
 “Computer, where is Chief Pono Kyman?” 

 Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Federation starship USS Dauntless, sat at the desk in 

his quarters, where he had just terminated a subspace communiqué from Starfleet Command. 

 “Chief Kyman is currently located in Holodeck Two,” the computer’s familiar female voice replied.  The 

captain nodded before standing up and exiting his quarters.  A couple of minutes later, he was standing in front of 

the large, heavy doors of the holodeck, glancing at the monitor displaying the title of the program currently running.  

He frowned slightly as he read the name ‘St. Andrews.’ 

 “Program complete, enter when ready,” the computer announced as the doors slid open.  The captain 

stepped inside onto a rich, green, hilly landscape.  In the distance Koester could see a large, almost mansion-like 

stone building.  Between the building and himself were several long stretches of tree-lined green grass, some with 

small patches of sand running alongside them, each culminating in a large oval of even darker grass with a flag 

protruding near the center of each one.  As the doors shut behind him, completing the illusion around the captain, he 

walked over toward where he saw four men standing, each holding a strange looking metal pole with a large head at 

one end.  Koester recognized one of the men as Chief Kyman. 

 “COB!” Koester called out just as Kyman started to swing the club he was holding at a small white ball that 

sat atop a little stick in the ground, causing the El’Aurian to flinch.  The club barely skimmed the ball, sending it 

bouncing about two meters before rolling to a stop.  One of the men with Kyman, a dark-skinned human who looked 

to be of Asian and African descent and wearing a black ball cap with a wave-like emblem on it hid a chuckle behind 

his hand while one of the others let out a quick single laugh.  Kyman glared at his commanding officer with a look 

of annoyance. 

 “What are you doing, COB?” Koester asked as he joined the four. 

 “I’m learning to play a game they played on Earth for over three centuries,” Kyman said, sharing a look of 

exasperation with his companions.  “When I lived on Earth I used to think it was a pretty silly game, but I recently 

found it can be quite addictive.  It was called golf.” 

 “Golf?  I think I’ve heard of that.  Aren’t you supposed to knock a ball through little castles and windmills 

into a hole of some kind?” 

 “That’s miniature golf.  The point of this game is to hit a golf ball,” Kyman explained as he picked up the 

ball from where he had hit it a short distance away, then pointed with it down the long stretch of grass, “down the 

fairway and into a cup way down there on the green in as few swings as possible.” 

 He started to put the ball back onto the little stick when the dark-skinned man said, “One stroke penalty, 

Pono.” 

 Koester looked at the two other men and realized they were not members of his crew. 

 “Are you going to introduce me, COB?” 

 Again Kyman looked annoyed as he started to raise his club to swing once more before lowering it and, 

gesturing to each of his companions, said, “Captain Peter Koester, these are my instructors, Ben Hogan, Jack 

Nicklaus and Eldrick Woods. 

 “Call me Tiger,” the dark-skinned man said, holding out his hand for Koester to shake before Kyman 

interrupted. 

 “Computer, freeze program.”  As the holographic program around them froze, leaving Tiger Wood’s arm 

frozen in mid-air, Kyman looked at the captain and asked in an annoyed tone, “Is there something I can do for you, 

Skipper?” 

 “I just thought you would like to know, we’re going to be making a stop at Deep Space Nine,” Koester 

replied. 

 “Really?” Kyman asked, his annoyed expression quickly disappearing.  “Why?” 

 “A recent mission into Cardassian territory has discovered a planet in need of significant humanitarian aid.  

We’ll be picking up supplies at DS9 and delivering them to a planet in the Almatha system.  I just thought perhaps 

you might like to look up some old friends once we reach the station.” 

 “Thanks, Skipper,” Kyman replied as Koester ordered the exit to appear and the COB returned his attention 

to his companions.  “Computer, resume program.”  As the doors slowly closed behind the captain he could hear 

Kyman asking, “Jack, tell me again about how you won the British Open here in 1978?” 
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Captain’s log, stardate 60572.2: 

The Dauntless has just departed space station Deep Space Nine in the Bajor sector, en 

route to Cardassian space, where we will deliver humanitarian supplies, food, shelter 

and medicine, to a destitute population on the planet Almatha II. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “Entering Cardassian space now, Captain,” Lieutenant Peck, the Bolian helm officer reported as the 

Dauntless warped past the Federation border. 

 “Thank you, Lieutenant,” Koester responded as he placed an entry into a padd and handed it to his yeoman. 

 “Can we really call this Cardassian space anymore?” K’danz, the starship’s first officer, asked. 

 “There may not be much unity in the Cardassian Union since the Dominion War, but according to all 

recognized star charts, this area of space is still belongs to whatever the Cardassians consider themselves now,” the 

captain replied.  “Estimated time to Almatha?” 

 “Three days, seven hours,” Peck replied. 

 “Very well.  Maintain alert status.  We may have been invited here, but that doesn’t mean everyone will be 

happy to see us.” 

 “Aye, sir.  Maintaining alert status,” reported Security Chief Major Sean McIntyre. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Entering standard orbit, Commander,” reported Ensign William Hyland III. 

 “Thank you, Ensign,” K’danz replied as she looked up toward the main viewer, where the dull tan surface 

of Almatha II could be seen.  “What do we know about this planet, Mister Spot?” 

 “Not a lot, Commander,” the non-corporeal science officer’s slightly mechanical sounding voice said 

through K’danz’s combadge.  “This system is deep within what was considered Cardassian territory.  No Federation 

starship has ever been here before, and it was only in recent months that humanitarian missions reached the Almatha 

sector.  Before now, most of the missions have concentrated on the major planets, Cardassia Prime, Avenal, Torros.  

Almatha II is class-L, mostly desert with what appears to be one small settlement close to the north polar region.  

This settlement is the object of our mission.” 

 K’danz nodded as she pressed the intercom on the arm of the command chair. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 A moment later, Koester’s voice responded, “Go ahead, Carrie.” 

 “Skipper, we’re in orbit of Almatha II and have located the settlement where we are to deliver the 

humanitarian supplies.” 

 “Good,” the captain replied.  “Get your away team ready.  Have Chief Kyman see to it that the supplies are 

ready to beam down.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” K’danz said as she stood up from the command chair, turning to look in turn at each of the 

crew she next addressed.  “Mister Smith, Mister Ka’Dan, you’re with me.” 

 Several minutes later, K’danz, science officer T’Ashara, Lieutenant M’nday, Smith, Ka’Dan and Gunnery 

Sergeant Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin materialized outside a large building in the center of the Cardassian 

settlement.  It seemed quiet for a time as T’Ashara pulled out a tricorder and started scanning the vicinity. 

 “There is more to this settlement than meets the eye, Commander,” the Vulcan woman reported.  “While it 

looks like a simple settlement on the surface, scans indicate an extensive underground network of corridors and 

facilities.” 



 “Really?” K’danz said, looking around at the buildings, which seemed to be in a state of disrepair.  

However, before T’Ashara could add onto her report, a Cardassian man poked his head out of a nearby doorway and 

signaled to the away team. 

 “You!  Quick!  Get out of sight before they see you!  Get in here!” 

 K’danz exchanged a glance with T’Ashara before indicating the away team should follow the stranger into 

the door he held open for them.  Both the Gunny and the Klingon exchange officer Ka’Dan looked around warily, 

their phasers drawn, as O’Laughlin took point leading the team into the building and Ka’Dan guarded the rear. 

 Once they were inside, the Cardassian closed the door and locked it with a bar across the threshold.  He 

then turned to face the away team and said, “The Klingons will attack you as soon as look at you if they catch you 

out of doors.” 

 “Klingons?” asked Ensign Ka’Dan.  “Why are there Klingons in a Cardassian colony, and why would they 

attack anyone?” 

 The Cardassian man looked at the away team with a look of disbelief. 

 “You have no idea where you are, do you?”  When K’danz shook her head no, he added, “Welcome to 

Dominion Prison Camp Six.  What brings you fine folks to our little bit of hell?” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental; 

Much to our surprise, it has turned out our destitute colony in need of humanitarian aid 

is in actuality an abandoned Cardassian prison. 
 

 

 “Prrrrison Camp?” said the Caitian Lieutenant M’nday in a surprised tone. 

 “Yes,” the Cardassian said.  “Oh, please excuse my lack of manners.  My name is Chaf Guil.  And yes, 

welcome to one of the most secret locations in all of the Cardassian Union.” 

 Guil offered the away team several chairs around a small, metal table near the center of the room.  K’danz, 

M’nday and Smith accepted the offer and sat down while T’Ashara remained standing, her hands clasped behind her 

back and O’Laughlin and Ka’Dan silently moved to opposite sides of the room, phasers at the ready, prepared for 

any kind of attack no matter what direction it came from. 

 “Prison Camp Six was established shortly after the Central Command allied themselves with the 

Dominion,” Guil started to explain.  “Its original purpose was to hide away from the public the most important and 

politically sensitive prisoners.  I was among the first brought here because I opposed the Dominion Alliance.  I knew 

it could never bring the Cardassians anything but grief.” 

 As he spoke, the Cardassian man retrieved several glasses from a bench by the wall and filled them with 

water from a large container nearby, offering one to each of the Dauntless crew.  T’Ashara scanned the glass Guil 

offered her with the tricorder before nodding that the liquid was safe to drink.  Ka’Dan and O’Laughlin declined the 

offer but both M’nday and Smith sipped from their cups as Guil continued his story. 

 “Once the war against the Federation began, they started moving some of the prisoners they captured in 

battle here as well.  It was about that time that the Doctors showed up.” 

 “The Doctors?” K’danz asked. 

 “Yes, quite a few of them, but most of them were subordinate to the two lead researchers.  One was a 

Bajoran doctor I never heard of before.  The other was a little more famous, at least from my point of view.  Doctor 

Crell Moset.” 

 The name caused a reaction in K’danz, T’Ashara and M’nday. 

 “You’ve heard of him, I see?” Guil confirmed with a grim smile. 

 “What would Dr Macet be doing in a prison camp during the Dominion War?” Ensign Smith asked, 

apparently oblivious to the possibilities. 

