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Chapter 1



It was one of those perfect Monday mornings
in May. The robin was happily proclaiming that it had its nest made
and mama was sitting on eggs. Two male finches were chirping and
chasing each other for the female. I could hear some wild turkeys
in the back gobbling. The horses in the pasture across the road
were grazing and made a beautiful picture against the mountains to
the east. I spotted a skunk waddling across the pasture and sure
hoped he stayed over there and didn’t come anywhere close to my
shop. I had a gate to finish and get to Western Powder Coating
today so I turned back to my welding and cutting. I had orders and
my business, Montana Iron Creations., Inc. was reviving from the
past year. People wanted railings, gates and gate operators again.
This year was definitely shaping up a lot better than last year had
been. I was one of the lucky ones to have work, because a lot of
people were still looking for anything to make a little money. As I
bent over the welding table, I heard a rush of wings and wild
chirping as 4 or 5 birds flew into the open door of the shop. I
stopped welding and started trying to shoo the birds out the open
door. Then the electricity blinked two or three times and went off
completely. “Well, I’ll be able to get these birds out now,” I
thought. I tried shooing the birds out again but they would not
move anywhere close to that open door. I walked over to the open
door and noticed that there were no birds anywhere. There were no
sounds of turkeys or any animals in the rear of the property. The
horses across the road were in a dead run, galloping around the
pasture in a panic.

The faint sound started from high over the
mountains to the east and grew louder with each passing second. It
sounded like a kid was blowing in a pop bottle making a low moaning
sound. As I stepped outside, I looked up to see what was making the
noise. The noise grew louder. I saw a speck in the eastern sky
coming over the mountains. The moan grew in intensity until you
could feel it, as well as hear it. The speck was rapidly growing in
size and getting lower. In just a few seconds the speck was a huge
glowing black craft that whistled over the shop roof. It reminded
me of a horseshoe crab except it didn’t have a tail and was flat
across the back. In the middle it sloped up to a hump and I could
see the craft wasn’t coming down smoothly. It was making a slight
yawing motion to the left and right and was pitching up and down.
As fast as it had appeared, it disappeared behind the shop. The
silence after the intense moan was eerie. No noise from the turkeys
or any birds. I didn’t see any birds flying either. The horses had
stopped and were staring in my direction .

As I rushed around the corner of the shop to
see what had happened, I heard the radio come back on and the air
compressor start. There not 150 yards from the shop, was the huge
craft sitting in my back pasture. It was about 300 feet long and 40
or 50 feet high in the middle and tapered to 10 or 12 feet high on
the sides. I couldn’t tell how wide it was from the angle that I
was watching. It sat on four legs 8 or 10 feet off the ground and I
wondered how it kept from sinking in the ground. I knew the ground
there was soft from the spring rains last week. My neighbor had
pulled his truck back there to pick up some posts and his truck
ended up buried to the frame. He had to call a wrecker with a long
cable to hook up to him and pull him out. How could something this
big not sink?

It struck me then that the craft wasn’t
glowing like it had been when it passed over the shop. I noticed
there were some columns of steam or other vapor coming from what I
considered the front edge. Was this one of the famed flying
saucers? What was that stuff that it was spewing out? Was it
poisonous or harmful? My mind was racing as I edged to the right to
get a better look. I could see what looked like windows toward the
front and smaller port holes along the side. I could see small
domes around the edge of the craft. There were several antennas in
the middle and several tubes on the top that pointed in different
directions that had not been there when it flew over the shop.
Along the side were several bulges with door openings on the front
end. Were they some type of gun pod or other weapon? Were they the
propulsion units? I continued walking to the right until I could
see that the other side of the craft had the same domes and bulges.
I turned and walked to see what the back of the craft looked like.
Before I could get there to take a look, a cylinder that appeared
to be about eight feet in diameter started to lower to the ground
between the front legs of the craft. My heart was pounding and my
breath was coming in short gasps. What was in that cylinder? What
was it doing? I stopped, frozen in place, as I waited to see what
was going to happen next.

Suddenly a figure slowly stepped out of the
cylinder. It was about 8 or 9 feet tall and seemed skinny for its
height. It had two arms and two legs. I couldn’t tell about its
hands or feet because they were encased in the gloves and boots of
the suit. The figure was much too tall and thin to actually look
human but it almost looked like a caricature of a skinny basketball
player. It had on a clear fish bowl shaped helmet set atop some
sort of protective suit. The silvery reflective suit reminded me of
an astronaut or a worker entering a hazardous area. Through this
helmet I could see a head that looked like a caricature of a human
head because it was so long and skinny. It had smooth-looking
purplish skin and it was carrying a box with small tubes coming out
of it. It must have had some type of read-out on it because the
figure was staring intently at the face of the box. The box held
its interest so much it was obvious that the figure had no idea I
was standing there staring at it. Finally it seemed satisfied and
lowered the box. My mouth was open as I stared in amazement. My
mind was whirling as I wondered if the creature was dangerous.
Should I run? Should I arm myself? These and a thousand other
questions were whirling through my mind as I waited to see what
would happen.

The figure from the ship was slowly turning
and looking at the area around its craft. As the figure turned in
my direction, I could see it give a start as it spotted me staring
at it. I watched as the figure slowly backed toward the cylinder
and laid the box inside. Then the figure started fiddling with the
collar of the suit. It then twisted the helmet and lifted it off
its head. It set the helmet inside the cylinder. All of its
movements seemed slow and deliberate as if it didn’t want to alarm
me. The figure did something on the front of the suit and it parted
allowing the figure to step out of it. It laid the suit inside the
cylinder and started walking towards me. It was wearing clothes
that were a loose fitting, shiny, silver-colored material. It
reminded me of a loose fitting jump suit that was the rage in the
‘60s. The figure continued walking towards me and, as it got
closer, I could see that its hair looked like very delicate
feathers. The feathers were dark blue and made me think of a
picture that child would color. It wasn’t a bad look; just
definitely not human. Once the figure got close enough, I could see
that its two eyes were a pale yellow with green irises. I didn’t
see a nose, just a slit and a round orb underneath that I took to
be a mouth. There were small white circles on the side of its head
instead of ears. The hands had 3 fingers and a thumb shaped like
you would expect a bird’s hand to look like. The figure had an
ornate brown box about the size of a box of matches hanging from a
gold chain around its neck. The box had some kind of carving or
engraving covering everything that I could see.

