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CHAPTER 1 

 

MATHEW 

 

 

egasus headed for the South Pole, being 

the sole entry not patrolled by Earth's 

armed satellites, supposed remnants of 

the Cold War.  Down the axis, across the 

Antarctic ice lands the craft skimmed. 

The views were entertaining, with stark 

white ice mountains, but breaking up, as they 

reached the deep blue ocean.  As Goren scanned 

the blue horizon he thought how good it was to 

return to this beautiful small planet.  The blue 

aura permeated the bridge from the 

viewscreens.  Goren watched for the dark thin 

line that he knew was the continent of Australia. 

Australia soon appeared to stretch both 

sides of the horizon.  Pegasus flashed over its 

coast, and headed into the desert.  Light was 

failing, and the continent would soon be in 

darkness. 

Pegasus slowed.  Before them were the 

lights of their launch base.  The silhouette of the 

rocket was lit, with carnival-like lights radiating 

its presence into the desert night.  As the 

P 



7 | P a g e  
 

Pegasus settled onto the ground outside the 

base the sky darkened.  The first stars were 

beginning to lighten the incoming threat of 

darkness. 

A vehicle turned off its lights, and stopped 

fifty meters from the craft.  Colonel Johnson 

jumped out to greet them. 

Goren was the first out from Pegasus to 

smell the clean air. 

Johnson strode over the sand, extending his 

hand.  “Good to see you, sir.”  You have 

changed, came the thought to Goren.  Bigger 

stronger different. 

“You look well Colonel.  Great work has 

been taking place in my absence,” Goren said, 

as he gestured to the rocket in the distance.  

“Ready?” 

“Almost, sir.  A few technical problems, but 

it‟ll be ready soon,” replied the colonel.  Early 

work.  Complete.  Problem small hard work.  

Three month early.  Hope likes. 

Goren looked the colonel over.  “It looks as 

though the project is about three months ahead 

of program.  It‟s a credit to you, Colonel.” 

Johnson swelled with pride.  “Thank you, 

sir.”  Great man, work harder. 
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Goren turned to Felice, “Felice, this is 

Colonel Johnson, his project, and our first 

corporate venture into space, using only Earth 

technology.” 

Felice smiled, as the thoughts came to her.  

Pretty lady.  Goren fortunate.  Pretty lady.  

She looked knowingly at Goren, and then back 

to the colonel.  “It is a most impressive project 

Colonel” 

“You are kind, thank you.” 

Letone stepped out from the Pegasus.  

Johnson stared.  Senior Boguard.  Important 

mission.  Boguard special strong must be 

important mission.  Tentatively he offered his 

hand. 

Letone grabbed the man's hand in a firm 

grip.  “It is good to meet the man who is famous 

for this historic project.  I hope you find time to 

escort me over it tomorrow. 

More Boguard stepped from the Pegasus, 

and the colonel stood back.  Fear military harm 

control fear. 

“Colonel,” said Goren, “These Boguard are 

here to assist us.  They‟re from the Hymondian 

Court, and were on this mission prior to me.  

They will protect this base more zealously than 
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themselves.  Your mission is theirs, and they will 

protect you.” 

A new thought flowed.  Safe secure good. 

The colonel smiled.  “I‟m pleased they‟re 

here, sir.” 

 

Ω 

 

The next morning Goren took the company 

helicopter south to Melbourne.  Accompanying 

him was Letone, a Boguard pilot and two 

troopers.  Felice remained at the base. 

Healesville was in a beautiful autumn 

morning.  The property below was dappled in 

sunlight, as the eucalypt trees swayed gently to 

the hymn of the gentle north wind.  As Goren 

looked out he could see the completed house 

renovations.  The trees bowed in the rush of air, 

as the copter descended onto the new tennis 

court. 

Goren watched Marline and Mathew peering 

out from the verandah.  Excitedly, Mathew 

began to wave, and Marline was doing all she 

could do to hold her son back.  The air swirled, 

and the trees whipped, as the copter blades 

slowed. 
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Letone and Goren ducked low, and made a 

dash, as Mathew ran towards them from the 

stairs.  He was followed by a small group of 

excited children who overtook him. 

Goren stood watching the children, as they 

milled around Letone and he.  One of the 

children cried out in a cruel taunt.  “That isn‟t 

your father Mathew.  You don‟t have a father.”  

The other children laughed.  Mathew lies, hurt 

punish body hurt Mathew stupid.  Another 

thought came: Ridicule awe no father, 

fantastic helicopter. Mathew lies, no father. 

Goren looked to Mathew, who was at the 

rear watching, as he let out a whimpering 

thought: Hide shame Mathew bad like man, 

like father. 

Goren looked to Marline, as she now 

approached with a smile.  Her thoughts ran 

through him softly.  Say yes, please not hurt 

Mathew, only love please great man. 

Goren nodded to Marline.  “It is nice to see 

you again on such a beautiful day, Marline.” 

“Also, you too, Goren.  See how the house 

is finished?” 
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“Yes, it appears fine.”  Goren then turned 

his attention to the boy who had made the cruel 

remarks.  “But I‟m Mathew's father, boy.” 

“No you are not.  Mathew has no father.”  

The children burst into laughter. 

In an icy stern reply Goren held his finger to 

the child who made the remark.  Then Goren 

stretched out his arm, and swooped Mathew up 

to his chest.  Instantly Mathew had his arms 

around Goren's neck, holding tight.  Goren was 

warmed by the thoughts: Father love father, 

like me, Mathew not bad. 

Goren smiled, and turned to the children.  

“Mathew is going to learn how to fly the 

helicopter.  Are you ready Mathew?” he said, 

looking to Marline for approval. 

Awe surprise.  Mathew meekly answered, 

“Yes.” 

Then a new thought came to Goren: 

Mathew not learn to fly, Mathew bad, us 

learn not Mathew.  Goren looked to see the 

same boy, with the thoughts about to raise his 

hand in objection. 

Goren then felt a warm thought, a kind, and 

gentle thought, soothing.  Go Mathew, learn 
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how to fly, show nasty boys you good. 

Mathew kind Mathew, do good, like Mathew. 

Looking at the girl with these thoughts, 

Goren said, “Cindy, if Mathew is going to learn to 

fly, can you be our navigator?” 

“Yes,” was the surprised reply.  Joy happy 

great man Mathew’s father good surprise 

show nasty boys.  Cindy ran over to the three, 

and turned towards the craft.  Goren nodded to 

the Boguard in the helicopter, and the rotors 

whined into life. 

Moments later they were soaring above the 

trees. 

“Mathew,” called Goren through the 

headsets, above the scream of the engine, “Grab 

hold of the stick, and I‟ll teach you how to fly!” 

Mathew's eyes bulged, as he stared at the 

controls.  Tentatively he put a hand to the stick, 

and suddenly felt the power of the craft surge 

through his body.  Fantastic me strong control 

great machine, love great man.  Soon Goren 

and pilot released the machine of all physical 

control.  Only Mathew held the stick.  The two 

troopers in the rear shed thoughts of sheer 

panic, as they saw only the young child, in 

control of the powerful machine. 
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The Boguard and Goren were in touch with 

each other, and exchanged glances as well as 

thoughts.  They did not need to hold the 

controls.  They were in harmony, with the 

machine. 

Cindy had lost her fear, and pointed to her 

house below.  Mathew followed her direction, 

with a smooth movement of the stick, and the 

craft followed. 

“Where to Cindy?” cried Goren into the 

microphone over the whine. 

 

 

 

“There, over my home again,” was her 

excited response. 

“Can you get there, Mathew?” 
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The young child nodded, as his face showed 

intention.  He stared at the stick, and scenery 

outside.  Yes concentrate, house fly machine 

over trees, concentrate. 

It did not take long for the children to work 

out that they could project their thoughts to the 

copter, and have it respond accordingly.  What 

was happening, was Goren and the Boguard 

were channeling the children's thoughts through 

their own minds, and amplifying them to control 

the copter.  Goren was surprised at the clarity of 

these children's thoughts. 

The navigation of the hills and valleys 

absorbed the children, as they thundered over 

the countryside.  After thirty minutes they gently 

began lowering over the tennis court again. 

As Mathew and Cindy dashed out, from 

under the blades to relay the experience to their 

friends; Marlene ran from the verandah. 

Mathew was mid stride to the other 

children, when he halted.  “Where is Scampi?” 

he cried in alarm.  Scampi fear alarm 

compassion Scampi. 

