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 “Warning, shields down to 25%,” reported the voice of the runabout’s computer emotionlessly as the entire 

vessel shuddered violently. 

 “Re-route life support to shields,” the pilot ordered, taking evasive action to avoid another direct hit.  “Is 

there anywhere we can hide around here?” 

 The computer took a moment to scan the local vicinity of space and compare the readings to the 

information in the memory bank before replying in its unemotional voice, “There is a large asteroid field bearing 

323 mark 9, distance 149,000,000 kilometers.” 

 The runabout made a violent change in course, for a moment throwing off its pursuers, two Jem’Hadar 

attack ships.  Straining the impulse engines as much as she could without causing them to explode, the pilot prayed 

she could reach the asteroids before the Jem’Hadar locked their weapons on her vessel again. 

 Several minutes later, the runabout entered the relative safety of the asteroid field.  Dodging around slowly 

spinning chunks of rock and metal, the pilot of the runabout momentarily lost her pursuers. 

 “Computer, scan the asteroids around us.  Locate one with a deep crevice or cavern,” the pilot ordered. 

 “Working,” the female computer voice replied.  “There is a cavern half a kilometer deep on the large 

asteroid bearing 226 mark 6.” 

 “I see it,” the pilot said as she turned the runabout in the indicated direction.  A few moments later she 

maneuvered the small vessel close to the surface of the asteroid and shut down almost all the power, with the 

exception of bare minimum life support, maneuvering thrusters, and artificial gravity.  Locking down the control 

panel, the pilot got out of her chair and headed toward the aft section of the runabout. 

 “Mommy!  What’s happening?  Why are those ships shooting at us?” a Trill girl of about 13 years of age 

asked as her mother entered the rear compartment, in the center of which was a large metal tube with numerous 

control panels along one side in place of the usual dining table. 

 “They’re Jem’Hadar, sweetheart, and they’re looking for something Mommy has,” the older Trill woman 

replied.  “I hate to ask this of you, but I need you to do something very, very important for me.” 

 “What is it, Mommy,” the girl asked, fear in her eyes. 

 The Trill woman held out an isolinear optical chip to the girl.  “Amongst other information, this chip 

contains all of Starfleet’s battle plans for the next year!  If it falls into Dominion hands, the war is lost for the 

Federation.”  She placed the chip into her daughter’s hand and squeezed her fingers tight around the chip.  “It’s 

become too dangerous for both you and that chip to be aboard this ship.  I need to put you into stasis and hide you 

until the Jem’Hadar are gone.” 

 More fear filled the girl’s eyes, but in spite of the frown on her face she slowly nodded at her mother. 

 “I’ll be back to get you very soon.  I promise,” the Trill woman assured her daughter before helping her 

into the stasis tube and activating the controls. 

 “Will I be safe when you come back for me, Mommy?” the girl asked as she lay down inside the tube. 

 “Yes,” the woman assured before adding, “And I’ll be back very soon.  I promise.” 

 “Mommy?” the girl asked just before the woman started closing the tube’s hatch. 

 “Yes, sweetheart?” 

 “Will I dream?” 

 The Trill woman looked down at the frightened face of her daughter, holding back the urge to start crying.  

Finally, she simply shook her head back and forth and said, “No, sweetheart.  You won’t dream.”  She then kissed 

her finger tips and held it to her daughter’s spotted forehead before closing and sealing the tube.  She then walked 

over to a control panel near the forward bulkhead and entered in a series of commands.  A moment later, the stasis 

tube dematerialized from the rear of the runabout. 

 “I’ll be back soon, sweetheart.  I promise,” she whispered before rushing back to the cockpit and 

reactivating the runabout’s systems.  Seconds later she was heading out of the asteroid field at full impulse, hoping 

to draw the Jem’Hadar ships away before heading into warp.  She did not count on one of the attack ships having 

waited outside the asteroids for her to emerge.  The Jem’Hadar weaponry knocked down her shields before she 

could even react. 

 The pilot knew her only chance was to try and warp away.  Quickly setting a course toward anywhere but 

her present position, she started to activate the warp drive just as the second attack ship emerged from the asteroids 

behind her.  The second ship fired its weapons, destroying the warp drive and frying almost every circuit aboard the 



runabout.  Stunned and badly burned from the console that had exploded in front of her, the pilot struggled to send 

out a distress call. 

 “This is the Federation runabout Wontaku, en route to Deep Space Nine.  I am under attack by…” 

 Another hit by the Jem’Hadar weapons completely fried the subspace radio transceiver, shooting more 

sparks from the console.  Realizing her vessel was not going anywhere, the pilot tumbled out of her seat, trying to 

reach one of the weapons lockers on the aft cockpit bulkhead, when she heard the sound of Jem’Hadar transporters 

materializing around her. 

 “No!” she cried, worried more for her sleeping daughter than herself, as three Jem’Hadar soldiers and a 

Vorta supervisor materialized around her.  The soldiers aimed their weapons at the Trill woman until the Vorta 

stopped them. 

 “She is no threat to us,” the Vorta remarked as he knelt to examine the Trill’s wounds.  “In fact she may die 

of her injuries, and we cannot let that happen.” 

 As the pilot lost consciousness, the Vorta stood up and addressed the most senior Jem’Hadar soldier. 

 “First, have your men tear this ship apart.  The Founders need the information she was carrying.” 

 “What if we cannot find it?” the Jem’Hadar First asked.  The Vorta looked down at the unconscious Trill 

woman at his feet. 

 “Take her back to our ship.  We will take her to Doctor Moset and see if he can… help her.” 
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 The Trill woman glanced at the chronometer on her desk before pressing the button on the padd in her 

hands, clearing the screen.  Her next appointment was due to arrive at any moment, and she wanted to be ready.  

Getting up from behind her desk, she walked over to the nearby replicator and ordered two drinks, one a hot cup of 

Fanalian tea, the other a soft drink, and placed the soda glass on the table in front of the large couch.  Right on time, 

the door chime sounded.  The Trill woman smiled to herself as she sat in the comfortable chair across the table from 

the couch and said, “Come.” 

 The office door swished open and an eight year old girl with spots along each side of her face and slightly 

pointed ear tips poking through the dark hair on each side of her head walked in.  The woman in the chair smiled at 

the girl as she walked over to the table, grabbed the glass of soda and sniffed it to assure herself it was indeed Slug-

o-Cola before sitting down on the couch. 

 “How are you feeling today, Annika?” 

 “Okay, Counselor,” Annika Arbelo-Eeta replied before sipping some soda from her glass.  Counselor 

Tanzia Gera nodded with a slight smile. 

 “And how is Eeta doing today?” the ship’s counselor asked. 

 Annika unconsciously placed her left hand on her abdomen as she replied, “Wiggles is doing okay, I 

guess?” 

 “What do you mean, you guess?” Gera prompted. 

 Annika struggled, as if trying to find the correct words to describe her feelings. 

 “Have you ever had the feeling you’ve forgotten something, Counselor, but you’re aware that you forget 

it?” 

 “Everyone gets feelings like that from time to time,” the red-haired Trill woman replied.  “It’s normal.” 

 “But is it normal to forget things you never knew before?” Annika asked, still unconsciously stroking the 

area where a Trill symbiont was implanted inside of her. 

 “No, not really,” Gera agreed.  “But then, you’re not a normal little girl, are you?”  Gera then picked up a 

padd from the small table next to her and activated it, glancing at the information it displayed for a moment before 

looking back up at Annika.  “Your father tells me you’ve been having some strange episodes lately.” 



 “Like what?” Annika asked between more sips of her Slug-o-Cola. 

 “Like first asking him to take the ship to Cardassian space a couple of days ago, then later ordering him to 

do so.  Can you tell me why you did that?” 

 A puzzled expression came across the young girl’s face, as if trying to remember what Gera was talking 

about. 

 “I… I forget,” she finally admitted. 

 “Maybe I can help you to remember,” Gera suggested.  “Why don’t we play a few Trill memory games?  It 

often helps joined-Trills when they are having trouble processing the thoughts and feeling of their symbionts.” 

 “Do you have trouble remembering things too sometimes?” Annika asked the counselor. 

 “I sometimes have trouble differentiating the memories of my past hosts from my own, and when I’m 

really tired it all seems like one big mish-mash,” Gera admitted.  “But no, I don’t think I’ve ever had the same 

struggle to remember things like you seem to be having.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two hours later, Counselor Tanzia Gera entered the bridge and took her usual seat next to Commander 

Setton To’Lock Arbelo, first officer of the starship Dauntless, who was sitting in the command chair.  Arbelo looked 

over at the counselor with a worried expression. 

 “What’s the word, Counselor?” he asked. 

 “She’s a troubled little girl,” Gera admitted.  “She’s not accessing her symbiont’s memories like a normal 

joined-Trill would be able to.  There are times when it seems their connection is barely there, and others when she’s 

flooded with the knowledge and memories of multiple lifetimes.  And it’s causing damage to her psyche.” 

