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Sometimes it can be fun just asking a simple question; What if…?  The question opens numerous doors as 

you imagine how your life might now be different.  What if I asked out the head cheerleader during senior 

year?  What if I bought that winning lottery ticket?  What if I had gotten better grades in college?  What if 

I had decided to become a hermit and live alone in a cabin on some mountain top deep in the wilderness? 

 

The same can be said for some of our fictional Fifth Fleet adventures.  What if…?  And in this particular 

case we answer the question; What if the crew of the Dauntless had served in Starfleet in the 23
rd

 century 

instead of the late-24
th
?  In other words, what might it have been like if Star Trek: The Original Series had 

followed the adventures of Captain Koester and his crew instead of Kirk and the Enterprise?  (Perhaps 

they would have gotten a full five seasons or more instead of being cancelled after three!)  The following 

story hopes to answer that question as we take one of Star Trek’s most beloved episodes and twist it like 

taffy with one possible answer to the age-old question… “What if…?” 

 

 

 The Constitution-class starship USS Dauntless traveled at low warp along the Klingon Neutral Zone, 

established only a year prior after the aborted war between the Empire and the United Federation of Planets, brought 

to a swift halt by the powerful Organians who decreed that the Federation and Klingons must eventually work 

together in cooperation. 

 In the starship’s briefing room, the two senior officers – Captain Peter J. Koester and Commander Setton 

To’Lock Arbelo – were quizzing Ensign Annika Arbelo-Eeta, one of the ship’s junior science officers and the first 

officer’s daughter. 

 “Deep Space Station K-7 now within sensor range, Skipper,” Commander Arbelo said as he sat down at the 

briefing room table with Captain Koester and Ensign Arbelo-Eeta. 

 “Good,” Koester said before turning his attention on the young officer across the table from him.  “Mister 

Arbelo-Eeta, this mission is supposed to provide both experience and knowledge.  How close will we come to the 

nearest Klingon outpost if we continue on our present course?” 

 Arbelo-Eeta accessed the lifetimes of experience her Trill symbiont contained, quickly recalling the 

required information.  “One parsec, sir.  Close enough to smell them,” she replied with a smile. 

 “That is illogical, Ensign,” Commander Arbelo said to his daughter.  “Odors cannot travel through the 

vacuum of space.” 

 Arbelo-Eeta looked hurt and a little puzzled by her father’s comment. 

 “I was making a little joke, Dad.” 

 “Extremely little, Ensign,” Arbelo replied before making a knowing wink toward the captain. 

 Koester tried to hold back a chuckle as he said, “Exec, immediate past history of the sector?” 

 “Under dispute by the two parties since initial contact,” Arbelo explained.  “The battle of Donatu V was 

fought near here twenty three solar years ago.  Inconclusive.” 

 “Analysis of disputed area?” Koester requested. 

 “Undeveloped,” Arbelo said.  “Sherman’s Planet is claimed by both sides, our Federation and the Klingon 

Empire.  We do have the better claim.” 

 “The area was first mapped by the famous John Burke, the chief astronomer at the Royal Academy in old 

Britain almost 200 years ago,” Ensign Arbelo-Eeta offered, again accessing her hundreds of years of life experience. 

 “Don’t show off, Annika,” Arbelo said to his daughter, causing her to frown once again. 

 “Key points of dispute?” Koester asked both his officers. 

 “Under the terms of the Organian Peace Treaty, one side or the other must prove it can develop the planet 

most efficiently,” answered Arbelo-Eeta. 

 “And unfortunately, though the Klingons are brutal and aggressive, they are most efficient.” Koester had to 

admit. 
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 Before anyone could comment further, the ship’s intercom whistled the sound of a boson’s whistle and the 

voice of Lieutenant (JG) JoElla Faggio was heard. 

 “Captain!” Faggio said. 

 Koester activated the tri-screen on the middle of the briefing room table and the face of the lovely Betazoid 

communications officer appeared.  “Koester here,” he said. 

 “Captain, I’m picking up a subspace distress call, code-one, priority channel,” Faggio explained.  “It’s from 

Space Station K-7.” 

 “Go to warp factor six,” Koester ordered even as he was getting out of his chair. 

 “Code one-emergency!  That’s a disaster call!” Arbelo-Eeta commented as both she and her father likewise 

headed for the briefing room door. 

 Even as the trio hurried out into the corridor, the red alert lights and klaxons started sounding throughout 

the Dauntless along with Faggio’s voice announcing, “This is a red alert!  Man your battlestations!  All hands, red 

alert…!” 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

These are the voyages of the starship Dauntless! 

 

Star Trek: What If…? 
 

“The Trouble with Tribbles” By PJK 

Based on the Star Trek: TOS episode of the same title 

And the teleplay by David Gerrold 

 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 4523.3: 

Deep Space Station K-7 has issued a priority-one call.  More than an emergency, it 

signals near or total disaster!  We can only assume the Klingons have attacked the 

station.  We’re going in – armed for battle! 

 

 

 “Main phasers armed and ready, sir,” Lieutenant William Hyland III reported from the helm console on the 

bridge. 

 The civilian-run Federation space station appeared on the main viewscreen, looking remarkably peaceful.  

There was no evidence of battle.  No Klingon vessels lurking nearby.  Koester was surprised by the ordinariness of 

the scene. 

 “…But, there’s nothing there!” Hyland continued, his voice sounding as confused as the rest of the bridge 

crew felt.  “Just the station.” 

 “A priority-one distress call,” commented Captain Koester as he stepped closer to the helm console.  “Yet it 

looks absolutely peaceful.” 

 Koester flicked a few toggles on the console in front of him, trying to determine if any malfunction existed 

in his equipment, then exchanged a look with his first officer, Commander Arbelo.  The Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian 

man shrugged, unable to offer any explanation. 

 “Lieutenant Faggio, break subspace silence,” Koester ordered as he stepped around to the side of his 

command chair. 

 “Aye, sir,” Faggio replied as she opened a hailing frequency.  “Channel’s open, sir.” 



 

3 

 “Space Station K-7, this is Captain Koester of the Dauntless.  What is your emergency?” 

 A female voice quickly responded back, “Captain Koester, this is Ms Raiajh, manager of K-7.  I must 

apologize for the distress call.” 

 “Ms Raiajh,” Koester responded, starting to get just a little annoyed.  “You issued a priority-one distress 

call.  State the nature of your emergency!” 

 “Uh…  Well…,” Raiajh replied, sounding embarrassed.  “Perhaps you better beam over.  I’ll try to 

explain.” 

 “You’ll… try to explain?”  The anger was starting to bubble to the surface as Koester continued, “You’d 

better be prepared to do more than that!  Koester, out.”  Then in rapid succession he ordered, “Exec, I’ll need your 

help.  Mister Hyland, maintain battle readiness.  Lieutenant Faggio, see that the transporter room is standing by.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Faggio acknowledged as Koester and Arbelo quickly entered the turbolift.  “Transporter room, 

stand by.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Minutes later, Captain Koester and Commander Arbelo materialized on the two-man transporter unit in the 

office of K-7 Station Manager Val’ri Raiajh.  As Koester and Arbelo stepped down they noticed what looked like a 

half-Vulcan/half-Deltan woman and two men, an older man standing near Raiajh and a younger one seated at a 

nearby table.  Koester assumed the Vulcan-Deltan woman was the station manager.  He approached the group and 

said, “Ms Raiajh, if there was no emergency, why did you issue a priority-one distress call?” 

 “That was my order, Captain,” the officious-looking older man stated.  Both Koester and Arbelo looked at 

the man, unsure who he was or why he would have made such an order. 

 “Captain Koester,” Raiajh said.  “This is Nilz Baris.  He’s out from Earth to take charge of the development 

project for Sherman’s Planet.” 

 Koester turned his building anger on the older man as he said, “And that gives you the authority to put the 

entire sector on defense alert?” 

 The younger man suddenly sprang to his feet, as if protecting his superior from a perceived insult, and 

practically shouted, “Mister Baris is the Federation Undersecretary in charge of agricultural affairs in this sector!” 

 Arbelo nodded his head subtly, whispering to Koester, “And that gives him the authority.” 

 Koester rolled his eyes slightly as he said, “Oh.” 

 “This is my assistant, Arne Darvin,” Baris said in way of introduction. 

 “And this is my first officer, Mister Arbelo,” Koester added, nodding toward the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian 

man standing next to him. 

 “Now, Captain, I want all available security guards,” Baris ordered.  “I want them posted around the 

storage compartments.” 

 “Storage compartments?” Koester asked, suddenly confused.  “What storage compartments?” 

 “The storage compartments containing the quadrotriticale,” Darvin replied. 

 “The what?” Koester asked, his confusion growing.  “What’s… quadrotriticale?” 

 Raiajh turned around and grabbed a sample container from the top of his desk and handed it to Koester.  

“Here,” she said.  Koester took the sample container and poured a small pile of blue grain into his hand. 

 “Wheat!” Koester remarked, his confusion still growing.  “So what?” 

 “Quadrotriticale is not wheat, Captain,” Baris remarked with an arrogant tone.  “Of course, I wouldn’t 

expect you or Mister Arbelo to know about such things, but quadrotriticale is a rather…” 

 “Quadrotriticale is a high-yield grain,” Arbelo interrupted, causing Baris’ arrogant expression to 

momentarily falter.  “A four-lobed hybrid of wheat and rye.  A perennial also, if I’m not mistaken.  Its root grain – 

triticale – can trace its ancestry all the way back to 20
th

 century Canada, where…” 

 “Exec, you’ve made your point,” Koester said, interrupting his first officer. 
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 “Quadrotriticale is the only Earth grain that will grow on Sherman’s Planet,” Raiajh explained.  “We have 

several tons of it here on the station.  And it’s very important that that grain get to Sherman’s Planet safely.  Mister 

Baris thinks that Klingon agents may try and sabotage it.” 

 Outraged, Koester approached Baris and angrily asked, “You issued a priority-one distress call for a couple 

of tons of wheat?!?” 

 “Quadrotriticale!” Darvin interjected, much to Koester annoyance. 

 “Of course, Captain, I realize that we…” Baris started to say when Koester cut him off. 

 “Mister Baris, you summoned the Dauntless without an emergency.  You’ll take full responsibility for it.” 

 “What do you mean?” Baris asked. 

 Arbelo answered for the captain, “Misuse of the priority-one channel is a Federation offense.” 

 “I did not misuse the priority-one channel!” Baris replied, now becoming angry himself.  “I want that grain 

protected!” 