Goren sent out a mental thought to the 

small dog.  Scampi?  Scampi? 



15 | P a g e  
 

Soon the reply came.  Scampi joy fun 

birds, fun call. 

Goren sent the thought.  Scampi Mathew 

needs you protect Mathew help. 

To that Goren added the afterthought:  

Now immediately. 

Scampi began to run.  He dodged trees, 

panted heavily, as he raced to the open clearing.  

Help master Mathew protect now fast. 

“Over there!” Goren called out to Mathew. 

“Scampi!” cried Mathew in elation.  He ran 

to the little dog, but quickly froze. 

Scampi ran to his small master.  Call 

master Scampi thought?  The little terrier 

cocked his head, and looked at his master.  

Danger? 

Goren could feel something wrong.  He 

looked to Marline.  She sensed it, as well.  Goren 

could feel the young boy's feeling of fear.  There 

were many thoughts around, and most he could 

analyze, with his awareness.  He put out a 

feeler, and found the source.  There amongst the 

children was an evil thought, powerful, and 

deliberately harmful, and it was aimed at 

Mathew.  Mathew hurt enjoy hurt harm make 

Mathew cry wait hurt Mathew with words. 
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Goren put out a thought to Scampi.  

Scampi. 

The little dog turned his head.  Call Scampi 

man? 

Yes Mathew protect Scampi, you protect 

master, Scampi strong bad boy there, 

protect Mathew master, scared of boy, 

Scampi protect good, Scampi ok? 

Yes great man, Scampi protect Scampi 

bite boy, Scampi bite?  Please Scampi bite 

boy?  Protect master. 

Goren thought back.  No Scampi, no bite 

boy, anything else but no bite boy, anything 

else no bite boy, don’t bite Scampi, if you 

bite Scampi lose master ok? 

Fear no lose master, other way. 

Goren watched the boy that had Mathew in 

such fear.  Scampi could see him moving around 

behind the other children.  Scampi trotted into 

position, as Cindy told the crowd how she and 

Mathew controlled the great powerful machine. 

Make boy go away? 

Yes but no bite ok? 

Yes. 
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Scampi stood at the feet of the boy.  The 

boy looked down, and Scampi growled.  The boy 

looked at the little dog.  He was not afraid.  This 

was a stupid dog that belonged to a stupid boy, 

who had a stupid friend Cindy.  Mathew was a 

stupid fatherless little boy, and he would tell all 

the children when this dumb man goes away.  

The boy was now listening to the Cindy's stupid 

talk of how they flew the helicopter.  He would 

tell them later that it was a lie, but first he 

wondered why his leg was feeling warm, and wet 

too.  Quickly he looked down to see Scampi 

scratching grass into the air at him.  The little 

dog promptly trotted off. 

“Oh,” he cried, “Now look what your stupid 

dog has done...my leg.”  The boy shook with 

anger, and drew away, and then began to run. 

Scampi, good? 

Okay. 

Cindy described how Mathew flew, with the 

controls, by himself.  Only Mathew touched the 

controls, but they did it together.  The children 

listened, and Mathew listened.  It was exciting. 

Soon the conversation had changed, and 

they ran to the house, Scampi beside them. 

Scampi... 
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The little dog turned to face the originator 

of the thought.  Yes?  He replied. 

Protect master Mathew, protect his 

friends, never forget this. 

Yes, protect master Mathew, fun play 

joy, and Scampi chased after the children. 

Marline watched her son happy in the 

company of the others.  She turned to Goren.  “I 

hope that Mathew did not embarrass you, about 

being your son.” 

Goren drew back from his communication 

with the dog. 

“They taunt him,” she said.  “When he first 

told them that you were his father, I did not 

have the courage to stop him, even if it was a 

lie.”  Please not scold Mathew, Goren my boy 

only small. 

“Where is his father?” Goren asked. 

Marline turned to watch the children play.  

Her son had grabbed the ball, and was laughing, 

as the other children tried to retrieve it from 

him.  His shrieks filled the still air.  Marline 

sighed.  “He left before Mathew was born, and I 

have never heard from him since.  He knows 

that he has a child somewhere, and could 

contact me, if he wanted to.” 
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“So what is it you really want Marline?” 

Distantly she gazed upon her son, as he 

chased the ball.  “I suppose all I want is for 

Mathew to be happy.  Perhaps a father, someone 

that can give him the things, and answers in life, 

that a woman can‟t provide.” 

Goren nodded.  “I could be Mathew's legal 

father, or shared guardian if you wished.  I, 

perhaps, like Mathew, need someone who can 

show me things that otherwise I don‟t 

experience in life.” 

Marline smiled.  “You don‟t have to.  You 

are already so kind.” 

“No.  It has nothing to do with Jenny.  I 

could be Mathew's legal father by adoption so 

that he would be a legal heir of mine.  The 

choice is yours.  I don‟t want to force myself on 

you, or Mathew.” 

Surprise happy.  “The choice would be 

Mathew's, but I think I know the answer.  Let‟s 

go inside, so I can show you what the 

contractors have done.  It is a wonderful house, 

now.” 

 

Ω 
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Inside, after Goren, Letone and Marline had 

exhausted the tea supply, Mathew arrived, with 

Scampi bouncing at his side. 

“Mathew,” asked Goren.  “Would you like to 

be my legal son?” 

Mathew father joy, his little mind went. 

“It is up to you Mathew.  It is up to you to 

answer,” Marline softly said. 

A small tear came to the boy's eyes, smiled, 

and carefully walked to Goren.  Great man 

father mine father, man wants me, Mathew 

family happy. 

Mathew looked up, and said, “I like that.  

Will you come and play football, with me?”  

Show children father. 

Goren looked to Marline, and shrugged and 

walked out, with the small boy. 

A moment later the children surrounded 

Goren in a clearing.  They were calling for him to 

kick the ball. 

“Kick it, as far as you can,” came Mathew's 

instructions. 

“Even if it goes over the trees?” asked 

Goren. 

“Yes, yes, a really big kick.”   
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“I will, if you show me how.  Kick one for 

me,” Goren pleaded. 

Mathew looked at the ball, held it.  He 

steadied it, with both hands, everyone watching.  

Mathew stared at the ball; firmly he held it.  He 

knew he was not a good kick, he gritted his 

teeth.  He would show his father how to do it.  

Concentration, ball far, foot, long way. 

He took aim, dropped the ball onto his foot, 

and kicked.  His thoughts changed from:  Not 

failure please ball no fail, to: wow amaze 

wonder long, as the ball sailed into the air.  It 

just kept going, and going.  Finally after forty-

five meters it crashed into some trees.  Mathew 

was riveted.  Me?  Ball?  Kick? 

Goren thought to Mathew.  With help. 

Mathew quickly turned, looked at Goren, 

and wondered.  He then turned again, and ran to 

the trees after Scampi. 

The ball was returned quickly, and 

presented to Goren. 

“A long, long way,” yelled Mathew, as he 

jumped into the air, arms stretched, “over the 

top of the trees.” 

Goren nodded, and kicked the ball, sending 

it sailing up, up and over the trees, but it just 
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kept flying, up and beyond the next line of trees.  

It then it slowed, and dropped about a hundred 

meters from the children. 

None had seen a ball kicked that far before. 

Goren looked at the little dog.  “Scampi, will 

go and fetch the ball.” 

Scampi will?  How?  Thought the dog. 

Goren far-saw the ball, lodged in between 

two trees, far away.  Goren provided the little 

dog, with pictures of direction, and location.  The 

dog understood, and ran. 

I help get ball.  The little dog raced into 

the long grass, and disappeared under the trees 

with image, and location of the ball in his mind.  

After two minutes he found the ball exactly 

where he thought it would be.  The dog halted.  

The ball was twice as big as he was.  He 

wouldn‟t be able to bring it back to the clearing. 

Help, the thought came from the terrier. 

The ball slowly rose in the air until it cleared the 

grass.  Scampi nudged at the ball, and it floated 

effortlessly in the direction of the clearing.  

Scampi jumped, and pushed it again, and it 

would float along more.  So intent on the ball 

was Scampi, that he did not hear the children 

calling, as they too were searching for the ball.  
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Scampi kept nudging the ball, and it continued 

to get closer to the children.  This you man?  

Goren smiled, as he far-saw the dog and the 

ball, getting closer to the clearing.  Yes Scampi.  

