
Captain’s log, starship USS Sarek, stardate 64279.4: 

Engineering reports a minor glitch in the matter/anti-matter injector control computer, 

which the chief engineer assures me should be an easy fix.  I hope so, since we’re 

expecting an inspection visit by Vice Admiral Penji Fil, commander of the Federation 

Fifth Fleet and the first Chief of Security of this very starship. 

Sutherland, out. 

 

 

 The Type-8 shuttlecraft Norkan Outposts, one of the shuttles from the starship Dauntless, slowly moved 

through the atmosphere retaining field of the Galaxy-class starship Sarek’s shuttlebay two.  Off to one side of the 

shuttlebay, Captain Kethry Sutherland, her first officer Commander A-ZuRQuIL, chief science officer Lt 

Commander Jo Ann Tredworth, chief engineer Lt Commander Sonia Gomez, and one of the starship’s yeomen were 

lined up, ready to greet the visiting admiral.  A moment later the Norkan Outposts touched down on the deck and the 

thrusters powered down, the rear hatch of the shuttlecraft slowly lowering to the deck.  The yeoman stepped 

forward, raising an electronic bosun’s whistle to his lips as Penji Fil and his pilot/aide appeared in the hatch.  As the 

first note sounded from the whistle, the waiting crew snapped to attention. 

 “Fifth Fleet, arriving,” the yeoman called out after completing the third note, also standing at attention. 

 Fil smiled, looking around the shuttlebay before walking over to Captain Sutherland.  The half-Betazoid 

woman offered her hand, but Fil merely embraced Sutherland. 

 “Welcome back to the Sarek, Penji,” Sutherland said in way of greeting. 

 “It’s great to be back,” Fil replied, smiling widely.  “It’s been years since I was last aboard the Sarek.  I’m 

interested in seeing how she’s changed since I was Chief of Security.” 

 “You of course remember my First Officer,” Sutherland said, presenting A-ZuRQuIL.  The tall Capellan 

warrior smiled as Fil looked up at him. 

 “A-ZuRQuIL,” Fil acknowledged with a nod.  To his surprise, the Sarek’s first officer engulfed him in a 

bear hug. 

 “Welcome back, Penji!” A-ZuRQuIL beamed, swinging the admiral side to side before finally putting him 

back down on the deck.  As Fil tried to regain his composure, Sutherland introduced the admiral and his aide to 

Tredworth, with whom Fil had likewise previously served aboard the Sarek, and Gomez, with whom he had not. 

 “I assume you would enjoy a tour of the ship, Admiral.  See what has changed and what hasn’t?” 

Sutherland suggested.  As Fil nodded, Sutherland said, “Quil, would you…?” 

 “Actually, if you don’t mind, Kethry.  Perhaps Commander Gomez could show me around?” 

 “I would be happy to show the Admiral around the ship,” Gomez replied.  “I hope you don’t mind, 

Commander?” she added to A-ZuRQuIL. 

 “No, I guess not,” A-ZuRQuIL replied, kicking his foot like a disappointed grade-schooler. 

 “Very well, Sutherland said.  “End your tour on the bridge, Commander.  That way you can bring the 

Admiral to my ready room when you’re finished.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Gomez replied. 
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 The aft turbolift opened onto the bridge and both Vice Admiral Fil and Lt Commander Gomez stepped out. 

 “And finally, the bridge,” Gomez said, gesturing around the space as if showing off the grand prize in a 

game show.  “It’s a different module than the bridge on which you served as security chief, but mostly the same 

basic design.”  Fil immediately stepped over to the curved tactical console, running his hand along the wood top. 

 “May I, Lieutenant?” the admiral asked the security officer standing there. 

 “Of course, Admiral,” the lieutenant replied, stepping aside to let Fil stand at his old post.  He glanced 

around the bridge, toward the main viewer forward and each station around him.  Much had changed since the Sarek 

had been commissioned in 2370 and Fil was the new starship’s first Chief of Security, not the least of which were 

the new consoles along each side of the bridge alongside the ramps leading down to the lower level and the steps in 

the command arena stepping up to the three command seats – in the center of which Commander A-ZuRQuIL was 

currently sitting. 

 “So many memories,” Fil muttered to himself. 

 As the admiral continued to look over the tactical station, an engineering ensign standing at the aft consoles 

attracted Gomez’s attention. 