 “What’s causing the problem?” Arbelo asked. 

 “Keep in mind, Commander,” Gera explained.  “Most joined-Trill spent their entire early lives wanting to 

be joined and go through years of training and evaluation before being chosen to join with a symbiont.  And most 

candidates are much older than your daughter was when she was unwillingly joined by Doctor Moset.  She wasn’t 

prepared, either physically or psychologically, for what happened to her in the Dominion Prison Camp.” 

 “Is there anything we can do about it?’ 

 “There is one possibility I know of that may help her ‘connect’ with her previous hosts,” Gera suggested.  

“If she undergoes a zhian'tara.” 

 “What’s a… a gin-tarah?” 

 “Zhian’tara,” Gera corrected.  “It’s the Trill rite of closure, in which a joined-Trill meets with the previous 

hosts of their symbiont.” 

 “Meets…?  With its hosts…?  How is this done?  Do we need to program the holodeck to…?” 

 “No, no!” Gera interrupted.  “When I say meet, I mean it literally.  The memories and personalities of each 

past host are telepathically transferred from the current host to the bodies of voluntary friends or family members via 

a synaptic pattern displacement.  From the records forwarded to me by the Trill Symbiosis Commission, Annika is 

the Eeta symbiont’s fifth host, so we need to find four people, preferably friends who feel an emotional attachment 

to your daughter, to host the past hosts.” 

 “I can probably arrange that.  How soon can we do this?” Arbelo asked. 

 “I’ll arrange to have a Guardian come here to conduct the ceremony, but considering our current distance 

from Trill, it’ll probably be a few weeks before he gets here.” 

 “I hope Annika has a few weeks,” Arbelo remarked.  “Her personality swings have been getting pretty 

severe in recent days.” 

 “I understand that,” Gera reassured.  “I’ll have Doctor MacMillan give Annika periodic doses of lexorin.  It 

should allow her to cope with the personality shifts until the Guardian arrives. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Just over two weeks later, Commander Arbelo found himself summoned to the captain’s ready room.  

Stepping up to the door, he touched the door chime. 

 “Come,” said a voice from inside.  The door swished open and Arbelo stepped into the room. 

 “You wanted to see me, Skipper?” Arbelo asked Fleet Captain Peter Koester.  The captain nodded and 

gestured for Arbelo to take a seat opposite his desk. 



 “I had a strange occurrence happen not long after the morning shift began,” Koester started to explain.  

“About an hour ago your daughter, Annika, came up to the bridge, dressed in her Space Cadet uniform, and told me 

I needed to set course for the Badlands.” 

 Arbelo’s expression turned to one of extreme embarrassment. 

 “When I asked her why I would set course for the Badlands, which is more than 200 light years and six 

months away at warp 6, she told me she was offering me the courtesy of retaining command of my own ship instead 

of making it an order.” 

 “I’m sorry, Skipper,” Arbelo apologized profusely.  “Annika has been going through some issues 

concerning her symbiont.  She’s been suffering from some severe personality swings concerning the past hosts.” 

 “Yes, I know,” Koester said.  “I spoke with Counselor Gera.  She came and took your daughter down to 

sickbay for Doctor MacMillan to examine.  The question is, what are we going to do about this?  I can’t have 

Annika coming up to the bridge and trying to issue orders to the crew whenever she feels like.  I hate to do it, but I 

may have to have Doctor MacMillan confine your daughter to sickbay until she overcomes this issue.” 

 “Most Trill initiates are well past puberty when they are joined, and there are certain hormones adults 

produce that aid in the bonding process.  The Counselor tells me she thinks Annika never bonded properly with the 

Eeta symbiont due to how young she was when Moset implanted it into her.  Because of that, she’s unable to fully 

comprehend and assimilate all the memories of the previous hosts.  It’s a little like having Alzheimer’s Syndrome, 

getting frustrated by knowing she doesn’t know.  Tanzi has already made arrangements for a Trill Guardian to 

conduct a ceremony that should help Annika and her symbiont finally bond properly.  It’s just taking some time for 

him to get out here to us.” 

 Koester sighed as he looked at his first officer.  “Monster,” he finally said.  “Trust me, I know how hard it 

is to raise a daughter by yourself, especially on a starship.  Gem wasn’t an angel most of the time.  If there’s 

anything I can do to help with this situation…?” 

 “Actually, Peter, there is,” Arbelo said, speaking less formally.  “I need to find several people willing to 

volunteer to host the memories and personality of one of the previous Eeta hosts.” 

 “And how is that done?” Koester asked. 

 “To tell you the truth, I’m not sure I understand it myself,” Arbelo admitted.  “But Tanzi assures me it’s 

perfectly safe.” 

 “Have you gotten any other volunteers?” 

 “I spoke to Penji,” Arbelo said, referring to Fifth Fleet Commanding Admiral Penji Fil, who – like Arbelo – 

had been a member of the 23
rd

 century USS Arcturus crew.  “He said he would be willing to help.” 

 “Count me in too,” Koester said after a moment’s contemplation. 

 “Thanks, Skipper.” 

 “Hey, she may only be a Fleet Space Cadet, but as far as I’m concerned she’s a member of the crew, and a 

member of the family.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log, stardate 64219.1: 

Over the past few weeks, Setton arranged for all the volunteers his daughter needs, and 

now we have finally received word the Trill Guardian will arrive within hours.  I have 

ordered the Dauntless to a full stop while we wait for the transport to arrive. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester was sitting behind his desk in his ready room, reviewing the latest crew fitness 

reports while the ship had nothing special going on, when the intercom beeped. 

 “Cap’n, we’re being hailed by a Federation registered runabout on an intercept course,” announced 

Commander Alasdair Wallace.  “They say they’re from Trill.” 

 “Very well, Alasdair.  Have you informed Commander Arbelo? 

 “Aye, sair.  He said he, his daughter, an’ Counselor Gera would meet our guest in th’ main shuttlebay.” 

 “I’m heading there myself.  Thank you, Commander.” 

 A few minutes later, the captain took his position standing next to his first officer, ship’s counselor, and 

young Annika Arbelo-Eeta, hands folded behind his back, as the main shuttlebay’s atmosphere-retaining field 

snapped on and the shuttlebay door opened, displaying an incredible view of the stars of deep space and the crimson 



hues of a nearby nebula.  A moment later the runabout they were expecting appeared beyond the starship’s long 

warp nacelles and slowly maneuvered toward the open door. 

 As the runabout started passing through the forcefield, Counselor Gera was the first to notice Annika start 

to fidget.  Her fidgeting soon turned to shouting, attracting everyone’s attention. 

 “No!  No, we shouldn’t be sitting here!  We should be recovering the tube!  Don’t you understand?” 

Annika practically screamed, in spite of her father grabbing her and trying to hold her tight so she would not flail 

around.  “We could already be back there recovering the tube!” 

 “Counselor, take her to sickbay!” Koester ordered.  Gera, looking embarrassed for Commander Arbelo, 

grabbed Annika’s hand and led her out the door toward sickbay and another injection of lexorin.  Meanwhile, as the 

runabout set down a short distance away, its thrusters humming to a stop, Koester turned to Arbelo and asked, “Do 

you have any idea what she’s talking about?  What tube?  Whatever it is, it sounds important.” 

 “I wish I knew, Skipper,” Arbelo replied, his face flushed yellow with stress.  Hopefully this is the man that 

can help us discover those answers.” 

 Koester looked over in the direction Arbelo had been glancing, seeing a short, balding man with spots 

running down both sides of his face emerge from the side hatch of the runabout, a small travel bag in his hand. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Commander Arbelo has arranged for all the volunteers Annika needs.  What do you need to conduct the 

ceremony?” Koester asked the Trill Guardian, who had introduced himself as Eron Bab. 

 “Someplace quiet,” Bab replied.  “Preferably a little dark, but it doesn’t have to be pitch black.  And I need 

to set up the candle.”  The odd man gestured toward a container that had been unloaded from the runabout when he 

had arrived that he had informed the captain and Commander Arbelo contained a candle, an urn filled with the milk-

like liquid from the pools in the Caves of Mak'ala, and the metal frame that would hold both during the ceremony. 

 “No problem,” Koester said.  “You can have 10-Forward for the duration.”  Koester then turned to Arbelo 

and said, “Make sure Mister Bab and your daughter have everything they need for this… zhian'tara, Exec.” 

 “Aye, Skipper.  Thank you.”  And as Arbelo turned to leave and make the arrangements, Koester turned 

back to the Trill Guardian. 

 “Have you spoken to Counselor Gera about Annika’s situation?” 

 “Tanzia shared her concerns with me over subspace, yes,” Bab replied.  “I admit, I have never encountered 

a situation quite like this before, and I have conducted hundreds of zhian’tara ceremonies.  I’m not sure exactly how 

this is going to work out.  It could become very complicated.”  The Guardian looked up at Koester and asked.  “I can 

start as soon as the first volunteer arrives.” 