The little dog was almost in view when a voice 

cried, “I have found him!”  It was Cindy.  Scampi 

looked up and the ball fell to the ground. 

Cindy bent down and picked up the ball.  

“Scampi, you are a clever doggy.  How did you 

get the ball here? 

The dog tried to explain.  He barked and 

jumped, but couldn‟t tell about the great man‟s 

help.  The girl laughed, and ran back to the 

clearing with the ball. 

The children played. 

It was getting dark, and Mathew had 

already been put to bed.  It was time to go.  

Goren looked to the cool sky, as the last light 

seemed to duck down behind the western 

horizon.  The rotors began to turn over, and 

start their whine. 

Goren hurried, but became aware of a 

psychic whimper.  Parting cry hurt father pain 

parting.  Goren could see Mathew in the dark at 

the side of his bedroom window.  He was 
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waving, but hidden in the dark.  Father not see 

me wave please see wave. 

Goren looked to the little dog sitting up on 

the verandah.  Scampi go, needs friend 

master Scampi.  Goren then waved to the 

small boy. 

The dog stood and looked, as Goren made 

his way to the tennis court.  Mission help 

master yes great man, and he ran indoors. 

Soon Goren had the image of Mathew's face 

in the darkness, his tears being smothered by 

puppy licks. 

Goodbye Mathew, goodbye son. 

Goodbye father, I love you. 

Marline did not understand, but knew there 

was something special between her son, and this 

magical man.  She couldn‟t explain it.  Perhaps it 

was just the fatherly figure, she did not know. 

Goodbye Marline.  The announcement 

almost made her stumble.  The thought was so 

strong, and clear, and real.  She shuddered. 

Goren yelled to her, as he was entering the 

copter.  “So we shall see you both in December 

then?” 

“Yes, of course,” came her barely audible 

reply. 
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One last wave to the darkened window, and 

the machine began to rise from the ground.  Its 

spotlights were as blinding as its engine roar 

was deafening.  Slowly it began to clear the 

treetops, and head away northwards. 

Marline continued to look up at the stars.  

Who was this strange man who had just entered 

their lives? 

She turned to see her son, and his little dog 

standing by the verandah palings.  “Come,” she 

called.  “Young man, how do you like the idea of 

a warm chocolate drink, and biscuits?” 

Biscuits food Scampi happy. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

PREPARING  FOR 

THE  ATTACK 

 

 

The next three days in America were hectic.  The 

new Boguard had to gain entry, and be issued 

with passports as American citizens.  One of 

Goren's priorities had been to establish his 

legitimate existence for the courts.  Aeroitek 

Corporation International was under attack.  The 

media were running stories that Goren Torren 

had fled the country from a toppling corporate 

empire, an empire built on straw, and hype. 

The press had claimed that Goren Torren 

had been the fifteenth wealthiest man in the 

world before he disappeared.  He had once been 

hailed as a great hope, and now he had betrayed 

them.  He had gone missing for half a year.  

Some press articles painted a more sinister 

picture of assassination. 

Inaccurate exposes of the ACI Continental 

Vice Presidents were published, about them 

being the real new gurus to the massive empire, 

which had crept up on Wall Street, not Goren 
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Torren.  Other articles claimed that ACI was 

corrupt, and riddled with drug money from 

South America, especially Peru where ACI had 

established itself as a gold mining operation. 

Goren has answered his critics, with an 

interview by a reporter that he had once held 

great hopes for, but the result turned out to be a 

maligning insult.  That reporter was Miss Judy 

Jones.  Goren now offered her the exclusive 

interview of a lifetime.  She was to be his 

campaigner, and his voice, for he was going to 

help the world whether it believed him or not.  

Judy believed in him. 

 

Ω 

 

On his fourth day back Goren held a 

conference, with those who were to be his inner 

confidants, advising them of his coming plans.  

The meeting was in the regally appointed study 

of the Californian residence now known as 

Home.  Present was Felice, Navia, Mepat, Letone 

and Arlon. 

“As you are aware,” Goren addressed them 

all.  “We‟re an organization that is under attack 

from forces that we had assumed were 

terrestrial, until now.  When we find the 
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attackers of ACI we hope it also leads to who is 

behind what is happening elsewhere in the 

Galaxy.  However, we must draw our enemy in 

closer, invite him to attack more, for only then 

can we see it face to face, put a name on it, and 

finally defeat it.  We must be able to face the 

target, before we can deal with it correctly.  Our 

enemy‟s ability to stay in the shadows and 

appear invisible and silent is what protects it.  

Our task is to remove that protection.  By 

standing for what the enemy wants to destroy, 

we expect to draw him out from his shadows. 

“To encourage our enemy to attack 

repeatedly will provide valuable data.  We need 

to expand our operations, and become more 

prosperous, and larger.  We must expand on 

many fronts. 

“Obviously Navia, we need to step up 

research into who is behind the attacks.  The 

end of the Cold War has left plenty of 

intelligence agents without work.  Find the best 

of them, and set up a strong terrestrial Intel-unit 

under ACI.  The others of you, feed all the data 

of any attack – media or otherwise - to Navia.  

Coordinate with Mepat. 

“Arlon, have Kimonu Huro of Household 

Security to step up military grade security, 
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around the residence, and have her consult at 

ACI security.  We‟re going to need a lot of her 

help.” 

“Felice, I want you to set up a following of 

me.  I want you to promote me, as the new 

Magi.  A person of wisdom, common sense, but 

do I have more?  Create mystery.  You‟ll need to 

promote a following that will self-perpetuate, 

which will in turn draw the enemy out.” 

Goren exchanged a few thoughts with 

Felice, and smiled.  He turned back to Arlon, his 

head housekeeper.  “Arlon, I want you to 

present me to the world through the media, as a 

new political force in the United States of 

America.  Use a separate PR unit to that of 

Felice.  Create a ground swell that could get me 

elected as something. 

“Letone, your part is to totally oversee all of 

our further security, and military operations, 

here on Earth.  This will include ACI, as well as 

all our assets, plus the organizations that will be 

set up by the others in this room.  Obviously you 

will coordinate with Kimonu Huro of the 

Household.” 

Goren turned his attention to Mepat, his old 

friend, and leader of the Boguard.  “Mepat, in 

you I will trust the economic control of ACI, and 
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its subsidiaries.  Your tasks will be many, but 

right now you will need to ensure that there are 

no legal areas where the enemy can attack us.  

Under no account are we to leave ourselves 

open to an attack over finances, especially 

taxes.  Cover every country we‟re in, and be 

very thorough, and look for accountancy 

infiltration and sabotage.” 

Goren looked back to all.  “You‟ll find that 

the funds you need for your operations are 

available.  Should you require Boguard expertise 

for any reason, clear that through Letone.  Apart 

from those troopers already cleared for 

terrestrial duty, no others are permitted on the 

planet at this stage. 

“Our plan ultimately is to free Earth, have it 

become part of the Federation Alliance.  That 

won‟t happen, while this planet is a war 

mongering risk to outside eyes.” 

Goren looked around, and after a brief flurry 

of questions and answers, left the room. 

The interview with Judy Jones went as 

planned.  Goren not only proved his existence to 

the world, but also sowed the seeds of 

expansion.  He gave great visions of ACI 

entering space, entering the media, and helping 

the world.  He told her that three more rocket 
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bases were being planned.  The result was that 

all eyes were on South Australia.  Many dubbed 

the exercise as visionary folly.  They said 

business had no place in space.  That was the 

select domain of the benevolent government 

scientist, who wished only knowledge and 

freedom.  No, there was no room for the hungry 

capitalist.  Goren's drive into space was doomed 

to fail. 

Of course there were no other rocket sites 

in mind, however, the enemy did not know this.  

The enemy grabbed the bait, and exposed itself 

after this announcement.  All attacks were 

collected from the media, and analyzed.  

Statistically data was being collated, and 

evaluated. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

THE  LAUNCH 

 

 

Felice was in the drawing room of the residence, 

Home.  She continued to outline her plan to 

Goren.  "Firstly, We‟ll research the terrestrial 

leaders of movements from the past.  I‟ll find 

out what is expected of them, from this planet.  

We‟ll also survey people to find out what they 

hope for.  The population will have some very 

strong expectations in life, and we need to know 

what they are. 

