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“The Kobayashi Maru Melancholy”


Star Trek: The Next Generation

“The Kobayashi Maru Melancholy”

Geordi La Forge looked up from his data PADD just in time to save a life.

“Jorgensen!  Get down!” he shouted, breaking into a run.  The young Ensign Jorgensen turned toward Geordi, a look of confusion on his face.  Geordi grabbed Jorgensen by the shoulders and hauled him downward, just as Jorgensen’s worktable exploded.  Blue flame shot straight up, charring the ceiling.  Blackened debris ricocheted across the Engineering bay, causing the other members of Geordi’s team to cry out and duck for cover.

The Enterprise’s fire suppression system kicked in, spraying the table with foam to squelch the flames.

Geordi and Jorgensen picked themselves up off the floor underneath the table.  Jorgensen brushed bits of debris from his hair and uniform, still looking confused.  Geordi, on the other hand, was irate.

“What were you thinking?” he shouted.  He reached into the foam and pulled out a burnt, twisted spanner.  “You don’t leave these things energized when you’re not using them!  Damn it!”  He threw the spanner against the table, and it broke even further.  Spinning, Geordi kicked the wall next to the table with all his might.  “Damn it!”

He walked to the end of the Engineering bay, and saw the crumpled bit of machinery that Jorgensen had been working on: the white-skinned head of a Soong android.  The skin was peeled away from the top of the head, burnt and blistered.  The eyes were just hollow sockets at this point, but to Geordi, it gave the impression of an empty skull.  Geordi turned back to Jorgensen and shouted, “You’re off this project!  Get out of here!”

With that, he stormed out of Engineering and left the rest of the crew staring after him in confusion and disbelief.

Geordi sat in the Enterprise’s crew lounge, staring out the windows.  The ship was enclosed in the metallic spider-web of Starfleet’s refit dock in orbit over the planet Earth.  Work drones and shuttlecraft buzzed over the surface of the ship, glinting in the massive spotlights of the dock.  Geordi sipped his drink and watched two men drift by the windows in space suits, trailing some kind of hose.

He sighed and leaned his head back, trying to crack his neck.  He’d been awake for nearly forty hours, splitting his work between his official to-do list for the ship’s massive refit effort and a certain more… personal project.

In the wake of the devastating battle with Shinzon’s Scimiatar, the Federation’s flagship had been in refit for weeks.  The number of hours each week Geordi spent actually asleep had been dwindling since before the ship had even been towed back to port.  For quite some time, the crew of the Enterprise had moped through their work, still shocked and broken at the death of their friend and crewmate, Data.

Geordi took another sip of his drink at the thought of his friend.  He saw it clear as day, Data on the other side of the force field, standing tall in that ruined corridor.  Open space was just a few meters away, and Geordi held the controls for the force field that would allow Data to leap into the void and coast through space toward the enemy ship that lay disabled only a few kilometers away.

They didn’t even say anything.

Geordi realized he was tearing up, and put his glass on the table.  He left the lounge quickly, hoping no one would notice.  He found himself an empty section of hallway and leaned against the wall.  After a few heavy breaths, he walked quickly back to his quarters, his mind running options again.

“Come on,” he said to no one.  “There’s got to be… something.”

He called up his personal logs and notes on his workstation, and sat at his desk, leaning forward intently.  On the screen were the three previous failures he’d had in the last four weeks to construct a viable positronic brain for the android skulls.  The skulls themselves were fairly simple to manufacture, and he’d made several already.  But the positronics were the single most complicated component of Data’s construction, and even with all the scans and schematics he had, somehow, it just didn’t work.

Geordi wondered how Soong did it.  What was so different here?  As far as he could tell, he’d reproduced Data’s brain exactly.

“So why doesn’t it work?” he hissed, leaning back in his chair.  He rubbed his eyes, and felt his body slipping toward sleep.  “No,” he said, shaking his head and sitting back up.  “Can’t do that now.”

He looked at the screen once more, and his eyes began to droop.

He couldn’t help it.

Geordi La Forge drifted off to sleep.

Data’s head sat at the workstation in Engineering, dirty and lifeless.  Geordi walked over to it and frowned.  Data stood off to his left, scanning the head with his tricorder.

“Doesn’t this make you feel uncomfortable?”

“I do not feel anything, Geordi,” Data said.

Geordi lay shirtless on the cold table, metallic needles sticking into his head.  Data stood over him, scanning his head with a tricorder before preparing to insert more needles.

