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The Other 100 Days
by Leviathan

The mission did not start auspiciously. As we waited for the 7th chevron to lock into place, |
noticed Colonel O'Neill eyeing Daniel Jackson. Our young friend would not meet his gaze. He
pretended to be busy rechecking his gear, but he fooled none of us. Something was amiss and
the Colonel knew what it was. However, | had seen that look on his face before - he would tell
us nothing unless it had a bearing on the mission. Major Carter had noticed the expressions as
well; however, from her lack of curiosity, | assumed she knew what had occured.

It was not an unusual occurance for me to be "out of the loop", as they called it. Unlike the rest
of my team, | lived at the SGC compound. For security reasons, | never left the base unless in
the company of one of the team and usually, to places with which they were very familiar.
Though I have lived on this world for 3 years now, it still contains dangers and troubles of which
| have no concept. | watch the news whenever | can, but it leaves me confused. Its images
seem to be of nothing other than conniving people who seek to gain power by unscrupulous
means or violence, the like of which | had never seen outside a battlefield. My friends tell me
that the whole world isn't like this, but it is difficult to ignore these messages.

We passed through the Chappa'ai into a sunlit field. The day was warm, heavy with summer's
end. | smelled smoke in the distance and that was the way we travelled. After a few miles, a
small village appeared. The Colonel's eyes lit up with some kind of recognition.

"Looks a lot like old Ireland," Major Carter said, when we reached the outskirts of the village.

“That it does," the Colonel said in a strange voice. | judged by Major Carter's wince that he was
attempting something humorous that was not working.

At the sound of our voices, a young child's head popped out of a window. She stared at us for a
few seconds then yelled for her mother. With a sharp rebuke of "Cammie, keep your voice
down!", a matronly woman came from the back of the house to see what her daughter was
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upset about. She faced us with a great deal of surprise, but no fear. She also did not appear to
understand the sign of Apophis | wore on my forehead. After frankly staring at us for a few
minutes, she cried, "Forgive my manners, travelers. | have not seen any new faces in so long!
Come, I'll bring you to Laira."

As we proceeded into the hamlet, more people stopped their chores and looked at us. Like the
woman leading us, they were not fearful, only surprised. | could only believe that they had never
met the Goa'uld and that they had been left alone in this place. Their clothes spoke of a
practical, hard-working people. No bright colors, except as small details on their earth-colored
vests and shirts. All were shod, so there was some kind of leather craft here as well as textiles.
They were lean from a life of labor, but definitely not starving. There were many children around
and elders as well which indicated a long-established community. We were led to a house near
the middle of the establishment and asked to wait.

A very pleasant-looking woman stepped out of the house. She walked straight up to Colonel
O'Neill and held out a hand. "Fair day and be well. I'm Laira. You're the leader of this group?"

O'Neill grinned very widely and said, "Yes, ma‘am.”

She looked at our clothes and frowned. "I have never seen the like. Did you come through the
stone ring?"

"That we did." | found it rather confusing that Colonel O'Neill took over the conversation.
Usually, he left it to Daniel Jackson to speak to the various inhabitants of other worlds.
However, | could see that O'Neill was rather taken with this woman. "My name is Jack. We
come from a planet called Earth."

"You named your home after the ground?" she smiled. "And your people are 'clods'?"

The Colonel laughed loudly. "Just some of us." He glanced towards Daniel Jackson, who
refused to meet his gaze. The young archeologist seemed extremely uncomfortable now.
O'Neill introduced us, but it was quite obvious that both he and the young woman were
interested only in each other.

"You came at a wonderful time. Our yearly fire rain will start soon. It promises to be spectacular
this year. Please stay and watch. We have plenty of food - it's been a very bountiful summer -
and entertainment.”

In these cases, O'Neill usually will apologize, saying we cannot stay and Daniel Jackson will
plead that we need to stay to get a "true feel for the culture" as he often says. This time, O'Neill
accepted without hesitation. Daniel Jackson said nothing.



