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​​ Glossary

 


Halloth – Not a Kintaran word; the
race-name for a humanoid, mammalian alien-race using haemocyanin in
their blood; their coloration spans from indigo to aqua.

Kaa – Not a Kintaran word. Kaa are a
snake-like reptilian race: 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.

Keesol – child. Plural:
keesolt.

K'ee'tha – Also spelled K'eetha. 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 animal with four legs and wings,
native to Kintara.

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.

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

Mrah – father-figure, not a biological
sire.

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

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.

Ch'ichat – Roaming Feet, Kinahran's
grandmother, deceased.

Choosaraf – First-Star, the
clanship.

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

Dazaterl – Gray Boy, Lelocha's son, a
young security-kint on the Choosaraf.

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

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

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

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

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

Kroygharl – Noise-mouth, Klarin-yal's
firstborn son, chief of Security.

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. A
pilot, and one of the many part-time babysitters on the
Choosaraf.

Lineelin – Here-there, a
security-apprenticed child on the Choosaraf.

N'balplar – Without-a-Tail, the
Choosaraf's main sensor officer, also in charge of
communications gear.

N'Chee – To Roam Far, the
Choosaraf's chief engineer.

Neeri – No translation in Trade
Kintaran; possible implication of doing something differently.
Kinahran's great-grandmother, deceased.

Rallabree – No translation in Trade
Kintaran; possible 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.

Ravehcroy – Purrs-Loudly, a child on the
Choosaraf.

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

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

 


 



 


 


​ What Really
Matters

 


Nervously, Kinahran
M'Choosaraf stepped over the threshold, into her mother's cabin.
She had to exert all her seven-year-old strength of will to keep
from sidling around like a keesol, but she didn't want the adults
to laugh at her. It was dim in Coli-nfarin's quarters, so
Kinahran's slit-pupiled blue eyes were wide, adjusting. Her
high-set ears flicked around, funneling in the least little sounds
from the various parts of the room, while she could feel her nose
quivering with the strange smells. Her mouth gaped open just a
little to taste the air.

It was certainly full of strangeness: her
mother and aunt, of course, and a faint scent of her next-elder
brother, and some of the other adults; most strange were the damp
scents, of wet fur, not-quite-blood, and the tinge of
true-blood.

Coli-nfarin herself was curled on her mattress,
surrounded by pillows and even some blankets. She was lying on her
lower side, but her upper torso was propped up on even more
pillows. Her sister, Wahn Klarin-yal, was sitting alertly half a
body-length away. Kinahran made herself stop being skittish,
forcing her ears to prick forwards and stay there. In her mother's
arms, there was a tiny fur-bundle – an armful for small and
delicate Coli, but still seeming absurdly little to
Kinahran.

Coli smiled tiredly at her daughter and moved
her arms so that Kinahran could get a better view of the little
deaf-blind thaso who nursed vigorously. Kinahran took in the sight,
from tuftless-tailtip, past tiny-perfect rear paws, flexing
forepaws and itty-bitty hands that kneaded Coli's breast, to the
crumpled little ears on top.

Indignantly, Kinahran said, "White!"

There was laughter from her mother, her aunt,
and her brother behind her. Golden-eyed Daaral-fara recovered
enough to speak first. "What did you expect, Mother? All it will
take is sending a holo to Rarroriah, and you'll have the complete
set of us."

This sent Coli into giggles again, and she
flicked her ears and nodded helpessly until the thaso got dislodged
and started squeaking. Kinahran had the feeling that she'd become
the butt of a joke, and her tail lashed as she looked around. Her
glance happened on her aunt Klarin-yal, who had become sober, and
Kinahran hastily sat down on her tail, pinning it between her hind
feet and under both forepaws (rumpling the tail-tuft) while she
washed her right hand and ear. It wasn't good to show aggression in
a new mother's den. It could get you ear-notched, even if you were
that mother's third-born child.

Klarin-yal apparently took pity on Kinahran's
confusion – either that, or she just wanted to defuse the brawl
that Kinahran intended to start with her brother, as soon as they
were out of the room. "Darral's first words were, 'Oh, another
white one.'" The Wahn's voice went flat on the quote, and Kinahran
had to stuff her fingers in her mouth to keep from giggling madly
at the imitation.

Darral-fara sneezed. "I've run the projections,
though." He waggled the display pad he was holding, attracting
Kinahran's attention with the movement. "Instead of the full-body
white spotting gene that we two and Rarroriah have, the new thaso
has a faulty color-gene. Rather than having her – she's a girl, if
you hadn't noted – her fur-color suppressed by the
white-spot, she doesn't have any fur-color at all. Or skin color,
or eye-color."

Kinahran's head got a little stuffed-feeling,
imagining a Kintaran with transparent eyes and skin . . .
"Eeeewwwg! We'll be able to see her brain when she opens her
eyes?"

