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Hailing Frequencies Open 
Mission Report by Lieutenant JG Bill Williams, Chief of Communications 
 
Iôve written and rewritten and re-rewritten this column over and over, and I still 
cannot find adequate words to say whatôs on my heart. 
 
I just find myself thinking about Walter. 
 

 

Twenty years ago I had the pleasure of 
meeting Walter Koenig at a science fiction 
convention in Jackson. He was very insightful 
and funny, very knowledgeable about all 
things STAR TREK and beyond. He shared 
with me first-hand about the inspiration for his 
character of Pavel Chekov (the Monkees, not 
the ñRussians firstò story that Gene 
Roddenberry would always talk about), as 
well as his turn as ñCaptainò Chekov in STAR 
TREK V, and we laughed about how funny it 
would be in STAR TREK VI if someone said 
ñCaptain to the bridge,ò and all seven of the 
original cast showed up at the same time. 
And only a few days before I happened to 
watch his NEW VOYAGES episode ñTo 
Serve All My Daysò in which he seemed to bring a sense of closure to his character that the series 
and later films never provided. 
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Those were the days when I found myself returning to school to get my masterôs degree in English 
education, when TNG was finally hitting its stride and reaching a successful pinnacle moment, when 
things were more innocent and fun back then on the path to becoming. Happier times indeed. 
 
All of that has changed now. These days I find myself thinking about and relating to Walter and his 
wife Judy in a completely different way: as a parent. 
 
Valentineôs Day is supposed to be a happy occasion, when thoughts turn to love, romance, and 
anniversaries. For the Koenig's, it turned into the beginning of their worst nightmare possible, when 
their 41-year-old son Andrew disappeared in Vancouver, British Columbia after missing a flight. Their 
last contact with their son had been a phone conversation five days before. At about the same time of 
Andrewôs disappearance, the Koenig's received from their son a letter (possibly a text message, as 
some reports have mentioned) written in a very despondent tone, saying he was leaving everything 
behind. 
 
For many of us we first heard of Andrew Koenig from his role of Boner in the TV sitcom ñGrowing 
Painsò in the 1980ôs and 90ôs. He followed in his famous fatherôs footsteps by pursuing an acting 
career, appearing in many different series, among them an episode of ñStar Trek: Deep Space Nineò 
in that seriesô early run. And before the late Heath Ledgerós multi-award winning performance in ñThe 
Dark Knightñ, Andrew made a memorable turn as the Joker in the short online film ñBatman: Dead 
Endò. In addition, Andrew had carved out a career for himself not only in acting but also in 
photography, editing, film and TV writing, directing, and producing. 
 
In recent months he had been battling depression, a demon in and of itself, giving away or selling 
many of his personal possessions before his disappearance. To this day the causes of depression 
are unknown yet myriad - fear of failure, of not living up to oneôs fullest potential, of disappointment, of 
buried anger, the list goes on and on - and we wonder what could have happened to Andrew to drive 
him to that point. In a recent interview Walter mentioned that Andrew had been off his 
antidepressants for at least a year. Medicines may treat the symptoms for a while, but dealing with 
the root takes much longer, if not a lifetime. 
 
Then came the tragic news of the discovery of Andrewôs body two weeks after his disappearance. He 
had given himself in to the demons that plagued his mind and soul, tortured him, and said, ñYour 
career will never move forward. Youóll never get out of your fatherós shadow. Your life has no 
meaning.ò In TV interviews on television Walter and Judy looked so old and tired. With every passing 
day they seemed to age another year. And those are just the visible signs we saw of worry, of fear, of 
heartache, of the not knowing setting in. And all Walter and Judy wanted, all their daughter Danielle 
and her family wanted, was for their son and brother to be found, somehow alive and safe. What they 
got was a closure that would never come. 
 
Missing persons reports always seem to fascinate and intrigue people ever since Amelia Earhart went 
missing in the 1930ôs. Not so much now. We live in violent times, where drug dealers and sexual 
predators lurk the streets, and the rash numbers of missing and murdered children and teenagers 
seem to grow every day. Adam Walsh, Natalee Holloway, Polly Klass, Caylee Anthony, the list goes 
on and on, and the stories get more and more horrifying with every instance. Every once in a while 
we get a miracle, such as the safe and joyous returns of Elizabeth Smart and Jaycee Dugard. We 
rejoice with the families in their reunions, and we share in their closure when we see justice carried 
out to those lowlifes who wrought these nightmares. When these miracles occur, we hope for those 
who are still out there, saying silent prayers for their safe return or at least for closure for their families 
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who have been needlessly put through hell for no reason. 
 