 “I’ll contact him and have him report to 10-Forward within the hour.” 

 “Thank you, Fleet Captain,” Bab responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The candle stand had been set up in the middle of the lounge, which had been cleared of most of the tables 

and chairs that normally filled the deck.  The room was dimly lit, and around the flickering candle stood Eron Bab 

and Annika Arbelo-Eeta, with her father Setton Arbelo standing close by.  All eyes looked toward the lounge door 

as it slid open, but no one was there. 

 Puzzled, Arbelo started stepping toward the opening until a balding blonde head appeared from around the 

edge of the door. 

 “This is the right place, right?” Gunnery Sergeant Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin asked, sounding 

uncharacteristically nervous. 

 “Yes, Gunny,” Arbelo answered, gesturing for the Marine non-com to come inside.  “Please, come in.  And 

thank you for helping Annika out.” 

 “My pleasure, Commander, sir… I hope,” O’Laughlin replied as he stepped in. 

 The Guardian directed the Gunny to one side of the candle stand in a place where he could reach the heads 

of both participants on each side of himself.  He then looked at O’Laughlin and said, “You will be completely aware 

of everything that is happening while the past host is inhabiting your body, and you may reassert yourself any time 

you wish.” 

 “Let’s just get this show on the road,” Olly remarked, closing his eyes and straightening his shoulders.  The 

Guardian shrugged, then looked at little Annika. 

 “Are you ready?” 



 “Yes.  I suppose,” the girl replied. 

 “Then let us begin.” 

 Eron Bab lifted his hands and held them behind each participant’s heads, not quite touching the back of 

their skulls, as he started reciting an incantation in the ancient Trill language.  After a few seconds, Arbelo – who 

was watching the entire ceremony closely – thought he saw a glow start to appear above the milk-like substance 

around the candle and then flow up to the vicinity of his daughter’s abdomen, where the symbiont was implanted.  

The glow then snaked its way up through Annika’s body and across Bab’s left arm.  For a moment, it seemed the 

Guardian’s entire body glowed before it concentrated once again in his right arm and settled on O’Laughlin’s head.  

Suddenly, O’Laughlin took a deep breath, like he had not breathed in ages, and his eyes opened.  He looked to his 

left, then down at Annika, who looked up at him with large, expressive eyes. 

 “What is this, kiddie night?  Buy one adult ticket, get the kids in free?” he asked with an uncharacteristic 

grin. 

 “Are you alright, Gunny?” Commander Arbelo asked. 

 “Gunny?  No, never touch guns.  I kill ‘em with laughter.”  O’Laughlin then reached out to the first officer 

with his hand and introduced himself.  “Timtum.  Timtum Eeta, king of the comedy circuit!” 

 “Before we go on,” said Bab, interrupting the handshake.  “I need to ask each of you some questions to 

make sure the transfer occurred normally.”  He then looked at Annika and said, “Do you remember who Timtum’s 

initiate field docent was?” 

 Annika appeared to be thinking for a moment until her eyes grew wide with shock. 

 “I should know that!” she said.  “But I can’t remember it.  I can’t remember anything concerning Timtum.” 

 “My field docent was Tobin Dax, and never a more annoying person would you find anywhere in the 

universe.  Constantly saying sorry for the least little thing.  And the most disgusting habit of chewing his 

fingernails!” 

 “It appears the transfer worked as planned,” Bab said.  “I’ll leave you two to get re-acquainted.” 

 As Bab departed the lounge, ‘Timtum’ looked at Annika again, then at her father. 

 “So, really, what’s with the kid?” 

 “Annika is the latest  host of the Eeta symbiont.” 

 “They’re putting them in kids nowadays?  Wow!  They still had adults almost fighting over the slimy little 

worms back in my day.” 

 “It’s a long story,” Arbelo remarked. 

 “Well, I guess I’m here to meet you and let you get to know me a little better.  At least, that’s what they 

keep telling me every time they pull me back out for one of these zhian'tara rituals.  You know, just between you 

and me, kid, if I had known I was going to need to make these unscripted appearances every few years, I wouldn’t 

have volunteered to be a host,” ‘Timtum’ said.  “So I suppose you want to know all about me?”  Annika nodded.  

“I’m what I like to call a sociologist.  In short, I study society.  But I found a heck of a way to do it.  Would you like 

to see how?”  Again, Annika nodded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester was sitting on the couch in his quarters, reading the latest chapter of a book displayed 

on a padd, when the door chime to his quarters rang. 

 “Come,” the captain said, prompting the door to swish open and admit young Annika Arbelo-Eeta.  “Hi, 

Annika.  Is it my turn already?” 

 “No, Captain.  This is for you.” 

 The girl handed Koester a card, then turned to leave the quarters.  “I hope I’ll see you there tonight,” she 

added before departing, the doors swishing shut again behind her.  Koester looked at the card he had been handed, 

which said, ‘Tonight only!  Timtum’s Comedy Cavalcade!  Holodeck 1: 1900 hours.  Be there or be square.’  

Glancing at the chronometer on his desktop, he noticed it was already 1830 hours.  Having turned the 10-Forward 

lounge over to Commander Arbelo and his daughter for the duration, Koester had figured he would have a nice quiet 

night reading in his quarters.  It appeared he had been wrong. 

 Slipping on his duty uniform jacket, he made his way to Holodeck 1, invitation card in hand, to find several 

other members of his crew, including Counselor Gera and Chief Pono Kyman, heading inside. 

 “So tell me, Counselor.  Is this the kind of thing that happens in your own zhian'tara?” he asked. 

 “No, Captain.  Mine was a quiet affair, just me and the past host.  A few hours talking… maybe a drink or 

two.” 

“You make it sound like a date,” Koester commented with a grin. 



“Hardly,” Gera replied, sounding indignant.  “And nothing like this!” 

 As they went inside, the holodeck was programmed to look like an early 23
rd

 century comedy club on Trill.  

Just as Koester, Kyman, and Gera all took seats at one small table, a Master of Ceremonies that looked suspiciously 

like Commander Arbelo in a tuxedo walked out onto the small stage and said, “Ladies and gentleman, I would like 

to welcome you all to Timtum’s Comedy Cavalcade.  I just flew in from Alpha Centauri, and boy…!  Are my arms 

tired!” 

 From somewhere off-stage a rimshot was heard, but nobody in the holodeck laughed. 

 “Thank, you, thank you, you’re too kind,” Arbelo said.  “And now, with no further ado, may I introduce 

that master of mirth, that humanoid joke-machine, your favorite and mine… Timtum Eeta!” 

 As Arbelo backed off stage, clapping the entire time, Gunnery Sergeant ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin, dressed in a 

bright purple tuxedo, emerged on stage to the sound of applause.  Koester looked over at Chief Kyman and said, 

“This is going to be an interesting evening, COB.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two hours later, Koester, Kyman, Gera, and several other members of the crew departed the holodeck, 

some of them still wiping the tears from their eyes. 

 “I haven’t laughed that hard since the Emergency Medical Hologram spilled anti-coagulant all over himself 

and started fizzing,” Nurse Lana Den remarked as she wiped her face once more. 

 Finally, as the Comedy Club emptied out, Commander Arbelo, Annika Arbelo-Eeta, and ‘Timtum Eeta’ 

walked out, each man holding one of Annika’s hands.  Arbelo turned just as they passed through the door and said, 

“Computer, end program.”  Then, as the scenery faded away and the doors slowly slid shut, he looked down at his 

daughter and said, “Well, now I know where you get your strange sense of humor.” 

 “I thought you were great!” Annika said to ‘Timtum.’ 

 “Why, thank you, little lady,” ‘Timtum’ replied.  “It felt great being back on the stage again.” 

 Soon, the trio were back in 10-Forward.  ‘Timtum’ kneeled down in front of Annika, the little girl now just 

taller than the body occupied by her past host.  He took both her hands in his and said, “Now I just hope, whenever 

you see the humor in any situation, you remember me, and you remember what that situation teaches you.” 

 “I will, Timtum,” Annika said before hugging him.  For a brief instant, Arbelo thought he saw a subtle 

glow pass between the two of them.  A second later, the man let Annika go and stood back up, looking down at the 

clothes he was wearing. 

 “Purple was never my color,” Gunnery Sgt O’Laughlin groaned.  “Why couldn’t he have chosen a nice 

jungle green?  Maybe even desert camouflage?”  Annika giggled at the Marine’s remarks, then turned to look at her 

father. 

 “That was fun.  When can I meet my next host?” 

 “Tomorrow, Annika.  It’s getting late, and I’m sure we both need some sleep,” Arbelo replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next afternoon, Fleet Captain Koester had joined Annika, Eron Bab, and his first officer in 10-Forward.  