THE OTHER 100 DAY S by Leviathan

The rest of the afternoon was spent in pleasant conversation. We were introduced to the village.
Although some of the people were wary of strangers, only one person, Paynan, was hostile.
However, he accepted Laira's role as village leader, so he only grumbled. He made no trouble.
Daniel Jackson spent much of his time in the company of the older men and women, discussing
their history, their culture. Major Carter began her various scientific tests and collections, being
followed by a crowd of very curious girls. They constantly asked her questions. She happily
answered all of them. It was unusual for Major Carter to have an audience that was so eager to
learn. Most of her scientific knowledge she shares sparingly at briefings and with great
enthusiasm to Daniel Jackson. He does not completely understand her field, but, as a fellow
scientist, he understands her zeal for knowledge. Science is not a field that Jaffa are expected
to understand. We fight, we die, we serve the god and that is all we know. Major Carter is an
enigma to me. She is a skillful warrior, and, yet, she carries a great deal of knowledge that
would automatically place her as a scientist in my culture.

| spent most of my afternoon keeping watch over Daniel Jackson and Major Carter. O'Neill was
nowhere to be seen as was Laira. When they appeared just before the evening meal, both of
them were smiling and laughing. It was good to see O'Neill in such good spirits. However,
Daniel Jackson did not appear happy with their relaxed appearance. He excused himself from
Laira's company by stating that another couple had offered him their house and food and that it
would be rude to refuse. O'Neill waved him goodbye and we did not see him again that night.

In the morning, Daniel Jackson was up early and attempting to apologize for some aspect of his
behavior that I did not understand. However, the Colonel let him only get out "About last night,
Jack..." before he said that he didn't need to hear anymore. Once again, he and Laira left the
village to go for a long walk. Daniel Jackson turned to Major Carter who shrugged. Both of them
continued Major Carter's work. Now that we were no longer new, the villagers left us alone for
the day, concentrating on their own tasks. My own occupation was much as it had been the day
before; however, made much easier by the fact that they were working together.

At first they worked silently and some distance apart. However, as | have noticed that most
humans do, they drifted together. She turned to him quietly and said, "You told him, didn't you?"

"What are you talking about?" he said. He jammed his thumb against the trowel, cursing around
the digit as he sucked on it. Major Carter pulled on the hand and looked at the digit.

“It's not broken, not even bleeding. Daniel, you know what I'm talking about. It's not like we
haven't discussed it before."

He sat down heavily in the dirt. "Yeah, | told him. The whole thing with Urgo...he knew
something was fishy about the way | was reacting to our being so 'in tune"™ - he made a gesture
with his fingers that | have seen often - "with each other. He called me on the carpet for it. |
couldn't lie to him, though now I'm wishing | had. | feel like he's throwing Laira at me to make
sure | get the hint."
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"What did he say after you told him?"

"The only thing he said was, 'l don't swing that way, Jackson', but he was pretty pissed. Like he
felt I'd betrayed him or something. I'm not worried that he'll throw me off the team or anything,
but | think he really doesn't trust me not to do something."

She lay an arm around his shoulders, trying to comfort him. "Give him time, Daniel. He's just
surprised. I'm sure once he sees that you aren't being any wierder than usual, he'll calm down
again."

"What do you mean 'wierder than usual'?" The rest of the conversation degenerated into one of
the vocal squabbles that | have learned to ignore. The Tau'ri are a strange race...

When O'Neill returned later, Daniel Jackson was much more relaxed and much more like
himself. O'Neill didn't seem to notice, he still had all of his attention focused on Laira. Normally
he is a taciturn man, but he must have found something in Laira that he felt completely at ease
with her. From the brief moments | spent in her company, | found her to be very friendly. In
many ways, though, she reminded me of O'Neill. She cares very deeply for her people and has
had to carry the burden of leadership on top of her loss of her husband. They have much in
common.

That evening, Daniel Jackson ate dinner with us, discussing the phenomena we were here to
witness. He spoke much of portents and curses that people saw in astronomical displays.
Neither Laira nor O'Neill heard him. But this was not unusual. | have felt many times that only
Major Carter and | ever listen to him.

The next few days were pleasantly spent. Major Carter had discovered that the soil contained
substantial amounts of naquada, the material the Gou'ald had kidnapped humans from Earth to
mine. With this much naquada, the absence of the Gou'ald became even more puzzling.
However, | was glad for these people that they had not had to suffer from the Goa'uld. Their
inherent gentleness was a refreshing change from the hostility of others who had had to deal
with the false gods.

The current plan of action O'Neill outlined involved our creating a treaty with these people. Earth
technology for their naquada. All of the people seemed genuinely puzzled that we would want a
mineral in their soil in exchange for technology they easily saw was superior to theirs. The fact
that we had come peacefully and respectfully eased some of their concerns. Paynan contined to
be untrusting, swaying a few opinions to his viewpoint, but they were by far the minority.

