(This is the Christmas poem written by Kris Dobie and Charis Rouche for the December 1998 party.)
 

'Twas the night before Christmas and all through the station

the humans exuded extreme jubilation.

 

Non-terrans were joining activities festive

and excitement was making most everyone restive.

 

The crew was assembling at Tex's that night.

Shining pressed Latinum would be his by right.

 

The holosuite program had a spy action chilling

as Double-Oh-Seven, Doc West was most thrilling.

 

Richard and Mike at the replicator labored,

and copious eggnoggs by Charis were savored.

 

Tamales, cheezypoof, and rum balls galore

overflowed bowls and piled up on the floor.

 

Above all the din, Tasha's voice rang severe

and Captain Jim heard every word loud and clear.

 

"Bajor needs assistance in finding the Kai. 

Her ship has gone missing.  They need know why."

 

Jason commanded the task force reliant

as they set out to search in their "good ship" Defiant.

 

Margaret detected a faint ion trail,

and reading the instruments, she couldn't fail.

 

Before long a planet appeared on the screen.

A patch of dense forest showed vividly green.

 

One second later, she saw a new blip

on the viewscreen appeared a sleek Gem Hadar ship.

 

"they're powering-up phasers, Commander." she said,

"target their weapons.  Conditions now red."

 

Photon beams blazed and the two ships engaged. 

Beneath stars of silver, the battle was waged.

 

In minutes, it ended, the Gem Hadar, crippled,

with shields down to zero and outer hull rippled.

 

"The ship is now hailing.  They want us to know,

the Kai is on board.  If we take them in tow,

 

They'll space her alive and their own ship they'll blow.

They just want to land on the planet below."

 

The battered ship grounded.  We sent down a team.

To rescue Kai Shawna, was Jason's main scheme.

 

They beamed down apart in the form of a noose

to pin down the renegades, now on the loose.

 

Gary ran uphill to find higher ground.

Jason and Margaret found snow all around,

 

and followed the footprints, without any sound.

When the ones they were chasing were suddenly found.

 

Jason said "Stop,  Release the Kai now!"

But a weapon was fired and Margaret went down.

 

A man-sized snowball plowed right through the troop,

and Gary seized Shawna from the midst of the group.

 

Jason took aim at the cliff face above,

with phaser held fast in his black leather glove.

 

"those bleeping lizards! They killed Margaret!" was heard

then the rock slide rumbled and drowned out his words.

 It turned out Margaret was just stunned and singed,

and the Kai merely shaken, with barely a twinge.

 

The pine trees were lovely with their blanket of white,

Gary found one whose symmetry was right

 

To take back to Tex and enhance Christmas revelry.

"Timber!" he shouted as the tree toppled heavily.

 

Margaret was guarding some Gem Hadar captives.

She hoped they would prove to be highly adaptive.

 

The last thing she heard was the sound of a crash.

"Oh no!, We've killed Margaret!"  They wailed as they dashed

 

to lift up the tree and brush off the snow

and reveal the health of those trapped down below.

 

while digging them out, Gary's fingers were frozen.

To sickbay they beamed all and treatments were chosen.

 

the Kai's chronic aches, with a powder dispelled

and Fary submerged in a warm gooey gel.

 

In the middle of all this, Robin arrived

to make sure that the Kai would not once be deprived.

 

A powerful priestess, she'd guide and direct

the aimless Kai Shawna, who'd never suspect.

 

Under strict doctor's orders to rest for a while

a dress Margaret made for her walk down the aisle.

 

The Gem Hadar, dubbed Larry, Curly, and Moe,

were checked out from gray scaly heads down to toes.

 

Their white vials were broken,  the powder was lost.

West tested new formulas, with no care for cost.

 He tried powdered eggnogg and found that it worked

in calming their anger with one little quirk.

 

Depriving them made them voracious snackers

but munching was better than "going crackers."

 

Meanwhile, the tree was secured in the bar.

and decorating it had proceeded so far

 

That the star, traditional, silver and bright,

ws securely in place.  Transfixed by the sight,

 

a circle had formed 'round the base of the pine.

A sweet scent enfolded those closest in line.

 

The Captain and Margaret were suddenly felled

and those right behind them, as soon as they smelled.

 

"Neener! You killed Margaret!" Tasha was crying,

Her mouth opened wide,  There was no denying,

 

But instead of words,  all we heard was a moan,

and when she did speak it was in baritone.

 

"I have been injured and need to be treated."

and then the same message was once more repeated,

 

While Tasha remained in the spell of her trance.
Doc West was stymied.  He didn't know plants.

 

Gary then cleared the room of any still standing

and set up a force shield around it, demanding

 

Kris Dobie's assistance, a botanist from Mars,

Quickly she requested twenty five jars

 

of various liquids, including solutions,

some salts and some sugars in differing dilutions.

 

A planter designed by this Martian expert

was built 'round the trunk and then filled with dirt.

 

Doc West, in a gas mask, checked those on the floor,

as one by one, each small container was poured.

 

the tree was intelligent, just couldn't speak,

so communication was necessarily oblique.

" It like the name NEENER, and just wants to say

that it understands why we revere Christmas Day.

 

It just wants to travel to strange and new places

and have lots of chances to meet different races."

 

So no-one was hurt and it all turned out well.

Wheels were installed and then hundreds of bells

 

were tied to it's branches to signal for help.

Just one of the ways to replace a loud yelp.

 

NEENER insisted on keeping the star

in memory of us, as it traveled afar.

 

You see, we had freed it to follow it's dream.

No matter how silly your goals may once seem,

 

Never let go. That's this year's theme.

