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CHAPTER 1

NEW HORIZONS
LATE 1069 BS

J

aron stepped out onto the balcony overlooking the
expansive subterranean cavern. He deeply breathed in
the cool air. It had been seven years since he and his

tutor, Letone, had been rescued off Sequetus 3.
His life was now spent in the catacomb of subterranean
caves of Yaltipia, the sister twin planet of Orbat of the
Pleiades. Yaltipia was the larger planet with a higher
specific gravity, one that the Pleiadians of Orbat found
difficult to tolerate, over long periods of time.
The Pleiadians on Orbat were an immigrant race settled
with the blessing of the Aaron, the native and stronger race
of the Pleiades. Over the millennia the Aaron had vanished
from the surface of the planets, to assume a self-bestowed
destiny of incognito control, over the galaxy. The Aaron left
the apparency of a nomadic few on the surface, which gave
the impression that the Aaron race had not been lost
completely. They continued to trade and perform duties for
what appeared to be the more technically advanced
Pleiadians of Orbat. The Aaron traveled through the galaxy,
unknown to the Pleiadians of Orbat, who saw their native
landlords as more, an enigma than an ally or a threat.
Often the Aaron was called upon to maintain the fields and
mine machinery for the Pleiadians, on Yaltipia.
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The Pleiadians, in fear of being persecuted and found
by an ancestral predator, had now long vanished in time,
from other parts of the galaxy, and were reclusive, to the
point of paranoia.
On the surface of Yaltipia, grew fields of meticulously
mechanically attended crops, for Pleiadian consumption.
Living below those crops was a race actively and
desperately mapping out the future of humankind, for a
galaxy.
Jaron stretched. Letone entered the room. He seemed
not to age. They both pulled up a seat, at the far table.
The room was plain, small, devoid of much furniture, and
seven levels below the ground surface. The walls were
bare, revealing only the hardened natural calcified rock.
Jaron opened a file and spread out its contents. He
looked up at the old man. “I understand that the Temples
have contracted the Malukans to construct a Warp Drive
Fleet. Are there any military craft included in the latest
order?”
Letone smiled. “No. They still have only the obsolete
traditional drive military craft, which they inherited when
they assumed governmental control of Jilta six years ago.
Most of the military craft are still stationed around Jilta or its
nearby systems. None have been moved to the outer
systems.”
“Hmm. Will the Jiltanians survive another year without
being forced to arm themselves?”
“Unlikely. I expect the Centorians will finally have the
numbers, this year.”
“We can’t intervene?”
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Letone looked away. “We have interfered too much
already. It is not the way of the Aaron to use the Boguard
to control the minds of their patrons, even if it is for their
own survival. We came close to corrupting our own selfdetermined proclamation for humankind, fifteen years ago
when you and I were salvaged from the Sequetus System.
That was a necessary exposure of the Aaron.”
“The mistakes made in manipulating the minds of the
nineteen Cordellos, after the last three Sortets can’t be
repeated.”
Jaron stood and looked out over the view. “Yes, I
understand. The plan and control of the galaxy is in a
delicate balance. One small push against the real desires of
mankind can whiplash backwards, with terrible force. What
we need is one more year, and then the Temples will have
the strength to survive a military attack by the Bank plus
the Palboan Federationists.”
Letone nodded and looked through the files on the
table.
Jaron was caught in reverie about Jilta, the great planet
that had been his home, many lifetimes ago, under the
guidance of Hymondy III. It was now the first Federation
planet, to come under the direct rule of the Temple.
Jilta now had a duly elected government, of both shortlifers and Federationists, alike. The majority of that
government belonged to the Temple. Jilta was the proof
that both short and long-lifers could cooperate and live in
harmony. Added to that, was that the economy and quality
of life on Jilta was continually improving. Once again, its
Academias were the most sought after, typifying the
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resurgence of knowledge, which was now so common on
Templar planets.
Ω

The head psycho-surgeon looked down at his patient.
He sighed. He had been recently highly commended, for his
work. To him, his work was an art, as beautiful as any that
he had seen in the city galleries.
The patient writhed, terror evident in his eyes. The
straps that held him down were firm. The psycho-surgeon
plunged the long needle, deep into the patient’s trembling
arm. He watched the man's eyes lose their fear, the eyelids
flutter, his eyes dilate and the body relax.
The psycho-surgeon smiled. This was the fifth military
commander this week, to need his services. He stared at
the body, which was still experiencing a slight spasm, every
twelve seconds. There was no feeling sorry for this man.
Like the others, he had to return to slay their enemies.
Still, he knew exactly what he was doing to the wretched
person, in front of him.
Secretly, the psycho-surgeon had studied the forbidden
recordings of Torren. They were outlawed to the lower
ranks of psycho-surgeons, but he had a friend who had
managed to get hold of the Recorded-Lectures of Sequetus,
while visiting one of the Outer-Worlds, on a raiding vessel.
The psycho-surgeon swallowed as he concentrated and
swung the man into the psychrat-chamber. He watched on
the screen, as the patient's eyes opened to the subliminal
commands.
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The psycho-surgeon thought of the time when he had
put his own wife and children in the chamber, when they
had been subject to the implanting of thoughts and ideas,
which were not really their own. Still, he knew that it was
done for the good of the Bank and the Federation, which
was now otherwise slowly losing its power. This was the
Warp Drive Bank’s last chance to regain their former great
authority, over the galaxy.
Macy was this psycho-surgeon's name. He swallowed
and fought the thought that what he was doing could be
wrong. He thought that it might help himself, if only he
could scream sometimes. Perhaps that could rid him, of the
haunting images of the people he had treated.
Macy pressed the image focus, which projected into the
rear of the patient's retina. He knew this image. It was the
same for many of the high commanders, a series of
sequential pictures, showing the patient’s own wife and
family being tortured, by Templars. One scene showed the
patient’s wife being raped, by a short-lifer. Accompanying
the video imagery was the subliminal sounds, and story of
the images. Whether the patient liked it or not, these
computer constructed pictures, would now form part of his
memory. This would now be his new reality. This would
now be the world which the patient knew. He too would
soon hate the short-lifers and the Templars. He wouldn’t
allow them even faint mercy in battle.
Macy watched, as the military commander in the
psychron chamber was injected with a very light
hallucinogen, which would make the memory seem more
solid, more lasting, and more real. Slowly, Macy turned up
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the voltage and the patient began to stiffen. His whole body
was being put through an electric field. The patient would
be feeling pain, and the pain was increased, to the median
level. The patient’s body, and mind needed to associate the
pain with the images. The body began to writhe again.
Slowly, Macy turned the power down. The image showed
the wife being beheaded. A sharp short jolt of electricity ran
through the commander’s chest. The images began to blur
and then fade away. The sound explained that this had
occurred while the commander was on his last mission. The
recording further said: “Totally forget his treatment by the
psycho-surgeons, who are good; the psycho-surgeons are
here to help the people of the Federation; the long-lived
Federationists must take revenge on the short-lifers, for
what they have done to the families and the galaxy of the
long-lifers.”
Macy tried to smile, as he removed the commander,
from the chamber. He wondered what really happened to
the man's wife. He supposed that she was in another
retreat getting a similar dose of the psychrat-chamber. It
seemed so unfair, that they would never see each other
again, but this was the way to salvage the Federation.
Macy tried to reassure himself that soon there would be
no need for the chamber, and that soon the Federation and
the Bank would be strong again, and that the galaxy could
live in peace.
Macy looked at the next patient. His eyes were also in
terror. Macy glanced at the record on the base of the
mobile bench. “You have seen action at Sequetus 3,” Macy
said, with high admiration. He bent down and stared at the

