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CHAPTER 1 

 

THE  RAVAGES 

OF  WAR 

 

 

randon Mirak stood looking over a large wall 

screen of the galaxy.  The red covered his New 

Territories.  The black represented the worlds 

he had yet to conquer.  He mused as the red sections 

grew, to overtake the black. 

A rap on the door interrupted Mirak. 

“Enter!” 

The door swished open and an officer smartly 

marched in.  “My Leader Mirak, I have news from Base 

Commander Balgoss.” 

“Yes?”  Mirak turned away from his map to glance 

up at the guard. 

“The news is that they have captured the daughter 

of the Master Templar.  The message goes on to say 

that she will be delivered to you, as soon as she’s 

assessed by the psychrons at his base.” 

Mirak nodded and turned away, as a gesture of 

dismissal.  He wanted to enjoy that feeling, that inner 

glow of success.  The next step was to use this news, to 

place an emotional grip on his adversary in Jilta.  He 

would do it slowly, taunting the Master Templar at first, 

before sending him the image hologram of his daughter 

in captivity.  It was so good to be the victor. 

B 
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He looked from the window of his office.  He had 

changed his abode, on the suggestions of the 

psychrons, after their assessment of the typical rebel 

profile.  They found that the rebel was intelligent, 

highly motivated, and would die rather than be 

captured.  The rebel's devotion to the overthrow of 

Mirak, meant he could expect suicide squad attempts 

on his life.  Thus, Brandon Mirak accepted their advice 

and surrounded himself in a fortress, protected by 

guards that had been programmed and approved by 

the psychrons. 

He looked from the window of his fortress; he no 

longer saw the people moving about in the park below.  

He couldn’t see the traffic buzzing around, from the 

pickup terminals.  Now his only view, was of walls 

surrounding him, his protection.  He could see three 

guards standing on the perimeter wall and no doubt 

there would be many more beyond.  Mirak sighed; 

sometimes he wondered if he was a prisoner and not a 

ruler.  He guessed that was the sacrifice he had made, 

for greatness.  Palbo and the Federation would once 

again rule the galaxy, as superior specimens of the 

human race.  Brandon Mirak had no other purpose. 

 

Ω 

 

The short cold mid-winter day was drawing to a 

close.  Three generals stood at close attention.  The 

tallest general was attired in a black spartan uniform, 

dagger and laser hanging from his black wide belt.  He 
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stepped forward and pointed to the map of Palbo, the 

planet. 

“My Leader,” he said.  “The rebels seem to vanish 

into thin air and then appear in another part of the 

world.” 

Mirak’s face reddened, as he seemed to be trying 

to control his ferocious wild temper, which he had 

become known for.  He strolled over the hard baked 

terracotta floor, and stared the general with ice blue 

eyes. 

Mirak began to feel the growing heated rage, 

trying to burst from him.  Finally, he let out the tensely 

controlled words.  “My life and my regime are not safe.  

Either you find the rebels, or… else....”  He turned and 

walked away. 

The general had inherited the rank from his 

predecessor, who was hanged for non-dutiful acts of 

not fulfilling Mirak’s orders, to dismantle all rebel 

opposition.  The general left the room. 

Mirak drew the ornate window curtains.  He looked 

at the harsh yellow light on the black walking 

compound, and tall grey stone fence beyond.  He 

wondered whether he was really the master of the 

New-Age, or a victim of his own paranoia.  He shook his 

head.  Such thoughts were counterproductive to the 

aims and needs of the Federation.  Yet, he wondered if 

it was possible that his whole existence was nothing, 

but a manufactured dream.  How did he really know 

that he ruled over the Outer-Worlds?  How could he 

really know that he now ruled, unconditionally over a 
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third of the old Federation?  He could never get to see 

the limits of his New-Age.  He had to rely on the 

reports of persons, who he never knew. 

Strolling over to the banks of computer screens, he 

glanced at the reports that were flooding in, on the 

states of the various planets.  His ground forces were 

now in control of the last resisting movements, on four 

Outer-Worlds, and two defiant Federation sectors had 

capitulated, in just the last two days.  He sighed as he 

realized the data was three months old, at least.  News 

could only travel as fast, as warp drive craft could carry 

it. 

The lack of being in total control of all events 

simultaneously seemed to make him nervous.  Was he 

becoming paranoid, really? 

He looked at the screens, showing the most recent 

locations of the Templar forces.  It seems that they 

would soon disclose their strengths.  It mattered little.  

He knew about their secret separate Cordello fleets.  

The fact, that these fleets were now about to join made 

little difference.  Every moment he grew stronger, 

larger and his own forces unassailable.  Mirak smiled, 

as he realized his gamble to stall, which was accepted 

by the Templars, was their undoing.  Smugly, he 

moved to the next screens to read how his plans to 

destroy their fleets, without mercy, without survivors, 

was proceeding. 

Mirak had already gained the upper hand, and 

fighting from planet to planet had gained him many 

victories.  He was not interested in fighting great space 
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wars.  It was, who controlled the planets, controlled the 

galaxy.  With the advent of warp drive travel, the 

distance between planets was irrelevant.  It was 

planetary war, which was winning the galaxy.  He now 

had the forces and numbers, to overcome the 

remainder of the Templar controlled sectors.  The newly 

designed Templar frigates would have no impact.  

