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  Description




  




  Amazing discovery or a trigger to war… Elvy Akuma hopes to make a little extra money by finding and selling Suncatchers, the shells of a native Jad land-mollusk, to tourists. She finds something else in the dirt, instead. An unexpected discovery that could make the humble world of Jad famous. Or it could reignite a war between Human and Chion. A science fiction novelette.
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  Glint of a Suncatcher - Chapter 1
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  "I know the head is around here somewhere!"




  Elvy grinned as her father stomped up and down the clearing with a small shovel in his hands. Back and forth in a tight grid, his head never coming up from an intense survey of the ground.




  "Hilo, just relax! It's your day off," her mother shouted.




  "If I can find the rest of the skull and prove it's unknown..." his words were lost as he started mumbling to himself. He bent over and picked at the eroded ground with the tip of the shovel.




  Elvy expected him to ignore her mother's plea. He hadn't thought of anything else since finding a few fossil fragments of a possibly new Jad ancient species the last time they'd hiked out for a picnic. She buried the disappointment of not having the picnic at the waterfall, the original destination before her father insisted on looking over the clearing one more time.




  Feeling herself sinking into the mud at the edge of the stream, she stepped up on a flat rock outcropping. She pushed wayward strands of hair out of her face. "It's a lost cause, Mom."




  Her mother sighed, setting her backpack on a large flat rock shaded from the two suns of Jad by a tall bushy tree. "Fine, we picnic here. He only has today to do any digging before the land is transferred to the Hudson Corporation."




  "There has to be something more here than plant fossils," her father said loudly from across the clearing.




  No one said what else was on their minds. That with the cutbacks at the Jad Cultural Center he would most likely soon lose his job, unless he found something new to impress the Curator. For someone with as specialized skills as her father, a xenopaleontologist specializing in ancient Jad ecosystems and lifeforms, another job would not be soon coming. Not on a colony world as small as Jad.




  Elvy sighed. Mom still had her job, which meant they could keep the house, but there wouldn't be anything extra.




  Such as the new school uniform she would need in only a few weeks. Which meant she needed to hunt for her own treasure in the rich black soil.




  Elvy jumped off the rock, stopping by her mother only long enough to drop off her backpack. She started pacing the edge of the clearing in the same type of pattern as her father, her eyes studying the ground for any discoloring or angular shapes.




  Several dark brown grooves marked the path of draining waters from the last storm. Creeping flowers already blunted the edges of the grooves, healing the scars. The lines angled to the edge of the clearing into the bushes before turning abruptly towards the rushing stream.




  She followed one groove after another, kicking at the soil with her boot. A sparkle nearby caught her eye. She went down on her hands and knees to crawl under a thorny bush.




  Out of the wet soil Elvy pulled a narrow-pointed suncatcher.




  She tapped on the shell, finding no breaks in the iridescent play of color. With a length almost that of her thumb, she estimated she could get 8 or 9 credits for it. Enough for a shirt.




  "Don't fall into the creek!" her mother called out after her.




  Elvy rolled her eyes to herself. She was nowhere near the creek!




  "We wouldn't want that to happen," a nearby voice said.




  Elvy gave a little squeal and jumped back. Thorns grabbed at her shirt. Her knee dug into the ground, encountering something hard and sharp. She quickly shifted the knee to the side and glared at the grinning Chion face peering through the bush.




  Large yellow eyes looked back at her, with the vertical iris slits narrowed because of the sunlight. Brown hair grew from under a ridge running across the top of his head from one ear-mound to the next.




  Pelik said with glee, "You didn't see or hear me coming!"




  "You don't have to be so proud of it," Elvy said, ducking back under the bush. "What are you doing out here?"




  "Practicing the hunt." Pelik followed her under the bush from the other side. "What are you doing?"




  "Earning school clothes money." The dampness in the ground soaked through her pants at the knees. Pushing at the mud she found another suncatcher, longer than the first.




  A thin coil of skin and muscle shot out, grabbed something in the soil and retreated. Elvy looked up just in time to see the prehensile ear-lobe return to its resting place just under Pelik's ear-mound after depositing the treasure in his hand.




  A delah, Elvy reminded herself firmly. Prehensile earlobe was just what some human scientists called them.




  Pelik looked at the small suncatcher in his hand. "Still selling at the craft market?"




  "Always."




  He handed it to her. "I'll help. How many do you need?"




  "Enough to fill a table."




  "I do not know how you find the patience to deal with the visitors." Pelik probed the mud with both fingers and delah. He shook his head. "Why do they come down from the spaceliners for a few days? It is not enough time to truly see our world. They come, they use, and then they go."




  "For most that is all the time they have. Most aren't so bad. They only want a vacation and a chance to see exotic locales." She wiped away the dirt from a suncatcher and then said in her sales-voice, "The suncatcher originates from a land mollusk found only on Jad. The points grow off the main shell as a form of defense, to drop off and re-grow at regular intervals. The translucent play of color is caused by several years of weathering in the unique Jad soil…"




  "Repeated as often as the Tillek calls across the forest," Pelik interrupted. A delah tossed another suncatcher at her. "And just as annoying."
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