 “Excuse me, Commander,” he said.  “I’m detecting that anomalous reading in the warp drive again.” 

 Gomez looked over at Fil and asked, “You know where the ready room is, don’t you, Admiral?” 

 “Of course,” Fil replied, starting to head down the starboard ramp to the lower bridge level, stopping to 

glance at the starship’s dedication plaque – running his finger over where a name had been scratched off the list of 

personnel responsible for the design and construction of the vessel – before heading across the space toward the 

doors of the captain’s ready room. 

 Captain Kethry Sutherland looked up from the work preoccupying her when the door chime sounded.  

“Come,” she said. 

 As the doors swished open, Fil stepped in, still looking around as if touring an old museum ship.  He 

paused to gaze at the painting hanging over the couch beside the door, an image of the starship Sarek superimposed 

over a portrait of the famed Federation Ambassador for whom the ship was named, his right arm raised in a typical 

split-fingered salute.  He then stepped over to the desk and finally looked at Sutherland. 

 “Very impressive, Kethry.  There are lots of changes, but she still feels like the same ship I served aboard 

over fifteen years ago.” 

 “I’m glad you enjoyed the t…,” Sutherland started to say before she was interrupted by the intercom. 

 “Gomez to Captain Sutherland.” 

 Sutherland’s glance offered silent apology to the admiral as she touched the intercom control. 

 “Go ahead, Commander.” 

 “Captain, we have a problem.  Could you come out to the bridge please?” 

 Again, Sutherland shared a glance with Fil. 

 “Never an easy day, is it?” he asked with a grin. 

 “On my way,” Sutherland replied before shutting off the intercom and standing up to head for the door, Fil 

falling into step behind her. 

 As the pair emerged on the bridge, they noticed A-ZuRQuIL, Gomez, and the ensign from engineering 

gathered at the aft engineering station, each with a grim look on their face. 

 “What’s wrong, Quil?” Sutherland asked. 

 “We’re not sure, Captain,” A-ZuRQuIL replied. 

 “Warp core temperatures have spiked upward, Captain,” Gomez explained. 

 “What’s causing it?  And will it become a serious problem?” Sutherland asked. 

 “We think it’s related to the injector control program glitch we detected earlier,” Gomez replied.  “As to 

how serious a problem it will become, that depends on how long it will take to correct?” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “We can overcome the temperature rise by increasing the ship’s speed gradually,” Gomez replied. 

 “We’ve already increased speed to warp three,” A-ZuRQuIL informed. 

 Sutherland now shared the same grim expression her crew were displaying. 



 “How fast do we need to increase speed in order to keep the core temp in spec?” 

 “One warp factor every hour,” Gomez replied. 

 “Okay.  That’s better than I was expecting to hear.  That gives us…”  The captain made a mental 

calculation before continuing, “…just under seven hours to correct this.” 

 “Correct, Captain.” 

 “Well, get to work,” Sutherland ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, Fil and Sutherland were sitting at a table in the starship’s main lounge, 9/10-Forward – 

so-called because the facility had been built three times larger than aboard a typical Galaxy-class starship, split 

between two decks, for when it had been believed the Sarek would spend a decade or more on its own exploring the 

Gamma Quadrant – reminiscing about their early missions together. 

 “Do you remember the confusion of making contact with the civilization on Renola III?” Sutherland asked 

as she lifted a glass of synthahol to her lips. 

 “I remember Kreybor being as confused as we were until he realized that the planet’s time shifting had 

made our first visit to his planet our second visit to the Renolans point of view,” Fil replied before signaling to the 

waiter for a second round of drinks. 

 As the two former shipmates continued to swap stories, one of the lounge doors opened and Lt Commander 

Gomez rushed inside, looking around the room before spotting the captain sitting near one of the curved forward 

windows. 

 “Captain!” 

 “What is it, Sonia?” Sutherland asked. 

 “My staff and I have determined we have a bigger problem than we originally thought.” 

 “How so?” the captain inquired as she took a quick glance out the window before her, gazing at the warp 

streaks of Doppler-shifted stars passing quickly by. 

 “We’re currently at warp 7.3 and still slowly increasing speed, and we still have no idea what’s causing the 

injector problem.  Now we’ve just determined that at our current speed, with the comparable increase in core 

pressure, that if we try to slow down or stop, the core will breech!” 