Again, the Guardian muttered his incantation, and again the glow passed from Annika, through the Guardian, and 

into Koester.  A moment later it was confirmed that Koester’s body had been inhabited by Eeta’s second host. 

 “Okian,” he introduced himself, starting to offer his hand toward Annika before pausing, puzzled.  He then 

looked at Bab, seeming about to offer his hand to him before saying, “You’re a Guardian.  I can pick you guys out 

anywhere.”  He then looked at Commander Arbelo, studying his pointed ears and yellow-orange complexion but 

mainly his lack of spots before looking back down at Annika. 

 “A child?  Host to a symbiont?” 

 “Yeah, I get that a lot lately,” Annika replied with a sigh. 

 Annika and Commander Arbelo explained the circumstances that had culminated with the implantation of 

the Eeta symbiont in a six year old girl.  ‘Okian’ then explained what it was he did when he was still alive. 

 “I was a professional skatsball player.  Star player of the Molcore Comets in the 2321, ‘22, and ‘23 

seasons.” 

 “Skatsball?  Isn’t that the old game you play on the holodeck, Dad?” Annika asked her father. 

 “You have a skatsball court here?” ‘Okian’ asked enthusiastically. 

 “Not exactly, but we can create one,” Arbelo said. 



 “Lead the way!  It feels like forever since I played skatsball!” ‘Okian’ suggested, gesturing toward the door 

of the lounge. 

 “Can I ask you just be careful with my commanding officer’s body?  I don’t think he would be too happy to 

come back to a broken arm or strained back.” 

 “Don’t you worry.  When it comes to skatsball, I’m the best!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “I swear, Exec,” Koester said, glaring at Commander Arbelo as he stretched his back in the command chair 

once again and readjusted the heating pad against his spine.  “I don’t think I’ve been this sore since I started 

attending the Academy.  Don’t ever let me do that again.” 

 “Don’t worry, Skipper.  I’m not in much of a mood to play skatsball again anytime soon,” Arbelo said, 

emphasizing the bone-knitter working on his right arm currently wrapped in a sling.  “Especially against a 

professional.  Playing skatsball on the holodeck or back with the old Arcturus crew was never that rough!  Okian 

played for keeps!  But at least now we know where Annika gets her allergy to Aloneic bananas.  After my trip to 

sickbay I suggested we end the evening with a few banana splits in the lounge, and Okian said he would break out in 

huge hives if he even went near Aloneic bananas.” 

 “That explains the itching in my throat,” Koester sighed before asking, “When is the next transferrance?” 

 “Annika and Admiral Fil are getting together this afternoon.  It should be interesting…” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that afternoon, Admiral Penji Fil joined Bab, Annika, and Arbelo.  After the typical incantation and 

transfer, Bab looked at Fil and asked, “In what year were you joined?” 

 “2340,” Fil replied absentmindedly as he looked down at himself, his expression one of amazement. 

Without looking at any of the others around him, he began feeling his own body, his arms, legs, and stomach. 

 “What’s the matter?” Bab asked, concerned. 

 “This is a little different for me,” Fil replied, his voice nearly an octave higher than normal.  “I’m not used 

to a male body.”  S/he then finally looked up at Commander Arbelo and smiled a warm smile.  “Marja.  Marja 

Eeta,” s/he said, introducing themselves.  “And you are?” 

 “Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo,” the commander said with an amused smile.  “My daughter, Annika, 

is the latest Eeta host.” 

 ‘Marja’ looked over at Annika and smiled, saying, “You’re shorter than I expected.  But you’re quite 

lovely.  I’m sure your movements would be very graceful.”  At Annika’s puzzled expression, ‘Marja’ explained, 

“Dancing, dear.  I’m a dancer.  Among the best, in my humble opinion.”  Then, after shaking the young host’s hand, 

s/he started rubbing ‘her’ hands together and asked, “Is there, by chance, a bathroom or washroom nearby?  Perhaps 

just a sink?” 

 Arbelo directed ‘Marja’ back behind the main bar, where a small sink was located.  As ‘Marja’ began to 

vigorously wash ‘her’ hands, s/he asked, “What can I tell you about myself?” 

 “Were you really a good dancer?” Annika asked. 

 ‘Marja’ favored Annika with another smile before saying, “I, my dear…”  S/he suddenly raised ‘her’ hands 

with a flourish, striking a pose as if having ended a big show-stopping number and splashing water on Arbelo, 

Annika, and Bab, as s/he finished, “…was among the very best!  I was the star of the Nova Dance Company, and we 

traveled throughout the Alpha Quadrant, performing for sold-out crowds wherever we went!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A short time later, Counselor Gera entered the lounge.  Once inside, she watched from near the door as 

‘Marja’ taught Annika several Andorian ballet stances, helping the young girl to lift her leg up against the bar.  As 

soon as ‘Marja’ had lifted Annika’s leg to the bar-top, s/he dashed back behind the bar and started washing her 

hands once again, grumbling about the potential for germs in an unusually high-pitched voice while encouraging her 

to stretch her leg muscles as far as they would go, emphasizing graceful movements. 

 “How are things going?” Gera asked as she stepped further into the room. 

 “Very well,” ‘Marja’ replied, looking over at the counselor as s/he continued washing ‘her’ hands to the 

point they were bright red already.  “With work, Annika could be a very talented…  No! No! No!”  ‘Marja’ 

suddenly turned her attention back toward Annika.  “Grande plie before arabesque!  Like this…!” 



 ‘Marja’ emerged once again from behind the bar, swooping deeply with arms extended in front before 

standing again and raising one leg off the deck and leaning forward, ‘her’ arm and raised leg forming one straight 

line for several seconds before assuming the tondue position and dropping into a split, causing Admiral Fil’s 

uniform pants to rip down the back.  Annika giggled as ‘Marja,’ ‘her’ face red with embarrassment, said, “Oh dear!”  

Even Gera and Arbelo could not hold back chuckles.  “I think that will conclude the dance lessons for today.” 

 “Thank you, Marja,” Annika said, standing near to help her past host back to ‘her’ feet.  “I think I know 

where I inherited my grace from now,” she said wryly. 

 “Not a very good example of grace today I’m afraid,” ‘Marja’ replied, either completely missing or 

choosing to ignore the young girl’s sarcasm.  “But you’re welcome.” 

 ‘Marja’ took Annika’s hand for assistance to stand up once again, and again a brief glow was visible 

between the child and volunteer.  A moment later, Fil was looking at his hands, which were chapped and puffy from 

so much excessive washing. 

 “I think I can go another month before I need to wash my hands again,” he said in his normal tone of voice.  

The Admiral then looked at Counselor Gera and added, “Next time I go through this, can I get to choose who I’m 

hosting?  You could have at least given me a host of the same gender!” 

 “I’ve already had my zhian’tara, Admiral,” Gera said.  “Talk to Mister Arbelo.  He’s the one who arranged 

all this.” 

 “Sorry, Penji.  I thought Marja was a guy,” Arbelo apologized as the Catullan admiral glared at him.  “But 

you sure do cut a nice rug!” 

 Fil rolled his eyes as he grabbed the back of his pants, saying, “If you don’t need me anymore, I’ll be in my 

quarters…”  He glared once again at Arbelo, adding accusingly, “…Changing my pants!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next day, Lt Commander Amanda Windsor, the starship’s assistant chief engineer, entered 10-Forward.  

Windsor had grown close to Arbelo and his daughter since they had first arrived aboard, and was quick to volunteer 

as a zhian’tara host when the first officer had broached the subject over drinks. 

 “Thanks for doing this, Amanda,” Arbelo said, sitting at the bar with the engineer as they waited for the 

rest of the participants.  “It really means a lot to Annika, helping to connect with her symbiont.  It means a lot to me 

too.” 

 “I’m just glad I could help, Setton,” Windsor replied, smiling at him.  But before she could say anything 

else, the lounge doors slid open and Eron Bab, Counselor Tanzia Gera, and Annika Arbelo-Eeta stepped in.  As the 

Guardian stepped over to the candle frame to prepare for the final ceremony with Annika, Gera walked over to 

Arbelo. 

 “It’s looking good, Commander,” Gera said to Arbelo.  “Annika has connected with her previous hosts in 

ways she was never able to before.  If this final zhian’tara is successful, she should have a complete, normal 

connection to the Eeta symbiont, and her emotional outbursts should cease.” 

 “That’s good to hear, Tanzi.  And I’m sure the Skipper will be happy to hear it too.  No more outbursts or 

showing up on the bridge to issue orders.” 

 “What was that all about anyway?” Windsor asked.  “I heard stories down in engineering about Annika 

trying to order the ship to the Badlands.” 

 “We’re still not sure,” Arbelo replied.  “Nothing has come out of the previous hosts yet.  And what we 

know about Eeta’s last host before Annika, an exobiologist named Releea, is that the closest she ever got to the 

Badlands was the Dominion Prison Camp on Almatha where she died.” 