Every day, O'Neill and Laira disappeared early in the morning. | never heard any of their
discussions, but the happiness on both of their faces when they returned in the late afternoon
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pleased me. | felt that O'Neill had been too long without a companion. Laira seemed to feel the
same loneliness he did. Daniel Jackson had closed off his own pain at seeing them together

and actively joined with Major Carter in trying to encourage a relationship. He would cheerfully
wave them off in the morning and take her son, Garan, with him on his own expeditions. It was
during one of these expeditions that he found the caves that would become so important later.

On our 4th night after dinner, Laira pulled a few woolen blankets for us to sit on. She took us to
a high ridge overlooking the lake near the village. The stars and moons sparkled in the sky and
the still water, tranquil and comfortable. | have spent many hours in places such as this in my
lifetime - places like this create a perfect spot for Kel-no-reem. | felt myself automatically
slipping into that state.

"So, Laira, when's the big show start?" O'Neill's voice drew me out of my contemplation. They
gave each other fond glances before looking back up at the sky.

"Soon. Be patient.”

"Oh, I'm patient," he said. "I'm nothing if not patient. When's it start?"

Laira shook her head and looked at the rest of us who sat to her right. "Is he always like this?"
"Quite frequently,” I informed her.

“Thank you, Teal'c," he said sarcastically, his gaze turning from her to the lake before us.

"Laira, we haven't seen anything you could call 'fire rain' these past few nights. How come
you're sure it's going to fall tonight?" Daniel asked her.

"It begins this night each year.”" Now | understood why she had brought us up here this night.
The other nights we have waited, we stood on the bridge near the village. Perhaps she believed
that it would start earlier this year if it was going to be so spectacular.

Major Carter frowned. "Whoa. The same night every year? That doesn't make sense. | mean,
unless the planet's orbit travels through a debris field like an asteroid belt, in which case..."

O'Neill glared at her, interrupting her. "Please. Don't suck the fun out of this."
"Sorry, sir."

"When | was a child," Laira murmered wistfully, "my father told me that the fire rain was the
tears of our ancestors, longing to be reunited.” O'Neill's gaze returned to her, a smile softening
his expression.
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Our gazes were drawn to the sky as an arc of fire finally made its appearance.

"A falling star," Daniel Jackson said. "That's...uh...that's what we call 'fire rain' where we come
from. In our culture you're supposed to make a wish."

"On Chulak, we call it 'Tal pat ryn"."

"Which means...uh...'falling star'." Major Carter smiled at Daniel Jackson's stammer.
"What do you think, Jack?" Laira smiled at him. "Was it worth the effort?"

"Oh yeah," he sighed. "I'm a huge fan of fireworks."

The sky suddenly lit with many more falling stars, truly a wonderous sight. Suddenly a very large
piece of debris passed overhead. O'Neill exclaimed "Whoa!" as Daniel Jackson leapt to his feet
in alarm. Major Carter eyed the spectacular night sky with concern.

"Carter, how close was that?"

"Close, sir."

"How big?" Daniel Jackson's fear began to manifest on his face.
"Big."

"Thought so," he muttered, watching the display.

"l was...rather concerned for minute there, sir," Major Carter directed at O'Neil. His face still
reflected distress. Laira, watched all of our faces, unable to ignore the fear in Daniel Jackson's
eyes or the worry manifested in the rest of our expressions. All of us were far more familiar with
celestial phenomena than her people.

"I don't understand," she admitted.

“Laira, that's what we call a 'near miss'." Major Carter had taken the same type of lecturing tone
that she had used with the curious girls a few days ago. "If that meteor had struck the ground,
instead of bouncing off of the atmosphere, then..."

"This is an annual event?" O'Neill asked Laira.
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"Yes, though it grows more spectacular every year. By tomorrow evening, the entire sky..." Her
eyes were drawn to Daniel's fear, then Major Carter's concern. "What's wrong?"

"I'll make some more observations tonight, sir," Major Carter said quietly.
“I'm going to check the...uh...geological record in the morning," Daniel Jackson said.

“I'll...make a wish,"” O'Nelll attempted to be flippant, even though his body language spoke of his
Nervousness.

