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CHAPTER 1 

 

PATTERSON  AIRBASE 
 

 

or three weeks, the screens of all 

Federation ships and bases were 

monitored around Sequetus to detect any 

anomaly.  From Dockside, past the system itself, 

all the way to Home, all screens were constantly 

monitoring.  Independent Goren Torren and 

Pegasus were missing. 

On day twenty-three, an alert went out to 

all stations.  A magnetic ripple had been 

observed at GROUND ZERO.  After three seconds 

of concentric ripples, two light-craft emerged. 

The commander of the Impeel immediately 

dispatched two interceptors that were on a 

standing schedule, orbiting over the planet.  The 

interceptors kicked out of orbit, into the 

atmosphere.  They had been reinforced with 

additional heat shields, to cater for greater 

atmospheric speed and heat.  As soon as they 

had swooped over the American border, their 

afterburners blasted into life.  The interceptors 

sped at over twelve thousand Ks. 

F 
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The light-craft were moving north on their 

usual run; the interceptors already had them on 

their screens and closing.  Radio silence was 

observed. 

Leader-One looked over to the cockpit of 

Junior-One.  They both nodded.  Immediately 

they kicked afterburners for six tenths of a 

second, rolled and overtook the light-craft ten 

thousand feet over the Tennessee mountains.  

The interceptors passed on either side of their 

quarry.  The two pairs of Federation gunners let 

fire with automatic lasers.  Their mission was to 

disable a craft for capture, not destroy it. 

The light-craft responded with surprise.  

Green lasers arced in return.  The light-craft 

changed color, reversed direction and then 

elevated straight up.  They traveled at ten 

thousand Ks, but not enough to outpace the 

faster interceptors.  At sixty thousand feet the 

interceptors’ speed increased, and once again 

they were striking at the foreign craft.  Together 

the four dove to the ground, exchanging strikes.  

The light-craft were changing color, and Leader 

One registered that the strikes they were 

receiving were diminishing. 

They hit a cloudbank; they were on 

instruments only now.  The gunners still fired.  
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The craft were up again into the outer 

atmosphere.  The interceptors set onto them, 

again.  Now the enemy offered little resistance, 

as the interceptor lasers struck the small craft 

time and time again.  The two small craft began 

to lose their glow; soon there was no light at all, 

only the naked silver disc hulls of the craft 

remained.  The enemy craft faltered and then 

gave in to gravity. 

They tumbled, flipping and turning, 

cartwheeling down to the surface of the Earth.  

The interceptors had ceased the attack and were 

following the craft down.  Seconds passed as 

they slipped through the cloudbanks, the ground 

reared up before them. 

Leader-One found himself trying to will the 

craft to life; he did not want them dead.  As 

though in response the craft gained some color, 

the freewheeling ceased and the angle of pullout 

increased.  Both enemy craft hit the waters at a 

twenty-degree angle, at reduced speeds.  The 

spray and sand from the beach, shot ninety feet 

into the air. 
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Light craft downed 

 

As the spray cleared, the interceptors 

roared overhead and reported with pictures back 

to the Impeel.  The first part of their mission 

was complete. 

The commander on the bridge saw the craft 

lying partly submerged, with waves washing 

over their shining hulls.  There was no 

movement from the craft. 

The interceptors screamed into the upper 

atmosphere, increasing speed as they gained 

altitude.  The sun shimmered on their white hulls 

as they left orbit for the safety of their cruiser.  

Leader-One acknowledged the four Rangercraft 

Terrain-Category-3's, that were positioned in the 

upper atmosphere, to retrieve the enemy craft. 
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Rangercraft #3 

 

Quietly, the Rangercraft descended to the 

beach line of the Atlantic coast; the two craft, 

four thousand feet below.  The tiny shining 

specks were becoming less visible as the sun 

set, shedding light for darkness over the land. 

Two thousand feet to go, and the three 

Rangercraft ejected the magnetic lines to pull 

the stuck craft from the sand and water. 

The Rangercraft were readying when Leader 

One picked up an alert from the north.  It was a 

formation of fifteen US Marine fighters.  They 

had banked to again come in with the last of the 

sun behind them.  They swept in, with the 

Rangercraft in their sights.  Rockets fired.  Three 



14 | P a g e  
 

seconds later the Rangercraft were into the 

outer atmosphere, with five fighters giving 

chase.  At thirty miles above, the Rangercraft 

pulled up to watch the fighters circling below.  

Their instructions were: to wait. 

The Impeel tracked the events below.  

Helicopters were now flying to the scene from 

the McGuire Air Force Base, while further Air 

Force fighters were coming in, from the Fort Dix 

Army Camp. 

The thunder of the helicopters echoed over 

the waves.  Army divers leapt into the water 

near the UFOs, the water becoming flat, under 

the force of the rotors overhead.  Nets dropped 

into the ocean.  Moments later, the craft were 

being dragged up from their watery graves. 

Fifteen more minutes and the helicopters 

with their catch slung below, began to circle over 

the well-lit Wright Patterson Air Force Base.  The 

craft were lowered onto the backs of flatbed 

trucks and taken to hangers. 

For two hours, the Rangercraft waited 

overhead.  The United States Air Force increased 

its air surveillance.  There were never less than 

ten fighters overhead, at any one time. 

The commander of Impeel conceded that an 

aerial pick-up had been aborted. 
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The light-craft being hauled 

away from the beach 

 

The commander of Impeel conceded that an 

aerial pick-up had been snatched, from under 

their noses. 

