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CHAPTER 1

PALBOANS

T

ubin stood. Omm was there. They looked at
each other, once the general had read out the
news. It had been confirmed that Jaron and his

entourage had perished in space during an explosion
aboard a Corduke interceptor.
The general had been asked to leave them. Once
alone, Omm broke into a slight smile. He looked out of
the Palbo Temple Palace window, to the swarming
masses below. "I think it would be good, if I moved in
here. What do you think?" he asked.
Tubin looked at the man, which he now despised
so much, but felt so helpless against. Tubin began to
stutter.
Omm said, "Well?"
Tubin found that he had difficulty in breathing. His
windpipe seemed to be blocked, as though an unseen
hand was clasping it, tighter and tighter.
"I’m waiting!” Omm’s face showed hate and
impatience.
Tubin spluttered, "I...I...agree."
Omm relaxed and smiled. "Good. Now that is
clear, I will move in today. The Imperial Temple Guard
will assist me.” He turned from the window.
"As to Lorde Jaron, I suggest that you declare a
day of national mourning and leak out the information
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about the Corduke involvement, in his death. It would
be advantageous to have it known that Lorde Jaron was
kidnapped by Cordukes. Regarding the Palboan Temple
attempt to rescue him, mention that Jaron was killed by
them, so as to hide the Corduke involvement in the
crime. Add to that, the fact that the Cordukes also
killed every man, woman and child on Tors."
Omm stopped and thought for a moment, before
he continued. "I would then follow this up, with a call
for a full Temple Tribunal of Affairs, on the Tors
massacre and Jaron's death. I believe that we can
safely say that the outcome will be to our liking. With
luck, we could impeach the Master Templar and bring
an end to the Corduke network. Do you understand?"
Tubin looked on blankly. He really didn’t
understand.
Omm shook his head. He knew he had Tubin
under his precise control. He cleared his throat and
spoke clearly. "I will put it another way, with the
Cordukes out of action and their exploits made public,
and with the people against them, we will be able to
pass laws that will deny the Cordukes a right to exist.
That is, planetary governments can outlaw them. Then
with the Cordukes out of the way, we Talkron, and you,
should have a greater influence over the Master
Templar. His reputation will be destroyed, and you
should be in the perfect position, to take over his role.
We can then, advance on the Aaron."
Tubin shook his head and said, "But the Cordukes
didn’t kill my father; we did."
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Omm looked up to the ceiling above as though he
was searching for an answer. He lowered his gaze and
stared at Tubin. Could he have really been made this
stupid? Had the Talkron gone too far; in Tubin’s
programming?
Ω
The Master Templar was in his courtyard attending
to his flowers. Like the royal forbears, who used to
occupy the Royal Palace a millennia ago he found that
the Royal Courtyard was tranquil, and assisted him in
gathering his thoughts, in times of worry.

He had just received the news, that his son-in-law,
Lorde Jaron, was dead. It distressed him, as Jaron had
been an example to everyone in the Temple Empire
that anyone could rise to the highest posts, within the
galaxy, if their heart and actions were good. Jaron,
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who had come from Earth, had risen to arguably, the
most powerful secular Templar post in the galaxy, and
all in a space, of three decades.
The Master Templar trimmed a rose. This plant,
he was told, came from Sequetus 3, and was most
admired for its scent and visual aesthetic qualities. He
understood why, for he thought that the rose was much
like the Temple. It was a thing of beauty; that the
beholder could enjoy in many ways. However, if
handled incorrectly it would draw blood. He smelled
the fragrance. It brought him pleasure.
As he watched the insects attend to his garden, he
could see that they were in harmony with their own
needs, and those of the plants and trees. The insects
used the plants for food and shelter, and in return, they
ensured that the plants were free of predator insects;
they also performed a vital service to the plants, by
cross pollinating them. It was really the good insects
that ensured that the garden was there to be enjoyed.
The analogy between the insects and the Temple, and
life in general amused him.
The Master Templar stood, stretched his back and
walked under shade of the old colonnade. He looked
up and saw that the blue sky was still unbroken by
clouds. He sighed. He remembered only last week the
countryside had looked so parched. This was unusual
for Jilta, which abounded with its lakes, rivers and small
seas.
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He sat down and pushed his robe to the side and
sipped on his gavii1 juice. The gavii fruit was grown in
his private orchard and brought to him each morning.
It was clean tasting nectar, which he felt he couldn’t go
without.
He looked up as two Boguard entered the
courtyard. He wondered how much this group had
changed over the millennia. They still assisted whoever
was in power in the Royal Palace, and for the past
hundreds of years it had been a palace of Templars.
The Master Templar wondered if it would be that way
always. He was not so bold as to assume that the
Temple would be in control of everything on Jilta
forever. Forever was too long a time. Still, in his time,
things weren’t going to decline. In fact, it was true to
say that the Temple Expansion Program had trebled,
under his guidance. This was more than under any
other, save the founder of the Temple Proper, the Great
Sharman.
He mused at the way the Boguard had changed
their style of dress; over the millennia. Once, they
wore black shocksuits, adapting to the military style
clothing of the day. Now, they worked in charcoal
Temple Robes2.
1

DEFINITION: Gavii fruit: A tangy melon fruit that originated on
the planet Paxel. Now it was common, on most water planets, and
commercially grown for market. Its fruit is often crushed for juice
extracts and is a strong source of vitamins and minerals, notably iron
and vitamin B17. Source: Searfinders Index, p. 673. ◄Return
2

DEFINITION: Temple Robes: These are the formal wear of the
Temple for court. They are:
14 | P a g e

The Boguard made a short bow.
The Master Templar didn’t totally understand the
Boguard. He knew that they were aloof to the Temple,
but that didn’t bother him. He understood that they
saw it as their duty, to protect the occupants of the
Royal Palace. The Master Templar respected them for
their actions. After all, they were recently instrumental
in saving the Temple, and they did save him from the
Palboan military dictator, Brandon Mirac three decades
ago.
Yes, before the Palboan Invasion, he had little
knowledge for the Boguard. Once they had pulled him
from the palace dungeons, along with others, helping to
restore the Temple over Jilta, he had not a single
doubt, about their purpose or motives.
He understood that they had been provided with a
Palace Trust, which had been endowed to them by the
last Royal, Lorde Hymondy III. He also understood that
it was their purpose to care for the grand old palace,
and as long as they considered the palace occupants of
good heart they would do all to protect them; as well.

