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CHAPTER 1 

 

AMANDA 

 

 

aron and Akeala disembarked, from the ship.  It 

had taken three months, to get there.  The map 

they held showed both the crater and the impact 

point, which they sought. 

“Over there,” called Akeala. 

Jaron looked and could see the ridge. 

Akeala started to bound towards it. 

“Careful Aki, it mightn’t be totally safe,” called 

Jaron, as he watched his daughter leap over a small 

crater.  He turned down his internal helmet lighting, so 

that he could see more clearly, and watch Akeala’s 

torchlight. 

Jaron received a message, across his visor.  It was 

Amy.  She was worried about him, as their ship had 

orbited to the other side of the moon and they had lost 

direct contact.  Now, however, she could see him. 

Jaron smiled.  “I think we have it; this time.  I can 

feel it.” 

He could see Amy’s face plainly on his visor, now.  

She replied.  “I feel nothing.  I also have a creepy 

feeling; being here.  It is like walking on egg shells, 

with the dead sleeping, beneath you.” 

Jaron laughed at the metaphor.  “Perhaps true, but 

she will be here, somewhere, and the fact that she 

J 
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can’t be found by our sensors, means she is here; fully 

aware.” 

Amy sighed. 

Akeala called over.  “Papa… oh hi Aunt Amy.” 

“Hi Aki… please be careful.” 

“Oh, Aunty, there isn’t a thing…oh…” Akeala 

dropped from view and her sensors cut out. 

Jaron couldn’t see her.  There was plenty of light; 

to see by, and the ground where she just was, could be 

clearly observed, and yet, she was gone.  Jaron looked 

around as if he was squinting.  He had to turn down his 

visor, again, as Amy was becoming frantic.  “Stay 

there, Amy.  I can sense her, both of them.” 

Jaron looked around and Belkron Blu was to his 

left. 

He could feel something.  “It gives me the spooks, 

sir.” 

“Over there.”  Jaron pointed.  There was nothing. 

Belkron shrugged; inside his suit.  He was 

watching, as Jaron walked over to a small crater.  Jaron 

vanished.  “Oh, Amy, this is creepy, now they both 

have gone!  I’m going to walk closer…” 

Amy was watching; from their ship.  It was a 

standard Man-o-War.  Its captain looked at Amy.  He 

nodded.  “He has them.” 

Amy wasn’t so confident, but she took some 

solace, from his words.  Still, she noted nothing. 

Down below, Jaron could sense he was now out of 

contact, with above.  He could see Aki, beside the ship. 
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Jaron checked his air and saw that he had two 

hours left.  “Aki, you found her.  Very well done, 

daughter.” 

Akeala looked up, at her father, and then along the 

hull of the damaged Man-o-War. 

Jaron looked at her.  “I can feel your thoughts.  

What is it?” 

 

 

Akeala, Kantee, and Luna 2 above 

 

“Papa, I can see the ship, but I’m not convinced 

that the ship was alive as you said.  I mean, how can 

hardware be alive?  Ever?” 

Jaron looked at his daughter, and then the ship 

and then the blue world of Kantee above them.  He 

loved space and he loved his beautiful daughter.  He 

could feel the ship, watching and listening.  He thought 

his daughter was so clever.  He smiled.  “There is life, 

to a degree, in everything.  However, when you enable 
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something to make a choice, even if otherwise 

predetermined, more life will inhabit it.  Cells in our 

bodies have many choices and have lots of life.  Well, 

with a ship, when it is highly computerized, and I mean 

like a computer that could run a planet, life will want to 

inhabit it.  You know that, and that is what we have; 

here.” 

“Why did she crash then, if she is alive?” 

“She lost her captain, after the battle of Kantee.  

He went down to this moon, where he then died.  He 

returned to the Pleiades as you know, after death, 

leaving his crippled body here, but his ship went into 

mourning, and well… here she is.” 

“Why did she crash, papa?” 

“She will have to tell us that, herself.  For really, I 

might never know.  Some ships can’t handle the loss of 

their captain, as it is like losing a brother, sister, 

mother or someone perhaps even more dear to them.  

Few make it through, and they wish to die too, and 

return to where they came from.” 

“Why did she not go back then, Papa?” asked 

Akeala. 

“I think we will need to ask Amanda that 

question.” 

“How can we ask, if she won’t accept our help?  

She has been hiding and did a good job.  I had to 

stumble right over her to find her.  Her shroud was 

magnificent.” 

Jaron ran his glove, slowly, over her hull.  He knew 

better, than to try to talk to the ship.  He knew 
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Amanda, from days gone by.  He also knew many ships 

were never resurrected, when they went this far.  Yet, 

he had argued that Amanda could be brought back, and 

mightn’t go over, to the other side.  They had searched 

the Kantee moon for weeks, until Akeala found this one 

series of craters, which seemed to have less impact 

points, than prior to the battle of Kantee.  Thus, she 

reasoned, this was the crash site, shrouded with the 

image of the ground, before Amanda ditched her 

herself, onto the Kantee moon. 

 

 

Outside the crashed Man-o-War 
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This wasn’t unusual, for a grieving ship, which had 

lost its captain.  Jaron’s mission was to bring her out of 

her grief; and cajole her back to the Pleiades. 

Jaron thought to the ship.  There was no response.  

He did it again, and kept it up, for an hour. 

By then, Akeala was looking about, showing him 

the time, which remained, and the lack of air.  Jaron 

nodded.  He motioned for Akeala to switch her spare 

air, to his, and for her, to make her way out.  The 

others in orbit would be worried. 

Akeala complied, farewelled her father, and 

headed out, to the blurring edges of the shroud. 

Jaron checked the tank, and noted that he now 

had two hours of air left.  He sat. 

Back on the Man-o-War, Akeala looked at Amy.  

They had noted the region covered by the shroud; 

where Amanda had to be.  Around them were other 

Man-o-Wars, all equally alive, thinking to each other, 

compassionate in knowing that one of their own was 

down, and hurting.  They too, shared their sister’s grief, 

but were powerless to do anything.  It had to be 

someone, who was human; who communicated to 

Amanda.  Those were their rules, for being there.  They 

knew what Jaron was doing, and what he wanted.  He 

would be a good match, as captain for Amanda, if she 

accepted, if she could come to terms with her grief, 

over losing Captain Bigow. 
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Amy was getting worried.  They had sent down 

tank after tank of air; it had been eight hours now, and 

still Amanda hadn’t responded. 

Akeala was worried; too.  “Are you sure that she is 

alive, I mean there?” 

Amy looked over. 

She is there; girl, came the thought from the ship, 

in which they were. 

Akeala smiled.  “Sorry.” 

Jaron caressed the hull, again.  This would be the 

twentieth time, which he had walked around the ship, 

feeling her surface, feeling her pain.  He could feel her 

loss, the anger at losing her friend, her captain.  She 

didn’t want another captain.  She didn’t want anyone 

else.  She wanted Bigow. 

Jaron saw that he had only twenty minutes of air, 

remaining.  He sat down; next to the hatch.  “It is no 

use,” he said to himself, looking out and up at the craft, 

which he could now see hovering, a few Ks, above him. 

He had only five minutes of air; left.  He had 

stopped anyone coming to him.  He willed them away, 

but in a way, so that Amanda wasn’t able to hear his 

thoughts.  He wondered to himself, if the risk here, was 

worth it, as he shielded his thoughts. 

He swallowed.  What if there was no air; inside?  

Even if she did open the doors now, he could still die.  

He looked at his air meter.  He was down to three 

minutes. 

Akeala was pulling at Amy.  “We have to go down.  

Don’t you understand?  That stupid ship is going to kill 
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him, and he is the only father, I have.  Let me go, 

Aunty!”  At that point, Akeala pulled herself free and 

bounded to the doors, fully suited up. 

Amy raced after her to the steps. 

She is lifting, came the thought. 

Who? asked Amy, not knowing whom this ship was 

thinking about. 

Amanda. 

“He is in Aki, come back.” 

Jaron was inside the Man-o-War, Amanda.  He had 

only a minute left, of air.  Amanda was still not 

answering his thoughts, but she had coerced him to the 

bridge, and when he got there, he was relieved to find 

it was pressurized.  He removed his helmet, and saw 

the door close. 

“Thank you Amanda.” 

“You aren’t welcome,” came the reply, over the 

speakers. 

Jaron smiled and was about to say something, 

when Amanda said, “Don’t be so smug, as we aren’t 

going anywhere!  I just couldn’t let you die.  That is all.  

Do not think it is anymore; than that.  This moon has 

claimed enough; from me.” 

Jaron looked around.  I understand, he thought to 

her. 

There was no reply, so he sat; next to the 

captain’s chair. 

Good, you didn’t sit there. 

Jaron looked at the vacant captain’s chair.  “Yes, of 

course, I wouldn’t.” 
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There was silence; for the next twenty minutes.  

Jaron said nothing.  He didn’t touch anything.  He just 

sat.  He knew he could stay alive in this ship, for the 

next month if needed, without water, food or even 

sleep.  Therefore, he just waited. 

“Are you just going sit there, like that; for 

eternity?” came the voice, after an hour. 

Jaron just looked up, and around the room.  “It’s 

nice to hear your voice.” 

There was silence, for another hour.  Then; a 

single light came on, under a screen, then another, and 

after four seconds, the entire set of screens, and then, 

the walls came alive.  Next, the floor and walls and the 

ceilings lit up.  The lines through the metal began to 

pulsate; with life. 

“Are you just going to sit there?  Get in your seat,” 

commanded the ship. 

Jaron moved; into the captain’s chair.  “Yes, 

Ma’am.” 

He waited and started to feel the mind, around 

him.  He could sense her anger. 

What is it you want?  She asked.  I’m not yours. 

Jaron nodded.  I want to find those; who murdered 

Captain Bigow. 

Jaron felt the huge surge, of thought and anger, 

towards him.  He held it off.  I’m not one of those, who 

did that, Amanda. 

Sorry.  You are right.  Can I?  She asked. 

Jaron nodded and opened his mind to her. He 

wanted her to see that his motives were transparent, 
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where he wanted to go, where he had been and what 

he wanted to do with her. 

He felt Amanda smile.  And Amy, too?  She asked. 

Jaron was surprised.  Do you know her? 

Amanda knows her.  She is good, and a friend. 

Amy is my friend.  Can I invite her inside? 

Yes, came the thought; reluctantly. 

 

Ω 

 

Amy sat; beside Jaron. 

Akeala was there, cautiously surveying the ship.  

She asked, “Is this ship really alive?” 

Jaron looked over, at Amy. 

“Aki, that is a very rude comment, to make here.  

It is like an animal asking if you, if you are alive.  

Everything is alive, and all existence has a small 

measure of created life, even those things, which 

others consider inanimate.  A Man-o-War?  It is very 

much alive, and Amanda is alive, just as you and I are 

also alive.” 

Akeala looked around, at the walls and floor.  It 

didn’t look that alive; to her. 

Jaron, feeling the tenseness in the air, changed the 

subject.  “We are going to turn on the computer, to 

show us the circumstances of Captain Bigow’s death.  

Ready?” he asked Amy. 

Amy looked around, and nodded.  Akeala 

shrugged. 
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The screens came on, at Jaron’s touch, and 

commenced showing their invasion of Kantee.  They 

saw Amy leaving, right on cue.  Next, the others 

departed, leaving Amanda and Bigow as the only ones, 

on this side of the moon.  Bigow was now outside 

inspecting some damage, which seemed to have 

happened to the hull of the ship, during the 

confrontation with the Kantee Space Command.  

Suddenly, out of nowhere, came three rockets.  Bigow 

jetted away from the ship, ordering Amanda to leave, 

to warp out; now.  She refused.  He ordered again.  

The rockets were almost upon him.  He dodged the 

rockets, and then three lasers struck out and somehow, 

Bigow suffered injuries to his face and leg.  Then; they 

hit again; a huge bolt of bright light came from the left 

and the lasers were smothered by a large shadow, 

which covered that section of the moon.  Bigow began 

to sink slowly down, onto the surface. 

Akeala stared incredulously, as his body divided 

into two portions, then the laser was shielded away, by 

some kind of … nothingness.  Akeala could see the 

nothingness; being hit, and hit again, by the lasers. 

The ship began to heave.  Akeala looked about, 

worriedly.  The ship heaved again, and again. 

“Papa, what is happening?  Are we under attack?  

Please help; quickly.”  Akeala called. 

Jaron just held up his hand and indicated to her, to 

be silent. 

The ship heaved; again. 
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Amy leaned over and whispered, “Amanda is 

grieving, child.  Respect her.  Please.” 

Akeala held her hand, to her mouth and looked 

around.  The walls seemed to have a faint glow, to their 

solidity. 

Jaron reached over, and played the recording 

again.  It was the same, but this time, they saw the 

look on Bigow’s face, as he saw something that caused 

him sheer terror.  Then; the lasers struck. 

The ship again heaved, and heaved.  A very loud 

yowling noise came from the bowels of the ship. 

Akeala was about to say that it was spooky, when 

Jaron put his hand on her arm, and whispered, “Be 

Boguard, if nothing else, Aki.  Be silent, or leave.”  He 

turned back, to the controls and replayed the images; 

again. 

The ship was reverberating now, and the yowls 

were coming stronger, and louder and even more 

deafening.  Jaron played the images, another three 

times and then he asked, Amanda, what did he 

communicate to you, before he left? 

The ship heaved again, and again.  It seemed to 

Aki, that the ship might even tear itself apart, and she 

wondered how the structure was able to hold itself; 

together. 

A whimper came; into Jaron’s mind.  He said….  

The ship heaved, again. 

He said….  He was sorry ….  Sorry ….  That he 

couldn’t protect… me… me…. 

The ship heaved again, but it was less; this time. 
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What did you not say then, that you wanted to 

say; that you held back? 

The ship heaved.  I wanted to say that I loved him.  

He was my captain and I failed… I failed… I failed him. 

The floor started to buckle up; the walls began to 

push inwards. 

Akeala was sure that they were close to death, and 

would die.  Yet, she couldn’t work out how the ship 

didn’t break up, even if it was still on the moon’s floor. 

Jaron asked the question, repeatedly.  Each time, 

the reaction of the ship became less.  Then there was 

nothing. 

Amanda? 