 “Mainly to see just how resistant various races are to different strains of disease.”  Guil raised the side of 

his shirt, revealing a large patch of black, almost burned looking skin on his right side just below the ribs.  “Don’t be 

alarmed,” he said.  “I’m cured, or so I’ve been told.”  As T’Ashara started scanning the wound with her tricorder, 

Guil continued.  “Dr Macet was attempting to discover which race was most resistant to choriocytosis, Darnay's 

disease and Orkett's disease.  He infected many of the prisoners here, including Klingons, Andorians, Romulans and 

Vulcans.  Any new race he could gather from among the prisoners of war.  One of his most extensive experiments 

was to create genetic hybrids from various DNA samples with the help of his Bajoran aide and see how those new 

combinations resisted disease.” 



 “I find it highly illogical a Bajoran doctor would aide in such experiments,” T’Ashara remarked. 

 “It was during the time Bajor was an ally of the Dominion,” Guil explained. 

 “Back at the beginning of the war, when the Cardassians controlled Deep Space Nine,” K’danz explained 

to Smith, Ka’Dan and O’Laughlin.  The Cardassian man nodded as he continued. 

 “I was under the impression he originally came here to care for the POW’s as a neutral observer.  I don’t 

think it was his intention to help in Moset’s experiments.  Especially as they got more and more bizarre.” 

 “Bizarre?” M’nday asked. 

 “Yes.  Macet didn’t simply create genetic hybrid lines in Petri dishes to experiment with.  He tried 

engineering live births.  Creating actual living beings to experiment on.  Klingon/human.  Andorian/Romulan.  

Cardassian/human.  In one case even a Klingon/Jem’Hadar.  And who knows how many experiments I’m unaware 

of because I was no longer of use and consigned back to the surface prison?” 

 “From the stories I’ve heard about Macet, nothing you’ve told us surprises me,” K’danz remarked. 

 “So if this so-called doctor was conducting experiments on the prisoners during the war, why are all of you 

still here?” Ensign Rinja Ka’Dan asked.  “I thought all prisoners were returned after the war ended?  It’s been more 

than seven and a half years since the treaty was signed at DS9.” 

 Suddenly Guil’s expression became distant. 

 “It’s been that long?” he asked, a tone of sadness in his voice.  “We were never told the war ended.  Never 

told the Dominion had been exiled back to the Gamma Quadrant.  Life went on here as it had since the camp had 

been established, except that no new prisoners arrived anymore.  The weekly supply ships came less and less often, 

only once every few months.  Over time, more and more of the prisoners were let out of their holding cells and 

allowed free run of the surface complex.  Finally, about a month ago, Macet packed up his lab and left.  It’s been 

chaos here ever since.” 

 “It was about a month ago that the Federation survey mission discovered this facility and reported it to the 

authorities in the Bajor sector,” K’danz said.  “That’s when our starship was dispatched here to deliver the supplies.” 

 “Since the last of the Cardassian authorities left, the Klingons took over.  They killed all the Romulan 

prisoners almost immediately.  Many of the Cardassians were killed as well.  Those of us left, like myself, have 

gone into hiding.  The rest of the prisoners, the ones Macet was still experimenting on, are still below ground, 

including a few of the Starfleet crews.” 

 That last remark caught K’danz’s attention. 

 “There are Starfleet personnel still here too?”  When Guil nodded, she urgently asked, “Can you take us to 

them?” 

 “We must wait until after dark to avoid the Klingons, but I believe I can take you to the entrance of the 

underground complex.” 

 “Thank you,” K’danz responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester sat at the desk in his ready room, listening grimly to K’danz’s report from the surface. 

 “According to the contact we’ve made here, there are several Starfleet crew members still prisoner here,” 

K’danz explained.  “And there are at least twenty to thirty Klingons who have taken over the compound since Macet 

and his staff suddenly left a few weeks ago.” 

 “I’ll get in contact with Starfleet Command and have them notify the Klingon Defense Force.  I’m sure 

they’ll want to rescue their people as well.  And I’m sending Mack down with the Hazard Team.  Find our people 

and get them out of there,” Koester ordered. 

 “That’s the plan, Skipper.  Send the Hazard Team down to our present coordinates.” 

 “Will do, Carrie.  Good luck.  Dauntless, out.” 

 “Thanks, Skipper.  K’danz, out.” 

 Koester sat for a moment, slowly shaking his head before tapping the intercom. 

 “Koester to Marine Barracks.” 

 “Barracks.  1
st
 Lieutenant Drake, sir.” 

 “Drake, I need your CO,” Koester said. 

 “Mack here, sir,” Major McIntyre responded a moment later. 

 “Mack, assemble your Hazard Team, heavily armed.  I’ve just been informed our colony in need is actually 

a former Cardassian prisoner of war camp, and it’s gone feral.” 

 “Is our away team in trouble?” McIntyre asked, the background noise making it evident the Marine Major 

was already retrieving weapons from storage as he spoke to the captain. 



 “No, not yet.  But there are still Federation prisoners down there we need to rescue.  Have your team ready 

to beam down in five.  And save some space for a couple of medical personnel.” 

 “I’ve got medics, Captain,” McIntyre protested. 

 “I know, but I want a doctor down there with you, just in case.  The Exec has described a pretty serious 

situation.” 

 “Aye, sir.  We’ll be ready in five.  Barracks, out.” 

 Koester nodded as he touched the intercom once more. 

 “Captain to sickbay.” 

 “Sickbay.  Dr Rasa.” 

 “Doctor, I need two medical personnel immediately for the Hazard team.” 

 “Hazard Team?  What’s going on?” Rasa asked. 

 “Turns out the Almatha colony wasn’t a colony at all.  It’s a prison camp with POW’s from the Dominion 

War still incarcerated.” 

 “Almatha?!?” Rasa exclaimed, suddenly going silent for a moment before saying, “I’ll have two of my staff 

report to Major McIntyre right away.” 

 “I’d rather you be one of the personnel on this away team, Doctor.” 

 “I’ve got a project going in the lab I can’t simply just abandon, Captain,” Rasa replied, sounding annoyed.  

“I’ll have my best MD’s report to McIntyre.” 

 “Very well,” Koester replied.  “Thank you, Doctor.”  Koester remained looking at the intercom control on 

his desktop for a moment as he said to himself, “I don’t remember Dr Rasa ever sounding so irritated by a request 

before.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in the Marine Barracks, which encompassed the rear third of the starship’s secondary hull including 

the secondary shuttlebay, McIntyre and his troops, including the Lurian 1
st
 Lieutenant Cron, Denebian 1

st
 Lieutenant 

Jeong-Hwan and the recently assigned 1
st
 Lieutenant Michael Drake, suited up in urban assault uniforms and body 

armor, pulling high power compression rifles and a shoulder-mounted grenade launcher, which was quickly handed 

to the hulking Lurian officer, as several sergeants, corporals and privates, already outfitted like the officers in armor 

and battle uniforms, mounted the twenty two pad troop-drop transporter platform.  Moments later two more officers, 

a man and a woman, both wearing the blue-collared uniforms of medical staff, walked into the transporter room.  

Immediately McIntyre passed a set of armor to them. 

 “What do we need these for?” Dr William McCance asked, looking at the item in McIntyre’s hand as if it 

were some strange, never before encountered life-form. 

 “We’ve heard it’s pretty dangerous down there,” the Major said as he quickly showed the two doctors how 

to put the body armor on.  “I thought Dr Rasa was going to join us on this mission?” 

 “So did I,” replied Dr Dorothy Hall.  “But he assigned us instead.” 

 The two doctors struggled into their armor, then stepped up onto the two remaining pads.  Once everyone 

was in place, McIntyre nodded at the technician behind the console and ordered, “Energize.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 As darkness fell over the prison camp, McIntyre and his Hazard Team reviewed the plans of the 

underground complex, based on sensor scans from the Dauntless in orbit, while K’danz and the original away team 

learned all they could about the layout and what to expect inside from Chaf Guil as Dr McCance cared for the 

Cardassian’s wound. 

 “There are a few humans and other Federation prisoners still remaining on level four,” Guil explained.  

“You’ll find the main lab complex on level six, but it’s probably best you avoid that area.  I’ve come to find most 

Federation species, especially humans, don’t have the stomach for what occurred down there.  And you have to be 

careful, I’m sure at least a few of the staff are still down there.  Once Moset cleared out and most of the prisoners 

were released from their cells, those left behind found it too dangerous to come to the surface.  I can’t even tell you 

how many there might still be down there.” 

 “How far to the entrance to the underground complex?” McIntyre asked, taking one last look out the partly 

open door of the building into the darkness. 

 “Go past the two buildings to the south, turn right, the door is twenty meters on the left side.  It looks like 

the entrance to a simple storage bunker,” Guil explained, drawing a crude map on a scrap of paper as he spoke, 



handing it to K’danz.  The first officer thanked the Cardassian man, then nodded toward one of the Starfleet Marine 

corporals who handed her a small device.  K’danz pressed it on Guil’s shirt, revealing a combadge, before tapping 

her own communicator and in a voice barely above a whisper said, “Dauntless, lock onto the new communicator 

signal and beam aboard.”  Guil was astonished, and barely had time to wave goodbye before he dematerialized in 

the starship’s transporter beam. 

 “Drake,” McIntyre said as he shut off all the lights in the building and slowly opened the door.  “First 

squad take point.”  1
st
 Lieutenant Michael Drake acknowledged the order, then using hand signals directed his squad 

of Marines out into the street, turning right in the direction of the entrance to the underground complex.  Seconds 

later, third squad under the command of Ensign Ka’Dan scrambled out of the building, moving left to assume the 

rear guard as the remainder of the away and Hazard Team quickly departed the building, leaving Chaf Guil’s home 

behind. 

 Minutes later, the team had reached the door they were looking for.  A sign posted beside the door, which 

Major McIntyre was able to translate, read ‘Laboratory Complex Three, Genetic Engineering, Macet, Dr Crell.’ 

 “Looks like we found the right place,” K’danz said just before a banshee yell pierced the night’s calm. 

 “Defensive posture!” Ka’Dan shouted, causing the Hazard Team to surround the away team as K’danz tried 

to open the door, locked with a digital combination lock.  Out of the darkness, several Klingon warriors appeared.  

Ka’Dan pulled a mek’leth from under the back of his uniform, raising it just in time to parry a blow from the 

makeshift bat’leth that had been aimed at his ridged head. 