 

Ω 
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Letone sat in the Communications Room of 

Home.  Their plans were unraveling.  They had 

committed a most unholy error.  They had under 

estimated an enemy. 

It was past eight in the evening, when 

Letone tuned out from a conversation with the 

commander of the Impeel.  There was little time 

available.  Arlon's image came to the screen.  

"Urgent mission Arlon.  On the other side of the 

continent.  We need a car out in front in four 

minutes." 

Arlon acknowledged. 

A new image came onto Letone's screen.  

"Sir?”  It was a Boguard. 

“Palow; have yourself and three other 

Boguard, ready for medium armed personnel 

combat, out in front in four minutes.  We’ll be 

gone for eight to ten hours." 

“Sir!" 

Letone turned to another of the twelve 

screens.  "Miss Huro, Home security is fully 

under your command until I return, from an 

imminent mission.”  Letone turned to another 

screen.  "Leader Boltan, have the ACI Swiftjet 

ready for departure in thirty-five minutes.  

Destination New York and return.”  Letone 

flicked the screens off, swiveled in his chair; 
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grabbed his neuron-stick, securing it to his right 

leg, his particle gun clipped to his belt and his 

laser strapped to his thigh.  A quick inspection of 

the shock-suit showed the transceiver fully 

charged.  He strode to the door. 

In ten seconds, he was on the ground floor.  

He ran down the steps.  The car was idling, 

Boguard were inside, and Arlon beside the car.  

Before Letone could enter, Arlon put his hand 

up, to halt him. 

"Captain,” he said, "If you value harmony 

between the staff and the Boguard, then invite 

me along.  I’m ready." 

Letone looked at Arlon and shook his head.  

Arlon stood there; wearing a long dark grey 

overcoat, dark felt hat and sunglasses.  "Arlon.  

You are weird.  Perhaps that is why there is 

seldom any disharmony between us.  Jump in.”  

Arlon climbed into the limousine and Letone 

added as an afterthought: "You had better live 

through this." 

The vehicle pulled out and headed to the 

airport. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

HIM 

OCTOBER 4, 1997 – BS 81 

 

 

The room was dark, the windows curtained, and 

the desk in the center of the room was clean and 

orderly.  A series of prints and photographs 

adorned the walls.  The table in the corner had a 

pitcher of water, with some lead crystal glasses 

on a silver tray.  The antique clock on the wall 

chimed away, and an American flag hung in the 

corner. 

The man was sitting at his desk, his tanned 

complexion and black hair making him a 

handsome-looking forty-two year old.  He 

drummed his fingers nervously, as he waited for 

the second man to join him.  He glanced again, 

at the open file that was giving him so much 

concern. 

                                                           
1 HISTORICAL NOTE: Dates: Fifteen years after the Battle 

of Sequetus 3 all Galactic dates of history were recorded 
from that date, which on Sequetus 3 was known as 1989, 
January 12th.  Thus, the year 2000 on Sequetus 3 was 
recorded as BS 11.  BS stands for Battle of Sequetus.  
Searfinders New World Almanac.  P 298.  ◄Return 
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The door opened, and an impeccably 

groomed second man entered.  The second man 

was tall, thirty-six and self-confident.  The first 

man disliked him immensely, but he was the 

best in his expertise. 

The first man stared.  “I’m to understand 

that you have lost contact.” 

“Correct sir,” the second man responded. 

“Fix it,” the first man said, smiling. 

“We are trying, sir.  To date, we have not 

been able to make contact.  They no longer 

respond.” 

“I don’t want to hear of no result.  If we 

don’t make contact soon, he will call, and neither 

of us need that.  So; get me a result!” 

“Yes sir,” the second man said.  He had 

never seen his employer so irritated.  He 

realized he had been dismissed, when the first 

man paid him no further attention. 

The second man merely nodded and left the 

room.  One day he would be the first man.  The 

second man could feel something was dreadfully 

wrong, he just knew it. 

 

Ω 

 

JANUARY 17 1999 – BS 10 
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“To date you have not brought me any 

success,” said the first man to the second as he 

turned from the window. 

The second man felt the glare of the other.  

He did not need to be reminded, failure was 

rare.  He merely nodded.  The room was dark; 

the curtains open, exposing a glorious outlook, 

onto the nightscape of the city lights, many 

floors below. 

Finally, the second man cleared his throat.  

“They have gone.  As for the industrialist, it 

appears as though he arrived from nowhere, as 

did his wealth.  There is no evidence of 

borrowing, or owing to any organization.  He 

merely grows wealthier, by the week.” 

The first man looked from the window and 

turned.  He was irritated, and shaking his head 

slowly.  “Handle this industrialist, or he will 

handle both of us.  Understand?” 

The second man nodded.  He knew it was 

the end of his audience, as it was called.  He 

looked at the first man, who was now not even 

going to provide the simple courtesy of a 

goodbye.  He strode out.  He would show him, 

and him. 
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The first man waited, until the second man 

had left.  He was pleased he had gone, and 

withdrew a photograph of him from the drawer.  

Again, he recited the oath of allegiance to him.  

The first man's loyalties ran deep.  He wasn’t 

merely an employer; the ties went back through 

his family, for generations.  His father had 

served his father, as did his grandfather his 

grandfather. 

 

Ω 

 

MARCH 15 1999 - BS 10 

 

The first man was waiting.  He glanced at 

his watch; he was waiting for a phone call from 

him.  He knew that when he was late it was a 

sign that there was something wrong.  Please 

ring, he thought.  Finally the phone rang and he 

grabbed the receiver. 