“What are you doing?”

“I am preparing to eradicate your existing neural pathways,” Data told him.  There was a matter-of-factness to his voice that made it chilling to hear.

“You know, if you ever go back to the way you were,” Geordi said, his voice quivering, “you might not be able to forgive yourself for what you’re about to do.”

Data stood over the body of his brother Lore, holding a Borg phaser in his clenched fist.

Geordi watched Data running down the ruined hallway, building up speed for a suicidal leap to the Scimitar.

“Goodbye,” Geordi whispered.

Geordi materialized on the grounds at the Corps of Engineers headquarters after his duty shift, which happened to coincide with dusk.  The buildings were sharply functional, but lacking in certain aesthetic qualities that other departments’ headquarters seemed to flaunt.  These buildings were simple and plain, with no fancy pieces of modern art cluttering the grounds.  The doorways were doorways, not complicated patterns of glass and steel that seemed to be making a resurgence in popular architecture.

Geordi walked toward the main building at the center of the quad, the largest of the bunch.  There were several large trees out front, and spotlights illuminating a large sign that says “Starfleet Corps of Engineers”.  Geordi smiled as he passed it, and entered the building.

In the lobby, he went right to the officer on duty at the front desk.

“I’m here to see Commander Bruce Maddox,” Geordi said.  The officer nodded distantly, and made Geordi sign in.  He handed Geordi a visitor’s pass, which Geordi clipped to his uniform jacket.

“Commander Maddox’s office is on the third floor, sir,” the officer said, pointing to a bank of elevators.  “When you get off the elevator, turn left and he’s at the end of the hall.”

“Thank you,” Geordi said, heading for the elevators.  On the ride up, he fiddled with his visitor’s badge, and whistled along with the bland music piped through the speakers.

Maddox shook Geordi’s hand lightly, with a slightly confused expression.  “Welcome, Commander,” Maddox said.  “I’m a little surprised, though, to find you here.  What can I do for you?”

“Well,” Geordi said, taking a deep breath, “I’ve been trying to construct my own Soong-type android—“

“You’re trying to build a new Data?”

“Something like that, yeah,” Geordi said.  “But I haven’t been able to make it work yet.  I’ve reconstructed the positronic matrix exactly, and yet… it’s not working.”

“Okay…”

“I was hoping I could, well, I was hoping I could borrow… him.”

Maddox raised his eyebrow for a moment, and then nodded.  “Lore.”

“Yeah,” Geordi said.  “I was hoping if I had the working example, I might be able to see what I’ve been doing wrong.”

Maddox nodded.  “And what if it turns out you haven’t done anything wrong?”

“What do you mean?”

With a shrug, Maddox replied, “I don’t know.  Come on, we keep him in the lab upstairs.”

Maddox led Geordi through a robotics lab more advanced than almost anything he’d ever seen.  Geordi tried to keep up on the cutting edge, but he knew there were always going to be those ahead of him, the ones that worked on that edge, pushing it further and further every year.  And every year, Geordi seemed to get further and further away from Earth.  All he could do was read the papers these scientists were writing, but that was not the place for Geordi La Forge.  No, Geordi needed to be on the frontier, putting the theories in those papers to practical use.

It was more fun.

Maddox stopped at a blank wall that turned out to be the door to a storage room.  The door slid up into the ceiling to reveal the oddest sight Geordi ever did see.  Lore was laid in roughly humanoid shape, but none of his parts were connected, giving him the look of a freakish, dismembered Da Vinci drawing.  But his face looked so alive, even in his powered-down state, that Geordi nearly jumped.

“You’ve been keeping that other android up there with you on the Enterprise, right?” Maddox asked.

“B-4?  Yeah,” Geordi said, still staring at Lore’s calm face.

“You can’t use him?”

“His positronic matrix isn’t as advanced as Data’s or Lore’s,” Geordi explained.  “B-4 looks like a primitive prototype, which doesn’t do me much good trying to replicate the later model.”

“Ah,” Maddox said.  “Well, here he is.  We keep him in stasis, considering how unstable he turned out to be.  After that incident with the Borg, well… I wonder if he knows that time has passed?”

“I guess I’ll find out,” Geordi said.

“You intend to activate him?”

Geordi turned to Maddox, and said, “Of course.  I need to figure out why he works, as opposed to the ones I’ve built myself.  And to do that, I need to study him in an active state, and during startup.”

