
 “Bridge to Commander A-ZuRQuIL.” 

 Slowly, consciousness returned to the Capellan. 

 “Bridge to Commander A-ZuRQuIL.  Please respond, Commander!” 

 With a groan, A-ZuRQuIL - the starship Sarek’s executive officer and chief of security - reached over from 

his bunk to the intercom control on his nightstand and slammed his large hand on it. 

 “This is Quil,” he finally said. 

 “Oh thank God!” the voice of Lieutenant James Manfre responded.  A-ZuRQuIL could hear the 

nervousness in the junior officer’s voice and he was immediately fully awake.  “Do you know the location of 

Captain Sutherland?” 

 “What time is it, Lieutenant?” A-ZuRQuIL asked. 

 “0710 hours, sir,” Manfre responded. 

 “She should be on the bridge.” 

 “I know sir.  She was supposed to relieve me of the watch over an hour ago, and it’s not like the Captain to 

be late without notice.” 

 “Where is she?” A-ZuRQuIL asked, quickly swinging his muscular legs out of bed and grabbing a uniform 

out of his closet. 

 “She’s missing,” Lt Manfre replied. 
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 A few minutes later, the forward turbolift door opened and A-ZuRQuIL - dressed in his skant-type uniform 

with a sash of blue feathers from his homeworld of Capella IV across his chest - emerged and headed directly to 

where a young lieutenant sat sweating in the command chair. 

 “I relieve you of the watch, Lieutenant,” A-ZuRQuIL said authoritatively.  Manfre seemed immensely 

relieved as he got up from the chair and stepped down the short flight of stairs to the main deck of the bridge.  “Now 

tell me what you know and what’s been done to locate Captain Sutherland already.” 

 “The first I knew anything was wrong was when Captain Sutherland did not arrive for her pre-watch tour 

about thirty minutes ahead of watch turn-over like she usually does,” Manfre explained.  “I thought maybe she was 

just running late, but she has never been more than five minutes behind without contacting the bridge.  When it 

looked like she wasn’t coming I checked the ready room myself, in case she somehow slipped onto the bridge 

without me noticing, and had security check her quarters.  She was not in either place.” 

 “Computer,” A-ZuRQuIL said, looking up toward the domed overhead slightly as he spoke.  “What is the 

location of Captain Kethry Sutherland?” 

 The ship’s main computer beeped acknowledgement before the pleasant-sounding female voice replied, 

“Captain Kethry Sutherland is not aboard the Sarek.” 

 A knot formed in the pit of A-ZuRQuIL’s stomach, as he had hoped perhaps Sutherland’s absence was the 

result of some misunderstanding that had been blown out of proportion by an inexperienced officer of the deck.  The 

last thing the Capellan officer had expected was to be told the captain really was missing from the ship. 

 “Commander Kyler,” he said, addressing his new assistant chief of security standing behind the horseshoe 

rail of the tactical console.  “Put a team together and start searching the ship methodically for Captain Sutherland.” 



 “Aye, Commander,” the Bajoran/El-Aurian woman replied before turning her post over to another officer 

and heading into the nearest turbolift.  Meanwhile, A-ZuRQuIL turned toward the Andorian sitting at Ops and said, 

“Lieutenant T’Reth, conduct a muster of the entire crew and have department heads report to the bridge.  I need to 

know if anyone besides the Captain is missing.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” the operations officer replied with a subtle nod before turning back to his console and 

sending out the order for a complete muster of the crew; officers, enlisted, and civilians.  He then commented over 

his shoulder, “This will likely take some time, Commander.  At least an hour.” 

 “I understand,” A-ZuRQuIL said as he finally climbed the steps and took his place in the command chair.  

“But we need to know.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Just under an hour later, Lt Commander Kyler was back on the bridge reporting to A-ZuRQuIL. 

 “No sign of anything out of the ordinary in Captain Sutherland’s quarters, but no sign she was even there 

this morning.  Her bed was made and the quarters were neat and tidy.  No signs of any kind of struggle or foul play.  