He was on the line.  The first man listened 

to the restrained anger in his voice.  Finally, he 

was permitted to answer.  “Yes sir, I have seen 

it.  I believe that is the break, which we have 

been waiting for.”  He paused.  “No sir, I don’t 

believe it for a moment, myself.  Yes, I agree.  It 

is the opportunity to discredit him.  I won’t let 
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you down.”  He stopped, shaking, as he lost all 

self-control for a few seconds: “No sir.  I have 

no way to account for their disappearance.  We 

are still trying to make contact….”  The line went 

dead.  The first man looked at the receiver and 

stared at the phone.  He was going to need to 

get tough, in order to succeed.  He reached for 

the other phone. 

 

Ω 

 

JUNE 23 2001 – BS 12 

 

The first man was agitated.  He fidgeted 

with the lapel of his suit and then stood to 

inspect the overlap of the curtains.  No one 

could see in; he returned to his desk.  He sat as 

the second man entered the room.  “Say 

nothing, just listen!” he said, not waiting for him 

to be seated.  “I don’t care how you do it!  Close 

him down.  He is becoming far too powerful, and 

popular.  Do you understand?” 

The second man nodded slowly.  He 

understood, all right.  He despised the man in 

front of him. 

The first man turned away and drew open 

the curtains.  “Dismissed.” 
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The second man left the room.  He would 

close down this industrialist, but this time he 

would make certain that he got the credit, that 

was due to him.  There would be no sharing of 

success. 

The first man never saw the second man, 

ever again. 

 

Ω 

 

JULY 23 2002 - BS 13 

 

The first man was speaking on the phone 

again.  It was him.  “I don’t know how we failed, 

but, yes, I failed.  I know what happened.  It 

won’t occur again.  I have already taken steps 

against it.”  He paused a moment, listening to 

the screaming voice, on the other end of the 

line.  Tentatively, he began to speak.  “Please 

sir.  A little more time, and neither he, nor his 

organization will bother us again, I promise 

you.”  He could see his hands trembling.  He 

gripped the receiver and continued.  “Yes sir; it 

will be done.” 

Slowly, he put the hand piece down.  For 

the first time, he wondered, who was this 

opponent of his?  Who was this industrialist that 
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wouldn’t bend to their bidding?  He stared at his 

hands; they were still unsteady. 

 

Ω 

 

NOVEMBER 11 2004 – BS 15 

 

The first man waited, for the new man to 

enter.  He had been highly recommended and 

would be just as well paid.  He stood at attention 

by the desk.  The first man was impressed and 

looked him over.  He did not have the 

impeccable good taste in clothes that the earlier 

second man had, but that man was in the past 

now.  He did not exist anymore.  That man had 

never existed. 

The first man spoke and handed the new 

man a file.  “Your job is to destroy this person, 

any way you wish.  He must be destroyed.  You 

will find that your resources are effectively 

unlimited and that you will have access to 

people and places, which are not even available 

to the President.  Success is imperative.  Leave 

now.” 

The new man only nodded, and departed.  

His walk was sure.  The first man turned off the 

light, drew open the curtains and gazed down at 
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the city below.  The city lights were reflected in 

the water.  He shook his head as he glared at 

the Statue of Liberty, that had once meant so 

much to him. 

He sighed deeply, thinking how much his 

work was consuming him.  The decisions that he 

had to make, were no longer pleasant.  There 

was a new force in the world and he had no idea 

who was behind it, yet he was caught up in the 

center of it. 

 

Ω 

 

FEBRUARY 11 2005 – BS 16 

 

The first man knew about failures, but now 

things were getting out of hand.  The world felt 

as if it had a permanent solid place, on his 

shoulders.  His wife had left him, taking his two 

sons with her.  The past week, he had been 

trying to throw off a lung infection.  He looked at 

his hands; would they ever stop that incessant 

shaking?  It had been suggested by his physician 

that he rest, under medical supervision.  Yet, he 

was certain that all his problems were minor.  He 

would be well again, in a week or two.  All he 

had to do was eliminate this one man and his 
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organization, and that would happen soon.  He 

had new men and new ideas.  Failure was only in 

the imagination of others, not in his.  The 

demise of his enemy, the industrialist, and now 

banker, would be imminent.  There is no way 

that he could fail, now. 

 

Ω 

 

FEBRUARY 22 2005 – BS 16 

 

The second man was sitting before him.  He 

had failed.  He had put his brief case down, 

beside the desk.  The first man did not even 

wish to look at him.  He had hoped this one 

would be different, but failure seemed to plague 

him.  So, now it was up to him, to handle the 

situation, first hand.  Yes, he would have to do 

the job now.  He had to get more involved.  He 

couldn’t let the incompetency of others, get in 

his way any longer.  He had to be quick and be 

decisive, now. 

He looked at the new man and turned to 

look out at the view.  He closed the curtain and 

while looking away, he slowly withdrew the small 

revolver from his vest and turned.  In less than 

half a second, he had sent a small slug into the 
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brain of the new second man.  The body 

slumped over the chair.  A few droplets of blood 

started dripping onto the floor. 

He opened the curtains again, and looking 

down to the bustling city below, he stretched.  

New York was at his call.  Talking to no one in 

particular, except maybe to the dead man he 

said, “He doesn’t like failures....” 