“Makes sense,” Maddox said.  He reached up and tapped a security code into Lore’s stasis container.  A clear door opened up, and Lore’s head was pushed forward on a drawer.  Maddox reached up and gingerly picked the head out of the drawer and handed it to Geordi.  “I was really sad to hear about Data, Commander La Forge.  I know our relationship didn’t exactly start out on the best of terms, but… I did consider him a friend, as well.  Please, if there’s anything else you need, let me know.”

“Thanks,” Geordi said.  Maddox led him back down to the lobby, and shortly thereafter, Geordi beamed back up to the ship with a head in a box.

Geordi set up Lore’s head in his private workspace in his quarters.  For nearly six hours, the head sat, still inert, plugged into a portable power source and set up on a stand.  Geordi glanced over at it repeatedly, going about his other work.  Theories and calculations went through his head, and he soon found himself struggling at his work.  But through it all, the head sat there, eyes closed, and yet still somehow staring at him.

With a sigh, Geordi sat in front of the head and picked up a small tool.  He opened the access port on Lore’s temple, and used the tool to press a small switch hidden just inside.  There was a slight, almost inaudible beep, and the head came to life.  Lore looked around for a second, realized where he was and who was sitting in front of him, and the illusion was broken.

For hours, Geordi had convinced himself that the head belong to someone else.  But as soon as he was awake, all that was shattered, and Geordi found himself looking at Lore.  And Lore was not happy.

“La Forge,” he sneered.  “My, my.”

Geordi sat back, momentarily surprised by Lore’s intensity.  Data was always so modest and unassuming, Geordi always forgot how different Lore was, despite looking exactly like his brothers.

“Well don’t keep me in suspense,” Lore said.  “You must have had some kind of good reason to wake me back up.”  His eyes flicked downward for an instant, and then back up at Geordi.  “And smart move, by the way, taking just the head.”

“Hello, Lore,” Geordi said.

“Hello, Lore,” the android replied mockingly.  “That’s all you have to say?  Why don’t you just switch me back off.  This is boring.”

“I need your help,” Geordi said.  Lore was caught off guard, and blinked.  Then, his sinister grin returned.

“Where’s that nerdy brother of mine, La Forge?” he asked.

Geordi took him off guard again when he replied, “Data’s dead.”

The two of them sat in silence for a few minutes.

Lore said, “Oh.”

Geordi stood up and took a few steps away.

“How did it happen?”

Geordi turned back to Lore.  “He did it… saving everyone’s lives.  He’s a hero, Lore.”

“I…  You know, La Forge, despite all the history, I did love my brother,” Lore said with an honesty Geordi had never heard.  “He was all I had.”

Geordi nodded.  “I need your help because I think I can bring him back.”

“What do you mean?”

Geordi reached into a plastic container on the floor, and pulled out one of his empty android heads.  Lore frowned at it.

“What is that?”

“I’ve been trying to replicate the design myself,” Geordi said.  “Just before he died, Data downloaded his memory into another android we found—“

“B-4?  You found him?”

“Yeah,” Geordi said.  “He’s here, on the ship.  You knew about him?”

Lore looked for a moment like was trying to nod, then, realizing he couldn’t made an exasperated sound and said, “Yes, briefly.  Father said he’d been dismantled…  Where was he?”

Geordi shrugged.  “I don’t really know,” he said.  “We found him on a planet near the Romulan Neutral Zone, but he’d been planted there as a trap for us.  He doesn’t remember where he was before that.”

Lore looked up at him, utterly sincere.  “I’ll help you, La Forge, if it’ll bring Data back.  But… I have a condition.”

“And that is?”

“I want to remain active,” he said.  “It’s obvious that… quite some time has gone by since I’ve been out, just by looking at you.  I don’t care if you lock me up in a cell or something, I just don’t want to be off.”

“I can’t guarantee that when I return you to the robotics lab,” Geordi said.  “But as long as you’re on the Enterprise and helping me, yeah, you can stay on.”  Geordi leaned down and put the android head back in its container.  He sealed it, and then stood to put the box on a shelf nearby.

“I don’t suppose I could trouble you for a body?” Lore asked.

Geordi chuckled.

