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 The intercom chimed loudly, jarring Commander A-ZuRQuIL out of a sound sleep. 

 “Ensign Novak to Commander A-ZuRQuIL.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL slowly opened his eyes and begrudgingly answered, “A-ZuRQuIL here.  I take it this couldn’t 

wait until the morning shift, Ensign?” 

 The junior security officer sounded nervous and shaken.  “Commander, we have a situation that requires 

your immediate attention.” 

 Opening his eyes fully, the Capellan man sighed.  “What’s going on, Ensign Novak?” he asked. 

 It was difficult for A-ZuRQuIL to make out the Ensign’s words due to voices shouting at one another in the 

background.  “Sir, I think you should get down to the brig,” he said.  “We have a young female Bajoran terrorist in a 

holding cell down here.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL immediately swung his legs out of his bunk and sat up straight.  “Ensign, did I hear you 

correctly?” he asked for clarification.  “A Bajoran terrorist?  On the Sarek?” 

 “Yes, sir,” Novak replied over the sound of crashing noises and more yelling.  “We caught her near the 

warp core in main engineering, carrying both a phaser pistol and rifle, masquerading as a Starfleet officer.  We’re 

holding the saboteur for questioning before contacting security aboard the station.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL stood up and started grabbing his duty uniform as he said, “On my way.” 
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 As A-ZuRQuIL walked down the corridor toward the brig, he could easily hear a rather loud crash, 

followed by raised voices.  He picked up his pace to a brisk walk.  Even from more than twenty five meters from the 

closed brig door, he could hear the yelling clearly. 

 “This is ridiculous!” a female voice shouted.  “Let me out of here!” 

 “You’ll be released to the security officers on the station, LITTLE GIRL,” said a male voice A-ZuRQuIL 

now recognized as belonging to Novak.  “And if you’re VERY lucky, they’ll take your age into consideration before 

you’re sentenced as a terrorist and a saboteur!” 

 Commander A-ZuRQuIL finally reached the brig door, which slid aside at his approach.  He entered the 

security area of the brig, a puzzled expression on his face.  “Mister Novak?” he asked. 

 “Just a minute, Commander,” Novak replied without looking at his superior. 

 A-ZuRQuIL stood aside, watching the ongoing scene.  Three security officers were trying to surround what 

appeared to be a teenage girl with nose ridges typical of Bajorans.  The girl, who looked like she was about 15 or 16 

Earth years in age, was holding a large padd she had evidently grabbed from the security console and was swinging 

it around in an effort to keep the security officers at bay as they tried to herd her into an empty cell.  One of the 

guards was already exhibiting a black eye and bruises on the side of his face from having been hit with the padd. 

 “Look, kid, I’m just trying to save you a LOT of trouble here,” Novak told the teenager. 

 “Look, ENSIGN, I’m trying to save you a LOT MORE TROUBLE HERE,” the girl shouted back, a look 

of defiance mixed with rage on her face.  “Stand down, NOW, before I charge you with assaulting a superior 

officer!” 

 “You’re funny for a kid,” Novak remarked.  “Let me guess, you want your weapons back too?” 

 The girl rolled her eyes, apparently not for the first time, as she yelled back, “As I already told you, I AM 

NOT a KID!  And for the last time, ENSIGN NOVAK; I am not a damned spy either!  Give me just two minutes 

one on one with you and I’ll show you just how NOT YOUNG I am!” 

 A-ZuRQuIL’s eyes widened in amusement as he slowly realized exactly who his unfortunate security 

personnel had placed in custody.  He fought back laughter, but the amusement on his face was becoming 

increasingly difficult to hide.  Fighting the urge to step in solely for the sake of justifying the reason for getting out 

of bed at such a ridiculous hour, he merely looked on as the shouting match continued. 



 Novak pressed on.  “Who gave you the uniform?  Help us here, and we’ll help you!  Did you buy those 

Starfleet issue weapons from a black market dealer?  Maybe one of the Romulans aboard the station?  You’re in a 

lot of trouble, young lady!  Make it easier on yourself.” 

 “Starfleet gave me this uniform.  And the rank pips too!  I even managed to talk them into giving me, a 

mere ‘child,’ two potentially deadly weapons.  They were feeling quite generous!”  The young Bajoran girl made a 

threatening gesture with the padd once again.  “Now release me before I see to it that you face a general court 

martial!” 