I had security teams conduct a class two sweep of the ship - the kind of search where we have to assume someone is 

incapacitated and unable to aid us in finding them.  The teams searched the Sarek stem to stern, and not any sign of 

the Captain.  In fact, no signs of her whatsoever, which I find to be highly unusual.” 

 “How so, Commander?” A-ZuRQuIL asked. 

 “You would think if anything happened to the Captain, we would at least be able to track her combadge, 

but that has apparently disappeared from the ship as well,” Kyler replied. 

 “Excuse me, Commander A-ZuRQuIL,” the Andorian ops officer interrupted.  “I have the crew muster 

reports.” 

 “Let’s hear them,” A-ZuRQuIL said, stepping closer to the ops console. 

 “According to the current crew muster, there are nine hundred ninety three personnel on board.” 

 “I thought our crew was more than a thousand?” A-ZuRQuIL asked. 

 “Correct, sir.  According to this latest muster, there are twenty one crew members - including Captain 

Sutherland - and eleven civilians missing from the vessel.” 

 “We’re missing thirty two members of our crew?!?” A-ZuRQuIL exclaimed.  “What happened?  And why 

has this gone unnoticed until now?” 

 “Unknown,” T’Reth replied. 

 “Well, they must have gotten off the ship somehow!  Check to see if we’re missing any shuttlecraft or 

lifeboats, and have Gomez determine if they could have beamed off the ship somehow.” 

 “Aye, sir,” T’Reth acknowledged. 

 “In the meantime, I need to see the senior staff in the observation lounge ASAP!” A-ZuRQuIL ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A short time later the starship’s senor staff, minus Captain Sutherland and senior helmsman Lieutenant 

Brianna Kiernan - both of whom were among the missing, were gathered in the observation lounge aft of the bridge 

along with Lieutenant Manfre, the young officer who had been Officer of the Deck on the bridge when the 

disappearances were noticed. 

 “What facts do we have at the moment?” A-ZuRQuIL asked. 

 Lt Commander Kyler Saya picked up the padd from the table in front of her and started reading off the 

preliminary report.  “Based on the last known sightings of the missing, we have determined that sometime between 

1800 hours yesterday and 0600 hours this morning, thirty-two members of the crew went missing from the Sarek.  

At present we do not know if their disappearance was voluntary or against their will.” 

 “How about how they got off the ship?” A-ZuRQuIL asked, turning his attention on the Andorian ops 

officer. 



 “Inventory of all ship’s auxiliary craft confirms all shuttlecraft, all lifeboats, and all other embarked vessels 

- right down to the work bees and Sphinx pods - are accounted for and in proper designated storage locations,” Lt 

T’Reth reported. 

 “Computer records confirm no transporter activity has occurred since our last stop in the Knoksia system,” 

Commander Sonia Gomez, the starship’s chief engineer added.  “If they beamed off the ship, they didn’t use our 

transporters to do it.” 

 “And transporter beams originating from any vessel close enough to successfully beam away over thirty 

members of the crew would have registered on sensors and set off every alarm aboard the ship,” T’Reth added.  

“No, they were taken off the ship some other way.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL looked at Manfre again and asked, “What about any unusual sensor readings?  Did anything 

out of the ordinary occur during the mid-watch?” 

 “Nothing out of the ordinary during my watch, Commander,” Lt Manfre replied almost defiantly.  Then his 

face started taking on an expression of worry as if he suddenly remembered something.  “However…” 

 “Yes, Lieutenant…?” the acting-ship’s commander prompted. 

 “Lt Commander Redmond reported during watch turn-over that sensors had detected a neutrino pulse close 

to the ship at approximately 2120 hours.  He described the readings as similar to the neutrino pulse that precedes the 

opening of the Bajoran wormhole.” 

 “A neutrino pulse?” A-ZuRQuIL asked before turning toward the chief science officer.  “Jo Ann, could a 

neutrino pulse account for the missing crew?” 