When it was about 10 feet from me, it stopped
and we both stared at each other. For what seemed like an eternity
but was surely only 20 or 30 seconds, neither of us moved or made a
sound. Then the figure made a series of whistles, squawks and
clicks that sounded like an angry little bird after someone who had
disturbed its nest. Suddenly a baritone voice with a definite
English accent came out of the brown box saying “Greetings, my name
is Xiamen Yuanfa Fujian Abdijan. I am the Grand Advocate, Seeker of
Truth, Cataloger of the Stars and Pollinator to the Planets from
Dar Es Salaam in the Polarissima Borealis Galaxy. I come in peace
and mean you no harm.”

My relief at learning that the figure was
friendly was so great that I almost felt weak in the knees. I felt
more curiosity than fear and I couldn’t help but grin at the
thought of this strange-looking purple figure being a pollinator of
the planets. It surely didn’t look like any bee or other pollinator
I had ever seen.

I replied “Hi, my name is Pete Collins and I
am the chief cook, bottle washer and general handy man in the
business, Montana Iron Creations, Inc. Welcome to Kalispell,
Montana. I was wondering, how do you pollinate a planet?”

I could see the feathers/hair twitching and
turning a lighter blue. Its face turned a little darker shade of
purple. If it had been human and the color was red, I would swear
that the purple figure was blushing.

The Great Pollinator to the planets was
making some adjustments to the box it was wearing around its neck.
Then it said, “It is not Pollinator but Trader. Please forgive me.
My language translator is still not completely programmed to your
language. We picked up some of the language from your great yellow
teacher.”

“Great yellow teacher?” I asked in
surprise.

“Yes, the one on your educational channel
Sesame Street,” it replied. “We have been monitoring your TV
broadcasts for several weeks as we explored your solar system. I am
afraid that I am still adjusting to fine tune translations to your
language."

“Well it seems like it’s doing pretty good if
all you’ve had to go on was our TV broadcasts,” I exclaimed with a
big grin. “How do you pronounce your name again?”

“Xiamen Yuanfa Fujian Abdijan, the Grand
Advocate, Seeker of Truth, Cataloger of the Stars and Trader to the
Planets.”

“I don’t have one of those translators and
I’m having trouble even saying your name. What do others call you?”
I asked.

“Call me Xiamen,” he replied.

“Call me Pete,” I answered him. It seemed
funny that a creature that could travel between the stars would use
something as simple and childish as Sesame Street to learn a
language. I could see though it would be a good primer for someone
learning a new language.

“Did you travel here alone?” I inquired. “Is
it far to your home?”

“No, I have two partners who are still in our
ship. They are observing us using sensors in the ship,” answered
Xiamen as he waved his right arm toward the black craft. “Our
planet is many light years from here. It would be in that
direction”, as he pointed in the direction of the North Star.

“Did it take long to travel here?”

“Normally it wouldn’t take long but we have
been trading and exploring other planets and we have been away from
our planet several months.”

“Are there other planets close to my solar
system that have life on them?” I asked with a sudden interest.
“Why haven’t we had other space travelers trading with us
before?"

“Yes, there are other life forms but I’m not
permitted to say how many. Your planet is not advanced enough to
trade technology; therefore, you are not permitted to know about
the other life forms. You need to have space travel to be
considered advanced enough,” replied Xiamen with a look of unease
on his face. “We are not supposed to be here and should not be
making contact with you. We were exploring the asteroid belt just
beyond the 4th planet in your solar system when we had some
problems with our shield. There were several small pieces of
asteroid that got through the shield and pierced our outer hull.
The holes affected our shields and our flying controls.”

“I noticed that you weren’t flying very
smoothly and you were making a strange sound as you came over the
shop. I also noticed steam or some sort of vapor coming from the
front of your ship,” I gestured in the direction of the front of
the ship.

“Oh dear, it may be worse than we thought,”
declared an agitated Xiamen. “We can fix and recalibrate the
shields but we have no way to fix those holes.”

“What kind of metal is your ship made of?” I
asked as the light came on in my head. I could hear the cash
register chime as I thought about fixing the ship and then the
advertising I could do. 'Get your gates from the shop that repairs
space ships'. But, could I weld this material? Was there another
way to fix those holes?

Xiamen chirped and squawked into another
devise he had on his clothing. After a few seconds he responded,
“We think it is some type of what you call aluminum alloy. We’re
not sure of what other metals are included in this alloy. It could
be magnesium and silicon. Why are you asking?”

“Is that some kind of radio you were speaking
into? I’m interested in the metal because that’s how I make my
living. I repair metal and make ornamental gates, railing and other
metal projects.”

“Yes, it is a type of radio but operates
differently from what you have. Do you think you could fix those
holes? How long would it take?” a very excited Xiamen implored.

“I don’t know. I’ll have to take a look at
the holes. Have you ever had holes repaired before?”

“I think we did have one repaired and I’m not
sure if the previous owners had any repair work done. We would need
to search the ship's log to see,” replied a puzzled Xiamen.

“If I could see someone else’s work, it would
give me a direction to go for your repairs. Did any of the
asteroids penetrate to the inner part of your ship?” I commented as
I turned my attention to the places with vapor coming out.

“There were no alarms saying we had holes to
the inside and we maintained pressure so I’m sure nothing got in,”
stated Xiamen.

“Can you get to the inside of the outer hull?
How much space do you have between the outer and interior hull?” I
asked Xiamen.

“There are inspection ports on both the
inside and outside. There is about 3 feet between the hulls. Why do
you ask?” a nervous Xiamen asked. The feathers/hair on his head was
waving in different directions all over his head.

“I might need to get in between the hulls to
make repairs. Will that be a problem?” I asked, noticing that
Xiamen seemed nervous about that. “Let me go get a ladder to get up
there and look at those holes.”

As I walked toward the shop to get the
ladder, I heard Xiamen chirping into his communicator. I walked
around the corner of the shop and my wife Linda came out of the
house. She started talking very rapidly and excitedly saying,
“Pete, I just heard on the radio that there’s a plane that’s
crashed around here.” Just then she looked over my shoulder and
spotted the space craft sitting in our back pasture. Her mouth
dropped open and her eyes widened with surprise. “What, What is
that?” she sputtered. “How did it get here and what is it doing
here?”

“Oh, it’s just a space ship that dropped in
for some repair,” I replied with a grin.

“But how did it get here and how will it be
repaired? How do you know it needs to be repaired?” she excitedly
exclaimed.

“It flew. I just met Xiamen and he told me
they need to have some repairs. I have to check some things out to
see if I can do it. That was probably the airplane that was
supposed to have crashed,” I answered with an even bigger grin. The
look on her face almost made me laugh out loud but I knew I would
be in trouble if I did. I could see the wheels turning in her head
as she was thinking; 'Was the space craft dangerous? Would the
space aliens be coming in the house? Would they abduct us like in
the movies?'