13 | P a g e

man. Another commander, but this time it was a fleet
commander.
Macy knew that the man couldn’t speak in reply. He
was far too sedated; but his eyes could communicate. “You
must have slipped up badly,” Macy said. He filled the
syringe and stared at the man. “What was it like, on
Sequetus 3? Was it a desert, as they say? Was it all but
destroyed by the short-lifers?”
Macy looked at the card. He then looked at his patient.
It seemed that the man knew something, which had to be
forgotten. His program plan said that he was to have no
memory about the past twenty years. In its place, he was
to have the memory of being a clerk for the Ministry for
Surgeons.
Macy put down the card. “If only you could talk. I
want to know so much, about the planet Earth. Is the ghost
of Torren still there?” He looked at the man's eyes, which
seemed to be pleading with him, to let him go. This man
obviously knew so much. “You saw what happened to the
commander before you, didn’t you?” Macy seemed to
perceive a slight quivering from the patient's eyes.
Macy swallowed and plunged the needle into the man's
arm. He watched the familiar fluttering of eyes. He did not
put him into the chamber this time, but placed him beside
the previous commander.
Immediately, a door behind opened and three orderlies
entered.
Macy smiled. “This one is ready for the recovery ward,
along with the others, over there. Transport them. I’ll be
up later, to see them.”
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Macy left. The fleet commander was never
programmed.
Two days later, Macy was reported dead, in an
accidental laboratory fire. Only a few charred remains of his
body were found, along with his metal pass-card.
Ω

Jaron's tunno-car was swiftly descending to the lower
shafts, dropping twenty-three levels, to emerge in a small
cavern, which only a handful of Aaron knew about.
Quickly, he strode to the central dais and stopped.
Letone and several other Boguard, were already there.
Slowly, the body of one of their brothers was being carried
from the dais to lie beside those, of his companions. Jaron
did not need to ask. They were all dead, seven Aaron, dead
before their time. They had died, unannounced and
accidentally.
Letone motioned Jaron to move, into the center of the
dais. Jaron had only ever been here, once before, and was
slightly familiar with the operations. It was from these
caverns, that the Aaron searched for higher life forms,
which they believed existed. They had reasoned, that all
sentient beings had the inbuilt belief, in a higher life form.
Some cultures worshipped and had assigned it, total
responsibility for their lives and all that happened, while
others simply believed only in its presence.
The Boguard were a race and culture, of the latter.
They believed that somewhere out there was a higher
infinite existence, something that had existed beyond man,
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and was possibly even still, evolving. It was possibly
greater, than all the human forms put together. It was in
these rooms that they searched for it. Letone stared at the
seats, which the seven had sat in. They were unmarked,
yet the bodies were burned, beyond recognition.
Letone thought to his young charge. There will be

no further search until the cause of this
misadventure is explained.
Jaron answered. I don’t understand.

Simple.

The Aaron is not only searching

this universe for a higher life form.

There

are other universes; universes without matter
and energy.

That is where these Aaron were

searching when they vanished.
Vanished?
Vanished.

Only the charred bodies remain.

There is no life presence here.

It is as if

all life was sucked from their bodies, and
their bodies then slowly combusted.

Even the

cellular life existence seems to have been
sucked away, in order to achieve this affect.
Our brothers are still some place however, but
far removed from here and now.
Jaron nodded and the pair left.
Ω

Mirak stood in front of the Warp Drive Bank Board of
Directors. The most senior psycho-surgeon on Palbo was
standing, in front of them.
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Mirak's face was red with anger. It seemed about to
explode.

Brandon Mirak of Palbo

Mirak screamed. “What do you mean that you lost
him? How can you lose a patient? Do you know what that
Fleet Commander knows? He knows every piece of our
military operation. He has begun to feel sympathy for the
enemy, and you want to treat him. All right! Instead of
demoting him, as would normally be the case, and shipping
him to who knows where, you convince me that he can be
programmed to forget and then become better, more useful,
and more hateful of the enemy than ever before. So what
do you total incompetents do? You lose him!”
Mirak drew for breath and began his torrent of abuse
again. “If you don’t have him in three days I’ll personally
begin dismantling your program! You know what I mean!”

17 | P a g e

Mirak felt a slight prick on his arm and looked down and
then at the psycho-surgeon. He couldn’t believe it. His
vision began to blur and his muscles began to tense. He
tried to scream but only gagged on his own breath. He felt
his legs begin to lose strength and give way. At the same
time the far door opened and three white-cloaked orderlies
entered. They grabbed Mirak and escorted him out of the
room.
The psycho-surgeon smiled at the Board of Directors
and said, “Don’t be concerned for Director Mirak. He only
needs rest. I understand that he has been overworked. We
will give him a check-up at the Noble Retreat, where we can
assess his health and he can recover in a peaceful
environment.”
The psycho-surgeon looked around at the Board of
Directors and smiled once again. He produced a scroll. “Of
course, for us to assist our leader, we will need fully signed
consent.” He passed around the paper to each of the Board
members. They in turn applied their seals of approval.
The psycho-surgeon thanked them, and strode out of
the room. He smiled to himself. The operation had been
simpler, than he had imagined. Each of the Board had
previously been conditioned and programmed, in earlier
times. The disappearance of the Fleet Commander from one
of their hospitals was a coup. Mirak really went insane
there, for a moment. His fit seemed so natural; there was
so much authenticity, in the final moments.
The psycho-surgeon exited the building and stepped
into the ground floater, awaiting him. It was he, who was
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the most powerful man in the galaxy, at this time. Now, it
was time to move into the next phase.
The psychron technician, who was listening to the
events in Brandon Mirak's office, nodded, as the whole
operation obviously went precisely as planned. All he had to
do now, was to speak a few words of peaceful condolence
and the Board Members would be satisfied that Brandon
Mirak was in capable hands.
The technician reached for one of his favorite speeches
and turned it on. Its subliminal message reached the Board
instantly and from the screens; the technician soon saw
them disperse, quietly and happily.

