I ever wanted to do was join the corp. Tom was the same. We used to play war in the street, kind of hoping that one day we would go into combat together." Private Stevens said. "Did you know that I can't even go to the funeral? I can't get out of this stupid cell."


"I'm sorry." Harm apologised.


Harm briefly returned to his office during the recess. He quickly phoned Renee.


"Hello?" Renee's familiar voice asked.


"Renee, I'm sorry." Harm said.


"Harm, what can I do for you?" Renee asked coolly, ignoring his apology.


"About last night. I want to apologise." Harm said.


"Thats okay. Sorry I didn't hang around, but I thought it was going to be just us." Renee replied.


"Well it will be tonight, if you'd like to come over." Harm offered.


"I'd love to." Renee smiled.


"Great. I'm looking forward to it." Harm hung up the phone.


"Sir, we're due back in court." Bud stuck his head into Harm's office.


"Thanks Bud." Harm headed back down to the courtroom with Bud. If all went according to plan, Mac would call one last witness for the day, and then he could go home. 


As he re-entered the courtroom, Harm looked around for Harmony, but there was no sign on her. He'd hoped to talk to her. Harm and Bud sat in their seats, and waited for court to resume. It did, soon enough, as the Judge entered the room and the defendent was brought in. He was young, and it was obvious that everything that was going on was hurting him.


As Harm had hoped, Mac called her witness. It was the professor in charge of invesitgation the murder, and was introduced to the court as Commander Richard Jones, a civillian.


"Commander, would you please tell the court your findings of the incident in question?" Mac asked.


"I found that the defendent, Private Maxwell Stevens, was at fault for the premature death of Private Thomas Watson." Commander Jones said.


"And what lead to this conclusion?" Mac asked.


"Private Watson died of a gunshot wound, and our investigation proved that Private Stevens was at fault." The Commander said.


"What evidence did you discover during your investigation?" Mac asked.


"The weapon that Private Stevens wsa carrying, and holding at the time of the shooting was the only one missing ammunition. Upon further investigation, the bullet that was removed from Private Watson matched that which is fired by Private Stevens weapon." Commander Jones answered.


"And is there any doubt in your mind as to who shot Private Watson?" Mac asked.


"Objection, calls for an opinion." Harm stood up.


"Your honour, the witness is a highly experienced investigator, whos past cases speak for themselves." Mac protested.


"I'd like to hear his opinion. Overruled." The Judge said. Harm returned to his seat.


"No Colonel, there is not. Private Stevens was the shooter." Commander Jones stated.


"Thank you." Mac walked back to her seat and sat down.


"Commander, is it true that Private Watson was shot on the right side?" Harm asked, standing and beginning to walk around the room.


"Yes, that is correct." He answered.


"Well, how is that possible if Private Stevens was to his left?" Harm asked, curiously.


"It would depend on the angle the gun fell. If he dropped the gun to his right side, it is possible that it would shoot a person in Private Watson's position." The Commander choose his words and spoke carefully.


"Isn't it more likely that the bullet came from someone to Private Watson's right?" Harm asked.


"Well, I suppose its possible." Commander Jones said.


"And, what was to Private Watson's right?" Harm asked, knowing the answer.


"The fenceline." Commander Jones answered.


"And did you talk to any Cubans about the incident?" Harm asked.


"No I did not." Commander Jones said.


"Why not? Wouldn't it help your investigation?" Harm asked.


"I didn't think it was neccessary. And going and speaking to the Cubans over such a matter would make it appear as though we didn't trust them, and for all you know could lead to World War III." The Commander answered, simply.


"Nothing more." Harm returned to his seat.


"You may step down, Commander." The Judge said. "Court is adjorned for the day. We will reconveen at 0900 tomorrow."


Harm, Bud and Mac began to leave the room.


"You were great." Mick said, greating Mac warmly, his voice thick with an Australian accent.


"Thanks." Mac forced a smile. Harm again surveyed the room for Harmony, but there was no sign of her. He looked down at his watch. He still had over an hour before Renee was likely to get to his place, so he got in his car and drove to where Harmony was staying. He asked for her room at reception and went up to see her.


"Harmony?" He asked, softly knocking on the door.


"It's open." Harmony tried to hide her tears. She quickly wiped her face so that Harm wouldn't see she had been crying. Harm let himself into the hotel room. Harmony was sitting on the bed, and he could tell she'd been crying.