 “We’re ready,” the Guardian interrupted.  “If everyone would take their places?” 

 As Arbelo and Gera remained near the bar, Windsor stepped over beside the Trill Guardian, and after one 

last glance at Arbelo, took a deep breath and closed her eyes as she straightened up.  Bab began reciting his 

incantation in ancient Trill once again, and as expected the glow formed above the pool of milk-like liquid around 

the candle before moving between Annika, the Guardian, and finally into Windsor. 

 “The transfer seems complete,” Bab said as he turned to look at Windsor.  “Do you recall…’ 

 Suddenly Windsor’s eyes popped open and she said in a near shout, “Why are we all just sitting around 

here doing nothing?” 

 “We’re not doing nothing,” Bab tried to assure her.  “We’re performing the zhian’tara for Annika.  Surely 

you remember when you…?” 

 “Every second we stand here is another second it’s going to take us to reach the Badlands and recover the 

tube,” Windsor said, her voice growing angry.  “Too much time has been wasted as it is!” 



 “Oh no, not again,” Arbelo muttered, standing and starting to move toward the engineer, but it was too late.  

Windsor was already on her way out of the lounge.  As the doors slid shut, Gera quickly tapped the combadge on 

her uniform. 

 “Security, this is Counselor Gera.  Lt Commander Windsor is on her way to the bridge.  Seize and detain 

her, but do not injure her.  She’s not herself right now.” 

 “Understood,” responded the voice of Security Chief Sean McIntyre.  “Security teams are responding.” 

 “Mister Bab, stay here with Annika,” Arbelo ordered as he started after Windsor.  “Tanzi, come with me.” 

 A couple of minutes later, Arbelo and Gera emerged onto the bridge.  Everything appeared normal with the 

exception that Fleet Captain Koester was standing near the tactical console with Lt Colonel McIntyre, and both 

looked agitated. 

 “Where’s Amanda?” Arbelo asked, joining the other two officers. 

 “We’re not sure,” McIntyre responded.  “We tracked her combadge to a turbolift that made its way down to 

shuttlebay two before a squad could intercept it, but the lift car was empty.  Just her combadge laying on the deck.” 

 “She sent us on a wild goose chase,” Koester added.  “I assume the transfer of the final host didn’t go as 

planned?” 

 “Amanda started to act just like Annika did that time she came up here and ordered you to take the ship to 

the Badlands,” Arbelo replied.  “That’s why I assumed she was coming up here when she left 10-Forward.” 

 “We need to find her, Mack,” Koester implored before turning to look at both Arbelo and Gera.  “What can 

you tell me about Eeta’s last host that might give us a clue about why she’s acting like this?” 

 “Not a whole lot, Captain,” Gera replied.  “According to the files the Trill Symbiosis Commission sent me 

when I started making inquiries, Releea spent over 20 years as an exozoologist and exobiologist, studying and 

cataloguing life-forms on the planet Broloup IV.  Nothing too out of the ordinary.  Certainly nothing to explain this 

behavior.” 

 “Well I need answers,” Koester said, starting to sound very annoyed.  “Mack, have your squads start a 

room by room search of the ship, starting on deck 10 where she was…” 

 “Captain!” interrupted Lt(JG) Carter Breitling on the helm.  “There’s a new course being fed into the 

astrogator.  The ship is turning toward 191 mark 1!” 

 “Override,” Koester ordered. 

 Breitling tried entering various commands into the helm console, each fruitlessly.  He then turned to look at 

the captain and reported, “No joy.  I’ve lost all helm and navigation control.” 

 “Where were the commands entered from?” Commander Arbelo asked, suspecting he knew the source.  

“The auxiliary bridge?” 

 “Negative,” answered Lt. Tom Riker from the ops console next to Breitling.  “I’m reading the override 

coming from holodeck two.” 

 “The holodeck?  Is that possible?” Koester asked. 

 “Apparently,” McIntyre replied.  “This last host learns fast.” 

 “Mack, have security teams converge on holodeck two, but have them hold at the door.  No one leaves that 

room!  Then come with me,” Koester ordered before turning to his first officer.  “Exec, you have the bridge.” 

 Arbelo reluctantly nodded as Koester and McIntyre quickly entered the nearby turbolift.  “Deck 8,” he 

ordered before the lift doors swished shut. 

 

* * * * 

 

  Moments later, Koester and McIntyre were standing outside the heavy doors of holodeck two, where two 

squads of Starfleet Marines under the command of Gunnery Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin and Sergeant Fireball 

Maarsingh waited with phasers and compression rifles at the ready.  As Koester approached the holodeck control 

panel, he took note of the fact the holodeck was running a program, but not one of the standard programs in the 

memory bank. 

 “Computer, request access to holodeck two,” the captain ordered. 

 “Program complete.  Enter when ready,” the computer responded before the doors opened with a heavy 

whirring sound. 

 “Wait here, Gunny,” Koester ordered before he exchanged a glance with McIntyre and the two stepped 

through the doors.  As the doors shut behind them and the scenery filled in the opening, Koester was mildly 

surprised to find himself standing in a re-creation of the Dauntless’ bridge.  Sitting at the helm was the blonde-

haired assistant chief engineer.  She did not react as the two officers approached, instead remaining intent on 

piloting the starship. 



 “Releea?” Koester asked tentatively. 

 “I’ve been expecting you, Captain,” the past host said, still concentrating on piloting the ship through the 

holographic interface.  “Truthfully, I expected you to be here ten minutes ago.” 

 “Why are you doing this?” 

 “It’s a matter of life and death.” 

 “Life and death?” Koester said, puzzled.  “Whose?” 

 ‘Releea’ finally took her eyes off the controls and looked at Koester. 

 “Captain, access LCARS file Alpha-Alpha-Eight-Five-Nine-Alpha-X-Ray; Code: Blue.” 

 “Blue?” Koester asked in amazement.  “I’ve only been allowed access to level Blue once in my career.”  

Koester moved over to the LCARS interface at the representation of the first officer’s seat and entered the file name. 

 “Access denied,” the computer announced, the screen flashing red. 

 “Enter Releea-Zed-Zed-Beta-Niner-Five-Five,” Releea said.  Koester entered the command into the 

interface, and a moment later the screen changed from red to blue, quickly displaying a personnel file that had not 

been updated in more than a decade. 

 “What is it, Skipper?” McIntyre asked.  “What’s in the file?” 

 “Releea Eeta wasn’t just an exobiologist studying new life on Broloup IV.  That was all a cover,” Koester 

replied. 

 “A cover for what?” 

 “Releea Eeta was actually a member of Starfleet Intelligence.  On covert assignment!” 

 “They posted me on Broloup so I could spy on the Cardassians without raising too much notice, informing 

Starfleet Command of fleet movements and military activity along the border,” ‘Releea’ explained.  “I had even 

made some contacts within the Obsidian Order.  I had amassed quite a large amount of intelligence, including 

Starfleet battle strategies, when a Yridian trader blew my cover.  I was in the process of transferring my data files to 

a contact at DS9 when the Dominion caught up to me.  I had to hide my files, along with certain other important 

possessions.”  ‘Releea’ looked at Koester and McIntyre intently and stated, “What I had to hide in the Lamemda 

Sector could save the Federation… or tear it apart!” 

 “And let me guess.  This object is hidden in the Badlands?” McIntyre asked, sounding just a little sarcastic. 

 “Not in the Badlands itself,” Releea replied.  “That would have been too dangerous.  And too far.  I had the 

Jem’Hadar on my back and I couldn’t shake them, so I hid it where I could, out of the Dominion’s reach.  Now I 

must go back for it.” 

 “Releea, we’re weeks away from the Badlands,” Koester explained.  “Wouldn’t it just be simpler to send a 

communiqué back to DS9 and have someone else retrieve your datachip?” 

 “No.  They’d never find it,” ‘Releea’ explained.  “I could never describe its location in enough detail, they 

would spend years looking for it.  And besides, it’s more than just a datachip.” 

 “Skipper!” McIntyre, who had been reading more of the personnel file, interrupted.  “According to this file, 

Releea Eeta had a young daughter who traveled with her.  SFI felt it made her cover more secure, since the 

Cardassians would never suspect a scientist traveling with a child to be a spy.” 

 “Where is this daughter now?” Koester asked his security chief. 

 “According to the file, lost- presumed killed.  She disappeared around the same time Releea did.  When it 

was later determined that Releea had been taken to Almatha after we rescued the prisoners there, Intel closed her file 

assuming the girl had probably been either killed or captured with Releea and used for experiments by Doctor 

Moset.” 

 Koester turned back to face ‘Releea’ at the helm and thought he noticed a tear slip down her cheek. 

 “It’s not just a datachip you want to recover, is it?” he asked. 