 “That’s not good,” Fil said, the master of understatement. 

 “That’s not all,” Gomez added.  “While the Sarek is rated to speeds of up to warp 9.9, she’s also over 17 

years old, has undergone two major refits and numerous battles.  There’s a lot of stress on the space-frame.  We 

estimate that somewhere between warp 9.8 and 9.9, the ship is going to tear itself apart.” 

 “Definitely not good!” Fil remarked again, drawing a look of disbelief from Sutherland. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, starship USS Sarek, stardate 64280.6: 

With the ship slowly approaching warp 9.8, Lt Commander Gomez now tells me she may 

have a solution to our dilemma.  Meanwhile, in an effort to reduce energy usage and re-

route power to the containment and integrity fields, I’ve ordered all non-essential 

systems to be shut down, including replicators. 

Sutherland, out. 

 

 

 Gomez sat at a control panel below the large curved window that overlooked the starship’s quickly 

thrumming warp core.  Around and behind her stood Captain Sutherland, Commander A-ZuRQuIL, and Vice 



Admiral Fil, while other members of the engineering staff rushed between various monitors and controls, preparing 

to implement the chief engineer’s plan. 

 “Tell me again how this is going to work?” Sutherland asked. 

 “As I was reviewing everything we already tried to correct the malfunction, I remembered a similar 

incident that Geordie told me happened aboard the Enterprise-D not long before I reported aboard.  I figured since 

the Enterprise-D and the Sarek are both the same class starships, perhaps what worked there will work here too!”  

Gomez then looked over her shoulder at one of the engineering staff.  “Are we ready?” 

 “Yes, Commander,” the Andorian lieutenant replied. 

 “Very well.”  Gomez then looked up at her commanding officer and asked, “With your permission, 

Captain?” 

 “Granted,” Sutherland said with a nod. 

 “Very well.  Modifying warp field configuration.”  Gomez started entering a warp field formula into the 

control console.  Outside the ship, the invisible field created by the huge warp nacelles changed shape, becoming 

more compact against the hull of the vessel.  A computer representation of the bubble was displayed on one of the 

monitors behind Gomez, the captain, and first officer, a display that Admiral Fil turned to watch as the Andorian 

lieutenant monitored the changes. 

 “Warp field currently at 105 millicochranes and rising,” the young officer reported. 

 “Continuing modifications,” Gomez stated, entering more equations into the control console.  Suddenly the 

thrum of the warp core increased in pace again, apparently catching the chief engineer off-guard. 

 “What just happened?” Sutherland asked. 

 “I…  I’m not sure, Captain,” Gomez responded. 

 “Bridge to Captain Sutherland!” said the voice of Lt Commander Tredworth through the captain’s 

combadge.  “Our speed just jumped off the scale!  I’m not sure what caused it!” 

 “It’s alright, Jo Ann,” Sutherland assured her chief science officer.  “Commander Gomez is trying out a 

new warp field configuration that will hopefully fix our problem in the injector control mechanism.”  The captain 

then looked at her very worried-looking engineer and said, “You have this under control, right?” 

 “I…  I think so,” Gomez replied, not sounding at all sure. 

 “What is it you’re trying to do exactly?” Admiral Fil asked. 

 “I’m manipulating some warp field equations that were first developed by an engineering specialist named 

Kosinski, that were intended to improve warp engine efficiency,” Gomez replied, her eyes and fingers never leaving 

the control console.  “It turned out the equations were worthless as originally written, but they were studied and 

altered by another member of the Enterprise crew, Wesley Crusher.  Eventually he was able to create a static warp 

bubble.  I’m trying to recreate his results so that we can bring the ship to a halt in physical space while continuing to 

run the warp engines at maximum output to prevent the core from breeching until we can repair the damage, 

whatever is causing it.” 

 “Your equations seem to have had the opposite effect,” A-ZuRQuIL stated.  “We’re going so fast right now 

we can’t even measure it.” 

 As the Sarek started to shudder, the vibration starting at the rear of the ship and slowly moving forward like 

a wave, Gomez – appearing flustered by everything happening at once – said, “I know, Commander.  I need to make 

the changes to the equation incrementally, or the warp field will collapse and the ship will be torn apart as it drops 

back into real-space.” 