We all watched the meteor shower increase in activity. Then with great alacrity, Daniel Jackson
and Major Carter fled our vantage point. Both of them checked instruments, checked the planet
itself, called SGC and obtained even more data. Everything they researched led them to believe
that we were all in great danger. Fortunately, we were able to convince a number of the villagers
to take refuge on Earth until the danger passed. As Daniel Jackson arranged for their temporary
guartering on Earth, Major Carter and | moved the refugees through the Chappa'ai as quickly as
we could. The ones who refused to leave, we attempted to convince to do the same, but they
would not be swayed.

During the exodus, Laira noticed her son missing. Taking O'Neill with her, they ran for the caves
Daniel Jackson and | had been in only hours before. Major Carter and | waited at the Chappa'ai
for him, but a meteor bore down on our position. We leapt through the event horizon just before
it struck.

Then we waited.

The day after our return from Edora, we realized there was a problem with the other Chappa'ai.
Although we could engage the last chevron of the address, nothing could be sent. Major Carter
deduced that the gate had been buried with molten naquada serving as an iris to prevent our
traveling through it. To unearth it, she would need a particle beam generator similar to that used
by Sokar to attempt to destroy the iris the humans placed over their Chappa'ai. Since one was
not available to the Tau'ri, Major Carter would first need to build it. This entailed that she spend
many hours in the laboratory surrounded with other physicists. Neither Daniel Jackson nor |
would be of any help to her.

After he spoke to our allies to arrange for transport for O'Neill, Daniel Jackson began to "bury
himself in work™" as O'Neill called it. For the next 10 days | did not see him. No one saw him. |
finally went directly to his office, to find him exactly as | had thought he would be. He was at the
table, translating some work that he had been given. | noticed that the box he had labelled as
"Out" had many files in it. Since he was shaven and clean, he obviously had taken some time to
at least maintain his outer self, but I knew from past experience that he would have eaten and
slept little. He did not even look up from the text before him.
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Usually O'Neill would be the one to take him away from his work. But O'Neill was not here and |
knew that Daniel Jackson needed rest. | realized that until the Colonel returned, | would have to
be the one to make sure that Daniel Jackson took care of himself.

Knowing that it would be useless to argue with him, | went to the General. The General has an
"open door policy" for me. | understood this to mean that if he was not in the middle of a crisis or
something important, that | could speak to him. | knocked on his door as per Tau'ri custom and
entered when he gave me permission.

"General Hammond, | request that | be allowed leave to take Daniel Jackson home."
He shook his head. "l take it that Dr. Jackson has been nose to the grindstone all this time?"

"l know of no grinding stone that Dr. Jackson's nose has been resting upon, but he has been
working for the last 10 days," | told him.

"Well, Major Carter's been pretty much the same, since you came back from Edora."

"Major Carter is sensible. She understands the need for rest and nourishment. Daniel Jackson
does not."

"Well, son, | think you have something there. Yes, you can take Dr. Jackson home and, yes,
you can tell him that | told you to."

That ability to predict how his people will react is one of the many things that makes General
Hammond a great leader. "Thank you, General." | bowed slightly to him, as is the custom of my
people when acknowledging an order.

Daniel Jackson, at first, refused to go. | made him call the General, who would not hear any of
his excuses. The corridors of the SGC are lit with very strong artificial light, so it was not until we
had reached the surface and | saw the true light of the sun on his face that | realized how pale
he appeared. Although | was certain that he still wanted to argue the merits of going home,
seeing his face convinced me that | had done the right thing. | drove.

When SG1 has time off we usually meet at O'Neill's house. Both Major Carter and Daniel
Jackson have apartments which are much smaller than the group of us are comfortable with. |
have lived in the very cramped quarters of a ship, but | have noticed that | have grown very
accustomed to the amount of personal space we afford each other. Daniel Jackson told me
once that Americans insist on more personal space than most other cultures on Earth. Daniel
Jackson's apartment looked very much like it did the last time | was here. It was always chaotic -
books, papers, computer disks, artifacts, magazines all over every surface that can hold them,
including the floor. He understands it. If | were to ask him for any particular document or article,
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he would immediately know from where to retrieve it. He cleared off a chair for me, setting the
contents on top of another pile. He offered me refreshment. | requested tea.

When he returned with the cup, | asked him one of the questions that had been burning in my
mind since we returned from Edora, "Do you think we will be able to retrieve O'Neill before the
Tok'ra arrive at Edora?"