 “Why are they attackin’ us?” Gunny O’Laughlin wanted to know as he shot another Klingon with his 

compression rifle set to stun.  “I thought we wuz allies?” 

 K’danz was desperately trying to figure out the code to open the door, scanning the locking mechanism 

with T’Ashara’s tricorder as the science officer joined the Hazard Team in their defense, until McIntyre pushed her 

head down and out of the way of another bat’leth blade. 

 “Allow me,” the Major said with a tone of frustration, pushing up the setting on his own rifle and then 

aiming it at the lock.  With a quick blast, the mechanism was slagged.  K’danz pushed on the door and it slid easily 

aside. Once again taking point, first squad lead the way down the stairs, quickly followed by the rest of the away and 

Hazard teams.  Ka’Dan, pinkish-purple blood flowing down his cheek from a wound on his temple, closed the door 

and welded it shut with his hand phaser, though by the time everyone had climbed inside all the attacking Klingons 

were either dead or unconscious on the ground outside. 

 “No reason to leave our backs exposed,” the young Klingon officer commented when McIntyre looked up 

at him.  The Major nodded, then started following the rest of the group down the stairs. 

 The Hazard Team made a cursory search of each of the levels they passed through on their way down 

through the underground complex.  Most of what they found were administrative offices where computer systems 

had been literally ripped out of consoles.  One room had evidently been Dr Moset’s personal office, but it now 

looked like a tornado had been through it.  It reminded K’danz of what she had heard Deep Space Nine looked like 

when Starfleet first began administering the former Cardassian facility about fifteen years earlier. 

 As they moved deeper into the prison, the team occasionally encountered lone beings, many of them former 

prisoners too scared to come near the Starfleet crew and scurrying back into the darkness, others Cardassians who, 

for whatever reason, never made it off the planet when the prison was closed down, and who like the former 

prisoners avoided the Hazard Team. 

 Finally they reached level four.  Unlike the areas above, this level was made up of several corridors, each 

lined with dozens of heavy steel doors, each door with a small, barred window at eye level.  As Ka’Dan and 

O’Laughlin guarded the door the team had entered through, the others spread out, each checking a cell.  They found 

all the doors were unlocked, and most of the cells, which spread out from the stairwell like four fingers, each about 

sixty degrees apart.  Some of the cells had evidently not been used in some time, empty except for beds without even 

a mattress atop them.  Others looked like they may have been used in recent days, the beds covered with messy 

blankets and the remains of food stashes littering the corners. 

 “Hey!” 1
st
 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan shouted.  “I’ve got a live one here!” 

 Quickly Dr McCance made his way to the cell the Denebian Marine officer was standing in front of.  

Inside, looking barely conscious, was a Bolian man wearing the tattered remains of a Starfleet uniform.  As the 

doctor started treating the former prisoner, other members of the team started calling out, having found several other 

former prisoners.  Soon, not only was Dr Hall occupied with caring for patients, but so were the two Marine medics 

Major McIntyre had included on the Hazard Team, while many of the others tried to comfort other prisoners they 

found who, while weak from lack of food and having been locked up for years at a time, were better off than the 

ones the doctors were caring for. 



 “M’nday, Cron, take a couple of the Marines with you and start escorting these people back up to the upper 

levels where the Dauntless can beam them aboard,” K’danz ordered as she tapped her combadge.  “Away team to 

Dauntless.  We’ve found surviving Starfleet prisoners.  Stand by to beam them aboard.” 

 “Transporter room is standing by, Exec,” Captain Koester replied, sounding concerned.  “What’s your 

status?” 

 “We have over a dozen survivors down here so far,” K’danz replied.  “Continuing to search the complex.” 

 Over the next few minutes, the three remaining corridors were searched for additional survivors.  Almost 

thirty more prisoners of war were located, those capable of walking on their own quickly escorted to the top level of 

the underground complex where the starship’s transporter could lock on and beam them up.  The fourth and last 

corridor at first appeared to be empty, most of the cells seemingly not having been used even during the height of 

the Dominion War.  Lieutenant Drake was making a cursory search of the cells, ready to rejoin the Hazard Team 

when a slight movement in the furthest cell caught his attention.  He tried the door, only to find it locked.  Quickly 

pulling his phaser from its holster, he shot the lock, and the door slowly swung open.  Inside he found a human man, 

beard and hair long, greasy and turning grey, wearing the tattered remains of a Starfleet uniform that had been in use 

years before the Dominion War had begun. 

 “I’ve got another one down here!” Drake called out.  “Medic!” 

 As Corporal Kay quickly rushed down the corridor, followed closely by K’danz, McIntyre and O’Laughlin, 

Drake helped the man to his feet.  He looked dazed, not quite comprehending he was being rescued.  As K’danz 

looked into the cell, she realized the prisoner looked familiar. 

 “Who…  Who are you?” the man managed to ask. 

 “Hazard Team, starship USS Dauntless,” Drake replied.  “We’re here to rescue you.  I’m Lieutenant 

Drake.” 

 “Riker,” the prisoner replied, much to the shock of Commander K’danz. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Captain Riker?” K’danz asked in amazement once the man had been moved from the cell back out to the 

intersection where the stairs and the four prison corridors met.  “How did you get here?” 

 “Captain?” the man replied, again looking confused.  “No.  Lieutenant.  Lieutenant Thomas Riker.”  He 

looked up at K’danz with tired looking blue eyes and added, “I guess Will finally made captain, huh?  Good for 

him.” 

 When it became obvious the Hazard Team had no idea who they had rescued, the man explained how 

during a mission aboard the USS Potemkin in 2361, a transporter duplicate of Lieutenant William T. Riker had been 

created and unknowingly left behind at an abandoned Starfleet research facility until discovered and rescued by the 

crew of the USS Enterprise-D eight years later and how that duplicate, now known as Thomas Riker, first served 

aboard the USS Ghandi before abandoning Starfleet to join the Maquis resistance.  It was while on a mission for the 

Maquis that Tom Riker had been captured by the Cardassians and imprisoned.  A quick check with the library 

computer aboard the Dauntless confirmed Riker’s story. 

 “Level’s clear,” Lieutenant Drake confirmed several minutes later as the last of the former prisoners started 

up the stairs toward the surface. 

 “Good.  Let’s get back to the Dauntless with these prisoners,” K’danz said as she ordered the Hazard Team 

to pack up their gear and head topside themselves. 

 “What about Set?” Tom Riker asked.  “Did you find him?” 

 “Set?” Ensign John Smith asked.  “Who is that?” 

 “Another Starfleet officer they captured during the war.  He was housed near my cell when he was first 

brought here, but Moset took an interest in him and moved him down to level six a few weeks later.  I used to see 

him from time to time in the lab when they would bring me down there,” Riker replied.  “I know he’s still here 

somewhere.” 

 K’danz looked over at T’Ashara.  “Has anyone searched level six?” she asked. 

 “Negative, Commander,” the Vulcan science officer replied.  “We were informed level four was where all 

the remaining prisoners were housed.  Level six was reported to be just a laboratory facility.” 

 “We leave no man behind,” the first officer remarked.  “Mack, take Dr McCance and a few of your men 

with you and search level six.  We’ll meet you up on level one.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” McIntyre replied, then gestured for several of his men, including Ensign Ka’Dan, 

Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin and Doctor McCance to head further down the stairs.  They bypassed level five, 

which appeared to have contained a computer core, now severely damaged, the memory units apparently blasted 



apart by Cardassian phasers.  When they reached level six and opened the door, they were almost overcome by the 

smell of chemicals and death. 

 “My God,” O’Laughlin muttered, pulling the bill of his 20
th

 century uniform cap low over his brow as he 

glanced across the room.  “It’s a chamber of horrors.” 

 The Gunnery Sergeant was not far off.  Along one wall were various chambers, similar to incubators found 

in almost any Federation hospital for premature births, except that each unit contained the decomposing remains of 

infants, each of a different species.  Hand written notes attached to each of the units described what species or 

hybrid was contained within it and how they reacted to the different diseases they had been exposed to.  Near the 

center of the room were several dissecting tables, each surprisingly clean and spotless, the stainless steel reflecting 

the lights of the palm beacons the Hazard Team was holding. 

 Along the far wall could be seen several cell doors similar to the ones that had held the prisoners on level 

four.  A sign written in Cardassian next to one of the doors was labeled ‘Federation – Betazoid.’  McIntyre glanced 

in through the bars on the door, but the cell was empty.  He moved on to the next door, which was marked ‘Romulan 

Star Empire – Reman,’ also empty.  The third empty cell was labeled ‘Federation – Trill.’  However, when McIntyre 

looked into the last cell, which was marked with a sign that said ‘Federation – Hybrid – Efrosian, Vulcan, Terran’ in 

Cardassian script, he could see what looked like a man lying on a tattered mattress inside. 

 “Move back!” McIntyre shouted, both for the benefit of the man in the cell and the members of the Hazard 

Team around him.  He then raised the barrel of his compression rifle toward the door and pulled the trigger.  The 

door blew off its hinges and both McIntyre and Dr McCance rushed inside, the doctor quickly scanning the former 

prisoner. 

 “He’s unconscious, severely dehydrated and malnourished,” McCance said.  “We need to get him out of 

here.” 

 “Easier said then done!” Gunny O’Laughlin called out as he and the other team members retreated into the 

laboratory.  “Incoming!” 

 Almost without warning, a small object bounced down the stairs and rolled a meter into the laboratory.  

Ka’Dan, O’Laughlin and the two Marine privates with them all ducked behind the dissection and lab tables just as 

the grenade exploded, destroying two of the incubator devices and sending shrapnel across the lab.  Seconds later 

the voices of several Cardassians could be heard yelling as they rushed down the stairs. 

 “We can’t let the Feds find the chambers!” one of the voices yelled.  Suddenly what appeared to be three 

Cardassian soldiers rushed headlong into the room.  It was obvious that it had been some time since these soldiers 

had fought anyone.  Rather than take cover before scoping out their targets, they stood around the doorway like 

pigeons, easy pickings for McIntyre and his men to take down, which they promptly did.  Three almost simultaneous 

blasts from the Major, Gunnery Sergeant and Ka’Dan’s compression rifles dropped the Cardassians before they even 

knew what hit them. 

 “That was too easy,” Private Martin commented. 