Ψ
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CHAPTER 2

ATARAN
Jaron stepped from the elevator car, onto the third level.
Here, he could see across to the second tier of the Aaron
Library. He turned; the gold embroidery of his flowing black
uniform sparkling as he strode down the granite floor,
towards the far shelves.
He looked about him. This library was the largest of all
the Aaron academic facilities. Jaron was in the city of
Ataran, which housed the Boulan, the ruling class of Aaron,
which predicted and controlled much of the future, of some
of the galactic civilizations. There were five hundred
Boulan, out of two million Aaron, of which ten percent were
in faraway parts of the galaxy serving as Boguard.
Jaron glanced down, towards the ends of the Great
Library. He had been admitted to the Boulan himself, only
just three years ago. This was evident as extra braid, on his
robe. He pulled his hood back.
Being Boulan, meant he had access to data on the
second tier, of the Great Library. It was here, that the
prediction and manipulation of broad galactic events took
place.
All Aaron could access the third tier of the library. It
was the intention, that all the information of the entire
known galaxy, would be stored here, eventually. From
here, events could be predicted and then to some degree,
controlled. The third tier was available via computer, while
it was the second tier that took up shelf space. There was
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no electronic access, to this level of data. Everything in it
was in hard copy, only.
Jaron looked down the rows and rows of shelves, which
stretched for hundreds of paces in both directions. He had
heard that if the third tier were in hard copy, then it would
have taken up half of the planet's surface. The only data
that Jaron was not permitted access to, was in the first tier.
This was reserved to only fifty Boulan. He had been told
that one day, he would be entitled to First Tier Library
rights.

Part of the Aaron second tier library

Jaron shook from his thoughts, and looked around.
There were approximately another seventy Boulan currently
in the second tier. His mission was to add to the library,
more of his memories of Earth. In the past twelve months,
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he had been compiling a seventh volume of his experiences,
on the small planet of his birth.
Jaron sat back in a wicker chair, pulled out a pen and
began to write down more memoirs, in the current volume.
Letone, Jaron knew, might need a lot more time before
all the knowledge he had regarding Earth, would be written
down. The rules of the Library were that no one left
Yaltipia, until their mission at the Library had been
completed.
Jaron leaned back. He had been at it, for seven hours
now. He rose from his desk and stretched, closed the folder
and walked over, to a nearby shelf. Moving a rolling ladder
into position, he stepped onto it, and filed away his notes
until the next morning.
Ω

The next day, he rose. The room he had been allocated
was small. Jaron was two hundred Ks, from his own
residence. Ataran was the heart and intelligence hub, of the
Aaron.
Jaron's home residence on Yaltipia was in the battle
ward of the city, named Banquast. There, Jaron trained and
learned the warfare ways, of the Aaron.
There were seven Aaron cities under Yaltipia, each
supporting a critical action and function, of the Aaron.
Jaron recalled when Letone took him to Econdar, the
city of education, where, for two years he received his initial
instruction, in the way of the Aaron.
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Jaron robed and walked to the library. He would finish
it today, meaning that he could finally leave Yaltipia, on an
external mission.
He sat down, at his now too familiar desk and became
engrossed in the reverie of his days, on Earth. He put the
pen aside finally and stared at the folder. At last; he had
finished. The work was now complete.
That afternoon, following a series of examinations,
Jaron was proclaimed as having completed his Library
mission. He was soon on the underground rail, to meet
Sheril, in the small energy city of Carvan.
Carvan was deep in the heart of the planet, Yaltipia.
The crust of the planet was a light silicate and easy to
tunnel through. The Aaron had taken advantage of the
meandering natural vents that permeated the planet, and
which took water, air or other gases from one part of the
planet, to another. The planet’s crust was a catacomb and
riddled with natural pathways. The Aaron had simply taken
what existed naturally. The Aaron used the minutest
number of pathways, within the planet. Should the
overhead Pleiadians wish to burrow down into the surface of
the planet, it was unlikely that they would ever discover the
Aaron.
As to the Pleiadians, they seldom remained long on the
surface of Yaltipia, as its specific gravity was slightly higher,
than that of the sister planet Orbat. Those who did stay on
the planet, usually could expect a shortened life span, due
to the extra burden placed on their hearts to pump through
the extra muscle bulk, which developed on Yaltipian
Pleiadians.
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Those Pleiadians, who did stay on Yaltipia, were
generally well-paid farmers, and occasionally miners, who
worked in shifts. Most of the work undertaken on the
planet's surface was by robot, or the nomadic surface
Aaron.
Ω