"From this information, We‟ll be able to 

present you in a way people want.  I believe we 

need smaller venues to test these concepts, and 

once the crowds grow in size, We‟ll lease larger 

venues.  I‟ll collect all the historical data on 

spiritual leaders, and their impact on relevant 

societies.  Secondly, I will then research popular 

beliefs, and any forgotten truths that may have 

been pushed aside over the millenniums." 

Goren thought as he paced the room.  "Can 

this be done in three weeks?   The research?" 
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Felice thought for a moment and answered.  

"I don‟t know.  I have been allocated six 

Boguard for the initial task.  There is a lot of 

data to wade through.  The research material is 

still in book format.  It is slow.  I expect there 

will be differences between what we find on this 

planet, and to what we know about it elsewhere, 

so, we need to be thorough." 

 

Ω 

 

Arlon was responsible for the meetings 

between ACI and the invisible men, as he called 

them, who purported to run the planet.  He was 

to step up his meetings and get the data to 

Navia. 

Arlon was also negotiating to hire a PR firm 

that would map out television coverage of Goren 

Torren, plus he was meeting political party 

representatives, in order to sow seeds. 

 

Ω 

 

Mepat had installed his Boguard into all the 

key financial positions within ACI, and its 

subsidiaries.  The finance divisions were doing 

well and the attacks in this area were dwindling. 
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Ω 

 

Letone had all new Boguard down on the 

planet, within three weeks.  He undertook extra 

building projects that would extend Home 

accommodation.  He also negotiated the 

purchase of three adjoining properties for twice 

their market value.  Eventually, these too, would 

become the home of the Boguard.  Plans were 

likewise being drawn up, for state-of-the-art 

terrestrial security systems. 

 

Ω 

 

Goren and his entourage met Judy Jones at 

the departure lounge of the Los Angeles 

International Airport.  The ACI airline was taxiing 

to departure gate sixty-three.  Boguard 

surrounded Goren. 

Judy held out the microphone while her 

cameraman filmed.  "What is the announcement 

that is hailing from your PR division, Mister 

Torren?" 

They were walking briskly and Goren looked 

at her.  "Aeroitek last night bought Pan Pacific 

Airlines.  We are now the owners of fifty-two 
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percent of the stock, making our entry into the 

mass people-mover business complete.  That; 

with our purchase last month of Indiana Air, 

makes us now the world‟s fourth largest airline 

conglomerate." 

Judy returned to her camera crew as Goren 

and his troop disappeared into the customs area.  

She removed the video cartridge and gave it to 

her cameraman; sending him scurrying back to 

the office, while she raced after Goren. 

Half an hour later they were over the Pacific 

Ocean.  In twenty hours they would be in 

Sydney.  Judy stared out the window.  She did 

not understand why she had been selected by 

this man to cover his rise, and further rise, in 

the world.  He was not like other tycoons.  

Perhaps that was because he was the first real 

tycoon to emerge in the world for the past two 

decades.  He seemed a good guy, not anything 

like the image she was made to portray of him.  

That still worried her.  She caught him watching 

her as she was thinking about him.  She stared 

outside at the clouds below. 

Goren smiled at the thoughts emanating 

from her.  Her cameraman was different.  He 

was after any angle to take Goren down.  His 
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thoughts were confused and jumbled.  Mentally, 

the man was a mess. 

Goren decided to leave her thoughts.  He 

leaned back; closed his eyes. 

An hour had passed when Letone and three 

Boguard left their seats for the rear luggage 

compartments.  The airliner began to lower 

gracefully over the ocean.  Little Betsie drifted 

out from the lower hold bay doors.  In moments 

the Rangercraft rose behind the lumbering plane 

and shot up to eighty thousand feet. 

 

Ω 

 

"Target on screen,” reported the navigator 

of the Rangercraft. 

Letone looked to the right screen.  An 

armed satellite placed over South Australia was 

coming into view.  The scanners showed the 

satellite's weaponry had zeroed in on the launch 

facilities of ACI. 

"We are in position now, sir." 

Letone kept an eye on the screen.  The first 

of three satellites was only a kilometer away. 

"Ready to depart,” came another call. 

"Depart,” ordered Letone. 
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Two Boguard had been ready, suited up, 

waiting for the word.  They exited from the 

holding bay into the great void of space.  

Through their clear-faced canopies, they 

watched each other as they drifted. 

On the side of their visor they saw the 

broadcast image of Letone.  Likewise, Letone 

had several images of those outside.  Little 

Betsie had constructed a hologram of the 

satellite.  Its functions and methods of control 

would soon be known. 

Slowly, the Boguard grappled with the 

satellite.  They were propelled by compressed 

nitrogen cartridges, strapped to the arms.  Over 

the next ten minutes they realigned the 

satellite‟s armaments and placed transceivers 

aboard, to detect any further instructions from 

Earth. 

A Hymondian destroyer took up a larger 

orbit of three hundred K‟s out.  It locked its 

lasers and particle guns onto the satellites in 

case anything should go wrong.  There would be 

no threat to the launch.  The three satellites 

were now aiming at each other.  If someone in 

the American military decided that the ACI 

launch be destroyed; it would instead result in 

the destruction of their own hardware. 
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The Boguard returned to Little Betsie and 

waited for any word from below.  Twenty-five 

hours after Letone and the Rangercraft had left 

the ACI jumbo, he received Goren's call.  

"Systems are clear here.  Thirty seconds and 

counting down...." 

All images of the launch were being sent to 

Little Betsie and the fleet.  Adams‟ face appeared 

from the cockpit on camera.  Due to excessive 

media coverage it had become impractical to 

send up a vacant cabin; someone had to be 

aboard.  Adams was recalled from Jilta, as 

Johnson wanted no one less. 

Adams checked the instruments, sat back 

and let the last seconds pass by.  He gripped the 

sides of his seat, as the cabin began to shake.  

Soon, his whole body was shaking.  Looking to 

the monitors, he saw the ground move and then 

gradually slide away.  Soon the shaking rumble 

had turned into a high-pitched resonation.  A 

moment later, the craft was tearing through the 

sky.  The forces on Adams' body were pulling his 

flesh down, pinning his limbs to the contours of 

his seat.  The clouds flashed past.  He 

experienced the release of the second stage and 

felt exhilarated.  He exited the atmosphere. 
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Ω 

 

 

The launch in South Australia 

 

Judy watched from the underground 

bunker, as the flames exploded out from the 

rocket at the ground level.  The white vapor 

blew out a hundred meters, in all directions.  

Slowly, the rocket separated from the ground.  
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Judy put her hand to her mouth as the monster 

rose higher into the sky.  The first stage 

separated in an explosive mass of flames and 

vapor.  The space disasters of the past were 

ever present in her mind.  The room was electric 

with excitement.  The rocket and its occupant 

safely continued its accelerated ascent. 

Letone watched as the rocket first appeared 

as a dot on his central screen.  He looked to the 

right screen and noticed a new image, and then 

another.  They were more images of the capsule 

and the distant destroyer. 

As the capsule approached, a warning came 

through from the destroyer. 

Letone looked up.  "What is it Commander?" 

"There are two more armed satellites 

repositioning themselves.  They are Russian.” 

"Got them Commander.  Do you have them 

covered?” asked Letone. 

"Yes; Little Betsie.  Give the word and we 

shall remove them from their orbit." 

"Too upsetting for terrestrials, Commander.  

Our presence here will be tolerated only if we 

don‟t attract too much adverse attention.  Do we 

have time to dismantle?” 

"You have twenty-four minutes until they 

arrive in the vicinity of the capsule.” 
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"Adams?" 

"He will reach your zone in thirty-one 

minutes." 

Letone looked at the screens.  "Then We‟ll 

have to defuse them." 

Little Betsie began to move to a new 

position to intercept the incoming satellites.  The 

two Boguard suited up again and soon were 

drifting out into space.  The first of them was 

nearing the closest satellite. 

Letone watched on the screens as the 

computerized hologram of the satellite's 

internals rotated.  While the images were 

sharpened on screen, a red light flashed and 

then the whole screen turned red.  Letone 

watched in horror!  He knew in an instant what 

had happened.  His mind was searing with agony 

from the Boguard outside; scrambling his 

thoughts.  The screen showed his body 

convulsing under a high voltage electric arc that 

was still shooting out from the satellite.  Letone 

looked at the body.  It was now limp; the 

thoughts of pain vanished from his mind.  A 

Boguard was dead. 

Letone looked at the screens.  The other 

Boguard was returning. 
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Letone what happened I felt great pain.  

It was Goren. 