 Novak laughed out loud.  “I know a lot of the Bajoran terrorists joined the Militia before it was integrated 

into Starfleet, and a lot of others had such volatile personalities and a lofty sense of self-worth that it kept them from 

ever being qualified to join Starfleet, but were you even born before the end of the Cardassian occupation?  You 

think you’re going to have me stand before a general court?  Who are you going to get to officiate over your make-

believe court martial, little girl?  Perhaps the legendary James Kirk himself?” 

 A-ZuRQuIL finally decided the fun had gone far enough, at last speaking up as he continued to struggle to 

keep a straight face. 

 “As you were, Ensign,” he ordered. 

 A look of confusion crossed Ensign Novak’s face.  He finally turned to look at the security chief and asked, 

“Sir?” 

 The Bajoran girl, eyes still blazing with contempt, glared at the young officer.  “Yes.  As YOU WERE, 

Ensign!” 

 “Do it, Novak.  That’s an order,” A-ZuRQuIL said. 

 The ensign nervously backed away from the prisoner, followed slowly by the two other guards.  “Yes, sir,” 

he said to A-ZuRQuIL before glaring back at the prisoner. 

 The Commander, smiling as the prisoner relaxed slightly and finally lowered the padd she was holding, 

stepped forward, his hand extended.  Novak, suddenly on the alert again, reached for the phaser in his holster, ever 

ready to defend his superior officer. 

 “Welcome aboard the Sarek,” A-ZuRQuIL said to the girl, his hand still extended in friendship.  “Please 

forgive the inconvenience.  Some people neglect to read the daily briefs.”  A-ZuRQuIL’s eyes twinkled with 

amusement, much to the confusion of his security officers. 

 The girl sighed loudly, and then approached the Capellan man and returned the handshake.  Then, after 

directing a lingering look toward Novak that could have frozen time itself, her face softened, with a hint of a smile 

creasing her lips. 

 “Lieutenant Commander Kyler Saya, your new Assistant Chief of Security, reporting for duty as requested, 

sir.  I would present you with my written orders, but I believe Ensign Novak confiscated the padd they were stored 

on, along with both of my weapons.  You’ll just have to take my word for it for the time being, sir.” 

 Novak’s cheeks flushed red, and a look of horror crossed his face.  The jaws of both the other security 

officers dropped as they too realized who it was they has apprehended. 

 “Welcome aboard, Lieutenant Commander Kyler,” A-ZuRQuIL reiterated.  “We weren’t expecting you for 

another two days, but your quarters are ready for you.  If you would like a couple of days of liberty to acclimate 

yourself to the ship, please let me know.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL started walking back toward the door, Kyler following closely behind, when the woman 

paused briefly at the threshold, turning back to look at Novak, who still had an expression bordering on disbelief on 

his face. 

 “You do realize now that you detained your superior officer and wasted two hours of my time, right, Mister 

Novak?” 

 “Co… Commander, please accept my most sincere apolo…” 

 “Thanks for creating the most entertaining moment of my week, Ensign,” Kyler said, to Novak’s complete 

astonishment.  “You’ll be a great asset to my security team if you’re half as vigilant with all security matters.  You 

just need to pay a little more attention to detail, like ascertaining exactly who someone is before making assumptions 

that they are terrorists or saboteurs just because they’re sneaking around engineering in the middle of the night 



carrying two weapons.  And think of it this way; how many ensigns get to throw a senior officer into the brig for 

masquerading as a child.  I can’t wait till that story makes it around the Fifth Fleet.  You’ll be famous!  Now, before 

I forget, may I have my ‘dangerous weapons’ back, please?” 

 Ensign Novak walked over to a weapons locker across from the holding cells and retrieved the two 

weapons that had been confiscated, handing them both back to Kyler, too embarrassed to even make eye contact. 

 “Boy, would I hate to be the one writing the report on this incident,” Kyler casually remarked. 

 Novak smiled at first, and then his face fell.  “Report…?” she asked. 

 “Yes, Mister Novak.  I expect you to make a full report of this incident and have it on my desk by 0700.  I 

look forward to reading it.”  Then, grinning wickedly, Kyler followed A-ZuRQuIL out of the brig. 