Lore’s head sat on a stand across from an empty android skull.  La Forge spent several hours running intensive scans of Lore’s positronic brain, and then set the computer to comparing it to the one he’d constructed.  Lore, for the most part, seemed very bored throughout the entire process.  Though he could never be sleepy, he faked yawning at several points, which began to seriously grate on Geordi’s nerves.  Geordi began tinkering in the empty skull’s workings, and Lore seemed to be trying to see what was going on.

“Do you mind if I take a look?” he asked.

Geordi nodded, and tilted the head in its stand so that Lore could see in.  He frowned.  “Looks okay,” the android said.  “What has happened in the past?”

“I constructed the heads based on scans and schematics we had of Data,” Geordi said.  “I didn’t want to use B-4 because he’s not advanced enough.  When I had a skull fully constructed, I attempted to download Data’s memory into it.”

“What happened?”

“It didn’t work,” Geordi said simply, shrugging.  “It would turn on, but not respond to stimuli.  There were no indications of running processes or that active memory was being accessed.  And one of them blew up.”

“Blew up?”

“Yeah,” Geordi said.  “But that was because one of my engineers over-energized some of the pathways.  It was an accident.”

“Oh.”

They were silent for a few more moments.  The computer concluded that there were no physical differences between the two positronic brains, and Geordi started rubbing his temples.  He rubbed at the bags under his eyes, and then leaned his head back in his chair.

“I haven’t had a decent night’s sleep in weeks,” he said.  “I’ve been so wrapped up in… in this.  Why doesn’t it work?”  He slammed his fists on the table, nearly knocking the two heads off their stands.

“Perhaps it’s not supposed to,” Lore said.  “What if he’s just… dead?”

Geordi looked at him, confused.  “But how can that be?  How can an identical skull not work?”

“How are you not like some other guy?” Lore asked.

“That’s different.”

“Is it?”

“I have different DNA,” Geordi said.  “I’m physically different than other people.  I’m unique.”

“And Data isn’t?”

“Well, not in quite the same way, no,” Geordi said.  Lore’s words were starting to aggravate him.  It had to work; it had to.  There was no reason it shouldn’t.  “Data, as much as I loved him as a friend, was a machine.  There’s no reason why this shouldn’t be working just like any other memory dump, from machine to machine.”

“He wasn’t just a machine,” Lore spat.  “Data was unique, La Forge.  He’s not even like me.  We look the same, but we’re totally different.”

Geordi shook his head.  “That’s still not telling me why this doesn’t work.”

“Because those things aren’t really alive, like me,” Lore said.  “Or like Data.”

Geordi left Lore activated when he went to sleep.  Ugly thoughts traversed his mind, transforming dreams into nightmares.  If he had not been so deprived in the last few weeks, he probably would have tossed and turned, but sheer exhaustion drove him into a deep sleep that lasted for several hours as his body recuperated.  He dreamt again of the awful torture he’d undergone at Lore’s Borg compound, and dreamt that he was actually in the room with Data when the Scimitar blew.  He cried out his friend’s name as the flames roared up around them.  He tried to get through, to grab Data and call for transport.

“Goodbye,” Data said, and a wall of flame erupted behind him, engulfed him, and tore him apart.  The skin flayed from his metallic structure.  Sparks shot from everywhere, and Data’s entire body turned to slag before vaporizing entirely.

And Geordi watched the whole thing in agonizing slow motion.

Geordi found himself surrounded by empty android skulls, all of them lifeless.  Their eyes stared straight forward, dull and empty, and yet somehow, evil.  They mocked him, silently called him a failure, and ultimately, a poor friend.  He picked up one of the heads, and screamed, and threw it down on the floor.

It sneered at him, and Geordi knew that he was looking at Lore.

“They’re not really alive, like me,” Lore said.

And Geordi woke up.

Jorgensen peered into Lore’s lifeless face, moving from side to side.  “It’s like the eyes follow you wherever you go,” he said to Geordi, who stood calibrating tools nearby.  Then, with a frown, Jorgensen straightened and turned to the Chief Engineer.  “How come you put eyes in this one?”

“It’s closer to being finished,” Geordi said, still looking at his tools.  

“Oh,” Jorgensen said.  “It looks… I don’t know, more life-like, I guess.  Must be the eyes.”

“Did you want something?” Geordi asked, a hint of annoyance creeping into his voice.

Jorgensen handed Geordi a PADD.  “Yeah, need your signature on this quartermaster requisition.”

“What’s it for?”

“A lot of the new displays are flickering,” Jorgensen said.  “We think it’s a faulty power relay, but we’re out of spares.  I want to get an emergency shipment.”