Lorde, Boguard dead from satellite trap. 

Destroy all satellites within two hundred 

Ks of the rendezvous point.  Take no further 

risks. 

"Commander,” Letone called to the 

destroyer. 

"What happened down there?" 

"Booby trapped satellites.  Destroy the 

satellites I‟m now marking on your screens." 

"Will do, Little Betsie." 

Instantly, both satellites were covered in a 

pale red light.  Slowly, they began to glow under 

the heat of the destroyer's lasers.  Ten seconds 

passed and their remains glowed red hot. 

The commander‟s face came back onto the 

screen.  Those, and all the other satellites were 

now non-operational.  Their internal workings 

had been welded inoperable. 

Letone now watched for the approach of 

Adams.  As the craft closed, Letone's grieving 

thoughts returned to his friend, who had just 

died.  He would have to wait until the end of the 

mission, before they could retrieve his charred 

body. 
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Adams' capsule was approaching the 

rendezvous point.  The original American armed 

satellites were still in location.   

Watching all screens Letone pressed the 

switch that discharged the new satellite that 

Adams was supposed to repair and regenerate. 

The contract was for the satellite to be 

repaired and refurbished.  There would however, 

be no repairs; merely the exchange of a new 

satellite for the old. 

The satellite had traveled for no more than 

ten seconds when Letone flinched as another 

warning light came on.  The three American 

satellites exploded in space.  Letone viewed the 

exploding cylinders, as the American satellites 

became space dust. 
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Refurbishing satellites 

 

The screens showed Adams grappling the 

ACI satellite, securing it to his craft, and 

readying it for the so-called repairs.  Faking the 

repairs took nine hours.  The new satellite was 

placed in its orbit, and Adams returned on his 

journey back to Earth under the watchful eyes of 

the Federation Alliance destroyer. 

None in the Federation Alliance knew that 

the Kremlin and the Pentagon had just gone 

onto a condition red, war alert. 
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Adams over Earth 

 

As the small ACI capsule raced on its 

downward path another fifteen satellites had 

their internal workings overheated, and seized 

up. 

 

Ω 

 

Goren watched the parachute open over the 

Simpson Desert.  The capsule would be touching 

down in three minutes.  He turned from the 

screen, to Judy.  "So; you have seen a perfect 

operation.  We have just refurbished a satellite 

at a third of the cost of a conventional launch.  

In addition to that, the fact that we now own 
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half of all defunct satellites; it makes us the 

largest user and owner of communications 

systems in the sky.  For this reason we have 

introduced another corporation.  It is called Satel 

Industries.  With our reduced costs, We‟ll be the 

largest holder of satellites up there in less than 

three years.  Report that in your coverage." 

Judy did report it. 

 

Ω 

 

As the nerves of the officials in the USA and 

Russian war department cooled, Goren was 

aware that someone knew he was non-

terrestrial, but he did not know who that was.  It 

would still take time, to flush them out. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

MAGI  AND  MAGI 

 

 

Goren had been locked in a meeting with Felice 

for an hour.  He sat back in the leather chair of 

his study, and viewed her recommendations.  

Felice sat opposite with seven folders of loose 

notes and photographs. 

She opened the first file again and sorted 

through some of its contents.  "This is a 

fascinating planet Goren, and its movements 

have a colorful history.  As you would expect 

there is an obvious relationship between what 

we are looking for and religion.  The current 

society is a porridge of two main schools of 

thought, with a sprinkling of subsidiaries, 

offshoots, and lesser beliefs.”  Felice put two 

books on the table. 

She continued.  "Those two schools of 

thought are what can be termed as revealed 

religions, and natural religions.  The revealed 

religion is where a founder explains to others 

what they need to do for spiritual betterment; 

this being revealed through the founder from a 

divine source.  This would include Judaism, 
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Christianity and Islam.  It would likely include 

Zoroasterism, and some of the earlier pagan 

religions.  The natural religion, on the other 

hand, is where the individual members find the 

answers they seek themselves.  Their 

betterment has usually come from meditation, 

self-reflection and so on.  Natural religions would 

include Hinduism and Buddhism, plus some 

others, such as Taoism.  There are also some 

which mix of the two.” 

“Which is the most powerful, and how did 

they get that way?” asked Goren. 

"They seem to follow the same sequence as 

our galactic religions.  Times are usually tough.  

They have stories that foretell a leader is 

coming.  A leader is born.  He liberates in a time 

of repression; teaches right from wrong in a 

time of moral decline.  He is held in high esteem.  

He dies and a religion is born with ordinary 

people to take his place." 

Goren sat tapping his finger on a book.  

"So; what is it that made this messiah so great 

and his religion so strong?" 

"His supporters were convinced that he had 

divine powers.  Like many galactic religions 

these religions relied heavily on mysticism and 
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experiences that only members of the following 

could experience.”  Felice replied. 

"And the teachings themselves?” asked 

Goren. 

"They are good.  They are as true now as 

then.  Arguably, there may be better teachings 

in later religions, but this one still remains as the 

religion with the greatest mystical and divine 

content, and it has shaped Earth's society." 

"Tell me: how did it become so great?" 

"It is all here in the report.  The orthodox 

story, and its real history, are not necessarily on 

the same path." 

Goren ordered two hot kalo drinks.  

"Explain,” he said. 

"Well, there are two versions of what 

occurred two thousand years ago.  The first 

regards him as a teacher of divine words, while 

the second portrays him as a rebel against an 

oppressive militaristic regime.  The second 

account states that he had brothers who rebelled 

with him. 

"His followers today claim that he died on a 

cross at the hands of his persecutors, while 

another account shows evidence that he fled 

with his wife Magdalene and son.  A third version 
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says that he lived out his life in the Hindu Kush 

in Pakistan. 

Goren sat back watching Felice, and tapped 

the table, indicating a thought, and a possible 

idea in the making.  Briefly he pondered over the 

data.  "Neither story really degrades the other.  

What is expected of such a founder today?" 

Felice shrugged and looked up from her 

papers.  "I have been here only a short time, but 

the folklore is centered on the book of Yeshau's 

exploits.  In the past the old Judaic religion 

needed a super human messiah: one that was 

divine." 

Goren nodded slowly.  "Perhaps a mortal 

messiah wouldn‟t fill their needs." 

"I doubt that a mortal messiah would suffice 

today,” added Felice. 

Goren rose and stood looking out of the 

window to see a new gardener tending the far 

rose bed.  Goren so liked those flowers; their 

scent and colors were so rich and subtly pure.  

He turned to face Felice.  "Will we face much 

opposition from this religion?" 

Felice bit her lip.  "From what I have found, 

if any ruling religion is challenged, there will be a 

lot of trouble; including bloodshed." 

"The reason being?" 
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Felice looked at Goren squarely.  "Through 

the past millennia, millions upon millions have 

died in the name of these religions.  Any threat 

to them would be defended by any means 

available.  Your life would be at great risk.  You 

will be seen as a threat to those who died 

before, in the name of their religion." 

Goren thought for a moment and gazed out 

the window again; the gardener was now 

trimming the far hedge.  "It won‟t be just me at 

risk, but those around me as well." 

"Yes.  You must protect them too." 

"Religion: does it have a chance if 

presented by a worthy leader?" 

"It would, Goren.  Earth's inhabitants lead a 

life of little adventure and scant hope for much 

more.  If they knew of the Federation, there 

might be a resistance to a messiah, but I 

suspect that they are more than ready.  Many 

times, the scriptures of the Christian religions 

refer to what is supernatural, and those affected 

by psychology call it the paranormal.  You and I 

simply call it natural." 

"Your main opponents will be the 

proponents of materialism.  They appear to be 

able to subvert religion. 
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"Yes; I have seen the tenets of materialism 

at work in the seven years I have been here,” 

said Goren solemnly.  The gardener was now 

beginning to move his tools to the garden shed.  

The day was getting along, and shadows began 

to draw over the lawn from the house.  "There is 

much subtle worship of finance and the 

justification of its worship; which will be difficult 

to break.” 

Felice laughed.  "If a magi can give his 

people a purpose, then he will find his job easy.  

I believe it won‟t be hard to find such a purpose 

for Sequetus 3.  They don‟t even know the 

Federation exists; all you will have to do is lead 

their minds away from their insignificant lives, to 

believe in something greater." 

"You mean, the Federation?” asked Goren.  

The gardener had gone now. 