These latest ships of the Templars were known for their 

deadly accuracy and killing power, but they couldn’t 

fight a ground war, nor could they destroy planets.  

They were designed to kill cruisers and destroyers, and 

as long as those forces were not committed too long in 

one place, then that weapon of the Templars was 

impotent. 

Yet, it seemed that the real war was about to 

begin.  The Palboan fleet outnumbered the Templars, 

seven to two. 

Mirak stepped back.  He had full faith in his 

generals and turned to view the jewel of the galaxy, 

which had eluded him and his forebears.  On the other 

side of the room, was a tall hologram of the planet Jilta, 

revolving, in all its magnificent glory. 

Jilta was a sister planet to Palbo.  It was watered 

and culturally similar, but it had never been tamed into 

the fold of the Warp Drive Bank, as Palbo had.  When 

the Alliance fell over a millennium ago and the Royals 

had vanished from rule.  The Warp Drive Bank had 

taken control of their financial affairs, but the planet 

was individualized.  It seemed to refuse the role as 

second sister, to the greater planetary culture of Palbo. 
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Now, the destiny of Palbo would befall it, as ruler 

over Jilta.  Mirak smiled, as the holographic impression 

turned with glistening waters, under its sun.  Under 

Mirak’s New-Age, Jilta would be his second seat of 

power.  From there, he could rule the far side of the 

Federation, as Jilta now did with its Templar influence. 

Mirak felt the pounding within his head.  He 

wondered if he should call the psychrons.  He seemed 

terribly anxious. 

 

Ω 

 

The Master Templar had received word from the 

Outer-Worlds a week before, that his daughter and 

Amy had escaped captivity of the pirates on Sleebo.  

Three days ago he got a message from Leader Mirak, 

who said that he had his daughter captive, and would 

return her unharmed should he decide to submit the 

rule of Jilta, to the merciful reign of the Palbo military.  

The Master Templar had not acknowledged a reply, yet.  

It seems that the Leader of Palbo was not in control of 

all the data, yet.  Perhaps the Temple could exploit this 

flaw. 

 

Ω 

 

It was an emergency summit meeting of Cordellos, 

or what was left of them.  Many had vanished, as the 

Palboans plundered their planets.  There were thirteen 
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Cordellos at the meeting, with seven of those no longer 

having sectors to return to. 

The Master Templar stood at the head of the long 

dark timber grained table.  Their attention was fixed on 

him.  In times of emergency, he had broad sweeping 

powers, over the Cordellos.  The Master Templar 

couldn’t be disobeyed.  His decision was final, and not 

open for a debate.  No longer would democracy govern 

within the Temple.  With war, it would run as benign, 

theocratic military governance.  It was strength in 

leadership, which would bring the Temple through this 

crisis, not popularity.  This was the way of the Torren, 

as it was written. 

The Master Templar threw back his hand to 

indicate the screen behind.  His deep voice boomed 

about the room.  The tall arched stained windows 

showed little light as Jilta P.C.  entered its winter.  The 

great slender yellow lights that hung halfway down 

from the ceiling flooded the room with an amber hue. 

The screen showed the most recent state of the 

Temple Empire.  “This, fellow Templars, is all we have 

left.  We are, but a shadow of our former strength. 

“There are now only three sectors secure, and we 

have by no means the craft to protect them.” 

A Cordello rose, his golden hood drawn back, “My 

Lorde.  What could we defend?” 

The Master Templar turned to the screen and 

spoke sorrowfully, “We could defend Jilta.  That would 

mean forsaking all other Temples, to the barbarian 

Mirak.” 



17 | P a g e  
 

There was a hushed brief murmur around the 

room, until the Master Templar resumed.  “What we will 

do, is withdraw all military, to the bases at Jilta.  We 

can’t defend any other planet in the Jiltanian Sector, or 

any other sector without risk of losing Jilta.  Fellow 

Cordellos, we won’t risk Jilta. 

“The other planets and sectors will survive, under 

the lunatic Mirak’s reign, until Jilta regains ascendency.  

In the meantime, we must prepare a resistance on 

each of our former planets.  We must have the 

Palboans keep as much military presence on the other 

planets, as we can force them to.  He must over stretch 

his resources, as he reaches for Jilta.  Then, and only 

then, we may be able to strike a blow at our enemy 

and chase him as he withdraws back to Palbo. 

“What is needed is for all craft and military, to 

travel to Jilta.  There won’t be one craft left out there.  

With the use of our frigates, I doubt that Mirak could 

sustain a strong campaign on Jilta.  Should he attempt 

it, then we shall have the ground forces from the other 

planets here, to resist him.” 

The Master Templar looked around the room, at 

the dour faces.  There was naught else he could do. 

He continued.  “Jilta has had other invaders, 

before.  It won then, with the help of the Torren, and 

we will win out again!” 

The Cordello from Kalanon stood and threw back 

her hood.  Her voice was strong and distinctly feminine, 

in the male dominated room.  “My Lorde and fellow 

Cordellos, the Master Templar is correct, we must save 



18 | P a g e  
 

the Temple, or at least die, trying.  There is no purpose 

in throwing away defense forces that will be defeated.  