“What do you mean Xiamen told you they need
some repairs. Have you been back there by that space ship? Who is
Xiamen?” Linda rapidly fired questions at me.

I held up my hand and said, “That’s all I
know until I get a ladder and check the space ship and talk to
Xiamen some more. Don’t get all upset. They aren’t here to harm us.
They just need to get their ship fixed. Could you keep listening to
the radio and see if anybody else has figured out what has
happened? Right now, don’t tell any one else what we have in our
back pasture.”

“Well, you just be careful and don’t be going
into that thing until you’re sure it’s safe and someone is here to
watch out for you,” she replied with indignation.

I continued walking to the shop as Linda
walked back into the house, all the while muttering to herself. As
I picked up the extension ladder, I noticed the birds were gone
from the shop. I hefted the ladder and carried it back to the space
ship. Xiamen came around to the front of the ship where I was
preparing to lean the ladder against it.

Before I climbed the ladder, I asked Xiamen,
“Is there any danger from the ship or the vapors coming out of
it?”

He replied, “Not that we know of. We think
the vapors are steam from the water vapor we picked up when we came
through the cloud cover east of here.”

“Will it hurt anything if the ladder is
leaning against the ship here? Can you walk on the surface up
there?” I questioned.

“Just watch the reading tubes and the
antennas. Everything else should be alright.”

I started up the ladder and looked at the
first hole. The hole was about two feet in diameter and roughly egg
shaped. The metal was bent in like the metal on a tin can when
someone shot it. The jagged edges of the metal looked about half an
inch thick and were very stiff. I wasn’t going to just grab it with
my hands and straighten it out. As I continued studying the hole, I
looked inside. There was some light coming from the other holes and
I thought I could see some pieces of metal on the bottom of the
hull. There also appeared to be some rocks lying there too. I
couldn’t reach them from where I was at. I would have to go inside
or reach them from an inspection port. I noticed that a bundle of
wiring had been smashed by the asteroids when they hit the inside
hull. As I straightened up to start down the ladder, I spotted a
herd of deer heading for my wife’s flower garden.

“Oh, rats!” I muttered as I hurriedly started
down the ladder.

“What’s the matter? Is it bad? Can it be
fixed?” an anxious Xiamen rapidly questioned.

“I don’t know yet but I think I may be able
to. First I need to get some pieces of metal from the bottom of the
hull. Right now, I have to go chase those deer out of my wife’s
flower garden. They love to eat the blossoms and she will have a
fit if I don’t try to stop them,” I replied as I turned to start
after the deer.

Xiamen looked past me, pointed at the deer
and asked, “Are those the animals you want to chase out of
here?”

“Yes and I need to get them before they get
to the flower beds”

Xiamen seemed to concentrate or focus on
something and the hairs started fluttering again. All of the
sudden, the tails went up on the deer and they headed in the
opposite direction at a dead run. They were in panic flight.

“Did you do that? How did you do it?” I
gasped, as I watched the deer disappear from sight, still on a dead
run.

An uncomfortable Xiamen slowly replied, “My
race has a low grade of ESP and on lower forms of animals like
those deer, we can sense basic senses like pain, fear, good food or
a feeling of security. We can trigger some of these responses with
the results that you see there.”

“Will your ESP work on humans?” I asked with
a stirring of unease.

“No, we sense some of your emotions like
fear, anger, contempt, relief and a sense of well-being to name a
few. We can’t control these emotions but we can help heighten these
emotions one at a time, if that emotion is the top emotion. If you
were afraid, we could help make you even more frightened. We don’t
use this power very often because on higher life forms it can be
turned back on ourselves and it is very draining physically and
emotionally,” Xiamen responded.

“I noticed that when you flew over with your
space ship, the horses across the road were in a panic and the
birds stopped singing and disappeared. How far can you reach with
your powers?” I commented.

“The meteors had an effect on our flight
controls and we may have been broadcasting our concern as we were
landing. Normally our power will only effectively reach about 100
yards but if we are all experiencing the same emotion it will
broadcast further. How far depends on the emotion and how intense
we feel it,” stated Xiamen.

I noticed the feather/hairs were fluttering
very rapidly as Xiamen was remembering his wild ride to the ground.
I filed this fact and the fact about his ESP away in my memory. If
I ever played poker with this race, I knew I had an edge but other
than that I couldn’t see any use for this information. I moved the
ladder over to the next hole and inspected it. I was inspecting the
fourth hole when I heard the siren in the distance. I watched as
the sheriff's car roared down the road and past the front of the
shop. The car roared out of sight and I wondered if it was looking
for the “plane crash” that the radio had been talking about. I
continued looking at all of the holes and dents, taking several
minutes with each one, until I had them all cataloged on my clip
board.

“Xiamen, I need to get inside and get some of
those pieces of metal and see how I can work inside the hull,” I
stated as I came down off the ladder.

I could hear another siren on the county road
to the west of the shop and I wondered if it was the same sheriff’s
car. It sounded like it was traveling slower on the gravel than
when it went by in front of the shop.

The feathers on Xiamen’s head were twitching
and changing colors as a very agitated spaceman said, “As I told
you before, we are not allowed to trade technology with you because
you don’t have space flight. We also aren’t supposed to show you
any of the technology in case it would give you ideas and send you
down a technological path you might not have taken. Each planet is
given the freedom to discover their own technology, in their own
way and own time.”

“Well, does landing a man on our moon count
as space travel? We also have sent several probes to the other
planets in our solar system and I think there were some probes that
were sent beyond the solar system. We have also had movies, stories
and a lot of art work about space ships and space travel for at
least the last 100 years,” I remarked, a little miffed at being
told we weren’t advanced enough to see any of the space ship.

“Oh! That makes a difference. Let me talk to
my partners and look at our guidelines for trade and we will see
what we can do. I can get some of the pieces for you to look at in
the meantime,” replied Xiamen.

Xiamen tilted his head to the side as he was
listening to his receiver and then said, “My partner Thatera is
getting some pieces right now and will send them down in the
elevator."

The elevator started ascending into the ship
and within just a few minutes, came back down. Inside were four of
the bigger pieces of metal that had been lying on the floor between
the hulls. Xiamen picked them up and handed them to me. The pieces
were not as heavy as I expected for their size. I laid down two and
decided to only carry two at a time up to the shop.

Xiamen commented, “I will go talk with my
partners now and research the guidelines. It shouldn’t take very
long.”

“That’s alright. I need to go eat some lunch
anyway. I’ll take this metal up to the shop and see if I can weld
it together,” I replied as I turned and walked toward the shop.

I carried the two pieces into the shop and
laid them on the welding table. I turned and walked the few feet to
the house.