Yes Jaron? 

Can you answer my daughter’s question - what is 

life? 

Amanda thought for a moment.  Then the ship 

started to shake; up and down. 

Amy smiled, and seeing the concern return to 

Akeala’s face, said, “Lighten up child, she is laughing at 

you, now.” 

Akeala looked around, and saw the floor and walls 

getting brighter, that the lines and pulsating lights had 

returned, which she knew indicated that the ship was 

alive. 

Aki? Came a thought, into Akeala’s mind. 

Akeala stood up and looked around.  Jaron smiled. 

Aki?  I’m all around you.  My name is Amanda.  

Can we be friends? 
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Akeala had never interacted with a ship; before.  

That was way above her training and expectation.  She 

nodded.  Yes, she thought back. 

Can you help me? Was the next thought, which 

came to Akeala. 

Yes, she answered, a bit wimpishly. 

The ship slowly began to rise; from the moon’s 

surface.  The screens changed; to show there, under 

the ship, in a shallow depression, was the body of 

Captain Bigow. His ship had protected his body, in a 

shallow crater, for the past many months. 

Amy leaned across.  “That explains why she didn’t 

leave.  She is still protecting - him.  Aki, it is your 

honor to go out and retrieve her bonded Captain.  Do 

you want help?” 

Akeala shook her head.  “I feel this is a greatness 

I’m being afforded.  I would like to take the 

responsibility, of accepting that; alone.”  Aki bowed her 

head to Amy and turned. She slowly wiped a tear away. 

Amy slightly nodded back. 

As Akeala stepped away she looked back at her 

father and Amy, a thought came to her.  Thank you. 

 

Ω 

 

Akeala was returning inside, with the body of 

Bigow.  It was frozen, lacerated and cut into pieces.  It 

didn’t feel heavy, as there was almost zero gravity.  

Amy was fully suited, at the entry door; waiting. 
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Akeala looked up, at the ship.  She looked at it and 

then beyond.  Above; were another four Man-o-Wars.  

She felt something there, and it wasn’t the captains.  It 

was a kindred feeling; between the ships.  They, the 

ships themselves, seemed to be watching her; looking 

at Akeala, as well as Amanda. 

It then dawned on Akeala, that these ships were, 

what could be termed a race.  They looked after 

themselves, but worked with Boguard, and served with 

Boguard.  They were a race, and together they stuck.  

They above, were looking after Amanda.  Akeala felt 

their concern.  She looked at them, and nodded.  They 

seemed to return her feelings, of admiration.  In 

addition, she thought she felt a faint series of thank 

you, in return. 

 

 

Ψ 
  



24 | P a g e  
 

CHAPTER 2 

 

RENDEZVOUS 

 

 

After the farewell-ceremony on Yaltipia, where Captain 

Bigow’s body was laid to rest, and words read for him 

to return, Akeala was looking around the cavern 

wondering, what she was going to do, next.  Being 

Boguard was exciting, or it should be, she thought to 

herself.  However, being in a boring old cave in the 

Pleiades, hiding; might seem okay, but…. 

Jaron walked over, with Sheril by his side.  “Aki, I 

can feel your thoughts.  You need to keep up your 

study and practice of The Way, and you will get there.” 

Akeala shook her head.  “I think there needs to be 

a reason, a motivating force, which has lost me; now.  

I wonder if I should return to Palbo, or even Rambus.  I 

liked that, and chasing after you, Papa.  That had a 

reason, and the Cordukes were fun.”  She sighed. 

“Aki, I’m going to the Sequetus Series, on a 

recognizance mission.  You have been named, as one of 

the crew.” 

Akeala brightened up a bit.  She threw a pebble 

into the pond and watched the ripples, move outwards.  

“What is the point?” she asked. 

Sheril kneeled down, beside her ex-husband’s 

daughter.  “Aki, can I call you that?” 

Aki turned from her stepmother.  “If you wish.” 
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Sheryl pointed to the pond.  “That one stone, all it 

did, when it hit the water; was to cause the ripples to 

travel, to every corner of the pond.  We are like that, 

and the ripples from us, are felt; all through the 

galaxy.” 

Akeala nodded.  “I know.  I’ve been told that; 

before.”  She threw another pebble, to watch the 

splash. 

Sheril sighed, “I suppose I’ll have to tell Castano, 

to get a replacement.  You were to be; his second in 

command.” 

Akeala stood up straight, hugged Sheril, and then 

her father.  “You are so mean, both of you.  You should 

have told me.  When do we go to briefing?  I will be 

ready to lift off; in an hour.”  She hugged Sheril again, 

and ran off. 

Jaron watched her leave, and smiled. 

Sheryl gave him a strong look.  “She is right.  You 

are mean to her, sometimes in a fun way.” 

 

Ω 

 

Akeala met her father again, after her first 

briefing.  “You knew I wasn’t going straight to Earth.  

Why am I going to boring old Palbo, again?” 

Jaron straightened.  “It isn’t my place to replace 

your Mission-Ops.  Do you not know why you are going 

there?” 
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“To pick up someone for you, who you think is 

important.”  She looked at him.  “That sounds boring, 

Papa.” 

Jaron looked upwards to the center of the cavern.  

He looked back down.  “I see.  Who would be so 

important, that I’d send my own daughter to fetch 

them?” 

Jaron waited, and waited and finally watched his 

daughter arrive at the answer.” 

“Mother?  I’m going to pick up mother?  Really?  

She is improving?”  Her lips began to quiver. 

Jaron looked at her and said nothing. 

“Why?  The psycho-surgeons damaged her, when 

they passed all that electricity and knives through her 

brain.  Why, she can’t do anything.”  Akeala waited a 

few seconds, and asked, “Oh! What’s changed?” 

Jaron looked away, again, still saying nothing. 

Akeala was watching him carefully now.  “Unless – 

do you think, that there is some way, to fix her?  Is 

that it?” 

Jaron smiled at his daughter, and with a lot of 

effort, he held back the tears, in his own eyes. 

Akeala just jumped at him, and put her arms 

around his neck, kissing him, as a tear rolled down her 

cheek.  She stood there, holding onto her father, and 

began to sob. 

Soon, Jaron moved back, so that he could talk to 

her.  “I just have a theory, that’s all.” 

“I love you, Papa.”  He watched her, as she ran 

away; down a path.  She called back, “I love you.” 
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He called back.  “No promises.” 

“I don’t care.”  She ran inside the corridor.  “I love 

you.” 

 

Ω 

 

The five Man-o-Wars left Yaltipia, for the world of 

warp drive space.  It would be two months, before they 

neared their rendezvous position.  Out there in the 

warp fields, they could somehow sense the destroyers 

of Commander Beel and his crews, even though they 

were hundreds of light years, away.” 

 

Ω 

 

On another mission, was a single Man-o-War, 

transporting Castano and his group. 

Castano was a Corduke, and not Boguard.  He 

could still not quite get around the reality, that the 

Boguard ship itself was life, as distinct from someone, 

just running the computer section. 

“It would seem feasible, if someone said the 

computer was alive, but the hardware of the ship?” he 

commented. 

Akeala sighed.  “Of course, she is alive.  The ship 

is her body and she imbues it with her presence, the 

same as you do, with your body.  It has cells, but they 

are a different creation than yours, different material.  

Yet; they are equally as alive, as we are.  The fact that 

she wants to take procession of a ship, is no more 
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questionable, as to why you would want to take 

procession of a body, before or at birth, is it?” 

Castano looked at this young fountain of wisdom, 

bubbling away. 

She continued, enjoying captivating his attention.  

“Do you really know your own reason, as to why you 

came into this universe and chose the body, that you 

have, Captain?” 

Captain Castano looked long at this young woman, 

whom he admired and respected.  He had seen her in 

action, against the Talkron.  She had ability.  Castano 

put his hand, on his allocated bridge section.  He felt 

the metal, and it seemed to pulse, as though 

communicating to him.  “Sometimes, I wonder if I can 

feel him; under this.  It is a him, err, isn’t it, he?” 

Akeala smiled and pressed Castano’s hand, onto 

the wall.  “Yes, his name is Ginola.  He is quite old in 

our world, a veteran ship, of thousands of Standard 

Years.  He can feel you, when you touch him.  He likes 

your touch.  He isn’t really a he, however, as the Man-

o-Wars don’t have a gender.  But, they amuse 

themselves and us, by presenting themselves, as 

such.” 

Castano looked at the floor and the pulsing lights, 

which ran along the seams. 

“You can try to think to him, if you want.  He is 

there and will receive your thoughts, and may answer 

you.”  She added. 
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Castano smiled.  “Perhaps.  Right now, I see the 

commanders have us coming out from warp drives into 

the physical universe, around the rendezvous point.” 

They both looked at the screens, which had 

changed from their warp drive purple color, to the 

blackness of space, studded with stars. 

Amy looked on, at Akeala.  She smiled to herself 

and wondered what it was like, to be young.  She 

reflected back to her early days on Rambus, and the 

fun she and Anki used to have, until the pirates came, 

and they had to take refuge on Jilta. 

That was when Amy found out her friend Anki was 

actually the Master Templar’s daughter.  “We were a 

pair, in that Royal Court,” reflected Amy.  She sighed.  

That was taken away from her, when she and Anki 

went back to Rambus. 

They had to fight for their freedom, then.  While 

they won, out of sheer evil some crazed group of 

psycho-surgeons had cut out part of Anki’s pre-frontal 

lobes, to prevent her from being victorious. 

Amy swore a dozen oaths, that she would even the 

score, a thousand times over.  She swore at the image 

of Brandon Mirak, the images of the psycho-surgeons 

she had killed, and their patsy psychrons.  She also 

recalled the Talkron, those seemingly behind it all, 

those she had killed, and those she still had interned, in 

her own private mental universe. 

A tear rolled down her cheek, as she reflected her 

lost younger days, and how there was little room for 

fun, now.  The universe really wasn’t what it seemed; 
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out there.  It was an illusion, painted over make 

believe.  How long would it take, for all sentient life to 

be free, she wondered. 

Amy looked over, to see Akeala and Castano 

watching her.  They smiled.  They somehow 

understood.  She reached up and touched the scars on 

her neck, from those days.  She felt the mental pain, as 

much as anything physical. 

Akeala came over, and held Amy by the hand.  

“Aunty, we will be there soon, and you will be with your 

old friend, my mother.”  Akeala couldn’t hold it back 

anymore, and she looked away with moist eyes, while 

trying to watch the approach; to Palbo. 

Castano understood.  He said nothing.  Down 

there, he also sensed the mixed feelings.  There was 

that old hostility of Palbo: to the rest of the galaxy.  

There was still the underground network, of Talkron 

agents.  He knew that the Temple hadn’t found them 

all, and that the hunt still went on.  He could feel the 

anxiety of Akeala, for her mother.  He even wondered 

about his own capability, to lead a joint Corduke-

Boguard mission.  It was an honor to be appointed as 

leader, but would it work?  He wondered, at the 

similarities between the Cordukes and the Boguard. 
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Approaching Palbo 

 

He wondered about the ship.  He put his hand on 

Ginola’s wall, feeling him, as though somehow sensing 

him, through the metallic skin.  He looked around 

slowly, as he thought he could hear a distant voice in 

his mind, telling him it would all work out; soon 

enough. 

 

Ω 

 

The rendezvous point for Jaron’s small Man-o-War 

squadron, wasn’t near any system.  It was instead, a 

simple three-dimensional point in space selected, at 

random. It was a predetermined point so that the Man-

o-War squadron, and the small Sandrist fleet under 

Poltan Beel’s command, could meet securely, and 

coordinate their next strategy. 
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Jaron signaled.  Amanda. 

Yes, Captain. 

Sweep the area: for foreign fleets and troops. 

Yes, Captain.  There was a five-second wait.  All 

ships have come up, with the same result.  There is no 

detectable other craft or life, within a light year all 

around. 

Thank you, Amanda.  Prepare for rendezvous. 

 

Ω 

 

Tubin was excited.  He was waiting, at the 

executive disembarkation gate.  It didn’t matter that he 

was perhaps the most influential person on the planet.  

He made a point of following the rules, without favor.  

He had thirty Temple Guards, surrounding him.  The 

spaceport security had cleared away most of the other 

personnel.  There were an additional hundred City 

Security staff, on alert, through the building.  For 

Tubin, this was his being there; without favor. 

Finally, Amy, Akeala, and two other Cordukes 

marched through the quarantine area.  Amy and Akeala 

were Corduke Templars, prior to joining the Boguard.  

They never renounced their Temple fraternity, and why 

should they?  They were still who they were, and the 

two doctrines didn’t conflict.  Rather, they enhanced 

each other, they thought.  Moreover, Goren Torren 

became Boguard, and even if he did not found the 

Temple, he was its founding source. 
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Tubin grinned, as his sister embraced him.  He 

thought he might suffocate, as she squeezed him so 

hard.  He looked sideways; as two photographers 

captured their image, immediately sending their shots 

and a brief story of Akeala, back to their editors. 

Once, they had been hailed as the royalty of Palbo, 

after Akeala and Tubin rescued their mother, and freed 

her from the hands of the Talkron. 

Finally, Akeala released her brother, but held his 

hand. 

Tubin looked at Amy.  “Welcome to Palbo, Amy of 

Rambus.”  He bowed deliberately low.  “Thank you for 

bringing me, my sister.” 

He looked around and the guards were closing.  

Castano held back behind.  Tubin looked back to him, 

and nodded.  “Thank you, too, sir.”  Tubin gave him a 

knowing look, recalling the time that they spent 

together, in the Southern Polar Region, rescuing his 

mother. 

Castano paid a deep professional bow.  He felt 

privileged to serve. 

Amy looked around, at all the faces; watching.  

There were not only guards and C-S’s now, but also 

many civilians. 

“I think we need to get you all, into your floater,” 

advised Castano.  “We can give you a short briefing, on 

the way in.  It is more secure.  I’m beginning to feel 

vulnerable.” 
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Tubin nodded.  He waved his hand, the guards 

packed in tightly and they formed a column, to the 

exits. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

ABOUT  EARTH 

 

 

Beel was in his flagship theatre room.  Jaron and his 

leaders were there.  The room was illuminated with, its 

three dimensional model of the Sequetus Series, and all 

its new activity.  The planets and ships were 

translucent laser projected images, allowing the 

commanders to move around amongst them. 