My own forces from Kalanon shall be leaving, as soon 

as I can get word.  I shall send that barbarian Mirak, 

word that my planet shall be undefended and left at his 

mercy, but the people of Kalanon shall really resist 

them.  My military forces, as small as they are, plus the 

forces of the provincial government of Kalanon, will 

soon be on their way the Jilta.  I shall return home to 

my planet to personally lead the resistance. 

“May the grace of the Torren be with you, my 

Lorde!”  She bowed extremely low, and then strode 

from the room.  All eyes followed her. 

 

Ω 

 

Mirak was pacing back and forth.  He had recently 

returned from a rest week, on the instruction of the 

psycho-surgeons.  He had resisted going, but they 

insisted.  Mirak wondered how they could so easily 

have persuaded him when the war was at its peak? 

The latest reports indicated, that the last of the 

Federation systems around Jilta were capitulating 

rapidly.  The end was in sight. 

As Mirak paced back and forth, he couldn’t find 

why he felt so ill at ease.  He should be elated.  The 

vermin of the galaxy was being exterminated and he 

was the conqueror, but the pleasure of conquest 

seemed to have eluded him, for the moment. 
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He recalled the pleasure he had felt in days gone 

by, when he ruled only the Warp Drive Bank.  Those 

were good days, when it was safe for him on his own 

planet.  He shuddered at the thought of people out 

there, Palboans, who wanted him dead.  They were the 

dreaded rebels who had already slain three of his top 

generals. 

He thought back again, to the days when the 

galaxy was run on commercial lines, not military.  

Suddenly, a pain shot through his head.  He fell to his 

knees.  It was the same pain as always.  Whenever he 

began to reminisce about his former life, with the Bank, 

as its Chairman, he fell victim to the pain. 

Mirak managed to haul himself up onto the large 

chair, by the window and sit, taking deep breaths.  Was 

this war about to take him as its next conquest?  He 

held his temples, as the pain cursed through his veins.  

He recalled how, when his wife had died, only years 

ago, of a blood clot in her brain; he had had all the 

directors of the hospital slain.  It was then, that his 

plans, for absolute military rule of Palbo, fell into place.  

Finally, the planet administrators that had imagined 

him as a threat to the Palboan sovereignty vanished. 

The pain went away, and with it came the thought 

that all would come to pass, and even the 

unpleasantness would be forgotten; for one day it 

would be recorded that Brandon Mirak saved the 

galaxy, from the vermin short-lifers. 

He stood and straightened.  Outside, it seemed 

that the bitter cold winds of winter were dying away.  
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Soon, there would be spring and with it the news of the 

New-Age1. 

Mirak seldom had visitors any more.  It seemed 

that they only upset him.  All his news was sent via 

viewscreens and via a few trusted aides.  Last month, 

there was even a failed assassination attempt on his 

life.  The assailant was caught before he had made it 

over the wall. 

Mirak’s hands had begun to tremble uncontrollably.  

He tried to hold them onto the chair, but couldn’t grab 

hold.  Like the war, Mirak knew this too would pass. 

 

Ω 

 

The Master Templar had moved his residence from 

the center palace of Jilta P.C., to Belevak, the military 

center for on-planet operations. 

Almost all operations centers were underground.  

He viewed the rows of viewscreens and computer 

banks, seeing the hundreds of craft surrounding the 

planet and the thousands of military stations, buried 

under its surface.  On the moons of the gas giants, of 

the system were attack craft, as well as defending 

stations, mid-way between Jilta and its solus. 

                                                           
1
 DEFINITION:  New Age:  On Palbo, three years before, it was declared that 

the reign of Mirak would usher in the New Age of Prosperity.  This became 
known as the New Age.  Ref:  Palbo Times 23/12/7896  ◄Return 
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The skies over Jilta filled with defense craft 

 

He looked at the screens and saw the variety of 

craft that had shipped in, from the other systems.  

There were hundreds of mining, and private craft, as 

well as government craft.  The results had surprised 

him.  New craft were arriving every hour. 

The response to strip their allied planets of 

anything military, and ship it to Jilta, was 

overwhelming.  At last, the Master Templar began to 

wonder, if there was a chance that they might beat the 

tyrant Mirak. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

TO  WAR 
 

 

The lead marshal and four other Palboan fleet marshals 

sat abreast, staring at the Jiltanian planetary system, 

watching from the fleet cruiser's bridge.  The data, 

from their scouting intelligence craft, was now 

beginning to be displayed. 

The lead marshal stepped over to the screens.  

Their own five fleets were shown on the lower part of 

the scene.  The solus of Jilta was in the center and the 

planet of Jilta lay in between. 

As the lead marshal circled the floor he spoke 

deliberating on each sentence.  “The enemy is well 

prepared.  We can see that he has taken great aims to 

set his crown planet Jilta, behind a screen of defenders.  

I’m surprised at the amount of defenders, but then, one 

could expect this to be a response from the other 

sectors, in light of their easy capitulation.” 

One of the other fleet marshals stood, “My Lead 

Marshal, it would seem from our reconnaissance, that 

the planet is surrounded by many sizable objects.” 

“Yes, this will mean that our campaign will have to 

be one of stealth.  We will need to be close in, carefully, 

and only at such speed if we’re certain that the enemy 

has no external forces deployed, on its outer 

unoccupied worlds.  I estimate this siege will be in the 

order of several months.  This won’t be a swift battle.” 