As soon as I walked through the door, Linda
was there to greet me with a load of rapid questions, “Well, what
did you find out? Can you fix their ship? Will you fix their
ship? Who pays for this and when will you get paid?
How will you get paid?”

“Whoa, wait a minute. I don’t know yet if I
can fix it or not. Xiamen is checking to see if they can trade with
us to get this fixed and right now, I just need to sit down and eat
some lunch. I don’t have any idea who pays or how they pay,” I
answered.

“What are they like? What does the inside of
the ship look like? Can I call Caroline and tell her about this
now?” exclaimed a very excited Linda.

“They are from Dar Es Salaam in the
Polarissima Borealis Galaxy. I haven’t seen inside the ship yet.
They have trading guidelines and if our putting a man on the moon
doesn’t count as space travel, I won’t get to see the inside of the
ship. There are two hulls and I just looked between the hulls when
I was inspecting the holes. Why don’t you wait to tell anybody
anything until we see if we are going to be able to trade with
them?” I replied. “I don’t know what will happen if we can’t trade
and I don’t want a hundred people over here bothering us until I
know one way or the other.”

“Oh all right. It just doesn’t seem fair that
we have space visitors and I can’t tell anybody about it. What do
you want for lunch?” a disappointed Linda retorted.

“Just a sandwich and something cold to drink
and maybe some chips. I’ve got to finish that gate and I need to
get it to Powder Coat but I don’t want to leave here today. Maybe I
can get them to come here and pick it up,” I mused more to myself
than to Linda.

I could see the wheels turning in Linda’s
head as she was fixing lunch. She was thinking as much about the
big black dilemma in our back pasture as I was.

Linda handed me the plate with the chips and
sandwich and asked, “If you fix this ship, will that help any with
our business? Do you think a space ship can help us get any more
gates or railings?”

I grinned and bit off some of the sandwich
before I replied, “Well, I was thinking of advertising ‘Get your
gate from the guy that repairs space ships’ to see if it would stir
up any more interest. I know for some people, they would want to
say they had their gate or railing made by the first guy to repair
a space ship from outer space.”

Both of us were grinning and I could see both
of us had been thinking along the same lines. How could this
opportunity grow our business and could we make it last for awhile?
I finished my lunch and set the plate and glass in the sink. Linda
was watching as I finished and I could see the questions were about
to begin again.

“What are you going to do now? When do you
think you’ll know about fixing the space ship?” she asked.

“Right now, I’m going to finish the gate and
then I want to experiment with the pieces of metal to see if I can
weld them. I don’t have any idea how long it will take the space
men to make up their minds,” I answered as I walked to the door. We
both heard the siren at the same time. Instead of roaring on down
the highway, this time it pulled into our driveway. We both looked
at each other and Linda voiced exactly what I was thinking, “Now
what! What is the sheriff doing here now?”

 



Chapter 2

 


The room came to attention and fell silent as
President Barry Oliver walked into the room. He walked over to his
chair, sat down and then slowly looked over the 13 people in the
room. The group was much smaller than usual and the tension was
thick around the oval conference table. This was the inner circle
that advised the President and helped bring his plans to
fruition.

The President looked at the intelligence
people and asked, “Has it been confirmed that it was a space ship?
Did it land or did it crash? When did it come down?”

Leon Platter, the head of the NSA, glanced at
his intelligence companions, received a quick barely-perceptible
nod from each of them and replied, “We tracked it for the last 6
days. It looks like it came from outside the Mars orbit and then to
the ground somewhere in Montana. It was coming down so fast that I
don’t know how it didn’t burn up. It must have some fantastic heat
shields. It didn’t look like it crashed and we have just retrieved
satellite photos confirming there is no visible crash damage.”

Leon typed on his laptop and a picture
appeared on the big display screen. He had to fiddle a bit with the
computer to get everything up because he normally had aides handle
all of this. Today was different -- only the inner circle was
allowed in.

Leon continued with a slight strain to his
voice, “We have pinpointed the site about 9 miles east of
Kalispell. There appears to be some houses only 150 yards from the
space ship. We have it coming down at 9:30 this morning local
time.”

The President's face tightened as he asked,
“What part of Montana is Kalispell located in? Do we have any
troops anywhere close that we can deploy? Is this the only space
ship that has been spotted?”

Leon shot a glance at General Murphy and then
replied, “Kalispell is in the northwest part of the state about 30
miles from Glacier Park. The General will have to answer about the
troops. So far, we haven’t spotted any other movement. We have put
NORAD on high alert looking for any more. We didn’t alert any of
the observatories yet. We wanted to wait until after this
meeting.”

General Murphy knew he was about to step
right into the hot seat as he answered, “We have a National Guard
unit in Kalispell but over half of the unit is deployed to Iraq.
There’s an Air Force base and an Air National Guard base in Great
Falls. The only help from them would be the Military Police. The
Air Guard is a flying unit and the Air Base has the Minute Man
missiles but neither has trained ground troops. Both of them would
be 60 to 90 minutes away by air. There are other National Guard
units at Missoula and Bozeman but they are two to six hours away by
ground. Helena has a National Guard helicopter unit and it could be
there in about an hour. The closest regular troops are in Fort
Lewis, Washington.”

The General looked directly at Vice Admiral
Ed Holbrooke and asked, “You don’t have any Marines any closer than
Pendleton, do you?”

Admiral Holbrooke just shook his head no.

The President looked at both of them and
asked, “How long would it take to activate the Guard units? How
many troops and helicopters would be available? How long to get the
regular military under way?”

“The Guard unit in Kalispell will take at
least 24 hours to notify and then have them call people in. I think
there are only about 100 people left to call to duty. The other
Guard units would be in the same time frame and could have another
500 troops. We could get 3 or 4 helicopters from Helena in just 5
or 6 hours with another 15 in the air 36 hours later. The Military
Police from Great Falls could be in the air in about 5 or 6 hours
also with about 50 troops available. The regular troops would need
about 36 hours to cut orders, issue equipment and load planes.
Meanwhile, we would be able to get a couple of C-5s in there ready
to load and fly them to Kalispell. We would have to send all of
them with MREs until we could get kitchen facilities set up. We
would have to refuel the helicopters at the Kalispell airport,”
reported General Murphy.

“If we have all of those military helicopters
flying over and all the troops on the ground, won’t this alert the
news media? Will it cause any civilian panic?” Nancy-Ann Carter,
the White House Terrorism Czar, asked.

Feely Quingado, the White House Information
Czar, quickly jumped in, “We can do press releases about a military
exercise that is practicing emergency action during a natural
disaster or when a satellite crashes. That could explain road
blocks and limitations on travel all around Kalispell.”