* Six Multi-colors with tapestry design, the Master Templar.
* Three Colors with tapestry design, a Cordello.
* Two Colors with tapestry design, a Temple Planet Leader.
* Two colored with no tapestry, a Temple Regional Leader.
* Gold, a Templar of The Court.
* Red, Green, blue, or white are for minor rankings and are not
seen at court.
* Charcoal (Black), given to honored Templars of the Boguard.
Source: Temple Guide for Proper Court Behavior. First Ed. BS 657
◄Return
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The Master Templar had researched the old
records and found that the Boguard had occupied the
palace from as far back, as the rule of the Confederated
Council of Planets, long before the Federation and the
Royals.
The Master Templar nodded to the pair; before
him. They stood casually at ease. The taller was
named Barnell, the other Martone. Barnell was the
Boguard, who reported on a regular basis to the Master
Templar. He was in charge of the other palace
Boguard.
There were about sixty-five known Boguard on the
planet. He didn’t follow the extent of their activities
exactly, but he knew that the Boguard had their
secrets, and he was not about to try to expose them.
He owed them too much.
"My Lorde Master Templar," said Barnell as he
looked down at the terra-cotta paving. "We have
further news.” Barnell waited until he had the full
attention, of the Master Templar. He was receiving an
update of their intelligence report, which they gave
him. He never asked where they got the data, but
rather then confirmed the report on independent lines.
The Boguard reports were never found to be wrong.
The Master Templar looked up. Barnell continued.
“We believe that Lorde Jaron's death is being blamed
on the Cordello network, with the person ultimately
responsible being yourself. We believe that your
Palboan grandson, Tubin, is about to call for a Templar
Tribunal of Affairs. We further believe that he is aiming
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to eventually control the Temple leadership. He intends
to do this by forcing the Cordellos to meet and revoke
the fifty-year mandate they granted you three decades
ago to expand the Temple boundaries unhindered. We
also believe that he’ll eventually seek to have himself
accepted as a Cordello, and then be elected as Temple
Master."
The Master Templar sat there, not believing what
he was hearing. He thought for a moment and said,
"Tubin is a blood relative. He has been brought up to
respect the Temple, and its office. He would never lie,
especially of such magnitude."
Barnell looked at the man. "My Lorde, Master
Templar. Tubin isn’t alone. He is being manipulated by
the same people that plotted to kill Lorde Jaron, when
he resided at Palbo.”
The Master Templar straightened up in his seat.
Barnell continued. "Lorde Jaron was being
drugged by the same persons, who have been drugging
your grandson, Tubin. We now have strong evidence
that the same group killed Anki, your daughter, and are
the same who killed your first-born grandchild. It is
they, who are pushing for the Templar Tribunal of
Affairs."
The Master Templar thought for a moment.
Finally, he spoke. "Drugging, is the art of psychronics.
It has been banned from practice, for the past thirty
years, on most planets."
Barnell looked at Martone and back at the Master
Templar. "My Lorde, psychronics has been in this
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galaxy for a long time. The use of drugs under its
many guises has existed, to control the minds of
populations, for almost as long as humankind; itself.
There have been societies, where drugs have been in
such common usage, that entire societies have gone
into raging fits of crazed crime and violence. The
strange thing, is that every member of those
civilizations was drugged, without ever noticing the
changes. Those that did see the changes, were
convinced that the change was due to something else,
bad security, bad education or bad parenting.
However, it was drugs and psychronics."
The Master Templar rose and paced over to the
garden bed and back. "What types of drugs could
affect my grandson, to behave this way?"
Barnell looked at the plants in the garden. "Most
of these, if digested, would cause you lose part of your
memory, and a lot of your reasoning. These plants are
the basis of many psychotropic toxins, one of the
building blocks of psychronics."
Martone added, "The effects of the toxic drugs are
difficult to observe, but when they’re mixed with the
effects of hypnosis, the results are multiplied many
times. With correctly administered doses of drugs, and
the correct sessions of hypnosis, a controller can totally
control his subject.”
The Master Templar shook his head. “Didn’t we
place in Palbo government departments to ensure that
psychrons didn’t return? And if they did, how could
they have been this effective in the Temple?”
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Martone looked directly at the Master Templar. "In
Palbo the most probable scenario was that the hypnosis
of Tubin started, shortly after birth, so that no one
related to him would observe the changes. After that,
we believe that they began to drug his father. Lorde
Jaron would then, not observe changes to his son, as
both were growing older, and because he was being
drugged into a world of forgetfulness.
"We suspect that Tubin has been hypnotized to
think and react in a certain manner, in the company of
certain people; namely his controllers. His desire to
take the leadership of the Temple would be one such
example. It would seem perfectly natural to him, as
the necessary emotions would be instilled into him at
an early age, probably from the age of ten.”
“As for the rest of Palbo, we are certain that
Tubin’s controllers have selected certain controlled
persons, to sit on the panel of the Templar Tribunal of
Affairs. We believe that should you permit this unjust
action to run its course, you will lose, and the Temple
itself will slowly fall, into the hands of psychrons."
The Master Templar looked up, to the sky. He
detected a series of small clouds. Perhaps it might
rain, this afternoon. "How then, do I bring about a
correction of this situation?" he asked.
Barnell looked at Martone and then at the Master
Templar and said with a suppressed smile, "My Lorde
has the Corduke network, at his disposal. It is the only
group that you can rely upon, to represent your needs.
From our Boguard sources, it would appear that they’re
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the only part of the Temple, not penetrated by
psychronics."
"From your sources?" asked the Master Templar,
raising an eyebrow.
Barnell smiled and nodded. "Yes, my Lorde."
The Master Templar thought for a moment and
then nodded. "So; they intend to remove the Corduke
network. It is the only defense against them, which
makes sense. Make it non-operational. Then, through
my grandson, Tubin, they intend to take over control,
of the Temple. What then?"
Barnell looked directly at the Master Templar and
said dryly, "At this stage, my Lorde, we have no
confirmation of their following move, but we anticipate
that it would involve the control of the populations of
the Temple, for a purpose that we don’t
understand…yet."
The Master Templar stood there and thought. He
was a tough person. There had been many, who had
tried to have him removed; before. There had been
seventeen assassination attempts on him, in the past
thirty years. He was a survivor, and as the psychrons
had failed before, they would continue to fail, again.
He turned away from the pair and asked, "What of
Akeala?"
"She is safe, on Rambus, my Lorde," said Barnell.
“You were correct in suggesting it, years ago.”
"Good. I will have the Cordukes move her further
to a safer place.” He turned and asked, "I don’t
suppose you know of one?"
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Barnell smiled, "I do my Lorde. Shall I arrange it?
I can."
The man smiled. "Yes, and don’t inform me of
where...just in case. Our enemies are getting too close
to us now."
"We understand."
The Master Templar left them and walked from the
courtyard.
Ω
Akeala stood there in front of the base-leader, in
his office, two stories underground. It had been a
month since her return from Tors.
The base-leader glanced at her, and noted how she
had grown.
She looked back at him, and said sternly, "BaseLeader Caraday, it is my duty to look for my father and
the friend of my father, Amy. For one, I don’t believe
that my father is dead, and nor do I believe that Amy is
dead, nor that silly Captain from Jilta."
Caraday was genuinely fond of the girl, but he
didn’t like the idea of a thirteen year old telling him
what to do, no matter who she was. He leaned over his
desk and said, "No Akeala. You’re not going back to
Tors. For one, I cannot spare the manpower, or the
ships. Secondly, the search party that went down on
that planet is dead. There are no survivors, on Tors."
"You mean, like this planet?" she responded,
curtly.
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Caraday sat back, and looked over, at the girl.
Someday, she may become his boss, but that was a
long time off - yet. "I have given my answer; Akeala.
I have work to do."
She was upset and turned away.
Caraday called out, as an afterthought, "Akeala, if
I could help, I would, but there are things going on
right now, that have my attention. Also, you’re
grounded, from going topside."
She glared at him and said, "That isn’t necessary!"
and stormed out.

Ψ
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CHAPTER 2

CHELO BADE

Chelo Bade walked, out along the far colonnade. She
had just then received a doctorate for her thesis
research: into the effects of faster-than-light-speed
effects on micro organic plant life. As she walked, she
admired the grand old buildings of Academia Alson.
This had been her learning ground, for the past eleven
years. For the last two years, she had been working
solely on her thesis, which was at first thought to be a
waste of time by her peers. Only in the latter months,
was there sufficient data to prove correct her initial
beliefs and put paid to her critics. Her research proved
conclusively, that that micro-organic life did undergo
changes as it traveled in the state known as fasterthan-light-speed travel.
She breathed the clean Jiltanian air deeply,
satisfied in knowing that there were many wishing that
they could be in her shoes. Her thesis opened the
doors, for much further work and she had only this
morning, received a job-possibility from the Federation
Warp Drive Bank itself, the greatest commercial
enterprise, in the galaxy. She had hoped that her
discoveries would bring her some fame; previously she
thought that she might wind up working for a small
mining company somewhere in the Outer-Worlds. She
never expected an invitation, to work at the Federation
Warp Drive Bank!
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She mused, to herself, as she walked through the
tropical garden, of Alson. The Warp Drive Bank had
stood at the initial expansion of Federation, seen the
fall of the Royals, and witnessed the collapse of the
Palboan Empire, along with the rise of the allinfluencing Temple. Each new turn in galactic events,
only seemed to serve the Bank, which in turn
consolidated itself, as the cornerstone of galactic
commercialization. Chelo never dreamed that they
would be interested, in her.

Chelo Bade

Chelo's initial studies were brought on, by her
belief that as an organism went into warp drives, it
would act differently at the precise point, when the
warp fields drew around it. In fact, this is what Chelo
discovered. Her hope was that the fields might be able
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to be used, in developing hi-speed vegetable growth;
for food. She hoped that the worlds, which were
barren and needed to develop food resources
artificially, would be eager for a technology that could
provide food in a shorter growing time. Her
experiments aboard transport ships proved her
hypothesis correct.
Chelo was excited and she ran through the events
of the next two days, in her mind. She fantasized
about being offered a top position within the Bank. If
only her dreams could come true.
It was that afternoon. She was due to meet her
boyfriend, Ardan Keote. They had been together, for
over twenty-three years now, and her friends kept
asking why they weren’t legally permanently bonded3.
For Chelo, she was happy with life, as it was. For
Ardan, he seemed not to want the permanency, that
bonding implied; so both were happy to fend off taunts
by their well-meaning friends.
Ardan was a hard-working construction engineer.
He had graduated three years ahead of Chelo, also at
Alson. He of course was snapped up by the corporation
Geodeck Att. El.4, one of the largest mining exploration
3

DEFINITION: Bonding; The official legal recognition that a male
and female couple had decided to cohabitate, as a single group with
the purpose of furthering the species, through the production of
children. The average BOND would last 46 years with one offspring.
Often re-bonding would occur later in life. Source: Searfinders Index
pp. 2341-7. ◄Return
4