Jaron looked up from his seat in the rail carriage. The
signal flashed, to indicate his stop ahead. The carriage
slowed and finally halted. Jaron stepped out to see Sheril in
the distance. She waved enthusiastically, over the heads of
the small crowd.
An hour later, they shared time together, looking out at
a natural waterfall, which spilled into a large grotto. The
area was very popular with the Aaron, because of its
beauty.
Sheril looked at the water, as it cascaded out into
different channels before it ran down another tunnel, to be
blown by up-vents to the surface again. On the surface of
Yaltipia, storms could exceed two hundred Ks. This was
why farming occurred only in the temperate north, away
from the seas, of the south. In the far north, there was
almost no water, so there were many deserts, which
spanned tens of thousands of Ks, across the planet. The
Aaron had gathered, mainly under the surface of the storm
ravaged south; not below the ocean, but under the land,
away from the temperate farmlands, to the north.
Jaron smiled, at the illusion in the water pool. A fungi,
which thrived in the naturally damp caverns, supplied the
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light, to the underground caverns. The fungi grew all over
the rocks providing an eerie glow that haunted the whole
Aaron way of life. The water cascaded over varieties of the
fungi that shed light in the blue to green spectrum band.
With those colors, against the yellow to white glows in the
caverns proper, and the occasional red light fungi in the
drier areas, it made the grotto seem alive, with its variety of
reflections. As the water sprayed across the grotto, which
measured three hundred paces, dozens of rainbows rose
and fell, in response to the wafting moisture.
Jaron threw a pebble into a pool, which shone brightly
and radiated in blues and greens. The ripples set off new
rainbows overhead.
“So, when will you return?” asked Sheril.
Jaron shrugged. “I’m being sent to Jilta, the center of
the Temple movement, to establish our strengths and
weaknesses. I believe I could be sent from there, to
another planet, as needed.”
He held Sheril's hand and looked into her green sad
eyes. This had been the moment, which he had been
pushing away from his mind.
They had a six-year-old son, Yandra, who was now
being schooled at Econdar. He was a natural birth, and a
surprise to the Aaron, whose natural birth rate had dwindled
down to zero, as a result of the phosphoric fungi that lit and
provided warmth, to the caves. Their spores reduced
human fertility. To counter its effect the Aaron had built
embryonic nurseries, where genes were reproduced and
spliced, to make bodies for the future generations of Aaron
and Boguard.
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Once a pair of Boguard was ready to have a family an
embryo would be implanted within the womb and a
pregnancy could proceed. The pair, from which the genes
had been selected, would be acting as custodians for the
first six years, of the child’s life. After that time, the child
would be transferred to the sole care, of Aaron education.
After such child rearing it was normal for the contract
between the pair of parents, to be dissolved and each be
sent out on missions, to various parts of the galaxy.
Now, was such a time. There was no longer any
contractual bonding arrangement, between Sheril and Jaron.
“I shall miss you, Jaron,” she said. “I have grown used
to you, and I love you very much. Don’t come to harm.”
Jaron watched a tear roll down her face, as she looked
to the water. He knew that the galaxy was moving out of
Aaron control, once again. His was a short-lived body, and
it was possible that he may never return. He held her
trembling body, close to his. He recalled the times that they
had shared on Earth, and in the depths of Yaltipia.
She pushed him back, wiped her tears and smiled.
“Don’t be sad for me, Jaron. I know that you have a destiny
to fulfill out there, like no other has. Your time has come
again, now. We will have no contact soon.”
Jaron nodded. It was true. He watched, as a large
green and yellow glowing butterfly flittered past, in front of
them landing on a nearby wet piece of stone. Its wings
twitched nervously, backwards and forwards, as if watching
the pair, and feeling their pain.
Sheril smiled. “Hello Mister Lallow,” the Aaron name
for butterfly. “Do you have some news?”
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The insect's wings twitched backwards and forwards as
if in answer.
Sheril bent down and very gently lifted the insect up
onto her forefinger. It seemed at peace, there. She held it
up, in front of her face. Its wings were the size of her
hands and wavered slowly backwards. Its light seemed to
dim and its wings began to lose color. They were now
transparent, an omen of trust. The insect trusted the
couple, and felt good enough to stop emitting the light, that
would ward off predators. The green light was similar to
that, of the toxic fungi palma.
Jaron watched, as Sheril gently lifted the insect and
gracefully launched it into the air to fluttered over, to by the
pool.
Without warning, the light from the pool began to shift.
There was movement beneath the surface. Instantly, as the
lallow drifted over the water, a large set of jaws sprang from
the water, to snatch the insect.
Sheril gasped as the mouth somehow narrowly missed
its target.
Jaron watched the lallow, as it now returned to a corner
of the cave. Only Jaron's reflexes and mind strength had
prevented the eel, from catching the lallow. Such was the
normal way of life in the caves below Yaltipia.
“Thank you,” said Sheril. She had felt his mind push
aside the eel.
Jaron nodded. He held her by the hand, and said, “I
must go now. I have said farewells to our beautiful son,
Yandra. I’m departing in twelve hours....”
Sheril leant up and gently kissed him.
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Ω

Jaron was back on the cliffs of Banquast. Below him
was the largest known underground canyon, on the planet.
The opening stretched for eighteen Ks. The roofs of the
dwellings glistened, under the moist atmosphere, lit by the
phosphoric glow above. In the distance, he could see the
lights from the fibrerail as it transported Aaron from the
neighboring cities.
This moment, could well be the last time Jaron would
see Banquast. The cliffs of Banquast were what Boguard
longed most to see, when away, on their missions.
Jaron jumped back, into his floater. It rose off the
ground and glided down the slopes, to the city below.
A few hours later, Jaron was overlooking the bustle of
the city, from his balcony. Directly beneath, was a small
troop of cadets, on their way to the arena. Jaron wondered
what they would learn today. He recalled his own very first
training, at the hands of Letone, on Earth. He sighed at the
time, which had passed between then and now, the years
and the times of longing, to be back in the far outstretched
Amazon jungles. Certainly, he had the sophisticated life of
the Aaron, and the secrets of the universe had been partly
opened to him. Yes, he knew what life was, what power it
had.
Jaron had had his memory returned to him of his life,
as Goren Torren, but he was Jaron now, the jungle boy. He
did not feel like the larger than life Goren Torren, no matter
how much he explored the inner secrets of his mind and
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memories, of over a millennium ago. Too much time had
passed between then and now; too many mundane things
had happened. At first he had thought he would try to be
Goren Torren, but that was being someone else, and he
couldn’t live in the image of a previous self, as that was not
who he was now.
Jaron recalled his days on Jilta, as Goren, still. Would
Jilta PC be unchanged, or would it have altered beyond
imagination? It was now seeing its fourth administration,
since he had journeyed to salvage Earth, as Goren Torren,
all those centuries ago.
After Goren Torren left Jilta, the Royal administration
fell, and Lorde Hymondy III had fled the planet, with the
help of the Boguard. The next rulers were the Malukan
allied forces, for a short period, and then the planet
returned to the hands of the Federation Alliance, for a
decade. With the collapse of the alliance, the Federation
Warp Drive Bank administrators ruled the planet. However,
they too, fell, with the growth of the Temple movement and
the Torren memories. Hymondy had cared for Earth, during
the intervention centuries, and for a short time he returned
to Jilta, but after his passing Jilta again slipped into a
malaise of misadministration, from which the Temple
movement strength truly sprang.
Goren knew that the Temple movement had altered the
control, which the Bank had planned for the galaxy. As the
Temple movement grew, the power of the Bank diminished.
Much of what the Templars needed, was now produced on
Outer-Worlds, more cheaply and with less stringent
controls. The Bank had claimed that this new religious
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fervor would pass, but it had not. There was no abatement
in the growth of the new movement, as it seemed to spread
with the expansion, of the short-lived humankind. The Bank
had never seen exploration and development of the OuterWorlds as something that was needed for the old
Federation, as that would limit their own control. Now, the
short-lifers were spreading without their control to new
worlds, at a rate, which they even couldn’t record. The
Temple movement financed this new exploration, and it was
leaving the Bank behind. Soon, the Bank would be
powerless about this ever-growing single galactic religion.
Now, however, it seemed that something had changed
within the ordered structure of the Bank. Where it had
previously simply seen its demise, as a part of altering
galactic ways, the Bank seemed to be fighting back.
Something or someone, seemed to be changing the balance
of power, and the Temple movement also seemed to be
altering. The balance of power, within Temple movement
was no longer confined to that of the Earth colonies and the
short-lifers.
There were long-life Templar communities, as well.
Why should there not be? Had not Goren Torren been a
Federationist of the old school, standing for the old values of
the Royals? He was a long-lifer also.
Now, it seemed that the Templars were on a collision
course with the Bank, which was trying to gain support from
the long-life dominated planets, while at the same time arm
the Templars.
The Aaron, and thus the Boguard, who had been most
active, in the past decade, where trying to keep the
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Templars unarmed, irrespective of the scenarios on the
Outer Worlds. In the most part, the Outer-Worlds had been
permitted to possess their own defense systems, but they
seemed hopeless without an attack system, which could
preemptively seek out and destroy the pirates.
That was why Jaron was needed. It seemed that the
way to diffuse the situation, was to eradicate the pirates.
This would be Jaron's mission, to search out and remove the
pirates. Once this was done, it was anticipated that the
power of the Bank would begin to diminish again.
With no pirates, the Templars would have no reason to
arm. When the Federation long-lifers saw for themselves,
that the Templars were not arming, as was contrary to
claims by the Bank, on long-lifer planets, then the
movement to confront Templars and perhaps even plunge
the Santonia Galaxy into civil war, would diminish.
Jaron looked at the door. A knock alerted him, that it
was now time; to go. He grabbed his belongings and strode
out, to be greeted by two comrades, with whom he had
previously trained. The three marched, down the corridor.
Out on the street, they entered a waiting floater and moved
off, towards the departure port.