The other marshals agreed. 
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The lead marshal studied the screen as it displayed 

updated figures.  “Hmm, it also appears that our 

opponent has a wide variety of craft.  Some of which, 

are unknown to us.” 

The other marshal sat down.  “Well… I have heard 

that the destructive power of those frigates can cripple 

an unprepared cruiser.  Those civilian craft are an 

enigma and will need further investigation. 

“Their asteroids will be an obstacle.” 

The lead marshal turned to the other four, “The 

siege will start with their asteroids.  We will take time, 

and learn from the errors of the earlier large battle in 

space, the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Our opponents down 

there, will have learned about that battle backwards, 

and how and why it was won.  We have time to study 

those tactics too, and should this siege extend into 

years, then so be it necessary. 

“To start, our five fleets will position strategically 

around the Jilta solar system.  Generally, we won’t 

close in until we have checked on the whole system, 

thus ensuring that we can’t be attacked from outside. 

“Marshals; to your fleets now.” 

Moments later, the lead marshal watched the fleet 

marshals leave in their shuttles, followed two hours 

later by the dividing of the fleets to reposition 

themselves around the outer parts of the Jiltanian 

heliosphere. 

 

Ω 
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The Master Templar watched the images of the 

enemy, from his underground headquarters in Belevak. 

Thirteen generals and eight Templar marshals 

stood by his side.  This was the time, when the enemy 

finally revealed itself.  This could be a turning point. 

General Talbar asked, “Do you think he will expose 

his all at, the first sighting?” 

The Master Templar shrugged, “He may.  There is 

little advantage in him showing all.  He will have other 

reserves beyond our detection.  What percentage is 

here, now, will only be a guess, at this stage.  We will 

have to see what reports come in, over the next 

month.” 

The Jilta guard-marshal said slowly, “It would be 

unwise for our enemy to blunder into the system, when 

we have had so long to prepare.  He will spend time, 

scouring the outer parts of the system and then 

gradually move on.  He won’t be provoked, into a full 

scale early attack, but will respond to any test of his 

defenses.  He will stay on, and remain behind the 

asteroids, until he’s certain that they are rid of 

anything, which we might have put there.” 

One of the other marshals added, “The enemy will 

close in slowly, perhaps taking far longer, than we 

intend him to take.” 

“Then, we shall have to ensure that he does close 

in, at the time that we dictate, not on his schedule.  

That will be our battle, to ensure that he arrives on 

time.” 
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The Master Templar turned to his generals, “Are 

the ground forces in position?  Are we prepared?” 

The Home General stepped forward.  “Master, the 

home of Jilta is well protected.  If the enemy lands, he 

will find resistance, that will overwhelm him.” 

The Master Templar saw the screens, showing their 

relative strengths and readiness.  He was impressed 

and said to the guard general, “Should our marshals 

fail, and the enemy does get to touch Jiltanian soil, 

then we have to be certain that he will land, to fight a 

land battle.  He may decide to use a space barrage, if 

he thinks that superior forces will overcome him.  So, 

generals, keep your strengths well hidden until called.” 

The Master Templar looked towards all his loyal 

officers.  They were not all Templars, but they were 

sworn to uphold the honor and traditions of Jilta.  Some 

were Federationists and a few were long-lifers, but they 

knew that the Master Templar had supreme authority 

to govern, on Jilta.  All would obey him, as they would 

any other elected president, of their planet.  He was a 

short-lifer, but he had brought much culture, prosperity 

and fame to Jilta. 

The main concern of the planet, was the enemy 

atomics.  Would it use atomics on the surface of Jilta?  

The word was that he would not.  It was well known 

that Mirak knew, that even a beaten planet could obtain 

a small craft and use atomics in retaliation.  It couldn’t 

be put past Jilta, that if it failed to repel him, that it 

may retaliate with the use of atomic attacks on the 

central planet of Palbo. 
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The Temple movement had lost many planets, 

such as Siltonia and Centoria, whose Cordellos had 

vowed that if atomics were used on Jilta, or any of the 

Templar planets for that matter, then atomic suicide 

squads would in turn certainly be unleashed on Palbo 

C.C.  It was understood that Mirak had received this 

message and to date no atomics had been used by 

Mirak’s forces. 

 

Ω 

 

Brandon Mirak had just dismissed another three 

generals.  He was feeling elated at the news, that the 

five fleets had united outside the Jiltanian system.  The 

end of the Templars and the birth of the New-Age were 

drawing closer. 

Mirak fought to control his hands that seemed to 

want to hit the side of his body.  The psycho-surgeons 

had given him a narcosis cure, but the effects had worn 

thin.  Mirak stared at his arm, in amazement, as it 

struck his side again.  Perhaps he should have it 

strapped, or even removed, he wondered. 

His attention was caught by the latest data 

scrawling down the screens.  It showed that a large 

fleet had become stranded, in the warp drive mine net.  

Mirak strained to control his arm, as he knew that at 

any moment, two marshals would enter. 

 

Ω 
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GALACTIC RANKS OF THE MILITARY: 

These ranks are recognized throughout most of the galaxy. 

SPACE MILITARY COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF: 

This is the supreme commander of the military. 

GUARD MARSHAL (AKA DEFENSE MARSHAL): 

Commands in the defending role.  Commands the fleets in 

defense and is subject to the command from the commander-in-

chief. 