Geordi nodded, adding his thumbprint to the PADD.  “Alright.  Tell me how it goes.”

“Will do,” Jorgensen said cheerfully, and walked out.  Geordi locked the door behind him.  He knew that what was about to happen was probably illegal.  To make things worse, if Geordi’s theory was right, Lore had to be awake for it to work.  He plugged the data cables into the back of Lore’s head, and then the other ends into the back of B-4’s skull.

B-4 had sat quietly in Geordi’s office while the Chief Engineer prepared for the transfer, picking idly at a deck of cards.  Geordi took one last look at both of them, and sighed.  He walked around and knelt in front of B-4.

“Hello, Geordi,” B-4 said.  Geordi smiled; it had taken weeks for B-4 to remember his name on a regular basis.

“Hi,” Geordi said.  “I’m going to do some work, okay?  And you might feel a little strange for a few minutes.  But it’s normal.  Just sit here, and be quiet.  Okay?”

“Okay,” the android said, almost cheerfully.  Geordi knew its simple mind couldn’t understand what was happening to it.  B-4 had the comprehension of a small child, though it looked much like an adult man.  He would sit for hours, entranced by even the most mundane items Geordi provided him with.  B-4 seemed to get almost endless use out of the deck of cards, though it had failed spectacularly at learning any actual card games.

With the cards in hand, B-4 did as he was told, and sat quietly thumbing through the deck.

Geordi moved to the other side of the table, where Lore’s head sat, and made the final preparations.  He removed a strip of tape from the dispenser in his drawer and sealed it over Lore’s mouth.  With everything else in place, he took a deep breath, and activated Lore.

Lore came to life immediately, roaring ineffectively into the tape.  He glared angrily at La Forge, and immediately began trying to chew through the adhesive.  He made gnawing sounds, the top of his head thrashing about, while B-4 sat almost completely motionless, humming a simple tune.

Geordi activated the download and simultaneous wipe of Lore’s programming, and Lore’s eyes grew frantic.

With his tongue, he managed to poke a hole through the adhesive.

“Help!” he screamed.  “Help!  He’s trying to kill me!”

Geordi reached over and clamped his fist over Lore’s mouth, trying to reach the dispenser for more tape.  Lore’s head opened wide, and bit down on Geordi’s hand, hard.  Blood squirted, and Geordi cried out in pain, trying to pull his arm back.  He lifted the entire head right off it’s stand, yanking at the memory transfer cables.

B-4 began to whistle.

Lore bit down harder, chewing at Geordi’s hand.  Geordi screamed and fell to his knees, yanking at the head once more.  Someone began to pound at his office door.  Geordi yanked the head again, and the cables tore out of the back of Lore’s skull.  The electric shock stunned the android for a moment, and he loosened his bite, letting go of Geordi’s hand entirely.

The head sailed across the room and slammed against the wall, then bumped to the floor and rolled under the desk.

Geordi sat on the bio-bed in Sickbay as the EMH Doctor ran a pain neutralizer over his crumpled hand.  The bald Mark 1 EMH scanned Geordi’s hand with a tricorder, and then frowned at the results.

“Well, you’ve got several broken bones,” he reported, with a sort of “tsk-tsk” attitude, “and some muscle tearing, this was quite a dog bite.”

“It wasn’t a dog,” Geordi said.

“I know,” the EMH replied, picking up a bone mender.  “You know, when I came on board, I didn’t exactly expect to be working with any patients.”

“Came on board?”

“I’m just here to update your ship’s medical parameters database,” the Doctor said.  “But, lucky you, I happened to be on duty when you came in.”

Geordi realized who he was talking to.  “Oh, you’re that Doctor.”

“Yes,” the Doctor replied.  “That one.  So tell me, if I didn’t know better, I’d say these were human teeth.  But human jaws aren’t this strong.  Who decided your hand was a chew toy?”

“I, uh, I’m trying to build an android,” Geordi said.

“Have you considered using a hologram instead?” the Doctor asked.  “They’re easier.”  Geordi just frowned at that.  The Doctor shrugged off the joke, and said, “You’re trying to rebuild your android friend, Commander Data?”

“Yes,” Geordi answered.

“And… he bit you?”

“No,” Geordi said.  “His brother, Lore.  Lore bit me.”

“Why would he do that?”

“Can I ask you a personal question, Doctor?”