 “Well, we don’t want that happening,” the first officer and chief of security said with a roll of his eyes.  

“I’ll be up on the bridge, Kethry.  Jo Ann is sounding a little nervous sitting in the big chair today.” 

 Sutherland nodded as A-ZuRQuIL headed toward the master situations monitor and disappeared around the 

corner.  She then looked at her engineer and added, “How long before you can initiate the static warp bubble?” 

 “Soon, Captain,” Gomez replied as the monitor behind her showed another change in the shape of the warp 

field. 

 “Warp field is now 252 millicochranes and still rising,” the Andorian officer stated. 

 “Let me know if it goes above 500 millicochranes,” Gomez ordered.  “Entering final equation.” 



 For the next several seconds, Sutherland and Fil watched silently as Gomez – sweat dripping down her 

cheeks – entered the commands into the control console as quickly yet accurately as possible.  Then, as she pressed 

the execute key, Fil turned to watch the graphic display of the warp field across the engineer’s office.  As he 

watched, the field deformed, changing from a flattened disc to a rounded doughnut-like shape surrounding the 

representation of the starship. 

 “If my calculations are correct, we are now encased in a static warp bubble,” Gomez reported, still looking 

quite nervous. 

 “Bridge to engineering,” said the voice of Commander A-ZuRQuIL.  “We’ve come to a complete stop, 

even though Lieutenant Kiernan tells me the helm indicates the engines are still going flat-out.” 

 “As expected, Captain,” Gomez remarked, finally grinning. 

 “Thanks, Quil,” Sutherland responded.  “Have you figured out where we are?” 

 “Um…,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “I don’t know if I can even describe where we are right now.” 

 Sutherland exchanged a look with Admiral Fil before saying, “I’ll be right there.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 As Sutherland and Fil emerged from the aft turbolift, the captain noticed A-ZuRQuIL was standing over Lt 

Commander Tredworth at the science consoles along the starboard side of the bridge. 

 “Report?” Sutherland asked as she crossed the upper deck to join Tredworth at the consoles above the 

ramp. 

 “Near as we can tell, we’re more than a billion light years from where we started,” Tredworth said. 

 “Billion?  As in, with the letter B?” Sutherland asked incredulously. 

 “Yes, Captain.  Billion with a B,” Tredworth assured. 

 Lieutenant Briana Kiernan, the starship’s helm officer, made some calculations on her console before 

turning to look at the captain behind her and said, “If we could maintain warp 9, it would take us 660,000 years to 

get back to Federation space.” 

 “Sonia, what have you done to us?” Sutherland muttered to herself. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental: 

As near as we can figure, the Sarek has warped almost literally to the edge of the 

universe in just a couple of short minutes, and we still have no clue what caused the 

initial problem with our injector controls that sent us on this wild journey to begin with.  

Even assuming we can fix the engine malfunction, what happens then?  Do we spend the 

rest of our lives trying to get home?  Is it even possible to get home from wherever it is 

we now find ourselves? 

Sutherland, out. 

 

 

 While Captain Sutherland and her crew tried to figure out how to reverse their predicament, Lt Commander 

Jo Ann Tredworth escorted Admiral Fil down to 9/10-Forward.  Far from being abandoned as expected, the lounge 

was filled with members of the crew, including several young family members.  Some of the children were sitting 

off to one side eating ice cream sundaes and chocolate shakes. 

 “Busier than I expected, considering the situation,” Fil remarked as the pair stepped over to one of the 

forward windows.  Outside the ship, clouds of cosmic dust and bright energy traces swam in a never-ending blue 

abyss. 



 “I’ve been in some strange situations during my career, but never anything like this,” Tredworth 

commented.  “Do you think we’ll get home alive, Penji?” 

 “Kethry hasn’t run out of tricks yet,” the Catullan admiral replied to the Betazoid woman’s question.  He 

watched one bright group of energy traces skim past the lounge window before adding, “She’s resourceful.  I’m sure 

she’ll come up with something to get us home.”  Fil then turned toward the darkened bar, shut down when the 

captain ordered all non-essential systems powered down.  “Now if only we could get a drink and relax instead of 

worrying if we’re going to spend the rest of our lives sitting at the edge of all creation.” 

 Fil’s comment prompted an expression of confusion on Tredworth’s face. 

 “Kethry did order all replicators shut down, didn’t she?” 