“That sounds good. Anybody see any problems?
I like the satellite angle better,” the President replied as he
looked around the table for any response. “What about the local
authorities? Do they know what is going on? Have we seen any
movement from the ship or heard any communications?”

The men and women around the table all looked
at each other before Leon replied, “We haven’t heard anything from
the ship. The local sheriff’s department thinks there was an
airplane that went down. Deputies are searching for the crash site
now. Some people along the path of the space ship reported an air
craft that was in trouble making strange sounds. Somebody from one
of the houses went down by the ship and it looked like something
came out of the ship to meet him.”

Before anyone could ask any more questions,
Leon’s computer beeped. All eyes in the room followed him as he
typed a few key strokes on the computer. Leon quickly scanned the
computer screen and then he looked up.

“It looks like the man from the house has
carried a ladder out to the space ship and is inspecting something
on the front of it. We’ll have some photos blown up shortly and
maybe we can see what he’s looking at,” Leon tersely spoke as he
put the satellite photo on the big screen.

“What do we know about this guy? What does he
do for a living? How many houses are there around the space ship?”
barked General Murphy, expressing the tension everyone in the room
was feeling.

Todd Fried, the White House Intelligence
Czar, whined in his high nasal voice, “We haven’t identified
everybody yet but it should be here any time now. We can see three
houses about 150 yards east of the ship and one across the highway.
There’s a barn with living quarters about 400 yards north of the
ship and a small house about a quarter-mile south. So far the only
movement we’ve seen is the middle house and we’ve noted two people
there. It looks like a man and a woman.”

The President turned his gaze to Feely
Qingdao and asked, “Do the news media have any idea of what’s going
on? If not, how long before they find out?”

Feely glanced at Earl J Scott, the White
House Regulatory Czar. He and Earl J had been working to establish
controls over the news media even when there was no emergency.
Right now Feely was wishing they had all their controls in
place.

Feely commented with his soft, clipped
English accent, “We don’t know if any of the news organizations are
aware of anything. They will know very shortly though if the
sheriff’s deputies find the ship or the people in any of the houses
call the news media.”

“If they do find out, we could divert the
news media’s attention somewhere else until we get the military in
there and then we could control where they go and what they see,”
chimed in Earl J. “We could even leak a story about the space craft
having a radiation leak and we have to quarantine it,” he
continued.

The President looked at Dennis Mitchell, his
White House Science Czar, and asked, “Do we know how the ship is
propelled? Are there any actual radiation leaks? Can we safely be
in and around it?”

An obviously flustered Science Czar answered,
“Right now we have no idea how it is propelled. We know that it
came from the Mars orbit in one big hurry. We don’t have anything
that will approach those speeds. We haven’t spotted any radiation
leaks but those two people in the closest house will be our guinea
pigs. If we spot any health problems with them, we’ll know it's not
safe and we’ll have to use protection."

“Dennis, who do we have who could get to that
space ship and start examining it? Would they leave it there or
would we have to move it?” the President queried.

“The government scientists are too
politically unstable to rely on. We have a private company that has
the right scientists who support our agenda. I don’t know if we
need to move the ship or not. I’m not sure how big it is or if it
could even still fly,” Dennis reported.

Leon quickly cut in, “We make the ship to be
about 300 feet long and 150 feet wide. There would be no way to
move it unless it could fly. We could put up a temporary building
over it to keep it out of sight.”

“Speaking of keeping it out of sight, do the
Russians or Chinese know about this? Do any of the other world
powers know?” Gary Carrion, the White House Technology Czar,
inquired.

Daniel Devaney, the politically appointed CIA
Director, replied, “We haven’t heard any hint that anybody knows
anything. I directed my people to keep a close watch for anything
having to do with space. I told them there was an ultra-secret Air
Force mission that would be happening in a few days and we wanted
to be alert to any foreign interest.”

“Getting back to this private company -- how
do we know for sure it will follow our agenda?” inquired Earl
Allison, the Chief of Staff.

“It’s owned and controlled by ‘The Big
Donor’. He hand-picked all the scientists himself and they have
come through very admirably with data for global warming and making
carbon dioxide a pollutant,” responded Dennis with a conspiratorial
grin.

“How long will it take for those scientists
to pack up their equipment and get there?” inquired the
President.

“I would think it would only take 5 to 7
days, which should give us plenty of time to secure the area and
set up quarters for them to work out of,” Dennis replied.

“General, how many troops do you think we
will need for this?” the President asked.

The General fussed with his computer console
and brought up a map of the area. He studied the map for a few
minutes before he commented, “To start with, we would need a squad
here at Austin Crossroad and here at Fairview Crossroad on Old
Highway 2.” The General used a laser pointer to show where he meant
and continued to point as he explained, “We would need a squad at
each end of Old Highway 2 to divert all traffic away.”

Jane Nolan, White House Homeland Security
Czar, spoke up, “What about the people that live in that area? How
do they get home or do we keep them out too?”

The General furrowed his brow as he thought
and then he spoke, “We would have to let the locals in. If we shut
everything off, we would need a lot more troops, which would bring
lots of media attention in a hurry. I don’t know how many houses
we’re talking about in this whole area but from the satellite
photos we know there aren’t many houses right around the ship.”

Leon interposed, “We really need someone
there on the ground. They need to check out the roads and give us
an idea of how many houses are actually there.”

There was a murmur of agreement around the
table as the President turned to his Deputy Assistant Chief of
Staff, Mike Anderson, and asked, “Mike, how long would it take for
you to be there on the ground?”

Mike thought for a few seconds and replied,
“I would need about an hour to get ready and I could get a military
passenger jet out of Andrews. There would be about 4 hours of
flying time. That would put me on the ground there about 7:00 or
7:30 p.m. our time. I could get a fighter ride and be there quicker
but that might call more attention to the area. I think we need to
keep this as quiet as possible.”

There were nods and a murmur of agreement
around the table. Everyone knew that Mike was the man to make
things happen and no one at the table wanted to know how. He had
connections that nobody really wanted to bring to light but those
connections had persuaded other problems to disappear. The results
were all that counted. Those connections had kept Mike from a more
important office. Mike couldn’t have the Senate or news media
prying into his past. He was content where he was at. The money was
very good and he had a lot more power than the title described.