 

 

The image of Earth and its two moons 

 

Jaron stood by Earth.  “Enlarge,” he commanded, 

and the image enlarged.  “Bigger.”  It did again.  The 

scale was finally so big, he could observe people, on its 

surface. 
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“I can see; what you say.  These Earth people 

have the freedom to go about their daily lives, for some 

reason.  They have a small degree of technology, with 

animal-drawn transport.”  He looked over to Beel and 

his commanders.  “Do you have any guess, as to why 

they are there, not lifted off, and not part of an overall 

scene; here?” 

Beel shook his head.  “They are primitive, but not 

unobserved.  It seems that there are visits by out 

there, but it is seldom.  I cannot see why they allow 

them to exist there, and non-intervened.” 

Jaron nodded.  “That sounds familiar.  Why, I 

wonder?  What are they allowing to happen?” 

Beel answered.  “We have no idea, without going 

down.  However, as there are over fifteen hundred 

spacecraft around Earth and the inner planets, we 

cannot get near it.” 

Jaron stepped over to Mars.  “There’s no interest 

here?” 

Beel shook his head.  “It is vacant, I think.  There 

are no ships going and leaving, that we can see.” 

“What about Sequetus 2, Venus?”  The second 

planet out from the sun appeared, and enlarged.  It 

was a planet with a noxious gaseous atmosphere. 

“There are corrosive elements in its atmosphere.  

However, there is a lot of activity around it, which we 

cannot explain.  Most of it is here; around this region.  

Small ships go in; ferry craft go down, into the 

atmosphere, and then return, after a day.  It happens 

regularly every hundred hours.  I can only guess that 
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there is a base there; being supplied.  I’ve no idea what 

the purpose would be for the base.  It is however, the 

most heavily guarded planet and has at least thirty 

attack satellites around it, which is three times that of 

Earth.  These satellites are very mobile.  They will be 

hard to get around.” 

Jaron nodded.  He looked at Belkron Blu.  

“Belkron, have you have seen this; before?” 

“No, my Lorde, I haven’t.” 

 “You have a sense for the Talkron melodrama, 

and how they think.  You’ve been hunting them; 

successfully.  So; what is their motive, when they leave 

alone this society here. They also have protected 

another planet, which they almost never visited, and a 

mining camp on these two moons, one of which 

recently arrived.” 

Belkron looked around, at the holographs.  He 

commanded various enlargements of the model.  He 

walked, quietly asking for different planets to appear, 

and others, to vanish. 

He looked up.  “They are related.  They need these 

people.  Perhaps, they are harvesting them, collecting 

them, to use in their mines, on the moons.  They are 

taking something from these moons.  The moons are 

both non-natural, to this planet.  Earth originally never 

had a moon, until eleven thousand years ago.  It came 

to Earth for a reason.  It is being mined now, and it is 

possible that it was being mined, then.  History said 

that the population of Earth wasn’t welcome, there.  
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The terrestrials of Earth first arrived on their moon in 

1969, and a few years later were forbidden to return.” 

Belkron had been studying all the available 

materials on the subject, for months.  He walked 

around.  “Sequetus 3 wasn’t allowed to be intervened, 

but was, on the other hand, seeded technology that 

sped its development fast, through to their atomic age.  

They developed warp drive travel seemingly 

accidentally, and exported it to Maluka.  The planet was 

also used to manufacture drug resin, used by the 

Talkron for decades, to keep vat-grown bodies, 

drugged semi-conscious, so they could be controlled.” 

Belkron looked up.  “We know it has to be a 

Talkron base, and likely has been, since the early days 

of its civilization.” 

Belkron didn’t know of the Pleiades and their 

attempts to colonize the planet, thousands of years 

before.  Jaron knew about it, but let Belkron continue. 

“The planet has had various civilizations.  There 

was an ancient electronics civilization, possibly the 

Talkron were responsible, based on an island in their 

Mediterranean.  I believe they referred to it, by the 

same name as the outer ocean.  However, that 

civilization collapsed and the whole island vanished for 

some reason.  There was also an even earlier 

civilization, in what is Australia, going back before fifty 

thousand years.  It also vanished.” 

Belkron walked around Venus.  “Speed up, please,” 

he commanded.  He could now see a spaceship.  A ferry 

left the ship, and descended.  “Faster,” he called.  The 
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ferry returned; after a third of a revolution of the 

planet, went into the ship, and then, the ship vanished, 

out from the system. 

Belkron walked around, more.  He looked at the 

new arrivals.  “If we could work out where the ships are 

from and going to that would help.” 

 

 

Venus 

 

He asked for the planet to rotate, so they could 

see more clearly, where the ships were operating.  He 

shook his head.  “The carbon dioxide heats the surface 

up to uninhabitable temperatures, and the sulfuric acid 
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in the atmosphere eats most metals.  I can’t think of 

any reason why they are there.  It isn’t mining, but it is 

something.” 

He looked up, at the commander.  “Our job, is, 

what, to get more data?” 

Jaron looked around and closely observed each 

person.  “Please, commanders, lock the doors, and turn 

off all communications.” 

The room sealed; Jaron looked around, having 

scanned all the minds; of those present.  He looked at 

his fellow Boguard.  “This is strictly confidential.  No 

one, outside of this room, must learn of this.  If there 

are others, who must know, I will personally brief 

them.  You mustn’t discuss it amongst yourselves.  Any 

questions must be asked now.  Do I have your 

agreement?” 

The Cordukes and Boguard looked on; impassively.  

Those with Beel, swallowed.  They nodded.  “We 

agree,” they said, one by one. 

Jaron inspected all their minds, as they said so.  

They were clean, and honest.  He leaned towards Beel.  

“You recall what Goren Torren was wearing, in his last 

days?” 

Beel took a sharp breath inwards.  “Yes, of course.  

The Golden Cap.” 

Jaron looked at all of them.  “Our task is to find it 

and bring it out, from Sequetus.” 

Poltan Beel whistled, to release the emotion, which 

was running through his mind.  “This is fantastic.  After 

the removal of his exalted body from the United 
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Nations General Assembly Hall, where he was 

assassinated, the cap went missing.  That was where it 

ended; there is no story, after that.  On Sandrist, we 

have all speculated, on ways to find it.” 

Jaron smiled.  “That is right.  His body was hidden.  

Our job now, is to find it.” 

Beel looked around to the others.  He felt goose 

bumps, going, up and down his spine.  “It is a big 

planet, Lorde, but where do we look?  There are so few 

of us; how can we know where to start the search? 

Jaron looked over, with a wide smile.  “I have the 

whereabouts; up here,” he said, tapping his head with 

his forefinger. 

Beel nodded.  “I see.  I know many have tried to 

find the corpse, the remains, and searched for the 

Golden Cap.  It has had a mystical quality, for hundreds 

of years, and there are big rewards for its retrieval.  We 

had thought that someone must have the cap, and 

hidden it, for their own purposes.” 

Jaron looked at Beel.  “The reason I was on that 

planet, those many lifetimes after I was assassinated, 

was to find the cap.  It has enormous value.” 

Beel thought about that.  “From what I recall, the 

wearer, Goren Torren, you if you like, could do amazing 

things, using that cap.  He could read thoughts, move 

objects, and more.” 

Jaron nodded.  That is so, Commander. 

The commander’s pocket’s button undid by itself, 

and his room pass slowly exited, from the pocket, and 

drifted over to Jaron, who then pointed back to the 
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commander, whereupon the pass returned: to his 

pocket. 

Beel stood there, transfixed, then pulled out the 

pass and stared at it.  “Then… why do you need the 

cap?” he asked, as he turned over his card to inspect it. 

Jaron watched the card, as it grew, and then 

began to shrink, in size until it was no longer there, and 

then, he held open his hand, and it appeared.” 

Beel stood: with his mouth open.  “That just 

teleported itself, without moving.  That isn’t possible.” 

Jaron was watching them all.  Everyone was 

watching him.  “All is indeed possible, because 

everything is spiritual.  Spiritual presence, created 

every piece of matter.  There isn’t anything, that isn’t 

spiritually created, anywhere.  Every piece of inanimate 

matter has some life in it, to some degree.  It is all life.  

Nothing is absolutely dead.  Not even broadmatter.  All 

I am doing is communicating with matter; letting it 

decide it wants to do what I’m asking it to do.  I remind 

you, that you are bound to that agreement of silence, 

which you all pledged, a while ago.” 

No one spoke, so he continued.  “Knowing this, I 

imbue that matter with more life, so it is able to decide 

itself, what it wants to be, where and how it is going to 

get there.” 

“But…” stammered Beel. 

Jaron smiled.  “This, is also the power of the 

Talkron.  This is my power.  It is merely being able to 

communicate.  This was very common on planet Earth; 

in its founding days.  There were real magicians, down 
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there.  Many legends wrote, of their ability.  This is how 

they worked.  I know it looks like I’m doing the moving, 

or I’m making things vanish.  However, it isn’t me.  It 

is the life, within the matter, itself doing it, upon my 

suggestion.” 

“What about the cap,” asked Beel. 

“That enhances the wearer’s ability, anything from 

up to hundreds times, maybe thousands.  That is all.  

Enhancing the wearer’s ability, to communicate with 

the physical universe, does it.  People normally have 

veers when they communicate, but the cap tends to 

remove the veers, enabling the wearer to push his 

communication through the veers.  With that, brings 

the understanding of the inanimate physical universe, 

to want to comply.” 

Beel swallowed.  He was living in the greatest time 

of all, now.  He knew it.  His dream as a young boy was 

to be here, in this moment.   

Jaron nodded to him.  It was that dream that led 

you to me, and brought me; to you. 

Jaron continued.  “I can feel many of you asking, 

why there are no more Golden Caps.  The answer is 

that this cap came from a technology: from the future.  

That technology itself, originated from this cap.  The 

cap was taken by the Talkron, perverted to their use, 

and it somehow ended up in a program matrix, we 

know as Centrecom.  Goren Torren and the Boguard 

fought Centrecom thousands of years from now, in the 

future.  Goren brought the cap back, through time.  We 

removed it from a small gray alien in the future, who 
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also came back through time.  It is a loop, as time is on 

a loop.  There was an anomaly in the physical universe, 

right here, over this planet.  It connected the past and 

the future.  The Talkron need that cap, to create their 

future.  They can see the future and the past, just as I 

can, too.  However, to have any lasting permanent 

effect, they need this cap, with its technology, from 

that future.” 

Beel sighed, to everyone’s relief.  “Then that 

means whoever has that cap, will have control of the 

future, more or less.  If you had a thousand times the 

ability you just displayed, or if they had it….”  He let 

out another deep sigh. 

 

Ω 

 

Akeala watched, as their floater passed over 

ninety-story buildings.  They were in the top most level, 

the fourth floater level up, which only important 

dignitaries used.  She just kept hold of her brother’s 

hand. 

“I just get excited, being here.  Palbo is such a 

lively planet, full of people moving, huge buildings 

above and below the ground.  It’s not like stuffy old 

Jilta, which has so many regulations that you can’t do 

anything.” 

“You can study, Akeala,” said Amy. 

“Oh, Aunt Amy.  You are so awful.  That horrid 

academia on Jilta.  It is so old.  Even the professors 

seem as old as the buildings, and about as lively.” 
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Amy looked out the window and chuckled.  Akeala 

was so full of life. 

They could see Tarj Himble, coming into view.  Its 

towers stood two hundred pacs high, with six corners.  

The floater was slowly descending.  The buildings 

seemed to grow. 

Tubin looked at all three of them, squarely.  “So; 

why are you here?  This is an important mission.  The 

three of you, in just one ship?  What is it?” 

“We are here, for Mother.” explained Akeala.  

“Papa is going to fix her.  It is simple.” 

Tubin looked around, as though the floater may 

have had ears.  “You think that he can?” he asked very 

quietly, with his eyes getting moist.  He looked out of 

the window. 

Akeala nodded excitedly.  She squeezed his hand 

again, and he looked back. 

Tubin glanced to Amy.  Had she gestured to him?  

“We are here, to transport her.  That is all.” 

Tubin sat back.  “That makes sense.  You are her 

best friend, Amy, and Aki, her daughter.”  He looked at 

Castano.  “A top Corduke.  It makes sense.  When?” 

“Now,” explained Akeala.  “We must lift off, within 

an hour.  No choice, brother; those are our orders.”  

She looked to Castano, who slowly nodded.  “We 

cannot even stay the night.  We cannot risk it.” 

Tubin sat back, comprehending everything.  “I 

suppose you cannot tell me, about where you are 

going?” 
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Amy leaned forward.  “If we could, and it got out, 

you would be in jeopardy.  So; no.” 

Tubin straightened.  “I understand.  Let’s go down 

to the west wing.  She is there.  We can collect her 

now, put her on this floater and be back at the 

departure terminal, in an hour.” 

Amy looked at Akeala and Castano.  “If we do 

something like that, it will be fine.” 

 

 

Palbo: Taj Himble arrival port 

 

Tubin looked at her; sideways.  She wasn’t telling 

all.  He just smiled.  He loved Amy now like his mother. 

The floater slowly came down, through the city, 

and nestled onto its private landing pad.  The hatch 

opened and they all alighted. 

“Follow me,” called Tubin, as he led them inside, 

and then down a series of corridors. 
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Ψ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

ANKI 

 

 

Tubin led the group in, to find Anki standing at the 

window.  She just looked out, at the traffic below. 

“She does that, a lot,” explained Tubin. 

He turned to Anki.  “Hello, mother.  Guess what, 

Akeala is here again, and so is your friend, Amy.  They 

want to take you, to see Papa.” 

Anki just looked out, and watched a floater, going 

by. 

Amy stood beside Anki and held her hand.  “It is 

me, Anki.  Remember Rambus, how you saved me, 

from the pirates?” 

Anki looked at her sideways, and gave a small hint 

of knowing. 

“We are going on another adventure, to see 

Jaron.”  Amy looked over towards Tubin and said.  

“Have someone pack her belongings.  We have all of 

ten minutes.  No more.  Please, hurry.” 

Tubin waved at the guards and called in a woman, 

who tended Anki.  She quickly gathered what she 

could.  Anki’s clothes were spread out on her bed fast. 

