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NEWS BITS
Pa’nar Syndrome under control Lost targ captured in Canada

Welcome to the reincar-
nated fanzine of the U.S.S. 
Crusader! 

Now on its sixth leg of life, 
I hope this publication can 
continue past one year. It 
was the fifth, but it came 
back with every fifth word 
being “semprini,” which 
made it totally useless. So, 
we had to kill it and hope 
it turned up normal once 
again. Don’t be surprised 
if some of those weird bits 

come up from time to sem-
prini. 

The Crusader’s fictional 
journey is one with lots of 
gaps and unknowns, fraught 
with interstellar travels and 
alien species. It’s an exciting 
and riveting story, some-
thing that makes grown men 
weep, women swoon, and is 
something that is not includ-
ed in this issue. 

Rather, we’re faced with 
setting the scene for this 

bold new crew to traverse 
the cosmos. 

Regardless, we’ve got a 
smashing issue for you to 
enjoy. Whether you’re at 
home, on the town with your 
semprini, relaxing at a seedy 
hotel or using it to cut down 
a tree in the forest, welcome 
to the newest incarnation of 
the Transporter Psychosis. 

It’s in good hands. 
And now for something 

completely different...

An outbreak of Pa’nar Syndrome on Vul-
can is finally declining, after inflicting tens 
of millions of Vulcans. 

Numbers of infected dropped after 
quarantine methods were enforced by 
province officials. It is suspected that the 
disease returned to the planet following a 
visit from the Romulan ambassador. 

Relations between the two races con-
tinue to be strained. This is a developing 
story. 

A targ mistakenly transported to Earth 
was captured by Federation security of-
ficers without incident. The animal was 
caught in a transportation error with a ship 
destined for the Qu’Vat colony. 

The mistaken cargo included a package 
of 12 young tribbles, which was met upon 
delivery with terrified shrieks and war cries 
that echoed throughout the capital city. 

In the week following the delivery, no 
contact has been made with the colony.
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MY FIRST TRIP 
TO VULCAN

Story by T’Pren Caitlen O’Shea

My first memories of traveling to my 
mother’s world were when I was a small 
child, about three years of age. It was just 
she and I, as my Dad had to work. Moth-
er said that we were off on an adventure 
like none I’d ever had before. We were to 
gather with her entire family for some kind 
of family ritual. I was too young to really 
know what Pon Farr was. Mother told me 
it was a special time when Vulcans marry. 
Her brother Shirrot was marrying his be-
trothed, T’Klor, in some ancient ceremony. 
But you can understand how impressed a 
three year old can be by such things. All I 
knew or cared about was the traveling.

Mother had tried, in vain it seems, to 
school me in the proper Vulcan behavior, 
so that when I was presented to the rest 
of her family, I would be more acceptable. 
Believe me, I needed all the help I could 
get. I took after my Dad, not only in looks, 
but in temperament. Instead of being a 
placid child, I was a terror. I cried easily 
and was shy of strangers. I laughed too of-
ten and was a “normal” boisterous “earth-
child.” “Earth-child” was what Mother 
called me when I was noisy and rambunc-
tious. It never hurt my feelings when she 
said that, because I absolutely knew that 
she loved me deeply, although she’d never 
have used that word. But, I knew also that 
she suffered countless embarrassments 
because of my behavior. No Vulcan mother 
ever had so difficult a task.

When we finally arrived at Vulcan Re-
gar, my Mother’s parents were there to 
greet us. I’ll never forget the look in both 
their eyes. Disappointment! They covered 
it well, but I could see it, and they knew 

that I could. I wasn’t the typical Vulcan 
child at all. I think that they were hoping 
beyond hope that I would be. No, my skin 
was pinkish, my features were much more 
human, and my ears were just slightly 
pointed. My Dad always called me his little 
“leprechaun.”

The ceremony was to take place the 
next day at a location outside of the city. 
I found out that our family owned a tract 
of land from ancient times. It was there 
that the adults in the family would gath-
er to honor my uncle’s Pon farr. Until that 
time, we went to my grandparents home 
on the outskirts of Vulcan Regar. It was 
austere, but comfortable. I was to share a 
room with Mother, where there were two 
sleeping couches. She said that this had 
been her room as she was growing up. I 
was impressed by the colors and furnishing 
it had. I was put down for a nap, because 
I was becoming quite cranky from all the 
excitement of the trip. Mother left to join 
her parents in greeting other relatives who 
would be staying form the ceremony.

Even through half-sleep, I could hear 
them talking. And one of the subjects 
was “me.” I thought I heard Mother’s par-
ents say things such as, “We would have 
preferred that you had left the child with 
her father.” and “You neglected your re-
sponsibility to this family by marrying an 
out worlder.” I understood that they were 
angry and disappointed with Mother. She 
had let them down, and although they 
wouldn’t disown her or anything like that, 
they weren’t pleased.