General Murphy interjected, “I need to be
there or we need someone else to be there in charge of the troops.
They would have to be in the military to give orders and not raise
questions. We need a comm station set up and Mike will need a car
with direct communications. I could get a C5 into Andrews, get all
the equipment loaded and then could follow Mike in about 12 or 15
hours. While in the air, I could contact the Kalispell Guard, the
MPs from Great Falls and have Helena send 3 ‘copters. We could have
most of them there by 7:00 pm tomorrow. Also I’ll get a kitchen set
up on the way and arrange for food. Mr. President, we would need a
special order from your office to make all of this happen. We can
use the excuse of a special exercise for a satellite crashing. If
word did leak, we could claim that we thought it was a Chinese or
Russian satellite on the ground and we needed to secure it for
study and safety. Once I get on the ground, I can determine how
many more troops we’ll need from Fort Lewis and if we’ll need
additional helicopters.”

The President nodded and looked at his Chief
of Staff saying, “Earl, make those orders happen as soon as this
meeting is over. General, you and Mike be ready to head out also.
Mike will be our coordinator on the ground. General, if you get
everything rounded up and get under way ahead of schedule, wait in
Great Falls until you hear from Mike. Now what crisis can we use to
divert the media’s attention?”

Nancy-Ann interjected, “Earl, do you still
have contacts in the Organization of Workers and Laborers? Don’t
they have a large Mexican presence?”

“The OWLs? Yes, I still have several friends
in the upper ranks. I think they are about 30 or 40 per cent
Mexican,” replied a puzzled Earl.

“Do you think the OWLs could come up with a
reason to strike; and with a little help, do you think that we
might have a riot break out day after tomorrow in Phoenix?”
Nancy-Ann asked with a little grin.

Earl’s lips curled up into a grin as he
replied, “Why, yes there have been some hard feelings about that
new law passed in Arizona. I’m sure it wouldn’t take much to stir
the pot and have it boil over in just two days. I know a couple of
gentlemen who can make that happen and they would jump at the
chance because they could smell the money to be made from
here.”

Nancy-Ann continued her plan, “I’m supposed
to visit there next week but I could move it up with the pretext of
investigating a rumor about terrorists using the law to their
benefit. Jane, you could be ready here with a press conference and
could raise the terrorist alert level. That would pull a lot of
media to both places and they would be watching us instead of what
is happening in Montana.”

Jane was nodding her head as she commented,
“Yes, and with this much notice, I could come up with threats to
justify the increased security. I’m sure I can find something to
tie it to Phoenix and with the right leaks, the media will be too
busy to even notice Montana.”

The President nodded his head in agreement
and said, “Good! Good! Dennis, can you and Admiral Holbrooke round
up your scientists and get them started packing? Admiral, maybe you
could arrange a military transport to help facilitate their trip.
Daniel, have the CIA direct the Russian and Chinese attention to
Phoenix also.” He looked at Gary Carrion, his Technology Czar, and
asked, “Gary, can you round up temporary housing and labs for the
scientists? They can eat at the military kitchen so they won’t be
running around in town stirring up questions. Feely, you need to
monitor everything very closely and be ready with press releases to
keep the attention where we want it. Everybody except you, General,
wait for Mike to let you know that everything is secure before you
start moving in.”

Leon’s computer beeped again and he studied
the screen for a few seconds before he fumbled with the computer
keys. He finally got the picture to come up on the screen. It was a
short biography on Pete and Linda Collins. Additional pages could
be seen behind their information. All eyes in the room were
studying the information.

Leon said, “Here is the information on the
couple who are in the house closest to the space ship. Their names
are Pete and Linda Collins. Linda is a homemaker. Pete is an Air
Force veteran who runs his own metal fabrication shop, Montana Iron
Creations, Inc. He sometimes has one or two employees but right
now, has no one working for him. From their tax returns, I’d say
last year wasn’t very good for them. He has been seen at some ANTS
rallies and may be helping to organize them.”

“What is ANTS?” interrupted Admiral
Holbrooke.

Leon continued, “It stands for ‘against new
taxes & spending’. They are some kind of fringe group that is
funded by the conservatives.”

“Nut jobs, you mean,” chimed in Nancy-Ann
smiling at her own joke. “Jane, I don’t see why you haven’t been
arresting more of them or at least stepping on them.”

“If you arrest them, you make martyrs. If you
ignore them, they just fade away,” retorted Jane. “Right now, they
are just a rabble group carrying signs and they aren’t doing any
harm to us.”

“We’re not worried about ANTS right now,”
responded the President, bringing the discussion back on track.
“Mike, make sure you look at Collins' house and shop to see if we
can use it for the scientists. We can bring some kind of charges
against them and then do a condemnation to take over the house and
all the property. If they are in jail, we can control them with no
problem. What about the other neighbors?”

Leon studied his screen for a few seconds and
then spoke, “The one to the south is an over-the-road trucker who
is gone a lot. His wife works at a grocery store as a checker.
Their house and garage may work for temporary housing and work
space. The neighbor to the north is a plumber and his wife is a
bookkeeper. They have 2 children. The neighbor to the east works in
construction and his wife is a nurse. His dad lives with them. If
we use the scare of a radiation leak, all of these people could be
relocated with no problem. They would probably thank us for saving
their lives. Maybe we could get the Red Cross to give them some
help and we could make this a good PR event. What do you think,
Feely?”

“I’m sure with the right spin, we can make it
so,” smirked Feely.

“Have we missed anything? Does everyone
understand what they are supposed to do?” the President asked. He
was looking less tense and a murmur of voices grew as people
started discussing assignments.

The tension in the room had definitely abated
until Dennis asked, “What about the aliens?”

There was dead silence as all 14 people in
the room looked at one another. The tension was instantly back and
many faces around the table paled at the question. You could see
the same questions on everyone’s minds: 'What did the aliens want?
Were they alone or part of a larger force? Did they come in peace
and if not, what weapons did they carry?'

The President finally tersely spoke, “There
are too many unknowns right now to answer that question. We need
Mike there to check everything out and to see if we can communicate
with them. After we know some more, we can make better plans.
Ladies and gentlemen, go and start your assigned tasks. We’ll meet
tomorrow at the same time and we can video conference to bring Mike
and the General into the meeting.”

There was an orderly movement towards the
door. The President stood to the side and nodded at Mike and
General Murphy. They slowed and moved closer to the President. No
one spoke until the room had cleared and the door closed.

The President glanced around and spoke in a
very soft voice, “I don’t want Mitchell and Holbrooke’s scientists
anywhere near that ship. I have some people at the National Academy
of Science. They will be the ones to check everything out. We’ll
feed bits and pieces of nominal use to the others. We’ll have to
find a reason to put them up farther away and not allow access to
the good stuff. The technology in that ship will be worth billions
of dollars and whoever has it will be in control of the rest of the
world. I want to be that person, understand?”

Mike and General Murphy nodded and eyed one
another.

“Find a way to get control of that ship. Fly
it out of there if possible. I’ll arrange a place to hide it. Use
the special secure satellite phones I gave you to keep me apprised
of what is happening. Use your normal secure phones to contact the
others,” the President said in a clipped harsh voice.