 Raiajh, trying to act as a peacemaker between the two officials, asked, “Captain, couldn’t you at least post a 

couple of guards?  We do have a large number of ships passing through.” 

 Koester appeared ready to deny the request when Arbelo leaned toward his ear and said, “It would seem a 

logical precaution, Skipper.  The Sherman’s Planet affair is of extreme importance to the Federation.” 

 Koester did not like being backed into a corner.  Reluctantly he nodded his head and pulled his 

communicator out of its holster.  Flipping open the gold antenna grille, he said, “Koester to Dauntless.” 

 “Dauntless here,” replied Faggio’s voice. 

 “Secure from general quarters.  And beam down two…”  He looked directly at Baris as he pointedly said, 

“…and only two security guards.  Have them report to Mister Raiajh.”  Koester took a bit of satisfaction from the 

look on Baris’ face as he heard the captain’s order.  “And authorize shore leave for all off-duty personnel.” 

 “Yes, Captain,” Faggio replied. 

 “Koester, out.” 

 “Captain Koester!” Baris almost shouted in anger.  “How dare you authorize a mere two men for a project 

of this importance!  Starfleet Command will hear about this…!” 

 “I have never questioned the orders or intelligence of any representative of the Federation,” Koester said 

before turning to head out of the station manager’s office.  He paused to look back at Baris as he added, “…Until 

now.”  Then, turning his back on the insulted Nilz Baris once more, Koester and Arbelo headed out the door, leaving 

both Baris and Darvin looking puzzled and Raiajh looking amused. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester and Arbelo made their way to the station’s bar and trading post, where both ordered drinks as they 

commiserated over the situation. 

 “Summoning a starship on a priority A-1 channel to guard some storage compartments!” Koester 

complained to his first officer as he took a sip of his drink.  “Storage compartments of wheat!” 

 “Nevertheless, Skipper,” Arbelo remarked.  “The Klingons would not enjoy seeing us successfully develop 

Sherman’s Planet.” 

 “I guess not,” Koester said as he put his empty glass back down on the bar and nodded in the direction of 

the door.  The two senior officers were just approaching the door of the bar when it slid open with a whooshing 

sound and two of their own crew, Lieutenant Faggio and Ensign Arbelo-Eeta, walked in. 

 “I see you two didn’t waste any time taking your shore leave,” Koester remarked to Faggio with a smile. 

 “And how often do I get shore leave?” the communications officer complained. 

 “She wants to shop, and I thought I would help her,” young Arbelo-Eeta added. 

 As the Dauntless officers spoke, the door whooshed open again, and a stout man with a pleasant, round 

face walked past.  “Oh, ‘scuse me!  ‘Scuse me!” the newcomer said as he passed, heading directly for the bar. 

 Meanwhile, Koester gestured to Arbelo for the sample container Raiajh had handed him earlier in her 

office.  Arbelo passed the small container to the captain, who handed it on to Arbelo-Eeta. 
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 “Mister Arbelo-Eeta, what do you make of this?” he asked confidently. 

 “Oh!” the young science officer said excitedly as she looked at the contents.  “Quadrotriticale!” 

 Koester exchanged a confused and frustrated look with his first officer. 

 “I’ve read about this, but I’ve never actually seen any before,” Arbelo-Eeta continued as Faggio studied 

some of the grain the science officer had poured into the palm of her hand. 

 “Does everybody know about this wheat but me?” Koester asked in frustration. 

 “Not everyone, Captain,” Arbelo-Eeta assured.  “Bitriticale, one of the forerunners of this grain, was 

developed by Releea Eeta, one of the Eeta symbiont’s previous hosts.  It’s a Trill invention.” 

 “Oh,” Koester said unenthusiastically before heading out the door without another word, followed closely 

by his first officer. 

 Faggio and Arbelo-Eeta watched the two senior officers depart, then headed toward the bar themselves, 

where the bartender was in a rather animated discussion with the stout man who had entered a short time earlier. 

 “I don’t want any!  I told you before and I’m telling you again!” the bartender said.  “I don’t want any 

more Spican flame gems!  Thanks to you, I already have enough Spican flame gems to last me a lifetime!” 

 “How sad for you, my friend!” the other man said, obviously trying hard to barter some merchandise to the 

combination bartender/shopkeeper.  “You won’t find a finer stone anywhere!  But I have something better!” 

 The man looked around, as if making sure no one was watching him, then pulled open a secret pocket on 

the inside of his green camouflage jacket, pulling out what looked like a fancy perfume bottle. 

 “Surely, you want some…”  He paused for effect.  “…Antarian glow water?” 

 The bartender rolled his eyes and stated, “I use that to polish the flame gems.” 

 “You’re a difficult man to reach,” the newcomer said.  “But…!  I have something from the far reaches of 

the galaxy!”  He reached into one of the upper cargo pockets of his jacket and pulled out what looked like a ball of 

tan fur.  “Surely you want…?” 

 “Not at your price!” the bartender said discouragingly. 

 Faggio took one look at the fur ball, a look of amazement on her face as she cut into the conversation 

saying, “Ooh!  What is it?  Is it alive?  May I hold it?” 

 The trader handed the fur ball to Faggio with a wide smile on his face, already knowing he had a sale in the 

bag, and that if he played his cards right, it might amount to more than just one. 

 “Oh, it’s adorable!” Faggio said as she started stroking the fur ball, which cooed pleasantly in response.  

“What is it?” 

 “What is it?” the trader replied.  “Why lovely lady…”  He glanced over, noting the bartender’s interest in 

Faggio’s interest in the fur ball.  “…It’s a tribble.” 

 “A tribble?” Faggio asked. 

 “Only the sweetest creature known to man,” the trader said, buttering up his potential customer more by 

adding, “Exceptin’, of course, your lovely self.” 

 Faggio moved the tribble closer to her ear, listening to it making a purring coo sound.  She laughed in 

delight as she said, “Why, it’s purring!”  She then held it toward Arbelo-Eeta and said, “Listen, it’s purring!” 

 “It’s only saying that it likes you,” the trader said with another sidelong glance at the bartender, gauging his 

interest again. 

 “Are you selling them?” Faggio asked. 

 The bartender cut off the trader’s answer by saying, “That’s what we’re trying to decide right now.” 

 “My friend,” the trader said, knowing he had his fish on the hook and only needed to reel him in gently.  

“Ten credits a piece is a very reasonable price.  Now you can see for yourself how much the lovely little lady 

appreciates the finer things…” 

 “One credit a piece,” the bartender countered. 

 Faggio held the tribble close to Arbelo-Eeta’s face.  The young science officer looked at the fur ball 

nervously as if unsure of the small creature and asked “It won’t bite, will it?” 

 “Miss, transporting harmful animals from one planet to another is against regulations, or weren’t you aware 

of that?” the trader replied in a scolding tone.  “Besides, tribbles have no teeth!” 
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 “Alright, I’ll double my offer,” the bartender said, seeing the potential for profit in the small creature.  

“Two credits!” 

 “Twice nothing is still nothing,” the trader said dismissively. 

 Faggio looked at the bartender and said, “Well, if you’re not going to take him, I’m going to take him.  I 

think he’s cute!” 

 The bartender, seeing potential credits slipping away, turned to the trader with a more desperate look and 

offered, “Four credits!” 

 “Is that an offer or a joke?” the trader asked as he gathered up his flame gems and bottle of glow water. 

 “That’s my offer,” the bartender replied confidently. 

 “That’s a joke,” the trader remarked, again dismissively. 

 “Five…?” the bartender asked hopefully. 

 “I can see you’re an honest man.  I’ll tell you what I’m going to do,” the trader said as, unnoticed by 

anyone, the tribble Faggio had placed down on the counter slowly undulated its way toward the sample container of 

quadrotriticale Arbelo-Eeta had put down, some of the grain having spilled onto the countertop.  “I’m going to 

lessen my price to eight and a half credits!”  The trader patted the bartender on the chest, as if he believed he had 

finally negotiated a deal.  The bartender seemed taken aback.  He laughed dismissively. 

 “You’re talking yourself out of a deal, friend.  Six credits, and not a credit more!” 

 “Seven and a half!” the trader countered, to no avail.  “Seven?”  The bartender merely shook his head.  

“Alright you robber, six credits.” 

 “Done!” the bartender agreed.  “When can I have them?” 

 “Right away,” the trader stated, packing up his other wares. 

 Faggio turned her attention to the bartender and resignedly asked, “Alright, what are you selling them for?” 

 “Well, let me see, little lady,” the bartender said, the thought of profit already coursing through his head.  

“At six credits, I figure a reasonable markup for a reasonable profit; say ten percent markup?  Ah… ten credits.” 

 “Thief!” the trader muttered under his breath. 

 “In fact, I’ll sell you this one,” the bartender said, pointing at the tribble on the bar top that Faggio had been 

holding. 

 Arbelo-Eeta looked down and noticed the tribble had moved across the bar and was happily eating some of 

the grain that had spilled from the sample container. 

 “Hey!  He’s eating my grain!” the science officer complained. 

 Ignoring Arbelo-Eeta, the bartender picked up the tribble and started handing it to Faggio, saying, “That’ll 

be ten credits.” 

 “That happens to be my sample, and I’ll do with it as I please,” the trader said, grabbing the tribble right 

out of the bartender’s hand with a scolding tone.  “And I please to give it to the lovely little lady here.” 

 Faggio was flattered and Arbelo-Eeta pleased. 

 “Oh!” Faggio remarked.  “I couldn’t.”  She then looked hopefully at the trader as she asked, “Could I?” 

 “I insist,” the man said with a huge grin as he handed the tribble back to Faggio. 

 The bartender seemed shocked.  He grabbed the trader’s arm and said, “What are you trying to do?  Ruin 

the market?” 

 “Once this lovely little lady starts to show this precious little darling around, you won’t be able to keep up 

with them,” the man explained.  He then smiled warmly at his customers. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A short time later aboard the Dauntless, Captain Koester and Commander Arbelo were back in the briefing 

room, discussing the ship’s upcoming schedule once they finally left the station.  As Koester sipped from his mug of 

coffee the intercom whistled once again. 

 Koester turned around and activated the intercom.  “Yes, what is it?” he asked. 

 “Message from Starfleet, Captain,” Lt Faggio announced.  “Priority channel.  Admiral Fil speaking.” 
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 “Put it on visual, Lieutenant,” Koester ordered, then clicked the switch to activate the table-top tri-viewer.  

Immediately the image of the white-haired Catullan admiral filled the small screen. 

 “Captain Koester?” Penji Fil said. 