Amy was getting irritable.  “This isn’t good.  I can 

feel it.  Hurry.  Quickly, Aki.  Get out of here.  Take 

what we have, no more.” 

Tubin felt flatfooted.  “What…” 
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Amy dived at them and screamed.  “Down, 

everyone down.”  Explosions erupted outside, and light 

flashed past the windows.  “That floater, out there, just 

fired missiles, and more are on their way.  They are 

after Anki.  You have Talkron in your neighborhood, 

Tubin.  Grab what you can, and get to the lower levels, 

to the courtyard, outside.” 

Three more missiles exploded, prematurely.  An 

anti-missile battery, which Tubin had installed, was 

working furiously. 

Anki’s carer was already outside with the bags.  

She was part of Tubin’s intelligence corps.  “Follow 

me,” she cried, and pushed Anki and Akeala, hard 

ahead.  “Don’t stop until I say so, but run, Akeala run.  

Lorde Tubin, I have three armed details on their way 

now, to specifically protect you.” 

The walls took an explosion, but held, behind her.  

The rooms shook, but were heavily reinforced with steel 

to withstand much of the impact.  Then, again and 

twice more the explosions happened. 

Akeala heard firing, overhead, and explosions in 

the air, outside too. 

Tubin called out, “Marie, get them all down, below.  

The anti-missile batteries are failing.  There are too 

many, out there.” 

They were in the courtyard, when a bright light 

appeared overhead. 

“It’s ours,” called Amy. 

Castano was speaking to someone, using his collar 

microphone. 
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A hundred and fifty Templar guards quickly 

surrounded them, waiting, looking up and around.  It 

calmed. 

The light slowly descended past the walls, to the 

courtyard.  The glow lessened, to reveal the small Man-

o-War.  A hatch opened, and the landing stairway 

exited. 

In seconds, they were inside. 

Amy was on the bridge with Captain, Mahn.  “Like 

old days, Amy of Rambus, Goddess of War.” He 

laughed. 

Amy smiled.  I like your ship, and your style, 

Captain. 

Thank you, Madam.  Our next stop will be at the 

rendezvous point, near Sequetus. 

Amy nodded, as she watched Tubin, barking 

orders, in the dust, and running his defenses.  She 

could feel that he was in his element.  She envied him.  

They just shot down the last three floaters, with three 

Templar destroyers still overhead.  The number of 

green lasers from above finally eased off.   

Tubin had been waiting for an excuse.  The Temple 

was under blatant attack by the Talkron, again.  There 

was going to be another purge in Palbo, and Amy 

wasn’t going to be there. 

 

Ω 

 

Jaron was pacing the modeling room, of the 

Sequetus solar system.  This was an amphitheater, 
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bigger than the previous room.  In this room, they 

magnified holographic images of planets to become the 

equivalent, of three stories high.  The resolution was 

excellent, and like before, built of lasers and 

holograms. 

“See here, the Martian pyramids,” he said softly. 

Beel shook his head.  “Lorde, they were searched, 

by parties from Earth, many times.  There was no 

evidence, of your earlier body being there.” 

Jaron nodded.  “I understand that.  However, how 

did they search?  One of the last images I recall, was 

watching the large pyramid from space, and followed 

by the face at Cydonia, and then; nothing.” 

Beel looked at the planet.  He stepped closer, to 

the pyramid.  It enlarged.  It was big, especially by 

Earth standards. 

Jaron walked over to it.  There was only he and 

Beel, in the huge amphitheater.  “You have to get me 

and one or two others, down there.” 

“Aye, that’s a hard one.  Get’n you down, is easy.  

Unseen isn’t possible.” 

Jaron looked around the Sequetus System for a 

clue, but found none.  “There is a way.  We just have 

not thought of it; yet.  In my mind I see us there, in 

the future, so keep thinking, Commander.” 

“They are alert to us, and I have lost good men, 

already.  I can’t think of a good disguise,” explained 

Beel. 

Jaron looked over, at the asteroid belt.  “What 

about, as a meteor?” 
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Beel looked at him puzzled.  “What do you mean; 

disguised as a meteor?” 

“Yes, or a comet, disguised, so we can go down; 

onto Mars.” 

Beel rolled his eyes.  “A comet?  A ball of ice?  To 

go crashing onto Mars?  How would you survive?  That 

is ridiculous, but something they wouldn’t suspect.”  

Beel thought for a moment.  “We would need to get a 

comet that was so far out; one that wasn’t suspected 

and seen, by all that inner activity.  Then; you would 

need to get into it, wrap it around you and then….  This 

is so good.  You’d hurtle your way towards Mars; on a 

natural trajectory.” 

Jaron liked Beel. 

“How will you stop, but still create the effect of 

impacting.” 

Jaron smiled.  “As I explained about 

communicating, it will work.  I can do that, with my 

ship.” 

Beel shook his head, smiling.  He felt excited 

again, about the mission.  He had stopped in space, for 

too long.  He was calling up all the Sequetus comets, 

and their trajectories on the computer, looking for just 

the right one.  If they found one, which wasn’t being 

tracked, it was going to have to be close to a collision 

course with Mars. 

 

Ω 
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Amy was looking around and saw Akeala watching 

her mother.  “Is something bothering you, Aki?” 

Akeala walked over.  “No, just the opposite.  I 

think my mother is calmer here, more present, and less 

… down the road, if you know what I mean.” 

Amy looked affectionately, at the young woman.  

She saw she was still growing up, becoming wiser, 

more observant.  “Yes, that is to be expected, in a 

Man-o-War.  There is a lot of life around, everywhere.  

It’s in the walls, the air, and the benches.  Your father 

was right; to bring her here.” 

They both watched Anki, as she seemed to be 

caressing the ship wall, looking at it, maybe looking at 

the molecular structure, or something.  Anki was now 

putting her face, against the wall. 

Castano was watching her now, too.  He spoke to 

Amy.  “She is aware of us, more now, and now knows 

that we are watching her.  She wasn’t like this before; 

she never really noticed others, around her.” 

Akeala stopped next to Castano.  Amy looked at 

the pair of them, together.  Akeala liked this man and 

looked at Castano. 

“Oh,” Amy said, “The captain wants you to know, 

that we will be coming out from warp drives soon and 

will be rendezvousing; with the fleet.” 

Akeala’s heart jumped.  They were getting closer, 

to action.  She stepped over and held her mother’s 

hand.  “You will be seeing Papa soon; Jaron.” 

At the word Jaron, Anki turned and looked at 

Akeala and nodded.  Her mouth moved, as though she 
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was trying to get something out, and then gave up.  

She nodded and smiled. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

MASTER  TEMPLAR 

 

 

he Master Templar sat in his stateroom, looking 

over the courtyard.  Beyond the Royal Palace of 

Jilta, to the west, were the mountains.  He was 

waiting for his next meeting, with the Commissioner of 

the Hallowmen.  He considered this one of his best 

actions, developing such a corps.  They were pulling in 

results, otherwise unseen before. 

There was a knock on the door. 

His aide entered, a Boguard.  “Sir, the Marshal 

Commissioner of the Hallowmen has arrived to see 

you.” 

“Show him up.” The Master Templar stood.  He 

was a powerful older man, possessed with a reason for 

ensuring that his world, and many others, were 

protected, well into the future.  It had been a year and 

a half since they began to expunge the remnants of the 

Talkron and their agents, throughout Jilta.  Still he felt 

them though, or he believed that he felt them.  He just 

couldn’t get the thought of them out of his mind.  It 

was as if they were still there, unseen, planting ideas in 

him, and watching them grow. 

The Hallowman came up several flights of stairs, 

through the rear entry, as it was this man’s custom. 

The Hallowman delighted in seeing the same 

Boguard each year, when he presented himself to the 

T 
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Master Templar.  Now, he was worried.  The Master 

Templar had survived many attacks on his life, lived 

through the death of Anki, his daughter, and much 

more.  However, for all that, the Master Templar wasn’t 

about to survive the death, of his short-lived body.  

That was as inevitable as it got. 

 

 

Palace Corridor 

 

One more corridor, and a flight of stairs, then, he 

would be there. 

He entered, and stood the official pac distance, in 

from the doorway, with the Boguard aide behind him.  

The Marshal bowed low, as was the tradition.  The 
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Master Templar was standing in the room’s center, and 

gave a reciprocal short nod, of acknowledgement.  That 

over with, the Hallowman entered, and looked at the 

old man.  The Master Templar looked stronger, than 

ever. 

 

 

The Palace State Room 

 

The Master Templar nodded.  “I seem to think 

you approve of my health, Grant.” 

The Marshal smiled.  They had been friends, for a 

long time.  Marshal Grant Tagora had been the first 

choice, by the Master Templar, to head the new 

Hallowmen division.  He was the most distinguished 

Corduke, and the only person who refused the offered 

position of Cordello. 

“Please,” the Master Templar indicated, pointing 

to the seat. 
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The Marshal moved closer, careful to make sure 

that the Master Templar sat down, before he did.  This 

was the palace protocol. 

Grant looked around the room, as he always did.  

The Master Templar nodded to the aide, who closed the 

windows and swept the air, with his instruments. He 

wanted to make sure that there was no eaves dropping, 

beams, aimed at the building from afar. 

“What have you got?” 

The Marshal handed over a pile of papers, made 

of real paper, a sign of important information.  Such 

information was difficult to copy.  In a world of 

computers, paper and copying machines was now an 

ancient technology; which only the more sophisticated 

spies knew how to deal with. 

“This here, sir, is my intelligence estimate, of the 

situation.  In essence, Sequetus 3, or planet Earth, was 

made toxic, deliberately.  Many people knew about it, 

but their greed and fear stopped them, from doing 

anything.  They thought their planet was an infinite 

resource, like their expanding population.  However, all 

planets are finite.  They outstripped it, and the planet 

life folded.” 

The Master Templar sat and listened. 

“Back then, they had a money-model as their 

most important standard.  While they had old religious 

texts telling them to be careful, and that even the love 

of money is the root of all evil1, they somehow ended 

                                                           
1 INFORMATION:  1 Timothy 6:10  “For the love of money is the 

root of all evil:  which while some coveted after, they have erred from 
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up with a democratic system, controlled by monetary 

power brokers.  The Talkron, in turn, controlled the 

brokers.  The monetary people owned the media.  The 

media convinced the people that money was the only 

real issue, which needed solving, and that until the 

people had enough, there was simply not enough 

money.  They even gave a name to their monetary 

system, and called it the economy, which by implication 

meant not enough money. The democratic parties then 

pushed the concept, that the party offering the most 

money, should be given power.  That is what 

happened.  That was the social mechanics of Sequetus 

3 - money.” 

“Did that cause the fall of their democracy?” 

asked the Master Templar. 

Grant sighed.  “Almost so. The democratic 

countries fought hard, to get the world under 

democratic rule, that is, under their international bank 

cartel.  It worked.  It meant that the banking cartel, 

which owned, or had great sway in the established 

media, could lead the thinking of the average person.  

They ran the drug industry: pharmaceuticals, which 

helped keep the population’s intelligence down.  It was 

the votes of the not-so-bright, which kept their 

democracy going.  The less bright always had the 

balance of power.  They decided, so the decisions were 

obviously flawed.” 

                                                                                                                                        
the faith and pierced themselves with many sorrows.”  King James 

Bible. ◄Return 
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The Master Templar had heard this criticism, 

before, and was a firm believer in the voting process of 

leadership.  “Though, surely, they were able to vote in 

people, who would reform their democracy?” 

Grant shook his head.  “Every country was 

eventually established with a two party democratic 

system, with both parties being almost identical.  The 

media had sway over which one they wanted, so the 

politicians did, as the media lobbied.  This in turn, was 

what the banking industry wanted, and that in turn, 

was what the agents of the Talkron were pushing for.  

Understand, that the average person on Earth wasn’t 

very intelligent, and so long as the democratic forces 

were able to promise wealth and prosperity, they 

ruled.” 

“Did it change under Lorde Hymondy?” asked the 

Master Templar. 

The Marshal nodded.  “It did, for a short time.  

He too, was hamstrung; Lorde Hymondy needed to 

keep a public relations profile.  He had lost his original 

power base from here in Jilta, and being only the 

administrator of Earth, placed great pressure on him, to 

agree to what the locals wanted.” 

The Master Templar nodded.  “I understand that 

pressure, here.  So when did the planet turn?  I can see 

indications here, that we in Jilta are being pushed, to 

develop similar ways.  What were the critical points 

along the way, which made large differences?  When 

could they have turned back, and didn’t, because of 
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some kind of intervention?” asked the Master Templar.  

He was genuinely concerned. 

Grant nodded.  “There was a time, when 

Hymondy pushed for radical reforms on the planet.  

However, he had by then, lost his seat of power of Jilta.  

He pushed to get Earth cleaned up, but it didn’t work.  

The media told the populace that he wasn’t thinking of 

Earth’s interests.  There were seventeen attempts on 

his life, back then.” 

The Master Templar stood and walked around the 

room.  “Did he not work out that someone was clearly 

against him?” 

“He did.  Nevertheless, he lacked Goren Torren, 

our Lorde of Wisdom.  He didn’t have the Independent, 

and as a result, he couldn’t get the correct why, on 

what was happening, or who was attacking him.  That, 

in turn, led him to withdraw his programs, and try to 

fight them, at their own game.  He couldn’t dictate 

what to do, or how to run the planet.  He had an open 

rebellion, at one point, and he erred on the side of 

being humane.  He wouldn’t crush those opposing him, 

with arms.  He couldn’t, as he wasn’t from Earth.” 

The Master Templar poured Kalo.  “Marshal?” 

“Thank you, sir.  No sweetener.” 

An aide handed Grant, his cup.  He continued.  

“There was a critical moment, when the planet was 

obviously running short on oxygen. That was when it 

was exposed, that the number of oxygen generating 

trees, plants and plankton had been reduced by two 

thirds, while the machines and ways of using oxygen, 
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had increased twenty fold.  That was during their year, 

of 2035.  Many governments tried to change the 

situation.  None did more than cry about it, though.  

The democratic process is that, it only needs a majority 

to agree to do nothing, and nothing is done.  This has 

been the cause of Earth’s ruin, since their first 

empires.” 