He did not see the fireball that erupted from 

the brief case beside his desk.  His body was 

violently thrust towards to the window, 

exploding through the shattered glass, and 

hurled a hundred floors below. 
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Fire ball explosion in the office 

of the first man 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

ANDERSON 

 

 

All craft, which had been involved in the 

mission, rendezvoused at the Impeel.  The 

wounded were rushed to the infirmary.  A large 

crowd waited for the interceptors, as the 

onboard screens replayed the aerial acrobats, 

and Boguard stealth.  The Allied Imperial 

Federation was victorious.  As each craft docked 

a rousing cheer rose, for the victors.  Morale had 

taken a well-deserved boost, and the executives 

in the Alliance were making the most of it. 

It would take another six hours, before the 

medical debriefing crews would be ready.  All 

data would be presented to a panel, comprising 

Navia, Mepat and the Impeel commander. 

Navia knocked on the door as the security 

detail outside stared ahead, at attention. 

“I’m still here,” called a muffled voice, 

beyond the door. “Come in.” 

Navia entered and found the soldier they 

had brought from the Wright Patterson Air Base 

sitting up, in the bed.  Navia glanced at the 

nameplate at the foot of the bed.  She stepped 
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over to him.  His look was silent, watching and 

calculating, but there was something about him, 

which drew her to him.  “Anderson, John...”  She 

mused.  “Do you know where you are?” 

“I have a fair idea, but why don't you 

explain it anyway,” he answered. 

“You are no longer on Earth,” she said, 

watching for a reaction. 

Anderson seemed disinterested.  “Tell me 

more.” 

Navia smiled and walked to the other side 

of his room, looking at his army uniform, which 

hung in the closet.  Anderson seemed strange, 

wearing Federation garb.  She looked him 

directly in the eye.  “You are aboard a 

Hymondian cruiser.  Doesn’t that alarm you?” 

“No.  Why should it?  My world isn’t as it 

seems.  I knew that it was only a matter of time 

before I met you.  I mean,” Anderson hesitated, 

“I knew that if I was stationed there, I would 

meet you sooner or later.  I knew that 

extraterrestrials would come looking for their 

own, but I admit that I never expected you to be 

human.  I mean...you are not a foreign 

government.  I mean,” He looked anxious from 

side to side, “You are not the CIA, come to force 

my hand, I mean...” 
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Navia smiled reassuringly.  “I’m not Earth 

born, and the craft that you saw, were certainly 

not from any government that you know.  

Anyway, I wouldn’t necessarily say that you are 

as human as the rest of us, there may be a bit of 

gorilla in you still.” 

Anderson laughed.  “There is humor in the 

high priestess, from the dark reaches of space.” 

Navia looked at him sideways.  “I see the 

experience has not dimmed your wit.  What do 

you know of your base and its operations?” 

Anderson rolled his eyes.  “It is a long 

story.” 

Navia shrugged.  “We did not bring you 

here to save time.  It is up to you.  What is your 

story?” 

He thought about it, and decided to talk.  

“It all started, when I met a soldier named 

Bradshaw.  He was sworn to secrecy, but told 

me of a crash-retrieval he was at, about twenty 

years ago.  I had a girlfriend at the time, a 

journalist, she heard about the story from me, 

researched it, and printed it.  She then 

disappeared, as did many of her notes.  There 

was much that never went to print, as it couldn’t 

be substantiated.  I felt it was the United States 

government, or even worse, the extraterrestrials 
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that had grabbed her.  I then joined the Air 

Force to find her, or at least to blow the whistle 

on what was going down.  That was my first 

crash-retrieval yesterday.” 

“What else do you know?” Navia asked. 

“I know that they don’t keep them there.” 

“Where do they go?” 

“New Mexico, I believe.” 

“So why did you want to find aliens?  There 

is more to your story, than just anger or 

revenge,” said Navia. 

Anderson thought about it; she was correct.  

“Ever since I was young, I was interested in 

UFOs and the paranormal.” 

“Paranormal?”  Navia switched the 

viewscreens to landscape. 

Anderson nodded at the scenes of Earth on 

the screen.  “ESP, psycho kinetics and telepathy.  

You know, that part of the universe and its 

natural binding laws, which scientists don’t 

believe exists.  Those things which cannot be 

explained by current laws of science, and nor will 

they ever be.” 

“Hmmm,” said Navia.  “Is that all?” 

“Hell no,” answered Anderson.  He looked 

towards the door and around him, as if to ensure 

that he wasn’t being overheard.  “This planet 
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has been run by a few, for a long time.  Once it 

was many people and clubs, but now with the 

advent of mass communications it is the same 

few people, using new groups, such as The 

World Bank for Reconstruction and 

Development, The International Monetary Fund, 

The Institute of Bankers, The World Bank, plus 

the International Finance Corporation.  Through 

these groups, the world’s finances have been 

controlled by a select few.”  He looked at Navia 

hard.  “I know them all.  You look surprised.” 

Navia made no effort to hide it.  “Well, yes.  

Are you what enemy agents call a conspiracy 

theorist?” 

Anderson looked away.  “So, you don’t 

believe me?” 

Navia laughed.  “Anderson, look around 

you.  It must be obvious to the people down 

there, that something up here is strange and 

wrong.  You’re not sitting in a weather balloon.  

These ships are conspicuous to telescopes, and 

cameras.” 

Anderson looked at her and nodded.  “My 

point, exactly,” he said. 

“You do know that these groups you 

mentioned, are not government controlled?” 
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“Of course.  Not one government controls 

them.  It is the opposite.  They control the 

governments.  There are a few industrialists on 

this planet controlling the finances, and 

therefore our governments, and until recently 

they complied with the beck and call of just one 

man.” 