 “Yes, she did.  Why do you think I’m only wishing I had a drink instead of actually going up to the bar and 

ordering one?” Fil replied. 

 “Then where did the kids get the ice cream and shakes?” Tredworth asked before moving toward the table 

where all the children sat.  Fil started to join the science officer when he noticed the glass of green liquid on the 

table in front of him.  Curious, he lifted the glass, sniffing it carefully.  Sure enough, it was Aldebaran whiskey.  He 

was in the process of taking a sip from the glass when Tredworth returned. 

 “They say the ice cream simply appeared…”  Tredworth’s words caught in her throat as she finally noticed 

the glass in the admiral’s hand.  “Where did you get that drink, Penji?  No, wait.  Let me guess?  It just appeared?” 

 “It did, though I admit I was thinking of a nice glass of whiskey just before I found it.” 

 A look of shock appeared on Tredworth’s face. 

 “This is ringing a bell for me,” Tredworth said.  “Penji, come with me, please.” 

 “Where are we going?” Fil asked, putting the glass down on the table and following Tredworth out the 

lounge door. 

 “Ship’s library,” Tredworth said.  “I need to look up some ship’s logs.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the Sarek’s bridge, Captain Sutherland was trying to make sense of the reports pouring in to the bridge 

from all over the ship. 

 “Captain,” said A-ZuRQuIL, who was standing up at the tactical post, trying to coordinate everything that 

was happening.  “A security guard on deck 12 just reported a flock of sheep with numbers painted on their sides 

stampeding out of a turbolift.” 

 “That’s the third report of animals loose in the corridors, ma’am,” the junior security officer standing next 

to A-ZuRQuIL added.  “We had reports of a pack of Klingon Targ running around the main shuttlebay, and 

engineering reports two Emu causing chaos around the master systems display, preventing Commander Gomez from 

being able to continue her work on the injector controller.” 

 “What the hell is happening aboard my ship?” Sutherland asked in frustration, her face a mask of disbelief. 

 “Apparently more than you know, Kethry,” A-ZuRQuIL said with an amused look.  “Security officers on 

deck 5 just took five Orion slave girls into custody.  They were… shall we say… entertaining a couple of our male 

crew members in the port outboard lounge.” 

 “Five Orion slave girls?!?  How the hell did they get aboard?” 

 “I don’t know the answer to that,” the Capellan officer replied.  “But however they did it, they weren’t able 

to sneak any clothes aboard with them.” 

 “Excuse me?!?  How…?” 

 “I think I can answer that,” Lt Commander Tredworth said as she emerged from the forward turbolift, 

Admiral Fil close behind.  “We’re experiencing the same thing the crew of the Enterprise did when they were 

warped out here twenty-three years ago.” 

 Tredworth handed Sutherland a padd onto which she had downloaded the ship’s logs of the USS Enterprise 

NCC-1701-D, explaining what happened when a warp equation went awry and propelled the starship first into the 

galaxy M-33 and then far beyond known space. 



 “When the Enterprise was out here, their crew determined it was an area of the universe where space, time, 

and thought were all interchangeable.  Anything they thought, anything they wished for, was made real.” 

 “That could prove dangerous,” Sutherland remarked as she glanced at the files displayed on the padd.  

“Orion slave girls and Targ herds are bad enough, but what if one of the crew were to inadvertently dream up 

something really dangerous?” 

 “How did the Enterprise get back to home space?” A-ZuRQuIL asked as he stepped down to the lower 

level of the bridge. 

 “According to the captain’s log, they had the help of a being they called the Traveler, who understood the 

relationship between time, space, and thought.  He was able to – for lack of a better word – guide them back home.” 

 “Well, we don’t have any Travelers aboard the Sarek.  What are we going to do?” Sutherland asked. 

 “I don’t know, Captain,” Tredworth replied.  “I don’t know.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Sutherland addressed the crew over the ship’s intercom, explaining to them where – to the best of their 

knowledge – they were located and what was happening to them, in an attempt to prevent anyone aboard from even 

inadvertently wishing for anything that could cause further complications to their already precarious situation. 

 Meanwhile, down in main engineering, both Gomez and Tredworth were working together, trying to solve 

not only their original problem – the glitch in the injector control system – but the additional need of devising a way 

back to the Milky Way galaxy using a modification of the warp equations the chief engineer had manipulated to get 

them to their present location. 