 “Yes, it was,” McIntyre replied as he looked at the three unconscious Cardassians.  “And I think I know 

why.  Look at how badly that uniform armor fits them.  I’m sure they were originally just part of the lab staff here.  

Probably all that’s left of the Cardassian contingent that ran this place before all the prisoners were let loose.”  

 Dr McCance quickly checked the fallen Cardassians, nodding when he was satisfied they were in no 

physical danger, and looked up at McIntyre. 

 “Let’s get this other prisoner out of here and re-join the rest of the team topside,” the doctor suggested. 

 “Agreed,” McIntyre said before handing his rifle to O’Laughlin and grabbing hold of the unconscious 

prisoner’s right arm, pulling it over his shoulder as McCance did the same on his left.  Then joining hands in a 

fireman’s lift, they carried the man, his long greasy hair tumbled over his face, up the several flights of stairs to the 

first level, where most of the Hazard Team awaited them. 

 “We’ve beamed the prisoners back up to the Dauntless,” K’danz said as she rushed over to help the doctor 

and major move the man they carried into the room.  “Transporter is standing by to…  Oh my God!” 

 “What is it, Commander?” McIntyre said as McCance started taking a closer look at the man they had 

carried up five flights of stairs, pushing his long brown hair out of his face. 

 “Monster?!?” K’danz exclaimed with wide eyes.  McCance looked up at the first officer with annoyance. 

 “He’s no monster, Commander, he’s…” 

 “No!  Monster is what we used to call him, because he’s got Efrosian, Vulcan and human bloodlines!  I 

know him!  We served together aboard the starship Sarek!” 

 This comment drew the attention of Commander T’Ashara, who rushed over to K’danz’s side. 

 “This is illogical,” the Vulcan woman commented as she looked down on the unconscious man.  “Mister 

Arbelo is dead.” 



* * * * 

 

 Several minutes later, sickbay was crowded with many of the rescued prisoners.  Dr McCance, Dr Hall and 

even the starship’s Emergency Medical Hologram were busy treating the victims, whose injuries ranged from simple 

dehydration to broken bones and internal injuries.  Several of the former prisoners showed signs of torture.  And 

while the doctors and nurses worked to make their patients comfortable, a small crowd had gathered around the 

diagnostic bed, atop which lay the last prisoner the Hazard Team had located and rescued, still unconscious. 

 “I looked up the records,” Captain Peter Koester said as he looked down upon the man on the bed.  

“According to Starfleet records, Lt Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo was assigned as Chief of Ops aboard the 

USS Proxima shortly after the Klingon invasion of Cardassian space.  The Proxima was one of the starships 

assigned to the Seventh Fleet.” 

 That final fact drew K’danz’s attention. 

 “The Battle of Tyra?” she asked.  The captain nodded. 

 “But Captain,” interrupted T’Ashara.  “The Proxima was destroyed during the Battle of Tyra.  All hands 

were lost.  Have you taken into consideration that this may be an imposter?” 

 “Yes, I have, T’Ashara.  That’s why I have contacted Starfleet Command and requested all the information 

we have on Mister Arbelo, including DNA analysis.  And I was informed that all our new guests have already been 

tested to make sure they aren’t Changelings as well,” the captain said. 

 Suddenly the sickbay doors swished open and another man, this one with stark white hair and gold trim on 

the hems of his uniform, barreled into the room and right up to where Koester and K’danz stood. 

 “Is it true?” Admiral Penji Fil demanded to know.  “Did you really find Setton Arbelo?”  Without waiting 

for an answer, the Dauntless’ Ambassador-at-Large pushed between the captain and first officer and looked down at 

the unconscious man on the examination table.  “My God!” he whispered. 

 “What’s going on here?” Dr Rasa Palin, the Bajoran Chief Medical Officer said with a hint of anger as he 

walked out of his office.  “This isn’t a rec room.  If you’re not caring for a patient, then get out of my sickbay.” 

 “The Doctor is right,” Koester said as he started maneuvering K’danz and Fil back toward the doors to the 

corridor, then gestured back at Arbelo.  “Take good care of your patient, Doctor.  Let me know the moment he’s 

able to talk.” 

 “I’ll do my best, Captain, but not if I’m constantly interrupted or have half the crew standing around in 

here,” Rasa said, grabbing a nearby tricorder and approaching the exam table.  

 As Koester, K’danz, Fil and T’Ashara entered the corridor and the doors swished shut behind them, K’danz 

looked at her commanding officer and said, “Does the Doctor’s attitude seem a bit angry to you?” 

 “I’ve noticed he has seemed on edge ever since we departed the Bajor system,” Koester replied. 

 In sickbay, Dr Rasa opened his tricorder and started to scan his patient before looking at Arbelo’s face.  

The mouth of the Chief Medical Officer, who like K’danz, T’Ashara and Fil had served aboard the starship Sarek, 

dropped open as he said, “Impossible.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 60574.9: 

The Hazard Team found a total of thirty two Federation POW’s, whom we have 

successfully evacuated from the former Dominion prison camp.  Several are from ships 

damaged or destroyed at the Battle of Tyra, though none other than Commander 

K’danz’s former shipmate, Lt Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo, survived the USS 

Proxima. 

The Hazard Team is back on the surface, attempting to make contact with any other 

prison survivors, particularly the Klingons that have taken control of the surface facility, 

with offers of supplies and aide until Klingon Defense Force vessels can arrive and 

repatriate them.  It hasn’t been easy. 
 

 



 “Are you in any danger?” Captain Koester asked Major McIntyre over the comm channel. 

 “We’ve had a few half-hearted attacks, but it appears the Klingons don’t get really wild until after 

nightfall,” the Marine major replied.  “We have found several other former prisoners, mainly Cardassian dissidents 

that had borne the brunt of the Klingon’s anger.  They’ve already been beamed aboard.  The Hazard Team is 

continuing the search.” 

 “Very good, Major.  Keep me informed.” 

 “We’ll check in every half hour, as usual.  Hazard Team, out.” 

 Koester had just touched the intercom control when another voice cut in. 

 “Sickbay to the captain.” 

 “Koester here.  Go ahead, Doctor.” 

 “Mister Arbelo is awake,” Dr Rasa reported, sounding less angry then earlier.  “I think he can talk to you 

now.” 

 “Thank you, Doctor.  We’ll be right there.” 

 Koester closed the intercom, then quickly walked out onto the bridge. 

 “Carrie, Mister Arbelo is awake.  Join me in sickbay?” 

 “Of course,” the first officer said as she got up from the command chair and joined the captain in the 

turbolift as Lieutenant M’nday assumed the center seat.  Moments later as they exited on deck nine, they were joined 

by Admiral Fil, all three quickly entering the main sickbay.  As they walked over to the exam bed, the man lying 

atop it, Setton Arbelo, turned his head and looked at them. 

 “Where am I?  What…?  Penji?  Carrie?”  A weak smile formed on Arbelo’s lips.  “What is this?  

Homecoming week?” 

 “Not quite, Monster,” K’danz replied, returning the smile.  “You’re aboard the starship Dauntless.” 

 “I’m Captain Peter Koester, the commanding officer,” the captain introduced himself.  “Welcome aboard.” 

 “How did I get here?  Last I can remember, I was being examined by Macet again…” 

 Koester, K’danz and Fil started to explain to Arbelo how the Dauntless had been assigned to deliver aide to 

what they believed was a needy colony, only to find an abandoned Dominion War prison camp and a hidden 

chamber of horrors beneath, where they rescued several dozen former POW’s. 

 “And Annika?  Did you find Annika?” Arbelo asked, his face taking on a worried, pained look. 

 “Who’s Annika?” K’danz asked as Arbelo’s expression continued to grow more painful looking. 

“She’s my…  my…,” Arbelo managed to croak before his voice gave out. 

 “Are you alright, Setton?” Admiral Fil asked with concern, but Arbelo still could not speak.  Seconds later 

he started convulsing. 

 “We need a doctor here, now!” Captain Koester started to shout.  When no one responded quickly, he 

added, “Computer, activate the EMH!” 

 “Please state the nature of the medical emergency,” the medical hologram responded as soon as it 

materialized. 

 “He’s having a seizure of some kind,” the captain explained as he pointed toward Arbelo.  The EMH 

quickly moved in beside him, scanning Arbelo with a tricorder. 

“He may be having a reaction to whatever it was those butchers did to him down in the lab,” the EMH said.  

“I need you to clear the area while I work.”  As Koester, K’danz and Fil moved back out into the corridor, a look of 

puzzlement formed on the captain’s face. 

 “Who is Annika?” he asked. 

 “I don’t know.  None of the other Federation POW’s we rescued were named Annika.  Could there still be 

more prisoners down there, besides the Klingons?” K’danz asked. 

 “There’s only one way to find out,” Fil interjected.  “Captain, I’m going down there.” 

 “With all due respect, Admiral,” Koester started to say, “but we already have the Hazard Team on the 

surface.  I’m sure they can find anyone else who may still be down there.” 

 “As I understand it, the Hazard Team is busy on the surface with the Klingons,” Fil said.  “I’ll take a small 

team down with me and do a thorough search of the lab complex the away team found.  If there’s anyone else down 

there, I’ll find them.” 

 “Admiral,” said K’danz, “I understand how you feel, Monster was my shipmate on the Sarek too, but it 

may be too dangerous down there.  I’ll lead an away team…” 

 “You’re welcome to join me,” Fil said as he suddenly turned and headed toward the nearest transporter 

room.  K’danz exchanged an exasperated look with the captain. 

 “Well…  Go with him,” Koester implored, gesturing after the admiral.  K’danz nodded and ran after Fil, 

just squeezing through the turbolift doors as they shut.  Koester then tapped his combadge. 



 “Koester to McIntyre.” 

 “Mack here,” responded the Marine CO seconds later. 

 “Mack, Admiral Fil and K’danz are heading down there for another search.  We heard there may be more 

prisoners in the lab facility.  Can you spare a few of your men to accompany them?” 

 “Yeah, I can spare me.  Drake has it under control here.  I’ll meet the away team at the entrance to the lab.” 

 “Thanks, Mack.  Dauntless, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Readings are nominal, Mister Smith,” Chief Gregory Blackman reported to the engineer who had his head 

and upper torso stuck into an open panel at the side of the room.  “All circuits are active.  Thank you, sir.” 