 “Koester here.” 

 “Captain, it is not necessary to remind you of the importance to the Federation of Sherman’s Planet.  The 

key to our winning of this planet is the grain, quadrotriticale,” Fil explained.  “The shipment of it must be protected.  

Effective immediately, you will render any aid and assistance which Undersecretary Baris may require.  The safety 

of the grain, and the project, is your responsibility.  Starfleet, out.” 

 As the viewer went black, Koester looked at his first officer and remarked, “Oh…  Joy…” 

 “But not totally unexpected,” Arbelo pointed out just as the intercom whistled a second time in as many 

minutes. 

 “Captain Koester!  Captain Koester!” the voice of Faggio exclaimed. 

 Koester activated the intercom again and responded, “Yes, Lieutenant, what is it?” 

 “Sensors are picking up a Klingon battlecruiser rapidly closing on the station,” Faggio reported almost 

breathlessly. 

 “Go to red alert!  Notify Manager Raiajh.  We’ll be right up!” Koester ordered as he deactivated the 

intercom and both he and Arbelo moved swiftly toward the doors.  The alert klaxon sounded throughout the ship as 

the two senior officers made their way to the closest turbolift.  Within seconds they were emerging on the bridge. 

 “What is the position of the Klingon ship?” Koester asked as he swiftly moved toward and sat down in the 

command chair. 

 “One hundred kilometers off K-7,” Lt Hyland reported from the helm.  “It’s… just sitting there,” he added, 

as if puzzled by the absence of any attack. 

 “Captain,” Faggio said, turning to look at the man in the center seat, her left hand holding the 

communications earpiece to her ear.  “I have Station Manager Raiajh.” 

 “Put her on visual,” Koester ordered. 

 “Aye sir,” Faggio acknowledged as she activated the main viewscreen.  The Vulcan-Deltan station manager 

appeared on the screen.  She appeared remarkably calm. 

 “Ms Raiajh!” Koester exclaimed.  “There’s a Klingon warship hanging one hundred kilometers off your 

station!” 

 “I don’t think the Klingons are planning to attack us,” Raiajh said in almost an amused tone. 

 “Why not?” Koester asked, confused. 

 Raiajh could be seen manipulating a control on her desk, which widened the field of view of her office, 

revealing two Klingon officers – a burly bearded officer with numerous awards displayed on his uniform sitting in 

the chair opposite Raiajh and the second – apparently a subordinate – standing just behind the first, both facing the 

viewer. 

 “Because at this moment the commander of the Klingon ship is sitting right here in my office,” Raiajh 

explained. 

 Koester exchanged a dumbfounded look with Arbelo, momentarily speechless.  He then ordered, “Cancel 

red alert.”  Then to Raiajh he said, “We’ll beam right over.” 

 As Faggio contacted security to cancel the red alert, Koester and Arbelo walked toward the turbolift for the 

trip down to the transporter room. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 4524.2: 

A Klingon warship is hovering only one hundred kilometers from Deep Space Station K-7 

while its commander waits in the station manager’s office, their intentions unknown. 
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 Several minutes later, Koester and Arbelo materialized once again in the two-man transporter inside Val’ri 

Raiajh’s office.  Raiajh moved quickly to greet Koester as the Klingon commander stood up. 

 “Ah, my dear Captain Koester,” the Klingon said with mock friendliness. 

 “My dear General Ke’reth,” Koester greeted back, equally as sincere. 

 “Let me assure you that my intentions are peaceful,” Ke’reth remarked hostilely.  “As I’ve already told 

Manager Raiajh, the purpose of my presence here is to invoke… shore leave rights.” 

 “Shore leave?” Koester said with a tone that indicated he did not believe the Klingon general. 

 “Captain, we Klingons are not as luxury-minded as you Earthers,” Ke’reth replied in response.  “We do not 

equip our ships with…  How shall I say it?”  Ke’reth made a gesture indicating the curves of a female body.  

“…Non-essentials?” 

 “We have been in space for five months,” the Klingon first officer, Havok, remarked.  “What we choose as 

recreation is our own business.” 

 “I might also add that under the terms of the Organian Peace Treaty, you cannot refuse us,” Ke’reth stated. 

 “Yes, well I don’t make those decisions,” Koester remarked.  “Manager Raiajh is in charge of those 

matters.” 

 “Captain, may I speak to you?” Raiajh said as she passed between Ke’reth and Koester, grabbing the 

latter’s arm and pulling him aside.  Quietly she said, “Koester, I don’t want them here, but I don’t have the authority 

to refuse!” 

 “Hmm…,” Koester said, thinking for a moment.  “Well, I have the authority to act, and I’m going to use 

it.”  He turned back around to face Ke’reth, who was leaning back on the top of Raiajh’s desk, and said, “My dear 

General Ke’reth…  You may indeed bring your men down on shore leave.”  Ke’reth seemed genuinely surprised by 

Koester’s magnanimous attitude, until the Starfleet captain added, “But only twelve at a time!  And I assure you, for 

every man you bring down here, I shall have one security guard.  There’ll be no trouble.” 

 Ke’reth laughed, amused by Koester’s conditions, and said, “Captain Koester, there’s been no formal 

declaration of hostilities between our two respective governments, so naturally, our relationship will be a peaceful 

one.” 

 “Let us both take steps to keep it that way,” Koester said insistently. 

 “Of course,” Ke’reth said before bowing slightly.  The two Klingon officers then departed the office 

without another word. 

 

* * * * 

 

 As the Constitution-class USS Dauntless and the D-7 battlecruiser IKV Hem bortaStaH maintained station 

keeping on opposite sides of Station K-7, Captain Peter J. Koester entered the WRecK Room, his ship’s recreation 

room, pausing when he noticed the starship’s Scottish chief science officer Alasdair Wallace staring intently at a 

computer monitor screen.  Koester leaned over to sneak a peek at the screen, commenting, “Another science journal, 

Alasdair?” 

 “Aye,” the Scottsman with the broad, walrus-like mustache replied. 

 “Don’t you ever relax?” Koester asked. 

 Wallace sounded confused by the captain’s comment as he replied, “I am relaxin’.” 

 Koester was about to go get himself a cup of coffee from one of the nearby food synthesizers when he 

noticed a group of about a dozen members of the crew – including the chief medical officer, the chief of the boat, 

and his first officer – all gathered around one table and a strange purring noise coming from the group.  It seemed to 

be centered on Lieutenant Faggio.  Koester moved toward the table to investigate. 

 “How long have you had that thing, Lieutenant?” Dr. Leonard Kelley, the ship’s chief medical officer 

asked Faggio as he studied the various balls of fluff and fur sitting on the table. 

 “Since yesterday, Doctor,” Faggio replied.  “This morning I found out that he… I mean …she had had 

babies.” 

 “Well, I’d say in that case you got a bargain,” Kelley remarked. 
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 “You running a nursery, Lieutenant?” Koester asked, not liking the fact that fifteen fur balls were sitting 

atop the WRecK Room table. 

 “Oh, Captain!” Faggio said, clearly not expecting Koester to be in the WRecK Room.  “Well, I hadn’t 

intended to, sir, but… the tribble had other plans.” 

 Koester tried to take in the entire scene of purring balls of fur as he asked, “Did you get… this… at the 

space station?” 

 “Yes, sir,” Faggio replied. 

 Koester stepped up next to his first officer, who was holding an entirely white tribble, stroking it gently as 

if probing it. 

 “A most curious creature, Skipper,” Arbelo remarked.  He held the tribble up close to his semi-pointed ear 

and said, “Its trilling seems to have a tranquilizing effect on the human nervous system.  Fortunately, of course, I am 

immune to its effect.” 

 Several of the crew gathered around the table – including the captain – turned to look at Arbelo in disbelief 

as he continued to unconsciously stroke the small creature.  Arbelo noticed the looks and quickly put the tribble 

back down on the table. 

 Koester gestured that he was going to go grab his cup of coffee.  Arbelo took advantage of the opportunity 

for a strategic retreat from the table to join the captain as Dr. Kelley asked Faggio, “Lieutenant, do you mind if I 

take one of these down to the lab to see what makes it tick?” 

 Faggio seemed reticent at first.  Finally she relented and said, “Well, alright, Doctor.  But if you’re going to 

dissect it, I don’t want to know about it.” 

 Kelley gave his best bedside-manner smile and assured, “I won’t harm a hair on its head.”  He thought 

about what he had just said and added, “Wherever that is.” 

 The crew all laughed as Kelley walked out the WRecK Room door with one of the smaller tribbles in his 

hand. 

 “Say, Lieutenant, seeing as your giving them away, can I have one?” Chief Pono Kyman asked. 

 “Well, sure, why not?” Faggio replied.  “I think they’re old enough.” 

 Kyman grabbed one of the tribbles that had been sitting on the table near his hand.  Faggio noticed the 

looks on the faces of the rest of her shipmates and said with a smile, “Go ahead!”  Each crew member grabbed a 

tribble of their very own. 

 

* * * * 

 Koester and Arbelo were walking down one of the corridors toward Koester’s quarters when the intercom 

whistled and the voice of William Hyland announced, “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 Koester paused near one of the public intercom stations and, after pressing the button to activate it, said, 

“Koester here.” 

 “Mister Baris is waiting on channel E to speak to you, sir,” Hyland announced. 

 Koester shared a look of frustration with Arbelo before returning his attention to the intercom and saying, 

“Pipe it down here, Mister Hyland?” 

 “Aye, sir.  Mister Baris is coming on.” 

 Koester noted the channel indicator on the display change and said, “Yes, Mister Baris, what can I do for 

you?” 

 In Raiajh’s office aboard K-7, Undersecretary Baris was livid. 

 “Koester!  This station is swarming with Klingons!” 

 “I was not aware, Mister Baris, that twelve Klingons constitutes a swarm,” Koester remarked sarcastically. 

 “Captain Koester, there are Klingon soldiers on this station,” Baris said in a dangerous tone.  “Now I want 

you to keep that grain safe!” 

 Koester again shared a look with Arbelo before replying, “Mister Baris, I have guards around the grain.  I 

have guards around the Klingons.  The only reason those guards are there is because Starfleet wants them there!  As 

for what you want…” 
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 Koester was tempted for a moment to tell the undersecretary exactly what was on his mind.  But after 

looking at Arbelo – who subtly shook his head – he regained control of his temper enough to simply say, “It has 

been noted and logged.  Koester, out.” 

 The captain deactivated the intercom before Baris could say anything more, then turned to head back down 

the corridor. 

 “Skipper, can I ask where you’re going?” Arbelo asked. 