Ψ
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CHAPTER 3

JILTA

Jaron stepped from the floater and walked towards the
passageway, leading into the Aaron Man-o-War. He stood
and admired the craft. Only in the departure docks in
Yaltipia, could a Boguard Man-o-War be viewed, as it really
was, without the mind image benders, distorting that which
the viewer perceived.
Its polished mirror-like surface of its sleek hull reflected
the terminal lights. The craft was one hundred pacs long,
by thirty pacs wide and tall, with few protrusions.
Jaron stepped aboard. The interior was as polished and
smooth, as the exterior. There was only one main entrance.
He passed under an opening, measuring the full height of
the craft. Inside, were seven single seat strikers, any one
of which, could take on a small squadron of Federation Fleet
fighters and interceptors – and win.
Jaron glanced at his two comrades, as they walked into
the elevator. Both wore less braid, than he. Jaron stepped
from the elevator. The bridge was not very different to a
Federation destroyer, except there were no screens,
computer controls or any markings, on the walls. The room
resembled a circular lounge, more than a battle center.
Jaron sat down, in a large chair in the center of the
room. A female Boguard sat opposite, in olive-green garb.
The color indicated, along with the gold braid over her left
shoulder, that she was the Captain of the Expedition Fleet.
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Jaron wore black, as Leader of the Expedition Boguard. He
was the ground Commander. Both Leader Jaron and
Captain Brijet wore three gold stripes of equal rank over
their left shoulders.
The method of Expedition Command was simple. Both
captain and leader, would command equally and in
consensus. In flight the captain always assumed total
command while on planet, the leader had total command.
The two commands could never overlap during a time of
war. It was the captain who would decide; where to place
his ship and how, while it was the leader, who directed
where the ground battles were to be fought and when.
Captain Brijet nodded to Jaron. “The others will be in
soon. The ship is still being loaded.”
“Thank you,” replied Jaron, withholding the thoughts,
which flooded his mind. The captain was truly beautiful; she
had paler skin than he, with auburn hair and hazel eyes. On
Earth she would have passed for twenty-eight, but Jaron
judged her age to be likely around two hundred and ten.
The captain looked at the far wall, and it lit up, showing
the massing of the Boguard, inside the muster room. All
two hundred and eighty Boguard were present and
accounted for.
On the other side of the room, another image faded in,
showing the large entrance door closing and equipment
being fixed down, ready for flight.
An opening appeared in the far wall, and three other
officers in green stepped down, towards the sunken chairs.
As they sat, the center of the room with the chairs began to
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sink, with a dome rising up, from the floor center. Images
and words began to flash, on the dome.
Jaron knew that they would be leaving, in a few
seconds. He looked at an image of the outside cavern as it
began to grow dim. Slowly, the ship rose from its berth.
The outside rooftops and cavern light began to shimmer and
vanished, into a murky pale background. They were now in
warp-drive space. The estimated time of arrival on Jilta was
just under two standard weeks.
The speed of the Aaron craft was superior, to the
Federation. Where the Federation could only travel at
certain speeds above light, until they began to burst
through the warp drive shroud, the Aaron had no similar
trouble, with their ships. They could, if permitted, travel at
just under the speed of light squared. The only limiting
factor was the time needed to accelerate to that speed and
determining where one was, during the travel.
Jaron stood and nodded to the other commanders; his
Boguard awaited their first briefing, by their leader.
Ω

In the expected time, almost two weeks later, the
image on the far wall showed the static, returning to dark
solid form. Outside, were lights, lots of lights. Beyond the
brilliance, Jaron could discern the underground cavern. The
images showed that they had finally arrived and a
delegation of four rows of Boguard waited outside.
As Jaron stepped out from the ship, he gazed over the
great canyon that was a kilometer below Jilta P.C. He had
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never thought such a place could have existed, a thousand
years ago when he was the Independent of Lorde Hymondy
III.
The Boguard that had served the Royalty of Jilta
seemed as enigmatic, as the Royalty which they had served.
There had been rumors, of course, but nobody ever really
questioned the Royals. In all that time under the city, the
Boguard were trying to prevent civil war, while at the same
time, prevent the tyranny of the Warp Drive Bank from
strangling the culture, of the Federation.
Ω