“You say recently?” asked Navia.  She knew 

of that one man. 

“Yes.  A new man had entered the scene.  

Named Torren.  I saw him once.  I have followed 

his rise.  His industries are tied to banks, but he 

seems to have clean ties.  No chemical, drug, 

alcohol or munitions companies; just clean 

engineering.” 

Navia smiled.  “I’m glad you like him.  He is 

ours, but we lost him weeks ago and believe that 

the aliens on your Air Force Base had something 

to do with his disappearance.” 

Anderson simply looked at her; his mouth 

agape. 

“It is time for you to be debriefed by our 

experts.  We will be traveling by rail, to the 

other side of the cruiser.  Get dressed; I’ll see 

you outside here, in a minute.” 

Anderson nodded, got out of bed, and 

dressed.  Once he had put on the jacket he had 
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been assigned, he opened the door, where 

guards and Navia were waiting. 

As they traversed the corridors, they 

discussed more what Anderson had learned.  

Much of his data consisted of names and places 

he had memorized.  He claimed that he was 

always too afraid to have the information on 

paper. 

As they were whisked through the tunnels 

by the monorail, Anderson began to lament the 

times he had neglected Julie, his old girlfriend 

who had disappeared.  Perhaps, if he had been 

more attentive to her needs, this wouldn’t have 

happened to her.  Damn them, their secret 

societies and quasi government groups.  

Anderson was here now and would cause their 

demise, with or without these new aliens. 

“Do you know what really made me believe 

all this?” he asked. 

“'No idea,” said Navia. 

Anderson mused to himself.  A series of 

bright lights flashed past, as the carriage 

swayed.  They had just passed a stop point.  “It 

was two days after Julie vanished, and I was 

making enquiries to my local senator.  I told him 

about Julie's investigation into the craft and her 

vanishing, and he said that he would look into it.  
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Two days later, I received a visit by two men in 

a black limousine.  The two men were cold 

looking, as though they were not human, like 

they were robots or something.  I mean, they 

spoke fine but they had this one thing in mind, 

that I should stop making enquiries.” 

“Did you?” asked Navia. 

“Are you kidding?  This was the United 

States of America.  No one can get away with 

that sort of thing.  I went straight to the FBI.  I 

told them everything.  Then that night at ten, 

the two men in the limousine returned.  They 

scared the heck out of me and I’m lucky to be 

alive.”  Anderson was beginning to shake and 

turn pale, with the memories of that event. 

“So, what did they do?”  Navia was 

fascinated by this Earthman's first account of 

men in black.  She had read about them; they 

seemed to be a part of the UFO scenario. 

“They wanted me to accompany them to 

meet someone that could help me.”  He looked 

at Navia.  “I kicked both of them hard and ran 

like hell.  The men in black never found me 

again.” 

“Was it not dangerous to join the air force in 

light of this narrow escape?” 
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“Hardly.  I never used my real name when I 

went to the authorities; I used the name of a 

friend, in hospital at the time.  They would never 

have expected to find me in the air force.  No, 

they think I fled, too scared to tackle them 

again.  I would be, but next time I won’t be 

enquiring, I will be informing the media about 

the whole dammed gory story.” 

They had arrived at their stop.  The pair 

stepped out. 

 

 

Π  
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CHAPTER 4 

 

ARREST  OF  JOHNSON 

 

 

Colonel Johnson had been alerted by the Cruiser 

Impeel, of the approaching cars.  He looked 

through the binoculars, at the billowing clouds of 

dust on the horizon.  The cars were not in view, 

yet. 

The colonel's aide stood by him, staring out 

through the window.  “At least the sirens are not 

on.” 

Colonel Johnson nodded.  He could see the 

two police cars now, as they raced towards 

them.  “We had better move outside to greet our 

guests.” 

The pair stepped out.  Johnson shielded his 

eyes from the glare.  It was a hot day, he 

wondered if it ever cooled down here.  He 

watched as the cars slid to a halt in the dirt, in 

front of him. 

Three police stepped from the cars.  The 

most senior one looked around at the desert and 

then at the buildings; first the hanger that 

housed the next space mission and then the six 
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ancillary buildings that seemed to be half sunken 

into the ground. 

The sergeant looked at Johnson.  “You the 

one in-charge here, mate?” he asked, with a 

streak of strine. 

“I am.  The name is Graham Johnson.  

What can I do for you?” asked Johnson, giving 

his semi alias. 

“I will get straight to the point, sir.  This is 

for you.”  He pulled an envelope from his coat 

pocket and passed it to Johnson. 

Johnson wiped the sweat from his hands 

onto his white overalls.  He ripped open the 

envelope and read the two pages.  His mouth 

dropped.  “This cannot be true.  We are a law-

abiding operation, under permit from the local, 

state and Australian federal government.  We 

are doing nothing illegal, officer.” 

The sergeant smiled.  “Not until last night, 

sir.  The South Australian state parliament has 

just passed a law, making your operation a 

threat to environmental safety.  What is more, 

they made the law retroactive for a period of 

twelve months, and it is covered under criminal 

law, too.” 

Johnson was barely able to contain his 

anger; he was visibly shaking.  “Do you mean to 
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say; because of a law passed last night, we 

could now be criminally arrested for what was 

once legal?” 