 Lt Commander Jo Ann Tredworth shrugged her shoulders slightly, causing her shoulder-length strawberry-

blonde hair to ruffle, as she replied, “Under the circumstances, I suppose anything is possible, particularly if the 

pulse is somehow associated with a wormhole.  But look at the list of the personnel missing.  Captain Sutherland’s 

quarters are on deck 8, section 1.  Lieutenant Myers lives on deck 3, section 9.  Mister Dixon, one of the civilians 

associated with my science department who helps maintain the arboretum, lives on deck 14, section 13.  The missing 

crew was located all over the ship!  I just find it highly unlikely that a wormhole - if that is the cause of these 

disappearances - would have taken such a relatively small number of the crew from such varied areas of the ship, 

especially one traveling at warp speed!” 

 A-ZuRQuIL noticed Kyler jump momentarily, as if a thought suddenly occurred to the new security officer. 

 “What is it, Saya?” he asked. 

 “Just something Commander Tredworth just said,” the Bajoran/El-Aurian woman replied.  “What if all the 

missing personnel were not all over the ship?  With your permission I need to conduct some more interviews with 

the witnesses who last saw our missing crew members.” 

 “Granted,” A-ZuRQuIL said with a nod.  Instantly, Kyler was out of her chair and heading through the 

port-side lounge door and into the turbolift beyond.  Meanwhile, A-ZuRQuIL addressed the rest of the senior staff. 

 “I’m going to contact Starfleet Command via Home Plate, advise them of our situation, and request their 

advice.  In the meantime, let’s bring the ship to all stop and wait here until we know whether we need to continue 

looking on the ship or beyond for our missing shipmates.  Dismissed.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Ship’s log, stardate 66874.9; Commander A-ZuRQuIL - Acting-

Commanding Officer, recording: 

It has been 24 hours since we first noticed more than thirty of our 

shipmates were missing, and we’re still no closer to finding them or 

figuring out how they were taken off the ship. 

 

 



 Over the course of twenty four hours, Commander Kyler worked tirelessly tracking down anyone who may 

have been the last to see each missing crew member, from co-workers to family members, and all the evidence she 

had collected led her to believe she was detecting a pattern to the disappearances that might provide a clue as to 

where and when the missing crew members disappeared.  Then suddenly, with a single interview, her developing 

theory collapsed in on itself.  After catching less than two hours of sleep, she was sitting in the ready room opposite 

Commander A-ZuRQuIL. 

 “I thought I was on to something.  I thought I had really begun to narrow down the locations of the missing 

crew when they disappeared.  But as the investigation progressed, my theory suddenly fell apart.”  A look of disgust 

crossed the new security officer’s tired face. 

 “What theory were you working on, Saya?” A-ZuRQuIL asked. 

 “I interviewed close to a dozen people who believe they were the last to see several of the missing crew 

members still aboard.  They all agreed it was right around 2100 hours the night before the disappearances were 

realized and the majority of them said they either saw the missing personnel near, in, or heading toward the 9/10-

Forward lounge, including Captain Sutherland.  But then I met with Mister Lennon, who told me he saw Lieutenant 

Myers at 0300 in Cargo Bay 3.  He directed me to two additional witnesses, Mister Walsh and Lieutenant O’Hanlon, 

who both confirmed that they saw not only Lieutenant Myers but also Ensign Zigurski between 0300 and 0500 

hours in either Cargo Bay 3 or 4.” 

 “That doesn’t narrow our window for when the missing crew actually disappeared at all,” A-ZuRQuIL 

grumbled.  “We’re still looking at between 2100 and 0500 hours.  I suppose it does help in one regard though.” 

 “What’s that, Commander?” Kyler asked. 

 “If both Myers and Zigurski were seen aboard the ship by multiple witnesses after 0300, it means the 

neutrino pulse we detected at 2120 had nothing to do with the disappearances, so we can close that line of 

investigation.” 