“Of course.”

Geordi sighed, struggling to put the words together in his mind.  The Doctor merely continued treating Geordi’s hand, patient enough to let Geordi work through what he needed to.

“If you…” Geordi began, but trailed off.  He sighed again, and rubbed his face with his good hand.  So tired.  “Have you ever had to choose between two lives?”  The Doctor looked up at him, sharply.  Geordi noticed pain in his eyes, and for a moment, was shocked that he was talking to a hologram.  But he remembered all those times that Data had seemed so human… and for a moment, the Doctor’s presence was a relief from the grief he felt.

“I have,” the Doctor said.  “And not just myself.  Many doctors have had to choose between the patients that can be saved and the patients that can’t.  It’s one of the most… unfortunate aspects of our profession.”

Geordi nodded.  “What if one of them is your friend… and the other is an enemy?”

The Doctor considered it for a moment, slowing down as he selected another instrument for Geordi’s wounded hand.  “Have you ever heard of the Hippocratic Oath, Commander La Forge?”

“Yeah,” Geordi said, “it’s something all doctor’s are required to swear.”

“Right,” the hologram said.  “I never actually did, but its basic tenets were programmed into my holographic systems.  And the first and foremost part of that oath is to do no harm.  Doing no harm means I can’t actively hurt someone, but I also can’t stand by and allow them to die if I can do anything to save them.”  He pointed at one of the empty bio-beds that lined one side of the room.  “When someone’s lying on this bed, it doesn’t matter to me who or what they are, or what allegiance they serve.  It’s my duty to help them.”

“I always told myself I was the kind of man who’d do anything for his friends,” Geordi said quietly.  “There’ve been times when I’ve been forced to kill someone to protect a friend or a shipmate, but…  I can’t murder someone, can I?”

“Are you asking me?” the Doctor said, equally quietly.  “Perhaps you should be asking your ship’s counselor.”

With a chuckle, Geordi replied, “We don’t have one.”

“Well, legally, no, you can’t murder someone,” the Doctor said.  “But I think, given what I know about you, even though we’ve never met before, that you’re not the type of man to commit murder.  And perhaps this is my awkward holographic view, but I don’t feel that I could pay that price, even for the best friend in the world.”

“What price?”

“Let me put it this way,” the Doctor said as the dermal regenerator knitted Geordi’s skin back together, “exactly how long do you think you’d still be friends with this person when they found out that you’d murdered someone, even to protect them?”

The Doctor put away his instruments, and Geordi flexed his hand, felt the stiffness of the new skin and muscle.  He was in for a couple weeks of rehab before he regained full dexterity, he knew that.  But it felt pretty good, he had to admit.

“Thanks, Doc,” he said, sliding off the bed.

“For the treatment, or for the talk?”

With an appreciative nod, Geordi said, “Both,” and walked out.

Jean-Luc Picard glared angrily at Geordi La Forge.  They were in Picard’s ready room, just off the bridge of the Enterprise; Picard sat behind the desk, cluttered with data PADDs, and Geordi sat facing him.  There was one PADD on the center of the desk with the report Geordi had filed only twenty minutes earlier.

The silence was painful.

Finally, Picard spoke: “I am severely disappointed in you, Mr. La Forge.”

Geordi looked at his feet.  “Yes, sir.”

“Now, I have indulged your personal project because… because I hoped, too, that you would find a way to bring Mr. Data back to us,” the Captain said, his voice losing the stern edge it had started with.  Geordi managed to look back up, to look his Captain in the face.  He knew what wrongs he’d done, and he knew he was man enough to face them.

Picard continued, “But this has seriously gone too far, Commander.  You could be facing some very serious repercussions for your actions, and to be perfectly honest, I feel that you should.  What you have done is an egregious transgression against a sentient life-form.  Whatever feelings we may have toward Lore, he is alive, and he does have rights.  And you have used him, and you have violated him.  Mr. La Forge, what do you have to say for yourself?”

“I don’t know, sir,” Geordi said.  “Everything I tried failed.  And then Lore said something… about being already alive.  I wondered if the heads I made were somehow… different, and not just physically.  Sir, what if somehow, Data only worked with that one positronic brain?  What if that’s all he was?  What if he really was unique?”

Picard stood, and tugged at his uniform tunic as he walked around the desk.  “So you felt justified in killing one android to see if you could replace it with another?”

