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Glossary

 


Cookie – a Terran word, referring to a
treat.

Hexalo – a loan-word from Terran,
referring to a six-legged, buffalo-like mammal native to
Kintara.

Keesol – child. Plural:
keesolt.

K'ee'tha – the same as, or "baby-same"
or "copycat." Connotations of immaturity.

Khih – yes or yeah.

Lomerf – a falcon- to eagle-sized,
warm-blooded, scaled, egg-laying marsupial with four legs and
wings, native to Kintara.

M'<purr> – my or mine. Often
transcribed M'rrh.

Mara – mother

Merfah – a rabbit-sized, warm-blooded,
scaled, egg-laying, six-legged marsupial, native to Kintara. Yummy
to Kintarans.

M'mrah – Biological sire. Kintarans are
rarely concerned with paternal accuracy.

Mrah – father-figure, not a biological
sire.

N'ee'tha – unique; connotations of
adulthood and status.

Nih – No, or nope.

Thaso or Thasolis – baby. Plural:
thasot or thasolist.

Wahn – captain, or leader.

 


Names

 


Daaral-fara – Golden-warm, with a
sound-pun on "Sun-warm." Coli-nfaran's second son.

Kinahran – Moonfur, Coli-nfaran's
daughter, and third child.

Choosaraf – First-Star, the
clanship.

Coli-nfaran – Ferncloud. Her name could
also be translated as Feathercloud. Kinahran's mother.

Detchal – Fat-Toe, Klarin-yal's youngest
son and Coli's nephew; a child on the Choosaraf.

Detts Dazran – Big Blackfur, Leln
Dazran's father.

Klarin-yal – no translation; Captain of
the Choosaraf, and Coli's sister.

K'rava – Like-a-purr, the
Choosaraf's Negotiator, and part-time babysitter.

Kurah-ral – Pink-head. (Probably
referring to appearance as a newborn.) Klarin-yal's youngest
daughter, a child on the Choosaraf.

Leln Dazran – Little Blackfur, a child
on the Choosaraf. His father is Detts Dazran.

Lelocha – Skinny-hand, or Dainty-foot.
One of the many part-time babysitters on the
Choosaraf.

Rallabree – No translation in Trade
Kintaran; implications of "standing while moving," such as a pilot
with a neural implant might do. A Scout/pilot on the
Choosaraf and Teecoli's mother.

Rarroriah – Brave-white, or Courageous
White. Coli's firstborn son.

Ta-Pera – Blue-stripe, a child on the
Choosaraf.

Teecoli – Tortoiseshell Feather,
daughter of Rallabree. A child on the Choosaraf.

 


 



 


 


The Best Revenge

 


Coli-nfaran finished
adjusting the cast on the Kintaran child's left hind leg. The
five-year old, her own youngest daughter, looked behind herself
with huge blue eyes. "Will it be better tomorrow?" the child
asked.

Coli sighed. "No, Kinahran, it will not. Not
all the drugs in the ship will speed a keesol's bone-healing to
less than a month–" (At least, she amended to herself,
not safely) "–and we've not a shaman with
the clan to fix it in moments. You will just have to be careful for
a while, instead of falling off cargo crates."

Kinahran sulked. "Detchal pushed me, Mara.
Teecoli saw."

"That does not fix your leg, m'rrh thaso." The
ship's doctor leaned over and washed her child's ears fondly,
putting the beautiful white fur back in order.

"I'm not a baby," Kinahran said,
pouting.

"M'rrh thaso, Kinahran. Mine,"
Coli-nfaran replied, in her best maternal voice. A voice (she
smiled to herself) which she was quite good at, having three
children and thinking about another once Kinahran was old enough to
really resent being anybody's thasolis.

She ran a hand through the youngster's
head-fur, idly noting it was still pale to the roots. Perhaps next
time she'd actually throw something besides a white-furred baby.
The stars knew that after eyes of gold and green and blue, there
wasn't much left to choose from, to distinguish her young from each
other! Stars also knew that one of hers would show her own
black-and-white markings, sooner or later.

Greedily, Coli hoped it would be later. The
longer she kept up the white streak, the more n'ee'tha it would
be.

Kinahran sniffed and tried ignoring her mother,
grabbing a tuft of her own mane with both hands and peering at
herself in the claw-marked metal of the examining table. Coli
sighed. They grew up so quickly, and started looking for unique
ways to arrange their fur. "Come on, dear. Let's get you back to
quarters."

"I wan' my own room. The crèche-room is for
thasot."

"Since you've got a broken leg, and it's quite
true that you'll only make it worse if you're trying to play with
the other keesolt, the quarters you'll be in are mine."

Being moved back into mommy's room was
evidently worse. "Ma-ra!" Kinahran protested.