The sergeant shrugged his shoulders.  “Just 

doing my job, sir.  The government is willing to 

forgo any retrospective penalties, if you and 

your personnel are removed from the premises, 

within two hours.” 

Johnson shook his head.  “It would take a 

week.  Two hours is ridiculous.” 

The sergeant stood close to Johnson and 

said, “Sir, you have two hours.  My men will see 

to it that you are out within two hours.  I can get 

more men, if I need them.  If you are not out, 

then all who remain will be arrested.  Resisting 

arrest will be added to your felonies.  Of course, 

you can have two personnel remain, as 

caretakers.” 

Johnson was livid.  He had no warning that 

there was anyone plotting against them, at this 

level.  “Very well, I will inform the compound.” 

Before he could move, the sergeant put a 

hand on his shoulder and handed him a second 

envelope.  Johnson rolled his eyes and opened 

it.  His hands began to tremble as he dropped 

the paper.  “You have to be kidding.  It says 
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there that I killed a man.  That isn’t true.  I 

wasn’t even in the United States at the time.” 

The sergeant’s men stood on either side of 

Johnson.  The sergeant put his hand on 

Johnson's forearm.  “You will have plenty of time 

to tell that to people back home; where you 

come from.  Now, you have to come along with 

us.  You can do it the easy way, or it can be 

humiliating.”  The sergeant indicated the 

handcuffs on his belt. 

The colonel was lost for words.  He had no 

idea what to do.  “Can I at least have half an 

hour?  Call our attorney?” 

“Sorry sir.  These are extradition papers.  

They have to be enforced now.” 

Looking desperately at his aide, Johnson 

was bustled into one of the police cars, by the 

sergeant.  It pulled out and drove down the dirt 

track at a good speed. 

The officer who was left in charge, said to 

Johnson’s aide.  “Now you sir, if you can lead me 

to your other employees.” 

The aide stammered to the officer to follow 

him, and led the two officers inside.  He turned 

and said with some uncertainty and rather 

loudly.  “I wish to make a call to my superiors to 

inform them that the commander of the base 
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has just been arrested, and taken to Adelaide for 

deportation, for murder committed in the United 

States, and that the base is being shut down in 

two hours time, due to a retroactive law 

forbidding its existence, that was passed last 

night, in the state parliament.” 

The officer stared at the aide and said, “If 

you were to touch any of those controls, it would 

have to be construed as operating the base, and 

thus a legal violation.  So don’t break the law.”  

The officer smiled.  “Is it on?” 

The aide nodded, looking at the radio that 

was still tuned into the Impeel and transmitting.  

He swallowed.  “I believe so.” 

“Very well,” said the officer.  “Don’t touch it.  

You of course, may stand here for the next two 

hours and talk to whomever passes, while I go 

through the compound and expel the 

employees.”  The officer leaned over, speaking 

loudly.  “It’s a stupid law, and I hope you can fix 

it.  You do a lot of good for this state.  You made 

us celebrities out here.  There, I said it.  Now, I 

have to close you down.  It is a stupid bastard of 

a law, mate.” 

The aide smiled.  “Thank you, officer.” 

“Just doing my job, sir.”  The officer smiled 

and walked purposely down the corridor, which 
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led to the staff cafeteria.  “I think it is my lunch 

time.  I will resume the two hours shortly.  You 

don’t mind, do you?” 

 

Ω 

 

The commander of the Impeel had been 

relaying the transmission to others.  He shook 

his head at the arrest of Johnson.  His first 

concern was that they had no forewarning of the 

event.  He called to his communications officer.  

“Have the following personnel report to me 

immediately: Miss Navia Charlton, Captain 

Mepat and Guard Instructor Letone.  Instruct....”  

He looked at the concern on the face of the 

officer.  “Yes that is correct, tell Letone to have 

Johnson removed from the hands of the enemy 

before he leaves Australia.  Add to that, if this 

isn’t met, then the Impeel will destroy the 

colonel’s aircraft, with him in it, while he travels 

across the Pacific Ocean.” 

The communications officer passed on the 

instructions and was surprised at the 

compliance.  “Miss Navia is on her way and 

agrees with your decision, as do the two 

Boguard.” 
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“Of course, son.”  The commander further 

explained: “Since the disappearance of the 

Independent, this mission has lost direction and 

initiative.  What we need now, regardless as to 

whether they want it or not, is strong hands at 

the helm, a military control to contain the efforts 

of the enemy, until the return of Independent 

Torren.” 

The communications officer nodded and 

returned to his work.  The door swished open 

and Navia entered.  “Commander, can you give 

me a status report?” 

The commander nodded and the screen 

rolled down the data to date. 

Mepat entered.  He agreed that this was a 

military mission, best overseen by the 

commander, to be carried out by Boguard 

personnel, as needed.  Letone was coordinating 

the efforts from the ground. 

The three on the Impeel retired to the 

Commanders’ Lounge.  There, they agreed that 

ACI would publicly denounce the South 

Australian Government's action as illegal.  ACI 

could move its operations to a South Pacific atoll 

that it owned, south of the Fijian islands.  ACI 

would then offer to purchase their equipment 

back from the South Australian Government and 
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transport it to the atoll.  After that, ACI would 

triple its efforts to have its next space mission 

brought forward by at least three weeks.  Almost 

impossible, but it was certain to drive the enemy 

into a frenzy, if they succeeded.  Navia would 

begin an immediate investigation into how, and 

what exactly, went wrong.  How did the enemy 

make such a maneuver without them knowing?  

Their surveillance of the enemy was proving to 

be disastrous. 