 “It’s not a problem,” Ensign John Smith replied as he kneeled out and closed up the access panel.  “I 

located a short in the pattern buffer controller.  Simple replacement of the chip.”  He held up a long thin isolinear 

card with a small burned patch on it, but before he could say anything else, the doors swished open and Admiral Fil 

rushed in, followed quickly by Commander K’danz. 

 “You, Mister… um… Smith, isn’t it?” Fil asked.  Smith nodded.  “You know how to use a tricorder?” 

 “Of course, Admiral,” Smith replied. 

 “Then grab one and get up here,” Fil ordered as he stepped up on the transport platform.  K’danz gave the 

engineer an apologetic shrug, then followed the admiral onto the platform.  Smith exchanged a curious glance with 

Chief Blackman, then drew a tricorder and phaser out of the nearby equipment locker and joined the two officers on 

the transporter.  Fil looked back and forth between his two companions before pulling his own phaser out of its 

holster and saying to Blackman, “Energize, Chief.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Captain,” said the voice of the Emergency Medical Hologram, stopping Koester in mid-stride as he 

headed back toward the bridge.  “I need you back in sickbay right away.” 

 Koester acknowledged the call, then spun around and quickly returned up the corridor.  As he entered 

sickbay, he saw the EMH leaning over Arbelo, pumping a hypospray into the patient’s neck. 

 “What’s going on?” the captain asked. 

 “It’s very serious, Captain,” the bald-headed hologram said to Koester.  “I almost lost him just now, and I 

still don’t think I can save him.  I’ve stabilized him for the time being, but I need to have several lab tests performed 

to determine exactly what has happened to him.” 

 “What did they do to him down there?  What kind of experiments could have caused this?” the captain 

asked. 

 “Experiments?” the holodoc asked with an inquiring look at the captain.  “No.  According to my 

preliminary analysis, this man has been poisoned.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Major Sean Elliott McIntyre and Ensign Rinja Ka’Dan stood, weapons at the ready, waiting near the 

entrance to the underground lab complex the door open once again. 

 “The Hazard Team covered that complex from top to bottom,” Ka’Dan said.  “There are no other prisoners 

in there.  I really don’t understand what we’re looking for, Major.” 

 The hum of the transporter beam nearby drew both officers attention.  McIntyre pointed toward where three 

forms started to materialize and said, “I think we’re about to find out.” 

 As Fil, K’danz and Smith materialized and walked over to McIntyre and Ka’Dan, the admiral said, “We 

have word there is at least one more survivor somewhere down in the lab.”  He immediately stepped into the hatch 

leading down to the stairs, gesturing for the others to join him inside.  They made their way down each level, 

sweeping every meter of the floor, still finding no survivors or evidence that anyone else had been there recently.  

Almost an hour later, they finally reached the actual lab down on level six.  Again, it appeared empty, though 

somewhat worse for wear due to the struggle with the last remaining Cardassians the previous night. 

 “I told you, there’s no one else here,” K’danz said to Fil, who looked depressed by the fact. 

 “What did you say the name Mister Arbelo said was?” Ka’Dan asked from inside the cell that had been 

marked as belonging to a Trill prisoner. 



 “Annika,” Fil said with a tone of hope, stepping over to the open cell where the Klingon exchange officer 

was shining his palm beacon on the wall.  As K’danz and McIntyre joined him near the door, Fil could read a name 

scratched on the wall of the cell.  Annika Omnia. 

 “Who is Annika Omnia?” Ensign Smith asked. 

 “Is it possible Monster had some sort of relationship with one of the other prisoners here?” K’danz asked. 

 “If he did, no one is here now,” McIntyre said 

 Ensign Smith immediately started using his tricorder to scan their surroundings. 

 “I’m not detecting any life form readings on this level,” he reported before adjusting the functions of the 

device. 

 “I guess you were right, Commander,” Fil said dejectedly.  “No one else is here.  Let’s get back to the 

ship.” 

 “Commander!” Ensign Smith exclaimed as the rest of the team started heading back toward the stairway.  

K’danz walked back over to the engineer as he reported, “I’m detecting a minute energy reading coming from below 

us.  It looks to me like a there might be another level beneath us, shielded from sensors.” 

 “Another level?” Fil asked, suddenly turning back toward the young engineer.  “How do we get down to 

it?” 

 Smith looked at the admiral and said, “I’m not even sure what I’m detecting really is another level, sir.  It 

could simply be power lines buried beneath this complex.” 

 “We can’t take that chance,” Fil said, shining his palm beacon around the room.  “Let’s look around and 

make sure we’re not missing anything.” 

 The team spread out around the room, moving equipment away from the walls, including the incubator-like 

devices, and the dissection tables from the middle of the room, but still they found no access to any other levels of 

the underground complex. 

 “I don’t understand it,” Smith admitted.  “The tricorder detects energy readings from this end of the room 

all the way over to the entrance…”  He indicated the area where the dissection tables had been all the way over to 

where the stairs entered the lab.  “But I’m not detecting any energy reading on that side of the room.”  He gestured 

toward the far end of the room where the cells lined the wall.  K’danz walked over to look at Smith’s tricorder 

display. 

 “I wish we had a science officer here,” she commented, looking at the readings on the small screen.  

“Could this be a dampening field?” 

 Admiral Fil looked over the engineer’s shoulder, then nodded. 

 “It could be,” he said.  “It’s originating from that corner over there.”  He pointed at the wall next to the cell 

where Arbelo had been found.  McIntyre walked over to the wall and reached out with his hand.  To his surprise, the 

wall rippled. 

 “It’s a hologram,” the major said.  He took a step back and fired his rifle at the holographic wall.  

Immediately it blinked away, replaced with a corridor leading to a second, smaller flight of stairs heading down. 

 “Annika?” Admiral Fil called out before starting to head toward the stairs.  He was stopped by McIntyre, 

who put his hand on the admiral’s shoulder, then directed Ka’Dan to lead the way.  The Klingon moved quietly to 

the top of the stairs, rifle held at the ready, and looked down the circular stairs, confirming nothing was below them 

before nodding back at the team.  As Ka’Dan stared down the stairs, Fil moved up behind him and called out again.  

“Annika!” 

 The team made their way, one by one, down the spiral staircase.  It led to a long hallway with several doors 

along one side, all similar to the cells up in the lab except for their size.  Each door was only a meter tall.  The first 

five had machinery connected to the wall beside the door, each with an orange light that throbbed on and off. 

 “Stasis chambers,” Smith declared as he scanned near each cell door.  “I’m detecting a body in each of the 

first three.  It’s possible they’re still alive.” 

 “What do these signs say?” Fil asked, pointing at handwritten notes posted next to each door.  Major 

McIntyre shined his beacon on the first one and read it aloud. 

 “Experiment 524,” he said of the first one, then moved down the corridor, reading each sign in turn.  

“Experiment 578…  Experiment 603…  Experiment 612…” 

 “Help me…,” a weak voice called out from inside the cell the major was in front of, immediately causing 

McIntyre to stop reading the signs and the whole team to crowd around the door of one of the first cells not rigged as 

a stasis chamber. 

 “Annika?” Admiral Fil asked with hope. 

 “Who?” the voice replied, sounding like a scared small male child.  “I don’t know any Annika.”  K’danz 

shone her light through the opening on the door, illuminating the face of a child who looked about ten Earth years of 



age.  To the first officer’s shock, the boy appeared to have the physical traits of a Cardassian, Klingon, and to a 

lesser extent, Jem’Hadar. 

 “What kind of experiments were they performing here?” Ka’Dan muttered with disgust. 

 “Ka’Dan,” K’danz said to the Klingon officer.  “Contact the Dauntless.  Have them send down a med team.  

We’re going to take these kids with us.”  She then turned toward the engineer.  “Mister Smith, get to work at 

deactivating and opening these stasis chambers.” 

 As Smith started working on the Cardassian devices, Ka’Dan tapped his combadge.  Moments later he 

looked back at K’danz and Admiral Fil with a concerned look. 

 “Bad news, Commander.  The Hazard Team has reported the Klingon mobs have broken through their lines 

topside.  About a dozen of them managed to get into the underground complex, and they’re out for blood.  

Lieutenant Drake reports five of his men were injured and evacuated back to the Dauntless.” 

 “Smith, any chance you can get that hologram in the lab upstairs working again, maybe give us some 

cover?” K’danz asked. 

 “Not likely, Commander.  The Major’s phaser probably fried the emitter diodes.” 

 “Then we’re on out own.  Mack, Ka’Dan, cover the stairs.  Admiral, would you give me and Smith a hand 

getting these cells open?” 

 As McIntyre and Ka’Dan positioned themselves near the stairs, their rifles facing upward toward the 

entrance, the three other team members worked quickly at opening the cell doors.  The non-stasis cells were easy, a 

quick phaser shot cutting through the locks, releasing not only the young boy who had called out to them, but three 

others, another boy in a cell marked Experiment 620 who appeared about five years of age and to be a mix of 

Klingon and Betazoid, a girl labeled Experiment 618 and approximately six years old who displayed the attributes of 

the Cardassian, Bolian and Benzite races and a second girl, also appearing to be about six, identified as Experiment 

626, with the pointed ears of a Vulcan and the spots of a Trill running down both sides of her face.  Aside from the 

young boy who had first called out to the team, all were unconscious, looking gaunt and undernourished. 

 “Can you keep an eye on the other kids?” K’danz asked the first boy as the other three children were laid 

carefully in the corridor.  The boy looked scared but nodded in agreement.  The first officer then joined Fil and 

Smith in attempting to shut down and open the three occupied stasis chambers.  The team had just managed to open 

the second chamber, removing what appeared to be a child of three with both human and Cardassian features when a 

terrible racket erupted in the lab above them. 

 “The Klingons have arrived,” Fil remarked with a shudder, some of his old prejudices reemerging. 

 “How long do you think you can hold them back?” K’danz asked McIntyre.  The major first looked up the 

stairs to assure himself an assault was not already on its way before glancing back at the first officer. 

 “At least a few minutes, but depending on how many of them there are it’s only a matter of time before 

they overrun us, and unless you can find us another way out of this place, we’re trapped.” 

 “Dare we hope the Klingons will miss those stairs?” Smith asked as he started working on opening the last 

stasis chamber. 