Coli sighed again. Children rarely broke bones
in their play, and she'd forgotten how bored they got when they
couldn't run around. It was going to be a long month.

 


*

 


They did stop by the crèche-room to pick up
some of Kinahran's things, though. Negotiator K'rava was taking his
turn at keeping the youngsters out of trouble. Coli reminded
herself to send him email; from the limited gene-readings she'd
done, her second son was probably sired by him, and she'd been
forgetting to mention it for nearly five years. She wondered how
the ground-born Negotiator would take the concept of a known son;
she hoped that he didn't change his behavior towards her and
Daaral-fara .

While she gathered her daughter's favorite
clutch-toys and nest-blankets (and compared the accounts of the
accident K'rava had heard with the one she'd heard; Kinahran's
version had less preliminary tail-biting in it), the keesolt
clustered around Kinahran, who tried with all her infant dignity to
pretend that having her leg bound up next to her body didn't bother
her one little bit. Coli wrinkled her nose to keep from smiling as
her daughter announced, "I have a n'ee'tha thing! Mara gave it to
me!"

"I want one?" Detchal said uncertainly, peering
at the cast.

Teecoli spat at her slightly younger cousin.
"K'ee'tha!"

The tabby-and-white boy hissed back at the
tortoiseshell, then pounced at her. Kinahran tried to back out of
the way and stumbled over Leln Dazran, who promptly began
crying.

"I don't want one! I don't want one!" Detchal
yowled, in between bites.

K'rava waded into the Detchal-Teecoli battle
while Coli comforted both her daughter and the small boy. "Anything
bleeding?" she asked K'rava.

The creamy orange male lifted his paws off the
combatants' backs, one at a time, and checked the two keesolt.
"Minor scratches. Nothing deep, and no ear-notches."

"Good." To the black-furred child, she added,
"Can you go to mrah K'rava now?"

Leln Dazran held out his hands and wailed,
"Mrah!"

K'rava washed the boy's ears for a moment, then
boosted the child onto his own back. "Drop in any time, Coli. It's
a lot easier with two."

"Don't I know it," she said. "But I'd better
wait until m'rrh thaso's leg is a little more healed."

K'rava watched as the doctor intervened in
Kinahran's tentative batting at Kurah-ral's tail. Kurah-ral was
less excitable than her brother Detchal, but the tabby's ears were
going back. "You have a point. Can't Daaral-fara babysit
her?"

She shook her head. "He's gone into seclusion
in his lab, I fear. You know how they get after they hit their
stride. He's finally grasped a particular concept, and he'll
gengineer something unique with it while pirates loot the ship
around his ears."

"Just so long as he'd jump if someone set his
tail on fire."

"He'd figure the extinguishing foam would take
care of it. Come on, Kinahran. Let's go."

 


* * *

 


Kinahran sighed noisily,
thumping her tail on the floor. Mara ignored her. She tried it
again, louder, but Mara still hunched over the funny symbols on the
computer display, barely muttering something. Kinahran
glared. Then, deliberately, she rolled to her three
remaining feet and stood up. Mara was still watching the stupid
display.

Fine, then. If Mara wouldn't play with
Kinahran, she'd find someone else to play with. She laid her
ears back and lashed her tail, thinking.

Maybe she could get back to the crèche-room. It
had felt good to bite Detchal's tail, even though she'd only done
it once. Or maybe twice, or three times. It depended on if it
counted how many times she'd chomped, or how many places. It still
wasn't enough that he should have pushed her off the
cargo-crates.

Kinahran slipped out of the sleeping room, and
into Mara's small middle room. There was an emergency bubble on a
belt next to the door, since Mara didn't always wear a suit around
the ship.

Conscientiously, the five-year-old took the
belt and wrapped it around her waist, just above her lower
shoulders. It took several wraps before she could buckle it and not
have it dangle down and trip her when she moved.

Then she pried out a panel by the door that was
even at her own height, and turned the wheel inside a few times. It
wasn't easy, but when she put the panel back, the door slid open
the rest of the way by itself! Grinning, Kinahran limped quickly
through, before the door could slide shut and make her have to do
all that again.

Limping down the corridor wasn't easy, Kinahran
decided after she'd gone past several doors. Now both her
hind legs ached. She sat down and sniveled a little, washing her
face frantically to keep it from showing.

Then she heard someone coming!

". . . make port with Mmsar Station Three
tomorrow and offload the samples and the hexalos. You've got the
wish-lists?"

"Khih. Oh, and Coli wants some upgraded
programs for the autodoc – will we be there long enough to shop
around?"

"Your job, Negotiator. I'd like a quick
turnaround to keep the crew from winding up medical experiments
there, though. Maybe you'll find perishables-cargo to New
Terra?"

K'rava and Aunt Wahn
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