Additionally, ACI would launch a High Court 

challenge in Canberra as regards the law, and 

seek a trillion dollars in damages, more than the 

South Australian government’s total annual 

budget.  It would take several years to be heard. 

After three hours, they couldn’t do anything 

else, apart from watching the screens.  Letone 

would keep them updated, with regards to the 

intended Boguard body-snatch of Johnson.  The 

Rangercraft had landed outside the small town 

of Sunbury, north of Melbourne.  The Boguard 

were now on their way, by car to the Melbourne 

airport. 

 

Ω 

 



46 | P a g e  
 

Colonel Johnson had been driven to the 

nearest town, from the ACI base.  There, he had 

been shuttled via a turbo-copter to Adelaide.  

Immediately he had been placed on a domestic 

flight to Melbourne, where he would be handed 

over to the American Consulate.  He then, would 

likely be flown directly, to the USA. 

Johnson looked out of from the aircraft 

window, to the lights of the city below.  This 

could be one of his last glimpses of this vast dry 

continent, which he had learned to respect.  He 

had no doubt that as soon as he returned to the 

States, the FBI would identify him.  Using drugs, 

it would take them little time to retrieve all the 

information they wanted.  He wondered if the 

Federation would kill him.  It would serve them 

well if he died.  If it were not for the Federation, 

he would have died in space years ago.  Perhaps 

he should end his own life.  It would be in a 

good cause.  He looked down at the tarmac as 

the plane quickly got closer. 

“Have you been here long, Johnson?” asked 

one of the three Americans that were escorting 

him. 

Johnson shook his head.  “Not as long as I 

had hoped.”  The plane landed and Johnson 
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looked at his handcuffs.  His opportunities for 

escape were limited. 

The four were the first to leave the plane 

and stride to the departure exit.  Their next 

plane was waiting.  They were not even going to 

the consulate.  Two of the guards were in front 

of him, while the third was behind.  They arrived 

at their seats, 27 E-H.  The colonel did not pay 

attention to the four men who were seated 

behind and in front of them. 

Johnson began to pull the seat-belt around 

his waist, when the person in front of him turned 

around.  “Excuse me, but could you help me see 

if I have dropped my contact lens on the floor?” 

As Johnson looked down, so did his guards, 

just for half a second too long; their faces 

silently sprayed from underneath, by Boguard.  

They both slumped forward, unconscious. 

Their bodies were then propped back, with 

eyes closed.  Johnson, hearing the sounds, 

slowly looked up, to see his guards asleep.  He 

looked behind his seat, at a Boguard.  He 

recognized the look in the eyes.  Beside him was 

another, and one more was in front.  Quickly, 

they reached over and the cuffs magically 

opened.  With no words they buckled up the 

seat-belts of the unconscious men, and rose.  
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People were beginning to pay attention to them.  

The Boguard only smiled.  Johnson was certain 

that at least four people had witnessed the 

whole affair.  Johnson stared at them, but they 

only smiled back. 

The Boguard pushed Johnson into the aisle, 

and were moving towards the aircraft exit.  

Pushing against the crowd coming in, the 

Boguard nodded to the airhostesses and smiled.  

The Boguard were told that the airline hoped 

they would have a pleasant stay, and travel 

again with them, soon.  In seconds they were in 

the terminal.  Johnson was counting the seconds 

and still there was no alarm.  They passed 

through customs, without a look sideways.  Not 

believable, thought Johnson.  Again, they were 

wished well, and wished to have a pleasant stay 

in Australia.  Johnson couldn’t believe their luck.  

Another three Boguard joined them from the 

other side of the customs barriers.  They 

reached the outside of the terminal where three 

more Boguard were waiting, beside three taxis.  

Another three minutes, and they were on their 

way to the town of Sunbury. 

Johnson dared not breathe.  He was free.  

He wasn’t concerned about the strange looks 

they received from their taxi drivers, when they 
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were dropped off, on a small dirt road, way out 

of the small town, with no apparent place to go.  

Johnson knew that he would shortly be aboard a 

Federation ship, well before his unconscious 

guards woke up, on the plane. 

 

Ω 

 

The last of the ACI staff had flown out, from 

South Australia.  Temporary facilities began to 

be airlifted from New Zealand.  For the next 

three weeks, the ACI offices in Auckland would 

be host to an amazing operation across the 

Pacific.  In the meantime, the public relations 

machine of ACI swung into action, from their 

new temporary home. 

 

 

Π 
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SAMPLE GLOSSARY 

Abydos Temple:  (Terrestrial) 1.  Egypt circa 3500 

BC.  Abydos is the site of the most famous of Egypt’s 
artifacts, the burial site of Seti I who ruled Egypt 
from 1313 to 1292 BC, and son of Ramses I 

 

2.  Glyphs.  There appears to be a helicopter, and a 
toy plane to its right.  3.  The temple became the 

chief temple for worship of Osiris and Horus - who 
went up into the heavens to do battle in winged discs 

with Seti.  The bottom photo is inside the temple. 

Academia:  1.  A college of high learning, tertiary 

education, offering doctorates.  2.  (Plural – 
academias) The institutions of the highest places of 
learning in the Federation.  Source, Jiltanian after the 

gardener Academos who used to tend the gods in 
making their gardens a paradise. 

Acron Field:  This is one of several kinds of fields 
that hold free-air inside military craft.  The Acron 
Field is generated around a ship and prevents the 

free-air from leaving; while permitting large sold 
objects to enter and leave the ship.  This effect is 

achieved by a magnetic force that is held as a ridge 
at the perimeter.  The magnetic force is strongest 
nearest the center of the source of the field.  