"Yeah, | think Sam'll save the day. She's bound and determined to." | could sense, though, that
something else was on his mind as well and gestured for him to finish his thought thread (I do
not see these threads, but O'Neill refers to them). "The question is whether or not he'll want to
come back."

"Because he was upset with you?"

His expression became a little guarded, but he always answers any question | pose unless
O'Neill stops him. “In part, maybe, but a very small part. Actually, | understand what's going on
with him there. Remember, | was on Abydos for a year myself. | mean, he's got everything
there. A beautiful woman he's interested in, a kid he could be father to and a simple life. The
20th century may have seen a lot of progress, but we've paid for it. Jack's life has been too
complicated until now. He's already tried to retire twice. He's gotta be aching to just live, rather
than have to put up with all the shit that's going on in his life."

"But he is honor-bound to do his duty."
"Yeah, but he can't do his duty while he's there. All he has to do is live."
"You understand this about him, then why do you not tell Major Carter to stop her work?"

He sighed and slumped further into his couch. "Because he has the right to make a choice. It's
not fair to him as a person to just strand him there if we can make the means available to get
home. | mean, maybe he'll go crazy in a couple of days because he's not running into life and
death situations. Personally, that's not what | see, but | could be wrong. It's only right that we
should let him make his choice."

"But you do not think he will return.”

"To tell you the truth, Teal'c, | don't know." He became silent, staring at the floor littered with
books.

Major Carter is an enigma to me, but Daniel Jackson is a mystery. He has the urges of any
man, but he refuses them to pursue knowledge. He wants the uncomplicated life of Abydos, but
he can't leave the excitement of discovery. He is, in many ways, a child who wants too much
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and hurts himself reaching for everything, including the things he cannot have. His pursuit of
knowledge leaves him always hungry for more, always reaching further into danger. | do not
understand him. Unlike the priests and scribes of Apophis's court, he pursues knowledge just to
obtain more knowledge. He doesn't need to use it or gain position from it to be satisfied. |
wondered now if Sha're understood that he held her 2nd in his heart. His first love is knowledge
and no one will change that.

Not even Sha're, if she were still alive.

| came to this group with contempt for those engaged in the pursuit of knowledge. | saw them
only as instruments to be used to gain vital information - all weak-willed and unable to stand up
to any Jaffa. He is not like any other man I've met. Wise and foolish, weak and strong. Though
O'Neill has taken more physical punishment than any of us, Daniel Jackson has had to deal with
far more pain than any one person should ever bear. Yet, he continues. His will is far more
enduring than the naguada of the Chappa'ai and yet he yields that will when it will help others.
Only the hardest of hearts here does not have a special place for him. | have seen him gentle
savages who know no law except survival and have seen him unflinchingly defend us from our
mutual enemies.

| was not surprised that | was attracted to him.

| was surprised that O'Neill was not. He, of all of us, had been given a heart that ached to be
held in gentle trust. Now, however, | understood that he had rejected it in no uncertain terms,
but Daniel Jackson did not castigate him for his rejection. As was his wont, he had turned all of
his anger onto himself. | ached to hold him, but | was unsure of how he would react. Knowing
now as | did that he would welcome the approach of another man, | could not be certain that he
would ever want me. | had taken his wife from him twice. He had forgiven me of these
trespasses, but | could not forgive myself.

"I'm sorry, Teal'c,"” he suddenly said. "I'm being such a poor host. Do you want anything else?
We could order some dinner or go to the grocery store." He knew | liked the grocery store. |
decided it would probably do both of us better to be out in public. We could push aside our
thoughts and enjoy a little activity.

The grocery store, like Daniel's apartment, was chaotic. People and smells crowded my senses
until | acclimated to them. Immediately | went to the produce section. The vegetables and fruits
always interested me. So many! Chulak, though it, too, is a large planet, does not contain a very
large population. All produce that is obtained is procured from nearby. Diversity is not
encouraged. Here, just the peppers have many colors. All of my friends have encouraged me to
try new things and, so far, | have not been disappointed. However, tonight | did not feel
comfortable with anything new, so | went directly to the broccoli - there is a similar vegetable on
Chulak.
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| found him at the meat department, choosing 2 steaks for us. He smiled when he saw me.
"Broccoli, Teal'c?" | placed the vegetable in the basket he held, then took the basket from him.
“This is kinda wierd," he said, as he looked at another steak and put it back into the meat case,
"usually I have to worry about feeding 4." | realized then that for the first time since | arrived on
Earth, | was completely alone with Daniel Jackson. The only other times we had been alone, we
had always been on the base. Any time we were in public, we would be going somewhere or
meeting the rest of SG1 somewhere. He turned around and looked at me and | could see that
the same thought had come to him.