 “I’m not so sure we can, Commander,” Kyler said, not sounding entirely sure of herself.  “I think I want to 

interview Lieutenant O’Hanlon again.  There was something about what he told me that doesn’t quite make sense.  

Something he said has been nagging at me.” 

 “Like what?” 

 “Like what was he doing in Cargo Bay 3 at 0300 hours, for one?  According to the watch bill, Lieutenant 

O’Hanlon is assigned to Beta shift.  Delta shift should be prime sleeping time for someone on his work schedule.” 

 “Maybe he had insomnia like someone else I could name?” A-ZuRQuIL suggested playfully. 

 “One way to find out.  Ask him myself,” Kyler said as she got out of the chair. 

 “I’ll come with you,” A-ZuRQuIL stated before following the slight Bajoran/El-Aurian woman out the 

door. 

 A short time later, both senior security officers were in the supply office just off Cargo Bay 1, where Lt 

Commander Clark Lemelle sat behind a desk strewn with padds and isolinear chips all filled with supply and parts 

requests from every division aboard the starship. 

 “What can I do for you, Commanders?” the supply officer asked as he looked up toward his opening door, 

surprised to see A-ZuRQuIL and his new assistant, Kyler, enter. 

 “We’re looking for Lieutenant O’Hanlon,” Kyler replied.  “We have some follow-up questions regarding 

the missing Lieutenant Myers and Ensign Zigurski.” 

 Lemelle glanced at the chronometer mounted on the office wall and said, “He is due to assume the duty in 

thirty minutes.  He usually arrives a few minutes ahead of his shift.  However…” 

 “Go on…,” A-ZuRQuIL prompted. 

 “There have been several times since the ship made its last stop at Knoksia when he’s been somewhat 

late… usually no more than five or six minutes.  There was one instance about ten days ago when he was almost 

fifteen minutes late.  I can overlook being late to report for duty every now and then, especially down here in the 

supply office, but the third time it happened, I asked the computer what O’Hanlon’s location was, and the computer 

reported he was in Cargo Bay 5.  I don’t know what he was doing down there.  We rarely ever go in there because 



it’s designated for long-term storage and things don’t get moved around in there too often, but especially when 

we’re not on duty.” 

 “Computer,” A-ZuRQuIL asked, looking upward slightly.  “Where is Lieutenant O’Hanlon currently 

located?” 

 After acknowledging the request with a beep, the computer’s feminine voice replied, “Lieutenant O’Hanlon 

is currently located in Cargo Bay 5.” 

 Kyler and A-ZuRQuIL exchanged looks.  Then Kyler asked, “Is anyone else currently located inside Cargo 

Bay 5?” 

 “Cargo Bay 5 is currently occupied by Lieutenant Sean O’Hanlon and civilian mission specialists Peter 

Walsh and Paul Lennon.” 

 “What an odd coincidence,” Kyler said with a smirk as she looked up at A-ZuRQuIL.  “All the people who 

claim they saw Lieutenant Myers and Ensign Zigurski hours after all my other witnesses reported having seen our 

missing crew.” 

 “Commander A-ZuRQuIL to security squad Alpha.  Converge on Cargo Bay 5 and detain everyone inside,” 

the security chief, first officer, and acting-CO ordered.  “Commander Kyler and I will be there in two minutes.” 

 “Understood,” came the concise reply.  “Detain all personnel inside Cargo Bay 5.” 

 As A-ZuRQuIL and Kyler turned to leave, Lt Commander Lemelle dropped the paperwork he was holding 

onto the desk and scrabbled out of his chair. 

 “Wait!” he called out.  “I want answers too!  I’m coming with you!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 In Cargo Bay 5, three men were huddled around one of several barrels stored on the shelves in the far 

corner of the bay. 

 “Well?” Walsh questioned to the man taking a sample of liquid from the barrel. 