"Not just the Federation, not the Pleiades or 

the abilities you have regained; I mean give 

them the task of finding out why you are here.  

Goren, you are the Magi, and your task is to 

teach.  Earth is your starting point.  After we‟ve 

finished here, the Federation and the Galaxy are 

waiting for you." 

Felice joined him by the window.  She gazed 

with him, watching, as the grounds were now 
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completely covered in shadow.  Yes, how much 

Earth reminded them both of their home planets.  

They shared their thoughts as the clouds 

scudded away to the horizon. 

Goren looked at the fence six hundred feet 

away and wondered about the fortress that he 

was building, for the events to come.  He drew 

the curtains wide and opened out the double 

windows. 

The air outside had an edge of chill, that 

brought back fond memories of the southern 

regions of Jilta.  Goren breathed deep and stared 

out to the well-tended garden.  Would he have 

sufficient protection here?   Would the Boguard 

be able to keep out whoever was plotting against 

him?   He knew that he was on someone's list, of 

people to be removed, but whose?   Goren 

watched as two young birds outside flittered 

from one branch to another. 

Felice was standing beside him.  "Thinking 

of times past?" 

Goren glanced sideways before staring out 

again.  Yes, he had been deliberately keeping his 

thoughts to himself.  "Past and future, Felice.  I 

wonder what will happen to this planet, if we 

fail." 
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Felice looked to the darkening clouds as 

they rolled over the horizon.  "The alternative is 

for Intervention, but I don‟t think the planet is 

ready for it." 

Goren accepted that, but wondered what he 

was looking for; what had happened to Lorde 

Hymondy?   Had those behind the Warp Drive 

Bank taken him?   Was the Warp Drive Bank in 

control, here too? 

Felice stepped in front of Goren's desk and 

said, "I have an outline of what could flush out 

our enemy.”  She unfolded a large sheet of 

paper, exposing a map.  "I have initially 

organized six rallies for you to speak at.  From a 

series of surveys that we took, in the cities of 

the proposed rallies, I‟m convinced people would 

be interested to make the effort to see you.  To 

date, the mystery and the success that 

surrounds you, has created an interest amongst 

a certain strata of the population.  To that 

interest, We‟ll market and advertise.  It seems 

that it is the mystery that has people fascinated 

in you." 

Goren let out half a laugh.  "Well, I hope 

that at least their mystery appetites will be 

satiated.  You will have security in place, with 

Letone?" 
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"Of course; I‟ll provide you with a folder-of-

operations as they become firm commitments.”  

Felice passed Goren a list of places and dates. 

Goren nodded while studying the list.  "I 

wonder when the enemy will strike its hardest 

blow?” he said, and handed it back. 

Goren turned away to be alone with his 

thoughts.  Felice understood and left. 

Goren looked at the past, at the Battle for 

Sequetus 3.  He also brought up the memories 

of Anqi, Orbat, Mathew and Jenny.  There were 

good times too, in the memories of Goren 

Torren. 

Goren looked at the sky.  It was almost 

black now.  The first stars were out, and a new 

moon had begun to shine over Home. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

THE  MAGI 

1997 January 

 

 

Goren‟s introduction to the general public was 

three weeks after Felice's briefing.  The meeting 

was in a city hall, with seating for three 

hundred.  Advertisements had been placed in 

three local papers.  Felice's survey got good 

results, and they had marketed correctly.  There 

was only standing room at the rear when Goren 

walked on stage.  Three hundred pairs of hands 

conservatively applauded.  Admission was free.  

The lure was hearing one of the world's 

wealthiest men speak.  As Felice suspected, 

people saw Goren as a success, and wondered if 

they could emulate him. 

Goren received a pleasant welcome by the 

curious audience.  He opened his talk by 

introducing himself as a philosopher and 

businessman.  He asked if any would be 

interested in his philosophy on wealth.  The 

audience responded with delighted affirmation.  
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As Goren looked out over the anxious faces, he 

realized that he liked them. 

The talk was one with Goren speaking about 

the grey areas of right and wrong, the lack of 

complete rightness or wrongness - but the 

infinite shades of grey therein. 

He spoke on the rightness of money, its 

wrongness and the variable degrees between, 

which exist in every financial decision. 

Goren explained that there were some who 

believed that there was no right or wrong.  The 

audience laughed.  There was right by degrees 

and wrong by degrees and anyone that 

disagreed with him was wrong by several 

degrees. 

After the hour had passed, Goren thanked 

the audience for their time.  Mepat stepped onto 

the stage and announced the date and venue of 

the next talk, to be held in a month‟s time.  The 

audience dispersed. 

The next rally was equally successful as 

were the following three meetings.  The third 

meeting attracted over fifteen hundred people, 

many of whom had to be turned away, due to 

lack of space in the venue, 

Finally, Goren was billed at the Rocks 

Football Stadium.  There was seating for ten 
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thousand.  The first full page advertisements 

went into the daily papers.  Television ran 

announcements on prime time and no expense 

was spared on the radio. 

"Mercurial Business Wizard Goren Torren 

can do the same for you as he has done for your 

money.  Be on time to hear him speak.”  At the 

bottom of the advertisement, was a telephone 

number for those wishing to take advantage of 

the courtesy ride to and from the event. 

The advertisements started an active 

controversial campaign by the media, which only 

aided Goren‟s cause. 

By that night, over 53,000 people had 

called to confirm attendance.  Mepat had made 

arrangements with cab and private bus 

companies.  People were notified that there 

would also be large screens outside the grounds, 

with excellent views.  Free food and drink would 

be available at the close.  The Boguard would be 

stretched for the evening, and over a thousand 

private security personnel had been hired from 

interstate, to cover the needs of the event. 

 

Ω 
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That night, as the sun set below the 

horizon, the floodlights burst out from The 

Rocks, supplementing the darkening blue 

horizon. 

 

 

The Crest of Goren Torren  

hung from overhead poles. 
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When night finally fell, searchlights began to 

blaze and scan the skies.  The night was clear, 

as a remnant of the warm afternoon retarded 

the oncoming evening chill. 

The Boguard milled around, instructing the 

security guards on the evening's schedule.  By 

six thirty the first of the audience was arriving. 

Within twenty minutes, the seats in the 

ground had taken a capacity crowd and were 

beginning to spill outside.  Soon, even the 

outside space swelled with people.  Most of the 

parking areas were full and there appeared to be 

little room for stragglers. 

 

Ω 

 

Goren stayed in Home, pacing and glancing 

at the television.  Two of the local TV stations 

had agreed to cover the event. 

Felice stood behind him, watching, arms 

folded.  She wore a cotton turquoise jumpsuit, 

highlighting her golden hair.  She looked exotic.  

"They are reporting over seventy thousand out 

there, Goren.  This is truly the time of the Magi.  

People are demanding you." 

"Yes, but is it really me, or a contrived 

occurrence, merely to suit an end?” 
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Felice put a hand on his shoulder, 

sympathetically, "You may be nothing but an 

independent, Goren, but tonight, you are about 

to have a great impact on the world out there.  

Let history judge whether you are to be 

Independent or Magi.  Come, Goren, people are 

waiting.  Your helicopter is here." 

Goren took one last glance at the screen, 

and followed her from the room. 

In the center of The Rocks was a white dais.  

Cameras and television crews buzzed about, as 

white streaks of light crisscrossed the dark sky.  

Excitement emanated from the spectators.  

Some were talking of religion, others of financial 

philosophy.  The crowd was getting more 

anxious with waiting. 

The Boguard had formed a ring around the 

dais, as well as searching the crowd for 

weapons.  The Boguard mentally scanned all 

who entered the gates.  Those with criminal 

intent obviously stood out to them.  By seven 

thirty-eight, many weapons had been 

confiscated.  Some had knives, some had guns, 

and others just had their evil thoughts. 

Inside the grounds, the Boguard were alert 

for the psychic whispers emanating from the 

crowd. 
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There was a hysterical cry from the crowd 

and then utter silence.  All eyes went aloft as 

one search beam and then another caught the 

silver turbo-copter as it began to descend. 

Goren looked down from the bubble 

window.  Below, were the blinding lights, and 

between them the thousands who had been 

promised a glimpse of this amazing man.  The 

lights on the top of the stadium were sweeping 

the crowd.  The sea of people and their faces 

were drawn to him, and only him.  Goren could 

feel them, their thoughts.  They felt good and 

exciting.  Goren took a deep breath and looked 

to Felice by his side.  Is this what he was 

destined for? 