LEAD MARSHAL: 

Commands all fleets during an attack operation.  Is 

equivalent in rank to the Guard Marshal and is subject to the 

command of the commander-in-chief. 

FLEET MARSHAL: 

This is the Marshal who has command of a single fleet.  He’s 

either subject to the command of the Guard Marshal, the Lead 

Marshal, or the commander-in-chief. 

MARSHAL: 

The commander of a cruiser and its support of destroyers.  

May be subject to the direct command of any of the above.  

(Similarly this applies to frigates) 

SECOND MARSHAL: 

This is the commander of a cruiser only, has no control over 

the support craft unless the Marshal's command falters.  (Similarly 

this applies to frigates) 

COMMANDER: 

Is in command of destroyers, civilian craft of notable sizes.  

Can command a large squadron of interceptors. 

CAPTAIN: 

Is in command of an interceptor or fighter-group. 

CAPTAIN SECOND CLASS: 

Commands an interceptor or fighter. 

LEADER: 

Can command a fighter, serve on an interceptor, or 

command a troop of guards. 

GUARDSMAN FIRST CLASS: 
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Commands a troop of guardsmen aboard a military space 

vessel. 

GUARDSMAN: 

The common soldier of the military space machine. 

GROUND FORCES, EITHER IN ATTACK OR DEFENSE 

HOME GENERAL: 

Commands the defending forces on the ground of the entire 

planet.  Is subject to the command of the commander-in-chief 

only. 

LEAD GENERAL: 

Is the equivalent of the Home General but in an attacking 

role.  Will play the role of the conqueror.  Is subject to the 

command of the commander-in-chief  

CONTINENTAL GENERAL: 

Is in command of the continent or the planetary forces. 

GENERAL: 

Is in command of an army.  (Of up to six sections) 

CAPTAIN: 

Is in command of a section.  (Of up to five patrols) 

LEADER: 

Is in command of a patrol (From fifty to two thousand men). 

TROOPER FIRST CLASS: 

Is in command of a patrol (From ten to two hundred men). 

TROOPER SECOND CLASS: 

Is in command of a patrol of up to twenty men. 

TROOPER 

Is the common soldier, throughout the Federation. 

 

 

Ψ  
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CHAPTER 3 

 

MINES 

 

 

Sheril had arrived home from the library.  Her mentor 

was one who had demanded so much excellence and 

she lacked the natural flair of Jaron. 

She thought about him sometimes, wondering 

what he was doing.  There had been concern over his 

further mission to Rambus, and only three days ago 

word had been received that he had reached Sleebo 

and left for another destination.  She believed that 

would be Palbo. 

From her balcony Sheril stared to the barely lit 

park below.  It was deserted.  The Aaron was on 

galactic-alert, the first in a millennium. 

She didn’t understand all the ways of the Aaron, 

but she knew enough, to know that something had 

scared them badly.  The pending galactic war was not 

as they had predicted, and nor had the ready 

capitulation of the Templar sectors. That had not been 

expected. 

As she looked out, she sensed her son, little 

Yandra, as he came and stood behind her.  She said 

nothing but simply stared out over the colorfully 

speckled parklands, while wrapping her arm around his 

shoulders.  There was not a great deal of light in this 

quarter of town, but the glowing mosses and fungi, did 

display a fascinating small array of rainbow colors. 
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Yandra, simply looked out from the balcony beside 

his young mother.  He was seven years past now.  He 

held her by the hand, tight.  He wondered when his 

father would be coming home. 

There was no need of speech.  They shared their 

special moments in silence, thinking to each other.  He 

could tell his mother was concerned for Jaron, as well 

for the events of the galaxy.  He too, had heard about 

the experiments deep down in the Aaron wards.  As 

well, he had heard about the remains, of the charred 

Aaron warriors.  This was not planned or predicted, 

either. He felt the group uncertainty. 

He was not concerned for his father.  He felt Jaron 

would always remain alive.  He smiled.  He had led a 

short but special life, being a natural-born Aaron.  

Aaron children were not meant to be attached to their 

parents.  They were being groomed in the ways of 

Boguard.  He sighed.  It was easier for children who 

were not natural-born, he thought.  It seemed the 

natural-birth placed a bond there between parents and 

children that was hard to explain to non-naturals.  He 

knew that both his parents felt this.  They had not 

voiced it, but he knew they felt it.  He was not just a 

short-lifer, like his parents.  He was the first short-life 

Aaron to ever exist.  His parents weren’t Aaron, as they 

were born on Sequetus 3, but they were Boguard 

however.  He on the other hand was born on Yaltipia to 

his Boguard parents, and that made him Aaron, of 

which he was proud, even if he would be short-lived. 
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Ω 

 

A day later, a few Ks away, and several levels 

below the residential quarters, an experiment finally 

succeeded. 

The captain was present.  He watched from the 

observation station, as all five of the Aaron opened 

their eyes.  The five looked at each other, and then 

towards the observatory, above them.  The leader of 

the five grinned and said cheerfully, looking around; 

“We’re back, and in our own bodies, alive.” 

The captain had quickly threaded his way, down 

the stairs to the experimental floor.  As the five stood 

up from their ordeal, the captain embraced each of 

them.  Finally, he said jubilantly, “That means that you 

got through?  You know what the obstacles are?” 