 “I still don’t see why we need to do this as often as we’ve been doing,” Lt O’Hanlon remarked, looking 

nervously toward the door leading to the corridor beyond.  “Security is already getting suspicious, which is why I 

think neither Myers nor Zigurski have been down here lately.  And besides, if you keep sampling the stuff there’s 

going to be nothing left before we get back to starbase and sell it!” 

 “Relax,” Lennon remarked as he shut off the valve.  “We’ve got almost 1900 liters of this stuff stored down 

here.  Unless the Sarek suddenly finds itself lost in the distant regions of the Gamma Quadrant or something, we’ll 

still have almost sixteen barrels of the stuff by the time we reach starbase.  And besides, this stuff is great!”  Lennon 

then lifted the small cup he was holding to his lips, first sniffing the neon-green liquid inside before sipping it.  He 

smiled as he passed the cup to Walsh, who sampled the goods as well. 

 “Still fresh,” Lennon said.  “The cooling units you talked Zigurski into installing down here are working 

fine.  We’re going to make a killing once we…” 

 The civilian’s sentence was cut off as the cargo bay door opened and four security guards, phasers drawn, 

entered.  They immediately moved around various containers, crates, and shelves to surround and cover the three 

men who had been huddled around the barrel. 

 “I knew it!” O’Hanlon grumbled under his breath to his companions.  “I told you we were coming down 

here too often!  I told you we needed to be more careful, that security was getting suspicious!” 

 “Shut up!” Lennon hissed back as Commander A-ZuRQuIL and Lt Commanders Kyler Saya and Clark 

Lemelle entered the bay and walked over toward them. 

 “What is this?” A-ZuRQuIL asked, gesturing toward the numerous barrels stored on the shelves. 

 “I have no idea, Commander,” Lemelle replied, checking a cargo manifest he had taken from near the 

entrance.  “According to records this area of the cargo bay should be nothing but empty shelves.”  The supply 

officer shivered slightly before adding, “And nowhere near this cold!” 

 “I think your investigation has uncovered a smuggling operation, Saya,” A-ZuRQuIL said to his assistant.  

“Right under our noses!” 



 “What’s in these barrels?” Kyler inquired forcefully, counting the number.  There were sixteen barrels, and 

each was large enough to potentially hold two humanoid bodies.  The implication disturbed her. 

 “It’s just something we picked up at our last stop at Knoksia,” Mr. Lennon replied.  “Several of us pooled 

some extra credits we had to buy it.  We were hoping we could sell it back at the station for a tidy profit.” 

 “Smuggling alcohol?” A-ZuRQuIL asked.  “Do you know the penalties for the illegal transport of 

unregulated alcoholic products?” 

 “It’s not alcoholic, sir,” Lt O’Hanlon stated. 

 “Then what is it?” 

 “A ordinary beverage made by the Kairn.” 

 “The Kairn!” Lt Commander Lemelle exclaimed. 

 “Yes.  It tastes pretty odd, but the flavor isn’t disagreeable.  Plus, we learned the Kairn use it to stay 

hydrated and balance their electrolytes when out in space away from one of their home planets.  We thought it might 

make a good supplemental drink for when people have been exercising or performing strenuous work.” 

 “And since it came from the Kairn, we even came up with a name for it!” Walsh remarked. 

 “This I’ve got to hear,” A-ZuRQuIL said.  “What are you calling it?” 

 “Gator-aide,” Walsh said proudly before looking at Kyler.  “I thought of it.” 

 “So you’ve been smuggling your… Gator-aide… aboard my ship,” A-ZuRQuIL said.  “What has this got to 

do with thirty two missing members of our crew?” 

 “Wait!” O’Hanlon interrupted.  “Who’s missing?” 

 “Captain Sutherland, Lieutenant Myers, Ensign Zigurski, and twenty nine other people!” Kyler remarked, 

her patience growing thin. 

 “Myers and Zigurski are missing?!” Lennon exclaimed before looking at Lt O’Hanlon.  “I thought you said 

they were only laying low so security wouldn’t catch on to what we were doing here!” 