 “No such luck!” McIntyre shouted as he opened fire up the stairs with his compression rifle.  K’danz and 

Fil could hear angry shouts in Klingonese coming from the top. 

 “It’s going to take us a while to get this last chamber open without killing whoever is inside,” Smith 

announced as he tried bypassing the power relays. 

 “We don’t have a while, Major,” Ka’Dan said.  “Permission to reposition myself to better defend the away 

team.” 

 “What?” McIntyre asked, not entirely understanding what Ka’Dan was asking.  “The only position you 

could take to better defend this position would be up those stairs…” 

 “I’ll assume that’s permission granted,” Ka’Dan said with a grin before darting out of the corridor, firing 

upward toward the top of the stairs before running up the spiral, bellowing a battle cry as he went. 

 “That boy is nuts!” McIntyre said as he fired a couple more shots to cover Ka’Dan.  “If he survives this, 

I’m going to rip him a new one, right after I pin a medal on his chest!” 

 K’danz and Fil could hear the fight occurring upstairs as they continued to try and open the last chamber.  

Two minutes later they were successful, opening the door only to find the lifeless young body of what appeared to 

be a human mixed with Breen.  K’danz shook her head sadly as Smith started scanning the corridor again, looking 

for any other possible exit from the corridor. 

 “Anything, Ensign?” Fil asked. 

 “No exits,” Smith replied.  “But…” 

 The engineer moved down the corridor, stopping just two meters away from where the four children lay on 

the floor, watched over by the one conscious boy.  He scanned the wall closely with the tricorder, a smile spreading 



on his lips.  He pushed against the wall panel, causing it to swing open, revealing a control panel with several power 

relays leading into it. 

 “Please tell me that’s a transporter,” K’danz said as she watched Smith start to fiddle with the controls. 

 “No, Commander, but almost as good.  It’s a subspace relay console,” Smith said, pulling three isolinear 

rods out of the front, replacing two of them into different slots.  “And with some modification, I think I can turn it 

into a transport enhancer.” 

 “Get to it!” K’danz responded enthusiastically. 

 As the sound of a battle raged on the floor above them, Smith rigged his tricorder into the communications 

panel and removed the power cell from his phaser, adding that to the power circuits as well.  Finally, he pressed the 

panel’s main control and hailed the ship. 

 “Away team to Dauntless.” 

 “Dauntless, go ahead away team,” responded Lieutenant M’nday. 

 “Lieutenant, we’re located on the seventh level of the Cardassian’s underground complex.  I’ve rigged a 

transport enhancer.  Ten to beam up, emergency beam out.” 

 It took a moment for the Caitian officer to reply, but when she finally did, M’nday said, “We’rrrre having 

trrrrouble locking on to yourrrr signal, Ensign.” 

 “I’ll activate the enhancer as soon as we have all our personnel within a meter of the device,” Smith 

replied, then turned to McIntyre.  “Get Ka’Dan back down here now, Major.” 

 McIntyre nodded, then yelled up to the top of the spiral stairs, “Ka’Dan, emergency beam out in ten 

seconds.  Get down here!” 

 Before the final word was out of the major’s mouth, Ka’Dan dropped down from the level above, landing 

nimbly on his feet, blood-covered but whole.  As Fil and K’danz gathered the children and moved them closer to 

Smith’s makeshift enhancer, McIntyre and Ka’Dan covered the stairs where the other Klingons were already rushing 

down. 

 “Dauntless, I’m activating the enhancer now,” Smith announced, pressing another control.  A hum filled 

the corridor. 

 “Away team, we have a lock.  Enerrrrgizing.” 

 While Ka’Dan and McIntyre continued to fire at the stairs, keeping the Klingons from rushing into the 

corridor, the hum of the starship’s transporter filled the space and the away team and the five children 

dematerialized, leaving the empty corridor to more than half a dozen angry Klingon warriors. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester was waiting in the transporter room as the away team materialized.  He took one of the 

unconscious girls, the one with the Trill markings, into his arms and started leading the team to sickbay.  Something 

about the girl he carried felt unusual, but the captain ignored it for the moment as McIntyre spoke. 

 “What about the Hazard Team?” the major asked. 

 “We beamed them up about ten minutes before you contacted us.  Lieutenant Drake is waiting down in the 

barracks to debrief with you.  Seven of your men are in sickbay on deck sixteen.” 

 “Then with your permission, sir?” McIntyre asked.  Koester nodded and the Marine major departed toward 

the aft end of the starship, where the Marine barracks were located.  Meanwhile the captain and the rest of the away 

team, each carrying one of the children they had found, entered sickbay.  As they placed the kids onto the biobeds, 

the captain turned to see how Arbelo was doing, surprised to find Dr Rasa examining the rescued prisoner instead of 

the EMH. 

 “How’s your patient, Doctor?” Koester asked. 

 Rasa turned around and answered, “Not well.  I really don’t expect him to survive.”  The Bajoran then 

noticed the children being placed on the beds and asked, “Where did these kids come from?” 

 “More prisoners from the planet, Doctor,” Admiral Fil responded.  Rasa took a look at the closest of the 

kids, the Klingon-Betazoid mix, and his face turned white for a moment before regaining composure and pulling out 

a medical tricorder to examine them. 

 “You’re going to need help with this crowd, Doctor,” K’danz said.  “Are Doctor McCance or Doctor Hall 

nearby?” 

 “Unfortunately not,” Rasa replied, sounding annoyed at the idea that he needed any aid.  “They’re 

examining the other prisoners you rescued in the triage center we set up in 10-Forward.” 

 “No problem,” Koester said.  “Computer, activate the EMH.” 



 It took slightly longer than usual, but the Emergency Medical Hologram started to appear in the middle of 

sickbay, but unlike most times the doctor was called for, the image did not solidify, but jumped and skipped like a 

badly received broadcast. 

 “Ple… st.te the ..ture..,” the EMH started to say in skipping language before fading from view once again. 

 “What the…?” Koester started to say before tapping his combadge.  “Captain to Commander Dar.” 

 “Engineering.  Dar here, sir,” responded the starship’s half-Klingon Chief Engineer. 

 “Dar, we’re having a problem with the EMH program in sickbay.  Can you have one of your diagnostic 

engineers come take a look at it?” 

 “Really, Captain,” Dr Rasa tried to interrupt.  “I can handle this.  We can deal with the EMH later.” 

 “I’ll send Ensign Faggio right up there,” Dar responded.  “She’ll have the program fixed in no time.” 

 “Honestly, Captain,” Rasa started to say again before Koester tapped his combadge again. 

 “Captain to Major McIntyre.” 

 “Mack here,” the Marine officer quickly responded. 

 “Mack, Doctor Rasa is a little shorthanded up here in sickbay.  Can you spare a couple of your medics?” 

 “They’re on their way as we speak,” McIntyre responded. 

 “Thank you, Major.  Koester, out.”  The captain then walked over to look at Arbelo, who was once again 

unconscious on the exam table.  “The EMH said Mister Arbelo was poisoned.  Any clue what he was poisoned 

with?” 

 “Well, yes,” Rasa said, handing the medical tricorder to K’danz, who continued to scan the rescued 

children while the CMO stepped over to the exam table.  “Tests have detected the presence of voraxna in the 

patient’s system, and considering the toxicity of voraxna, probably administered recently.” 

 “Voraxna is a Cardassian poison,” Koester said thoughtfully.  “There were still Cardassians in the complex 

when we rescued Arbelo.  I think they were trying to eliminate all the evidence of their atrocities, but we found him 

before they could finish the job.” 

 “Most likely.  Unfortunately, I don’t think you found him in time,” Rasa said sadly. 

 As K’danz and Fil joined the captain and doctor around the exam table, the doors to sickbay opened and 

two of McIntyre’s Marine medics walked in.  Ka’Dan directed them to start caring for the children on the biobeds 

while Koester said, “I’m going to go talk to some of the other people we rescued from down there.  See what they 

might know about the Cardassian evacuation.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log; 

I can’t place my finger on it, but something about this whole situation is bothering me.  

Maybe talking to Lieutenant Riker will help me figure out what it is? 
 

 

 Captain Koester retrieved two mugs from the replicator behind the bar in the 10-Forward lounge, where 

beds had been placed for the rescued prisoners to rest and recover from their ordeals, handing one of them to the 

bearded man with the piercing blue eyes, who now wore medical garb instead of a tattered uniform.  He grasped the 

proffered mug with a grin, then sniffed deeply of the brew’s scent. 

 “Thank you, Captain,” Thomas Riker said before taking a sip of the coffee.  “Do you know how long it’s 

been since I’ve had any hot drink other than fish juice?”  He then took a deep gulp of the dark liquid. 

 Koester pulled one of the lounge chairs over toward Riker’s cot and sat down. 

 “You have to admit, you were a prisoner of the Cardassians longer than any of the others we rescued from 

the prison camp.  You’ve probably seen more change in that camp than any of the rest of them,” the captain said.  

“Maybe you can answer a few questions I have?” 

 “Truthfully, I think Starfleet preferred to believe I didn’t exist anymore.  I know when I was first taken 

prisoner the crew of Deep Space Nine said they would try their best to get me back, but apparently their best wasn’t 

good enough,” Riker said.  “I was moved from prison to prison, starting on Cardassia Prime and eventually ending 

up at…  What did you say they called it?  Prison Camp Six?  Apparently I was one of the few humans they had 

access to in the beginning of the Dominion War, and their so-called Doctor Moset was fascinated by my ‘birth.’  

Wondered if something similar could be used to create more Jem’Hadar soldiers.  Soon after I arrived, they started 

the experiments, but it wasn’t until the Bajoran arrived that things really took off.” 

 The captain was surprised by what Riker had said. 

 “A Bajoran?  Let me get this straight?  Working with Moset?” 



 “Believe it or not,” Riker replied.  “Though I got the impression it wasn’t entirely by choice.  I think it was 

during those few months when Bajor was an uneasy ally of the Dominion.” 

 “When the Dominion occupied the Bajor system and Deep Space Nine, I remember,” Koester said.  “We 

were reassigned to Starbase 375 as our sector command base.” 

 “Well, apparently the Cardassians brought in a doctor that had been working on Bajor, an expert on 

Federation medicine.  I don’t know what his name was but I saw him once.  When he collected a DNA sample from 

me to further the experiments.  I’m not sure exactly when he left the prison camp, but I stopped hearing about him 

around the time word leaked into the camp that Federation forces had recaptured the Bajor sector.  I assume he 

returned to Bajor.” 

