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S'marra clambered out of the craft through a door in the hull. She felt cramped and weary and  rather clumsy. She had never been good at exiting scout ships, despite years of practice, perhaps because she was a little taller than many of her people and necessarily constricted in the tiny ship. Whatever the reason, it was the trip itself that she enjoyed and the practice of her skills in navigation and flying through hyper-space safely and artfully. 

She stretched and looked around her. She had landed at the edge of a fallow field, just behind a hedgerow. She stared into the distance for a moment, then took a quick look upward at the starry night. She murmured aloud a ritual phrase and walked purposefully away from her ship. She had not taken the trouble to cover it, and it glinted silver in the moonlight. There was a Spell of Covering built into all space-going ships and she knew it could never be found by the untutored. No, it was her own camouflage that need urgent attention. She must go to ground immediately.