 “I assumed that’s what they were doing,” O’Hanlon replied sheepishly.  “I figured that’s why I hadn’t been 

seeing them in any of the usual places they hang out for the past couple of days.” 

 “Hold on!” Kyler said, raising her hand to stop O’Hanlon.  “All three of you told me you witnessed 

Lieutenant Myers and Ensign Zigurski in Cargo Bay 3 and 4 less than 36 hours ago!  Now you’re saying you 

haven’t seen either officer?” 

 “I lied,” O’Hanlon replied, looking toward the deck in shame.  “I thought maybe security had begun to 

suspect what we were doing here, storing the Gator-aide.  I figured if I told you I had seen Myers and Zigurski in the 

cargo bays, it would provide them with an alibi in case you were keeping tabs on them.” 

 “Well, if you didn’t see either man at 0300 hours the other morning,” A-ZuRQuIL said, “when exactly did 

you last see either of them?” 

 “Two nights ago,” Lennon replied.  “Myers told me he was going to the bar trivia night they were having in 

9/10-Forward.  That he was planning to meet Zigurski there and wanted to know if I wanted to go too.  I told him I 

needed to get the chiller units he set up calibrated around the barrels to keep them cold, and he said he would try and 

be down here to see how it went during the mid-watch.” 

 “Very well.  Security, take these men to the brig for further questioning.  I want to know exactly what they 

were planning on doing with all this… stuff,” A-ZuRQuIL ordered. 

 As the three smugglers were led away, Lt Commander Lemelle asked, “What do you want me to do with all 

this contraband, Commander?” 

 A-ZuRQuIL picked up the sample cup Walsh had left on the shelf next to the barrel and first sniffed at it 

before sampling a taste.  He made a judgmental expression before saying, “Normally I would tell you to beam every 

last barrel out into deep space, but this stuff isn’t half-bad.  Distribute some of it to the manager of 9/10-Forward.  

We’ll see if it catches on with the crew.” 

 “Looks like my theory is back off life-support, Commander,” Kyler said.  At A-ZuRQuIL’s confused look 

she added, “Prior to interviewing O’Hanlon, Walsh and Lennon, everyone I spoke to who knew they had been the 

last to see someone who is missing said they were probably or definitely heading to 9/10-Forward.” 



 “I think you need to speak with the bar managers on duty for both Gamma and Delta shifts, assuming 

they’re not both among the missing,” A-ZuRQuIL suggested.  “They might know who was planning on being in the 

lounge that night.”  Kyler consulted the padd she was keeping her notes on. 

 “Mister Sweeney, the bar manager during Gamma Shift is one of the missing, but Ms. Sanford - the mid-

watch manager - is not.  I’ll go speak to her next.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “I was actually quite upset when I first clocked-in,” Violet Sanford told Kyler.  “When I arrived, there were 

just a few people in the lounge, far fewer than I’m normally used to at that time of night, and the entire place was a 

mess!” 

 “What do you mean that it was a mess?” Kyler asked, wondering if blood and body parts had strewn the 

main recreational lounge and, like the missing members of the crew, had not been reported in a timely manner. 

 “The upper lounge on deck 9 hosts a trivia game contest once a week,” Sanford explained.  “When I arrived 

in the lounge there were half-finished drinks, plates full of cold food, and hundreds of pieces of half-used paper 

answer sheets everywhere… on the tables, the bar, even the deck!  I was so mad I considered finding Ed right then 

and there and giving him a piece of my mind, but I had new customers coming in who had just been relieved from 

standing watch during Gamma shift, so my night staff and I cleaned up as best we could with the intention of 

bringing it to Ed’s attention the next evening.  It wasn’t until much later that day that I found out several members of 

the crew were missing from the ship, and that poor Ed was among them.” 

 Kyler felt she was finally making a breakthrough in her investigation. 

 “Do you know who else may have been here in the lounge for the trivia contest?” she asked. 