Jaron was soon on the surface of Jilta P.C1. He had with
him, Captain Brijet and the pair of Boguard that had
accompanied Jaron, on his way to the Man-o-War in Yaltipia,
Leader Grugar and Leader Bilan, both one degree of lesser
rank, than Jaron.
Grugar was of medium height, dark hair and had a
rugged, swarthy face. He would lead the Boguard Fronts, a
group of Boguard that could advance into enemy territory to
bring about a quick collapse, in defensive command
communications systems. Bilan, on the other hand, was a
thinner, taller leader, from Boguard intelligence. His
position was to predict the enemy’s reactions; and plan and
coordinate attacks thereupon, accordingly.
The Boguard wore civilian clothes, while being escorted
around the city. Jaron couldn’t recall much of his life style
1

DEFINITION: Jilta P.C.: The capital city of the Planet Jilta, P.C.
meaning Planet Center. Population 1.75 million. Source: Searfinders
Index PP. 234-5 ◄Return
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of over a millennium ago, but there did seem a familiarity in
what he saw. He visited the Residence that had belonged to
him, as the Independent. He also visited the court of the
Temple and had an afternoon tour, of the Academia.

The New Temple on Torren Drive, Jilta PC

The tour guide was a Boguard, called Macrod Curr. He
pointed to the far structure. “That, my sirs, is the New
Temple. It was built two hundred years ago. It was the
first building, to be erected on the old estate, of the
Independent. It holds the Administration Houses, of the
Outer-Worlds. That is where most of the data about the
pirating of the Outer-Worlds, will be found.”
Bilan carefully looked over the grounds. “The outside is
under heavy surveillance. I can see twelve cameras, which
are observing us at this very moment. Also, I can sense a
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series of listening devices in the ground, as well as in the
air.”
Jaron nodded. “Obviously, that is why they built the
structure there. It is easily monitored, being in a relatively
open space.”
Brijet stared at the building. “I can see why it would be
impossible to tunnel into. How do you intend to get the
information?”
Macrod nodded and turned to the direction of the city
skyline, past the trees and the far tall stone fence. “The old
Imperial Royal Palace still has many administration centers.
We can access much of their data, from there.”
Bilan stared at the hazy impression of the old palace in
the distance, its domed copper roofs protruding proud, over
the rest of the old-city, proud on the natural hillock that it
was built upon. “I heard of the underground tunnels, which
were constructed by the Boguard throughout the old
palace.”
Macrod nodded. “Yes, up to a millennium ago the early
Boguard were heavily threading the city with tunnels and
escape routes. The new Templar movement is paranoid
about being penetrated by their enemies and has listening
devices, all through the city now. We had to stop all
tunneling over five years ago, when a deep excavation was
almost exposed, by the Templars.”
“We still retain control and influence over the palace,
though?” asked Brijet.
“Of course,” replied Macrod. “The Boguard have been
permitted into the old palace as a form of human
bodyguard, but we’re far from the trusted position of
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running the palace, as was the case, a millennium ago. We
were accepted back into the palace publically, only when the
Temple assumed control of the planet government,
democratically.”
The small band began to exit the Grounds of Torren
and walk down Torren Drive, to the business district. They
stopped two Ks from the palace, and entered a small fourstory building, fifteen hundred years old.
Macrod smiled at the two by the entrance as his group
waited for the elevator. The doors opened. A moment
later, they were in the basement. They walked over to a
blank wall, with barely enough light to see. The wall began
to shimmer and the group walked into, and through the wall
and vanished.
Jaron looked around the shimmering elevator car, as it
descended seventy pacs. Jaron had followed Macrod, as he
vanished, from inside the car. A second later, and the five
were standing in a small cavern. It was damp, with old
stale air.
Macrod turned to the commanders. “Sirs, we have had
to rely upon natural ventilation, down here. Anything
mechanical would attract the attention of the Templar
guards. Follow me, please.”
Macrod led them through a series of corridors and
passageways, until the openings and sizes became larger, to
resemble those on Yaltipia. They passed many Boguard,
dressed in their traditional black, and finally stood at the
entrance of a wide cavern with hundreds of people working
around advanced computer and holographic communications
systems.
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“This,” Macrod waved his hands, “is the center of our
base, on Jilta. We’re directly below the Royal Templar
Palace.”
“It was like this in the millennia before?” Jaron asked.
Macrod grinned, “Even larger then. Now, all we can do
is receive data from nearby transmissions. If we were to
use the amplifiers needed to detect transmissions from offplanet we would be detected. Still, this is a good base of
operations. The Templars have found some of our tunnels,
but they have been unable to locate about ninety-five
percent of them. As Boguard, we’re under suspicion, as
there are little records of the reign of the Royals. Still, we
have managed to convince the Templars that we’re needed,
as protection against assassins, and that the tunnels they
have found are the remnants of the forgotten Royal era.”
Jaron nodded and stared at the beauty, of the roof
cavern. It was covered with the luminous mosses and fungi
of Yaltipia, a part of the natural ventilation, of the canyon.
As well as light, the mosses and fungi were prolific
producers of oxygen. In Yaltipia they provided the great
ecosphere, below the planet’s surface.
Macrod led them to a small room. Inside, were another
three commanders. The head was a command leader. At
any one time there were fewer than five command leaders
across the galaxy. Command Leader Tinnel was one.
Jaron looked at the man, an old man. He would have
been the same age as Letone. Probably, he had been here,
in the time of the Royals, a millennium ago.
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Tinnel nodded at Jaron, as he sat. “So you’re Jaron.
You have an important mission. Do you recall much of what
you had experienced, and seen above ground?”
Jaron hesitated and then smiled. “No sir. I recall very
little, from that earlier life. Certainly, there are places that
seem familiar, but they have lost their meaning of what
happened over a millennium ago.”
Tinnel thought for a moment, and then turned to his
staff. A screen was brought into the room. Tinnel
continued, “This is the position of Jilta. Here are the sectors
of Siltonia and Centor, which now have the balance of power
in the Templar movement. They are very pro-military, and
intend to arm the Templars against obvious aggression –
the pirates. Here are the Outer-Worlds, predominately
inhabited by short-lifers. As the Temple movement spreads
across the galaxy, the Federationists too are migrating to
the Outer-Worlds.
“The Templar movement is financing all the exploration
and settling these new worlds, and for some reason piracy
seems to have become overwhelmingly prevalent. The
Templars are being hit and their worlds being destroyed.
Given that there seems to be an undercurrent of feeling,
that the pirates are short-lifers, not Federationists, and that
the Templars are doing the pirating themselves to justify
going military, then this option shouldn’t be discounted.
“Over here; we have Palbo, the heart of the Warp Drive
Bank. They have several planets and many allies. They are
currently negotiating to have the Templars buy militaryware, to help them to combat the pirates. It appears that
they will gain much, if there is civil war, within the galaxy.
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It is possible that they are the source of the piracy, but that
hasn’t been established. We have sent many patrols into
their area but they never return.
“Your mission, Jaron, is to find the whereabouts of the
pirates, who is controlling them, and get that data back to
us. You have two years. After that, the cruisers that the
Templars have commissioned will have been built and put
into action. Then, it will be a matter of time only, before
the galaxy explodes, into civil war. Are there any
questions?”
Jaron asked, “If there was civil war, which do you think
would win?”
Tinnel smiled, “The Warp Drive Bank. Half of the
population, of the entire galaxy could perish. The shortlifers outnumber the Federationists, but technology is on the
side of the old Federation. They have much more military
hardware and have been steadily armed by the Bank, over
the past five hundred years. The Federationists would outsurvive the short-lifers, but that balance is gradually
swinging to the center and it is that swing, which makes the
galaxy nervous.”
Brijet looked over, from examining the map. “Do we
not have any idea where the pirates are from
geographically?”
Tinnel shook his head. “None; it seems a mystery to
us, as well as the Templars. Since the control of the
Templar movement recently slipped from Jilta, a large
building was erected, on the Grounds of Torren. It is for the
Department of the Houses of Administration of the Temples.
Each planet, when it provides a Cordello, becomes a House
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in the Templar movement. As Jilta is no longer in absolute
control of the movement, the newcomers have insisted that
the Administrations Houses be no longer in the Imperial
Royal Palace. Jilta is still the theocratic center of the
movement, but the Administration Houses now have their
own autonomous buildings.” Tinnel looked at Jaron, to
ensure he understood.
“As it turns out, each House, which represents their
home planet – like an embassy - is responsible for its own
security and finance. Each of the Houses is very
competitive. To maintain their current standings, as
Houses, each House must grow, proportionally. This has led
to great expansion in recent times, in the searching and
exploring for Outer-Worlds.
“The actual settlement out there is not funded by the
Templar movement, but rather by the Houses of Torren.
This has in turn, led to minor squabbles over the discoveries
of uninhabited planets, and secrecy from one House, to the
other. It has been suggested, that the piracy is from one of
the Houses. This needs investigation. Also, it makes the
possibility of civil war between the Houses possible, should
they arm with offensive type weapons. If they do arm, they
may use their arms against each other.”
“So it seems, Command Leader,” said Jaron, as he
stood to view the galactic chart, a little closer, “We should
first establish what data the Templars themselves have on
the pirates. With the right data, we can evaluate whether
or not to infiltrate the planets, of the Warp Drive Bank.”
“Exactly,” responded Tinnel, “Your first move will be in
the Houses of Administration. We’re already convinced that
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the House of Jilta has no useful data, on the origin of the
pirates.”