Later that afternoon, Mother took me 
outside to see the countryside. It was 
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DEPARTMENT
REPORTS

First Officer
Crystal Donovan
AKA Trina Kamp

Chief Engineer
Darius Middleton
AKA James Eik

Chief of Security
Quilet J’kon

Counselor
Michelle Troi
AKA Dona Rae Colbert

I’m adjusting to my new role as Chief 
Engineer onboard the Crusader, but it’s 
been a bumpy ride. Quilet J’Kon was an ef-
fective leader, who knew how to motivate 
our team. I’ll need to learn from his lessons 
over the years to adequately fill his shoes. 

Revamping of the ship is moving as pro-
ceeded and on-time. That’s at least a day 
better than Quilet projected. 

The ship is secure. Reviewing the secu-
rity and training procedures aboard the 
Crusader continues. My security training 
course will be rigorous, based on what I 
learned on Andoria. We’ll see if the new 
team can handle it, once they arrive. 

I expect our new captain will want to 
review the latest security assessment as 
soon as they arrive. Still no word on who 
that might be. 

Until then, I continue learning, training, 
and keeping a watchful eye. 

My most recent datastream showed I’m 
nearly finished with crew psychological 
profiles. Starfleet wanted all 173 remaining 
personnel to be evaluated, checked by a 
third party and, finally, compiled for anal-
ysis by the Vice Chief of Operations. Only 
then can the crew return to their posts. 

As our shore leave time is winding down, 
there is growing pressure to finish this list. 
I hope it serves a purpose well into the 
future. 

Now, back to it. 

As the lead executive officer in charge 
of the Crusader’s refit, and one of the few 
working continuously throughout this 
transition, I’m looking forward to the com-
pletion of our time in spacedock. 

Starfleet has strict orders and require-
ments for us to meet before we can launch 
again. Chief Engineer Middleton is han-
dling his crew well, and I am extremely 
satisfied with his transition into his new 
role. Quilet J’Kon is also adjusting well. 

It’s been smooth, but it’s been very busy. 
I’ll write more once things settle down.

extremely hot and dry. There was a huge 
planet that was visible in the reddish sky. 
She carried me some of the way because 
my breathing was affected by the thin air 
and heavier gravity. She showed me some 
of the wildlife that lived around her par-
ents area. Strange, but beautiful creatures 
in the Vulcan skies. Small furry creatures 
scurrying about. While we were on this 
nature walk, Mother reminded me how a 
proper Vulcan child was to behave. I would 

be meeting the rest of the family, and she 
wanted to be proud of me. She told me, 
not for the first time, of Surak our great 
philosopher who taught the ancient Vul-
cans to reject their emotions and grasp 
hold of the philosophy of pure logic. She 
also reminded me of my heritage and my 
place in the family. I knew she feared that 
I would do something to embarrass them 
all tomorrow, but what could I say or do? 
After all, I was my father’s child, too.
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STAR TREK:
CRUSADER

Chapter Two: Day One
Story by James Eik

Stardate 73618.17 | September 2398
San Francisco, Earth
Silence is deafening. 
Two years after one of the worst rescue 

incidents in the history of the United Fed-
eration of Planets, survivors gathered to 
remember those who perished during the 
Ornaran Recovery Expedition. What started 
as a simple diplomatic mission turned into a 
hostage situation and, ultimately, a full civil 
war. After nearly a year of tense negotia-
tions, the Federation finally broke through 
and peace came across the planet. Hun-
dreds of family members, crewmates and 
dignitaries from throughout the Federation 
made the journey to Earth for the memorial 
service, located in the middle of Starfleet 
Headquarters in San Francisco. 

Nestled amidst the crowd was a small, 
quiet group that stared blankly at the 
events unfolding before them. Pain from the 
past two years still haunted the command 
officers from the U.S.S. Crusader. Now, they 
were more like a family after surviving the 
most shocking events to hit their ship since 
its commissioning more than two decades 
ago. The head of Starfleet Command de-
scribed the crew as gallant, extraordinary, 
and brave. Other accolades came in, one 

after the other, but to the crew it felt hollow 
and rehearsed. Despite the verbal support 
of their colleagues, they still felt alone after 
two years. 

As the ceremony came to a close, digni-
taries exchanged their condolences with 
family and crew. Moment by moment, the 
crowd thinned until just the Crusader team 
remained. It paralleled the sobering thought 
of how quickly someone can disappear 
from existence. For most in the crew, it took 
all their strength to stay collected and calm 
as memories came flooding back. 