 “Sickbay, with a headache,” Koester replied and walked away. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The door to Dr. Kelley’s office opened and Captain Koester walked in.  The ship’s chief medical officer 

was standing by his desk, putting a plastic container full of tribbles down. 

 “Hi, Captain,” the doctor said jovially as Koester walked over. 

 “What do you have for a headache, Doctor?” Koester asked. 

 “Let me guess,” Kelley said with a snap of his fingers.  “The Klingons?  Baris!” 

 “Both,” admitted Koester as Kelley opened a medicine cabinet behind his desk and the captain noticed the 

container.  “Hey, how many of these things did Faggio give you?” 

 “Just one,” Kelley said as he poured several pills from a bottle into his hand. 

 “But you have… uh…”  Koester made a quick count.  “…Eleven!” 

 “You noticed that, huh?” Kelley said before handing Koester a pair of pills.  “Here, this ought to take care 

of it.” 

 Curiosity got the better of the captain as he quickly swallowed the medication, then started to ask, “How do 

they…?  Um…  How do they…?” 

 “I haven’t figured that out yet,” Kelley admitted.  “But I can tell you this much; almost fifty percent of the 

creature’s metabolism is geared for reproduction.  Do you know what you get if you feed a tribble too much?” 

 “A fat tribble,” Koester replied deadpan. 

 “No.  You get a whole bunch of hungry little tribbles,” Kelley answered. 

 “Well, Doctor,” Koester said, feeling a little more jovial than when he had come in.  “All I can suggest is 

you open up a maternity ward.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few hours later, Koester was in the transporter room, briefing the next shift of guards and several of the 

crew heading to the station for liberty on what to expect and how they should behave should they come in close 

proximity to General Ke’reth’s crew.  Among the crew beaming over to the station were helm and navigation officer 

Lieutenant (JG) Hyland and the starship’s COB, Chief Kyman. 

 “I want all you men who are going on shore leave to stay in groups,” Koester told his crew.  “Avoid trouble 

with the Klingons.” 

 “I’ll tell them before they go, sir,” the emotional Vulcan chief engineer Commander Bloom said to the 

captain as he started to move around behind the control console. 

 Koester looked a little puzzled.  He then asked Bloom, “Aren’t you going on shore leave, Jeff?” 

 “No, sir.  I need to schedule maintenance on my engines while we’re here at K-7 and I have the chance.” 

 “But I want you to go on liberty, Jeff.  Make sure everyone stays out of trouble.” 

 “But, Captain, I really don’t think…” 

 Koester just gave his engineer his patented look.  It only took Bloom a moment to back down. 

 “Aye, sir,” the emotional Vulcan said with a look that said he would rather remain aboard with his beloved 

engines. 

 As the guards and liberty party mounted the transporter platform, Koester headed toward the door, pausing 

long enough to look back and say, “Jeff, enjoy yourself!” 
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 Minutes later, Bloom, Hyland, and Kyman were entering the same bar and trading post where Faggio had 

first seen her tribble.  While there were several Klingons sitting at some of the tables, including the first officer of 

the Hem bortaStaH, Commander Havok, the place was peaceful and relatively quiet as the patrons pretty much kept 

to themselves.  Two of the security guards from the Dauntless that had been standing near the bar watching the 

Klingons and making sure everything remained quiet took note of the arrival of the three shipmates and decided to 

move on to another location, secure in the fact that nothing unpleasant would occur.  Hyland waved at the guards as 

they headed out the door as the three took seats one table away from Havok and his own crew. 

 As the guards exited the bar, the trader – a man by the name of Cyrano Jones – entered, looking around the 

room and quickly making his way to the table of Starfleet personnel. 

 “Ah, friend,” he said, addressing Bloom.  “Can I offer you a charming little tribble?”  He pulled one of the 

furry creatures out of a large cargo pocket on his jacket and held it to Bloom’s shoulder. 

 Bloom, not caring for his personal space to be invaded by either stranger or furry creature, merely shirked 

and said, “Uh, no thanks.” 

 Undeterred by the rejection, Jones looked at the other Dauntless crew members and said, “Perhaps one of 

you other gents?”  Both Kyman and Hyland did their best to ignore the trader. 

 Shrugging, Jones moved on to the next table in hopes of selling a tribble for enough credits to purchase a 

drink for himself. 

 “Ahh, friend Klingon,” he said as he approached Havok with the tribble in hand.  But before any of the 

Klingons could react, the tribble started hissing and spitting.  “Can I interest you in a harmless little tribble?” Jones 

inquired. 

 “Get it away from me,” Havok said menacingly, reacting to the hissing tribble. 

 “I’m sorry,” Jones apologized, slightly flustered by the tribble’s reaction.  “I can’t understand it.  I’ve never 

seen him act this way before.” 

 “Get out of here with that parasite!” Havok growled at Jones. 

 “It’s only a harmless little…” 

 “Take… It… Away!” 

 Reluctantly, Jones turned away from the Klingons as the tribble hissed one last time, the trader stroking the 

creature in an effort to calm it down.  Next he approached the bar and the bartender/shopkeeper behind it. 

 “Ah, my good friend!  How would you like to enter into another little transaction?  This time a tribble for a 

spot of…” 

 “A tribble?” the bartender asked, sounding unconvinced.  He then reached under the bar and produced a 

brown tribble about half the size of the one Jones was holding. 

 “A tribble?” he asked again as he brought out another one with his left hand.  The bartender continued 

pulling tribble after tribble out from under his bar.  Tan ones, white ones, grey ones, brown ones.  By the time he 

was done, there were fourteen tribbles besides the one Jones had brought over sitting atop the bar. 

 Meanwhile, a waitress was bringing Bloom, Hyland, and Kyman their drink order.  Hyland reached for his 

glass, filled with a mixture of rum and cola, as Kyman asked, “When are you going to get off that milk diet, 

Lieutenant?” 

 “This is rum, Chief!” Hyland stated, sounding insulted. 

 “Where I come from, that’s no different than the soda pop it’s mixed with,” the COB said, holding up his 

own pint glass, filled with a dark liquid with a creamy head.  “Now this is a drink for a man!” 

 “Beer?” Hyland asked, unconvinced. 

 “This isn’t beer, Lieutenant.  This is Guinness!  And best when served at room temperature!” 

 “Yuk,” Hyland remarked.  “It looks like mud!” 

 Back at the bar, Havok approached Jones, swatting at the hissing tribbles on the counter before grabbing an 

empty glass and pouring half his own drink into it. 

 “The Earthers like those fuzzy things, don’t they?” he said as he passed the glass to Jones, who accepted it 

gratefully. 

 “Why yes,” Jones replied with a laugh before toasting his benefactor. 
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 Havok turned his eyes on the Dauntless crew nearby and said, loudly enough to be heard across the room, 

“Well frankly, I never liked Earthers.  They remind me of Regulan bloodworms.” 

 As the other Klingons laughed at their superior’s comment, Lt Hyland took note of the insult. 

 “That bas…!” 

 “Easy, Lieutenant,” Bloom warned, cutting the young navigator off.  “You should be more forgiving.” 

 “Oh!” Havok continued as if having a revelation.  “I just remembered!  There is one Earthman who doesn’t 

remind me of a Regulan bloodworm.”  Havok took several steps closer to the Dauntless crew as he spoke.  “That’s 

Koester!  A Regulan bloodworm is soft and shapeless.  But Koester isn’t soft.” 

 Hyland was wondering where the Klingon first officer’s remarks were headed, growing more irritated as 

the seconds ticked by. 

 “Koester may be a swaggering, overbearing, tin-plated dictator with delusions of godhood, but he’s not 

soft!” 

 As Havok spoke, Hyland tried to drown his anger in liquor, draining his entire glass of rum and cola.  He 

then stood up to confront the Klingon, but was stopped by Bloom. 

 “Easy, Lieutenant,” the engineer warned.  “Everybody is entitled to an opinion.” 

 “That’s right!” Havok said, evidently enjoying the sport in which he was participating.  He walked right up 

beside Bloom and said, “And if I think that Koester is a Denebian slime devil, well that’s my opinion too.” 

 Hyland tried to stand up again, ready to confront the powerfully built Klingon officer man to man, but 

Bloom warned him, “Don’t do it, Mister, and that’s an order!” 

 “But you heard what he called the Captain!” Hyland said, venom in his voice. 

 “Forget it.  It’s not worth fighting for,” Bloom stated.  “We’re big enough to take a few insults.  Now drink 

your drink.” 

 Unseen by Hyland, Bloom had placed Chief Kyman’s pint glass in front of him.  Hyland sat back down and 

took a swig of the drink, swallowing a mouthful before realizing the bitter taste was not his favored rum and cola.  

He looked at Bloom accusingly.  Bloom merely smiled back. 

 Meanwhile, Havok continued with his tirade.  “Of course, I’d say that Captain Koester deserves his ship.  

We like the Dauntless.  We really do!” he said with a laugh.  “That sagging old rust-bucket is designed like a 

garbage scow.” 

 This last comment caught Bloom short just as he was taking a sip of his own drink.  His expression 

smoldered as he listened to the Klingon officer. 

 “Half the quadrant knows it.  That’s why they’re learning to speak Klingonese!” 

 As Havok chuckled in appreciation of his own wit, Hyland looked at the chief engineer and hissed, “Mister 

Bloom!” 

 Bloom half-turned toward Havok and calmly said, “Excuse me, but don’t you think you should rephrase 

that remark?” 

 Havok leaned right down into Bloom’s face and replied, “You’re right.  I should.”  He put his empty glass 

down on the Starfleet crew’s table and stood up straight as he continued, “I didn’t mean to say that the Dauntless 

should be hauling garbage.  I meant to say that it should be hauled away AS garbage!” 

 Havok and his fellow Klingons laughed at the first officer’s remark.  None noticed Bloom quietly get out of 

his chair and face the taller Klingon warrior until he drew back his arm and punched Havok directly across the nose, 

knocking the Klingon backward across his own table.  The other Klingons dove out of the way to avoid being 

knocked over, then stood to confront Bloom.  Both Kyman and Hyland exchanged a silent look before standing up 

beside the chief engineer. 

 Within seconds, a full barroom brawl had erupted, Klingon versus Starfleet.  As bodies sailed through the 

air or across tables and chairs, the bartender rushed to put away his litter of tribbles and cautiously thread his way 

through the pack of brawlers and out the door, seeking help. 