"You were at court this morning. I wanted to talk to you." Harm said, sitting next to her.


"I needed to get out and go somewhere." Harmony sniffled.


"Want to tell me whats wrong?" Harm asked. Harmony shook her head, but the tears made their way back out. Harm put a protective arm around her.


"It's okay." He said, hugging her. Harmony cried into his shoulder.


"They never told me." She sobbed.


"It's okay." Harm said again, not really sure what he was supposed to do. How are fathers supposed to act when their daughters are crying on their shoulder.


"How could they do that? Live all those years, without telling me?" Harmony looked at Harm's face.


"I don't know." Harm said.


"It's not fair. I should've been told. So should you." Harmony said, wiping the tears away again.


"I know, but there's nothing we can do about it now. Getting upset won't change anything." Harm said in a soothing voice.


"So, what did you want to talk to me about?" Harmony asked, deliberately changing the subject.


"What do you think?" Harm smiled.


"The test results." Harmony said.


"I wanted to know what you plan to do now." Harm stated.


"Geez, I'm not really sure. I have to get citizenship first, and then I guess I'll enlist." Harmony said, knowing full well that she was going to do that. She'd been dreaming of it ever since learning she had an American father.


"Where will you stay?" Harm asked.


"Probably here, until I can get a place of my own." Harmony said.


"It might sound crazy, but you could always stay at my place. I know there isn't much room, but I'm sure we can work something out, and renting a place could be hard if you're serving on a carrier." Harm pointed out.


"You barely know me, and you're inviting me to live with you?" Harmony asked.


"You're my daughter, and thats good enough for me. I'm not just going to turn my back on you." Harm said.


"You don't have to do this. You don't even have to stick around." Harmony looked away.


"Yeah I do. But I'm afraid I can't stay for very long now. I have to get home and get changed before Renee comes over." Harm said, eyeing the wet patch on the shoulder of his uniform.


"Sorry about that." Harmony smiled.


"Stop by the office tomorrow, I want you to meet some people." Harm said.


"Okay then." Harmony said, and Harm disappeared out of the hotel.


****************************************************************


"Hey." Harm smiled as he opened the door and saw Renee standing there.


"Hey sailor." She smiled, the previous night all but forgotten. She walked into the house, and settled on the couch. Harm joined her on the couch.


"We need to talk." Renee said.


"What about?" Harm asked.


"About us." Renee said.


"Okay, what about us?" Harm asked.


"I need to know where I stand. With you. I've seen the way you look at Mac, and last night, you didn't seem too upset about her showing up." Renee stated.


"Mac is a friend, a partner at work, nothing more." Harm replied. He knew there was chemistry between them, but he couldn't mention that to Renee.


"Nothing else?" Renee asked.


"Renee, I'm with you, and I like being with you. I wouldn't be doing this if I wanted Mac." Harm said, although he wasn't entirely sure. Mac has appeared in his dreams more than once, and as more than a workmate, but that was another thing he couldn't mention to Renee.


"Okay. Thats all I needed to hear." Renee smiled.


"Now there's something I need to tell you." Harm said, trying to figure out how to explain Harmony to Renee.


"Okay then. I'm all yours." Renee smiled.


"It's about Harmony, the firl you met last night." Harm said.


"I wanted to ask you about her." Renee mentioned.


"Renee, she's my daughter." Harm spat out. Renee sat in shock.


"How...how...how is that possible?" Renee said, her voice full of hurt. She wasn't sure how to react. Harm gave Renee a brief rundown of how Harmony had shown up, and he had nvre heard of her before.


"Why didn't you tell me?" Renee asked.


"When?" Harm asked.


"Last night, you could've told me it was possible. You could've told me, I don't know, but you could've told me something!" Renee exclaimed. She was angry and hurt, and didn't even try to hide the fact.


"Renee, I can ex..." Harm started.


"No, there's nothing to explain. Let me guess, Mac already knows? She was probably the first person you told. No wait, don't answer that, I don't want to know." Renee stood up, and hastily gathered her things.


"Renee..." Harm pleaded.


"I have to go. I'll call you, or something." Renee disappeared, leaving Harm sitting on the couch, stunned. He hadn't expected her to react like that. He didn't know how he'd expected her to react, but it wasn't like that. He lay back on the couch and tried to figure out how his life could have changed so much in the past few days.


*********************************************************


Harm showed up for court, first thing in the morning. Bud was already waiting. So was Harmony. She was sitting up near the front this time. Mac walked in through the big doors and headed straight to her spot. She began to look through papers.