The Master Templar brightened up.  “I saw an 

educational program about that.  There was one city, 

called Rome.  I know.  In Rome, to get power, the 

politicians would give away corn and games to the 

masses, and in doing so, become elected.” 

Grant nodded.  “Correct, and it was that way on 

Earth, until its demise.” 

“That’s until they ran out of air.” 

“Correct, my Lorde.  In addition, when they had 

crossed the line, and gone too far down that road, to 

return, it was impossible to pull back, without 

catastrophic effects.  Some wild schemers called for a 

culling, of ninety percent of the population.  Others 

called for mandatory sterilization of all people over 

twenty-two years old. Some tried to prohibit 

mechanical transport to every second week. Some 

simply wanted to overthrow industry.  In all, they were 

doomed to fail, as none received majority agreement.” 

“Correct.  I read about it,” explained the Master 

Templar.  “Shall we move outside?” 

The Hallowman looked around, and out to the 

mountains, straining to see, if anyone out there could 

observe him. 
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“It’s safe,” explained the Master Templar.  The 

aide opposite nodded to him. 

They moved, and made their way, to the outside 

courtyard. As they moved Grant spoke of how some of 

the crazier schemes to solve the planet were really the 

work of the Talkron, to make the more rational 

schemes seem ridiculous. He gave the example of the 

Rationale Party, as it was called. It was established in 

most democracies. They were secretly funded by the 

banks, and promoted that people should be forbidden 

to spend and carry out financial transactions every 

second day, and thus supposedly cut industrial waste 

and pollution by half. Of course it was nonsense, and 

most people knew it. However, it enabled these 

crackpot ideas to be lumped together by the media, 

with intelligent solutions, and for anyone who was 

concerned with the obvious deadline of planet Earth to 

be labeled, a crackpot. “It was a clever subversion.” 

“Tell me more,” requested the Master Templar. 

Grant moved closer to him, and they walked 

between some trees, as three Boguard aides trailed, 

behind.  Grant had been told, not to worry about them, 

but that wasn’t his way.  He always worried.  He said 

that was his job to. 

Grant looked around.  “Sir, there are similarities 

to here, and many of the planets are populated by us, 

short-lifers.  I have information here, that our exodus, 

out from Earth, is possibly part of an earlier attempt, to 

subvert the Federation, with short-lived bodies.” 
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The Master Templar, himself a short-lifer, like 

Grant, was intrigued.  “Continue, please.  It’s 

dangerous ground for the Temple, but we must know.  

How is it that we got here?  Was there an overall plan 

to do to the Federation what had been already done, to 

Earth?” 

Grant nodded and looked around.  “When our 

races from holy Earth were evacuated, it was on 

humanitarian grounds.  Our short-lived races were 

stuck on that planet, dying or forced to die, are my 

thoughts.  By dying, I mean there were billions dying.  

Therefore, mankind of Earth had been given approval 

to migrate, to the Federation’s other planets.  We went 

out in waves, and because of that, the economic 

climate, on all the Federation planets changed.” 

“How so?” asked the Master Templar. 

 

 

From the Royal Courtyard 
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“Well, sir, have a look.  The long-life economies 

are based on endurance, saving money through hard 

work.  There is no frantic hurry.  These endurance 

economies have been slowly replaced, by the Earth-

styled economies of borrowing.  The banks and financial 

institutions that we have now, didn’t exist until short-

lifers settled here.  Before we came, banks were 

nothing of importance.  They were just a business 

where you placed saved money and valuables, for 

safekeeping.  They were relatively unimportant.  Now, 

as lending institutions, they have power over all who 

borrow.” 

The Master Templar stopped walking.  “We have 

rid ourselves of the Imperial Federation Warp Drive 

Bank.  It’s now a relic.  As of a year ago, the 

government of Jilta appropriated it.  So, how does that 

fit in?” 

Grant nodded.  “You have power.  You’re not 

democratic.  You’re theocratic, but benign.  So, 

therefore, you’re tolerated by the people, and this 

newer styled democratic government can’t challenge 

you or the Temple… yet.” 

The Master Templar looked at the Marshal. 

Grant continued.  “Sir, I believe that if the banks 

had the power, and they had the media, similar to what 

they had on Earth, they would do to you what they did 

to every rising religious institution there.  They would 

make it ungodly to belong to.” 
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The Master Templar looked at Grant.  He then 

looked over to a flower.  “Do you think I could be 

tossed, thrown out?” 

Grant laughed.  “Every few years they try, and 

you outsmart them.  Yet, that’s the illusion of time, 

right?  Nothing good lasts, they say; not even a Master 

Templar.” 

The Master Templar looked up and nodded 

slowly, while holding a rare flower and smelling it, 

before letting go.  “A rose,” he said. 

Grant deeply breathed the air.  He almost smiled. 

He had spoken much to the Master Templar in the past, 

about the Master Templar’s passion for Jilta to be a true 

democratic institution.  Nothing would sway the Master 

Templar from it.  He always would simply say that it 

was up to good-minded people and groups, to better 

the education of the not so bright, and raise them, so 

they could make good decisions. 

Grant looked at the Master Templar, who was 

smiling at him now.  “I think it’s time for me to head 

back to Earth, sir.  I need to get more data again, 

before anyone gets the idea of closing our investigators 

down.  I have fifty Hallowmen on that planet now, and 

they are still searching for clues, as to what went on, 

and what went wrong, there.” 

The Master Templar nodded and looked back to 

his palace.  “Please take me back, Grant.  I’m a long 

way from inside, now.” 

Grant nodded and held his old friend’s arm, and 

slowly guided them back, along the winding path. 
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“One last question, Grant,” said the Master 

Templar.  “What did the governments of Earth do, 

when it was obvious their climate change was going to 

affect the planet, so dramatically?” 

Grant stopped for a moment.  “In the United 

States they built prisons.  This period in their history, 

was also after their so-called terrorist scares, at the 

turn of the new millennium.  It was also after the Kyoto 

Accords2, to which that country said they couldn’t 

adhere.  However, in essence, they built prisons, 

tightened laws, so that if the population got too out-of-

control, they could swiftly imprison two million people.” 

The Master Templar looked up.  “That was a lot of 

people.  What did that nation’s allies do?” he asked. 

“They did the same, and the funny part was, the 

people didn’t even know their nations were passing 

laws, stripping the population of their freedoms, so that 

if they ever woke up to it, they would be locked away.3“ 

“Was it the Talkron?” asked the Master Templar. 

                                                           
2
 INFORMATION:  Kyoto Accords:  Kyoto is an inland city in Japan, 

the historic seat of the Emperor of Japan.  In 1997 governments met 

from around the world to decide what to do about the rapid warming 

of the planet and impending climate change.  The accords drawn up 

were known as the Kyoto Accords.  The nation that stood out most as 

objecting the accords was the USA, stating the accords were 

weighted against industrial countries, and not enough against 

developing countries.  As a result the accords failed to reach a 

consensus, and no action resulted by governments to curtail the 

impending climate change of Earth. ◄Return 

3 INFORMATION:  Planetary Mass Prisons of Earth:  By 2010 

Earth had many unmanned prisons. In Australia and its territories 

they were mostly out in the oceans and inland in its deserts.  America 

had them scattered throughout. ◄Return 
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The Marshal shrugged.  “I’m not really sure, but 

that’s how it happened.” 

The Master Templar nodded.  They were now 

back, inside the stateroom.  “Then, you need to go 

back there, find out what was happening, and why the 

planet didn’t avert a disaster, which was so obvious.  I 

believe that the Kyoto Accords were the first major 

attempt, before intervention, to stop the catastrophe.  

It failed.  I want to know why, and what happened.  I 

want to know if there are any similarities to our worlds, 

and I want to know what the solution is.  I intend to 

keep power.  However, if I fail, I have a successor, but 

that successor isn’t ready yet.” 

Marshal Grant Tagora knew when his meeting 

had finished.  It had been exactly one hour, since he 

had arrived.  He bowed low, and stepped backwards, 

towards the door.  He slowly turned, nodded to the 

Boguard present, and started to leave. 

“Grant,” called the Master Templar. 

“Yes, sir?” 

“The Temple, the House of Torren, and I, 

personally, all owe you an enormous debt.  We will 

never be able to repay it.  I just want you to know, that 

you’re absolutely vital, to the cause.” 

The Marshal stopped, and smiled at his old friend.  

“Master Templar – Elysis Morander, I remember when 

they used to call you The Fox, when you were young, 

before you took this office.  Both you and I are a pair, 

Elysis.” The Marshal raised his hand, in the form of a 

casual salute.  “Until we meet again, and when I bring 
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you the conclusion of the estimate, which I have been 

promising you.” The Marshal then assumed a formal 

stance, bowed deeply again, turned and promptly 

strode out. 

The Master Templar chuckled to himself, about 

having been reminded, of his earlier days.  She smiled. 

The Fox was a short story given by Goren Torren during 

one of his staged events on Earth. He sat down in his 

large sofa, and looked out, of the window thinking 

about the past.  He signaled one of the Boguard aides. 

“Sir?” 

“Can you get Captain Macrod Curr for me?” asked 

the Master Templar. 

 

 

Ψ  
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CHAPTER 2 

 

SHERIL  AND 

THE  AMAZON 

 

 

Sheril looked out over the small riverbank, to the other 

side.  “Who can hear what the trees are saying?” she 

asked her small class. 

Megalin raised her hand.  “Miss, I know.” 

Sheril nodded.  “Yes, you’re tuned into the trees.  

I can tell.  I can hear them; whispering to you.  They 

tell you, that they like the rain.” 

Megalin stepped back, and looked at the trees, on 

the other side.  They were so big.  She looked at Sheril.  

“That’s what they are saying.  How did….” 

Sheril nodded.  “I can hear you, and I hear the 

trees.  They are alive; they have thoughts, like you.  

They also have feelings and emotions like all life does.” 

Megalin looked at Sheril, as if she was an old time 

goddess.  “You know.” 

“Yes, Megalin.  I know, and so do you.  Now, who 

else?” Sheril asked, as she looked around the rest of 

the group. 

A young boy put up his hand and said, “The fish 

say that they are hungry.” 

The other children laughed. 

Sheril looked at the boy and nodded.  “They do, 

too.  What about the trees, on the other side of the 

river Boni, can you hear them?” 
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Amazon trees 

 

Boni was only seven years.  He put his hand to 

his head and stared.  “Miss, they tell me that they are 

in pain.” Boni started to feel a tear, pooling in his eye, 

and he tried to look away. 

Sheril walked over to him, knelt down and put 

her hand on his shoulder.  “You’re very awake, as a 

spirit guide, Boni.  Tell me more, about their pain.  I 

want to know,” she said, with understanding. 
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Boni looked around at the others, and Sheril put 

her hand up, and said in mind talk: The first person, 

who laughs, will go swimming with the hungry fish. 

There was silence. 

Boni half smiled and wiped his eye, and looked 

across the river.  He could feel the trees.  Sheril felt 

with him, and she helped him feel, what the trees were 

saying.  “They can’t breathe, Miss.  They are choking.  

They are in a lot of pain, and….” Boni started to cry. 

Sheril sat right down, on the sand next to him.  

She looked at the young boy, face to face.  “You can 

feel something, which I can’t.  This is important, Boni.  

You are getting a message, which I do not get.  You 

have an extra gift.  I must know more, please.  Tell 

me: what do they have to say?” 

Boni looked at her, and then across the river.  He 

looked up in the air, and then to the ground.  He 

walked over, to a small plant, nearby.  He picked off 

one of its leaves.  “The tree said that I could give this, 

to you.  Look inside, Miss.  Can’t you see it?” 

Sheryl tried to see, what was there.  She saw the 

leaf, some veins and some life.  She saw the aura, and 

the now diminishing life of the leaf.  She shook her 

head.  “Tell me.  I can’t see it.” 

As Boni held the leaf in both hands and stared 

into it; he was able to put his attention, right into the 

leaf. 

Sheril felt the strength of his ability.  She was a 

little envious, but very grateful that the boy had it.  She 
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saw into the leaf, following his thoughts, reading what 

he saw.  He could feel her too, and he went deeper. 

He looked at the leaf, then at her, and then back 

at the leaf, and then at her. 

Sheril gave a gasp, as though she had been 

pricked, with a pin.  It hurt, but on a psychic level.  She 

looked at Boni, searching for an answer. 

He nodded.  “That is happening to all the life of 

the world, Miss.  All the trees are experiencing this.  

They are under some attack, and it isn’t from the 

physical world.  They are being attacked, and hurt, in 

another world, on another level.  They get hurt and 

hurt and hurt, so much so, that they can’t stay.  They 

leave.” 

Sheril dismissed the others.  She took Boni to the 

side of the bank.  Sheril permitted Megalin to stay and 

observe. 

Sheril was quiet.  She sat, looking out over the 

water to the tall trees.  She looked at them.  They were 

thinner than what she remembered, as a child.  She 

had thought the cause was pollution; and had never 

suspected that the trees were under some attack, from 

inside their own field, of life-force. 

Sheril looked at the leaf, and imbued it, with her 

own life.  She cupped it in her hands, as if in a cup of 

water.  The leaf came back to life again.  She then 

withdrew her imbuement of life, and watched the cells 

of the leaf.  Slowly, they died.  She could see them.  

They were being attacked; each cell, one after the 
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other was being punctured, causing all life, to leave the 

cells. 

She looked over to Boni, and asked, “Are my 

pictures right?  Am I seeing correctly?” 

The young boy said, “Of course, yes, Miss.” 

Sheril smiled.  “Boni, really, tell me if I’m wrong.  

I’m not as good, as you are.  Do I see correctly?” 

Boni looked at her and then at the leaf, and then 

at her.  “Yes, Miss.  The life of the tree is being 

attacked by another, a long way, from here.” 

Sheril put her hand down, and placed the leaf in a 

pool of water.  “How?” she asked. 

Boni shook his head.  “I can only see.  I don’t 

know how, or why. I can only see.” 

Sheril sighed.  She wanted to know. 

“Miss,” said Megalin, “I know.” 

Sheril looked at her, with surprise. 

 

 

Ψ  



80 | P a g e  
 

CHAPTER 3 

 

JARON  AND  AMANDA 

 

 

“Captain?” asked Amanda. 