 “Some of the answer sheets had names on them, but unfortunately the Delta shift staff and I just threw 

everything back into the replicators in our effort to clean up,” Sanford said with a tone of regret.  “If only I had 

known…” 

 “That’s alright.  Perhaps you can help my investigation in other ways, like nailing down exactly when these 

disappearances occurred.  When does the trivia game usually begin?” 

 “Generally the contest starts at 2100 hours,” Sanford confirmed. 

 “And were you able to estimate how long people were here based on the condition of the food, drinks, and 

answer sheets before they all went missing?” Kyler asked. 

 “If I had a few of the answer sheets, I could give you an educated guess,” Sanford replied.  “But like I said, 

we tossed them all back in the replicators.” 

 “Maybe I can help?” said a voice from behind the two women.  Kyler and Sanford turned to see one of the 

male lounge staff standing behind the bar.  He pulled a folded piece of paper out from a storage shelf and handed it 

to the security officer.  “When I was cleaning up, I saw the Captain’s name on that one and figured I should hold on 

to it just in case she came back that evening.” 

 Kyler unfolded the paper, which contained not only Captain Kethry Sutherland’s name, but three other 

missing crew members as well, evidently forming one of the trivia game teams.  The paper was divided into four 

columns of answer lines, each column consisting of twenty five questions. 

 “The trivia game is played in four rounds, each round being about half an hour long with ten minute 

bathroom breaks in between,” Sanford said as she looked at the answer sheet, the first column filled in with 

seemingly random words or phrases to the twenty second line, the entire rest of the sheet remaining blank.  “Based 

on how long each question usually takes, and looking at Captain Sutherland’s place, I would estimate she stopped 

filling in answers somewhere between 2115 and 2125 hours.” 

 Kyler felt a thrill of dread shoot down her spine as the estimate almost perfectly matched the time of the 

neutrino pulse the sensors had detected the night the crew went missing. 

 “Thank you,” Kyler said, acknowledging both Sanford and the male waiter.  “Thank you both.  With this 

fact, I think we may be able to figure out how the missing crew disappeared from the ship!” 



 “Will we be able to get them back?” Sanford asked hopefully as the security officer quickly headed toward 

the lounge door. 

 “I don’t know,” Kyler answered honestly, pausing before leaving the lounge and looking back at the two 

people at the bar.  “But I hope so.”  She then turned and passed through the sliding wooden doors to tell A-ZuRQuIL 

what she had learned. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Commander A-ZuRQuIL sat in the chair behind the desk in the Sarek’s ready room, Lt Commander Kyler 

sitting across from him and Ship’s Counselor John Llewellyn sitting on the couch beneath the large painting of the 

ship’s namesake Ambassador.  Floating above the desk top was the three-dimensional holographic image of the head 

and shoulders of Vice Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, commander of Starbase 719. 

 “Once we had determined it was likely some sort of wormhole that was responsible for the disappearance 

of everyone from 9/10-Forward, we returned to the vicinity of space where sensors had detected the neutrino pulse,” 

A-ZuRQuIL explained to the admiral.  “Unfortunately we have been unable to detect any signs a wormhole ever 

existed here.  We have no way of knowing where the missing personnel have gone, or if they are even still alive.” 

 “It sounds like you’ve done everything you could do, Quil,” Raiajh said.  “The Sarek has a schedule to get 

back on.  By the authority of Starfleet Command, you are to retain acting-command of the Sarek until the ship 

returns to Home Plate for your scheduled R&R and resupply at the end of the year.” 

 “Aye, Admiral,” A-ZuRQuIL replied, his expression becoming momentarily unreadable.  Kyler looked at 

her superior officer with a mixture of curiosity and concern, sensing an unreadable emotion beneath the Capellan’s 

calm. 

 “If it were up to me,” Raiajh continued, “you know I would turn the ship over to you permanently, Quil.  

But the decision isn’t mine.  There are quite a few in the Admiralty who still see you as no more than a Gold-Shirt, 

and they don’t want to put a starship as important as the Sarek under your command.  At least, not yet.” 