Through unifying fields gravitational, electrical and so 
on, the magnetic fields can be made denser out from 

specified epicenters.  They then prevent free-air 
molecules passing; while at the same time allow 
more solid masses and objects to pass.  Named after 

its inventor, Luis Acron of Tilk. 

Adams, Lieutenant:  United States Air Force - 

NASA astronaut turned Interceptor crew.  Survived 
the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Born in Ohio, went to 
Caltech. 
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Aeroitek Corporation International:  ACI – The 
corporation on Earth used by Goren Torren to 

legitimize his operation being there. 

Afterburners:  When dumping fuel out through the 

exhaust system, and igniting it within the system, 
the continual explosion of such afterburning adds 
speed to the craft. 

Agent:  1.  Two levels below independent.  Starting 
at the top is:  Independent, Junior Independent, 

Agent, Agent Junior Grade.  2.  Malukan agents are 
on Sequetus 3.  They report to Moonbase and 
through the manipulations of world leaders are able 

to control the destiny of a planet.  3.  Agent and 
Agent Junior Grade are often referred to by the same 

title – Agent. 

Agnest, M.M.:  (Terrestrial), Soviet, had theories 
that visitors had been on Earth for some time 

represented in biblical stories. 

Alaca Hoyuk:  (Terrestrial) Ancient city in what is 

now central Turkey, was where Hattusa of the Hittite 
Empire was situated.  This site is where the earliest 

copper tools alongside stone tools were found. 

Alfrash:  The planet that was first colonized by the 
Pleiadians.  It has 1.04 Standard Gravity, was lush 

with forests, had deserts, ice poles, temperate and 
tropical rain forests.  A super solar flare, itself a 

series of 12 flares, took out the colony over a sixty-
year period.  There were suspicious circumstances to 
think that the flare(s) may not have been completely 

natural.  Over ninety percent died during those sixty 
years.  The planet was abandoned, and at vast 

effort, it was engineered to remove all evidence of 
previous occupation. 

Algon Sea:  The nearest sea to Jilta PPC, measuring 

765 Ks across at the widest point. 
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SAMPLE CREDITS (BIBLIOGRAPHY): 

Below are some sites that may help those curious on 

the background data of the New-Earth Series.  These 
sites and many others shed more color on the 

tapestry of history upon which this series is written.  
The following sites were also selected because they 
include the photos that I used as source materials in 

the Glossary and this also needs to be acknowledged. 

Abydos Temple: 

 

Key words:  Abydos temple, glyph, plane, Egypt, UFO, 

helicopter 

Site:  http://www.ufocom.eu  

Notes:  Bilingual site.  The fascination with Egypt 
and some connection from outside of earth is more 

evident when one looks at this temple.  Here appears 
the outline of a helicopter as well as a small-stylized 

picture of a jet fighter.   

 

Key words:  abydos, interior, Egypt, temple 

Site:  http://www.all-about-egypt.com 

Notes:  Abydos temple is cut into rock.  This site is about 

Egypt and a travel guide.  This is just about Egypt, its 

history, its kings and people. 
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Bermuda Triangle: 

 

Key words:  Bermuda, triangle 

Site:  http://www.bermuda-trangle.org 

Notes:  Perhaps one of the most professional sites of its 

kind.  It is very detailed.  It is the detail that gives one the 

correct proportions to this phenomenon of the Bermuda 

Triangle.  This is perhaps the premier site for the Bermuda 

Triangle phenomenon. 

Catal Huyuk: 

 

Key words:  Catal, Huyuk, early, civilization, mystery  

Site:  http://www.ancientmysteries.eu  

Notes:  Bilingual site but does have translations.  The 

site itself is very interesting and has its niche in this 

phenomena.  But as it is written originally in a foreign 

language, you will need some patience.  Your time spent is 

worthwhile. 

Condon Report: 
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Key words:  Condon, report, UFO 

Site:  http://www.alienwar.com 

Notes:  A professional site.  The creators are passionate 

about what they’re writing.  The site hasn’t just the 

Condon Report, but also alien abductions or various, and 

horrific kinds.  You can get lost in this site with the data.  

The author of the site has  his own story to tell and goes 

over much of it.  His experience is subjective and worth 

the time to go through the site.  This site is put together 

with a passion not seen in other sites.  Read the author’s 

subjective experience and you decide.   

Cydonia: 

 

Key words:  Cydonia, Mars 

Site:  http://www.enterprisemission.com 

Notes:  The above site has good data, and the wiki link 

below has specific information on where this face is found 

on Mars, its coordinates etc.  One will also find there the 

pyramid, fort and other named anomalies adjacent to the 

face.   
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Dinosaur tracks: 

 

Key words:  dinosaurs, man, together, footprints, Texas 

Site:  http://www.ascensionearth2012.org 

Notes:  This is a professional site and certainly shows 

that this is a real phenomenon.  They have even taken a 

slab of the clay of where the dinosaur footprint overlays 

the human print and examined the pressure cross-section 

of the cut, revealing scientifically that this is a true event.  

Of course this isn’t the only evidence of man-created 

phenomena found on Earth on millions of years old strata 

of mud. 

Ψ 
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We hope you enjoyed reading this sample of 

the Sequetus Series.  We hope it has you interested 

enough to continue with the full purchase back at the 

site where you downloaded this sample from. 
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