"All rise." A voice said. Everyone in the courtroom stood up for the Judge and jury to enter. Mac had called her witnesses the previous day, so it was now Harm's turn. He spent the morning with somewhat minor witnesses, asking the questions which he quite obviously knew the answers to. When they broke for a recess, he was called to the Admiral's office.


"You wanted to see me sir?" Harm asked, standing near the Admiral's desk.


"What the hell do you think you're doing?" The Admiral demanded. Harm was shocked.


"Excuse me sir?" Harm asked.


"Blaming the Cubans for killing that marine! Do you have any idea what you've done?" Admiral Cheggwidden demanded.


"I'm defending my client, sir." Harm answered.


"You're going to start a whole damn war!" The Admiral yelled.


"Are you saying that Private Steven's life outside bars isn't worth it?" Harm asked.


"You're damn right it isn't!" The Admiral bellowed. "Commander, have you thought about the conseques this could have? You upset the Cubans, and suddenly our base at Guanatanamo Bay is gone, and a bunch of marines with it!" 


"Sir, they fired the gun than killed Private Watson." Harm protested.


"I don't want to hear it Commander." The Admiral said definently.


"But sir, he's entitled to a defense, and I won't let him go to Leavonworth if he didn't do anything wrong!" Harm declared.


"You believe his story?" The Admiral asked.


"It all makes sense, sir." Harm said. The Admiral considered the information for a minute.


"If any word of this gets out, there'll be hell to pay." The Admiral warned, glaring at Hram with a look that could kill.


"So I can continue?" Harm asked.


"You'd better keep this in house!" The Admiral said.


"Will do sir." Harm said.


"Dismissed." The Admiral said.


"Aye aye sir." Harm left the room.


"Sir? What was all that about?" Bud asked. He'd been waiting outside the Admiral's door for the Commander to come out.


"I'm going to put Private Stevens on the stand." Harm said, thoughtfully.


"Are you sure thats a good idea sir? The Colonel will destroy him." Bud pointed out.


"We don't have much of a choice." Harm said. Harm saw Harmony out of the corner of his eye. he spun around.


"Harmony, you made it!" He beamed.


"Yeah, I thought I might stop by for a little while." She said.


"Oh, Harmony this Lt. Roberts, Bud this is my daughter." Harm introduced, proudly.


"Nice to meet you." Harmony shook Bud's hand.


"Oh my god, is that Mick?" Harmony asked, seeing Mick Brumby over with Mac. Harm looked confused.


"Mick!" Harmony called, wandering over to him. Mick recognised her instantly, and a pained expression crossed his face.


"Harmony, what are you doing here?" He gulped.


"I found my Dad." Harmony smiled.


"Oh really? Who is it..." Mick trailed off as he saw Harm and bud heading their way.


"What are you doing over here?" Harmony asked Mick.


"I live here now." Mick said.


"Where's Stella?" Harmony asked. An even more pained expression crossed Mick's face.


"Who's Stella?" Mac asked.


"His wife....uh oh..." Harmony said, realising she's just revealed something that she shouldn't have.


"We gotta go." Harm said quickly, and he, Bud and Harmony disappeared.


"Your wife?" Mac asked.


"I can explain..." Mick said.


"I'm sure you can." Mac was quite obviously hurt.


"You see..." Mick begun.


"I don't want to hear it." Mac cut him off. She slipped the ring off her finger, and handed it to him. "This is yours."


Mick looked at the ring in his hand, as Mac headed into her office, shutting the door behind herself, and shutting Mick out of her life.


"How do you know Mick?" Harm asked, when the trio were in his office.


"His wife and my Mum were good friends. She helped out a lot with the boys after Mum..." Harmony trailed off.


"Poor Mac." Harm said.


"I'm guessing nobody knew?" Harmony asked.


"Got it in one. Mac was engaged to him." Harm said.


"Oh my god...I've ruined everything!" Harmony exclaimed. "I should keep my big mouth shut."


"Harmony, don't be like that. You did the right thing." Harm reassured her.


"Commander, should I ask the Judge for more time? For Colonel MacKenzie?" Bud asked.


"I don't know." Harm shrugged, standing up. The small group headed out of his office. Harm and Bud headed into Mac's office, where Harriet was already there to comfort Mac. Harmony didn't feel right about going in and so waitng outside.