As parents Walter and Judy can now relate. As a parent myself I can now relate to them as parents. I 
have two beautiful daughters, thirteen and five. Every time Iôm with them, I want to tell them that I love 
them, and April and I want to keep them safe. Because thatôs all that matters. Itôs a parentôs job. It 
doesnôt matter if theyôre five or thirteen or forty-one, theyôre all someoneôs child. Yes, the day comes 
when we must give them their wings to find their path in life. We cry because theyôre no longer the 
little baby we once held in our arms, and we long for that just one more time, yet weôre excited to see 
them begin their journey into lifeós discoveries and purposes. And when tragedies happen, all we 
want to do is hold them close to us once more and tell them that we love them. 
 
Walter deserved that chance to find Andrew, hold him in his arms, and tell him that he loved him. The 
cost didnôt matter; he would have gone to the ends of the earth, even to Heaven and Hell and back 
again, to find him. He and Judy deserved that same miracle. Because every life has meaning and 
purpose. And all we can do is offer up our thoughts and prayers to Walter and Judy that they get that 
chance to experience a healing in their brokenness. 
 
Nothing else matters. 
 

The Captainôs Log  

  By  Lucy Ferron  

 

 

Captainôs Log for March/April 2010 
 
Six hundred and eighty five miles roundtrip to Columbus, GA, 
and it was well worth the trip! I bring greetings back from 
Summit 2010 for the Haise crew from Region Coordinator Jack 
Eaton and Commander of Starfleet Sal Lizard.  Both spoke 
fondly of the Summit 2009 held in Jackson.  The Haise was 
represented by Mark Nichols, Janet Bullock, Jennifer 
McFarland, and me.   

 
Also attending from Mississippi (Zone 4) were Jim 
Brunton (the new Zone Coordinator), Larry and 
Mary Morris, Glen Goldman, Barbara Nichelson 
and her mother Barbara, and Sandy Arrington.  
The last count I heard on attendance was a total 
of 65.   
 
Summit 2010 started off with the Fleet Admiralôs 
dinner Friday night at the Golden Corral.  
Because of flight delays, the Fleet Admiral, Sal 
Lizard, didnôt make it in time for the dinner 
actually.  Registration finally opened after the  
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dinner, we got to visit with some old and new friends, and I attended the Staff Meeting.  We have two 
vacancies on the Staff to fill after Summit ï Chief of Communications and Chief of Awards.  After 
many years of outstanding service managing the Awards program, Barbara Paul decided to step 
down after Summit and turn the reins over to ñnew blood.ò  
 

 

 
 
 
The Saturday schedule included the Opening 
Ceremony, Commanding Officers meeting, Marine 
Muster, fun panels, and a well-attended panel on 
the future of Summit locations/arrangements and 
the possible joint R2 and R3 Summit in 2012.   
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
About 20 people attended a special afternoon ñvirtualò Mission to Mars at the local science center, 
including Mark, Janet and Jennifer.  They said it was great fun and they will say more about that in 
their own reports.   
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
A pie throwing auction to raise funds for the charity was really funny with Jack, Sal, Freddy, and DJ 
Allen (R2 Treasurer) taking the hits for the worthy cause.  While the others were at the science 
center, I attended two excellent panels on recruiting and science fiction fan films. 
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The banquet Saturday went really well.  The USS 
DaVinci crew decorated the tables as a tribute to the 
ñred shirtò crewmen who didnôt make it back from 
away missions.  Each table had photographs 
identifying the ñlateò red shirted crewmen.  The pasta 
supper was excellent and it was topped off with a big 
chocolate birthday cake for Sal.  Awards were 
presented (listed elsewhere in the newsletter) and I 
was surprised to receive the Commanding Officer of 
the Year Award!  I very much appreciate John and the 
crew nominating me for this honor again.  Itôs a 
privilege to work with such a great crew.  

 

 

 

 

 

 Jennifer received her Bronze Boothby Award for 
passing 50 courses from Starfleet Academy.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

After the banquet, everyone changed from uniforms to casual to ñhang outò and visit, play cards, and 
really just share time together.  Sal regaled a group of us with terrific stories from his years as Santa 
and an actor.  He also shared some amazingly touching pictures with children.  We could have stayed 
up all night listening to him.  Jennifer did really well playing poker though this year there was no 
ñtournamentò due to Georgia regulations.  Rich Trulson of the USS Wernher von Braun shared some 