The leader of the five nodded and smiled, “My 

Captain, we will be making a report almost 

immediately.  However, yes, we do know where the 

mines are laid. For the first time we have been able to 

get a glimpse of the planet Palbo.  It is no longer 

occluded to the minds' eye of the Aaron.  Finally, it too 

can fall under our influence.  The mines that have been 

killing the Aaron, have been located.  My four 

colleagues and I, we know where they lie.” 

With that, the five Aaron turned, to make their 

debrief. 

The captain watched as the five walked out, after 

their three hour ordeal, of mind mapping the warp-

fields surrounding Palbo and its neighbors.  He recalled 
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with still a twinge of horror, the first five attempts to 

penetrate Palboan space, and the resulting bodies, 

charred beyond recognition.  He remembered those 

who had managed a glimpse of Palbo in their mind, 

only to become babbling mindless idiots, upon their 

return to consciousness, waking again in Yaltipia. 

Slowly though, they had managed to locate the 

secrets, that lay in the warp-fields around the planet.  

Like mental stepping stones, they went.  Hideous 

thermal and psychotronic mines2 lay out there, to 

wreak unsuspecting damage upon any, who would dare 

venture, across the warp drive universe fields of time. 

Finally, now the Aaron could warp onto the planet 

Palbo, and weave their magic as galactic coordinators. 

 

                                                           
2
 DEFINITION:  Psychotronic Mines:  Military mines.  First 

developed and laid out in the warp-fields opposing the Alliance in the 

Torren wars, but now thought to be unused.  Signed treaties exist 

against their use across the galaxy.  Once mines had been laid in 

warp-fields, they were difficult to extract. 

Psychotronic mines react upon perceiving energy from a living 

being and are directed to its presence.  They explode in close 

proximity.  The deadliness of them is that they are impossible to 

detect by a craft in warp drive, as they are only in the same time band 

as the warp drive craft, for a fraction of a second, long enough for the 

craft to vanish and long enough for the mine to compute a direction 

and alter course.  Eventually, the mine shares the same space and 

time as the target and then it discharges. 

The mines are laid in a particular time net, by a single craft in 

time slots, micro seconds apart. 

To travel the mine field safely, one needs to know not only 

where the mines are laid, but also what fraction of a second into the 

future or the past, they have been laid in.  On correct assessment, a 

craft can alter its warp drive, to operate safely in time and spatial 

coordinates, outside a mine field.  SOURCE; Searfinders Military 

Handbook, Third Edition.  Pp.  568-97.  ◄Return 
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Ψ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

ARREST 

 

 

They would soon be arriving in the sector of Palbo.  

Jaron paced about the bridge.  There was no way he 

was able to contact the Man-o-War, as upon entering 

warp drive all the craft in the fleet were travelling on 

different time coordinates.  As accurate as the warp 

drive systems were, there was no way yet of 

coordinating exactly the time shifting, of any two craft 

within the field. 

Jaron paced because he was nervous and that 

meant there was something wrong.  He looked at the 

pale grayish purple screens, showing the shimmering of 

the warp fields.  It would be at least another week, 

before the fleet would warp out at their predetermined 

arrival point, in the Palboan system. 

 

Ω 

 

Brijet looked at the wavering screen of the 

holographic imagery of the Jaron's fleet, before her.  

The hologram showed the two cruisers and seven 

destroyers, fading in and out of space nicely, as 

expected. 

The images of the craft lacked the solidity of a 

normal hologram, but even their ethereal vision gave 
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some consonance to Brijet and the Aaron aboard the 

Man-o-War. 

As she watched, she didn’t notice the gradual 

clouding of the peripheral images. 

A voice called, from the other side of the bridge, 

“Captain Letone… quickly.  The Federation craft have 

entered a zone with small objects, in the warp field.  

Hundreds of them!  Thousands!” 

Brijet stood; horrified as the nine Federation craft 

drew closer, to the tiny flickering dots that lay ahead.  

“Mines!” she called, now staring at the others. 

She knew there was no hope.  The Man-o-War 

mustn’t be risked.  She gave the order, which meant 

she might never see her comrades under Jaron's 

command ever again, “Warp down now.” 

Watching the hologram fade, the blackness of 

space overtook the room.  She looked to the second in 

command.  “Find out where we are.  Prepare to pull 

away.  Firstly, do a calculation as to where Jaron's fleet 

would be, should any have warped down.  Also, I want 

to know how long it would take, to get to those 

coordinates under conventional drives.” 

“Yes sir,” he replied. 

Letone looked up from his chair.  He had been 

watching and already had approximated the time.  

“Jaron's fleet will be about two weeks, away under 

conventional drives.  They’ll have crossed billions of Ks 

before us, when the mines took effect.  Let’s hope they 

got down, with minimum damage.  If not....” 

 



36 | P a g e  
 

Ω 

 

Jaron was still pacing when a screen flared, 

showing the living quarters had just been engulfed in 

flames; then the galley.  The screens showed they were 

under attack from within the craft. 

Jaron yelled, to all on the bridge, “Warp down….  

Now….  Mines!” 

The crew obeyed instantly and the screens began 

to shimmer, but not before more of the cruiser erupted 

into flames. 