DEFINITION: Att. El.; The abbreviation for the term Attalic Elory.
This term is an old Jiltanian dialect spoken before the Federation
brought with it Standard Galactic. Most legal terms on Jilta are still
25 | P a g e

groups on Jilta. His employment was steady and
reliable.
Ardan worked hard, and was often away from
Chelo, which was expected of him, in the early years
after graduation. They both knew that the most trying
time of a relationship was after graduation, when they
would be serving their respective employers.
Chelo had caught the underground shuttle home
early, before the peak-rush crowds. She rose on the
escalator, to the surface and walked in between the
little rows of houses, which were her neighbors.
She smiled as she inhaled the scent from the
garden, on her right. That belonged to her neighbors,
the Bancrets. Their flowers glistened brightly in the
sunshine. It was a fine day, and the sun had just
ducked behind a cloud. She watched, as its shadow
meandered over the dwelling tops and gardens. She
looked up to see her own home closely. She turned up
her garden path and hurriedly pushed in her security
key.
Ardan had installed a new security camera and
Chelo smiled at the door. It slid open and she entered.
"Ardan?" she called, tossing her bag onto the sofa.
She walked into the galley and reached into the
second opening above the right-hand bench. A glass
automatically dropped down, into her hand, containing

used in their pre-Federation form. Attalic means group, and Elroy
means legal recognition.
Source: Beleaguers Jiltanian Legal
Handbook. p. 34. . ◄Return
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iced citrus. She glanced at it, disapprovingly. The ice
had been crushed too small; again. She sighed, and
once again, re-set the controls on the wall.
She then walked over to the sofa and unzipped the
sides of her trouser-nylops, while sipping on her drink.
That felt better she thought, as she lay down and
closed her eyes. She put her hand on her head.
She looked up, realizing how tired she was and
yawned.
She glanced at the time, on the wall. It was just
before midday. She yawned again and decided that it
would be a good idea to read, so she sat up and
reached for the wall monitor. She turned the wall
screen on and then sat back and yawned again. She
really was tired, so she put the glass down and lay back
and turned to the holographic-news. There was
something about the Temple and some form of
atrocities in the old Palboan regions of their former
empire.
She yawned again and closed her eyes. If she was
that tired she reasoned then there was no point fighting
it, she may as well have a quick nap.
Ω
Ardan walked in. He called, "Chelo?" and turned
towards the lounge.
Chelo sat up, and blinked and shook her head.
She really had been tired, and still felt half asleep.
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She looked at Ardan and in a weary voice, asked,
"Ardan, why are you home so early? Was there
something you forgot?
Ardan looked at her and shrugged. "Forgot? I
have just come home, from finishing my shift."
Chelo glanced at the wall clock and then back to
Ardan. "I don’t know what happed.” She looked out,
at the black night, through the window. "I only
dropped off for a nap and ten hours passes...” She
rose and stretched. "Hmmm. I must have needed the
sleep. Strange though…. Never mind, what would you
like for dinner?"
Ardan walked over to her and looked at her face.
"Are you certain that everything is all right? You look
washed out."
She walked to the mirror on the wall, rubbed at
her face and smiled back at Ardan. "I do look tired.
Well, I guess some food will remedy that."
"Sure," said Ardan as he sat down, opposite the
wall screen. He added, "I see they fixed the security on
the door. About time too."
"Yes," she called from the galley.
A moment later, Chelo returned with two steaming
plates of brightly colored food, and they sat down, to
eat, while watching the news.
Ardan pointed up, at the holographic vision. "I
think they’re after the old-boy."
Chelo looked up, surprised.
Ardan nodded at the screen, "The Master Templar.
They will impeach him. I believe it's a power play by
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the Palboan Temple. Whoever is worried about some
stupid backwater planet, in their old stupid empire
anyway? I mean, they were only savages, from what I
can tell."
Chelo didn’t have her attention on what Ardan had
to say, but was looking at the wall clock. There
seemed to be a day, missing. The clock was showing a
day ahead. She didn’t understand, and asked, "Ardan,
did you have a double shift, again?"
Ardan looked at her strangely and then said, "Of
course. Don’t you remember? I called on the viewer
and explained it to you, and you said sure, not a
problem. I spoke to you last night...about the extra
administration, which was required. Don't you
remember?"
Chelo looked down at her meal, and then at her
drink. Her heart began to beat faster. The ice was
finally correct again and she smiled. "Yes, of course, I
remember.” Chelo swirled her glass and wondered how
she could forget an entire day and ten hours.
Ω
The next morning over breakfast Ardan looked at
Chelo, "So; you’re meeting with the Bank today?"
Chelo sipped her morning Kalo, and nodded. "In a
few hours."
"What about Marly?" he asked, about Chelo's best
friend, who had worked with her on the thesis.
"Yes, Marly, too, in a few hours."
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Ardan gulped down the last of his kalo drink and
stood. He bent down and kissed her, softly. "Nothing
less than a hundred and eighty-five thousand a year.
Right?"
Chelo shook her head and pushed him away, "In a
year or two, maybe. See you tonight."
"Tonight!" he said and winked at her, as he left the
dwelling.
Chelo sat there looking into her drink, and then
realized that she had better get her belongings ready,
for the interview. Quickly she jumped up, cleared the
table and walked into the bedroom to sort out her
papers.
She stopped and saw that they had already been
packed, and ready to go. Interesting, she thought.
She must have been busy yesterday and readied
things. However, she couldn’t remember - any part of
it.
Still, she had to hurry and put the forgotten day
behind her.
Ω
Marly was waiting for her, at the front of the Bank.
She was a tall, awkward looking girl with red curly hair.
She was shuffling her feet back and forth, as she
craned her neck, looking for Chelo.
Chelo rose from the underground escalator, and
was looking down at the administrative center of
Ablam, a commercial city, outside of Jilta.
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Ablam had a population, of slightly under a million.
It was one hundred Ks west of Jilta P.C. and its
business was mostly the administration of commercial
affairs of the Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank, on
Jilta.
Chelo looked down the busy street. There were
three superrises in the city, all occupied by the Bank.
In fact, the Bank owned almost the entire town. It had
been rebuilt, over the past two decades, after having
been destroyed by the Palboan invasion, thirty years
ago.
There were people walking and jostling on the fast
pedestrian ratwalks5. The weather was excellent. In
Alban it always was. Alban was fortunate in that it was
situated right on the Sea of Balea. In the summer, the
sea served to keep the city cool, with its evening
coastal breezes, and during the winter, the weather
pattern was a very predictable evening rainfall.
Today; was one of the winter days. The
temperature was low, but above freezing. The air had
a bite to it, but the sun shone down, trying to dry out
the night’s rain. Chelo looked at the people, as they
passed, on the other ratwalks. They seemed happy
enough, chatting away to each other, smiling as they
got along with their business, or at least the Bank's
business.
5

DEFINITION: Ratwalks; Slang Jiltanian term for the moving
pedestrian walkways common in most central business districts.
Source; Searfinders Local Abridged Dictionary - Jiltanian version, p.
271 . ◄Return
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The ratwalks were each about two pacs wide,
travelling in both directions. They were constructed of
a non-slip nylop, with the mechanics enclosed
underground. The walks were simply solid plates, that
overlapped and pedestrians alighted onto them from
the side. They ran only in straight lines. At the end of
the walk people moved at an amble while speeding up
towards the center of the walk. In well-planned cities
there were express ratwalks that could take pedestrians
in a hurry. Extra-long distances however, were served
by the undertube rail system.
Chelo looked, overhead and saw the large
Federation Warp Drive Bank sign, as her ratwalk
approached. Above the sign were over two hundred
stories of building, mostly polished glass, stone and
some nylop. She looked down, and ahead of her, so as
not to get dizzy.
Beyond the bobbing heads on the ratwalk, Chelo
could see the anxious face of Marly, scanning the
crowds. Chelo stuck her hand up and waved. Marly's
face changed to delight as she spotted Chelo.
A few seconds later and Chelo had stepped off the
walk. “Are you ready?"
Marly looked up at the grand polished stone
entrance, swallowed and smiled. "Might as well be; I’m
not going to get any readier."
"Let's go, then!” Chelo slapped the bag containing
her doctorates and thesis.
Marly grinned, and walked up towards the doors.
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The doors were fifteen pacs high and swung
inwards. The girls strode confidently through; in front
of them was a void, which stretched as tall as the
building. The girls just stood there and stared up...and
up...and up...and up. Over two hundred floors,
interconnected with small passenger lifts, shooting up
and down like tiny fireflies, up to and beyond a
thousand pacs over them. The feeling was humbling.
Chelo had her attention brought back by Marly who
elbowed her.
Marly said, "Come on, we have to find a Mr. Bel
Gane Vor."
Chelo nodded and they stepped briskly over to the
directory, and punched in what was needed. Quickly
Bel Gane Vor's name came up. He was on the one
hundred and sixty-eighth floor.
Moments later, they were speeding up to the top
section of the building.
Chelo looked down from the lift, as it rose
upwards. The glass surrounds offered excellent
viewing, not only of the internal void of the building,
but also of the ocean and coastline, beyond the city.
The building's glazed sides were tinted, to permit only
certain light to enter the void, while allowing those
inside the building, to view Ablam, the beach, and the
coast; beyond. The higher one rose, the more one
could see.
A slight gentle ringing noise from the elevator, let
them know that they were about to slow down, and
disembark. The lift stopped; the door opened and they
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left. They now found themselves in a wide glasspartitioned corridor overlooking the great expansive
void, and the amazing view beyond.
Chelo turned away from the view, and saw several
compuscreens. She punched in her invitation number,
and a light lit up, ahead. They walked over to the light
and Chelo stared at the monitor screen. Soon, the
entire wall began to split apart. It stopped after a few
seconds, and the girls stepped in. The wall then closed
behind them.
They were now in a warm pink large reception
area. Dozens of people were working. Chelo
approached the first counter, marked reception. It was
wide and made from native Jiltanian arganate6. Very
expensive thought Chelo. She handed the receptionist
their invitation and took a seat, next to Marly. There,
they waited and glanced over the promotional
literature, of the Bank.
Chelo grinned, when Marly held up two of the
books from the table, near where they were seated.
They were what the girls had read, when trying to get
some information about the Bank, so they would sound
intelligent for the interview. Inside the glossy
publication, were details of who started the bank, who
owned it now, how large it is, and how all the galactic