 

* * * 

 

 Several dozen meters down the corridor, both senior officers could hold in their emotions no longer and 

burst out laughing at what had just taken place. 

 “I almost feel sorry for him,” remarked Kyler.  She smirked at the thought of one mortified Ensign Novak 

before adding, “Almost.” 

 “You and I are going to get along just fine, Commander,” A-ZuRQuIL remarked.  “I’ve always thought 

Novak needed to be taken down a peg or two since he reported aboard.” 

 Kyler turned to look up at her much taller department head and said, “Sir, I appreciate that you’re willing to 

give me a few days to settle in, but if it’s all the same, I’d prefer to begin as soon as possible.  After three weeks on 

Cardassia, then being stuck for another week on Deep Space Nine waiting for my transport out here to the Typhon 

Sector and ducking that despicable Ferengi bartender’s advances while hiding from Captain Kira, now that I’m 

finally here I just want to report for duty as soon as possible.” 

 “Fair enough, Commander,” A-ZuRQuIL said with a gentle nod.  “Report to the bridge at 0700 tomorrow, 

where one of our senior officers will give you a detailed tour of the Sarek and begin your check-in process.  You’ll 

also have the chance to meet the Captain, our fellow department heads, and the rest of the security officers.” 

 “Commander, may I make a request… err… suggestion?” 

 “Of course, Commander.  What is it?” 

 “It’s the crew, sir.  You saw how easily Ensign Novak and the others believed I was just a teenager.  

Because of my outward appearance, they may require a period of… adjustment.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL grinned uncharacteristically.  Kyler looked up at the commander, also smiling.  They walked 

slowly down the corridor, which was deserted at the present hour.  She continued, “I AM a young woman, just not 

as young as I appear.  But then again, my father just had his 318
th

 birthday, and he doesn’t look a day over fifty in 

human terms.” 

 “I’m aware of your mixed heritage, Commander,” A-ZuRQuIL assured.  “That your mother is Bajoran but 

your father is El-Aurian.  After all, I had to review your service record before approving your transfer to the Sarek as 

my ACoS.” 

 “Well, with that in mind, I don’t think there are many El-Aurians currently serving in Starfleet.  Perhaps 

you could… warn them, sir?  Before I end up being arrested again or, even worse, phasered for getting too close to 

my own watch station or getting thrown back into another holding cell for walking around in secure areas of the ship 

without ‘adult supervision?’” 

 “What an excellent idea, Commander!  I’ll be sure to put out the word in the pre-watch briefings.  Now, is 

there anything else I can do for you before I return to my own quarters and try and get some more sleep before I 

have to report for my own morning briefing in five hours?” 

 “Perhaps you could leave a note with security telling them not to throw any female children wearing 

Starfleet uniforms into holding cells for the next 48 hours or so?”  Kyler did nothing to hide the sarcasm in her 

voice.  A-ZuRQuIL simply laughed. 

 “Consider it taken care of.  And again, welcome aboard the Sarek, Kyler.  I will see you on the bridge at 

0700.” 



 A-ZuRQuIL started walking down the corrider toward the nearest turbolift.  He managed to get ten meters 

away before pausing and turning back to Kyler again. 

 “Commander Kyler…” 

 “Please, sir,” the new security officer responded.  “Call me Saya.” 

 “Okay… Saya, several members of the Sarek crew, past and present, are going to be getting together in the 

private room of the Bastogne Lodge tomorrow night.  It’s an informal gathering just to chat, catch up on the latest 

gossip, and swap a few war stories.  I hope you can join us?  Perhaps tell everyone how Ensign Novak threw you in 

the brig before you were aboard for even two hours?” 

 “I would like that, Commander,” Kyler said. 

 “Please, off duty you can call me Quil.” 

 “Thank you, Com… Quil.  I would be happy to be there.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL nodded pleasantly before letting out a huge yawn.  He then turned again and walked into the 

turbolift at the end of the corridor.  “Deck two,” he ordered, and as the turbolift doors closed, A-ZuRQuIL leaned 

against the wall and started to laugh loudly.  “I think Ensign Novak’s job just became a little more complicated….”  

He continued laughing until he reached his quarters.  Then, lying back down, he prayed for just a few more hours of 

sleep.  As he closed his eyes, still smiling, he thought to himself, ‘That was worth a few lost hours of sleep.’ 

 

The End 

 