 

 

The shimmering image of warp fields of time 

 

Some of the screens went down.  No images or 

response resulted.  Others showed the flaming sides of 

the cruiser and images of flames within.  The screens 

showed they were quickly out of the warp fields, and 

into the real physical universe that they recognized. 

The warp drives had not been struck. 
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Jaron felt a shudder run through the ship.  The 

damage reports were rolling down the screens.  They 

may have to abandon her. 

He grabbed two Sleeboans, who had volunteered 

as communications officers.  “Come with me.  I want to 

see the damage, firsthand.” 

The three ran from the bridge down the corridors.  

The elevators were out of action, and chaos reigned.  

Smoke poured up through the ventilation shafts.  

Another shudder ran through the huge ship. 

One of the Sleeboans who was jogging at Jaron's 

heels yelled above the noise.  “Do you think we will be 

able to hold her, sir?” 

Before Jaron could answer an explosion ripped 

through the corridor.  The three, along with thirty 

others, were flung to the ground.  A fireball rolled 

across the ceiling above them and subsided. 

As Jaron stumbled to his feet, a party of five 

dashed past with extinguishers and foam hoses. 

The three continued.  Finally, Jaron reached the 

fighter bay.  It was relatively eruption free, apart from 

a fire in the far corner.  Jaron slid and jumped down a 

ladder and across the floor.  The first images from the 

inspection craft were being received. 

The port side hull had imploded.  The ship was on 

fire from bow to stern.  Another explosion erupted, in 

the mid sections. 

 

Ω 
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An hour later, Jaron was able to report that the 

flames that licked the outside sections were 

diminishing, leaving only black scorch marks of the 

devastation. 

Inside the craft, whole divisions had been sealed 

off, in an effort to eliminate oxygen from the fires.  The 

loss of life was in the hundreds. 

 

 

Cruiser afire, coming out from warp drives 

 

Back inside, Jaron surveyed through the wreckage.  

Twisted aluminum and steel littered the corridors.  Most 

of the sections had been temporarily secured and the 

bodies were being removed from the fire ravaged 

bulkheads. 

Jaron returned to the bridge and sat, viewing the 

damage that was rolling over the screens.  The ship 

could be saved, but was crippled. 
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Jaron turned to the communications volunteers, 

“Have three interceptors travel along our original flight 

path, to search for other survivors of the fleet. 

“We will continue to drift for the moment, on our 

present course.  Have the interceptors maintain an 

open line with the bridge.” 

The message was relayed and Jaron watched, as 

three streaks of afterburners moved away from the 

screens. 

 

Ω 

 

Reports returned, of other craft, three days later.  

There were more survivors.  There was also the other 

cruiser, which was now powerless, as well as three 

destroyers.  The other four destroyers were lost, 

somewhere in space, in another time.  They wouldn’t 

be seen again. 

The fleet cruiser neared its companion cruiser.  

Jaron was shocked, but pleased that such a badly 

damaged ship could still exist.  He could see from the 

lights of the interceptor that the cruiser had almost 

been separated into two pieces.  The light of the 

cruiser’s decks was extinguished and there was almost 

no activity inside.  The hanger doors had been blown 

off, and Jaron could see that the drives had suffered. 

Jaron sighed, and made a mental note of the 

Boguard who were still present. 
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The remaining destroyers had actually suffered far 

less damage, and had rendezvoused with the disabled 

cruiser. 

Detailed inspections showed the heavily damaged 

cruiser was beyond repair, but that the ship could be 

cannibalized for parts for the other ships. 

 

Ω 

 

The Palboan fleet marshal looked around his 

Bridge.  His ship marshal looked up.  “Two minutes to 

point triple zero, sir,” he said. 

The fleet marshal nodded.  Two minutes later, the 

screens shimmered and the familiar star studded 

blackness returned.  He watched, as his six destroyers 

came out of their warp drive minutes later, spaced 

about five thousand Ks apart. 

Within an hour, five interceptors and a cover of ten 

fighters had taken off, on a radial search of the region. 

 

Ω 

 

Jaron watched on the screens, as his own incoming 

interceptor teams were found.  “By the anaconda!  No!” 

he cursed out loud.  The enemy had located them. 

There was nowhere to run.  The ships were still 

partially incapacitated and couldn’t outrun the enemy, 

even if they were weeks start. 

Jaron gave the command; to prepare for enemy 

engagement. 
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He could finally see the enemy fleet, as tiny dots a 

million Ks away. 

As they drew nearer, the enemy interceptors kept 

a healthy distance away. 

Twelve hours on, and the two fleets could see each 

other very clearly. 

The first communication came through, from the 

enemy fleet marshal, “Please confirm your identity.” 

Jaron waited a moment, before responding.  

Should he surrender?  The enemy was fresh; military 

trained, and outnumbered them.  They couldn’t warp 

out, without risking further psychotronic mines. 

“We’re what are left, of a party from Sleebo.”  He 

responded. 

“Why were you not using the current time grids?” 

came the next question.  The screen showed a man 

with a hard jaw and heavily set dark eyes. 

“I can only say that we were using the latest grids.  

However, our commanders were lost in the explosions.  

What went wrong?” 

“Never mind what went wrong, identify yourself,” 

came the repeated order. 

“Never mind who I am, that is classified 

information which only Leader Mirak can declassify.  

What are we to do now, light years from any nearest 

planet?” 

