1 ARRIVAL

“The A.I. is down. I have no control over the ship.” Solara’s pilot screamed, 
“We are losing altitude, commander.” 
“How long will it take for the A.I. to reboot?” Solara said. 
“The A.I. will not finish the reboot before we make contact with the planet’s surface.”
“Apply inertial negation countermeasures!”
 
[bookmark: _Hlk97237797]The thrill of coming out of a slip bubble into a planetary system was a rush that would never get old for Solara. The colors and streaks of light she saw on the view screen vanished, replaced by a planet and its moon. She looked upon the vast black emptiness of space and observed a sphere of light and colors. This planet was primarily blue with some brown and white streaks.
“I love this world, the colors are so vivid.” Vasha, Solara’s pilot, projected telepathically.
“Me too, Vasha,” Solara said. “Speak with your voice. You know my rule when on a mission. We use our physical voices and one of the planet's predominant languages. In this case, we will speak English.”
“I know the rule, but speaking makes my throat sore, and technically, we haven’t landed yet,” Vasha projected again using her telepathic ability. 
“Fine, when we land,” Solara said, and she returned her gaze to the planet before her.

The transport ship they were taking down to the planet’s surface was different from the Volara, the slip ship that carried them to the Sol system. The transport was smaller and lacked viewports. The craft's rounded top had an array of image-capturing devices. The space outside the vessel was projected seamlessly onto the inner walls of the transport ship’s cockpit. Solara had a complete 360-degree view, and what she saw was magnificent, as if the ship was gone and she was flying through space. 

As the transport ship began to sink into Earth’s atmosphere, Vasha made the necessary adjustment suggested by the craft's A.I. to compensate for the heat-inducing drag caused by the pull of gravity and the ship striking air particles during entry. The vessel was specifically designed for this task as planetary landings are its Primary function. The thin, foil-like covering that made up the craft's outer surface began to glow green. The material absorbed frictional heat as the ship entered the atmosphere. Solara felt the excitement and thrill of this mission deep inside her abdomen like the fluttering of tiny Bae bugs, a creature not unlike the butterflies found on Earth.

 Many earth cycles had passed since the Reticulin made an earth landing. The Pleiadians were insistent that Earth was their business, not Zeta Primes', so the Reticulians, under threat of war, were forced to study the planet from afar. That was until the Earth people set off two atomic weapons that killed thousands of their own species. These events signaled that Earth was advancing technologically faster than believed possible, and that the Pleiadians might be feeding them technical data through agents planted in Earth society.
 

As the craft descended into the lower atmosphere, Solara took in all the sights that she could see, traveling at their current speed. She wasn’t worried about being viewed because the ship would likely appear as a meteor streaking across the sky. Solara chose a landing site away from the Earth’s most populated areas. She decided on a desert-like region called New Mexico. The humans maintained a military base in the vicinity, but she was unconcerned because of the level of technology the earthlings had available to them. Solara had many reasons to choose this site, but she chose the area because of Zing, her exobiologist. Zing constantly badgered her about the reptilian species that lived on the planet's surface; she was fascinated by them.
 
Solara went over the mission parameters with her crew when the ship’s A.I. interrupted the discussion, 
“A craft is approaching our sector; please advise.” 
“Scan the craft,” Solara said. 
“The craft contains one humanoid… Correction, the craft is now devoid of life. The humanoid has jumped from the craft and deployed an air resistance device to slow its descent.”
“Why would someone jump out of a perfectly good ship?” Solara thought. “A.I., scan the craft again for malfunctions.” 
“The craft seems to be in optimal working order, and the engines are operating at a constant frequency, indicating satisfactory performance to keep it aloft. The power plants that supply forward motion are not overheating, and the fuel supply is adequate for a landing. Landing surfaces are available within a 50-mile radius; it is illogical to abandon the craft,” the A.I. said.
Commander, this may be a perfect opportunity to examine Earth’s technology. Should I move closer? Vasha projected. 
“Affirmative, but maintain a safe distance.” 

