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Glossary

 


brala'oo: retreat, back off.

cor-daz: brown-black; a term for a
tabby-like coloration.

daz el ah: black and white; a fur
coloration.

Hallo: Not a Kintaran word; a humanoid,
mammalian species, using haemocyanin in the blood; their coloration
spans from indigo to aqua. Singular: Halloth.

Irari: Not a Kintaran word; a
pterodactyl-like race, capable of flight on lower-grav
worlds.

Kaa: Not a Kintaran word; snake-like
reptilians – raiders, slavers, and pirates (technically
"privateers" of the Kaa Empire) at the fringes of "civilized
space." They eat sapient species (including other Kaa). To
Kintarans, they smell delicious.

khih: yes, or yeah.

k'teree gharlpran: twinning hairballs;
rude swearing.

M': a prefix indicating
belonging.

merfah: a small, six-legged, marsupial
lizard; good eating.

Mmsar: Not a Kintaran word; the
race-name for a warm-blooded, reptilian-seeming alien
race.

Mmsarsan: Not a Kintaran word; the name
for the Mmsar's planet.

mral: face.

nih: no, or nope.

wahn: leader of a clan, or captain of a
starship.

 


Names

Ch'ichat: Roaming Feet

Choosaraf: First-Star;
the name of a ship.

Coli-nfaran: Fern-cloud or
Feather-cloud.

Daz-Ral: Blackmane, the wahn (captain)
of the Choosaraf.

Daztul: Blackspot.

Deelplar: Longtail.

Det-Ral: Fat-head, an insulting pun on
Daz-Ral.

Klarin-yal: no translation in Trade
Kintaran.

Kroygharl: Noise-mouth.

Neeri: No translation in Trade Kintaran;
possible implication of doing something differently.

Rara: Green-green; likely refers to
intense eye-color.

Sokachalt: Ninetoes or Ninefingers.
("Chalt" is ambiguous; Ninedigits would be equally
accurate.)

 


 



 


 


 Spoonfuls of
Sugar

 


 


"That good-for-nothing
rag-eared scraggle-furred chip-toothed gonads-for-brains –!"
Klarin-yal's flair for invective failed her as she stalked into her
quarters and stuffed personal belongings into a carry-sack.

Coli-nfaran looked up from her text-reader and
sighed, then went and put a few personal items – the ones she
hadn't already packed – into her blanket-roll, and pinned it
down. "I take it our glorious wahn has finally become a space
lawyer, to call an honest challenge a mutiny?"

"You take it ri– " Klarin-yal started to snarl.
Then the brown-and-black tabby stopped and looked at her
slightly-younger sister. "How'd you know I challenged
him?"

"'Gonads-for-brains.'" Coli played with a trio
of belts until her blanket-roll could be carried slung across her
upper back – it wasn't stable enough to be a proper back-pack and
rest where her humanoid torso met felinoid shoulders, but she
consoled herself with the knowledge that it was unique. And cheap,
which was a definite factor when one's budget was practically nil.
"You'd only call him gonads-for-brains if he'd been insisting that
males are better fit to lead than breeding females. Then he
probably insinuated that you should be breeding with him – as if
your markings weren't close enough to his to make people wonder –
and finally he ordered you off his ship if you wouldn't
submit."

Klarin-yal only goggled for a heartbeat, since
it wasn't the first time her fraternal-twin sister had chased down
logic-trails like this. It was still a little eerie, though. "Are
you sure you're not a shaman?"

The black-and-white Kintaran sighed. That was a
sore point for her. "Grandmother might have known for sure, but . .
."

Klarin-yal snarled again, and resumed her
furious packing. "But she died with Wahn Sokachalt and Mother.
Which is why we've got Wahn Det-Ral instead."

Coli smiled a little. "That's Daz-Ral,
until we're off the Choosaraf." She went over to help her
sister.

"So you're coming, too?" Klarin-yal finally
focused on her sib's bundle. "Oh. You are."

"Of course I am. I'm the one who's been making
the side-trades for the last six months, and keeping the funds out
of the ship's account. Come on, let's get out of here before
Daz-Ral figures out that we're really leaving, and wonders where we
got the seed-money."

They did stop by the nursery, to tell Rara that
they were leaving and couldn't babysit anymore. And they had to say
goodbye to the babies, as well. Little Deelplar clung to
Klarin-yal's hind leg until Rara tugged him off by the
tail.

"That's why your tail's so long," Coli told the
boy. "People keep pulling you out of trouble."

After that, it was a quick lope to the airlock
and then they were free on Mmsar's Fourth Space Station.

"Now what?" Klarin-yal asked. She had a feeling
that life was simpler back on the Kintara of her Grandmother's day,
when all you had to do to found a new clan was head off in some
direction until you found another clan or a lone male.

Coli-nfaran, 'neath the other paw, was more in
her element – living off the land by tooth and claw had never
appealed to the small, delicate Kintaran. Not when it was so much
easier to think circles around everyone who thought she was still a
child, or worse, a barbarian child. "To start, we get to Third
Station. It's cheaper there. Just before we leave, we'll tell Wahn
Det-Ral what he can do with his dominance policy. Come here." She
grabbed her sister's arm and tugged her into a public
restroom.

"This is a Mmsar latrine, Coli," Klarin-yal
grumbled. "They're bipeds."

"We need the privacy." Peering into the token
mirror, she took off the blue leather band that she used to keep
her mane under control, and fussed with several wooden bead-clasps
and her comb. Finally she got her mane parted, and (mostly)
confined by the beads – three to a tuft, hanging down by her face.
She hoped she got used to their feel soon, instead of being driven
half-berserk by them brushing her cheeks. "What do you
think?"