“Lore’s mind was already alive,” Geordi said.  “I thought it would, maybe, give it something of a jump-start.  I don’t know.”

The Captain seethed.  “Damn it, La Forge.”  He took a breath, closing his eyes, to calm himself.  “If Lore presses charges, there’s nothing I can do.  And he has every right to; we proved that years ago, when Maddox put Data on trial.”

“I understand,” Geordi said.

Picard turned toward the window.  Quietly, he spoke.  La Forge had to strain to hear him, his voice was so soft.  “You know, Mr. La Forge, the last conversation I ever had with Data… we were discussing B-4.  He told me that even with his memories, that the B-4 was not him.  Perhaps… perhaps he understood something that we did not, Mr. La Forge.  We were always trying to help him understand humanity, but in the end, perhaps he is the one who has something to teach us.”

Geordi said nothing.

“I cannot endorse the murder of a living being,” Picard said as he turned and looked back at Geordi for a moment, “Even for a friend.”

“Sir, if it’s worth anything,” Geordi said, standing, “in the end… neither could I.”

Picard nodded.  He continued to watch the worker drones buzzing past the window.  “You’re dismissed, Mr. La Forge.”  Geordi left, and Picard still didn’t turn around to watch him go.

Commander Maddox glared angrily at La Forge when Geordi entered the Engineering bay.  Geordi sighed and put up his hands, surrendering.  “I know,” he said.  “I know.”

“You lied to me,” Maddox said.

“Not at the time, no,” Geordi said.  “I… this came later, I swear.”

Maddox nodded.  “I should tell you, we’re taking the other android, too.  Starfleet orders.”

“I understand,” Geordi said.  “Can I talk to them, first?”

Maddox’s face softened, and he nodded slightly.  “Alright.”

Geordi started walking toward his office, but then turned.  “Can I ask you a favor?”

“That depends.”

“Don’t turn him off.”

“Lore?”

“Yeah.  Let him live.”

After a moment’s thought, Maddox nodded.  “I’ll wait here.”

Geordi went into his office, where Lore’s head had been replaced on its stand.  The adhesive tape had been removed from his face.  He glared angrily at Geordi when the engineer entered the room, but Geordi put up his hands.

“Let me speak, first,” he said.  Lore closed his mouth.  Geordi sat in front of him.  “I don’t think there’s anything I can say that will make what I did alright,” he said.  “I’m sorry.  But what I did… I thought I was doing for Data.”

Lore looked like he was about to say something, but stopped again.

“Turns out,” Geordi continued, “I was just doing it for me.  So… I’m sorry.  I thought for a long time that Data was replaceable because he was different.  But I guess it turns out that’s exactly why he’s not.  I don’t know.  I always knew there was something special about him, and maybe there was.  And about you, too… and him.”  Geordi nodded toward B-4, who stood in the corner, thumbing the deck of cards.  “Hell, maybe Soong just had that magic touch.”

“Data was special,” Lore said.  “Did you ever think, La Forge, that maybe I’d have given my life for his if you’d just asked?”  Geordi shook his head.  “I love my brother, La Forge.”

Geordi said, “Our history… I didn’t think…  You manipulated him; used him.”

“I know,” Lore said.  “And now that he’s gone, I’m sorry I did.  I think I figured that he’d always be there for me, even when I wasn’t there for him.”

“I know the feeling,” Geordi said.  “What’re you going to do?”

“They’re going to put me back in the box, aren’t they?”

Geordi shook his head.  “No, I talked to Maddox.  As a favor to me, you’re going to stay active as long as you want.”

Lore looked surprised.  “I guess you owe me.”

“Yes,” Geordi said.  “But that’s not all of it.  You helped, you were willing to help.  That deserves a reward, Lore.  That’s what Data would have done.”

“I know.”

There was a moment of silence between them, then Geordi began to lift Lore out of the stand.  He looked over at B-4.  “He’s going with you, you know.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.  I don’t know if you’ll be together, though,” Geordi said.

“I hope we will,” Lore said.  “He’s still my brother.”

Geordi nodded and walked over to B-4.  “Come on, B-4.  We’re going for a walk.”

“Where?” B-4 asked.

“Someplace new,” Geordi told him.  “You’ll like it.  And here, meet your brother, Lore.”  Geordi held the head up so the two were face to face.

“Hello,” B-4 said, that same innocent cheer shining through.

Lore smiled.  “Hello, brother.”