Felice leaned over and put her hands on his.  

She saw the nervous apprehension in his eyes. 

Goren tightened his hands around hers.  "It 

isn‟t bad,” he said, "I can feel their minds tingle 

that some hope is coming." 

They were seconds from touchdown and the 

thunderous engines deafened the audience.  The 

„copter graced the landing pad, its blades 

whipping the air and dust into the crowd.  The 

crowd held its breath, as the cacophony from the 

machine began to subside. 
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Goren stepped out in a black business shock 

suit.  At the rear, a woman fainted, followed by 

others.  A general feeling of hysteria and 

expectancy swept through the audience.  Some 

began to yell out; it‟s him.  Some brandished 

bibles, but for many it was simply a matter of 

being swept up in an exhilarating euphoric 

sensation. 

Goren stepped up to the dais followed by 

Felice, then Mepat and finally Letone.  There was 

suddenly an unearthly silence. 

Goren stepped to the microphone, raised 

both hands high into the air.  "Welcome people!” 

he called out, as he scanned the stadium. 

The Boguard applauded their lorde, along 

with the remainder of the stadium.  The 

applause grew in volume until it thundered into 

the hillside beyond.  Cameras flashed and 

whirred.  Crews recorded Goren and his 

entourage, in what was beginning to appear as 

an unprecedented modern spiritual experience. 

Goren lowered his hands to silence the 

crowd.  "Thank you!” he boomed through the 

microphone.  "Many of you are wondering why 

you are here.  Some of you already know.  

Others are curious as to what you can learn from 

me.  All that will be answered tonight." 
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Goren stared out to the crowd that was 

watching intently, waiting for each word to leave 

his lips.  "Today I want to talk about you.  Some 

of you have heard me before, so this won‟t be a 

new subject.  I want you to ask yourselves, what 

can you do?   I mean, why are you here?   Or 

more importantly, what can you do for all of us 

here? 

"Let me tell you now, you are the reason for 

your being here, and you are why everything 

happens to you, be it good or bad.  Only you are 

responsible for your tomorrow.  Your 

government, your boss, your wife, your 

husband, or your neighbor doesn‟t make 

tomorrow.  It is you who chose to be at your 

job.  It was your decision to ask that fine person 

you are with to marry you.  It was your vote and 

participation that elected or permitted the 

government to take office.  It was your decision 

to act this way.  You are the why, not any other 

person." 

Goren looked around at the staring faces 

and his voice boomed out over the crowd, "So, 

who wants to be free?   Everyone does, is the 

answer.  Yes, there are people who appear to 

want to enslave us, and if they do then it is us, 

we, the people here tonight, who are the reason, 
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not any others.  If we, who are here tonight, 

have become slaves to others, then it is our duty 

to correct this and take what action is required 

to alter that course of history. 

"What am I talking about?   It isn‟t a 

revolution, let me reassure you.  What is needed 

is for you to speak out.  This is a democracy.  

Make it work.  Write, talk or shout, for if this 

democracy begins to serve those who prefer to 

see a man in chains, then it is us who know 

better...." 

Goren continued for an hour.  There was no 

sound from the audience.  They listened as 

though their existence depended on it. 

After a ten second pause, after he had 

finished speaking, Goren called out to the crowd, 

"Are there questions?" 

Goren pointed to a faint voice arising from a 

young woman.  The microphone reached her.  

"Are you a prophet?   Some say you are only a 

manipulative business man." 

Goren looked down to her and nodded, "I 

have no prophecy.  I‟m indeed a businessman.  

Whatever you decide to call me, be certain that 

you are judging from your own experience.  

Don‟t rely upon the bias of others.  Make your 

own decisions, based on what you know." 
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The woman nodded, and Goren directed his 

attention to a figure only twenty deep from the 

front.  Goren all of a sudden received a psychic 

jerk.  He was startled and looked to the man.  

He could barely see him.  His mind, it was 

clouded, like layers of voices shouting, like no 

single voice could be heard.  Goren almost 

squinted trying to pierce into the man's psyche. 

The microphone finally arrived and suddenly 

the face of the man looked up and stared at 

Goren.  The man‟s face went red and the 

muscles in his cheeks clenched.  As though, 

without any volition, he burst out the angry 

words, "Die Messiah!”  Without any warning, the 

man withdrew a gun from his coat and aimed it 

squarely at Goren. 

The shot echoed throughout the stadium.  

Some camera crews were on Goren while other 

cameras had the man in their sights.  The 

camera crews filming Goren were absolutely 

stunned.  Goren appeared to have plucked the 

bullet from the air and was now examining it in 

front of him. 

Soon the psychic gasps and whimpers from 

the crowd brought Goren's attention from 

looking at the bullet, to searching for the man.  

He had already vanished, into the crowd. 



67 | P a g e  
 

Find him, went Goren's orders to his 

Boguard, who were already on the trail.  Goren 

took another second to locate the man.  Three 

Boguard were arm lengths behind him.  The 

man's mind was in a state of sheer panic.  He 

was still holding the gun. 

Stop! 

The man froze at Goren's mental command.  

The Boguard had him.  They took the gun and 

the man ceased to struggle and slumped into the 

Boguards' arms.  Slowly, they began to push a 

path through the crowd, as they carted the man 

to Goren.  Goren could feel the hostility to the 

shooter.  All the past lives of hate, his many 

earlier lives of fear and violence were showing 

themselves now.  The crowd was angry.  Goren 

could feel the tension building.  Soon, the 

Boguard had the man before him.  The crowd 

had cleared a circle free.  Goren looked at his 

Boguard.  Leave him. 

The man stood up; and less sure without his 

gun, motionlessly he stared at the ground.  He 

now had nowhere to hide.  Goren looked down, 

still clutching the bullet that was meant to kill 

him. 
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Look up.  The man‟s head jerked up.  He 

gazed into Goren's eyes. 

Why? demanded Goren, in a single sharp 

thought.  Images began to flood from the man's 

mind; images at first, that the man did not 

understand.  Firstly images from lives lived long 

ago; then of life present.  In answer to the 

question, flashing pictures ran through his mind.  

Tears began to run down his face.  He was sorry, 

he did not know.  He did not know why.  The 

man looked to the ground and fell to his knees 

and bowed his head.  He did not know, he did 

not know why, but now he knew who Goren 

Torren was. 

Assassin, look up.  The man stared up into 

those knowing eyes.  Goren understood.  The 

man knew too, now, and wanted to weep. 

Yes.  I’m who I am.  Help me.  I need 

you, thought Goren. 

The man couldn‟t control his emotions 

further.  "Please, help me too.  Please!" 

Goren looked back to the crowd, who were 

waiting, and watching him.  "We‟ll meet again,” 

he said to the man.  He called out loudly to the 

crowd, "Do what is right.  Good night." 
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With that, Goren waved both hands in the 

air.  The turbo-copter whirred to life and Goren 

and his entourage briskly ran to the open doors.  

Goren felt a gentle psychic probe, trying to catch 

his attention. 

Messiah.  You are the messiah? 

Goren located the source.  It was a young 

girl, standing up in the far top rows. 

Goren smiled, then nodding his head to her.  

I’m who I am. 

The surprised girl let out a small gasp as 

the message entered her mind.  She knew.  She 

held her little book to her chest and watched as 

Goren and the others soared upwards, amidst 

the blaze of spotlights.  There goes the messiah 

and he knew her, and she alone knew who he 

was. 

The crowd began to disperse, and shortly 

there was only the cleaning detail and a handful 

of Boguard remaining.  The assassin looked 

around as a Boguard passed by.  "What do I 

do?” the assassin asked. 

The Boguard answered.  "Go and tell your 

friends about our Lorde, and if you are given a 

message, obey it.  Be ready when he calls you!”  

The Boguard turned and walked to the gate. 
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The assassin looked around at the empty 

stadium.  He was surprised to not be under 

guard; but thankful.  Not thankful to be free 

from the authorities but thankful to be free of 

the fogginess of mind that had plagued him, 

from as early as he could remember.  Somehow 

the hate he had felt was gone.  His life was not 

full of love, however.  He just felt normal, and 

that was good.  What was the message that he 

should give of his experience?   Should he go to 

the press?   He knew what had happened, but no 

one else would believe him.  The media would 

ridicule him.  What should he do?   He left, 

wondering how he could tell this amazing story, 

which no one would believe. 