 Cyrano Jones decided to take advantage of the momentary distraction.  He slipped behind the bar and over 

to the food synthesizer, punching in orders for several exotic drinks.  As the tray emerged from the slot with 

numerous glasses containing various colored liquors, he started to imbibe. 
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 Meanwhile the Dauntless crew were being overcome by the Klingons.  Hyland had one Klingon backed 

against the corner booth and was pummeling him in the abs to no effect.  The Klingon officer merely stood there 

taking the body blows before deciding enough was enough and flipping Hyland over a nearby table. 

 The fight continued for several more minutes.  When one Klingon came sliding down the bar, nearly 

upsetting the drinks Jones was holding, the trader decided the time had come to show the better part of valor.  

Holding one drinking glass high over his head, he maneuvered his way carefully through the brawl, avoiding several 

very close calls before finally reaching the door.  The door slid open at his approach just as five Starfleet security 

officers rushed in to stop the fight, followed by the bartender who merely took the drink directly out of Jones hand 

as he strolled by precisely as the trader was about to sip from it.  Jones gave the bartender’s back a sour look before 

reaching into one of the cargo pockets of his jacket and removing a second glass full of liquor, which he drank as he 

watched the guards bring the fight to an end. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 4525.6: 

A… small disturbance between the Klingon crew and members of the Dauntless crew has 

broken out aboard Space Station K-7.  I am forced to cancel shore leave for both ships. 

 

 

 In the briefing room aboard the Dauntless, all the crew members who had been aboard K-7 during the fight 

were lined up as Captain Koester walked up and down the line. 

 “I want to know who started it!” he demanded.  He paused in front of the COB and said, “Kyman, who 

started the fight?” 

 “I don’t know, sir,” Kyman remarked, his eyes staring straight forward. 

 “Alright,” Koester remarked, apparently satisfied with the El-Aurian man’s answer as he moved down to 

the next person, his face lighting up slightly as he recognized who it was.  “Hyland!  I know you.  You started it, 

didn’t you?” 

 “No, sir, I didn’t.” 

 “Well who did?” Koester demanded to know before Hyland had even finished his sentence. 

 “I don’t know, sir,” Hyland replied with a grin that indicated he did in fact know. 

 “I don’t know, sir,” Koester repeated slowly and sarcastically.  He then turned to face the rank of crew 

members and said, “I want to know who threw the first punch!”  When no one seemed willing to offer the required 

information, Koester added, “Alright, you’re all confined to quarters until I find out who started it!  Dismissed!” 

 The rank of crew members all turned left in unison and started walking out the door as Koester paced back 

toward the far end of the line.  As the last and senior-most officer – Commander Bloom – sporting a blackened left 

eye walked past, Koester said, “Hold on a moment, Jeff.” 

 Bloom paused and let the rest walk out of the briefing room and the doors close before turning to face the 

captain. 

 “You were supposed to prevent trouble, Jeff,” Koester scolded. 

 “Aye, Captain,” Bloom replied quietly. 

 “Who threw the first punch, Jeff?” Koester asked again. 

 Bloom looked extremely uncomfortable, an odd expression for any other Vulcan.  He tried to avoid looking 

Koester in the eyes for several seconds.  “Um…,” he hedged. 

 “Jeff?” 

 “I did, Captain,” Bloom finally admitted.  Koester was astonished. 

 “You did, Mister Bloom?” he asked in disbelief.  Bloom nodded subtly in confirmation.  “What caused it, 

Jeff?” 

 “They insulted us, sir!” Bloom replied indignantly. 
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 “Must have been some insult!” 

 “Yes, it was,” Bloom agreed. 

 “You… threw the first punch,” Koester remarked, shaking his head. 

 “Hyland wanted to, but I held him back,” Bloom admitted. 

 “You held…?  Why did Hyland want to start a fight?” 

 “Well, the Klingons… Um…  Is this off the record?” Bloom asked. 

 “No, this is not off the record!” Koester replied angrily.  Bloom looked more worried than ever. 

 “Well, Captain,” he explained.  “The Klingons called you a… a tin-plated, overbearing, swaggering 

dictator with delusions of godhood!” 

 “Is that all?” Koester asked indignantly 

 “No sir.  They also compared you with a Denebian slime devil!” 

 “I see…” 

 “And then said you were a…”  

 “I get the picture, Jeff,” Koester stated, cutting off his engineer. 

 “Yes, sir,” Bloom replied, calming down somewhat. 

 “And after they said all this,” Koester inquired with just a little satisfaction, “that’s when you hit the 

Klingons?” 

 “No, sir,” Bloom replied, puzzling the captain. 

 “No…?” 

 “No, I didn’t,” Bloom confirmed.  “You told us to avoid trouble.” 

 “Oh… yeah…,” Koester said, recalling his earlier order but remaining confused. 

 “And I didn’t see that it was worth fighting about.  After all, we’re big enough to take a few insults!  Aren’t 

we?” 

 Unsure if he would have preferred the fight start over his crew defending his honor or not, Koester 

reluctantly asked, “Then what started the fight?” 

 Bloom’s expression took on a look of utter outrage as he exclaimed, “They called the Dauntless a garbage 

scow!”  He then quickly added, “…Sir!” 

 “I see,” Koester said, his self-esteem evaporating.  “And… that’s when you hit the Klingons?” 

 “Yes, sir,” Bloom replied proudly. 

 “You hit the Klingons because they insulted the Dauntless, not because they…? 

 “Well, sir,” Bloom said not unsympathetically.  “This was a matter of pride!” 

 “Alright, Jeff.  Dismissed,” Koester said after taking a deep breath, then added as almost an afterthought, 

“Jeff, you’re restricted to quarters until further notice.” 

 “Yes, sir,” Bloom acknowledged sadly.  He then brightened up slightly as he realized, “Maybe I can catch 

up on my maintenance scheduling for once!”  He then turned and exited the briefing room. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in Dr. Kelley’s medical laboratory, the bin that had contained eleven tribbles now overflowed with 

dozens.  Nearby, Dr. Kelley, chief science officer Alasdair Wallace, and science officer T’Pan were all studying the 

creatures.  Kelley noticed the Vulcan woman – who was holding a wide platter covered with synthesized pet food 

and another several tribbles – was unusually pensive, even for a Vulcan. 

 “What’s the matter, Lieutenant?” the doctor asked. 

 “There is something disquieting about these creatures, Doctor,” T’Pan replied. 

 “In what way, Leftenant?” Wallace asked. 

 “They remind me of the Terran Bible story of the Lillies of the Field.”  When her remark generated a 

puzzled look on the chief science officers face, she added, “They toil not, neither do they spin.  But they seem to eat 

a great deal.”  She put down the bowl of tribbles and picked up an electronic clipboard in which she started 

recording her observations.  “I see no practical use for them,” she finally remarked. 
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 “Does everything have to have a practical use?” Kelley challenged.  “They’re nice, they’re soft, and they’re 

furry, and they make a pleasant sound.” 

 “So would an ermine violin, Doctor,” Wallace remarked with a smile. 

 Kelley ignored Wallace’s attempt at a joke and returned his attention to the Vulcan woman. 

 “It is a human characteristic to love little animals, especially if they’re attractive in some way,” Kelley 

remarked, his voice increasing in volume. 

 “Doctor, I am well aware of human characteristics,” T’Pan replied.  “I am frequently inundated by them, 

but I have trained myself to put up with practically anything.” 

 “Lieutenant, I don’t know too much about these little tribbles yet, but there is one thing that I have 

discovered!” Dr. Kelley said. 

 “What is that, Doctor?” T’Pan asked out of curiosity. 

 “I like them,” Kelley said pointedly.  “Better than I like you at the moment.” 

 Wallace sighed in disappointment, as he had hoped perhaps Kelley had indeed made a discovery about the 

tribbles.  Meanwhile, T’Pan responded, “Doctor, they do indeed have one redeeming characteristic.” 

 “What’s that?” Kelley asked. 

 “They do not talk too much.  Now, if you will excuse me?”  T’Pan then turned and walked out the lab door.  

Both Kelley and Wallace watched her leave before sharing a silent look. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester arrived on the bridge of the Dauntless immediately after his confrontation with Bloom.  He 

was still going over the conversation in his mind, how the fight with the Klingons had started over an insult directed 

at the Dauntless, not because the captain had been insulted, and was not paying any attention to the numerous 

tribbles that sat on the consoles and rails around the bridge. 

 It was not until he sat in the command chair, causing a squeak of surprise and pain, that the captain realized 

something was amiss.  He reached into his seat and picked up the tribble that had been sitting there, then began to 

look around, amazed at the number of the small creatures that were everywhere.  In frustration, and barely 

containing his temper, he hit the intercom button on the arm of his chair and said, “Doctor Kelley, would you mind 

coming up to the bridge?”  He then took note of the row of tribbles lining the top of the helm console.  As he moved 

in front of the helm – still carrying the tribble he had sat on – he noticed Lt Hyland stroking another tribble and 

grabbed it away from the junior officer, much to Hyland’s chagrin.  He then noticed another tribble undulating along 

the rail near the science officer’s console.  Ensign Arbelo-Eeta watched him as the captain grabbed the third tribble 

then stepped up to the upper deck and approach the communications console. 

 “Lieutenant Faggio, how did all these tribbles get on the bridge?” he demanded to know. 

 “I don’t know, sir,” the Betazoid communications officer – a tribble sitting in the collar of her uniform – 

replied, adding with a slight laugh, “They do seem to be all over the ship.” 

 At that moment, the turbolift opened and Dr. Kelley emerged.  Koester noticed his arrival and said, “Doctor 

Kelley!” 

 “Yes, you wanted to see me, Captain?” 

 Koester thrust the three tribbles he was holding directly into Kelley’s face.  The doctor backed up a step. 

 “Well don’t look at me, it’s the tribbles who are breeding,” Kelley said.  “And if we don’t get them off the 

ship we’re going to be hip-deep in them.” 

 “Could you explain that?” Koester asked. 

 “Well, the nearest thing I can figure out is that they’re born pregnant,” Kelley explained.  “Which seems to 

be quite a time saver!” 

 “I know, but really…!” Koester said, trying to comprehend the ramifications of what Kelley was saying. 

 “And from my observations,” the doctor continued, “it seems they’re asexual, reproducing at will.”  Kelley 

looked around the bridge as he added, “And brother, have they got a lot of will.” 
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 “Captain, I am forced to agree with the Doctor,” Ensign Arbelo-Eeta interjected.  “I’ve been running 

computations on their rate of reproduction, and the figures are turning in an alarming direction.  As Lieutenant 

T’Pan has pointed out, they’re consuming our supplies, and returning nothing.” 