6

DEFINITION: Arganate: A plentiful translucent pale misty green
non-precious stone, found on Jilta. The major quarries are found in
the northern hemisphere. Source: Searfinders Index, p. 1117.
◄Return
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communities depend upon it, for their economic
survival.
After some moments a man walked over and stood
there, in front of them.
"Good afternoon, ladies. My name is Bel Gane Vor.
I’m the executive recruiter, and I believe you have an
appointment with me."
The two girls stood immediately. Chelo smiled at
the bald headed, elderly man, in front of her. "That is
correct, sir. My name is Chelo Bade and this is my
friend Marly Scane," she said.
"Delighted to meet with you, both. Would you
follow me, please?"
Bel Gane Vor wore conservative two-piece
business attire. He led them through two rooms and
then into his own executive office. There he sat,
behind his desk, and requested to reception, that no
one disturb him, as he had very important guests. This
made the girls feel good.
Chelo sat in one of the three soft cushioned chairs
in front of Bel Gane Vor, and looked around. The walls
were lined with a combination of Jiltanian Bloodwood
timber and arganate, decorated with expansive pictorial
scenes of Jiltanian landscapes.
Bel Gane Vor watched as Marly stood by the floorto-ceiling wall glazing, looking out, and inland. He
smiled at Chelo. "The view out towards the inland is far
more interesting than the seaside, I believe. If you
look hard enough you will be just able to make out the
Royal Spire of the Palace in Jilta PC. It is between
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those mountain peaks. That was one of the governing
decisions, for this building. We had to be able to see
the Royal Palace, from the Director's office, on the two
hundred and thirty-eighth floor. From up there, you
can see much of Jilta itself."
Chelo smiled and looked out towards the soft
green patch-worked landscape that met the horizon
with a small rounded blur and a small thin spire. The
Palace was barely visible, so far away. Chelo asked,
"You haven’t been up there, to his office?"
Bel Gane Vor smiled, sat back and shook his head.
"Up there, is the Director for Jiltanian Affairs of the
Federation Warp Drive Bank. He is arguably one of the
most powerful men, on the planet. Very few, within
this organization ever get the privilege to meet him, yet
be invited to his office.” Bel sighed.
"Now ladies. I have read your initial submission,
and I was very impressed with your thesis. So much
so, that I felt it would be good to meet, as I believe
that with talent like yours, the Bank should have first
option. What do you say? Would you like to work
here? The career opportunities are limitless."
Ω
An hour later, Chelo and Marly were in the
express-undertube7. Neither could believe just what
7

DEFINITION: Express-undertube: The name given to the
underground magno-rail link that bridges Jilta P.C. and its outer lying
hub cities. The train travels up to 450 Ks an hour. Source:
Searfinders Index, p. 837 ◄Return
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happened. They had actually haggled with Bel Gane
Vor, and had negotiated a starter package of one
hundred and fifty-five thousand, per annum, each.
The girls simply stared at each other. Chelo had
never realized, how good their thesis must have been.
For some reason, Chelo had wanted to agree to the first
terms that were offered, but Marly had dug her heels in
and said no, and again no, and again until the
amazingly high figure was reached. Chelo was ecstatic.
What an amazing day, it had been. This was the start
to a new way of living.

Ψ
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CHAPTER 3

ARDAN KEOTE

Marly arrived home, to find a note fixed to the lounge
room viewer.
It read:
Dear Marl,
I let the technician in as we agreed. I
will be gone for two days, so I will see you,
when I return. I organized for the security
system at Chelo's apartment, two days ago. I
have been requested to attend a conference, at
Ablam. More security work; late at night too,
I’m afraid.
Lots of love.
Torish.
Torish was Marly's boyfriend, of several months,
now. Marly met Torish when she was working late in
the Alson library, one night. He listened to her, as she
outlined the extent of Chelo’s and her work. He was
very, very interested. It was not long after, that they
were dating and within a few months, Torish had
moved in, with Marly.
Marly was ecstatic. She was never one that men
had automatically flocked to. She knew that she was
awkward looking, and with just an ordinary to boring
personality. Torish on the other hand was strong and
handsome, a win by any girl's standard. It was not
that Marly thought that she was now glamorous, or
even that her fortunes had changed. It was just that
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she felt that she deserved her share of happiness, and
she was not about to ask Torish too many questions. If
he liked her, then that was fine by Marly. Who really
wants to know why?
Torish was two years older than Marly, which for a
long-lifer, was almost nothing. He had been studying
electrical engineering, at the Academia Alson when they
met. At the same time, he also was serving an
apprenticeship with the Federation Warp Drive Bank.
Torish was studying to become a security expert, and it
was on his advices, that led the girls to submit their
thesis, in its early stages to the Bank, seeking funds.
Disappointingly, the Bank didn’t donate any funds for
the project, but it expressed a keen interest and a
desire to be kept informed. In many ways, the girls felt
that Torish had been responsible for their now current
career prospects at the Bank. For that, Marly loved him
dearly.
Marly erased the note and walked into the kitchen.
She decided again not to eat at home, but to go over to
her mother's apartment.
Marly's mother had been a good companion for her
second daughter - Marly, and for the past week, Marly
had been spending the nights, there. She was
returning home, only to see if Torish was going to be
home or out. As he was out, then she was going to
visit her mother.
Her mother had been a strong woman in her time,
and once even had held the position of City Ward
Councilor, for the Eastside of Jilta PC. That was before
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the Palboan invasion, which had destroyed her home
and killed her then bonded husband. That war had
destroyed her life, from which she never really
recovered.
Marly felt sorry for her mother and spent as much
time with her, as possible. Marly quickly got her bags
together for another night, and left.
Ω
Chelo Bade arrived home and threw her nylop
boots into the corner of the lounge. She drew an iced
drink from the wall service. It was still serving the
correct ice. She sipped and turned on the wall screens,
for the latest news. She saw that the Master Templar
was in more trouble, along with part of the Temple,
called the Cordukes. There were Temples from other
planets, calling for an immediate inquiry into the
Cordukes and their operations, and how they were
funded and controlled.
Chelo yawned and was soon asleep.
Ω
Ardan Keote arrived home, after his evening at
work. As a construction engineer, he had been
rostered for the evening shift of the superrise, which
his company was building, on the banks of Lake Lerry
Tiffan. The entire foreshore was being rebuilt, after the
Palboan invasion.
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Tonight, however, the weather was closing in. A
storm, coming in off the lake, had caused the site to
close, early. At the upper levels of the building, the
winds were gusting, up to eighty Ks.
He marched up, to the front of his home. He
stopped at the door, which was open, a fraction.`
He looked at the small electric eye, in the corner.
It was not on. Ardan stopped. There was someone
inside.
Ever so slowly, he placed his fingers on the edge of
the door. He gripped and forced the door to slide
quietly and gradually back, into its recess. He
soundlessly slipped inside and let the door close, after
him.
He stared into the blackness and heard nothing.
There was not a light on, anywhere, he could only see
pitch black. He took a step and felt a shift in
consciousness. Everything was black.
Ardan opened his eyes wide, and stared up, at the
ceiling. He blinked. What had happened, he wondered.
He recalled, walking through the door. Yes. He now
remembered, seeing the blackness, and now he was
lying on the floor, looking up. He wondered how he got
there.
He looked at his watch and realized that he had
been on the floor, for an hour. He rolled over and
began to get up; feeling that his head was in pain, and
that he was giddy. It didn’t take him long to decide,
that a prowler had struck him on the head.
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He wandered his way over to the light switches by
feeling his way, and realized that the lights were
switched off. He turned them back on. Rubbing his
head, he looked around.
He saw Chelo, by the table in the lounge, slumped
over on the sofa. He walked over to her, and rubbed
her hand.
Chelo slowly opened her eyes and smiled. "Oh,
Ardan. You’re home so early...or is it...?” Chelo
glanced at the wall clock and realized that she had slept
the day and night away again.
Quickly, she sat upright and tried to rub the sleep
and grogginess, from her eyes.
Ardan stood back and looked around the room and
slowly looked back, at her. There didn’t appear to be
anything moved or stolen. He asked, "How long have
you been asleep?"
She stood up and glared at him. "Ardan, whether
I sleep in the afternoon or not, is of small concern of
yours. Now do you want any dinner?"
Ardan scratched his head, as she made her way
into the kitchen. "Yes, but how long...."
She slammed the food down, that had just come
out of the food heater and said, "Look, you had better
get used to cooking, for yourself. I’m starting work in
two days for the Bank, in their research section.” She
walked out, grabbed her jacket and left the house.
Ardan looked at the door, as it closed behind
Chelo.
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He wondered what to do, and then the comm-tact8
on the wall began to page him. He looked over to the
right far wall and saw that the light was on. He told the
machine to respond. It was Torish.
Torish was smiling, as usual. Through the girls he
had gotten to know Ardan quite well. "Ardan," he said,
"Is Chel there?"
Ardan looked around and then shrugged, "No, she
has stepped out, for a moment. Is there a message,
which I can give her?”
"No. Just ask her to call me. I just wanted to
know where Marly is, tonight."
"Sure. I’ll do that when she gets back.” Ardan
typed in a message by the screen.
"Thanks," said Torish.
Ardan held up his hand, to stop Torish from leaving
and said, "I think someone has been in here, in the
house. The security equipment is down. Do you have
any ideas of what to do? Do I contact the company,
who put in the gear, or what? Nothing seems to be
missing."
Torish slowly nodded and then said, "Leave it to
me. I will contact City Security, and I will also have
someone over there, to check out the equipment.”
Torish paused. "Strange, about you having an intruder.