“Yes, Amanda?” 

“Do you know where we are?” Amanda asked. 

“No, Amanda.  I just know that we decided we 

would step through the time frames, of the universe.” 

Jaron answered, as he looked around, feeling 

bewildered. 

He stared at his hand.  It was translucent.  He 

glanced at his feet, and he could just see the ground, 

through them.  He looked out and away, and saw some 

trees.  They were very clear, rustling in the wind.  He 

looked around at the field beyond, then the clouds.  He 

looked at his hands again.  He could see the ground 

through them too.  He clasped them together, to make 

sure he could feel his hands.  He put his hand onto the 

ground, and he could feel that too. 

He saw a tree.  He liked the texture of its bark.  

It was fifty meters away.  Instantly, he was there, in 

front of it.  He hadn’t even decided to move there.  He 

looked at his hands again, and then placed them, up 

against the tree.  He could feel it.  He pushed hard 

against the bark, and his hands slowly went into the 

tree.  He quickly withdrew them out. 

“Amanda, what … where are we?” 

“Sequetus 3, Captain,” answered Amanda.  

“You’re on Earth.  You can’t recall what happened?” 
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Jaron shook his head, pushing his hand curiously 

through a tree trunk, and looking at it, on the other 

side.  He looked around and realized he couldn’t see 

Amanda.  She appeared before him, as a translucent 

wavering light. 

Jaron stood back and thought, Amanda? 

Yes, Captain. 

Jaron looked over at a small pond; he then 

walked to it.  He saw the clouds in its reflection, and 

then his own reflection.  He was wearing his white 

shocksuit, and his golden cap. 

He heard a thundering noise behind him, and a 

scream.  He turned quickly, and there were horses, 

bearing down upon him.  He was still too shocked to 

move.  They were pulling a carriage.  Jaron had no idea 

what they were, but was thinking back, to his youth.  

Maybe he knew about the uses of horses.  Moreover, 

the driver sitting on the carriage saw him.  Half out of 

terror, and the other of fear, he whipped the horses, as 

they were almost upon Jaron. 

The horses saw him, and began to rear and 

scream, but the duress of the whip thrust them 

forward.  Jaron held his arm up, to protect his face.  

The horses and carriage raced on and through him, and 

out, the other side.  The carriage driver looked back at 

him, wide-eyed in fright, and shook the reigns, to push 

the horses even more, even faster. 

Jaron waved the dust from around his face.  It 

made no difference.  The wind blew it away.  He looked 

out to the mountains.  The air was clear and clean.  
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There were trees and grasses, and the air smelled rich 

to his nostrils. 

He looked for Amanda, and she appeared again, 

as a small light in front of him. 

Jaron asked, “Tell me the truth.  Am I dead, 

Amanda?” 

Amanda laughed.  “What is death?  If you mean, 

are you a life-force, and you have no body, then yes, 

that’s true.  However, if you mean that you are 

bodiless, no, that isn’t true.  You do.” 

Jaron thought he might have heard her softly 

laughing.  He waved away an insect that was now 

buzzing around him, as though trying to work out, how 

to feed off from him.  He went to brush it away and his 

hand appeared on its other side, without touching the 

insect. 

“Am I a ghost?” 

The light of Amanda twinkled, in front of him.  “In 

a fashion, perhaps, but not really.” 

“All right, Amanda.  Please tell me what 

happened, and where we are, please.” 

Amanda sighed.  Here is what occurred. 

 

Ω 

 

A few minutes before, Amanda was looking down 

at Earth.  “Captain, it’s time to go.” 

“Where?  Down there?” 
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“Yes, Captain.  That’s a start, but it isn’t all.  I 

believe, what you wanted, will allow us to alter that, 

what we perceive.  You won’t be physically there.” 

Jaron nodded.  “Tell me, what do you have in 

mind?” 

“Very well Captain.  It is like this.  The universe 

moves forward, in a series of present time flashes.  We 

call them nows, that span a series of eighteen 

universes a second.  You actually don’t move in this 

universe; you only perceive movement.  You alter 

position; every eighteenth of a second, and your mind 

tells you that you’re moving by making the necessary 

computation.  You don’t move.  You change from one 

position in one universe, instantly to the next position 

in the following universe. You appear to be moving, in a 

single universe. That, however, is an illusion.  You’re 

doing, what we call the now sequence, from one 

universe frame, to the next.  All life in the physical 

universe does this.  It’s an enormous agreement and 

series of computations, made by all life; that are almost 

too complex, to understand.” 

“Hmm….” was all Jaron could say. 

Amanda continued.  “You experimented in the 

Boguard of moving your attention from now, to back in 

time, right?” 

Jaron nodded.  “Yes.” 

“Well, what that was, was you sending back a 

mental machine into the past, and looking at the past 

universes, and experiencing them again.” 
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“That description is simply memory,” protested 

Jaron. 

“No, it wasn’t memory.  You were able to 

influence your thought back then, when you visited 

yourself.  You also transmitted ideas to yourself, back 

then.  This happened when you stopped the bullet at 

the United Nations building.  You seemed to be there in 

the UN building, looking at yourself, but you weren’t.  

You were actually still back on Yaltipia, in the caves.  

However, you had a mental machine you projected to 

back then, in time, back to the UN building.  All your 

attention was on, and in, that machine.  However, that 

was only your attention, not you.” 

Jaron looked at his hands.  During their 

conversation, they had left Black Knight, and were now 

back, on Earth. 

“Those aren’t your real hands.  You’re creating 

the image of them, and very accurately.” 

“Where am I, then?” 

Amanda laughed.  “Where are you, Captain?” 

“I’m here!” 

“Correct.  That’s where you are, however, you 

have a body, back on Black Knight.” 

Jaron looked up.  “I was there, then, now…” 

Amanda put them both back, aboard the ship.  

“Watch, now Captain.  That’s your body.  It’s sleeping, 

as such.  Now, we’re on Earth.” 

Jaron looked up, to above the atmosphere and 

was able to remotely view the ship.  From a distance, 

outside of the atmosphere, he could see Black Knight. 
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“I have shrouded the ship, so no one will find it, 

not even Akeala.  I have given her a second ship 

image, to try to get into, but she will give up, trying to 

enter it.” 

Jaron looked at his feet and saw something, 

which darted past.  He jumped back.  He looked again.  

“Kuro!” 

Amanda sighed.  “That wasn’t meant to happen; 

she was supposed to stay up there, and not come here, 

like this.  It’s like there is you, and a ghost of her.  You 

can ignore her, as she isn’t sure about where she thinks 

she is.  She will follow us, however, so please don’t 

distress about her.” 

Jaron shrugged. 

 

Ω 

 

Even earlier, Jaron was with Amanda, speaking 

over the intercom system.  “I’m ready.  I assume it will 

be similar to when I go back into the past, like back in 

Yaltipia.” 

“Hmmm,” was all Amada said. 

Jaron was excited, as he was sure that he would 

be able to take his body.  He had it all worked out, 

though Amanda seemed to not be letting on too much. 

She had asked him to tell her, what year he 

wanted to visit, and she insisted that he give the first 

figures, which came to mind; no thinking allowed.  

Jaron had quickly spouted the numbers 1587.  Amanda 

pointed out that those numbers were a date on 
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Sequetus.  She asked where, and he simply said Yoo 

Rup.  Amanda said that was Europe. 

As a light appeared before him, he focused on it.  

He smiled.  “You know Amanda; you’re very aesthetic, 

as that light. 

Jaron saw the light turn a slight shade of pink.  He 

smiled. 

Ready to go, Captain? 

Jaron nodded.  He expected somehow, to have to 

move, inside Amanda, and she explained: Lie your body 

down, Captain.  It’s important. 

Jaron did. 

 

Ω 

 

Jaron remembered now.  He remembered as he 

looked down at his body, and the room seemed to lose 

its solid feel.  Jaron could feel his golden cap, around 

his temples, and he could perceive the presence of 

Amanda.  He understood. 

The very next instant, and they were in Europe. A 

horse team, pulling a carriage, was bearing down upon 

them.  Jaron recalled it all now.  The disorientation left 

him.  He looked around and could sense Amanda, as 

light, pulsating not far from him. 

Is this going to be any benefit to me? asked Jaron. 

It’s your time, Jaron.  This is the year you chose.  

It’s the continent you nominated.  I looked into your 

mind, and you have pictures of nearby here, 

somewhere. 
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What does that mean, Amanda? 

That you have pictures of here? she asked. 

Exactly, he answered. 

You tell me, she responded. 

Have I been here before? asked Jaron. 

Very funny, Captain.  Before when? 

Before now, he responded. 

Before now? she asked. 

Jaron stopped and thought: No, before, in the 

future… You mean, I could be here now, elsewhere? 

The concept that he had been on Earth before, had only 

fleetingly been entertained. 

You’re here now. 

I know that.  However, am I also here as…. 

Correct Captain.  That’s what we’re here, to 

explore.  Why are you carrying that date, in your mind?  

Why do you have this location, in your memory? 

Jaron nodded while thinking.  He looked down both 

ends of the road.  “Then, if I’m following what seems to 

me, to be the right direction, we should follow that 

carriage.” 

The light that was Amanda disappeared. 

Jaron looked around, and saw more dust coming 

from the same track, as the previous carriage.  He 

stepped back, into the cover of the trees.  The thunder 

of the horses’ hooves grew louder, and the ground 

began to shake.  He watched them go past.  The driver 

hadn’t seen him. 

After they had gone, Jaron looked in their 

direction.  “I expect we should start walking.” 
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Walking? 

“Yes, it will help me think.” Jaron began to walk.  

He was taking a lot of effort, to watch his steps, to 

make sure that he appeared to be walking.  He didn’t 

want to seem, as if he was a floating image. 

“So, Amanda, tell me, how do we go back in time, 

and how is it that I have this image of my body again?” 

Amanda was happy to explain.  The universe 

moves through eighteen frames a second.  With your 

cap helping, and with the coils and circuitry, which I 

possess in my ship, we’re able to tune out, and be 

away from the noise, of the physical universe. 

Noise? asked Jaron? 

The chatter of all the minds; I call that noise.  The 

mental chatter from all the creations by life.  Life itself 

chatters.  This gives chaff of thought.  It pervades the 

universe as matter.  It’s overwhelming to us, in our 

native existence, without bodies. 

Jaron thought about this concept.  Are you trying 

to tell me, that the physical universe is a result of 

thought? 

Amanda didn’t answer and continued her 

explanation: With these coils around us, you and I tune 

into broadmatter.  Broadmatter doesn’t influence us; 

greatly.  We’re able to tap into broadmatter, and pull 

out energy, which then enables us to screen out the 

physical universe.  If we can screen it out, and hold it 

out, we can go exterior to the physical universe.  When 

that happens, we’re no longer in any of the frames, 
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which we believe we’re meant to be in, so we’re able to 

select the frames, in which we want to be. 

Jaron said nothing but waited. 

 

 

Searching through the 

Myriads of Time 

 

You have a lot of attention on this date, so it was 

easy to be drawn back to this point, in time.  If you had 

no attention here, then it wouldn’t be so easy.  

However, as you want to be here, we followed that 

yearning, and here we are. 

 “Didn’t I do that, in Ataran, when we were 

experimenting with going back, into the past?” asked 

Jaron. 

Amanda answered him.  No.  Your attention then, 

went way down through the past, to where you could 

see yourself, very clearly.  It was more real there and 

then, than where you were back there; in the present. 

You were able to give yourself thoughts and ideas 

that you wouldn’t have been able to; otherwise.  You 
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were in the present on Ataran, and you sent your 

attention down back, into the past, and from there, 

linked your present time self, to your past self.  Then; 

you gave your past self a message. 

That’s déjàvu Captain.  That’s all déjàvu is, nothing 

else.  Next time you experience déjàvu, Captain, look 

up into the future, and see yourself.  You can do that, 

and strengthen the line and bridge of your attention 

into the future.  Then, while you’re in the future, put 

your attention into the past. 

Jaron looked at Amanda.  I’m not sure.  Now I’m 

getting confused and dizzy.  I think I understand what 

déjàvu is. 

I’m pleased to help, Captain.  Next time that you 

have déjàvu, see if you can locate yourself and see 

what comes, from that. 

Jaron laughed.  Will I not vanish?  I thought 

nothing could occupy the space in the universe, and 

duplicate itself. 

No, Captain, you don’t occupy space.  You’re a life-

force, and don’t have physical properties.  You’re not 

duplicating yourself. 

What is the difference with us, here now, then? 

Captain, in this instance, you’re here: now. 

Jaron looked up.  They were crossing the brow of a 

hill.  He saw a walled town, further on. 

Jaron was walking properly now.  He also had the 

appearance of his body’s image, looking denser and 

more real.  He continued, walking to the perimeter wall 
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of the town.  He walked a small narrow track that 

followed the wall. 

A person stepped out from the shadows, and 

yelled at Jaron.  Jaron didn’t understand.  Amanda?  He 

thought. 

Yes, Captain, I will translate the thoughts, for you 

both. 

“Stop in the name of the Bishop.” A lance was 

thrust, in front of Jaron. 

Jaron balked. 

“Who are you?’ demanded the guard. 

Jaron thought.  “My name is Jaron,” was the 

translation that went into the mind of the guard. 

“What do you want here?” asked the guard. 

“I want to learn.” 

The guard looked at Jaron, in his white shocksuit.  

He looked at his clean-shaven face, and his shorter 

hair. 

Jaron on the other hand, was taken aback, by the 

repugnant smell of the guard, who hadn’t washed, for 

several weeks.  He smelled as though he slept with 

animals, not humans.  Jaron felt inside the man’s mind, 

and withdrew.  The man did sleep with animals.  Pigs 

were his bedmates. 

Jaron looked at the guard, as the lance was 

pushing harder, against Jaron’s throat.  The guard’s 

clothes were strange, heavy wool, with a leather front 

piece, protecting his chest.  He also had brown leather 

leg bands and boots.  He sported a short knife, 

dangling on his belt. 
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The guard called out something, which Jaron didn’t 

understand. 

Where’s my translation? thought Jaron. 

Sorry, he is calling for another guard. 