We bought enough food for tomorrow's breakfast, then left the grocery. Dusk fell as we walked
back to his apartment building. Upon our return, we started dinner. | cut the broccoli as the cook
in the cafeteria showed me while Dr. Jackson prepared the steaks and rolls, all in
companionable silence.

After dinner we fell into work-related conversation. Colonel O'Neill called this "talking shop" and
forbade it every time we were over at his house. However, it wasn't until Daniel Jackson said
the word "DHD" | realized that we had both slipped into Chular - another thing O'Neill did not
like. He was correct in his belief that | should be as comfortable with the native language as
possible, but | missed speaking without having to carefully choose my words. English is such a
strange language. There are too many words that mean the same thing and yet do not. | do not
know if | will ever be completely comfortable speaking it. In the middle of our discussion, the
phone rang. Daniel Jackson picked it up. Whoever was on the other end must have been a
surprise to him. It showed on his face.

"Yes, sir. Yes, I'll tell him. Thank you."

"General Hammond wishes us to return?" | queried. General Hammond is the only person that
Daniel Jackson calls "sir". All others he calls by their names or ranks if he must.

"No, the opposite. He said we're off the next 3 days."
"He is aware of the fact that you need rest. | should depart so that you may sleep."

He frowned at me. "Please stay, Teal'c. I..." He stared at his hands, suddenly embarrassed. "I
would like to talk to you. Tomorrow, if it's ok, | guess I'm more tired than | thought."

| could not refuse him. "You take the bed, Teal'c. This couch'll never be comfortable for you." |
started to protest that | could not throw him out of his own bed, but he would not hear it. "I've
only got 1 room and I've slept on this couch a lot, believe me. | won't have any problems
sleeping out here."

He gave me all he could to make me comfortable. However, the best comfort was his bed,
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which smelled of him. For the first time in so very long, | allowed myself a fantasy that did not
include Drey'Auc. My relationship with my wife had become extremely complicated. | knew that
she had our son's best interests at heart, but | was not entirely sure that | agreed with the
methods she had employed to see to those interests. She had enslaved him to the old ways by
insuring that he would receive the prim'ta in my absence, even though she knew how much |
wanted him to live a free being. Then she annulled our marriage in favor of one that would bring
her a better position. Again, she said she did it for our son's sake, but my heart would not
completely forgive her for that transgression.

| did not, however, place the blame for our problems solely on her shoulders. I, too, have been
less than faithful in my duties as a husband and father. As was customary with one in my
position, Apophis chose our union. | had not even met her until the day we married. She came
from a family well-valued on Chulak. Only my position as First Prime to Apophis made our union
possible. With her came a valuable piece of property, slaves and all inhertance rights to her
father's properties upon his death. For many years, she prided herself on being the wife of the
First Prime. However, | do not think that she was prepared for all the years | would be absent
from her and my child when we finally had enough time to see to his conception. Most others
my age have many more children than I. But the needs of the "god" were more important than
my home life. | did not blame her for seeking another to warm her bed. It was not as if | had
never had other lovers even while | was married to her.

In the service to the god, we are expected to live a very harsh existence. However, it is
understood that in times of extreme stress and emotion, sex can be a very satisfying release. To
lay with one's battle companion is not considered shameful. | do not understand why the
warriors of Earth in the modern world do not comprehend this. Drey'Auc understood this as any
wife to a Jaffa would. The times that | have visited them in the Land of Light, she has wondered
where | have found release and been appalled that | am not allowed it. Of course, | have
pointed out to her that there are many more women on Earth than Chulak ever had. The gods
do not smile upon the issuance of female children except to add to the population. All women
are taken to the healers when they conceive. If the sex of the child is female and a need for
Jaffa has been calculated, the gender will be changed. It is only in times of relative peace or
great victories that female children are allowed to maintain their gender. Chulak has had little of
either.