 “That would be the man to talk to, if we could find him,” Koester remarked.  “Find out exactly what was 

behind all these so-called experiments and why they would stoop to poisoning the prisoners to hide what they had 

done.” 

 “Poison?” Riker asked.  “Moset and his staff never used poison.  If a prisoner was considered non-essential, 

they were either returned back to the surface camp or transferred elsewhere.” 

 “Well, we found Setton Arbelo, like you said we would, but it appears the Cardassians tried to kill him 

using voraxna to prevent him from telling us what went on down in that lab.” 

 Riker’s face took on a shocked expression. 

 “Captain, do you realize just how toxic voraxna is?  Moset and his staff cleared out weeks ago.  If the 

doctor was the one that had administered the poison, Set would have been long since dead.” 

 Captain Koester stood up and placed his coffee mug on the nearby bar as he said, “Something is not adding 

up here.  Mister Riker, I want you to come with me.”  A short time later the two men entered sickbay, where 

Corporal Kay and Private First Class Olswold were still examining the last remaining child that had been rescued 

from Almatha and Ensign Faggio was examining the computer system that operated the EMH program. 

 “Captain!” Corporal Kay exclaimed as Koester and Riker entered sickbay.  “I’ve found something very 

unusual about this child.” 

 Koester glanced in the direction of Setton Arbelo, who still lay unconscious on the exam bed, before 

joining the two medics at the biobed. 

 “What is it?” the captain asked. 

 “Sir, I know this will sound strange, but this child is joined.  Scans indicate a Trill symbiont implanted in 

her abdomen.” 

 “That was what I was feeling as I carried her,” Koester remarked.  “I knew it seemed familiar.”  He looked 

at Riker as he explained, “I used to be involved in a relationship with an officer who was joined.  Her stomach 

always felt like it had a hard lump inside.  It was especially weird when it would squirm occasionally.”  He then 

turned back to the medic.  “Where is Doctor Rasa?  Does he know about this?” 

 “Doctor Rasa left just after we got here.  Didn’t say where he was going,” PFC Olswold replied. 

 “Captain!” Ensign Faggio called out as she stepped away from the computer system.  “I’ve figured out 

what is wrong with the EMH.” 

 As Tom Riker stepped over to look at Arbelo, Koester moved to where Faggio had opened the computer 

access panel. 

 “Someone tried to erase the EMH’s recent memory.  Whoever it was screwed it up and corrupted the 

program, deleting several of the necessary subroutines.” 

 “Can you restore them?” Koester asked. 

 “Maybe,” Faggio replied.  “I’ll do my best, but it will take some time.  And I doubt the doctor will be 

exactly like he used to be.” 

 “Who could have done it?” 

 “Access codes correspond to Doctor Rasa,” Faggio answered.  “But why would…” 

 As she was speaking, Dr Rasa Palin walked into sickbay, passing through his office from the lab beyond, 

carrying a hypospray.  Again he started to look annoyed to see all the unnecessary people in his sickbay until he 

noticed the bearded man who had been looking at Arbelo’s prognosis on the padd attached to the exam bed.  There 

was a moment of silence as their eyes met.  Then suddenly Rasa pushed past Faggio, dropping the hypo to the deck, 

and ran out into the corridor beyond the doors. 

 “What is going on here?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “Captain!  That was him!” Riker exclaimed, pointing at the now-closed doors.  “That was the Bajoran 

doctor I was telling you about!” 

 “Doctor Rasa?!?” Koester said in shock.  “It can’t be!”  He then tapped his combadge and announced, 

“Security alert!  I need Doctor Rasa detained and brought back to sickbay immediately.”  He then looked back 



toward Riker and said, “There has to be some other explanation,” before rushing out into the corridor himself.  

Before he had gone very far, the voice of 1
st
 LT Jeong-Hwan sounded from his combadge. 

 “Captain, we’ve located Doctor Rasa on deck seven, section seventeen.  He’s holding a phaser on himself.  

We have the corridor covered, he’s not going anywhere.” 

 “On my way,” the captain responded, quickly entering a nearby turbolift. 

 By the time the captain reached the deck and section where Rasa was located, the corridor was full of 

security personnel, including Major McIntyre, 1
st
 LT Drake, Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin, and soon afterward 

Commander K’danz and Admiral Fil, both of whom had responded to the security alert. 

 “What’s the situation, Major?” Koester asked. 

 “He’s hold up at the airlock entrance, type II phaser pointed at his own neck.  Seems despondent,” 

McIntyre replied.  “Counselor Gera’s been informed and is on her way.” 

 “Let me talk to him for a minute,” Koester said, then slowly approached the corner of the corridor that lead 

to the airlock where Rasa was located. 

 “Doctor!  It’s Captain Koester.  I’m coming around the corner to talk.  I’m unarmed!  I just want to help 

you.” 

 “It’s no use, Captain,” Rasa’s depressed sounding voice replied.  “Nothing can help me now.” 

 Koester slowly stepped around the corner, arms raised to show they were empty, and walked toward the 

Bajoran medical officer.  Rasa reacted by sitting a little straighter, pressing the emitter of the phaser he held to the 

left temple of his head.  Koester stopped halfway between the airlock and where the security team waited, weapons 

at the ready. 

 “It’s not too late, Doctor,” the captain said.  “Things haven’t gone too far yet.” 

 “Haven’t they, Captain?” Rasa replied, looking incredulous.  “It’s my fault.  It’s all my fault.  I caused it.  

The pain.  The anguish.  I started it all.” 

 Koester took another slow step toward the doctor as Rasa cast his eyes down toward the deck, reminiscing 

about the past. 

 “When I left the Sarek after she returned from the Gamma Quadrant I accepted an assignment on Bajor.  

Months later, the Federation abandoned Terok Nor and the Dominion assumed control of the Bajor system.  When 

the Cardassians learned I had spent several years learning Federation medicine, my presence was ‘requested’ at 

Almatha II.  Doctor Crell Moset, the infamous Cardassian medical researcher, was interested in how resistant 

various Alpha Quadrant races were to an assortment of diseases, in case the Dominion decided to use biological 

warfare.  That was when I made a terrible mistake.” 

 Koester took another step closer, unnoticed by Rasa as he looked up at the captain. 

 “I mentioned some of the hybrid beings I had encountered while serving aboard the USS Sarek.  The idea 

of a viable hybrid, especially in a society where racial purity is considered paramount, fascinated Moset.  Imagine 

my surprise when one of his test subjects turned out to be a former shipmate from the Sarek!  Arbelo became 

Moset’s special project from then on.  After Arbelo was delivered to the camp as a prisoner, Moset had me collect 

DNA samples from every species we had imprisoned in the facility and create hybrid embryos with the samples.  

Dozens of them.  I believe he intended to find out what combination of races would be most resistant to disease, 

radiation, deprivation… I believe he was looking to ‘improve’ the Cardassian species.  I told myself it was only for 

tests.  That what I was making weren’t living, breathing beings.  Then he started implanting the embryos into several 

of the test subjects.  Experimenting on the live births that resulted.  And I let it go on.  Not only did I let it go on, I 

simply turned my back on it.  I left as soon as I could, as soon as Bajor was back under Federation control.  I 

returned to my safe little clinic in my safe little province and pushed all my memories of Almatha into a safe little 

corner in the back of my mind.  And once the war ended and none of the Almatha victims ever emerged, I thought I 

was safe.  I was asked back to the Sarek, helping Fleet Captain Kale get his starship spaceworthy again, and the 

further I traveled, the safer I felt from the sins of my past.  Then I was transferred here to the Dauntless and I 

actually believed my past mistakes were buried forever.  And then the Dauntless was sent here, and all my sins 

resurfaced, literally.” 

 As Rasa continued to talk, the ship’s counselor, Tanzia Gera, finally arrived at the intersection of the 

corridor.  Major McIntyre briefed her on what had already happened before turning his rifle over to Drake and 

slowly escorting the Trill counselor toward Rasa.  The Bajoran reacted to the movement he noticed out of the corner 

of his eye, again sitting up and pressing the phaser to his head.  The captain tried to calm him down. 

 “Now, Doctor, it’s not your fault.  You didn’t conduct these experiments, Moset did.  You couldn’t know 

what you were becoming a part of when they made you go to Almatha…” 

 “Couldn’t I?!?” Rasa almost shouted.  “I had a choice!  It wasn’t like during the occupation.  Bajor was 

neutral.  I could have said no.  I should have said no.”  As he spoke, Rasa slowly stood up, turning the phaser to 



point at the captain.  Koester froze.  When Counselor Gera tried to take another step forward, McIntyre held her 

back. 

 “And what did I do when my sins return to haunt me?” Rasa continued.  “I try to bury them again. It wasn’t 

the Cardassians who tried to kill Arbelo, it was me!  He knew me.  Begged me not to let Moset conduct his 

experiments.  Begged me to help him escape back to the Federation.  He was my shipmate at one time, and I turned 

my back on him just to be safe!  For a time I could even live with that knowledge.  But then you brought those 

kids…  Those…  Those abominations!  I couldn’t do it anymore.  The Prophets help me, but I can’t live with the 

knowledge of what I have done anymore.  I broke my oath.  I did harm.” 

 Rasa pointed the phaser down the corridor and let loose a single shot, causing those gathered there to duck 

back out of harm’s way.  McIntyre pushed Tanzia Gera down to the deck, then jumped atop Captain Koester to 

protect him.  In the confusion, Rasa opened the airlock hatch behind him and stepped inside, quickly closing the 

door between himself and the corridor.  Captain Koester looked up from underneath McIntyre’s bulk. 

 “Doctor, no!  It doesn’t have to end like this!” the captain shouted.  Throught the small window in the door, 

he could see Rasa look back at him, a sad expression on his face as he touched a control panel on the far bulkhead. 

 “Captain to the bridge!  Override all airlocks!  Override now!” Koester shouted.  The near frantic voice of 

Assistant Chief Engineer Amanda Windsor quickly replied. 

 “Too late, Captain.  Airlock five is already cycling!” 

 As the gathered crew watched in disbelief, the light above the airlock changed from green to red and the 

outer door started to open. 