8

DEFINITION: Comm-tact: Trade name for a mass commercial
visual communications system and network. Source: Searfinders
Dictionary, p. 456. ◄Return
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They’re almost unheard of, on Jilta, these days. See
you, soon."
Ardan waved and the screen went blank.
After searching the house for anything that may
have been missing, and finding nothing, out of the
ordinary, Ardan answered the door. It was City
Security.
The two from City Security were dressed in their
one-piece grey and blue uniform. It only took them
fifteen minutes to confirm that there was nothing
wrong, with the security system. The door worked fine,
and the light that indicated the system was down, but
was now operational. There were no fingerprints;
nothing stolen, and they checked the drinking glass,
which Chelo had been drinking from, just prior to her
falling asleep. The only indication of a possible answer
was that perhaps Ardan had stumbled in the dark and
fallen, and that the door had suffered a one in a million,
strange malfunction somehow. Yes, Ardan could see
now how the entire thing could have been a mistake.
As the City Security was leaving Chelo entered and
was surprised by their presence. She asked Ardan
what they were doing and he replied that they had
made a mistake.
Ω
The next day, saw Ardan and Chelo packing and
getting ready, for her new venture.
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Things were going smoothly, but Chelo was
becoming difficult to converse with. She would become
easily upset and angry, over small or unnecessary
things. Ardan noted that this had begun, after she had
finished her thesis. Now, she was getting worse.
Ardan figured that she would get better, once the
pressure of starting work was finished, and she had
begun to bring in some pay. He knew that he went
through similar signs, when he graduated.
Ω
Ardan, Chel, Marly and Torish had agreed to travel
the undertube, to Jilta Centrum. From there, the girls
had booked a private compartment on the magnotube
to the northern city of Corrado, traveling at 500 Ks per
hour. It was at Corrado City, that research was
undertaken, for the Bank.
That evening, Ardan was working on the two
hundred and sixty-third floor of the superrise, which he
was assigned to. The wind was coming in fast again
from the lake. Ardan looked out, from the tower. The
building was only half constructed, but completely lit
up. There were workers on most floors. Structural
erecting occurred on the very top while lower floors
were being fitted out, for eventual occupation.
Ardan was talking to the crane operator, high up,
above him. The wind was blowing hard, but not
enough to call off the evening. "Over to the right, Gil,"
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he called, on the two-way communicator, attached to
his collar.
The overhead crane moved, and a great monolithic
precast slab began to swing, around the building.
Ardan looked up, towards the stars. It would be
another hundred or so floors, before this structure was
complete. Most likely, there would be people living in
the lower levels, while Ardan worked, over their heads.
He squinted through the lights and motioned three
of the workmen to keep clear of the slab, as it now
swung, into the center of the floor.
"To the south, Gil," and the great slab began to
slowly change direction, as though it was just hanging
in the air like on gossamer strings, attached to the
overhead crane, defying all pull of gravity.
Following its path Ardan began to step back with it,
closer to the edge. He walked with the slab and it
began to swing, to and fro in the wind. It momentarily
seemed to be less in control, of the crane operator.
Ardan looked down the hundreds of floors and saw
the lights of the building and lake’s edge. It was a long
way down he thought, and the wind was blowing;
stronger. Perhaps too strong, he wondered, as the slab
began to swing the wrong way; his way.
He moved and the slab swished past, as though
chasing him.
He was getting close to the edge. The slab swung
in closer.
"Gil, Gil...."
There was no response.

46 | P a g e

Ardan looked over his shoulder and saw the
surface of Jilta a long way down, and the slab looming,
over towards him.
"Gil!" he shrieked.
The slab swept in a large circle and pushed him
from the floor. At the same time, Ardan hurled himself
down, to the floor below. He landed awkwardly and
rolled; his hands gripping two steel bars, which
overhung the massive structural frame.
With effort, he pulled himself away from the edge
and lay there, panting, staring up at the slab, which
now hung out, over the edge.
After several short breaths, he stood and looked at
his lifeline. It should have caught his fall from the
floor, but didn’t. It looked as though it was frayed and
had broken, when he leapt.
Quickly, Ardan ran to the stairs and then up, to the
open floor above, to be greeted by his workmen, who
were pleased to see, that he was safe.
He looked up and called, "Gil!"
There was no response.
Ardan looked around, snapped off his faulty lifeline
and quickly threw on another, which was hanging by
the stairs.
A few seconds later, he was scaling one of the
three giant hydraulic cranes, which were at the center
of the construction. Up the steel steps; another eighty
pacs in the air he climbed.
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He was panting when he arrived at the top. He
bashed at the door, but no response. Finally, he kicked
at it, and it swung open.
There, as he suspected, lay Gil, unconscious, but
still breathing, sprawled over the controls.
Ardan slammed the door behind him and pulled his
friend off the seat, and laid him on the door.
He then sat in the chair, pulled back the hydraulic
lever and the cabin began to descend. Moments later,
it had arrived on the lower work platform, near the
other men.
Ardan pushed open the door and dragged Gil out.
He called to the others. "Get him over to the sidecarriage. Notify medical that Gil is unconscious.
Quickly!"
It took a few minutes, for them to get to the
ground floor levels. It took a few minutes longer, to
find out that Gil was now dead. The on-site doctor
figured that he died of a heart attack, but that would
have to be verified by a formal corporate autopsy.
The site closed for the night; it would resume with
light and the day shift, nine hours later. Ardan was
shocked. Not only had he almost been killed, but also
his friend had died, of a heart attack. He needed a long
walk.
Fifteen minutes later, he called Torish.
Torish responded. "Certainly Ard. I will meet you,
at your place, in one hour."
Ardan watched the screen go blank, and waited for
the next undertube, back to the center of Jilta PCC.
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Unfortunately for Ardan, there had also been a
malfunction on the line, and some night-shift work
being carried out, delayed the undertube service, by a
half hour.
Ardan wondered whether he should contact Torish,
but decided that he would most likely get home before
he arrived anyway.
Ardan shook his head. It had been a long night.
He was really going to need a drink. There was not
much going right. As he ascended, on the moving
stairs from the undertube, he could see the stars
overhead, coming into view. He saw the trees, then,
and finally the buildings. He was almost home.
Before he could work out what was happening, he
heard sirens. He then saw that there was a fire in the
street. A home was on fire; it was his home! He ran.
Soon, he reached up to the cordoned off area. He
stood behind the crowd, and tried to push through. He
stopped, and thought for a moment and asked the man
next to him, "What happened?"
"I don’t know. I live down the street, and I heard
this explosion, about fifteen minutes ago. I come
running out, to see the place is billowing with smoke
and flames. The fireball was still rising into the sky,
when I called City Security."
When the man turned to who had asked the
question, he saw no one. Ardan had gone.
Quickly, Ardan retreated to the safety of the
undertube. The night was becoming too wild, and he
was becoming unhinged. He almost died, once. The
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man who almost killed him is dead from a heart attack,
and now, when he is meant to be home, his home
explodes and burns. If the undertube had not been
delayed, he could have been killed, for a second time.
He was not paranoid; someone really was trying to kill
him.
The undertube carriage sped quickly back, to
Centrum. Ardan exited there, and went over to the
nearest view-speak. He punched in the code for Torish,
but then thought again. He cancelled the call. He
would have to work out in his mind who he could trust,
and who he couldn’t. Torish could wait.
That night, he booked into a local small room using
cash credits, which were in his pocket. He decided not
to use his auto-credit in case whoever was trying to kill
him, could track him, via the card.
Ω
The next day he rose, wondering if the events of
the past night were all a delusion.
He picked up the view-caller. He called his home
and found that his number had been disconnected.
He then called the Warp Drive Bank and asked to
be put through to Chelo Bade, in Corrado.
The girl he was speaking to, said again, "I’m sorry
sir; there is no one of that name, in our employ here.
Could she be under another name?"
"No, no.... What about Marly Scanes?"
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The girl, on the other end said, "No sir, there is....”
She then asked, "Sir, who may I ask is calling?"
Ardan then saw the concern, showing on her face
and pressed the off-switch.
Was he getting paranoid? Was he going crazy?
He knew that Chelo and Marly had started work, with
the Bank.
He then left his room, and locked it, behind him.
An hour later, he found that his auto-credit had
stopped all credit and payment. The reason given was
that he was dead. He asked the cashier at the Credit
Control Office to have another look at his face, as he
was not dead. He then walked out. He couldn’t believe
what was happening.
Ardan walked through the downtown streets of
Jilta feeling awfully alone.