 On the bridge, Sutherland sat in the command chair, receiving periodic updates of the situation aboard her 

starship, while Admiral Fil – feeling useless – sat silently next to her in the VIP seat to Sutherland’s left. 

 “I’m not receiving any new reports of strange occurrences,” A-ZuRQuIL reported from his post at tactical.  

“However, the teachers in the elementary learning center have reported their classrooms are now full of puppies, 

kittens, and tribbles and are asking for help in removing some of the animals before they get hurt by the over-excited 

children.” 

 “Quil, send another half-dozen security guards down to deck 12 and give them a hand,” Sutherland ordered 

with a sigh before looking toward Fil.  “Puppies and kittens.  Why can’t someone wish for something useful?  Like a 

solution to this situation?”  Fil remained silent for a moment until a thought hit him. 

 “Why can’t we?” Fil asked, thinking about what the captain had just said. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Members of the crew have been wishing for everything, from baby tribbles to visits by long dead relatives 

to dates with green-skinned slave girls.  Why not just wish our way out of this?” 

 “No.  That would never work,” Sutherland replied as she started thinking about what the admiral had said.  

“Would it?” 

 “Only one way to find out,” Fil said.  “I wish we were all back at Starbase 719 and all the mechanical 

problems aboard the ship were fixed.” 

 After a moment, A-ZuRQuIL looked down from his post and asked, “Did it…? 

 

* * * * 

 

 Commander Cathryn Pearson was making her rounds of the control stations in Ops.  It was a quiet day 

aboard the starbase, particularly since none of the Fifth Fleet vessels were currently in home port and no arrivals or 

departures were scheduled until the supply transport arrived the following week.  Pearson liked to use the quiet time 

to learn more about each station, how it functioned, and all the primary and backup systems it controlled.  Having 

spent over a decade assigned to the USS Besiege, the Commander figured it likely she would be spending nearly as 

long attached to the starbase as well. 

 “Commander!” alerted Lt Gregory Korolov from his post at operations.  “I’m detecting…!” 



 Suddenly the red alert klaxon sounded throughout the starbase.  Thousands of members of the crew rushed 

to their alert stations while the civilian populous headed for safety shelters or their own quarters in the well-

protected hub of the station. 

 Moments later, the ops turbolift opened and Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh and her husband, the station’s chief 

medical officer Dr. Sylvan Xaran, emerged. 

 “Report?” Raiajh ordered. 

 “We’re not entirely sure what’s going on yet, Admiral,” Pearson replied as Raiajh joined her at the master 

situations table near the center of the room.  “Lieutenant Korolov was just reporting the sensors had detected…”  

Pearson paused as she realized Korolov had not gotten to complete his report.  “What was it you detected, 

Lieutenant?” 

 “I’m still not quite sure.  It seemed almost like a mixture of a subspace tear and an interphasic rift in close 

proximity to the station, but I cannot locate where exactly.” 

 “I need answers before I can stand down the alert,” Raiajh said.  “Do we have a situation or not?” 

 “Spacedock control to Ops,” came a voice over the intercom.  Pearson quickly reached for the control. 

 “Ops.  Pearson.  Go ahead, Spacedock.” 

 “Commander…!” said a voice filled with excitement.  “Don’t ask me how, but the USS Sarek just 

appeared.” 

 “The Sarek?!” Pearson questioned.  “She’s not due back here for months!” 

 “When you say the Sarek appeared, do you mean she dropped out of warp?” Raiajh asked, trying to get 

some clarification. 

 “Negative, Admiral.  I mean she just appeared.  Inside the spacedock, in her usual mooring slip.” 

 “Admiral, we’re being hailed by the Sarek,” reported Commander Michele Peterson, the starbase’s recently 

assigned chief of security, who had assumed the security post after the red alert sounded. 

 “On screen,” Raiajh ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “We’re where?!?!?” Sutherland asked, trying to keep a grip on what little of her sanity remained. 

 “According to all sensors, we’re inside the spacedock of Starbase 719,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “I don’t 

know how, but…” 

 “See?  It worked!” Admiral Fil said proudly. 

 “My Gods, we must have set off every alarm aboard the station.  Val’ri is probably going nuts,” Sutherland 

remarked.  “Quil, hail the station!” 