The other guard appeared; from behind a thinly 

planked gate.  He was similarly dressed, but slept with 

horses, so didn’t smell as bad.  Jaron somehow 

wondered; perhaps the horses could give them both 

tips on how to keep themselves clean.  The small town 

might be better for it. 

The second guard took one look at Jaron, and in 

turn, called for another.  That person shortly arrived, at 

the gate. 

Jaron looked around at the gate.  It was four pacs 

high and the walls were only three pacs high.  He 

estimated that the town likely had only a thousand 

people. 

Two children crept around, behind the guard, and 

Jaron could hear them speaking, in the local language.  

It sounded nothing like Standard, yet he thought he 

might have been getting a feel for it.  Amanda was still 

translating. 

The first guard stood in front of Jaron, lance held 

out.  He called to the second guard, who was now 

yelling to another person.  This time, it was a black 

robed man, who came out through the gate.  This 

robed man stepped forward, and he wasn’t scared, like 

the others.  He walked out from beyond the gate, and 

circled Jaron holding a crucifix.  He stepped back, to 

stand beside the guards. 
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He nodded to the second guard, “Bring him inside.  

He is the one.” 

The guard barked at Jaron, which meant that he 

had to move inside, under the threat of the lance. 

 

Ω 

 

Jaron had been roughly jostled, pushed, prodded 

and threatened.  He was concerned not to break his 

attention, from the image, which he was projecting of 

himself.  He didn’t want to have the lance go through 

his image, as it would spoil what he was learning. 

Jaron was shoved up, inside, a stinking building.  

He wondered if this was where the pigs were kept.  He 

wrinkled his nose.  He saw the black robed man, 

standing there. 

He was then led inside, and the door locked behind 

him. 

They walked down a flight of stone steps, and the 

smell became more rank.  There was almost no light.  

They weren’t completely underground; the very top of 

the room had barred outside windows, along two walls.  

It was a small prison, with three cells. 

Jaron was pushed into one of the cells.  There was 

a young woman, in the other cell. 

Jaron looked at the woman.  She seemed to attract 

him, under her grime. 

She stared back at him.  “I know you, right?  

Where from?” she called. 
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Jaron stepped away from the cell door.  He looked 

at her hard.  “If I said, when, it would be more 

accurate.  Let us say, in the future, we meet again, and 

I’m from there, another place; out there.  There are 

worlds from out there, like this.  You and I maybe meet 

there.” 

The woman thought this was confusing talk.  She 

looked at the man.  His clothes seemed to shine.  His 

hair was clean.  His face was shaven.  He did not smell 

bad. He was a rare type of person.  She sat up, pulling 

against her chains. 

“Tell me again, who you are.” 

Jaron looked back at her and then walked to the 

window.  He had no chains attached.  He stood on his 

tiptoes, and looked out.  He saw the trees.  He sighed, 

turned and smiled, looking back at her. 

“Are we meant to be here now, together?” she 

asked. 

Jaron looked at his memories.  “You’re interesting, 

and that’s a very interesting question.  I’m sure you 

don’t ask that, always.” 

She sat up and looked at him.  “You’re not from 

here.  You’re like….  I don’t know what.  You’re from… 

out there.” She pointed out, through the window. 

She had Jaron’s attention now.  He walked over to 

the bars separating them, curiously looking at her.  She 

certainly looked familiar.  Jaron half laughed to himself.  

“I knew a girl, who looked like you, and we met in a 

prison.  It was much colder, than this then.” 
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She strained at her chains to move closer, over to 

the bars.  “Was that in Geneva?” 

Jaron was confused.  He shook his head.  “No, 

Sleebo.  Where is Geneva?” 

She looked at him and pointed out the window.  

“Out there.  Where is Sleebo?” 

Jaron smiled.  “Out there, too.” 

The woman sat back down.  “I haven’t heard of it.” 

She looked a bit dejected. 

Jaron looked at her.  “I think when people are 

together, they were always meant to be together.” 

The woman looked up interested again.  “Have we 

met before?  You look familiar.  I’m sure that we have 

met.” 

“No.  We’re meant to meet in 1576, in Venice,” 

said Jaron, in all seriousness. 

“I have been to Venice,” suggested Amelia, not 

looking a bit surprised.  I don’t remember you.  What is 

your name?” 

Jaron looked out to the stars, and simply 

answered, “Bruno.” 

She accepted that.  “Are we going to Venice?” 

Jaron looked over, to where Amanda would have 

been, if she had been visible.  Well? he thought. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

GARTH  KWOK 

 

 

Garth Kwok had been a normal Malukan.  He had never 

wanted to become better than he was, and was happy 

for the world to be, as it was.  He was pleased to listen 

to state broadcast transmissions, raise his family, and 

die at the age of two hundred and seventy-five years 

old, like any other Malukan.  He was a middle class 

worker.  He knew that he hadn’t been bred, for 

thinking.  That didn’t bother him.  He was happy to be 

the simple cog in the machine, and not its operator. 

However, something happened to him.  He had a 

daughter, who had joined the state-run troopers, and 

she had changed.  She was no longer the gem of a girl, 

which he had raised.  She had become an angry and 

hateful person, and this hate had surfaced, once she 

had joined Malukan Guards. 

Garth didn’t say much, and then one day he came 

home, to find his wife had been arrested.  She had 

been charged, with inciting sedition.  Garth couldn’t 

believe it, until he read the report, and watched the 

recorded visio.  There was his wife and daughter, in his 

home, having an argument, about the standard of 

Malukan life. 

It wasn’t as if Garth, and his wife Aka were really 

that unhappy.  They knew that after they came of 
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distinguished age4, they would be shipped to an outer 

planet of Maluka, where they would be allowed to live 

the rest of their lives, in peace and quiet.  There, they 

would ripen in old age, until they joined their ancestors, 

in the beyond.  Anyway, that was how it was promoted, 

on the Malukan state-run media.  No one questioned 

the media. 

Garth was a janitor, in the building, where he 

lived.  That was, until he found his wife had been 

arrested.  He stood in shock, with a C-S in front of him.  

He had never had City Security come to his home 

before, and they were there waiting, when he got back, 

off from his shift.  There they were; just standing, 

waiting.  He showed them inside.  They sat down, and 

pulled out the all-play5.  That was when he saw, what 

changed his life. 

The recording had been made; from inside the 

lapel of his daughter’s guard uniform.  There was his 

wife, arguing that the state didn’t know everything, and 

                                                           
4
 DEFINITION:  Distinguished Age:  A term used in Maluka, 

meaning that the person was no longer contributing to the state or 

society.  That age was generally around 220 years old.  It however 

varied from person to person.  The state recognised the person’s 

achievements, and was granted residence off in another world.  This 

was how the state made room for those on Maluka, the head planet 

of the sector.  To be allowed to reside on Maluka, one had to 

continually show they contributed to the state and planet, or else they 

would be moved to another domicile, appointed by the state.  Source:  

Searfinders Index p.  6771 ◄Return 

5
 DEFINITION:  All-play:  A portable hand held recorder that plays 

back a three dimensional hologram of a pre-recorded event.  The 

image is about two hands high.  Made by State All Industries Maluka.  

Source:  Searfinders Index p.  3.998 ◄Return 
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that the state didn’t own the people.  That was what 

was called radical-thinking in Maluka, and considered a 

vestige-crime, punishable by transportation to the Far-

Colonies of Maluka. 

Garth still recalled that day: his daughter was 

standing at the door, with three C-Ss, as they took his 

wife away.  He never spoke to his daughter again, ever. 

He thought back about the past.  He could recall 

when he first heard about the resistance movement, 

and thought that it was stupid.  His life was going 

along, fine.  He had a nice wife, and family. 

Garth never wanted for too much.  That was what 

they warned about, on the state-run media, not to want 

too much.  They warned, want was the source of all 

evil.  He had thought that was correct.  It was wanting, 

which created the problems in the world.  People 

wanted too much. 

Many books had been written on the subject of 

wanting, and how it was an evil trait.  The state had 

warned them, and now the state had found his wife 

guilty.  She had been proven to have wanted a better 

world, and that was the biggest want, of all.  To want 

something that was outside of your life’s potential, was 

the worst want, and it was a source of a fruitless and 

wasteful life of wanting. 

Garth had wondered what he should do, when he 

saw his wife being escorted away.  How should he 

react?  Did he want her back?  He did want her, but 

wasn’t wanting an evil crime?  He was confused, and 
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didn’t know what to do.  That was when he met a very 

unique woman. 

 

 

Planet Gogon Surface 

 

He stared, thinking of the memory of it all, now.  

It had been strange.  He looked out from the Gogon 

cave where he was now living, wondering if he was now 

wanting to return to Maluka. 

He remembered the way it used to be, the way 

he used to exist.  He thought that was strange now.  

He would work his days on the job, watch the state-run 

news, and listen to the great strides which Maluka had 

made, economically.  He would also listen to the state-
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run challenge shows6, as they were known.  He used to 

be a great supporter of them. 

 

 

Gogon Cave 

 

He also remembered the state-run show-tells7.  

These were where ordinary people like him, were 

                                                           
6
 INFORMATION:  Challenge-shows:  On Maluka the state-run 

media promoted challenge-shows.  This was where the average 

person could get notoriety and fame, and even money, by being part 

of a local group to win broadcast competitions.  It was reasoned by 

the state that such shows gave people a feeling of belonging and self 

betterment, and satisfaction, and were a release for what otherwise 

might become anti-state attitudes.  It was better to give that frustration 

an outlet, and a chance to win, rather than have it surface as rebel 

activities.  Source: Searfinders Index p 4983 – Maluka – 3 ◄Return 

7
 INFORMATION:  Show Tells:  Malukan betterment shows run by 

the Malukan State Broadcast Bureau.  They were informal shows 

showing local members of the community, to the larger parts of the 

community.  They promoted life betterment of Maluka.  Source: 

Searfinders Index p 4888 ◄Return 



101 | P a g e  
 

invited to speak on the state-run media, and say how 

they could get back, to the old Malukan days of power.  

Ordinary people were invited, to suggest how they 

could one day bring back prosperity, to Maluka.  He 

thought these were good.  This wasn’t wanting, it was 

dreaming, explained the state, and it was fine to 

dream. 

 

 

Maluka Prime Planetary Center 

 

Then, his wife was taken by the state.  It seemed 

so unfair to him, as it was just an angry moment, 

between his wife and daughter. 

He remembered thinking: what could a small 

insect like him, do against an injustice, like this?  He 

was looking out from his window that day, feeling sorry 

for himself, and looking at the massive buildings, 

opposite his.  That was until the door buzzer sounded. 
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He turned, and looked at the door.  He walked 

over and opened it.  There was a woman.  She seemed 

different.  There was an intensity about her, which 

made him invite her in, to listen to what she had to 

say.  She had said she was with the state-run water 

department.  He knew that wasn’t true, as he had met 

plenty of those.  This person was different, so, he 

asked her inside his apartment out of curiosity. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

MAROEN 

 

 

Instructor Maroen was a member, of the Boguard 

Fronts. 

Garth looked at her.  She wore the same kind of 

clothes as he did, but she seemed brighter.  “The front 

of what?” he asked. 

Maroen walked, to the other side of his 

apartment, and looked out, from his window.  He stood 

beside her. 

“Did you know you have four security cameras, 

watching you right now, watching you speak, with me?” 

Garth looked out.  He couldn’t see anything.  He 

looked at her and then outside again.  She just sighed.  

Malukans, she thought to herself. 

“I see no cameras,” he said. 

Maroen smiled, and pointed to the opposite 

building.  “On its seventy-fourth floor.” She pointed to 

another.  “Next to that building, on the thirteenth floor, 

is another camera.  There is another: over the cinema 

there, and one, at the top of Duds department store.” 

Garth looked at her.  “Are you an insurgent?” he 

asked naively. 

She looked at him, smiled and nodded.  “That’s 

correct, Garth.” 
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Malukan City Life 

 

“Then, you’re not really from the water 

department?” 

She shook her head. 

Garth was pleased that he had worked that out, 

beforehand. 

Garth thought about this a bit more, and looked 

out, over at the buildings.  Then, it dawned on him.  If 

that were true, then he was about to face the Outer 

Colonies, or be killed in the process. 
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He looked at her; he was about to speak, and she 

just nodded her head.  “That’s correct.  Someone, from 

high up, framed your wife.  I will explain that.  They 

don’t have what they wanted, yet.  They have your 

daughter, or at least her mind.  However, what they 

want, is you, Mister Garth Kwok.  They want you.  More 

precisely, they want your mind.  You have been under 

suspicion for some time, and they want you.” 

Garth looked out, and at the people, passing 

below.  He really was a bit confused.  He looked up. 

“What were you doing, four years ago?” she asked 

him quietly. 

He was about to answer, when he realized he 

couldn’t remember four years ago. 

There was a bang on the door. 

Garth looked at Maroen and then out the window.  

She nodded.  “Yes, they are here, because we were 

speaking together by your window, and now they have 

all the evidence, which they need, to really lock you 

away.  You’re about to be arrested, on the vestige-

crime of association.  You’re associating with me, but 

really it’s the vestige-crime of remembering, 

remembering who you really are, or were.” 

Garth looked at her.  He didn’t know what to say.  

“Then, who was…?” he was about to ask. 

He turned, to the sound of heavy thumping, on the 

door.  There were three C-Ss outside, now trying to 

bash their way in. 

“Your daughter wasn’t your daughter.  It’s time to 

go, Mister Garth.” 
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With that, she placed four small caps on the 

corners of the window.  The door behind exploded 

inwards.  The window blew outwards. 

“Here!” she yelled.  She threw her hand, up in the 

air.  A rope was being shot into it, from outside.  She 

instantly caught a small missile, with the rope attached.  

She wrapped it around his waist, and called, “Now, 

now, now!” 

The door behind them was crashing to the floor, 

and three burly C-Ss leaped in through the dust, to see 

Garth and Maroen being yanked outwards through the 

window opening. 

Maroen looked at Garth’s face, as he appeared half 

petrified, and half just a bit puzzled, as though his life 

had changed before, and now, this was just one more 

episode. 

The C-Ss ran to the window, and as one was about 

to raise his rifle, Maroen raised her finger and shook it.  

She looked intensely at him, and smiled.  If you do, 

you’re dead.  We have lasers trained on your faces, all 

of you.  Be good, or be dead. 