 “Oh, but they do give us something, Ensign,” Faggio countered.  “They give us love.  Well, Cyrano Jones 

says that a tribble is the only love that money can buy.” 

 “Too much of anything, Lieutenant, even love, is not necessarily a good thing!” Koester pointed out as he 

dumped the tribbles he was holding into Faggio’s arms.  She struggled to maintain their balance along with the 

several she already had in her hands. 

 “Yes, Captain,” she replied. 

 “Have a maintenance crew clean up the entire ship,” Koester ordered, passing more tribbles from the 

console and rail to Faggio.  “Then contact Manager Raiajh and tell her I’m beaming down.” 

 “Aye, aye, sir,” Faggio said around the stylus she had clenched between her teeth as she continued to 

struggle with the armful of tribbles. 

 “Have her find Cyrano Jones and hold him!” Koester ordered as he walked to the turbolift.  He looked 

around once more and said, “And get these tribbles off the bridge!” 

 “Aye, aye, Captain,” Faggio replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, Koester and Arbelo were back in Raiajh’s office with the station manager and a 

perplexed Cyrano Jones. 

 “Captain Koester, I’m mystified at your tone of voice,” Jones complained.  “I’ve done nothing to warrant 

such severe treatment!” 

 “Oh really?” Koester said back to the trader. 

 “Surely you must have realized what would happen if you removed the tribbles from their predator-filled 

environment, into an environment where their natural multiplicative proclivities would have no restraining factors?” 

Arbelo asked. 

 “Well of course what did you say?” Jones replied, obvious confusion on his round face. 

 “By removing the tribbles from their natural habitat,” Arbelo explained, “you have, so to speak, removed 

the cork from the bottle and allowed the genie to escape.” 

 “Well, if by that you mean; do they breed quickly?” Jones said with a laugh.  “Of course.  That’s how I 

maintain my stock.  Breeding animals is not against regulations, only breeding dangerous ones.”  He held up a 

tribble he pulled out of another pocket in his jacket and held it toward Koester, stroking it gently as he said, “And 

tribbles are not dangerous.” 

 “Just remarkably prolific,” Koester remarked. 

 “Precisely!” Jones agreed.  “And at six credits a head… well… that is, a body… it mounts up.  Now if 

you’ll excuse me.” 

 Jones handed Koester the tribble as he passed the captain. 

 “You should sell an instruction and maintenance manual with this thing,” Koester said as he looked at the 

tribble in his hand. 

 Jones turned to face the captain as he said, “If I did, what would happen to man’s search for knowledge?  

Well, I must be attending my ship.  Au revoir.”  And Jones spun on his heels and headed for the door, almost 

bumping directly into Undersecretary Baris and his assistant as they entered.  The two men exchanged barely civil 

looks before Jones exited and Baris stormed toward Koester. 

 “Go ahead, sir.  Tell him!” Darvin prompted his superior. 

 Baris waved his assistant away, then confronted the captain. 

 “Captain Koester, I consider your security measures a disgrace.  In my opinion, you have taken this entire 

very important project far too lightly!” 

 “On the contrary, sir,” Koester replied.  “I think of this project as very important.  It is you I take lightly.” 
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 Koester’s remark infuriated Baris.  He pointed a finger at the captain and said, “I am going to report fully, 

to the proper authorities, that you have given free and complete access to this station to a man who is quite probably 

a Klingon agent!” 

 “Now that’s a very serious charge,” Koester said seriously.  “To whom are you referring?” 

 “To that man who just walked out of here!” Baris said, pointing back toward the office door. 

 “Cyrano Jones?  A Klingon agent?” Koester asked in disbelief. 

 “You heard me,” Baris said. 

 “I heard you,” Koester confirmed. 

 Arbelo reached up and touched the semi-pointed top of his left ear and added, “He simply could not believe 

his ears.”  Koester looked at his first officer with one raised eyebrow as Arbelo smiled. 

 “What evidence do you have against Mister Jones?” Koester asked, returning his attention to Baris. 

 “My assistant here has kept Mister Jones under close surveillance for quite some time,” the Undersecretary 

said, indicating Arne Darvin.  “And his actions have been most suspicious.  I believe he was involved in that little 

altercation between your men and the men of the Klingon ship?” 

 “Yes, go on.  What else do you have?” 

 “Well, Captain, I’ve check his ship’s log,” Darvin said haughtily.  “And it seems that he was within the 

Klingon sphere of influence less than four months ago.” 

 The tribble in Koester’s hand, which Jones had given to him during their discussion, started to purr.  

Without realizing it, the captain started stroking the furry creature. 

 “The man is an independent scout, Captain,” Baris added.  “It is quite possible he is also a Klingon spy!” 

 Koester looked at his first officer and nodded in the direction of Baris, as if saying, ‘Tell him, Exec.’  

Arbelo then stated, “We have already checked on the background of Mister Cyrano Jones.  He is a licensed asteroid 

locator and prospector.  He has never broken the law, at least not severely.  And for the past seven years with his 

one-man spaceship, the Spacematic, he has obtained a marginal living by engaging in the buying and selling of rare 

merchandise, including – unfortunately – tribbles.” 

 “But he is after my grain!” Baris shouted, the veins in his forehead throbbing. 

 “Do you have any proof of that?” Koester asked. 

 “You can’t deny he’s disrupted this station!” Darvin shouted in support of his superior. 

 “People have disrupted stations before without being Klingon agents,” Koester argued back.  “Sometimes 

all they need is a title, Mister Baris.  Unfortunately…”  Koester handed the tribble he was holding to his first officer, 

who in turn passed it to Raiajh, as he said, “disrupting a space station is not an offense.  Now if you will excuse me, 

I have a ship to attend to.  Au revoir.” 

 Both Baris and Darvin watched Koester and Arbelo leave, aghast. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Back aboard the Dauntless, the two senior officers entered the WRecK Room, intending to get something 

for lunch.  To Koester’s astonishment, there were tribbles everywhere!  On the deck, on the tables, on the computer 

monitors… even hanging off the walls! 

 He grabbed a food order chip from the choices near the synthesizer slots and, still looking around in a 

combination of amazement and annoyance, placed the chip into the slot and awaited his food.  Seconds later the slot 

opened, revealing a tray with a plate and cup covered with writhing balls of fur. 

 “My egg salad sandwich and coffee!” Koester said, staring at the tribble sitting in his coffee cup.  He turned 

to Arbelo – who was holding his own tribble-covered tray – and repeated, “This is my egg salad sandwich and 

coffee!  I want these things off the ship!  I don’t care if it takes every man we’ve got, I want them off the ship!” 

 At that moment, the WRecK Room door swished open and Commander Jeff Bloom walked in, his arms 

carrying a large load of fully grown tribbles.  He walked right up to the captain, seeing all the tribbles on his food 

tray, and said, “Yeah, they’re into the machinery!  And they’re probably in all the other food processors too.” 

 “How?” Koester wanted to know. 
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 “Probably one of the air vents,” Bloom explained. 

 A look of alarm appeared on Arbelo’s face as he said, “Skipper, there are vents of that type on the space 

station!” 

 “And in the storage compartments!” Koester added as the implications hit him. 

 The captain rushed over to one of the nearby intercoms and activated it, signaling the bridge, as he handed 

his food tray full of tribbles to one of his crew members seated nearby. 

 “This is Koester.  Contact Manager Raiajh and Nilz Baris,” he announced.  “Have them meet us near the 

storage compartments!  Commander Arbelo and I are beaming over!”  He then turned toward the door as he said, 

“Come on, Monster.” 

 Koester and Arbelo rushed out of the recreation room together and headed toward the nearest transporter 

room. 

 As the doors to the transporter room swished open, the technician inside – who had been stroking one of 

the hundreds of furry tribbles that covered the deck, the walls, and the control console – quickly realized who was 

entering and sheepishly put down the fuzzy creature as he activated the transporter controls.  Koester looked around 

the room in shock and disgust, picking up one of the tribbles that was sitting on one of the transport pads, showing it 

to Arbelo in frustration before simply realizing the futility of the gesture and holding it as he ordered, “Energize.”  

 Seconds later Koester, Arbelo, and a half-dozen tribbles materialized in the small two-man transport station 

in Manager Raiajh’s office.  The pair were approached by both Raiajh and Undersecretary Baris. 

 “What’s wrong?” Raiajh asked with concern. 

 “Plenty, if what I think is happening has happened,” Koester replied as he led the way out toward the 

closest cargo corridor, where large storage compartments filled with quadrotriticale were located. 

 Two guards from the Dauntless, one of them a Starfleet Marine Corps Major, stood watch near the cargo 

doors, both reacting to the arrival of the captain as he approached, still holding the tribble from the Dauntless’ 

transporter room. 

 “Mendez, is that door secure?” the captain asked, pointing at the closest of the storage compartment 

hatches. 

 “Yes, sir,” Major April Mendez replied confidently.  “Nothing could get in.” 

 “Good.  Open it,” Koester ordered. 

 Mendez retrieved a small magnetic key from her utility belt and touched it against the locking mechanism.  

It made a brief electronic noise, but the door did not pop open as expected.  The major tugged at the door as she 

looked at the captain, 

 “It’s not working, sir.  It seems to be stuck.” 

 “Here, let me try.”  Koester replaced the Marine at the door, touching the key to the lock mechanism and 

turning it.  Again the electronic lock bleeped, but the door still would not open.  He turned the key once more, the 

bleeping sound repeating again, but still the door would not open. 

 Frustrated, Koester removed the key and looked at one of the upper storage compartment doors.  He 

attached the magnetic key there and turned it slowly.  The electronic sound repeated, this time slowly, and the door 

suddenly slipped aside.  Before Koester could react, an avalanche of fur started tumbling out of the compartment 

door, to the shocked expressions of both Manager Raiajh and Undersecretary Baris. 

 As hundreds of tribbles continued to fall out of the compartment door, Koester merely stood there with an 

expression that said, ‘How can this day possibly get any worse?’ 

 

* * * * 

 

 It took a few minutes before the avalanche of tribbles coming from the storage compartment stopped.  By 

the time it ended, the tribbles filled the corridor and Captain Koester could no longer be seen.  Arbelo was shaking 

his head slowly, while both Raiajh and Baris stood in wide-eyed, open-mouthed, shocked silence, neither able to 

think of the words to express what was going through their minds. 
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 A ripple in the pile of tribbles foreshadowed Koester’s emergence from the center of the huge pile as the 

occasional single tribble periodically continued to fall out of the open storage compartment door.  Koester looked at 

his first officer with an expression of frustration mixed with resignation. 