The craft was silver and large. Working on the lift principle, where a teardrop-shaped surface on either side would allow moving air to pass more quickly on the bottom of each surface, creating the lift needed to raise it into the air. The craft had four power plants, two on each lifting surface, each with rotating blades that pulled air in from the front and forced it out the back, providing enough forward motion to lift off the ground. 
“Simple and elegant,” projected Vasha. 
“Is the craft holding course?” 
“Affirmative, commander,” the A.I. said. “At its current rate, the craft will travel…” the A.I. paused, “an electrical field is building up around our ship.”  
“Is it coming from the earth craft?” Solara asked, her voice rising in pitch, betraying the air of confidence she usually carried. 
“The field is coming from the planet’s surface and is increasing exponentially; recommendation, change course immediat...” Without warning, the electrical energy flowing across the transport ship’s surface spiked, and the A.I. shut down. 
“The A.I. is down. I have no control over the ship.” Her pilot screamed, 
“We are losing altitude, commander.” 
“How long until the A.I. will reboot?” Solara said. 
“The A.I. will not finish the reboot before we make contact with the planet’s surface.”
“Apply inertial negation countermeasures!”
“Inertial negation activated.”
  
Earth, as well as most occupied planets, has a magnetic field. This field helps maintain the planet's atmosphere and deflects solar winds that would otherwise carry radiation to life on the planet’s surface. The Greys learned long ago how to harness and manipulate the magnetic field by using opposing poles to create levitation. Inertial negation countermeasures were nothing more than an increasing pulse of opposing polarity that would slow a craft and reduce the amount of damage on impact.
 
The transport careened toward Earth in a slow arc as the ship’s design afforded some lift. Solara thought of her mother. She had a blessed life, but she felt that every eye was upon her. She was royalty, her mother is none other than Primm the Emplar of Zeta, and she had made it quite clear to Solara and the Council that Solara was to succeed her as the next Emplar should something happen to her. Solara hated the thought of this. She didn’t want to be the Emplar. She was happy with her life, her studies, and her adventures. Her mother opposed this mission, but Solara swayed the Council to let her go on a harmless mission to better equip her for her time as the Emplar. She thought of her mother and how much Primm would be disappointed that she could not finish her mission as the ship crashed into the ground. Everything went dark.

She awoke to pain, more pain than she had ever felt. She opened her eyes, everything was blurry, and she could not get out of her seat, even after releasing the safety harness that held her in place. She blinked her large oval-shaped eyes several times, and her eyesight began to return. She looked left and right to see if her crew was okay. As her eyes began to clear, she realized that she was alone. Both her crewmates had released their harnesses and opened the escape hatch; they were gone. 
“They must be outside,” thought Solara, and she reached out with her mind to make contact, but nothing. 
Solara tried to rise from her seat again, and she felt an excruciating pain in her abdomen. Looking down, as her eyes focused, Solara realized that she was impaled and pinned to her seat. This was not good. 
They must have left me for dead.

Running down her jumpsuit was a lot of blood, more blood than you would expect from a creature as small as a grey. Solara tried again to reach out with her mind, and again, nothing. Volara would be expecting a status report on the next full rotation of the moon around the Earth, but that would be too long. Every moment passing might bring her and the ship closer to discovery by humanoids or lower life form predators. She knew that help would not come in time, at least not for her. She could feel herself slipping, her life leaving her when something blocked the moonlight from entering through the open hatch. Thinking one of her crew had returned, she turned to look and saw a figure gazing into the open hatch, a human. Solara started to panic. She had never made contact with a human before. Humans were a violent species. She was vulnerable and felt fear; she did not know what to do.
 
The human made a sound, a verbal one, from her mouth. Solara sensed wonder and even concern from this human; it was a greeting. A single word popped into Solara’s mind: transference. No, would it be possible with a human? Since the great culling, the greys have propagated their planet in a different way, not through the sharing of biological matter and fertilization that would ultimately result in offspring. They used cloning techniques and mind transference to reproduce. Would a mind transference be possible with a human? Would the human be damaged?
 

Solara knew that if she died here, it would be the end for her. Her mind, knowledge, and experience would disappear, fade away, and end. She needed a Transference, or it was over for her. Was it possible? She did not know, but she had to try.
“Child,” she projected, willing the human to hear, “Child” again with more force.
The human responded, looking at the creature's face, eye to eye. Solara summoned all of her being and focused on the human girl’s eyes. Thoughts, dreams, and memories began to swirl in her mind. Faster and faster, compressing into a single ball of light. 
Without warning, an energy pulse exploded from Solara’s mind and entered the human’s mind. Solara did not hear the human scream; she was gone from her body, but the human did scream as she felt the pain of a dagger piercing directly between her eyes, and she collapsed unconscious as her cry echoed across the desert.