On that fateful day, everything changed. 
Since the Ornaran Recovery Expedition, 

the command officers rotated from meeting 
to meeting with Starfleet admirals, repeat-
edly explaining the events and how the 
situation began to fracture from the mo-
ment they received the distress call. After 
six months of telling the same story, the 
admiralty board exonerated them of any 
wrongdoing but relieved the group from 
active duty for a further 12 months. Anoth-
er six months of training and competency 
testing followed, which everyone success-
fully passed. 

The Crusader itself sat harbored in Star-
base One, temporarily decommissioned 

Nearly 50 members of the U.S.S. Crusader perished during a rescue mission two years 
earlier on Ornara, including longtime captain Kelsey Scott. The incident came under 

scrutiny from Starfleet Command, prompting a full investigation and review of the crew. 
Dispersed and scattered, the Crusader crew is currently on assigned shore leave, leaving 

Commander Crystal Donovan in charge of the ship’s refit at Starbase One. Only she and 
Darius Middleton, the vessel’s new Chief Engineer, remain on board from the Crusader 
crew, to oversee a team of Starfleet engineers. 

Without a captain, the remaining crew is left to grieve, reduce stress, and prepare for 
Starfleet to call upon them for their next mission.
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while proceedings took place. Starfleet 
engineers pored over every chip, circuit and 
hull plate, checking for any sign of discrep-
ancy that could have changed the outcome 
of the Ornaran mission. While that took 
place, the vessel received minor refitting of 
its circuitry, a fresh paint job, new bridge 
design, and more plush crew quarters than 
before. 

Compared to other Starfleet vessels of its 
age, the Crusader looked truly luxurious. Of 
the crew, Commander Crystal Donovan was 
allowed to visit the vessel and visually see 
its construction progress. Starfleet strictly 
required that the command crew pass its 
training assessments before setting foot 
onboard. Just two weeks ago, the ship’s 
new chief engineer, Darius Middleton, was 
approved to enter engineering and prepare 
the vessel for its pending departure. 

Now, with two grueling years behind 
them, the refitted Crusader was nearing 
launch. Only one element was missing: 
a captain. Starfleet had yet to announce 
whether the ship’s new leader would be an 
internal promotion or someone fresh from 
the field. Most of the group figured that 
Donovan was first in line, given her tenure 
of service with the ship. Others guessed 
that Starfleet would ask an outsider to bring 
a fresh start to the crew, given its traumatic 
experience. 

Regardless, they would know in a few 
days. For now, it was a time to reflect, 
mourn, and recollect themselves. 

“Two years to put together a memorial 
service,” Donovan spat out. “Unreal.”

Lt. Commander T’Pren O’Shea placed a 
hand on Donovan’s right shoulder, showing 
a rare glimpse of emotion for a half-Vulcan. 
Even their species grieved those lost. 

“We have all experienced fear and turmoil 
over the past two years,” O’Shea began. 
“But together we will pull through. We all 
must consider this the start of something 
new, something stronger, something better. 
The crew is looking to you for guidance and 
leadership, regardless of your official title.” 

Donovan grasped the hand on her shoul-
der and took a deep breath, nodding. 

Security Chief Quilet J’kon stood, nodding 
in approval. 

“She’s right. We’re in this together. Fami-
ly,” he said. 

It was out-of-character for Quilet’s 
staunch Andorian nature to call others as 
family beyond his bloodline. The remainder 
of the crew stood in the huddle for a few 
moments before disbanding. Today marked 
the final two weeks of shore leave, or for 
some, forced exile from their ship, and 
many desired to simply get away for a little 
bit before returning to the Crusader. 

Stardate 73625.71
Starfleet Headquarters – Leonard H.  

McCoy Plaza
San Francisco, Earth
“It never ends,” Commander Michelle Troi 

sighed at another set of PADDs delivered a 
few moments ago by a Starfleet courier. 

Since the Ornaran mission and the Cru-
sader’s grounding, her assignment was to 
perform in-depth assessments for each 
crew member. She took notes on how they 
handled the situation, their concerns going 
into the mission, fears or anxieties about 
the future, and, ultimately assessed whether 
they were fit to return to duty. 

Of the 200 members of the Crusader crew 
onboard during the mission, she was re-
sponsible for ensuring 132 of the people on 
the list were ready to return to duty. The 
rest either transferred, resigned their com-
mission, or didn’t make it back. 

Now in her mid-40s, the daughter of 
famed Enterprise-D counselor Deanna Troi 
and Captain William Riker, Michelle felt 
compelled to follow in her mother’s foot-
steps, continuing her legacy of helping 
Starfleet officers be better through coun-
seling. The health and wellness of the crew 
were paramount on extended exploratory 
missions, and Starfleet always intended for 
the Crusader to have mid- to long-range 
assignments. So, it was natural that Michelle 
continued the family tradition by helping 
others. 

Sighing again, she wearily stood up from 
her desk and moved to the replicator. 