 “No, Captain.  I need to rescue my daughter, Renee.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 64241.0: 

With the help of our allies aboard the Proud Vengeance, the Dauntless was towed back to 

the Lamemda Sector in only hours.  Both ships have now spent the better part of the last 

week searching the asteroid field described by the Eeta host, Releea. 

Fortunately Annika Arbelo-Eeta’s zhian’tara was successful in establishing a normal 

connection between the young girl and her symbiont.  With Releea’s memories restored, 

Annika has been able to help us search the field for the one asteroid that contains Renee 

Clintak and the lost datachip. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 The bridge aboard the Dauntless was quiet, save for the typical background noises of the sensors and 

console functions.  On the main viewscreen, several large asteroids and the Challenger-class warship Hem 

bortaStaH – or Proud Vengeance – could be seen, the space-borne rocks and debris slowly tumbling through space.  

Aside from the normal Alpha shift crew manning their watches, the space was also crowded with the addition of 

Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo, Annika Arbelo-Eeta wearing her Fleet Space Cadet uniform, Lt Commander 

Amanda Windsor, and Vice Admiral Penji Fil among several others. 

 “Now entering search grid nine,” reported Lt. Breitling from the helm. 

 Fleet Captain Koester looked at the young Space Cadet, who was standing at the center of the bridge, and 

asked hopefully, “Does anything look familiar out there, Annika?” 

 Without taking her eyes off the main viewscreen, Annika replied, “I’m sorry, Captain.  After seven days of 

this, all these asteroids are starting to look alike to me.” 

 “I know what you mean,” Koester commiserated before looking toward the seemingly-unmanned science 

console on the starboard side of the bridge.  “Anything on sensors?” 

 “No unusual energy readings, Captain,” replied the British-accented, slightly mechanical sounding voice of 

Lt Commander Spot, the non-corporeal Daminean science officer.  “Is there anything more you can tell us that 

might help us to locate the stasis tube, Annika?” 

 Annika briefly looked toward the science console, where a small circle of red light was barely visible atop 

the console, and said, “The tube was beamed down into a cavern measuring half a kilometer deep in one of the 

largest asteroids of the field.” 

 “It’s been thirteen years since this stasis tube was left behind, and it was meant to be recovered only a few 

days, maybe weeks later,” Admiral Fil asked.  “What are the chances Releea’s daughter is still alive?” 

 Annika turned to look at Fil, sounding somewhat older than her physical age of eight, saying, “Renee was 

the most important thing in Releea’s life.  More important than Starfleet.  More important than her scientific work.  I 

made sure that stasis tube would function for an extended period of time – centuries if necessary!  My daughter is 

still alive.” 

 Commander Arbelo felt slightly uncomfortable with how, since the final zhian’tara ceremony, his 

daughter’s personality had changed slightly, the memories of the previous hosts now fully integrated with her own 

young personality. 

 “Let’s take this logically,” Koester suggested.  “It’s taking much too long to deploy shuttlecraft to search 

every individual piece of rock out there.  Starfleet Command is being understanding about this, but they won’t 

accept two front-line starships being out here indefinitely.  We’ve already scanned and explored fifteen asteroids 

large enough to have a half-kilometer deep crevice or cavern, and the Vengeance has scanned another eleven.  Have 

the sensors identify only the asteroids in this grid that meet our criteria, and then we’ll narrow down the search from 

there.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Spot replied.  A moment later he added, “I’m placing a tactical view of the search grid on 

the main viewer.”  The image of the floating rocks and debris on the viewscreen was quickly replaced by a computer 

representation of the immediate area of space, showing both the Dauntless and Vengeance on the edge of the grid.  

Inside the grid, every asteroid was represented by outlines of their shapes, while the larger asteroids that fit the 

search criteria were shown as three-dimensional solid white shapes.  In the immediate area there were the five 

immense rocks that could potentially contain half-kilometer deep fissures. 

 “The asteroid at 222 mark 8 is solid iron, no detectable caverns or fissures,” reported Spot.  “We can knock 

that one off our list of potential suspects.”  Immediately one of the highlighted shapes transformed into just an 

outline. 

 “Any life signs being detected from the other four?” Annika asked hopefully. 



 “None thus far,” Spot replied.  “Perhaps I can tune the sensors a little finer to pick up minute indications?  

With your permission, Captain?” 

 “Of course, Commander,” Koester replied. 

 The small circle of red light disappeared from atop the science console as the rest of the crew continued to 

look at the four highlighted asteroids on the tactical display.  Meanwhile Koester ordered, “Mack, send this tactical 

image to General Ke’reth.  Have him make a closer observation of the two asteroids the Vengeance is closest to.” 

“Aye, Captain,” McIntyre replied, transmitting the display to the Klingon warship, which almost 

immediately moved off to port.  Seconds later the spot of light reappeared and said through Koester’s combadge, “I 

managed to tune the lateral sensor array as finely as I possibly could, Captain.  If there’s anything out there, we’ll 

find it.” 

 “Very well.  Commence scanning.”  Koester then looked toward the helm and said, “Mister Breitling, move 

us into the asteroid field toward the closer of the two large asteroids to starboard.  Shields at full strength.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Breitling replied. 

 “Mack, tell the Vengeance to keep his sensors pealed for even the slightest unusual reading.” 

 As the Dauntless slowly moved into the search grid, it’s shields deflecting some of the smaller pieces of 

rock away, an indicator started flashing on both the science console and the ops console. 

 “Captain!  I’m detecting a slight energy reading coming from the asteroid at 156 mark 33,” reported Spot. 

 “Put it on screen,” Koester ordered. 

 Quickly the tactical image was replaced by the view of the specific asteroid Spot had indicated. 

 “That’s it!” Annika suddenly exclaimed, recognizing the rock’s shape.  “That’s where she is!” 

 “Confirmed, sir,” Spot added.  “I’m detecting the sine waveform of a Type-3 stasis pod emanating from the 

cavern on the asteroid’s northern hemisphere.” 

 “It’s getting a little tight in here,” Koester commented, looking uncomfortably at the other large asteroids 

slowly drifting toward his starship.  “Now that we know where the stasis tube is, I think we should be getting both 

ships out of here.  Have the Vengeance use one of their Wraiths to conduct the recovery.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, a large cargo shuttle from the Hem bortaStaH – called a Wraith – with General Ke’reth 

Epetai Makura and his executive officer, Captain Havok, aboard landed in the Dauntless’ main shuttlebay with the 

stasis chamber, which was quickly beamed to sickbay.  The two Klingon officers were then escorted to 10-Forward 

by the Dauntless’ exchange officer, Lt Commander Ka’Dan, as Fleet Captain Koester, Commander Arbelo, 

Counselor Gera, and Annika Arbelo-Eeta gathered in sickbay, observing as Dr. Justin MacMillan and Nurse Lana 

Den took readings on the equipment, making sure everything was working correctly before they attempted to shut 

down and open the tube. 

 “It’s hard t’ believe, Cap’n,” MacMillan said to Koester as he entered several commands into one of the 

control pads along the side of the stasis tube.  “It’s been thirteen years, an’ this tube is still functionin’ like it was 

just turned on yesterday.” 

 “I…,” Annika started to say before suddenly realizing how she sounded.  “I mean, Releea knew her cover 

could be blown at any time.  She made sure that stasis tube would last for years.  Renee’s life depended on it.” 

 Finally the time had come to deactivate the tube.  “I’m ready here, Doctor,” Den informed the chief 

medical officer from where she stood at the foot of the tube. 

 “Aye, let’s crack her open,” MacMillan remarked, entering one last command into the control panel.  An 

almost imperceptible hum shut off, and moments later the hatch locks popped open.  A layer of mist emerged from 

the crack of the tube opening, drifting straight down toward the deck.  It took some effort on both their parts, but 

MacMillan and Den managed to lift open the hatch, revealing a young teenaged girl with Trill spots flowing down 

either side of her face, looking as if only taking a short nap.  Immediately the doctor started scanning the girl with a 

tricorder. 

 “Tri-ox compound, 20 cc’s,” he ordered, putting out his hand.  Nurse Den quickly prepared a hypospray 

and handed it to the doctor, who pressed it against the neck of the sleeping girl.  When there was no immediate 

reaction, he then added, “Nurse, formazine, 10 cc’s.”  Again, Nurse Den quickly prepped a hypospray and handed it 

to the doctor, who pressed it against the opposite side of the unconscious girl’s neck.  He then started scanning her 

again with the tricorder. 

 “Brain wave activity is increasing.  Good.  We have shallow respiration.  Cardiac functions are coming 

back.” 

 “How is she, Doctor?” Annika asked anxiously. 



 “She’s alive.  I’ll be able to tell you more in a moment.” 

 As everyone watched, the girl’s chest started to rise and fall with her breathing.  A moment later she 

unconsciously took a deep breath, slowly releasing it. 