 

Ω 

 

The next day, Goren, Felice, Navia and 

Mepat were viewing the night‟s events on the 

news.  Most reports and papers had centered on 

the sensational photographs and video, showing 

Goren holding the bullet in the air with a 

bemused look of wonder on his face.  Slow 

motion had showed the bullet closing on him, 

until his hand plucked the bullet from the air.  As 

the bullet came in closer the bullet slowed down.  
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The expression on Goren's face was intense for 

that split second.  The phenomena was shown at 

multiple speeds and then examined from many 

angles, with all the results being the same.  All 

TV stations showed the phenomena of the event, 

and the miracle that accompanied it.  The story 

had made international headlines and was big. 

Very little was said about the content of 

Goren's message.  On the late news there was a 

call for a total debunking of the charade, which 

had the whole of the west coast of the U.S. 

under his spell.  Investigations were called for: 

before somebody really got hurt. 

By the early morning news, the announcers 

had uncovered unnamed sources that claimed to 

be whistleblowers; explaining the whole event 

was rigged with wires and mirrors. 

By the second morning the headlines of the 

paper read "Magician or Messiah?”  On page 

three it had a report about mass hypnosis and 

the gullibility of the mass mind. 

As the days went by, the debate grew.  

Eyewitnesses were called to the media and were 

subsequently slowly ridiculed; over what they 

couldn‟t prove.  Experts were found, who said 

that the experience was only a commercial ploy, 

to fatten Goren's banking interests.  They 
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claimed that Torren was an evil man, who had to 

be closely watched before he took control of all 

of the minds of America. 

One newscaster claimed that he could 

identify the laboratory which had developed the 

technology for an electromagnetic bullet; that 

was controlled by the suit Goren was wearing.  

Another source claimed that the magnetic 

traction technology had been stolen from NASA. 

 

Ω 

 

Eight days after the event, Felice entered 

Goren's study.  Goren looked up from the latest 

reports in the weekly reviews that he‟d been 

reading.  Editorials appeared to be getting 

worse.  Goren tried to look cheerful. 

Felice felt the emptiness emanating from 

him.  She composed herself.  "Goren, this is 

fantastic!” she burst out. 

"Yes?”  Goren enquired, rather slowly. 

Felice couldn‟t suppress her excitement 

regarding the news she had just received.  "The 

Mayor of New York City called.  He wants you in 

Central Park, Manhattan.  He said that he 

listened to your speech from start to finish and 

wants you to speak to the people of New York.  



73 | P a g e  
 

He will guarantee you a crowd of one and a half 

million!  He also has spoken to the Networks and 

can guarantee you a live, uninterrupted viewing 

audience of forty-eight million.  In addition to 

that he says you can add another half a billion 

for overseas franchised viewers after the event.” 

Felice could see that Goren's spirits were 

lifting rapidly.  "He says the city will pay for all 

the expenses, and that they he will sell the 

viewing rights to the networks in order to cover 

all the costs of staging, security, advertising, 

travel and accommodation." 

"It sounds interesting.  Does he have a 

motive?   The invitation flies in the face of the 

media coverage; which seems to imply that I‟m 

far worse than the assassin." 

"Yes,” Felice added.  "He said that since 

your speech, the crime rate in Los Angeles has 

dropped twenty-three percent, and over the 

whole of the United States a thirteen percent 

reduction has occurred.  He wants to book you 

for two weeks from now." 

The days went fast after that.  Over two 

million people were expected to attend.  Screens 

were being set up in the streets; blocks away 

from the venue, to anticipate the overload.  One 

of the greatest shows on Earth was about to 
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begin.  Support mounted, with the media 

networks1 announcing direct satellite link-ups to 

forty-three countries.  The live audience was 

now estimated to be beyond one billion. 

Still, the debate continued over the 

attempted assassination, and the content of 

Goren's speech was now being examined. 

 

Ω 

 

A pyramid of scaffolding was erected in the 

gardens; it protruded above the treetops.  One 

hundred and fifty super-tall mobile screens had 

been set up; many were pulled in from other 

cities.  People were arriving from far away 

American capitals, as well as from overseas. 

It was time to depart for the venue.  The 

silver „copter was waiting on the roof of Goren's 

hotel.  Minutes later, Goren and his entourage 

                                                      
1
 HISTORICAL NOTE: Media: Media on Sequetus 3 was 

centrally run by media moguls at this time.  The television 
stations, the newspapers and magazines, and radio, were all 
interlinked.  Sequetus 3 was developing a computerized 
network called the internet, but by 1997 this was not media 
oriented.  It was developing as a mass of opinions, only, run 
by small interested persons.  There was no social internet 
media; computers were in their infancy.  This time period 
was when print and broadcast media was at its peak and 
concentrated in a very few hands.  Searfinders New World 
Index.  pp.  1954-58. 
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were flying over the gardens, seen by the crowd 

in the spotlights. 

The temperature was mild for late winter.  

In the searchlights that scanned the crowd, 

Goren could see all kinds of people, some in 

colored robes, some meditating, and others 

playing guitars.  The sea of people stretched well 

out of the gardens, for a mile in every direction, 

into the outer streets.  The surrounding office 

buildings had faces at the windows and cars 

were still converging on the city.  The „copter 

lowered, until it came to rest within a cordon of 

Boguard. 

In a moment, Goren was atop the pyramid 

surrounded by his loyal four.  He reached for the 

microphone, and looked out to the sea of faces 

that stretched for as far as he could see.  It was 

time. 

"Hello!" 

The crowd seemed to quiet a little. 

"I said hello!” called Goren, with a lot more 

gusto.  Without a thought the crowd replied 

"Hello." 

"Thank you.”  Goren could see they were 

attentive.  "Now, before I start, do we have any 

police in the crowd?”  A few hands went into the 
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air.  "Thank you; that man with the green 

sweater has just stolen this man's wallet." 

Stop. 

The pickpocket froze, and a policeman 

intercepted him. 

"Alright, I want everybody to try to spot a 

pickpocket.  I can see a few already; now hang 

onto your belongings, and if you see your 

neighbor being robbed, don‟t be afraid to tell 

him, so that you can both prevent the escape of 

the criminal.  It is good to help other people.” 

Goren pointed out over the crowd.  "That 

man there just stole a bag, and that one over 

here is making off with another wallet.”  The 

crowd was quick to pounce.  Goren looked 

around; he could feel the pride of the people 

around him.  They could have in this place, what 

they would never have before; crowd control 

over crime. 

Goren looked up to the far rooftops and 

leaned back from the microphone and whispered 

to Mepat quietly.  "Up there, two snipers are on 

the roof, setting-up weapons.  Have six Boguard 

get there fast and secure the roof, then get 

another twenty Boguard roving, and I‟ll guide 

them to thieves, who seem to think they can‟t be 
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touched by what is happening here.  Let the 

Boguard know that those on the roof are hired 

mercenaries, and not frenzied killers.  They will 

kill any who approach them.  They also have a 

controller in the crowd, in radio contact with 

them.  When I give the signal, have him picked 

up and held for Boguard interrogation." 

Mepat nodded and started looking at his 

men in the crowd.  They understood the 

messages and went about their tasks. 

Goren glanced around and saw his assassin 

from three weeks prior, now below.  Goren 

nodded. 

The man called up.  "My Lorde, I‟m here!" 

Thank you for coming. 

The man jumped with fright as Goren‟s 

thought was so clearly heard in his mind. 

"Thank you for that, John.  It has not been 

an easy life for you, but now it is changing for 

the better.”  Goren looked out. 

"Now, who here wishes to strive for 

perfection?”  The Boguard had apprehended 

those on the roof.  Goren gave the signal for the 

two Boguard next to the man with the radio, to 

move.  That man was seized and cuffed in 

seconds.  No warning.  Goren continued.  "If you 
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don‟t strive for perfection, then you will never 

attain it.  Don‟t worry about not achieving 

perfection, just keep striving for it.  The nearer 

you get to it, the easier it is to get the rest of 

the way." 

Goren talked for another hour before he 

stopped.  He looked to Mepat, turned to the 

crowd and raised his arms.  “Do what is right!”  

He called.  "Be free!”  Quickly Goren descended 

the pyramid, followed by the others. 

Seconds later he was rising to the shrill of 

the silver machine.  He looked down on the faces 

that seemed to be begging for his return.  Soon, 

he was gone from them; into the cool starry 

night. 

 

 

Ψ 
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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. 
 

 
 

ψ 

 