 “Transporter room, emergency!  Lock on to Doctor Rasa’s communicator signal and beam directly to 

sickbay!” 

 “We have no lock, Captain,” the voice of Chief Blackman quickly responded.  To the captain’s horror, 

Rasa was blown out the airlock.  It was only as McIntyre finally climbed off the captain that Koester noticed the 

small Bajoran communicator badge sitting on the deck next to the airlock door. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 60588.6: 

The USS Dauntless has docked at starbase Deep Space Nine, where many of the 

prisoners we rescued from Almatha will begin their final journeys home.  It is a 

bittersweet ending to a mission that has seen joy at the news of the rescue of more than 

three dozen missing Starfleet crew and sadness at the senseless loss of our starship’s 

Chief Medical Officer. 

The Klingons have dispatched a ship of their own to recover the Klingon prisoners still 

on Almatha, the handful of former Cardassian dissidents we transported have returned to 

Cardassia Prime to help their own society in their continued recovery from the 

devastation of the Dominion War and Lt Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo is 

miraculously recovering in our sickbay.  Almost any other officer would quickly have 

died from the small amount of voraxna toxin Doctor Rasa injected into him, but his 

Vulcan and Efrosian physiology made him heartier than the average human being.  One 

more injection however, which was contained in the hypospray Rasa dropped when we 

encountered him in sickbay, would have certainly finished the job. 

And lest there have been any doubt about the doctor’s actions, Rasa recorded a full 

confession of his alleged crimes in a computer file in his quarters, including the 

inadvertent damage he caused to the sickbay’s EMH program trying to erase all evidence 

of his attempt to murder Commander Arbelo.  Commander Dar and Ensign Faggio are 

still working on restoring the doctor’s program, but cannot assure me they will be 

successful in reinstalling and reintegrating the deleted subroutines.  It may be some time 

before our med facilities will be able to make use of the EMH again. 

Now we await the arrival of a replacement for Doctor Rasa as well as word on what will 

happen to the children and several of the officers we rescued. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 



 Several of the crew were gathered in the 10-Forward lounge, no longer an emergency triage center as the 

few rescued prisoners still aboard the Dauntless had been assigned quarters for the duration of their stay.  In the 

center of the room, close to the forward-facing windows that currently overlooked the former Cardassian mining 

station, stood Captain Peter Koester, Commander K’danz and Master Chief Petty Officer Pono Kyman, all in dress 

uniform. 

 “Ensign John Smith, Ensign Rinja Ka’Dan, Major Sean McIntyre, front and center!” ordered K’danz.  The 

three aforementioned officers stepped out from among their shipmates and stood at attention in front of the captain 

as K’danz read from a padd she held. 

 “The Chief of Starfleet Operations takes pleasure in commending Sean McIntyre, John Smith and Rinja 

Ka’Dan for service as set forth in the following citation:  For service above and beyond the call of duty in the rescue 

of over three dozen Federation prisoners of war held captive on Almatha II, the defense of the away team on the 

surface of Almatha against overwhelming odds and technical skills used in evading capture by the modification of 

the equipment on hand to create a transport enhancer which allowed the recovery of said away team…” 

 As K’danz spoke, Chief Kyman handed a small box to the captain.  He opened it, removing a small gold 

pip from inside, pinning it on the collar of Smith’s uniform.  “Congratulations, Lieutenant,” he said with a smile as 

he shook the engineer’s hand.  Kyman handed a second box to the captain, from which he removed an angular red 

Klingon insignia, replacing the smaller insignia that had occupied the Klingon officer’s right uniform collar, saying, 

“Congratulations, Sogh.”  Finally, Kyman handed the captain a third box, inside of which was a silver oak leaf.  

After removing the gold insignia from McIntyre’s collar, the captain replaced it with the new insignia and likewise 

shook the officer’s hand, adding, “Congratulations, Lieutenant Colonel.”  As the captain stepped back from the three 

newly promoted officers, signaling the three to about-face, the gathered crew began to applaud as K’danz finished 

reading the citation. 

 “…The Chief of Starfleet Operations hereby promotes you to the rank you each so richly deserve.” 

 As the applause continued, Koester, K’danz and Kyman joined in with the rest of the crew for a moment 

before the captain called out to the woman behind the lounge bar, “Tenn, first round is on me!” 

 Kia Tenn, 10-Forward’s Bajoran hostess, started passing out flutes of champagne to everyone in the room, 

starting with the three guests of honor.  Ka’Dan tentatively sniffed at his drink, cringing when the bubbles hit his 

nose, as K’danz passed one of the glasses to her captain just as a voice sounded from his combadge. 

 “Captain, this is Counselor Gera.  We’re having a problem in the child care center.  One of our young 

guests seems to be having a tantrum and demands to see her daddy.  As a father yourself, I thought perhaps you 

could help calm her down.” 

 “I’ll be right there,” Koester replied, taking a quick sip before handing the glass back to K’danz with the 

comment, “Duty calls.”  With a wave toward the three officers he had just promoted, the captain stepped out of the 

lounge.  A few minutes later he walked into the care center located near the medical complex on deck nine.  Right 

away he could see what a fuss was being raised.  Kneeling in the center of the room, occasionally throwing one of 

the several toys that had been taken out for her to play with was the little Trill child with the Vulcan-like pointed 

ears.  Every now and then she would scream at the top of her lungs for her daddy. 

 “Hey now,” the captain said as he kneeled down beside the little girl and placed a reassuring hand on her 

back.  “What’s with all the fuss?” 

 The little girl looked up at the captain, tears staining her cheeks, as she replied in a surprisingly mature 

manner, “I wish to see my father.  I don’t know where he is and I’m afraid I’ll never see him again.” 

 The captain was afraid to give the little girl false hope, knowing what he knew about the creation of the 

children the crew had found on Almatha II.  He wondered if perhaps Doctor Moset had actually been arrogant 

enough to require that the children call him their father. 

 “Do you have a name?” Koester asked, more of a diversion to allow him time to think then actually 

expecting an answer.  He was surprised when she quickly replied. 

 “Annika,” she said.  An expression of amazement covered the captain’s face as he suddenly took the young 

girl by the hand. 

 “Follow me,” he said.  “I have a surprise for you.”  He nodded at Counselor Gera as he led Annika out the 

door and down the corridor to sickbay.  Stepping inside, he spoke to the man who was now recovering on the 

farthest of the three biobeds.  “Mister Arbelo, I have a visitor who wants to see you.” 

 Setton To’Lock Arbelo leaned up on his elbows as he looked to see who had entered sickbay, breaking out 

into a huge smile when he saw his daughter. 

 “Annika!” Arbelo exclaimed as the young girl came running over to him, jumping up onto the bed with her 

father.  He gave her a tight hug before looking at Captain Koester with what might have been a tear in his eye. 



 “Thank you, Captain.  I was sure I lost her.  After all those years in the prison camp, she’s all I have right 

now.” 

 “I think you have a lot more than you realize, Mister Arbelo,” the captain replied before walking into the 

CMO’s officer, giving the father and daughter a moment alone together, and tapping his combadge.  “Captain to 

Winters.” 

 “Winters here,” the Chief of Operations replied. 

 “Phillip, I need you to assign quarters with two bedrooms to Mister Arbelo and his daughter.” 

 “Right away, Peter.  And just to let you know, our newly assigned Chief Medical Officer just reported 

aboard.  He was on his way down to sickbay.” 

 Just then, the door opened and a dark-skinned human man wearing a blue-collared uniform walked in, 

heading directly into the CMO’s office before he noticed the captain standing there in his dress uniform. 

 “I expected to be welcomed aboard, bu’ I didn’t expect it t’ be a full dress occasion,” the man said as he 

walked over and offered his hand.  “Doctor Justin MacMillan, reportin’ for duty, sair.” 

 “Captain Peter Koester, Commanding Officer,” Koester replied before adding, “and excuse the dress 

uniform.  We just had a promotion ceremony in 10-Forward.  It’s been quite a mission we just completed.” 

 “So I was led to believe when I was reassigned,” the new doctor replied in a brogue surprisingly similar to 

the Chief Science Officer’s accent.  “I don’ suppose I could get right ta work and bring me self up ta speed.  Tis 

been a while since I served aboard a starship.” 

 Koester gestured toward the desk and said, “All the files and medical records you need are in the computer.  

If you need any help or additional information I’m sure Doc McCance or Counselor Gera would be willing to lend a 

hand.  Welcome aboard the Dauntless, Doctor.” 

 “Thank you, sair,” MacMillan replied, shaking the captain’s hand once more before moving around the 

desk and sitting in the chair.  Koester quickly departed sickbay before the new Chief Medical Officer realized it had 

been more than a year since the captain had submitted to his annual physical, informing Counselor Gera of both the 

arrival of the new department head and young Annika’s whereabouts before heading back toward the frivolities in 

10-Forward.  As he stepped into the turoblift, he was momentarily surprised to come face to face with Thomas 

Riker.  The former prisoner had gotten his beard and hair trimmed back into regulation style since the Dauntless had 

departed the Almatha sector, the grey that had seemed prevalent when he was found now only distinctively tingeing 

the edges of his temples, and while he was wearing only civilian clothes, he seemed a whole new person. 

 “Good morning, Captain.” 

 “Morning, Mister Riker.  Are you headed to 10-Forward too?” 

 “No, sir.  Ship’s library.  I have several years to catch up on, but I didn’t feel like being alone in my 

quarters.  Too much like the cell you just rescued me from.” 

 As Koester told the turbolift his destination, Riker continued to talk. 

 “If you don’t mind my asking, sir, do you know what is going to happen to me now?” 

 “Well, a lot of that depends on you, I suppose,” Koester replied.  “It’s just one suggestion, but you could 

always come back to Starfleet.” 

 “Would Starfleet Command allow that?” Riker asked, not without a great deal of skepticism.  “After 

everything I’ve done.” 

 “Mister Riker, this is just my own personal opinion of course, but I believe you paid for your crimes 

already.  More then your fair share.  And I’m always for giving people a second chance.  Just consider it.”  A 

moment later, the turbolift stopped and Koester stepped out, turning around to look at Riker once more.  “Something 

to think about.” 

 “Thank you, Captain,” Riker replied.  “I will.”  And as the lift doors swished shut again, the captain turned 

back toward 10-Forward, ready to rejoin the celebration. 

 

The End 

 