Ψ
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SAMPLE
GLOSSARY, DEFINITIONS, HISTORICAL NOTES
AND BACKGROUND DATA
Editorial note: When the term Terrestrial appears beside a word or
term, or historical note, this indicates it is a terrestrial word from
Sequetus 3 – Earth – and the definition is a terrestrial definition, or
historical note. It isn’t a fictional term or definition.
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SAMPLE GLOSSARY
Aaron: Original name of the race on Yaltipia, otherwise known as Boguard
outside the Pleiades, and the Galaxy. On Yaltipia the original race was
called the Aaron. Technically anyone can evolve to become a Boguard
through their training programs and can join and become Boguard.
However, to be Aaron, one needs to be born on Yaltipia within the Aaron
race.
Aaron Library: An underground library of 17 levels, that measure about a
k wide in each direction. In Earth terms, it covers 17 square kilometers of
library floor space
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 by making their gardens a
paradise.
Acran: Pleiadian for Devout Coordinator of On Planet Operations. This
began in Sequetus 3. Acran Anderson was the first of many Acrans to follow.
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, further 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.
Afterburners: The effect of dumping fuel out through the exhaust system,
and igniting it within the system, the continual explosion of such
afterburning adds speed to the craft.
Aftersun: 1. When a ship has a permanent station orbiting a planet, the
period when the ship goes into the shadow of the planet is called aftersun.
2. It simulates night. 3. The shifts aboard Federation military craft are divided
into two per Standard Day. The first is called Foresun while the later Aftersun.
There is no night aboard military craft.
Agent: 1. Two levels below independent. Starting from the top is:
Independent, Junior Independent, Agent, and Agent Junior Grade.
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 enough suspicious
circumstances, to indicate that the flare(s) may not have been completely
natural. Over ninety percent died, during those sixty years. The planet was
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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.
Allied Council of Free Sectors: The name given to the first authority
controlling the new Federation Alliance. It was made up of the remnants of
the Federation after the Battle of Sequetus 3, and consisted of the military
heads of all the known sectors, including Farsen, which was restored. It
was the forerunner to The New Federation.
Alliance, Federation: An alternative name for the Federation after the
Battle of Sequetus 3.
Allied Council of Jilta: 1. After the atomic war on Jilta the planet set up a
temporary government called the Allied Council of Jilta. 2. After all the
Royals had left their Federation planets; the planets no longer had their
autocratic control. There were members of the Federation military, as well
as government, who tried to seize control of their own cities, countries and
continents. Some seized atomic weapons. In the Federation, wars were
starting to break out. On Jilta this culminated in an atomic war between
three factions. After three years, and with almost all of Jilta PC and its
sister cities completely wasted, the war ended. The government that took
over was named the Allied Council of Jilta. This shouldn’t have happened
and for several years after the Battle of Sequetus 3, Torren traveled to Jilta
trying to stop the wars and the fighting. He was unsuccessful, and it
continued to the almost total destruction of the former prosperous cities of
Jilta. As the other planets became embroiled in similar wars Torren found
he was just as ineffective, so he concentrated his efforts on Earth, and
hoped that when he found who was behind what was happening on Earth,
it would lead to the same solution for the rest of the Santonia Galaxy.
Allied Imperial Federation: The full term for Federation Alliance. Allied
Imperial Federation Forces. AIF, or AIFF, which all mean the same thing.
Alson: 1. A suburb in Jilta PC. 2. Alson, Academia, most prestigious
tertiary Academia in all of Jilta. It teaches most degree doctorate courses
and has forty five thousand students enrolled per year including full time,
part time and by correspondence.
Aneel, FAS Destroyer: The Aneel went through the portal with the
Expeditionary task force, in BS 10 and never returned, presumed
destroyed.
Anki: The teenage daughter of the master Templar of Jilta. Was
shipwrecked on Rambus and saved by settlers there. She attended
Academia Alson of Jilta. For former past lives of Anki see Anqi Storm and
Vicra Starn, both separate lives at different times, but the same person.
Amy: The teenage daughter of a family of settlers on Rambus. She used
to dream of finding out what was outside of Rambus. She became strong
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friends with Anki of Jilta. She was stranded off from Rambus after the
planet was raided by pirates, and they killed her family and friends. On
returning to her home planet and experiencing the death of all she loved,
and almost dying herself, she swore an oath that she was even the score.
Anqi Storm: 1. Malukan trooper, former resident of Sleebo. 2. Important
in saving Sequetus 3. Daughter of Nobus Mas and Reqel Subar of
Taronga PPC. Educated in biophysics in Anst Academia at Taronga,
joined the Malukan Guards shortly after graduation.