The C-Ss looked at each other incredulously, and 

yes, there were small blue laser dots on their 

foreheads.  They blinked, and quickly ducked down, out 

of sight, behind the walls.  The senior of them began 

screaming orders, into his lapel microphone. 

Garth looked above, and saw their escape vehicle 

was a small C-S patrol car, racing away over the 

building tops.  He was about to suggest that it was 

illegal to impersonate the C-Ss. 



107 | P a g e  
 

Maroen winked at Garth, and pulled out her gun 

and aimed back at the window.  The C-Ss were aiming 

their weapons. She shot, then another, and finally a 

third.  She put the gun back in her holster.  The C-Ss 

fell back stunned, but not dead. 

Garth looked down, as he swayed, dangling 

precariously, above the city streets.  He was moving at 

about two hundred kinopacs an hour, he thought.  He 

looked up, as the vehicle above was getting closer.  

They were slowly being winched, aboard. 

 

Ω 

 

It didn’t take long for a small fleet of floaters to 

come charging, after them.  Maroen was finally inside 

the vehicle in the pilot’s seat.  She saw that Garth was 

strapped in, at the back. 

Her co-pilot grinned.  “I just love it, Maroen.  You 

get more destruction, per nanosecond than any woman 

from Yaltipia.” 

Maroen winked at Markoni.  He was her bondmate, 

ever since training school.  “Maybe so.  Perhaps, but 

there was still one, who will always be greater.” 

Markoni didn’t need reminding.  “Amy of Rambus, 

the Goddess of War,” he murmured, under his breath.  

Now that Amy had died in battle, Markoni had adopted 

her name and image, as his unit’s patron guiding force. 
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Floater pursuit over Maluka PPC 

 

“Well, she wasn’t exactly from Yaltipia, but she 

might have been, as her spirit has always been with 

us.” He yelled above the wind, roaring through their 

canopy. 

Maroen nodded.  She turned and called back to 

Garth.  “Have you ever heard of her, Garth?  Amy, the 

Goddess of War.” 

Garth cringed.  Gods and goddesses weren’t 

proper thoughts, to have in Maluka.  A vestige-crime of 
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imagination, he thought.  He took many breaths, 

breathed deeply, and cringed lower. 

The pursuit craft were getting closer.  There were 

two missiles, coming their way, and so Markoni 

swerved.  The missiles went aimlessly, towards the 

ground. 

Maroen took the controls.  “Hang onto your lunch 

Garth, and don’t choke.” With that, she pulled the 

floater straight up, almost vertically, then upside down 

and back towards the pursuers, inverted.  Then, she 

side swerved, and two of the pursuit craft fired at each 

other, in the confusion.  Maroen was on her way back, 

into the center of Maluka Prime Planetary Center. 

The pursuit craft turned, but they were slower.  

Maroen could see three more, coming in, from out over 

the bay, and then another.  She was pushing top 

speed, to the center of the sprawling mass of Maluka 

PPC. 

Maluka PPC boasted seven million people.  Maroen, 

saw a tall building, and instead of going around it, she 

aimed for it.  Garth reared back, as he saw the wall of 

steel and glass, dead ahead.  The walls started to open, 

and their craft’s reverse thrusters engaged. 

It took all of three seconds, and then, their floater 

was on the floor of the fifth level, of the building. 

“Come on.  We have only seconds, Garth.  Get out, 

or die.  These C-Ss aren’t going to be taking you to 

court.  They will kill you first, and then feed your body, 

to the fish in the bay.” 
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Boguard Leader Maroen 

 

Garth unstrapped and jumped from his seat: when 

he looked out, he saw that their pursuers were only a 

kinopac away. 

Maroen led.  Garth hesitated and looked back, as 

their floater exploded. 

“It’s no use to us now, Garth.  Follow me.” 
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With that, she ran down a corridor, as Markoni 

hauled on Garth, to hurry him.  They turned into the 

stairwell, and ran down more steps.  Garth counted the 

levels, until level eleven.  Then, Maroen simply 

stopped, stood and listened.  They all stopped.  They 

could hear the footsteps of C-Ss above, in pursuit down 

the stairs. 

The C-Ss were soon shooting, in the direction of 

their quarry’s breathing.  They threw two percussion 

grenades, in the general direction of Maroen, which 

exploded. 

The Boguard ducked.  After the flash, they called 

back to the C-Ss, “You’d be foolish to follow.  If you do, 

you will all die.  The tunnels belong to us.  You know 

that.” 

Maroen smiled, as she leaned back against a wall, 

out of sight, and looked at Garth.  “I could taunt them 

more, but here, we leave them.” She opened a low half 

door, by her side.  It was black inside.  Lights lit up 

beyond the door, as she jumped in.  Markoni pushed 

Garth, and he followed.  They closed the door, behind 

them.   

They sprinted down about a hundred pacs, and 

came to a three-way junction.  They chose the right 

tunnel.  That led to three more branches; they took the 

central tunnel.  Then, this crazy Boguard woman led 

Garth and the group, down three more sets of stairs. 

Garth’s nose reeled, at the awful smell.  It was raw 

sewerage and it seemed to get worse, the further down 

they went. 
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Maroen smiled, slowly breathing.  She had slowed 

to a walk.  “All those doors are locked.  They have no 

lights, which all turned off after us, as previously 

arranged.” 

Garth stopped.  He was panting heavily.  This 

wasn’t the normal lot, of a janitor.  He looked up at the 

group, then down the tunnel.  He began to shake his 

head.  He was leaning forward, with his hands on his 

knees taking deep breaths. 

Markoni turned to Maroen.  “It’s time, better tell 

him or he isn’t going anywhere.  Right Mister Garth?” 

Garth looked at them both.  “You Markoni, seem to 

know what I think.  You, Madam Maroen aren’t who you 

seem.  Neither of you are.  What is going on?  I’m not 

moving until I find out.” He continued panting. 

Markoni smiled.  “Lights,” he called.  The lights 

turned on.  They were in a larger open space.  “Present 

yourselves, please, Boguard Fronts.”  

Seventeen Fronts came forward, all wearing black 

shocksuits. 

Garth stepped back, looking worried.  He wasn’t a 

fighter and these were obviously professional soldiers. 

“No need to worry, Garth,” explained Markoni.  

“They won’t hurt you.  If we wanted to harm you, we 

would simply let you go.  Those above us, up there, 

would kill you.” 

Garth stood straight, looking around, and thought 

of this.  He had caught his breath now.  He looked at 

this group; their weapons, and how they looked.  “Are 
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you rebels?  You can’t overthrow this government.  It’s 

too big.” 

Markoni shook his head.  “No, we’re not from this 

part of the galaxy.” 

Garth looked at him sideways.  “Are you Jiltanian?” 

Maroen smiled “Nope.  However, I have been 

there.  I’m not from Palbo either, though I have been 

there, too.” 

 

 

Ψ  



114 | P a g e  
 

 

 

 

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’s 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.  They went 
into the Galaxy known as the Boguard.  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 

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’s 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 

Admiration Particles:  Life can emit particles that draw on 
properties of the physical universe.  What life admires, it 

draws closer.  The more it admires, the greater the 
closeness.  Gravity is possibly such a particle of admiration.  
Albert Einstein referred to gravity as affinity.  Earth Syndrome 

miniseries. 

Afterburners:  When dumping fuel, out through the 
exhaust system, and igniting it, within the system, the 
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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.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Agelay:  Pronounced a-ja-lei.  The capital city of the 

southern continent of Kanut of Palbo.  Population 12 million.  
Juggernaut miniseries 

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 had her 
name changed 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, polar ice, 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’s high in B vitamins and sought after, as a 
natural product, harvested and exported.  It’s 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 
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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:  After the atomic war on Jilta the 

planet set up a temporary government called the Allied 
Council of Jilta.  2.  After all the Royals had left their 

Federation planets; the planets no longer had their 
autocratic control.  There were members of the Federation 
military, as well as government, who tried to seize control of 

their own cities, countries and continents.  Some seized 
atomic weapons.  In the Federation, wars were starting to 

break out.  On Jilta this culminated in an atomic war 
between three factions.  After three years, and with almost 
all of Jilta PC and its sister cities completely wasted, the war 

ended.  The government that took over was named the 
Allied Council of Jilta.  This shouldn’t have happened and for 

several years after the Battle of Sequetus 3, Torren traveled 
to Jilta trying to stop the wars and the fighting.  He was 
unsuccessful, and it continued to the almost total destruction 

of the former prosperous cities of Jilta.  As the other planets 
became embroiled in similar wars Torren found he was just 

as ineffective, so he concentrated his efforts on Earth, and 
hoped that when he found who was behind what was 

happening on Earth, it would lead to the same solution for 
the rest of the Santonia Galaxy.  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 

All-play:  A portable hand held recorder, that plays back a 
three dimensional hologram, of a pre-recorded event.  The 
image is, about two hands high.  Made by: State All 

Industries Maluka.  Often used in Maluka to entrap subjects 
into telling more than they otherwise would.  Recording on 

an all-play, is valid evidence in Maluka.  Earth Syndrome 

miniseries 
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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:  1.  The name taken and accepted by a Boguard 

Man-o-War, born BS 1013.  Ceremony with Captain Bigow of 
Yaltipia, BS 1014.  Crucial in the police action in Kantee 
against the Talkron.  Juggernaut miniseries 2.  She was 

subsequently captained by Jaron, and becomes his greatest 
advisor.  She originates from beyond the physical universe, 

of the Angalian species, and would suggest she is still always 
there.  Earth Syndrome miniseries 

Amelia:  1.  In 1642, Jaron meets Amelia Gustano of 

northern Italy.  She is 38 years old at the time, daughter of 
Gustaf and Francesca Gunano.  2.  A former lifetime of Amy 

of Rambus, but on Earth, during the Medieval period.  Earth 

Syndrome miniseries. 

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 nickname, Goddess of War incarnate.  
Templar miniseries 

Andromeda Galaxy:  (Terrestrial) The Andromeda Galaxy is 
a spiral galaxy about 2.5 million light years from Earth.  It 
gets its name from the constellation of Andromeda, which 

was named after the mythical princess  

 

The galaxy has about the same mass as the Milky Way.  It’s 
expected to collide with the Milky Way in 3.75 billion years.  
It can be seen with the naked eye from Earth on cloudless 

moonless nights.  Earth Syndrome miniseries 
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Aneel, FAS Destroyer:  The Aneel went through the portal 
with the Expeditionary task force BS 10, and never returned.  

Presumed destroyed.  New-Earth miniseries 

Angalian:  The race of beings who aren’t native to the 

Santonia Galaxy.  They inhabit the Man-o-Wars.  They have 
been known to visit Sequetus 3 over the past five thousand 

years.  Earth Syndrome miniseries 

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:  A direct contrast or opposition of person, action 
or idea.  New-Earth miniseries 

Aquel:  A local length measure of stride from the planet 
Aqeliam.  New-Earth miniseries 

Aragon:  Capital planetary city of Maluka, consisting of 

seventeen wards.  Population 2 million, with three academia.  
Its age is 3,450 standard years, predating the Confederated 

Council of Planets.  It is the headquarters of Trans Galactic 
Ship Corp.  Earth Syndrome miniseries 

Arano Moon:  Lunar satellite of Maluka.  It has been in orbit 
for two millennia.  It’s hollow, and it has seventeen thousand 
inhabitants.  Its center is tightly protected.  Its diameter is 

three hundred and eighty kinopacs.  Its standard gravity is 
0.04 standard gravity, and its artificial operational means of 

gravity is centrifugal.  It rotates three times a Malukan day.  
Earth Syndrome 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 
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Arganate:  A plentiful translucent pale misty green non-
precious stone That’s found on Jilta.  The major quarries are 

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 

Armsman:  Federation for Master at Arms, MAA.  His prime 
purpose is to keep order, on a ship.  New-Earth miniseries 

Aron:  A black puma in the Amazon, which befriends Sheril 

and which looks after the village children in return for being 
part of their group.  The black puma is possibly a myth, and 

in this case Aron is likely only 90% black.  Earth Syndrome 
Series 

Arreal:  The race, that after its migration, became known as 

the Pleiadians.  It cohabited the same planet as the Aaron, 
in the Triangulum Galaxy, and like the Aaron, it had 

migrated out to over a hundred planets through that galaxy.  
The races were attacked and they fled their planets.  Both 
had natural abilities and were hunted down because of those 

abilities.  Earth Syndrome Series 

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 
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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’s 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 miniseries 

Automatic beam:  Simply means that weapons lock on 
target automatically and are fired by computer programs.  
The advantage is that they aren’t 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 peta-
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’s 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 
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a fight, in order to overcome a more powerful enemy.  New-

Earth 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’s 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’s 
50 by 80 pacs, with seventy staff, troopers or Boguard.  
New-Earth miniseries 

Bauxite:  (Terrestrial) The rock That’s mined, which when 
treated, is converted to aluminum.  Templar miniseries 

Bearing Harvest:  A two week period on Sleebo, when it’s 
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 far-

Outer-Worlds.  A short-lifer, aged 42 at the writing of Book 
12 of the epic series.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Beeton:  See Blu below.  Juggernaut miniseries. 
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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-o-
War, 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, which are used to 

inspect, stitch and repair damaged tissue, during an 
operation.  Biobots generally are 10-4 pacs in diameter.  
New-Earth miniseries 

Bioclone:  A humanoid robot, manufactured in the 
Triangulum Galaxy, though, run by a life force, not unlike its 

biological look-alike cousins, that it is modeled upon.  The 
bioclone isn’t implanted, but rather is hardwired to destroy 
its biological counterparts, activated by a stimulus response 

mechanism. Earth Syndrome miniseries 

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 

Black Knight:  (Terrestrial) This is the name dubbed, for the 
15 ton satellite, that has been in space, on a polar orbit 

since before the first Sputnik. 

 

Possibly, this object has been around Earth, for as long as 
13,000 years.  The Americans, and then the Russians, first 

observed it. 
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Each nation thought the other was responsible.  The term 
Black Knight refers to a British attempt, back in the fifties, to 
put a satellite in orbit, but obviously this craft wasn’t theirs. 

 

The photographs here are taken from later American 
missions, and the first photograph of the Black Knight was in 

the 1960’s.  Earth Syndrome 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 