Klarin-yal was gaping. "You . . . you took off
your blue band! Nobody else on the ship has a blue band, but
you took yours off!" Dazed, she lifted a finger to tap at the large
beads, giving in to the pull of dangling things.

"That's right." Coli-nfaran batted her sister's
hand away. "And you're going to take off your red bands. All
of them."

"I'm WHAT?" the larger Kintaran yowled,
half in fury and half in shock.

"Going to be quiet, first. We don't want to
attract attention yet. Second, you're going to take off all your
red bands." Coli captured one of her sister's hands and used her
pocketknife on the threads that held the strip of red leather
together. "As for why – that's because I don't trust the
people Wahn Det-Ral talks to. He's been getting funny ideas, and he
might decide it's unique to try and drag us back to the clanship.
But he'll be asking after a small daz el ah with a bright
blue headband and a large cor-daz with blood-red bands on
all her paws and tail and head. Everyone knows Kintarans don't
change our signature pieces unless somebody's fought us for them.
They'll tell him they haven't seen anyone by that description. Even
if they tell him they saw a small black-and-white, and a large
brown tabby, he'll think it's somebody else. He's got no
imagination."

Stunned, Klarin-yal made no protest as her
smaller sister went to each of her red bands and took it off,
cutting the binding-threads where she had to. Finally, Klarin-yal
mewled quietly, "But I like them."

"Then you can put them back on later, or I can
make them into something different. But until the Choosaraf
leaves the Mmsar system, we don't want to be seen. Now, let's see
what I can do with your mane . . ."

Klarin-yal wound up with most of her brown and
black-striped mane pulled back into a human "pony-tail," and strict
instructions not to scratch at it.

The audio-only message went off quite well,
once Coli suggested that Klarin-yal should start with
"chip-toothed" and go on from there. When Klarin-yal finally ran
out of breath (and ideas – it was hard to continue a rant when
one's younger sib was trying to stuff a paw in her mouth to keep
from laughing), Coli-nfaran added, "But you don't have to worry,
Wahn Det-Ral. We won't be back . . . until we've got enough money
to buy our clanship out from under you!" She laughed
nastily. "Sleep well, O venerable wahn."

Coli shut the recording off decisively. "That
ought to remind him that time is on our side. He can only
get weaker, and you can only get better."

"You meant that," Klarin-yal said quietly.
"You're really going to find a way to raise cash, and take the ship
back."

"Wahn Sokachalt was our uncle, and Mother was
his second-in-command. When Sokachalt died, it would have gone to
her. Wahn Det-Ral will only destroy the ship, trying to outfit a
space-merchanter as a privateer to fight Kaa in the borders. The
Choosaraf was the first Kintara-built ship to leave Kintara
system, and I won't sit back and let him get it blown to
bits."

Klarin-yal flexed her claws. "I could go
challenge him for it again. After he gets that message, he'll be
mad enough to come onto the station."

Coli-nfaran shook her head. "Nih. Same reason
as why I told you not to attack him first, except with words. We
can't challenge him for the ship yet. We are young, and he's
got fifteen hot-heads backing him. We'd have to take them in
challenge, and I'm not strong enough to keep more than maybe
one from getting to you. At best, we'd get ripped up, and the clan
would be divided. At worst, we might get killed, and have no chance
of saving the Choosaraf."

It was definitely simpler back in
Grandmother's day, Klarin-yal thought. "How do you figure these
things out?"

"It's simple – I've always been small and weak.
Can't jump as far, stretch as high, or fight as well. So I have to
think twice as sneaky to get what I want." Coli-nfaran washed her
sister's cheek, stretching a little to reach it. "We'll do fine –
when things get tight, you can bash stuff and I'll out-think
people, and we'll walk away with our fur shining."

 


* * *

 


"I do trust you're not
going to find us another job as bar-bouncers, sister-mine?"
Klarin-yal asked as Coli-nfaran perused the job-listings on the
public terminal.

"I don't think anybody on Mmsarsan would hire
us for that job again. You're supposed to throw drunk Hallo
out of the bar, not into it."

"He'd hit me with a stunner. My aim was
off."

"Funny – I thought you were aiming for the
bartender."

"Okay, so he got on my nerves a little . .
."

Coli interrupted excitedly, "Look at this!
Fifty thousand New Terran credits for two months!"

"As pirates?" Klarin-yal looked. "Oh.
'Kintaran research subjects.' Doesn't that involve fur-shaving or
something?"

"For fifty thousand credits each . .
."

The tabby rubbed at her still-bare wrists,
missing the red bands; nearly 300 days, they'd been gone, but
Daz-Ral was still asking around for them when the Choosaraf
was in port, so Klarin-yal couldn't wear her signature ornaments
(though she had gotten rid of the "pony-tail," finally).
"Could give us enough to buy a controlling share in the
Choosaraf, that's for sure. Or at least pay a babysitter to
watch Kroygharl."

"Not my fault you got drunk with that miner,"
Coli grinned and stroked the ears of the gray-and-white baby, still
blind, on her sister's back. "He was cute,
though."

"Big and strong. Kid'll be able to take Wahn
Det-Ral's pack of thugs." She flicked her ears. "I wasn't drunk,
you know."

Coli put a forepaw on her curled-around
tailtip, hiding her amusement. "Could have waited to start the clan
for when we had money, 'you know,'" she said, then changed the
subject. "You want to take that fifty thousand deal? Even if they
won't take you because of the little one, I haven't been so
careless."

"If they're paying that much, they can pay for
a babysitter for the loud-mouth here."

"You're going to give the boy an attitude,
calling him that," Coli said, leading the way to the downside
shuttle dock.

"Hoping to. He'll tear ears off Det-Ral's
gang," Klarin-yal said dreamily. The baby opened his toothless

































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
SpopnfulseisSusar

g‘é’v' - AN

A

Etizabeth

e