The heat of my body warmed the sheets, releasing more of his scent. | let myself indulge in the
fantasy further, rubbing my member against the mattress, revelling in the heightened sense of
his musk and mine mingling. | stopped. How could | be truly satisfied with this hollow illusion
when he lay on the other side of the bedroom door? The trip to Edora had answered my first
guestion concerning him. He could be interested in a man. However, how much of his soul had
he tied to O'Neill? That question | was not certain that | wanted an answer to. If he was solely in
love with O'Neill, then | would not even be able to indulge in the fantasy. The knowledge would
always intrude on anything | felt in the future. | stopped what | was doing and went into Kel-no-
reem.
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Daniel Jackson never sleeps enough. His rest was always disturbed by nightmares. Many times
we have camped on other worlds | have noticed that he tosses and turns, cries out in the night.

O'Neill was always the one to check on him. This would be my duty from this point forward until

O'Neill's return.

He had thrown off all of his blankets with his restless movements. His face was twisted with
distress as his nightmare unfolded. He spoke in many languages, most of them unknown to me.
However, the words | did understand left me uneasy. He was dreaming of his abduction by the
Touched in the Land of Light. It seems | will always have much to atone for with Daniel Jackson.
He has always forgiven me, but | can not forgive myself. What happened on that world |
considered to be my 2nd betrayal of him - the 1st always being choosing his wife to be
Apophis's mate. What he had endured alone among the savaged souls of the Touched none of
us knew, for he never spoke of it, but we all saw the outcome of that treatment, not to mention
the cost of the cure itself in the pain of his body as it realigned itself to its proper proportions. He
suddenly cried out and sat up abruptly.

When he regained his equilibrium, he apologized for waking me up. | almost told him that | was
already up, but I didn't want to explain that the smell of him in his bedroom had driven me from
it. He sighed at my reassurance that | didn't mind being awake. He rubbed his eyes as if to
banish what had happened behind his closed eyelids. Frowning, he picked up the alarm clock
he kept on the coffee table.

"It's 2am!" he cried. He apologized profusely for waking me up and said | should return to the
bedroom. | stared at the bed for a long time before deciding that | would eschew it for the floor.

A few hours later, | heard Daniel Jackson in his kitchen. | had heard enough of this kind of
activity to know that he was making coffee. | do not like this drink. It is bitter and needs too
many other ingredients added to make it palatable. | would rather have the sugar and milk
seperately than drink this coffee. However, | found the routine a comfort when | was in
unfamiliar surroundings. When | understood what was going on around me, | was more at ease.
This was part of the reason why | did not leave the SGC often and why | have not attempted to
procure other housing, although | am still unsure as to whether or not they would allow me do
so. The machine makes a very distinct sound when it nears the completion of its project. At that
point | decided to leave Daniel Jackson's bedroom.

He sat in a chair pulled up beside one of his windows, gazing out, though | was certain that he
was not really seeing the vista beyond. He was a silhouette in the morning sun, features
pensive with unknown thoughts. | obtained water from the sink and watched him for several
minutes.

"People fascinate me," he finally said. "As an anthropologist, | wonder what came before that
cause people to act and think the way they do. As an archeologist, | dig up physical remnants of
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the past and try to recreate the people who used those instruments. As a linguist, | study what
people say and how they convey meaning. And yet, | really feel like | don't understand people at
all. Why is it that day-to-day transactions are so difficult for me? Why do | feel more at home
talking to aliens than to people | see in the grocery store?"

"Because for all your knowledge of how people think, you do not think like them, Daniel
Jackson."

He sighed gently and turned to face me. "Probably true, but it just makes me wonder who and
what | am."

It was fortunate that O'Neill was not here. He forbade these kind of discussions unless the
mission had been a particularly disasterous one. Then he forbade nothing. We would talk until
all the feelings had been brought to light. Most of the time | appreciated the reticense that
O'Neill forced on our 2 younger members. Both of them liked to talk a great deal. Although
Major Carter would only give free rein to this habit when approached for scientific information,
Daniel Jackson had no compunction against talking until he was hoarse. He told me once that
this was the legacy of his many years in academia - all Earth professors were like this.

Strangely, now | did not mind his speaking. He was opening to me in a way | had never seen
before. With the absence of the team members who understood him best, he was turning to me
as a confidante.

"You are Daniel Jackson - my friend."