Ψ
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CHAPTER 4

MACROD CURR

Ardan wandered around in the undertube pedestrian
walkways for hours. He didn’t know what to do. The
identification card that enabled him to buy anything
from transport, to food, had been cancelled. He
believed this was done to force him to present himself
to the Credit Control Head Office. He desperately
wanted to find out who, and why.
That afternoon, Ardan experimented with a call to
Torish. Ardan explained to Torish that he needed to
speak to him, but privately, in an hour's time on the
northwest corner of Royal Barracks, in South Jilta.
Ardan had waited near there, concealed; as
expected, there were five City Security officers on the
scene, in less than twenty minutes. This meant that
either Torish's calls were being monitored, or that
Torish himself was in on what was happening. It also
meant that someone in City Security was in on it, as
well. For that, he was not surprised, as C-S’s were
known to be corruptible. Many had been hired, after
first serving various corporate security organizations.
It was well known that the security corporations paid
better, and retained better men. If a security man
couldn’t make it with a company, he could always find a
place with the City.
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Ardan tried twice more, to use his card-credit.
Once was for transport out of the city, and the other
was in a Credit-line machine. On both occasions, there
were delays and Ardan had left and hidden nearby,
before the transaction could take place. In both cases,
City Security arrived not long after Ardan had left.
Ardan now paced the walkways, in a peak-hour
undertube, wondering what to do. He needed money,
clothing and credits, if he was to get safely out of the
city, to work out what was going on. What about
Chelo? What a mess he was in.
He did have one bright idea. He jumped the
turnstiles, when the guard was not watching;
something he had learned when young. He then rode
the moving stairs, to the bottom level, where there
were fewer people and he checked the timetable.
Within moments, he was on his way in a tube9 out
to his old work site.
An hour later, he had missed the guards, and was
on the surface again. It was night and he could see his
superrise structure, hundreds of floors lit up, rising like
a giant mountain of light, reaching for the stars.
Ardan knew how to enter, without being seen.
Slowly, he made his way, to the rear elevators. He
despised what he was about to do, but he needed
credits and clothing.
9

DEFINITION: Tube: The local term given to the rail cars that
travel the undertubes of Jilta P.C. Source: Searfinders Index, p.
1852. ◄Return
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He slowly rode the cage, up three floors, into the
temporary construction quarters. It was deserted. He
slipped inside. With a bit of luck no one would notice
him, out of place.
At the end of the corridor, he put his pass in the
slot. It would not open. Someone had already
changed the electronic keying.
He looked to the side and then at another door. It
was partially open. He took only one step.
A surly voice, from behind said slowly in a husky
guttural way, "Don’t move. Don’t even turn around.
Raise your hands."
Ardan froze. He slowly obeyed and began to lift
his arms, when a hand gripped him on the shoulder,
and threw him against the wall.
Ardan could see his assailant now. He broke into a
broad smile. It was a security guard for the
construction company, which he worked for. Ardan
knew the man, and had even helped to get him his first
job, with the company. His name was Dorano Dent.
Dorano raised his weapon to Ardan's head, and
said slowly, "Don’t make me fire this, for I will, if I have
to. Just stay where you are, and we will all be fine."
Ardan watched as Dorano began to speak into the
microphone on his collar. Ardan watched, as the light
on the man's helmet blinked on, showing that the
camera in it was now activated.
Ardan thought, and said quickly, "What the
problem is, I’m just late for work, that’s all. What’s
with the stunner? I have done nothing wrong."

54 | P a g e

Dorano straightened the gun and said, "Nothing?
Do you call murder, nothing? First you kill Gil, one of
your closest friends, and then you go home, murder
your girlfriend, torch your home, and try to make it
look, like an accident. Don’t move. When help arrives
it will be better, for both of us."
Ardan's head was swimming with facts. "Murder.
I never killed anyone. Gil was dead when I got there to
help him. As for Chelo...I would rather die than harm a
hair on her head."
"Tell it to the C-S’s. They will be here, soon. You
will have plenty of time to talk, then."
At that instant a gust of wind blew in, from the
lake. Outside, a stack of steel was struck by a
something, which had blown off a floor above. The
noise was loud and rang through the building skeleton.
Ardan yelled, "Now, Garth!" and pointed towards
the door.
Dorano swung around, and Ardan was on him, in
half a second. Half a second more, Ardan had beaten
him unconscious. Three seconds on, and he had taken
Dorano’s radio, stunner and replacement cartridge, his
jacket, credits and electro-key.
In short time, Ardan let himself out of the building,
after raiding the construction crew's quarters, for food.
He was now running, for the gate. He had grabbed a
satchel from a chair, and pushed in the clothing, which
he had found inside, and slung the bag over his
shoulder.