 “Brain wave activity is becoming regular.  So is heartbeat and respiration,” MacMillan reported.  Suddenly 

the girl’s eyes fluttered open and, without lifting her head, she looked around, trying to focus on the faces of those 

standing over her. 

 “How do you feel?” Nurse Den asked. 

 “Lightheaded,” Renee Clintak replied, noticing that she did not recognize anyone around her.  “Where am 

I?  Where’s my mother?” 

 “Your mother couldn’t be here right now,” Counselor Gera said, preventing Annika from saying anything 

as she moved closer to the tube, helping the girl to sit up slowly.  “You’re aboard the Federation starship Dauntless.  

Your mother told us where we could find you.”  A look of alarm quickly appeared on young Renee’s face. 

 “I need to get this chip to someone in charge,” she said, finally allowing the isolinear optical chip she had 

been holding in the palm of her hand for the last thirteen years to be seen.  “My mother said there was important 

information on it that shouldn’t fall into the hands of the Dominion.” 

 “I’m Fleet Captain Koester, commander of the Dauntless,” Koester said, introducing himself.  “I can take 

care of that for you.  Make sure it gets to the right people.”  He put out his hand, into which Renee placed the 

isolinear chip.  Counselor Gera and Nurse Den then helped Renee out of the tube and over toward one of the biobeds 

for a proper check-up, but they were intercepted by Annika, who unexpectedly hugged the slightly taller girl. 

 “I’m so glad you’re safe,” Annika told Renee, puzzling the older girl slightly. 

 “Annika, let’s head back to our quarters and let the doctor take care of his patient,” Commander Arbelo 

said, leading his daughter out toward the corridor.  But before he could get her out of sickbay completely, she turned 

around and looked back at Renee. 

 “Maybe we can get together later and talk… about your mother?” 

 “Sure,” Renee replied, still a little confused.  Once the doors had shut behind the Arbelos, Renee then 

looked at Nurse Den and asked, “Who was she?” 

 “Annika Arbelo-Eeta,” Den answered.  “The first officer’s daughter.” 

 “Eeta?  My mother’s last name was Eeta.  Are they related?” Renee asked. 

 Nurse Den exchanged a look of shock with Counselor Gera, realizing she may have said something she was 

not supposed to.  Gera looked at Renee and gently answered, “Yes, Annika is a… cousin of your mother’s.”  I’m 

sure you and she will have a lot to talk about later.” 

 Renee nodded, but as she climbed up onto the biobed so MacMillan could verify her health, she looked at 

the closed doors Annika had exited through with suspicion. 

 

* * * * 

 

 From sickbay, Koester made his way to his ready room with the intention of reviewing whatever was on the 

chip Renee had handed him for inclusion in his mission report, stopping to let Commander Jeff Bloom, the 

starship’s Chief Engineer – who was standing in as Officer of the Deck while the captain was busy – know that both 

vessels would be linking up and returning to Starbase 719 before the end of the day. 

 Less than five minutes later, Koester emerged from his ready room, a look close to shock on his face.  

Without saying a word, he made his way to the turbolift, and from there to 10-Forward, feeling the need for a strong 

drink. 

 As he entered the lounge, he noticed the majority of the patrons standing along the windows, watching with 

a mixture of fascination and horror as General Ke’reth and Captain Havok arm-wrestled atop the bar, their d'k tahgs 

poised on each side to pierce the hands of whoever lost.  However, the wrestling ended abruptly as the General 

noticed Koester enter and gestured for him to join the two Klingons. 

 “Did you find what you were looking for, Captain?”  When Koester did not respond right away, Ke’reth 

looked concerned and repeated, “Captain?” 

 Koester looked over, as if suddenly startled, before finally saying, “Yes.  Yes, General.  We rescued a 

young girl who had been in stasis since the Dominion War.  Thank you for your assistance.”  He then took a seat on 

the stool next to Ke’reth and said, “Can I get you and Havok another drink while we discuss linking our ships for the 

journey back to Homeplate?” 

 “Blood wine!” Ke’reth replied with a snaggle-toothed grin.  “I would like to have De’laH alter the shield 

configuration and adjust the transwarp coil output to a higher frequency on the trip back.  It may make the trip 



slightly longer, but I think it would smooth the vibrations considerably.  The trip to the Lamemda Sector nearly 

tore…” 

 Ke’reth suddenly stopped talking, noticing that Koester’s attention seemed to be elsewhere.  The General 

looked closer at his Federation counterpart as he said, “You seem to have much on your mind, Captain.” 

 “My apologies, General,” Koester said.  “It’s been a long and trying mission.”  The bartender appeared 

with three mugs filled with a deep red liquid, putting them down in front of each of the Klingons and Koester.  As 

the bartender moved on to assist another patron, Koester looked at Ke’reth and said, “Yes.  Whatever you think 

would make our journey back more comfortable is fine with me.” 

 “Aye, Captain.  A toast to another successful mission together,” Ke’reth suggested, raising his mug of 

blood wine, a gesture mirrored by Havok and Koester.  Then, after each had drunk a swig from their respective 

mugs, Ke’reth moved closer to Koester and remarked in a voice a little louder than a whisper, “Perhaps you found 

more than you were expecting on this mission?” 

 “Tell me, General.  Did you ever meet a Starfleet officer named Benjamin Sisko during the war?” 

 “Sisko!” Ke’reth repeated, a twinkle glimmering in his eye.  “The Hero of the Alpha Quadrant, who almost 

singlehandedly defeated the Dominion!  No, Captain, I never had the honor of meeting Captain Sisko personally.  

Why do you bring him up?” 

 “Let’s just say our proximity to the Bajor Sector has raised a few old ghosts, and I find myself troubled by 

their appearance.” 

 “Ah!  I understand, my friend,” Ke’reth remarked.  “Nothing another round of blood wine wouldn’t help 

you forget, I hope?”  Ke’reth then raised his mug once more and added, “To absent comrades!” 

 “To absent comrades,” Koester repeated before chugging another mouthful of wine. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Less than two days later, the Dauntless and Proud Vengeance were back at Starbase 719 on the edge of the 

Typhon Sector, nearly 200 light years away from where they had rescued Renee Clintak.  During the journey back, 

Counselor Gera and Doctor MacMillan had broken the news to the teenaged Trill that thirteen years had passed 

since she had been placed in the stasis tube, the Dominion War had ended more than a decade ago, and that her 

mother had been killed while in Dominion captivity.  When Renee asked what had happened to her mother’s 

symbiont, Gera admitted that Annika was the current host of the Eeta symbiont. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The door chime of the admiral’s office sounded.  Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh looked up from the padd she 

had been reading and said, “Come.”  The door swished open and Fleet Captain Koester entered, stepping over to the 

desk.  “Welcome back, Peter.  Please, sit down.” 

 As Koester sat across from the Vulcan/Deltan woman, Raiajh put her padd aside and, clasping her fingers, 

said, “Congratulations on your mission’s success.  Starfleet Intelligence was certain that Releea Eeta’s daughter had 

been killed during the Dominion War.  If not for Annika and your crew, she could have been lost in that asteroid 

field for eternity.” 

 “I understand she’s adapting to the situation as well as can be expected,” Koester said with a nod.  “I heard 

her father was ecstatic when he heard the news.  He’s on his way here from Trill to pick her up, so she’s going to 

need a caretaker for a few weeks.  However, Renee is apparently abiding by Trill law concerning reassociation and 

refuses to see Annika.  Setton tells me his daughter has taken that pretty hard.” 

 “Understandable,” Raiajh replied.  “The Trill are pretty strict when it comes to the symbionts and their 

hosts.  But what brings you to see me?  I assume you would like to request shore leave for your crew while you’re 

here?” 

 “Actually, Admiral, this mission has raised an unanticipated complication,” Koester explained.  When 

Raiajh raised a single questioning eyebrow, he added, “In the process of preparing my mission report, I reviewed the 

chip Renee had held onto.  There was more than just Starfleet battle plans and strategies for 2375 on that chip.  

There was information on there that, if known – even now – could cause great complications for the Federation.” 

 “What sort of complications?” 

 Koester handed the admiral the chip his crew had recovered from Renee Clintak.  As Raiajh slipped it into 

a slot on her desk and activated her computer monitor, Koester asked, “Do you remember when the Romulans 

joined the war on the Federation’s side?” 



 “Of course.  The Dominion had assassinated one of their senators by planting a bomb on his shuttle,” 

Raiajh replied. 

 “That’s the official story, yes,” Koester said with a nod. 

 “Official story?” Raiajh questioned, looking back up at the captain. 

 Koester nodded again, saying, “After the incident, Starfleet Intel started piecing together evidence, 

collecting little bits of information from various sources.  The entire picture that information paints is very 

disturbing.” 

 As Raiajh looked at the evidence the chip contained, Koester explained how it was not the Dominion, but a 

Cardassian spy working with Captain Benjamin Sisko of Deep Space Nine that had killed Romulan Senator Vreenak 

for the purpose of drawing the Romulan Star Empire into the war on the Federation’s side. 