"Why did you do that?" Mick demanded, appearing from nowhere.


"I didn't know!" Harmony exclaimed.


"Things have been over between me and Stella for a long time." Mick said.


"You might want to tell her that then!" Harmony said.


"I thought the fact that I was living in another country was obvious enough." Mick stated.


"Well not to her it wasn't!" Harmony said.


"You had to come over here and ruin my life, didn't you?" Mick protested. It was obvious that he'd never liked her.


"I didn't know!" Harmony said.


"Are you blind? Or maybe you're just plain stupid!" Mick exclaimed. Everyone had left Mac's office now, and was witnessing Harmony and Mick's fight.


"You leave my daughter alone." Harm said possessively.


"Well if it isn't the father of the year." Mick spat out, nastily.


"Lets go." Harm said to everyone, whilst glaring at Mick. The group disappeared into the lift and headed to the courtroom.


"Mac, are you going to be alright?" Harm asked.


"Lets just finish this case up and get out of here, okay?" Mac said, emotionlessly. Harm looked over at Harriet for some indication as to what he should. She motioned for him to go to his seat and wait for court to recommence. Soon enough it did. This time, Mick was nowhere to be seen in the courtroom.


"Defense calls Private Stevens to the stand." Harm said, standing up. The defendent walked to the witness stand, and took his oath.


"Private, could you please tell the court what happened on the morning of February the 28th?" Harm asked.


"Well sir, we had started our usual morning run. It was hot, and I slipped over, dropping my weapon. It went off, and next thing I knew Private Watson was lying on the ground. He'd been shot." Private Stevens answered slowly.


"Did you shoot him?" Harm asked.


"No sir." Private Stevens shook his head. Harm proceeded to ask the private some other questions about the morning, as well as a history of the friendship between the two. Convinced he had proven his point, Harm returned to his seat.


"Private, how can you be sure that it wasn't your weapon that shot Private Watson?" Mac asked, showing no signs of what had just happened.


"Well ma'am, Private Watson was shot on the right. How would that be possible, considering I was to his left?" Private Stevens answered with a question.


"Are you implying that the Cubans shot Private Watson?" Mac asked.


"No ma'am, I am simply saying that I didn't." Private Stevens kept his composure well. Mac seemed lost for words, as if the incident with Mick was finally taking effect. She some how managed to get out some other questions, but Harm noticed she was a long way off her usual self. Normally, she would've picked Private Stevens, but she left him fairly intact. When she finished with her questions, both Mac and Private Stevens returned to their seats.


"Does the defense have any more witnesses?" The Judge asked.


"No your honour." Harm said, standing up. The jury were then excused in order to make a decision as to whether Private Stevens was at fault for the death of Private Thomas Watson.


"What now sir?" Private Stevens asked once the jury were out of the room.


"We wait." Harm said.


"What do you think will happen to me?" Private Stevens asked.


"I really don't know. The jury can be unpredictable." Harm answered. Private Stevens looked down at his hands.


"I'll see you soon." Harm said, patting him on the shoulder, as he headed out of the room. Bud was already outside, talking to Harriet. They amazed him at times. They spent every minute together, and still seemed to have things to say to each other.


"Mac, are you.." Harm started.


"Harm, can we just get through the rets of today before we start with the sob stories?" Mac asked, trying to be strong.


"Uh, sure. I'm here if you need me though." Harm said.


"I might take you up on that. Later." Mac forced a smile.


"You did good in there." Harmony complimented Harm.


"Thanks." Harm smiled. Idle chitchat continued for quite a while longer, before the jury returned, and so everyone returned to the courtroom.


"Would the defense please rise." The Judge asked. Harm, Bud and Private Stevens all stood up.


"Has the jury reached a verdict?" The Judge asked.


"Yes your honour, we have." The head of the jury said. The findings were passed to the Judge who read them and passed them back.


"Please announce your findings for the court." The Judge ordered.


"We find the defendent not guilty of all charges and specifications." The head of the jury said.


"This court is now dismissed." The Judge said, and everyone began to leave the room.


"Thanks you sir." Private Stevens beamed as he shook Harm and Bud's hands.


"Not a problem." Harm smiled. Private Stevens hugged the parents of Private Thomas Watson, who were now standing behind Harm and Bud.


"Congratulations." Mac extended her hand for Harm to shake. He shook it.


"Is it alright if I stop by later?" Mac asked, softly.