55 | P a g e

He heard the sounds of sirens. It was not one, but
a dozen floaters, coming his way. He tried to see
above him, but the clouds obscured his vision. He
sprinted back into the site, for cover.
Under the guise of darkness, he watched as the
first three floaters descended. Guards jumped out.
The C-S’s wore blasters, which killed, not just stunned.
Ardan could also see that they were set for high
charge. They weren’t here to take prisoners.
As he watched the next floater, which was much
closer to him, with its scanning lights crisscrossing over
the site, Ardan realized that whoever had organized the
killings and bombings, was not working alone. There
was an organization at work, a group that had planned
his death methodically, and knew that he was still alive.
They had now framed him for the death of others they
had killed. He had no time to mourn Chelo, and
casually strolled out from his hiding place wearing
Dorano's security jacket.
Slowly he made his way over to the closest floater.
It had landed. He saw the solitary guard, sitting behind
the transparent canopy. Ardan slowly walked up and
knocked on the canopy window. The guard flicked
open the side-hatch and asked what he wanted. The
guard soon lay moaning on the floor of his floater.
Being careful not to be seen Ardan slipped inside
the craft. He tuned his radiophones into the frequency
of the C-S’s. He listened.
They had already found Dorano.
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Ardan flicked the floater to life. It hummed and
slowly rose from the ground. Up it went, and Ardan
was quickly asked over the radio what he was doing.
He replied into the microphone, that he had seen a
blaster shot, come from up, on the seventieth level. He
was commended, as now the other floaters began to
close in, around the upper levels of the building.
Ardan looked around. Searchlights were scanning
all over the building; for him. On the ground, there
were a dozen guards searching the stockpiled
construction materials. Who knew how many were
scouring the inside of the structure?
Ardan counted to three and then fired all drives,
and dove down to the left, gaining speed. Again he
was asked what he was doing and this time he didn’t
reply. He only increased his speed.
"Answer up, S143! What is your purpose?" came
an upset voice, over the radio.
Ardan still didn’t reply,
"143! What is your purpose?"
It took only two more seconds for the C-S’s to
realize that they had been tricked. They were after
him.
Ardan's screens showed three floaters in
immediate pursuit and others, now returning from the
far side of the building. Those on the ground were now
lifting off.
Ardan had the machine running as fast as it would
go, with a governed top speed of one hundred and fifty
Ks. These craft were floaters, for City Security. They
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weren’t spacecraft, and their design was for traffic
maneuverability. In Jilta PC, as in most cities, air
traffic was outlawed, within the city limits up to three
Ks, above ground. With the exception of a few highly
placed government officials, and corporate and Temple
heads, no one, but the C-S’s floated in the skies.
Ardan saw the other craft were steady, behind
him. He knew that if he left the city limits, they would
call in the military, as small as it was. Ardan headed
for the center of Jilta PC. He drove his vehicle
downwards, and close to the ground. The others
followed. He saw that not all vehicles were equal.
Some were trailing further behind but two were closing
in on him.
The center of the city was looming. He swerved
down, and missed three government superrises, by a
hair’s breath. He buzzed over the top of the Royal
Palace. He grinned as he wondered how that would
shake the old Master Templar, in his sleep. He
wondered if he should land inside the Palace, but
thought against it. Ardan didn’t believe in the doctrines
of Torren, so he couldn’t ask for any religious
intervention. He was certain they, the Templars, would
hand him over to the C-S’s anyway.
Just then he saw a slash of light, to his right. The
craft behind were shooting at him, with their small
arms. He pulled up instantly, to just miss the western
wall of the Palace. He stared at his screens, as a
floater behind didn’t miss the wall, but slammed into it.
Ardan quickly glanced behind, to see the machine
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crashing down the wall to the ground. He had no doubt
that the occupants were now most likely, dead. They
would be added to the list, that he was said to have
murdered.
He swallowed, as he thought about the prospect of
his life, now. The C-S beside him, on the floor began to
moan. Ardan shot him again, with the stunner, and he
whimpered once again, into unconsciousness.
The floater from behind, fired. It struck Ardan's
craft and ignited the right motor. Ardan looked around,
for the closest entry to the undertube.
He found it, aimed the floater and drove down
hard. He pulled the canopy back, wind racing into his
face, the entrance loomed and he slowed the craft
down. He pulled up, to wedge the craft, into the exit.
Shots were now being fired, from several craft.
Ardan quickly rifled the guard on the floor, for his
cash credits, keys and gun. In a few seconds, Ardan
was out and running. He could hear the C-S’s soon
clambering over his craft, and then giving chase. He
didn’t look back. He ran.
He turned a corner and there were people. He ran
past some, and knocked over others. He ran harder.
He could also hear the steps of others, behind him.
A ticket counter was ahead. He jumped the
queue, and thrust a half credit at the operator and
grabbed a token. He threw the token down the slot
and heard yelling, from behind.
The turnstile door opened and he ran. He ran
faster and down the tunnel, he saw a turn. He turned.
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There was a choice of three ways, which he could go.
He ran to the left. Then he saw another fork, and he
took the right.
In another two minutes, he had slowed down. He
was in the center of Jilta PC Undertube Centrum. There
were about thirty different passages, which he could be
in. He descended another level and saw a tube, coming
his way. It slowed at the platform and he boarded it.
Three seconds later, it was moving.
Ardan watched, as the various station platforms
flashed by. For the next hour, he continued to change
direction and ride the tubes.
After the sixth tube, Ardan poised by the door of
the rear carriage. Slowly the tube was gliding into the
station. It stopped and Ardan disembarked. He was at
the end of the platform, and saw that there were no
guards, watching. The tube glided away, and Ardan
carefully looked around. Quickly, he dropped down to
the tunnel rail surface.
There, he crouched and cautiously, he stepped
back into the tunnel away, from the platform and its
lights. Soon, he was creeping along the tunnel, looking
into its blackness. He could just barely see, in front of
him. The tunnel was honeycombed, with lots of other
smaller passages.
Occasionally, there were lights in the passages.
Ardan figured that if he became lost, then no one else
would be able to find him, either. He knew that he
would be safe in here, for a while as whoever was
looking for him, would most likely be only scouring the
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exits for the moment, and there were hundreds of
those, around the city.
Finally, after an hour inside the maze, he walked
up, within thirty pacs of a dull light, which seemed to
hang from the rock face, for no apparent reason. He
sat. He could just make out his surroundings and see
his hand, in front of him. The walls were cold, but
Ardan had warmer clothes stashed away. He pulled out
a packet of Bilkars profood10, and broke the seal.
After stuffing several in his mouth, he realized that
he had not eaten for a day and a half. He slowed down
and ground the sweet textured biscuit in his mouth;
drawing on all the enjoyment, which it had to offer.
Next he leaned over, and pulled off the top, of a
small nylop bottle, which he had managed to steal from
the C-S, in the floater. He swallowed and tasted the
juice that flowed. Not bad, he thought to himself, and
swallowed some more.
He put the bottle down, wiped his lips and looked
into his bag. He wondered what else there was, that he
had managed to steal.
As he rifled in the bag, a voice came from behind,
startling him. He dropped the bag and rolled, to jump
to his feet.
"Do you have enough to share, friend?"

10

DEFINITION: Bilkars: Trade and manufacturers name for a thin
high-fibred baked crisp bread inlaid with three varieties of dried
Jiltanian fruits. They’re fortified with protein. They come in packets of
forty and have a home shelf life of months. Source: Quantum
Jiltanian Cookbook by Balin Stoff, p. 12. ◄Return
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Ardan looked and saw only the outline of a figure,
in the darkness. He tried to peer, but the figure glided
to the left.
It said, "If you would care to share, I would be
grateful. I haven’t eaten for some time."
Ardan tried to see who was in front of him. It was
a male voice.
Ardan glanced at the bag and saw both the stunner
and the blaster, lying there. Slowly, he looked up and
said, "Yes, I will share. Here….” He slowly reached
down past the guns and picked up the remainder of the
Bilkars and tossed them to the shadowy figure, in the
darkness.
The figure caught the packet, and ripped back the
seal and munched on a Bilkar. He moved forward, until
Ardan could vaguely make out the man's features. He
was tall, with a rugged face. He wore old clothes, torn
but plenty of them. His eyes seemed to burn, with a
menace, that sent a shiver down Ardan's spine.
"Thank you, friend," the figure said, and he put the
packet of Bilkars in his pocket. "Who are you, and why
are you down here?"
Ardan looked at the man's eyes, noticing a long
scar running along his neck. "My name is Ardan. Why
do you want to know why I’m here?"
The other man laughed. "The only people to come
down here, are those that are either trying to hunt us,
those that live here, or those, who are still running
away. For which reason are you down here?"
Ardan swallowed, "My own reason."
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"Ahh.... Your own reason. For what crime did
they accuse you, Ardan?"
Ardan was beginning to feel uneasy. He eyed the
stunner and then looked at the man. "I have been
accused of murder."
The man smiled. "Did you kill those that you were
accused of killing?"
"No, but C-S’s most likely died, after a floater
crashed. Why is it important for you, to know?"
The man smiled. "It is important to know whose
company one can keep. My name is Macrod Curr.
Follow me."
The man stepped back, into the shadows. Ardan
picked up his belongings, and called after the man,
"Where are you going?"
"Just follow me, Ardan."
Ardan did just that.

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, of
historical note, this means that 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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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. Templar miniseries
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. Templar miniseries
Ablam: Commercial center, 100 Ks west of Jilta PC. Population one
million, its product is government service. Juggernaut miniseries
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. New-Earth miniseries
Acran: Pleiadian for what translates into Devout Coordinator for On
Planet Operations. This began in Sequetus 3. Acran Anderson was the
first of many Acrans to follow. New-Earth miniseries
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. New-Earth miniseries
Afterburners: When dumping fuel out through the exhaust system,
and igniting it within the system, the continual explosion of such
afterburning adds speed to the craft. New-Earth miniseries
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. NewEarth miniseries

Agelay: Pronounced a-ja-lei. The capital city, of the southern
continent of Kanut of Palbo. Population 12 million. Juggernaut Series
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Agent: 1. Two levels below independent. Starting at the top is:
Independent, Junior Independent, Agent, and Agent Junior Grade.
New-Earth miniseries

Akeala: 1. See Albine below. Same person. Daughter of Jaron and
Anki. Templar Series. 2. She becomes a central figure in the freeing
of Earth and the Federation from the effects of the Talkron. She has
many of her father’s properties. Earth Syndrome miniseries.
Albine: Daughter of Jaron and Anki. She is the granddaughter, of
the Master Templar. Her grandmother was a long-lifer, but died
before she was born. She changed her name to Akeala, upon the
advice of her protector, to avoid being killed, like her two brothers.
Juggernaut miniseries

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 abandoned, and at
vast effort, it was engineered, to remove all evidence of
previous occupation. New-Earth miniseries
Algamm Grass: Found on the edge of deserts, around
Sandrist. It is high in B vitamins and sought after, as a
natural product, harvested and exported. It is said that a
short-lifer could become a long-lifer, by eating Algamm
grass from birth with every meal. This was never tested.
Juggernaut miniseries

Algon Sea: The nearest sea to Jilta PPC, measuring 765 Ks
across, at the widest point. New-Earth miniseries
Allied Council of Free Sectors: The name given to the
first authority controlling the new Federation Alliance. It
came from 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. New-Earth miniseries
Alliance, Federation: An alternative name for the
Federation, after the Battle of Sequetus 3. New-Earth
miniseries