"l am honored to be your friend." His smile was bright, but there was a trace of sadness in his
eyes. He stood up to get more coffee when | took the cup from his hand. | began to move back
to the machine when he finally understood what | was doing. "You're my guest, Teal'c. I'll get
that. Guests don't do any work here."

"It is not work. | am closer to the machine than you."

He thanked me when he took the full cup from my hand. He then asked me what | wanted to do.
Do? | did not know enough of this world, despite my time here, to make a decision. When
O'Neill was here we did what he wanted. Usually this entailed either sitting in front of the
television and watching many hours of athletic competition or participating in these competitions
either by playing ourselves (much to Daniel Jackson's chagrin) or going to the "arena" and
watching these events from very high seats that did not give us as good a view as the television.
In 3 years, | had yet to see much more than what O'Neill thought | should see. | asked him what
he thought we should do.

Daniel Jackson's idea was to visit an art gallery - an exhibition he had wanted to see and had
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not had the time to do so. Most of this art confused me. | had only been exposed to the art
approved by the Goa'uld. Their art always represented them and always in noble and exacting
detail. This chaos of color and style would never have been approved by the Goa'uld.

Daniel Jackson stood in front of one piece, so absorbed in the study of it, that he did not hear
me come up behind him. Gently, | lay a hand on his shoulder, attempting to duplicate a touch |
had seen O'Neill use with him many times. My fingers were drawn to his skin, warm and silky to
my senses. As he turned to me, the blue eyes widened, realizing that the touch was not the one
to which he was accustomed. Before the red appeared, | felt the flush of heat and he turned
back to the picture, stiff and nervous. However, he did not move away from me or ask me to
remove the hand. | felt his shoulders drop with a sigh and his gaze returned to mine, filled with
questions. Although I could see the questions in his eyes, my unfamiliarity with human
emotional expression left me unable to answer him. The eyes averted again. | let his shoulder

go.

For the remainder of our time in the gallery, he took the role of teacher - one with which he was
most comfortable. After the gallery, we went to dinner at an Indian restaurant. Restaurants,
unlike grocery stores, made me uncomfortable because you are 'served’ by another. In a land
which prizes freedom over all else, it disturbed me that people would have to 'serve' individuals.
Service to your country, your ideals, these concepts high and noble | understood. 'Service' to
another to make them comfortable or because they are unwilling to do their own work | did not.
It reminded me too much of my past.

"It's not the same," he argued. "These people get compensation for their work. The Gou'ald
don't give their people anything."

"Untrue. The Goa'uld give those who serve them well status and power - limited as it is. My
house on Chulak and my marriage to Drey'Auc were two such compensations for my service as
the First Prime to Apophis."

His fork dropped with a clatter to his plate. "Drey'Auc was given to you by Apophis?"
"As was his right as my god."

Daniel Jackson glanced around. Fortunately, we spoke in Chular, so, though eyes had moved
over our way with his exclamation, no one understood what we had said. He blushed furiously
and picked up his utensil. "l guess | shouldn't be so shocked. After all, Sha're was given to me,
too. There are still places in this world where marriages are not ruled by love or desire. | keep
forgetting that you weren't born here, especially when we're out in public like all the other people
here. You're such an extraordinary person, Teal'c, and sometimes | guess | take it for granted."”

"How so?"
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"Well, when we're off-world, it's easy for me to remember you're a Jaffa and | always expect you
to act a certain way, but when we're here | sometimes forget just how wierd all of this must
seem to you. After all, you're even older than General Hammond. You've only been here 3
years and yet, despite the fact that you don't know all the idioms and nuances of English, no
one could fault your basic command of the language. You're dealing with technology far below
the levels you're used to. You've also been a leader of armies and yet you defer gracefully to
Jack and General Hammond. That can't feel normal to you. Before all this, the only person you
answered to was Apophis."

"I would rather serve General Hammond as the lowliest airman than command the armies of
Apophis again."”

"That's not the point, Teal'c. I'm just saying that you're one of the most flexible people I've ever
met. | don't know if | could adjust as well as you have to such an alien environment. At least, not
on a long-term basis."

"Abydos was not alien to you?"

He stopped eating as he thought. "No, it wasn't. | mean, the just surviving was, but the people
didn't feel strange to me and the language wasn't completely unfamiliar. | didn't have to adjust
my thinking that much to accommodate the lifestyle. It kinda felt like | was a TA - uh, Teaching
Assistant - again. Only the classroom was in t