 “Understandable, Val,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “A command of my own has never been one of my career 

goals anyway.  One of the reasons I never completely gave up the position of Security Chief even after Kethry 

begged me to become her first officer.”  The Capellan fingered the fabric of the division color on his uniform just 

above the rank pips as he added, “Perhaps with Kethry gone, I’ll just go back to being the chief of security?  What 

happens to the ship once we get back to Home Plate?” 

 “She is being assigned a new commanding officer, of course,” Raiajh replied, as if having expected the 

question.  “A few other replacement crew as well.  The rest of your crew remains the same.  No transfers.” 

 Kyler barely heard a subtle sigh of relief come from A-ZuRQuIL, though his expression remained 

unchanged, and the young-looking Bajoran/El-Aurian woman doubted the admiral would have heard it over the com 

static. 

 “Any idea who?” the Capellan asked. 

 “A new Captain named Jo Ann Parker,” Raiajh replied.  “From my understanding, Starfleet Command 

recently promoted her to captain and has been looking for a command to turn over to her.” 

 Kyler studied her superior closely, looking for any sign that A-ZuRQuIL knew the woman Admiral Raiajh 

had named, but his expression remained as inscrutable as ever. 

 “I just hope Captain Parker understands one thing about this ship and crew, Val,” A-ZuRQuIL remarked.  

“Until we have proof otherwise, our missing personnel - including Kethry - are still considered missing but alive.  I 

won’t let it detract from our mission of exploring the AOR, but I know I speak for the entire crew when I say we’re 

never going to stop looking for them.” 

 “I would expect no less from you, Quil.  Good luck,” Raiajh said before finally signing off.  “We’ll see you 

back here in about six weeks.  Starbase 719, out.” 

 The holographic image of Raiajh faded, and A-ZuRQuIL looked at his two fellow officers.  “Opinions?” he 

asked. 



 “I can’t believe they’re going to go and replace Captain Sutherland and all the others without giving us 

more time to search,” remarked Counselor Llewellyn bitterly as the three officers all got out of their respective 

chairs and started moving toward the bridge. 

 “To paraphrase Mister Karondar, it’s the logical course of action,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “After all, we’ve 

given Starfleet Command all the information we have, and even we don’t know where to start looking for the 

missing personnel.  They could literally be anywhere in the galaxy, or even beyond!  And the odds of them even still 

being alive are infinitesimal.  How many wormholes have you ever heard of with a terminus point on the surface of 

a class-M planet?” 

 “But you said…,” Kyler started to protest. 

 “I know what I said, Saya, and I meant it.  This ship and this crew will never stop looking for Captain 

Sutherland and the others,” A-ZuRQuIL said to his assistant.  “But we have to face the reality that we’ll likely never 

see any of them ever again.” 

 “That doesn’t mean we have to like it,” Llewellyn remarked and stormed off toward the nearest turbolift as 

A-ZuRQuIL climbed the short flight of stairs to the command seat and Kyler walked up the ramp to the tactical 

console, each relieving the officer temporarily standing watch there. 

 “Do you know anything about Captain Parker?” Kyler asked the Sarek’s acting-commander. 

 “Not much,” A-ZuRQuIL admitted.  “I know that she used to be first officer of the Cimarron, but aside 

from that she’s a blank slate.” 

 “Maybe that will be good for the crew,” Kyler suggested.  “Give us all a level field with which to start off.” 

 “Perhaps,” A-ZuRQuIL replied distractedly.  He then addressed the operations officer as he ordered, 

“Lieutenant, have Commander Tredworth report to the bridge.  If I’m going to be running this ship for the next few 

weeks I’m going to need an acting-first officer to take on my regular duties.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” Lt T’Reth replied.  “…Or should I say… Captain?” 

 “No, Lieutenant.  A starship has only one captain,” A-ZuRQuIL remarked before returning his gaze to the 

main viewscreen in stony silence. 

 

The End 