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
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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 should not 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. New-Earth miniseries
Allied Imperial Federation: A fuller term for Federation
Alliance. Allied Imperial Federation Forces. AIF, or AIFF all
mean the same thing. New-Earth miniseries
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. New-Earth miniseries
Amanda: The name taken and accepted by a Boguard Mano-War, born BS 1013. Ceremony with Captain Bigow of
Yaltipia, BS 1014. Crucial in the police action in Kantee
against the Talkron. Juggernaut Series
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. She was central in removing
the pirates from Sleebo, and bringing down Brandon Mirac of
Palbo. She earned the nick name, Goddess of War
incarnate. Templar miniseries
Aneel, FAS Destroyer: The Aneel went through the portal
with the Expeditionary task force BS 10, and never returned.
Presumed destroyed. New-Earth miniseries
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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. Templar miniseries. The
woman, years later, who is the mother of Akeala, and Tubin,
and married to Jaron. Anki’s mother was a long-lifer, Karine
Malor - married to the Master Templar, a Cordello at the
time, and died two years after Anki was born. Juggernaut
miniseries

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. New-Earth miniseries
Antithesis: (Terrestrial) A direct contrast, or opposition, of
person, action or idea. Juggernaut miniseries
Aquel: A local length measure of stride, from the planet
Aqeliam. New-Earth miniseries
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. New-Earth miniseries
Arganate; A plentiful translucent pale misty green nonprecious stone, which is found on Jilta. The major quarries are
found in the northern hemisphere. The stone's properties are
limestone based and calcium derived. Juggernaut miniseries
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. New-Earth miniseries
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Armsman: Federation for Master at Arms, MAA. His prime
purpose is to keep order, on a ship. New-Earth miniseries
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. Templar miniseries
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. Templar miniseries
Auto-Credit: Similar to a credit card but instead of the
credit being held at a bank, it is held at one’s place of
employment. Juggernaut miniseries
Auto-fecha: From auto-fetcher, (also a-fechaTM) an
automatic computerized library vehicle device, which that
when enabled with the correct code, leaves the study table,
and brings the volume from the storage shelves, back to the
intended user. They are the size of a shoebox, available in
many modern libraries, in different models, colours and from
many manufacturers. They were first developed on planet
Peel. Juggernaut Series
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. New-Earth miniseries
Bacterol-bandages TM: Bandages with anti bacterial
impregnated layers, which bring about fast healing. Made
by Medicol Corp Inc. Jilta. Templar miniseries
Bailock: The name given to Jaron on Tors, by the local
native, Garnow. The term became Jaron’s name there. It
was local dialect for fast-god, due to the speed, which he
descended from the sky. Juggernaut miniseries
Balgoss, Eroni: Base Commander of the Palboan
outstation on Sleebo, pirate station. Aged 234 when killed in
the fight for Mount Drapper. Templar miniseries
Ballard: Colloquial term for the rear end, of the native
beast of burden of Jilta, a Kull. Source: Searfinders Index P
287. Used on many planets in the galaxy. 2. A peta69 | P a g e

ballard means the prime part of the rear end of a kul,
sometimes eaten. Templar miniseries
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 whilst 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. NewEarth miniseries

Bank: See The Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank.
Home planet Palbo. New-Earth miniseries
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. Templar miniseries
Barnell: The Boguard leader running the Boguard operation
on Jilta, in 1,043 BS. Juggernaut miniseries
Battle Bar: 1. The saloon aboard a cruiser or destroyer,
where alcohol can be served. 2. The name of the flight bar,
on the FSS Nebulus. New-Earth miniseries
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.
New-Earth miniseries

Battlemaster: The Malukan equivalent of a marshal and
commander of a fleet, or armada. New-Earth miniseries
Battleroom: A temporary make shift war room, CIC –
Combat Information Center – inside the palace. It is 50 by
80 pacs, with seventy staff, troopers or Boguard. New-Earth
miniseries

Battle of Six Worlds: A temporary make shift war room,
CIC – Combat Information Center – inside the palace. It is
50 by 80 pacs, with seventy staff, troopers or Boguard.
New-Earth miniseries

Bauxite: (Terrestrial) The rock that is mined, which when
treated, is converted to aluminum. Templar miniseries
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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. Templar miniseries
Beel, Polton: Adventurer and freedom fighter from the farOuter-Worlds. A short-lifer, aged 42 at the writing of Book
12 of the epic series. Juggernaut miniseries
Beeton: See Blu below. Juggernaut miniseries.
Belkron Blu: Corduke assumed name (real name Beeton
Blu) of an operant working on the Palboan Sector. Trained
in struck fighting in the out worlds of Jilta. He teamed up,
with Amy of Rambus. Juggernaut Series
Beran Sea: A sea in southern Palbo. The deepest part is
1,300 pacs. Juggernaut miniseries.
Bigow, Captain: Yaltipian (Boguard) captain, of the Man-oWar, Amanda. Born BS 789. He headed the mission onto
Kantee (police action) to rescue the captured life-force
Royals. Juggernaut miniseries.
Bilkars Profood: A Jiltanian protein bar, made and found,
only on Jilta. Juggernaut miniseries
Biobots: The surgical automated worms that are used to
inspect, stitch and repair tissue during an operation. Biobots
-4
generally are 10 pacs in diameter. New-Earth Series
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. Templar miniseries
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. New-Earth
miniseries

Bloat: A space life boat. Usually, 5 x 9 pacs in size and
taking up to twelve passengers. Typically there was a
minimum provision of one bloat per 25 crew, and one bloat
for every 20 passengers. Juggernaut miniseries
Bloodwood, Jiltanian: A tree measuring up to 390 pacs
tall, found in the temperate regions of Jilta. Its wood is a
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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. NewEarth miniseries

Bluster: See Microwave bluster. New-Earth miniseries
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. New-Earth miniseries
Boguard Front: The assault corps of Boguard. They can
be anything from 500 to 500 strong depending on the
objective. The Boguard Captain Felice Karo made them
famous when she defeated Palbo 1,000 years before. At
that time there were up to twenty thousand Boguard Front
that hit the planet in one strike, carefully coordinated, taking
out all communications systems in one unified moment.
Templar miniseries

Boguard rank: The following is the Boguard field rank from
highest to lowest:
Captain
Guard Instructor
Instructor
Leader
Boguard
Boguard Novice (student) New-Earth miniseries
Boll, Pabs, Lieutenant: The on-planet fleet representative
during the Palboan raids of the far-Outer-Worlds. Graduated
Merida Academy, Palbo CC. Juggernaut Series
Bonding: 1. The official legal recognition that a male and
female couple, had decided to cohabitate, as a single group,
with the purpose of furthering the species through the
production of children. The average BOND would last 36
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years, with three offspring. Often re-bonding would occur
later in life. 2. The ceremony accompanying the
commitment, of between a Boguard Captain and his new
Man-o-War. The bond is a lifetime agreement. Juggernaut
miniseries

Boulan: The Boulan number exactly 500. They reside in a
small section of Ataran, of a square K in area. They are the
ruling elite, of the Aaron and Boguard. Templar miniseries
Bridge briefing: 1. Bridge briefings are where missions
are presented and discussed in a formal manner. They are
recorded for future reference. Discussions of missions are
not permitted outside of such briefings. All crew attend. 2.
They are called bridge briefings, not because they happen on
the bridge, because in larger craft they do not, as the bridge
can be too small for all crew. Only senior personnel present
the bridge briefing usually from the bridge. New-Earth
miniseries

Brijet, Captain: Female senior Boguard officer captaining
the expeditionary forces fleet taking Captain Jaron to his
objective mission. She was 283 years old at this time. It
was her first command as an entire fleet command. Templar
miniseries

Broadmatter Theory: Broadmatter is that matter that is
so small that current instruments cannot read it, but it acts
similar to a sea supporting molecular-matter that floats
within it. It transmits heat and ALL energy and in this way is
very different from the concept of dark matter. Broadmatter
makes up the bulk of the universe mass, and is the reason
why the universe is expanding at an accelerated rate.
Broadmatter ties in with space and time and without
broadmatter there would be no space, no gravity and
presumably no time. Without it all other matter would
collectively condense. See Broadmatter theory Addendum at
the end of Book Seven for more details. New-Earth miniseries
BS: 1. This indicates how many years since the Battle of
Sequetus 3. 1038 BS means 1,038 Standard Years since the
Battle of Sequetus 3. 2. A dating system, adopted through
the galaxy since the Battle for Sequetus 3. New-Earth
miniseries

Caff: The place, where non-intoxicating beverages are
served, aboard a vessel. New-Earth miniseries
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We hope you enjoyed reading this sample of the
Sequetus Series. We hope it has you interested enough to
continue with the full purchase back at the site where you
downloaded this sample from.

ψ
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