 “Hailing frequencies open.” 

 A moment later, the main viewscreen changed to the image of the starbase’s Operations Center.  Rear 

Admiral Raiajh, Commander Pearson, Dr. Xaran, Commander Peterson, and Lt Commander B'Elanna Torres – the 

stations Chief of Ops – could all be seen staring at them, most with their mouths hanging open in shock. 

 “Good afternood, Admiral.  Request permission to dock,” was all Sutherland could think to say, her 

sentence ending with a crooked grin. 

 “How in the galaxy did you just appear in spacedock, Kethry?” Raiajh demanded to know. 

 “It’s a long story,” Sutherland assured them.  “In the meantime, we have a little engineering problem that 

was the root cause of all of this that we may need the help of some of your engineers to fix.” 

 “Actually, Captain, we don’t,” Lt Commander Gomez said as she and Tredworth emerged from the forward 

turbolift.  “Everything is functioning nominally.  In fact, some systems are operating better now than they were 

yesterday.” 

 “We’re not sure what happened,” Tredworth added.  “It’s almost like the whole ship received an overhaul 

by magic.” 



 “You’re actually not too far off,” Sutherland remarked as she turned her attention back to the main viewer.  

“It’s actually a pretty complicated story, Admiral.  Perhaps my first officer, Admiral Fil, and I could meet you in 

your ready room for a full debriefing?” 

 “Penji is there with you?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Right here, Val,” Fil replied, stepping forward to where he was visible on the starbase’s viewscreen. 

 “What can I say?” Raiajh asked, still sounding shocked.  “The Sarek has permission to dock.  I’ll see the 

three of you in my office in fifteen minutes?” 

 “Thank you, Val’ri.  We’ll be there.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, starship USS Sarek, stardate 64326.0: 

The Sarek has been given a two week Selected Restricted Availability, during which 

shipyard crews from the starbase inspected every important system and component 

aboard, and the final report compiled by Commander Torres indicates a ship which 

seems closer to five years of active service than the nearly twenty the Sarek has actually 

served.  There wasn’t even any evidence of the injector control system glitch that put us 

into the strange situation that took us to the edge of the universe and back. 

After some unexpected yet deserved rest and relaxation for myself and my crew aboard 

the starbase, we are now getting ready to depart and resume our mission of exploration. 

Sutherland, out. 

 

 

 Captain Kethry Sutherland, her first officer Commander A-ZuRQuIL, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, her 

executive officer Commander Cathryn Pearson, and Fifth Fleet commander Vice Admiral Penji Fil were all gathered 

in Raiajh’s office, sharing drinks as Sutherland outlined where her ship would go from here. 

 “I figure it will take at least eight weeks at warp 6 to get back to where we were before this all happened,” 

Sutherland said.  “But who knows?  Maybe we’ll discover some new life form or unknown civilization the fleet 

missed on the initial pass through the sectors.”  She then looked at Fil and said, “I’m afraid it’s going to be a while 

before we can get you and your aide back aboard the Dauntless, Penji.  Depending on where Peter and his crew are 

now, it could be several months before we can rendezvous again.” 

 “That’s not a problem,” the white-haired Catullan admiral replied.  “I wouldn’t mind spending a few 

months back aboard the Sarek.  Maybe you can even put me to work.  I’m qualified the bridge watch, you know.” 

 “I don’t think that will be necessary, Penji,” Sutherland assured.  “It’ll just be fun being the flagship for a 

little while.”  Sutherland then turned to Raiajh and said, “Request permission to depart the base, Admiral.” 

 “Permission granted, Captain,” Raiajh replied. 

 “Quil,” Sutherland added, looking at her first officer.  “Get the ship ready for departure.  I want us out of 

the spacedoors in one hour.” 

 “Aye, Captain.  Consider it done,” A-ZuRQuIL said, leaving the office and heading back to the Sarek to 

make sure everything was ready for the ship to leave port. 

 “Well, it was nice having you for a visit, unexpected though it was,” Raiajh commented. 

 “Thank you, Val,” Sutherland replied.  “It was nice being back.  Not to mention being here proves one 

thing.” 

 “What’s that?” Fil asked, curious. 

 “That it all really happened.  That it wasn’t just a dream.” 

 “Dream?” asked Raiajh.  “Sounds to me more like a nightmare.” 

 

The End 