The President turned and started toward the
White House living quarters. Mike and General Murphy walked away,
discussing details of how to keep the President’s plans secret and
to make them happen. Each man was also wondering where he would fit
in this world control and if he would see any of those billions in
his pocket.

 



Chapter 3

 


Xiamen watched Pete walk back to the house.
As Pete disappeared in the shop, he turned and entered the
elevator. His hair/feathers were gently fluttering as he worried
about whether Pete could fix the holes. He was also wondering what
they had to trade, if they could trade, to pay for repairs. He was
pretty sure Pete wouldn’t do the repairs and let them come back
later to pay him. He knew he wouldn’t accept a deal like that.
Could they fly the ship with the damage they had and get to another
solar system that would take the credits they had in the Alliance
Central Bank? How long could they exist here if they couldn’t fly?
What would they do for food? They had a good supply but it wouldn’t
last forever. The elevator reached the 2nd level and Xiamen turned
to his left to step into the computer/Comm room.

The room was about 18 feet wide and 20 feet
long. Beyond the back wall was another room 18 feet wide by 10 feet
long which housed the computer, its back-ups, power supply and
special environmental equipment used to keep them at a constant
temperature and constant humidity. On the left wall was a giant
viewing screen that divided into smaller sections with different
scenes. This screen was hooked to the computer and all of the
visual sensors on the outside of the ship. It also displayed
different local TV stations. Below the screen was a counter-top
that doubled as a long desk. It had different size drawers and
places to slide a chair and feet under the counter-top. To the
right there was a similar counter-top/desk with radio receivers and
other communication equipment.

Apapa Huyong Mombasa Cotonou, Assistant Grand
Advocate, Alien Culture Expert, Navigator, Medical Administrator
and the team’s expert code breaker sat on the right side of the
room watching the view screens. Beside him in another chair with
his back to the communication equipment were Thatera Morababad
Irondecor Fahiim, Assistant Seeker of Truth and Cataloger of the
Stars. He was the team’s computer expert and general handy man. He
could fix some things but any serious mechanical or electrical
problems were beyond his comfort zone. He knew which space ports
had the best maintenance workers for each of those problems. The
problem was this was not one of those space ports.

As Xiamen walked into the room, the other two
turned to look at him. The hair/feathers were twitching on all
three heads as they prepared to discuss their predicament. Xiamen
looked at his trading partners. He and Apapa were the same height
and coloring but Apapa was definitely heavier and more muscular.
Apapa had the Dar Es Salaam pale yellow eyes with the green iris
but he had a deep purple three inch long scar over the left eye.
The scar was from a trading expedition that had not gone as
planned. A citizen on that planet thought it would take the goods
by force rather than trade. The citizen found out that threatening
Dar Es Salaam traders with force was not a good thing. It landed
one cut from the dagger before it was incapacitated. Apapa could
have had the scar healed but wore it untouched to remind himself to
stay alert and be cautious at all times. Thatera was a good six
inches shorter than either of them with the same pale yellow eyes
and green irises. He was so slender he almost appeared emaciated.
Looks were very deceiving though because he had great physical
strength and stamina. He was the youngest of the three and would
reach the full height of a Dar Es Salaam trader in a few years.

“Did you see and hear?” Xiamen asked the
other two.

Both nodded before Thatera replied, “When I
opened the inspection port to get the metal pieces for the
Earthling, I found this also.”

He held out a section of golden wire and
smashed porcelain-like cone. The cone had a clasp on the top that
had held the wire away from the inner hull. Neither piece would
insulate the wire again. The hair/feathers on Xiamen’s head
twitched faster and more violently as they changed colors.

“How bad is it?” he asked as he let out a
worried sigh.

“All I saw was this section next to the
inspection port but it looked like there may be more broken
insulators on back. I’ll have to open several more ports to know
for sure,” Thatera reported.

“I know this will affect the shields. What
else will it affect? Can we fly with it broken like that? Do you
think you can fix it?” Xiamen asked in a rush.

Apapa answered first, “It will affect the
flight controls during taking off and landing. I checked the flight
log in the computer and we were very lucky to land in one piece.
Only The One God knows if we would be so lucky twice and I don’t
know what it will do when we take off. It could also change the
hyper-drive coordinates by a fraction of a degree.”

All three knew that a fraction of a degree
over even one light year could put them millions of miles from
their intended destination. If they didn’t use the hyper-drive,
they wouldn’t live long enough to cover the distances they needed.
This was not good and had to be fixed right away.

Apapa continued, “The good news is that the
shields will still work. We will have to shut down the nodes on the
front. That will weaken the front part of the shield which would
allow projectiles to come through but would stop the local animals
and Earthlings.”

Xiamen replied, “Good! Go ahead and shut
those nodes down in case we need to raise the shields in a hurry
for an emergency.”

“The insulators can’t be fixed,” responded
Thatera. “They will have to be replaced. Maybe there is something
here on Earth that will work as a substitute. I don’t know if any
other places are broken on the wire but I know we don’t have enough
gold to repair this one. I don’t have the right tools to do it
either. If this Pete works with metal, can he do something like
this?”

Worry lines creased Xiamen’s face as he
replied, “First we have to determine if we can trade with him. Then
we need to have something to trade. We have those robots we were
taking to Arp’s Galaxy and those fusion power plants for Circinus.
The aluminum we smelted in the asteroid belt was for
Fourcade-Figuero and I think it is plentiful enough here not to be
worth much. So much of our goods are very valuable where we want to
trade but not worth much on another planet. We might be able to
trade the robots here but not with their fusion power source.
Without the power source, they are not worth anything. I know that
the fusion power plants and the robot’s power plant can not be
traded with this planet.”

“We are Dar Es Salaam traders and we will
think of something,” asserted Apapa. “For now, what do we need to
do?”

“You and I will search the Alliance Charter
and our computer history to see if we can trade. Pete will be here
before long to see if we can trade with him and I would like to
have an answer. Thatera, you will go and check the rest of the wire
and insulators in the front for damage. You might want to use
Pete’s ladder to mark where the damage is on the outside and then
open inspection ports inside to look for damage. You should open at
least one port beyond the damage showing on the outside, since the
asteroids might have ricocheted after they penetrated the hull. We
might have damage farther from the holes in front than we think. I
don’t want to find damage when we lift off. I agree with Apapa that
we might not be so lucky the second time,” Xiamen exclaimed. “Right
now we need to set alarms to alert us if anything besides Pete
comes near. We need to set the hover sensors to their maximum range
and to specifically look for threatening military-type aircraft or
vehicles. Then we need to eat. This could become a very long
day.”