This sent all the adults into fits again.
Kinahran was definitely going to bite Darral's tail later,
even if she was seven Terran-years old and over half-way to
adult herself. Smugly, her brother corrected, "Nih, not clear,
colorless. We will be able to see her blood more clearly,
and since that's all the color that will come to her eyes, they'll
look red or pink or something. The human word for it is
'ahl-ba-niss-em,' for the condition, and 'ahl-ba-n'o' for the
product."

For the two new human-words, Kinahran almost
forgave him. "But you said no color," she protested a little. "Red
and white are colors." They always had been in the crèche, at
least. She had crayons with those colors on them, even if Detchal
kept stealing the red.

"Sometimes they're colors, but not always.
Especially in genetics." Darral-fara said. He turned to Coli-nfarin
a bit deferentially, as befitted her son and also a sub-ranking
doctor. "I ran the genetic scans, mother – your genes and ova are
fine, despite the thaso's little mutation. It must have been an
isolated cosmic-ray bumping the genes, or maybe something on the
sire's side."

"Well, if she's otherwise healthy, then there's
no problem," Coli said with tired satisfaction. She wriggled down
in the pillows a little, and glanced over one shoulder to where
Klarin-yal sat. The large brown tabby flicked her red
leather-stitched ears forwards and carefully padded over to slide
her upper body partway under Coli's upper body. The little
black-and-white purred loudly, snugged against her fraternal twin
sister.

"All right," Wahn Klarin-yal said quietly, "off
with you two. Your mother needs to rest."

Quietly, Daaral-fara and Kinahran left the
room, Kinahran looking over her shoulder wistfully at the
sister-twins. She'd never been able to do that with either
music-holo star Rarroriah or gengineer Daaral-fara. Thinking of
Daaral made her realize that she still intended to swat him, so she
looked around. Coli's second-born son had vanished himself. "Oh,
hairballs," Kinahran swore, as she stalked off to her room
in the keesol-section of the ship.

 


*

 


Satisfyingly enough, the next morning in the
crèche, everyone was curious as anything about the new
thaso, and Kinahran was able to draw out the process of revelation
– and catch Leln Dazran and Ta-Pera in the "transparent eyes" trap.
Kurah-ral, however, started to correct them and Kinahran had to
interrupt to use all the fancy words that her brother
had.

Detchal, predictably, said, "White is too a
color. It's an icky color!"

Kinahran turned on him with her ears folded, as
did every other keesol in the crèche who had spots of white fur.
Kurah-ral, with an immaculate white "cap" over her head and ears
and white paws on her otherwise brown-tabby body, pointed out
coldly, "You have a white chin, brother."

Detchal, equally predictably, said, "Nih! Is
not! White is icky."

Leln Dazran sensibly took some of the best
clutch-toys and put them in a cabinet, out of the way.

The utterly unsurprising escalation between
Klarin-yal's fraternal twins was halted by the arrival of K'rava.
K'rava was the ship's Negotiator – he was a trade expert, a
diplomat, and arbitrator of disputes if the parties involved
couldn't settle it themselves. He was also one of the main
crèche-keepers on the clan-ship. Without pausing, he detoured
between the two siblings and grabbed an ear in each hand, spinning
them off in opposite directions.

The smallest keesolt watched the intervention
with huge, impressed eyes. Kinahran and Teecoli watched K'rava with
big, mooning eyes. K'rava's name meant "Like a purr," and his voice
indeed was. He was a beautiful pale cream and apricot tabby, with
the most lovely rich-gold eyes. His tailtuft was always immaculate,
if cut a little short, along with his mane, so that it would fit
into vac-suits when he left the ship.

Every female keesol on the Choosaraf
above the age of six had a crush on K'rava that was nearly as big
as the clanship itself. They examined each other for eye-color and
fur-color that might signify that he'd sired one of them, and
couldn't decide if they'd die if they were his daughters, or die if
they weren't. They didn't examine their brothers for those
signs, though – they knew they'd die if an annoying brother
turned out to be K'rava's son.

Kinahran herself, despite her white fur and
blue eyes, was considered a good candidate for a blood kinship,
since it had been her mother, the tiny Coli-nfarin, who had
recruited K'rava from his grounder-clan on Kintara – rescuing the
young male from a life of squalor and obscurity, and placing him in
the Choosaraf crèche where he could be properly admired.
Kinahran pointed out, either desperately or sadly, that it couldn't
be. K'rava was helping her with her language lessons (to the envy
of everyone who hadn't wanted to learn languages until after
Kinahran started), and they were both really good at it – and
everyone knew that parents and children just weren't good at the
same things.

Though, Kinahran thought as K'rava
herded the younger keesolt and older, apprentice-age keesolt into
two groups, Daaral-fara does kind of
take after mother, being a genetic engineer when she's a doctor.
It's both biology stuff, and medical stuff. But Rarroriah went
ground-side to sing and dance and play music . . . And I'm not a
Negotiator! I want to be a comm-officer!

About then, the first of the adults showed up,
for it was
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