"Of course it is." Harm said. The pair walked out of the courtroom, and were joined by Harmony as they passed.


"Are you coming, Harmony?" Harm asked. He walked Mac to her car, and watched her drive away.


"Yeah, sure." Harmony climbed into the car that was starting to becoem familiar. As she had done last time she got into the car, she frowned at the music that started to play.


"You'll grow to like it." Harm said, reassuringly.


"I'm not sure I want to!" Harmony exclaimed. Harm faked a hurt look that caused Harmony to start laughing. Once again, the pair talked the whole way back to Harm's place. When they got there, they found Renee waiting outside Harm's door.


"We need to talk." She said, with tear streaked cheeks. 


"Sure." Harm quickly unlocked the door to his apartment.


"I..uh...have to get something from the car." Harmony said, sensing the two needed to talk in private. She quickly headed back downstairs and sat out front, waiting for Mac. 


"I know what this is about." Harm said.


"I can't do it." Renee said.


"What?" Harm asked.


"This. Us. You have a daughter, and I can't handle that. I'm sorry, but I can't. Maybe Mac can, or someone else can, but I can't." Tears were again rolling down Renee's cheeks.


"Mac? Whats she got to do with this?" Harm asked.


"You told her first Harm. You told Mac before me." Renee pointed out.


"I work with her." Harm was offended, but he wasn't sure why.


"Anyway, I can't handle it. I'm not a family person Harm, not right now anyway. I'm sorry." Renee said. "Please try to understand."


"I understand." Harm said slowly.


"I'm sorry." Renee said again, and disappeared out of the apartment. When Harmony saw her leave, she headed back up to the apartment. Harm was staring out the window. He'd just watched Renee drive away.


"I never should have come here. I should've stayed out of your life." Harmony said, sitting on the couch.


"No, I'm glad you're here." Harm said.


"You don't have to say that. It's obvious, I've done nothing but ruin lives since I got here." Harmony said. Harm moved over and sat with her.


"You haven't ruined lives. You've just, changed them." Harm said.


"I doubt Renee or Mick see it that way. Or even Mac." Harmony said.


"Mick had it coming." Harm said.


"You never liked him?" Harmony asked.


"Nope, did you?" Harm asked back.


"No way. There was always something, I dunno, evil about him. No, evil's the wrong word, but I'm not sure what the right one is." Harmony grinned.


"Don't worry, I know exactly what you mean." Harm said. There was a faint knock on the door. Harm got up and answered the door. Mac stood there.


"Harm...." She started, before she burst into tears. Harm pulled her close into a hug. Harmony sat on the couch uneasily. She wasn't sure what she should be doing. Harm lead Mac over to the couch, and the three were sitting down, with Mac in the middle. To anyone, they might have looked like a family, sitting together at night.


"I'm sorry." Harmony said softly. Mac wiped the tears.


"It's not your fault." Mac reassured Harmony. "Where's Renee?"


"She's gone." Harm said.


"Gone?" Mac asked.


"Long story." Harm said.


"You don't wanna talk about it either?" Mac asked. Both smiled. Harm put an arm around Mac's shoulders.


"What a great pair we are." Harm joked.


"You guys are good together." Harmony observed. "And I haven't scared you off, which is obvioucly a good sign."


"Don't you start match making." Harm said, pointing at Harmony with two fingers, making his hand into like a gun.


"Me? Never." Harmony grinned.


"She's an older version of Chloe." Mac smiled.


"Probably twice as much trouble though." Harm joined in.


"Hmmm...if I knew Chloe, I'd know whether or not to be insulted by that comment!" Harmony exclaimed. The trio sat in silence for a little while.


"I'd better get back to the hotel." Harmony said, eventually.


"When are you going to move your things here?" Harm asked.


"Soon." Harmony promised.


"Did you need a lift?" Mac offered, deciding that she should probably head home too.


"If you're going that way, it'd be great." Harmony said.


"No problem." Mac smiled.


"Are my ears going to be burning?" Harm asked, indicating that Mac and Harmony would talk about them. Neither said anything.


"Bye." Harmony half waved as she followed Mac out of the apartment. Harm again went to the window and watched Mac and Harmony drive off.


When Harmony got back to the hotel, she noticed the citizenship papers scattered over the tables. One of them stared up at her. She'd left the "surname" coloumn blank, unsure what to put. She knew what to write now. She picked up a pen and wrote. Rabb.


***********************************************************


The end.