“What was your purpose of transit?” said the face 

on the screen. 
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“Classified, but carrying two very important visitors 

for Leader Mirak.  She still survives.”  Jaron looked at 

Anki and Amy who were now on the bridge. 

While the enemy seemed to contemplate the reply 

Amy said with venom, “I vote that we fight those 

grutters to the death, their death!” 

Jaron looked at the woman, with the long scars 

across her arms.  “You may get your chance.  Can you 

pilot?” he asked. 

“Hah!” she responded as she looked away in 

disgust.  “I can pilot rings around any flyer that they 

can send at us.  Just give me my chance!” 

“You will get your chance.  The enemy has decided 

to send an envoy, to board this ship.  They are 

concerned that we’re not, who we claim to be.  When 

they arrive, they must believe that we’re pirates.  Then, 

we may be able to even the odds, with surprise.  For 

that to eventuate, we will need to send you back, in 

their ferry.  Your mission will be to return their ferry to 

this ship, before you reach their ship.” 

Amy grinned and rubbed her hands together.  “I 

had better suit up.” 

Jaron nodded and watched the young woman, as 

she left the bridge.  The enemy's interceptor was 

drawing closer. 

Jaron walked down the burnt out sections of 

corridors, finally arriving at the hangers to see the 

enemy interceptor and ferry.  He took the elevator 

down. 
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He greeted the three Palboans, from their 

interceptor.  Two enemy fighters circled outside.  The 

Palboans asked to be shown the captives. 

Jaron turned to his aide, a bearded miner.  “Have 

the two female prisoners come down.” 

The miner nodded, ascended the escalator and 

rapidly vanished.  He reappeared moments later, with 

the women. 

He pushed them forward, towards the captain of 

the enemy interceptor. 

The captain smiled.  He took hold of the pair of 

women and said, “We will just take this pair along, so 

that we can confirm that they are the pair, being 

sought by Leader Mirak.” 

In a flash, Jaron had a gun at the nose of the 

captain, smiling.  “They are our cargo out of here, 

captain.  If they both go, we have no assurance that 

you will take us along.  If we’re left here, without grids 

to the mines, we won’t survive the journey to the 

nearest planet, twelve years away, under conventional 

drives!” 

The Captain smiled and very slowly pushed away 

Jaron's laser pistol.  “I shall take one.  Which is the 

daughter?” 

Jaron looked and nodded to Anki. 

The Captain laughed, “Thank you,” grabbed hold of 

Amy, and threw her into the arms of the interceptor 

copilot.  He had his own gun drawn.  “One thing I have 

learned from you mercenaries, and that is never to 

trust you!  We will take this one along and confirm her.  
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When we return, you will be given the correct grids, so 

that you can get out of here.” 

The door slammed and the interceptor was out of 

the hanger in seconds. 

Once inside, Amy was thrown to the rear.  The 

copilot only took his eyes off her for a second, before a 

sleek steel blade flashed out from her boot, to slash 

across his throat.  He gave out a half muffled gurgle, as 

he drowned in his own blood. 

Seconds later and there were two other dead 

Palboans in the interceptor. 

The interceptor turned, ignoring calls from the 

fighters, and slowly returned to the Sleeboan occupied 

cruiser. 

Jaron smiled, as Amy stepped out, grinning at him.  

She wiped the blood from her hands and walked away.  

Jaron rolled his eyes, shaking his head, and returned to 

the bridge. 

Slowly, Jaron spoke to the Palboan command over 

the communication system, “Sir, we have a problem.  

We don’t trust you.  You don’t trust us.  We have a 

cargo that is so highly valued in Palbo; it is worth more 

than the lives of all of us.  That was the reason for our 

reluctance to hand over the prisoners.  If we give up 

our prize, then we have no reassurance that you will 

lead us out of this mine field, sir.”  Jaron waited for a 

moment and then added, “It is well known that the 

military hold mercenaries in contempt and nothing 

would probably please you more than to leave us here 

to rot in space.  So, unless you want to see your 
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prisoners sent to you floating across space unprotected, 

then I suggest that you take our expedition out of here.  

Alternatively, blow us up and the cargo, and explain 

that to Leader Mirak.” 

Jaron saw the rage building up, on the face of the 

fleet marshal, but before he could express that anger 

he was moved aside, and spoken to, by another 

marshal.  The fleet marshal then nodded.  “I shall be 

sending coordinates for your path in, sir.  Should you 

deviate you will be destroyed and I’ll enjoy that.” 

Jaron nodded.  The enemy then proceeded to give 

the coordinates for the path through the mines in the 

warp drive fields.  Then, as quickly as they had arrived, 

the enemy left.  Their fleet shimmered from view. 

 

Ω 

 

Brijet finally had a report about the lost fleet.  

They were only hundreds of millions of Ks away.  Within 

hours, they were soon on the holograph. 

Letone also felt the relief, but the fleet began to 

shimmer again and vanish, back into warp drive space.  

The Aaron would follow.  Somehow the fleet was on the 

move, albeit five fewer ships, but this time leaving a 

wide-open warp drive leakage trail. 

 

 

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 
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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 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. 
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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 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 
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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. 

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. 
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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. 

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. 
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We hope you enjoyed reading this sample of the 

Sequetus Series.  We hope it has you interested enough to 

continue with the full purchase back at the site where you 

downloaded this sample from. 
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