The three Dar Es Salaam traders left the
computer/comm room and walked past the elevator to the space ship’s
galley. They used the machines there to fix a meal. They sat around
the table and made small talk about past trades and adventures to
help ease the tension of their current predicament. As they
finished their meal and dumped the remnants into the recycler, they
heard the alarm sound. For a split second they looked at each other
in shock and then as one they turned and ran into the comm
room.

The viewing screen had changed and now was
split into four views pointing to the north, south, east and west.
On the south screen, the trio spotted a small black and white
animal walking on four legs. The body looked almost as wide as it
was long. The animal had a bushy tail almost as long as the body.
Its body was not very thick and the four legs were so short it
walked with a funny rolling waddle. Every once in awhile, the
animal would stick its nose in the air to sniff. Occasionally it
would pounce on what appeared to be small insects. It would hold
them in its front feet and proceed to eat them. The trio was both
relieved and curious. The animal was obviously not big enough to
harm the space craft but they didn’t know if it was dangerous to
them. They knew from experience on other planets that small animals
like this could move very fast and might have a mouthful of razor
sharp teeth and/or claws to match. Thatera spoke to the computer
and asked for identification and information on the animal. The
computer reached out and connected with Earth’s internet. It then
put a picture and abbreviated explanation on the west screen. The
animal was a skunk. The computer ran a short program explaining the
characteristics, habits, food and odorous weapons of the skunk. All
three Dar Es Salaam traders broke into a series of chirps that was
the equivalent of our laugh.

“What do we do with this animal?” Apapa asked
still chirping with mirth.

“Just let it be and set the alarm to continue
to watch it. We don’t want to set off its weapon,” replied an
equally amused Xiamen. “We need to check on damage and see if we
can trade legally. Apapa, look at the log and history to see what
you find and I will check the Charter. Thatera, we’ll let you know
when the skunk leaves and you can go outside to look at the damage.
Meanwhile, start opening the inspection ports close to where you
found that damaged wire.”

Thatera went to the elevator and headed down
one level to grab some tools to open the inspection ports. Apapa
moved to one end of the desk and started speaking to the computer.
Shortly a section of the viewing screen was covered with writing
describing the history of similar situations. Apapa studied each
section and spoke to the computer to make notes and ask for further
research. Xiamen went to the other end of the desk and asked for
the section of the Charter dealing with trade to an unverified
race. He studied the sections and asked for cross references which
the computer quickly flashed on the screen. The alarm beeped and
put the south and west facing views on the screen. Xiamen and Apapa
saw the skunk waddling away from the ship in a westerly direction.
It looked like it was heading for a small pond three or four
hundred yards from their present position. Xiamen told the computer
to alert Thatera that the skunk was leaving and he could go
outside.

Thatera had just opened the third inspection
port when the computer notified him that the skunk was moving. He
carefully put all the tools in the tool box with the magnetic
bottom. Even in zero gravity, it would stay in place. He double
checked to make sure he had all the tools and then closed the lid
on the tool box. Once, when he had first started as a trader, he
had missed one tool. Xiamen had come by later and found it. Thatera
could still feel the shame and discomfort of the chewing out Xiamen
had given him. At the time, he thought the tirade had been so hot
that it surely must have singed the feathers on his head. He hadn’t
made that mistake again and he certainly wouldn’t start today even
if they were on the ground. As he stepped into the elevator, he was
thinking how much he had learned from both Xiamen and Apapa. Maybe
in a few years if they continued with their good fortune, he would
have enough credits in the bank to get his own ship and partners.
Thatera stepped out of the elevator and could smell a foul odor
that burned his eyes and nose. He assumed the smell had come from
the skunk. He was glad that he hadn’t got a full load of that
weapon. He went to the front of the space ship and climbed the
ladder leaning there. As he walked on the front of the ship, he
radioed the computer to mark the inspection ports that he needed to
open. He peered in several holes but it was hard to judge how much
damage had been done inside. He knew that he would have to open the
ports and crawl around inside before he would have a full picture
to report to Xiamen. He did one last check and then climbed down
the ladder. He made his way to the elevator and went up to finish
opening the inspection ports.

Apapa turned to Xiamen and said, “Here is an
example almost like ours. They had damage and landed on a planet
with about the same level of technology. They traded some computer
technology that was on the restricted list. The Alliance gave them
a big, big fine and put them on probation for 5 years. Any mistakes
and they would have lost their trading license and space ship. The
Alliance doesn’t want us to trade restricted items.”

“I know. I have been going through the
Charter and it confirms that. There is an emergency clause that
allows us to get our ship fixed but it is very definite about not
trading restricted technology,” Xiamen sighed as he continued
studying the Charter.

“Hey look at this! The Vesta was damaged and
landed on Eunomia. It sounds like Eunomia had just started sending
beings into space. They had also sent probes beyond their solar
system so they were eligible for trade. Didn’t Pete say they had
put a man on the moon and sent out probes? The Vesta crew traded
for their repairs and was granted exclusive trading rights for 5
years! It says that the partners on The Vesta made mega-credits
trading and selling trading rights. It seems Eunomia had some items
that other planets deemed very desirable!” exclaimed a very excited
Apapa.

“Does it say what they traded? What did they
do to get the exclusive rights?” an equally excited Xiamen quickly
asked.

“It doesn’t say what they traded. They
received the exclusive because they were the first to trade with
Eunomia and established their trade by getting their ship fixed.
They applied for the exclusive rights as soon as they got off the
planet. They radioed directly to The Alliance Center as soon as
they could get reception,” Apapa answered as his hair/feathers
danced in excitement. “This could be huge, if we can do the same
thing.”

Xiamen nodded in agreement and replied, “Yes,
IF we can work a trade. How can we work something? If we had
smelted some of the gold instead of aluminum, we would be sitting
on top of the world. However, the aluminum on Fourcade-Figuero
would yield us twice as much profit as the gold here on Earth. What
is desirable on one planet may not do so well on another.”

“Well, we’re still alive and still have some
brains left. We will find something. Pete sounds like he would be
willing to do some repair. If we have two willing parties, we will
be able to reach an agreement. Speaking of which, I’ll research a
little more to see if I can find the exact aluminum alloy we have,”
remarked Apapa.

The alarm chirped to alert them to activity.
One of the max distance hovers had spotted a vehicle with flashing
lights and siren. It was traveling down the highway toward Pete’s
house. The computer switched from sensor to sensor in such a
seamless manner it looked like a camera that was racing along side
the speeding car. It slowed and pulled in the driveway and the
siren went silent as a person stepped from the vehicle and
approached the house.
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