 Arbelo picked up one of the tribbles that had fallen near his boots and examined it briefly before saying, 

“They seem to be gorged.” 

 “Gorged?!?” shouted Baris.  “On MY grain?!?!”  Baris took a step toward Koester, careful not to trod on 

any of the tribbles around his feet, and pointed a finger accusingly at the captain as he shouted, “Koester, I am going 

to hold you responsible!”  Baris looked at the pile of tribbles and remarked, “There must be thousands of them!”  

 “Hundreds of thousands,” Koester corrected, still refusing to look at Baris directly. 

 “One million, seven hundred seventy one thousand, five hundred sixty one,” Arbelo stated.  Koester looked 

at his first officer with an expression that implied the captain thought the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian man was pulling 

the number out of thin air before Arbelo added, “That’s assuming one tribble, multiplying with an average litter of 

ten, producing a new generation every twelve hours over a period of three days.” 

 Koester looked suitably impressed by his first officer’s mental computation skills in spite of still being 

stuck chest high in a pile of purring tribbles, as he added, “And that’s assuming that they got here three days ago.”  

Another tribble fell out of the open door, striking the captain on the head.  He picked the new arrival up and looked 

at it. 

 “And,” Arbelo continued, “allowing for the amount of grain consumed, and the volume of the storage 

compartment.” 

 Baris looked on the verge of literally exploding.  He pointed his finger accusingly at the captain again and 

shouted, “Koester, you should have known!  You are responsible for turning the development project into a total 

disaster!” 

 “Mister Baris…,” Koester tried to interrupt. 

 “…And I am through being intimidated, Koester!” Baris continued, gesturing with his hand.  “Now you 

have insulted me, you have ignored me, you’ve walked all over me!  You have abused your authority and you have 

rejected my requests!  And this…!”  He gestured at the huge pile of tribbles.  “This is a result!  I am going to hold 

you responsible, Koester!” 

 “Mister Baris, I will hold you in irons if you don’t shut up…!” Koester threatened. 

 Right at that moment, Dr. Leonard Kelley entered the corridor, a huge grin on his face, so preoccupied by 

what he needed to tell the captain that he did not even notice the thousands of tribbles filling the space. 

 “Captain!  I think I’ve got it!” Kelley stated, holding up a tribble in each hand.  “All we have to do is quit 

feeding them!  We quit feeding them, they stop breeding!” 

 A renewed look of frustration covered the captain’s face as he looked at Arbelo and groaned, “Now he tells 

me.” 

 “Skipper,” Arbelo said, holding up one of the tribbles that had fallen near him.  “This tribble is dead.” 

 Dr. Kelley noticed for the first time the pile of tribbles around him.  With a look of concern, he started 

examining some of the closer ones as Arbelo pointed to several more and said, “And so are these.” 

 Kelley pulled out his Feinberger medical scanner and started scanning the tribble pile. 

 “A lot of them are dead,” the doctor stated.  “A lot of them are alive, but won’t be for long.” 

 “A logical assumption is that there is something in the grain,” Arbelo remarked. 

 “Yes,” the captain agreed.  “Doctor Kelley, I want the tribbles, the grain, everything analyzed.”  He looked 

down, realizing for the first time he was standing in a pile of half-dead tribbles.  “I want to know what killed these 

tribbles.” 

 Kelley looked on the verge of protest as he said, “I haven’t figured out what keeps them alive yet.”  Koester 

merely looked at his doctor with an expression that said, ‘Get it done!’  Kelley relented and said, “Alright, if I find 

out anything I’ll let you know.”  The doctor then turned around to return to his lab. 

 “That isn’t going to do you any good, Koester,” Baris threatened.  “This project is ruined.  Starfleet is going 

to hear about it, and when they do they will have a Board of Inquiry and they will roast you alive!  And I am going 

to be there, Koester, to enjoy every minute of it!” 
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 “Yes, and until that Board of Inquiry, I’m still a captain,” Koester responded as tribbles continued to fall 

out of the open compartment door and hit Koester on the head, each making a surprised chirp as they fell.  “And as 

captain, I want two things done!”  Arbelo looked at Koester curiously, ready to obey his orders.  “First, find Cyrano 

Jones, and second…”  He looked up in frustration as several more tribbles fell down on his head.  “…Close that 

door!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, one of the Dauntless’ security guards was picking up tribbles in Manager Raiajh’s office as 

Koester, Arbelo, and Raiajh talked quietly while Baris stood silently nearby.  As the guard – his arms full of the 

squirming fur balls – headed out the office door, two more guards escorted the trader Cyrano Jones – several tribbles 

in his own arms – into the office. 

 “Really, Captain Koester, I must protest this treatment!” Jones remarked as he walked in. 

 “Ah, Mister Jones,” Koester said as he watched the trader being escorted towards a nearby chair.  “…With 

an armful!  A few questions…” 

 Jones interrogation was interrupted by the sound of an angry voice coming from the office door shouting, 

“Captain Koester!”  Koester turned around to see General Ke’reth and his first officer Havok storm in. 

 “What do you want?” Kirk asked the Klingon general. 

 “An official apology,” Ke’reth replied.  “Addressed to the Klingon High Command.  I expect you to take 

full responsibility for the persecution of Klingon nationals in this sector.” 

 “An apology?” Koester asked, sounding like he was unsure he heard Ke’reth correctly. 

 “Yes,” the general assured.  “You’ve harassed my men!  You’ve treated them like criminals!  You’ve been 

most un-courteous, Captain Koester.  Now if you wish to avoid a diplomatic incident…?” 

 “No!” Baris interrupted, stepping toward the two starship commanders.  “Koester, you can’t let him!  That 

will give them the wedge they need to claim Sherman’s Planet!” 

 “I believe more than the word of an aggrieved Klingon commander would be necessary for that, Mister 

Baris,” Arbelo assured the Federation bureaucrat. 

 “Mister Arbelo,” Ke’reth said confidently.  “As far as Sherman’s Planet is concerned, Captain Koester has 

already given it to us.” 

 “Well, we’ll see about that,” Koester countered.  “But before we take any official action, I’d like to know 

just what happened?”  The captain stepped over toward Cyrano Jones, who sat with his face downcast in the chair in 

front of Raiajh’s desk.  “Who put the tribbles in the quadrotriticale?  What was in the grain that killed them?” 

 “Captain Koester,” Ke’reth said, again interrupting the interrogation.  “Before you go on, may I make a 

request?” 

 “Yes,” Koester said both courteously and suspiciously. 

 Ke’reth gestured toward the tribbles in Cyrano Jones arms and said, “Can you get those things out of here?” 

 After a short pause, Koester gestured to the two guards who had escorted Jones into the office to remove 

the tribbles.  Reluctantly, Jones allowed the two men to take the furry creatures as Arbelo, Koester, and Raiajh 

watched.  But as the guards approached the office door, it slid open to admit Baris’ assistant, Arne Darvin.  He 

paused, startled, as the tribbles reacted to him, spitting and hissing at the newcomer. 

 “Remarkable,” Arbelo said quietly, never having seen a tribble react in such a way. 

 “Hold on a minute,” Koester ordered the guards, pointing at them.  He then looked at Jones and asked, “I 

thought you said tribbles liked everybody?” 

 Jones got out of the chair in which he had been sitting and said, “Well they do!  I can’t understand it.  The 

last time I saw one act this way was… was at the bar!” 

 “What was in the bar?” Koester asked. 

 “Klingons!” Jones replied before pointing at Ke’reth’s first officer Havok.  “Him for one!” 
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 Koester walked over to the two security guards, gently taking two of the tribbles from one of them and 

stepping back toward Ke’reth and Havok.  As he passed the two Klingon officers the small creatures again reacted, 

spitting and hitting up a storm. 

 “Well you’re right, Mister Jones,” the captain said, studying the creature’s reaction.  “They DON’T like 

Klingons.” 

 Koester looked at Havok, who displayed an expression of severe distaste on his face and flinched as one of 

the tribbles spat at him again. 

 As Koester watched the Klingon’s reaction with amusement, the office door opened again and Dr. Kelley 

entered, his medical kit slung over his shoulder.  The medical officer watched as Koester approached his first officer 

with the tribbles, who purred contentedly. 

 “But they do like you, Mister Arbelo,” he said.  He looked at his first officer with an amused smile and 

added, “I didn’t know you had it in you.” 

 “Obviously tribbles are very perceptive creatures, Skipper,” Arbelo said, returning the smile. 

 “Obviously,” Koester agreed before he turned back around and approached Undersecretary Baris, causing 

the two Klingon officers to step back as he passed.  Again, the tribbles purred contentedly as Koester held them 

close to the bureaucrat. 

 “Mister Baris, they like you!” Koester said, sounding amazed.  He looked at Baris as he added, “Well, 

there’s no accounting for taste.” 

 As Baris gave Koester another foul look, the captain returned to Darvin.  Again, the tribbles hissed as 

Koester held them in front of the assistant’s face.  The man flinched in return. 

 “They don’t like you, Mister Darvin,” Koester remarked.  “I wonder why?”  He glanced at Kelley and said, 

“Doctor?” 

 Kelley approached Darvin as he pulled out his scanner and activated his tricorder, running the Feinberger 

over Darvin’s chest as he read the readings on the tricorder screen. 

 “Heartbeat is all wrong.  His body temperature is…”  Kelley paused, looking at Captain Koester with 

shock.  “This man is a Klingon!” he announced. 

 “A Klingon?!” Baris repeated, clearly surprised. 

 Koester stepped over to Baris as he said, “Giving free and complete access to this station to a man who is 

most definitely a Klingon agent!  I wonder what Starfleet Command will say about that?”  He then looked back at 

his medical officer, assuming Kelley had come to the office to report on the test results the captain had requested 

earlier, as he asked, “What about the grain, Doctor?” 

 “Oh, yes,” Kelley said, remembering why he was there to begin with.  “It was poisoned.” 

 “Poisoned?” Baris repeated again, shocked. 

 “Yes, it’s been impregnated with a virus,” Kelley explained.  “The virus turns into an inert material in the 

bloodstream.  The more the organism eats, the more inert matter is built up.  So, after two or three days, it would 

reach a point of where they couldn’t take in enough nourishment to survive.” 

 “They starved to death,” Koester stated, appreciating the irony of the doctor’s report.  “In a storage 

compartment full of grain; they starved to death!” 

 “That is essentially it,” Kelley agreed. 