Aquel: A local length measure of stride from the planet Aqeliam
Arenic Alps, Jilta: On the continent of Algorico, the Alps run through the
center and are on the opposite side of the planet to Jilta PC.
Arlon, Doctrains:
Head of household staff of Residence of Jilta.
Employer Goren Torren. Has a degree in Business Management from
Academia Alson, Jilta. He moved with Goren Torren to Earth, and survived
the Battle of Sequetus 3. On Earth he headed the Home of Goren Torren.
He showed flair and became active with Boguard Letone in external affairs.
He vanished after the FBI assault on Home, along with other Household
Staff. Later he was found and did his part to bring about Intervention. After
intervention he became a national USA celebrity on terrestrial television,
made eleven movies, and married another member of his household. He
returned to Jilta three times but remained as a resident of Earth. He had
two long-life children. He died 498 BS a full supporter of the Temple
movement. He was deemed a Minor Temple of Sequetus 3. See the
definition of Temple.
Armsman: Federation for Master at Arms, MAA. His prime purpose is to
keep order on a ship.
Arrival Day: The day of arrival of the First Fleet and its pioneers, to a new
world, sponsored by the Templar movement, the anniversary of is
celebrated as the Arrival Day each year.
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Ataran: City of Ataran, which housed the Boulan, the ruling class of the
Aaron. Ataran had 110,000 people and was one of the oldest and biggest
Aaron cities in Yaltipia. It was hydro powered by the cross currents of
water flowing through the planet's crust. The city is at least 15 thousand
years old.
Automatic beam:
Simply means that weapons lock on target
automatically and are fired by computer programs. The advantage is that
they are not only accurate, but will continue well after the crew manning
them is dead or incapacitated.
Bacterol-bandages TM: Bandages with anti bacterial impregnated layers,
which bring about fast healing. Made by Medicol Corp Inc. Jilta.
Balgoss, Eroni: Base Commander of the Palboan outstation on Sleebo,
pirate station. Aged 234 when killed in the fight for Mount Drapper.
Baling: 1. The martial art of fighting with a two pac long thick stick made
from the dense wood of the Baling tree of the Nalpan province. 2. The
name of a tree from Nalpan province. Their folklore says that this tree was
intelligent and the chief god over Nalpan would come to think and get his
best ideas while sitting under a Baling tree. 3. It is said that a Baling stick
has a mind of its own and after meditating with the stick, the stick and the
fighter think as one, during a fight, in order to overcome a more powerful
enemy.
Bank: See The Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank. Home planet Palbo.
Banquast: A city of 60,000 on Yaltipia, made up of the warrior class of the
Aaron. There were twenty-three warrior cities of similar sizes. The city
occupies six interconnected canyons.
Battle Bar: 1. The saloon aboard a cruiser or destroyer where alcohol is
be served. 2. The name of the flight bar on the FSS Nebulus.
Battle of Sequetus 3. The: The Battle of Sequetus 3 is the official title for
the battle between the Hymondian and Malukan forces in the Sequetus
Series in 1990 local time.
Battlemaster: The Malukan equivalent of a marshal and commander of a
fleet or armada.
Battleroom: A temporary make shift war room, CIC – Combat Information
Center – inside the palace. It was 50 by 80 pacs, with seventy staff,
troopers or Boguard.
Battle of Six Worlds: The battle in which both Pleiades and Boguard
fought Centrecom, out in space, and in which Torren battled with
Centrecom.
Bauxite: A rock that is mined, and which when treated by a process, is
converted to aluminum.
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Bearing Harvest: A two week period on Sleebo, when it is close to the
sun and crops can be harvested. The whole of Sleebo get busy, harvesting
the year’s crops, during this one two week period.
Biobots: The surgical automated worms, which are used to inspect, stitch
and repair tissue, during an operation. Biobots generally are 10-4 pacs in
diameter.
Biotynes: The small insects bred and let loose onto a planet, that destroy
human and mammal life by the pirates. The Warp Drive Bank sponsored
the breeding and release of the insects themselves.
Blackheart: Pleiadian term, for meaning a person who lives against the
better good of the community and self. A law breaker, a breaker of moral
and ethical codes of behavior. One who creates turmoil, and one who does
more harm than good around him. See also Clean Heart.
Bloodwood, Jiltanian: A tree measuring up to 390 pacs tall, found in the
temperate regions of Jilta. Its wood is a rich red, dense and sought after for
making furniture on Jilta. Today the trees are numbered and protected.
Each tree is plotted on a map. They can live to seven thousand standard
years. There is an entire industry on Jilta dedicated to protecting these
trees. They are the source of much of early Jiltanian folk lore. Each tree
has resident within it hundreds and thousands of other species. Its aroma
is known to keep away parasites and plagues.
Bluster: See Microwave bluster.
Boguard: 1. Guard at the palace to protect of Lorde Hymondy III. 2.
Race of bodyguard for the protection of Lorde Hymondy III. Their inception
into the Federation region was about 550 standard years after Federation
conquest. Origin of race unknown. Life expectancy indefinite. Run along
military lines. Source of instruction: Lorde Hymondy III. They are known
to speak many languages, are trained in martial arts, physics. No
command links with IFFCo. Being a race the word Boguard is capitalized.

49 | P a g e

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
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