 “I knew Ben Sisko,” Koester said.  “Not extremely well, but we shared several conversations when the 

Intrepid-class Dauntless would make port visits to DS9.  If he thought that tricking the Romulans into declaring war 

against the Dominion was the only way the Federation was going to have any chance of winning that war, who am I 

to question his motives?  But can you imagine the uproar if this information were to become public?” Koester asked 

as Raiajh continued to read the files on the chip, almost not believing what she was seeing.  “The Federation’s 

relations with the Romulans since the war, while tense at times, has been closer than at any other time since the 

Earth-Romulan War of two centuries ago.  This information would destroy that relationship!  Not to mention what it 

could do to our alliance with the Klingons!  The High Counsel would consider this an act of great dishonor, and our 

alliance would shatter.  And then what of certain Federation member planets?  How would the Andorians react?  Or 

the Vulcans?” 

 Raiajh was now the one to nod.  “Who knows about this?” she asked. 

 “Right now, just you and me,” Koester explained.  “And…  Amanda Windsor and Annika Arbelo-Eeta, of 

course.” 

 “Let’s keep it that way,” Raiajh said, deleting the chip files from her computer and, after removing the chip 

from the slot, snapping it in half in her hands.  “Tell Windsor and Annika that, officially, they know nothing about 

this.” 

 “Easy enough with Windsor,” Koester commented.  “As a Starfleet officer, I can give her a direct order.  

But not so much with Setton’s daughter.  She’s not in Starfleet.  There’s no guarantee Annika would obey such an 

order.” 

 The admiral thought silently about the dilemma for a moment, finally looking up at Koester. 

 “You said Annika has full access to her symbiont’s total sum knowledge now, right?” 

 “Yes.  As far as Counselor Gera can tell, the zhian’tara was completely successful at restoring all the Eeta 

symbiont’s memories,” Koester replied. 

 “I may have a solution then,” Raiajh remarked, activating her intercom.  “Raiajh to Ops.” 

 “Ops.  Commander Pearson,” came the quick reply. 

 “Cathryn, please report to my office,” Raiajh requested. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Arbelo, Gera, and Koester were waiting outside the complex the starbase used as a Starfleet Academy 

annex.  While Koester and Gera relaxed on a bench to one side of the complex door, Arbelo was pacing back and 

forth several meters in each direction. 

 “Do you really think this is going to work?” Arbelo asked, pausing briefly in front of the bench.  “It just 

seems she’s too young.” 

 “Admiral Raiajh seems to think it will work, Exec,” Koester replied.  “And besides, Klingons enter their 

War Academy around the same age as Annika.” 

 “The difference being – Klingons are nearly fully mature by age 8.  And Annika isn’t a Klingon.  Just a 

little girl with a very old life-form implanted inside her.  And if Val’s theory is right, why doesn’t Starfleet just make 

every joined-Trill an officer?” 

 “Keep in mind, Setton,” Gera explained.  “Very few symbionts have been joined with hosts who are 

members of Starfleet.  And those that have had graduated from the Academy before they were joined.  Admiral 

Raiajh believes that since the Eeta symbiont was previously joined to a Starfleet officer, specifically the most recent 

host, that your daughter should be able to access that knowledge and training.” 

 “But do you really think this is going to work?” Arbelo asked. 

 “We’ll find out soon enough,” Koester remarked as a turbolift door down the corridor opened and Rear 

Admiral Raiajh walked toward the Dauntless crew. 



 “Any word yet?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Not yet, Val,” Koester replied.  “They’ve been in there for over six hours already.” 

 “Maybe we should go and wait in the Lodge?” Raiajh suggested, referring to the starbase command staff’s 

favorite watering hole.  But before anyone could answer, the annex door opened and both Annika Arbelo-Eeta – 

wearing her Starfleet Space Cadet uniform – and Commander Cathryn Pearson, the starbase’s executive officer, 

came out – the young girl running into her father’s arms as Pearson approached Raiajh with a large padd.  The two 

started discussing the information displayed on the padd, and out of curiosity Koester got off the bench and joined 

them. 

 “How’d she do?” Koester asked. 

 “I’ve never seen anything like this,” Pearson said.  “She passed every section of the exam, including the 

simulations and the Kobayashi Maru.  Even aced most of the advanced questions.  If I didn’t know better, I would 

swear an officer with at least fifteen years in the Fleet took that exam!” 

 “Well, Peter?  What do you say?” Raiajh asked. 

 “It’s going to be strange,” Koester admitted. 

 “You have a crew that includes a non-corporial life-form, a meter-tall rat, two Starfleet Marines who are 

over 400 years old, a transporter clone, and a couple of crew members who originated aboard the 23
rd

 century 

starship Arcturus,” Raiajh remarked.  “You should be used to strange.” 

 “Can you assure that she’ll be assigned to the Dauntless for the duration of Monster’s tour?  I know he’s 

not going to want her to be anywhere but with him.” 

 “I think I can pull some strings with the Bureau of Personnel,” Raiajh insisted.  “There’s only one thing left 

to do.” 

 “I suppose so,” Koester said, turning to look at his first officer and his daughter, who were standing down 

the corridor, discussing the exam Annika had just taken with Counselor Gera.  The Fleet Captain started to move 

toward the pair when one of Raiajh’s hands on his shoulder made him pause. 

 “You’re going to need this,” the admiral said, handing Koester a small metallic object.  Koester nodded his 

thanks and stepped over to Arbelo and his daughter. 

 “Congratulations, Annika,” Koester said, offering his hand. 

 “You mean she passed?” Arbelo asked. 

 “More than just passed,” Koester admitted.  “Commander Pearson tells me Annika’s results show advanced 

aptitude and mental skills.” 

 “It felt weird, but it was like I knew all that stuff already,” Annika remarked. 

 “In a sense, you did,” Gera reassured. 

 “Thanks to Wiggles,” Annika added, lightly patting her own abdomen. 

 “What happens now?” Arbelo asked. 

 “Annika Omnia Arbelo-Eeta… Ten-shun!” Koester ordered.  Almost instinctively, the young girl snapped 

to attention.  Koester kneeled down on his right knee and started removing the Fleet Space Cadet pips from her 

uniform collar, replacing them with a single square gold pip as he said, “It is my pleasure to confer upon you the 

rank of Ensign in the Federation Starfleet, with all the duties, responsibilities, rights and privileges accorded such 

rank.  You are also hereby assigned to the crew of the Federation starship USS Dauntless NCC-75310.”  Koester 

then stood back up and offered his hand in congratulations again.  “Welcome aboard, Ensign Arbelo-Eeta.” 

 “Thank you, Captain.  What happens now?” Arbelo-Eeta asked, shaking Koester’s hand. 

 “Report to the ship’s Executive Officer.  He’ll check you aboard and give you your duty assignment.” 

 Arbelo-Eeta smiled as she turned to face her father, saying, “Ensign Annika Omnia Arbelo-Eeta, reporting 

for duty.  Do I get my own cabin?” 

 “No, you do not get your own cabin, young lady,” Arbelo scolded her.  “You’re still my daughter, and you 

will still be living in my quarters.” 

 As a pout spread on Arbelo-Eeta’s face, Koester said, “Exec, have Ensign Arbelo-Eeta and Lt Commander 

Windsor report to me in my ready room at 1400 hours.” 

 “Aye, sir.  Should I be there as well?” Arbelo asked. 

 “No, Exec.  That won’t be necessary.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Arbelo replied, looking a little puzzled as Koester glanced back at Rear Admiral Raiajh.  

The first officer then looked at his daughter and said, “You heard the Captain.  Let’s get you checked in aboard the 

ship.  You have a busy day ahead of you!  Pick up the pace!  Hup, hup, hup!” 

 As Koester, Raiajh, Pearson, and Gera watched father and daughter head for the nearest turbolift to return 

to the Dauntless, Gera looked at Koester and said, “Highly unusual, Captain.  It should be interesting to see how all 

this turns out.” 



 “You don’t know the half of it, Counselor,” Koester replied, a slight expression of worry on his face. 

 “But why did you do this?” the Till counselor inquired. 

 “When I heard about how Renee Clintak ‘rejected’ Annika because of the Trill laws against reassociation, 

and how she now had the ability to remember four lifetimes of knowledge – including a Starfleet Intelligence officer 

– I thought perhaps this might help keep her mind off of unpleasant memories while also gaining someone useful on 

the crew,” Koester exaggerated. 

 “I predict she’ll make full commander before she’s 18,” Pearson remarked. 

 “Perhaps the youngest captain in Starfleet history?” Raiajh suggested. 

 “Hush!  Both of you!” Koester scolded.  “I believe you mentioned something about heading to the Lodge, 

Val?” 

 “First round’s on me,” the admiral offered, leading the group toward the starbase bar. 

 

The End 