 Koester looked back at Darvin, who stared back with a mixture of fear and contempt, before walking back 

over to him, tribbles still in hand.  He thrust the creatures at Darvin, causing them to hiss and spit anew, and Darvin 

to cringe in fear and disgust. 

 “Mister Darvin, are you going to talk?” Koester asked. 

 “I have nothing to say,” Darvin remarked. 

 Koester thrust the tribbles back into Darvin’s face, where they hissed even louder.  Darvin raised his hands 

to protect himself and nervously cried, “Alright, I poisoned the grain!  Take them away!” 

 “And the tribbles had nothing to do with it?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “I don’t know,” Darvin replied.  “I never saw one before in my life and I hope I never see one of those 

fuzzy miserable things again!” 
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 “I’m certain that can be arranged, Darvin,” Baris remarked, approaching his assistant, his mood much 

changed from earlier as his anger was transferred from Koester to his now-former assistant.  He looked at the 

security men and ordered, “Guards!” 

 As the security guards took Darvin into custody and led him out of the office, Baris started to follow, 

pausing briefly at the threshold and saying, “If you’ll excuse me, Captain?” 

 Koester nodded as Baris left the office and the door slid shut behind him.  His expression much more 

relieved, Koester then approached General Ke’reth and Havok. 

 “Generak Ke’reth,” he said.  “About that apology...?” 

 “Yes?” Ke’reth replied. 

 Koester’s smile quickly turned serious as he said, “You have six hours to get your ship out of Federation 

territory.” 

 As the tribbles resumed hissing at Ke’reth and Havok, the Klingon general straightened up and bowed 

slightly from the waist very quickly before rushing out of the office, his first officer close behind.  Koester then 

lovingly reassured the tribbles in his hand, calming them down as Arbelo, Jones, and Kelley surrounded him, all 

looking at the unexpected heroes of the day. 

 “You know, I think I could learn to like tribbles,” Koester remarked with a smile toward Arbelo. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, Koester and Arbelo escorted Cyrano Jones back toward K-7’s trading post and bar. 

 “Well, Captain, I suppose I’m free to go now?” Jones remarked as he moved to head toward the station’s 

docking bay and his ship, the Spacematic. 

 “No, you’re not,” Koester replied. 

 “Eh?” Jones said, confused. 

 Before the trader could get away, Koester quickly grabbed him by the arm and directed him into the bar.  

“There’s something I want to show you,” he said. 

 The interior of the bar was covered by a layer of tribbles.  They covered the deck.  They covered the chairs.  

They covered the tables.  They covered the bar.  They even covered the poor hapless bartender who was barely 

visible in a pile of tribbles much like the ones that had covered Captain Koester earlier that day. 

 “Do you know what the penalty is for transporting an animal proven harmful to human life?” Koester 

asked. 

 “But… heh… Captain,” Jones stammered.  “One little tribble isn’t… harmful?”  Even Jones did not sound 

convinced by his own argument.  “Captain, you…  You wouldn’t do a thing like that to me now, would you?”  He 

looked at Arbelo and squeeked, “Would you?” 

 “The penalty is twenty years at a rehabilitation colony,” Arbelo explained.  Jones looked mollified. 

 “Captain Koester,” he said, before changing tack.  “Friend!  Friend Koester!  Surely we can come to some 

sort of… mutual understanding?  After all, my tribbles did put you wise to the poisoned grain!  And they did help 

you to find the Klingon agent!  Saved a lot of lives that way!  Hmmm…?” 

 “There is one thing you can do,” Koester said, sounding obliging. 

 “Yes?” Jones said, willing to do almost anything to avoid twenty years in prison. 

 “Pick up every tribble on the space station,” Koester stated.  Jones face, which had been expressing a 

hopeful smile, immediately fell flat.  “If you do that, I’ll speak to Manager Raiajh about returning your spaceship.” 

 Jones looked around the small bar, taking in all the chirping, purring fur balls in just the immediate vicinity 

and remarked, “But… it would take years!” 

 “Seventeen point nine, to be exact,” Arbelo remarked, looking at Jones with a distinctly unsympathetic 

expression. 

 “Seventeen point nine… years…,” Jones repeated, looking back at Koester. 

 “Consider it job security,” Koester remarked, inwardly amused. 
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 “Captain, you’re a hard man,” Jones said, wagging his finger in Koester’s face.  Koester and Arbelo moved to 

take hold of Jones arms to escort him to the brig when he relented, crying, “Alright!  Alright!” 

 “You’ll do it?” Koester asked. 

 “He’ll do it,” Arbelo remarked. 

 “I’ll do it,” Jones whined with a sob. 

 Without another word, Koester and Arbelo left Cyrano Jones to his task, the door sliding shut behind them.  

Jones looked around the room once again, an infinitely sad expression on his face, before walking to one of the nearby 

tables and starting to stuff tribbles into the cargo pockets of his camouflage jacket. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A short time later, as the Dauntless departed Deep Space Station K-7, Captain Koester exited the turbolift into a 

surprisingly tribble-free bridge. 

 “Captain,” Arbelo said, turning his attention away from the conversation he had been having with Dr. Kelley and 

Commander Bloom near the engineering station.  “Starfleet was able to divert that freighter.” 

 “Good!” Koester said before moving around the bridge rail to his command seat.  “That means Sherman’s Planet 

will get its quadrotriticale only a few weeks late.”  He moved to sit down in his seat, then suddenly paused, turning to look 

where he was going to sit before looking around the bridge, realizing for the first time that no tribbles were present.  “I 

don’t see any tribbles around here!” 

 “And you won’t find a tribble on this entire ship, Captain,” Dr. Kelley remarked almost proudly. 

 “Doctor!  How did you do that?” Koester asked as Lt Faggio and Ensign Arbelo-Eeta gathered with the others 

around the center seat. 

 “Well, I cannot take credit for another man’s work,” Kelley remarked, looking at the emotional Vulcan chief 

engineer.  “Jeff did it.”  Bloom looked intensely uncomfortable to have the spotlight thrust upon him. 

 “Jeff!  Where are the tribbles?” Koester asked. 

 “Oh… uh… Captain, it was really Mister Arbelo’s recommendation,” Bloom replied, passing the buck. 

 “Of course,” Koester said, turning his attention on his first officer.  “Exec?” 

 “Based on computer analysis by Ensign Arbelo-Eeta, of course, taking into account the possibilities of…,” 

Arbelo started to explain before being cut off by Koester. 

 “Gentlemen,” the captain said.  “I don’t want to interrupt this… mutual admiration society, but I’d like to know 

where the tribbles are.” 

 Looks passed between the medical officer, engineer, and first officer. 

 “Tell him, Setton,” Kelley prompted. 

 “Well it was… Mister Bloom who performed the actual engineering,” Arbelo said, glancing at the emotional 

Vulcan, who suddenly looked like he had been accused of murder. 

 Growing ever more annoyed, Koester looked at his engineer and said, “Mister Bloom!  Where… Are… The 

tribbles?” 

 Bloom moved down to the lower level of the bridge near the command chair before answering, “I… uh… used 

the transporter, Captain.” 

 “You used the transporter?” Koester asked, clearly confused. 

 “Yes, sir,” Bloom confirmed. 

 “Well, where did you transport them?” 

 Again a look passed between Bloom and Kelley.  Koester looked at the doctor, who tried to look very interested 

in the ceiling of the bridge.  He then looked at his first officer, who merely gazed impassively at Bloom.  Then a thought 

suddenly occurred to the captain. 

 “Jeff, you didn’t transport them into space, did you?” 

 “Captain Koester, that would be inhumane!” Bloom protested. 

 “Well where are they?” Koester asked again. 

 “I gave them a very good home, sir,” Bloom replied. 

 On the verge of losing his temper, not for the first time since arriving at K-7, Koester bellowed, “WHERE?” 

 “I gave them to the Klingons, sir,” Bloom answered. 
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 A sense of shock coursed down Koester’s spine. 

 “You gave them to the Klingons?” he whispered. 

 “Yes, sir,” Bloom confirmed.  “Before the Hem bortaStaH went into warp I transported the whole kit and 

caboodle into their engine room, where they’ll be no tribble at all.” 

 None of the crew gathered around the command chair could hold back a laugh…  Not even the captain. 

 

The End 

 

 

Author’s Note:  This Fifth Fleet adventure was an experiment.  Obviously not a part of the established Fifth Fleet 

canon, I wanted to see what it would be like to adapt one of the original Star Trek series episodes as a Fifth Fleet 

adventure. 

 This desire goes way back, to the original run of USS Dauntless stories back when the Intrepid-class 

starship Dauntless was still a part of The Federation: A Star Trek Fan Association.  I had started figuring out which 

of the USS Dauntless characters should replace each of the regular series characters, but could never come to a 

conclusion about which original series episode we should adapt.  The idea was placed on the back burner time and 

time again.  Here it is, more than fifteen years later, and I have finally gotten around to writing this experiment in 

fan-fiction literature. 

 Why “Tribbles”?  Perhaps because “The Trouble with Tribbles” is one of the most popular and best 

known episodes of the original Star Trek, even to those people who are not Trekkies.  Another factor in my decision 

was the addition of the IKV Proud Vengeance to the Federation Fifth Fleet.  The more I thought about it, the more 

logical it seemed that General Ke’reth should play the part once portrayed by William Campbell as the famous 

Klingon Captain Koloth.  The pieces all started coming together. 

 And sometimes, the coincidence of timing can be amazing.  My wife, Michele, took note of my recent 

interest in the original series episode on which this story is based, as I watched and re-wound, watched and re-

wound through the episode on DVD, copying dialogue and writing descriptions of the scenes I was watching, and 

pointed out to me that today, 29 December 2012, as I finish writing and editing this “What If…?” story, this is the 

45
th

 anniversary of the original broadcast of “The Trouble with Tribbles”! 

 As an experiment, how did you – the crew – think this worked?  It was a little harder than I first expected, 

having the characters remain the familiar crew we are all used to, reacting as they would with their own established 

personalities to the situations they experience aboard Station K-7, but still follow the dictates the plot of the story 

demanded.  Go too far in one direction and make this story a true ‘Fifth Fleet’ story, and the plot would have 

diverged greatly from the original (and likely would have affected much of the humor that appeared in the original).  

Not go far enough, and it would not have been a Fifth Fleet story at all, just regular original series Star Trek with 

different character names.  I hope I struck the right balance, but I do not think I will adapt any more episodes again, 

unless the crew expresses the desire to see such adaptations in the future. 

 Let me know.  As I tell those among our crew who help proof-read and edit my outlines and stories, 

feedback is always welcome! 

~Cap’n Pete 
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