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DISCLAIMER 

The SEQUETUS SERIES and the JUGGERNAUT MINISERIES and its books are 

works of fiction.   Names of individuals and companies used in the book, unless 

historical fact, are pure fiction. 

THE SEQUETUS SERIES GLOSSARY 

There is a chapter named Glossary, a list of terms and words and what they 

mean. 

MEASUREMENT 

In the Federation there is Standard Measurement, such as kinopacs, or Ks and 

pacs, but those who have left Earth may still use kilometers. 

HOW THE BOOKS ARE NUMBERED 

This is an epic story.  Its nature is big.  There are twenty-three books. Each 

book deals with a specific aspect of the story.  The Sequetus Series is broken up 

into four separate miniseries: 

THE NEW EARTH MINISERIES 

Books 1-8 

THE TEMPLAR MINISERIES 

Books 9-12 

THE JUGGERNAUT MINISERIES 

Books 13-17 

THE EARTH SYNDROME MINISERIES 

Books 18-23 

 

A lot of care has gone into creating this epic, and everything has been done by 

way of glossary, pictures, maps, notes, credits, and so on, to assist the reader to 

have an enjoyable reading experience. 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

JARON‘S  WORLD 

 

Jaron stood, at the edge of the balcony and peered down, to the busy street 

below.  Here, in the lofty altitude of his private quarters of the largest Temple in 

Palbo, Tarj Himble was the ecclesiastical center of Palbo and its sector.  It was 

now thirty-eight years since the rebellion, which Jaron led to overthrow the 

tyrant Brandon Mirak and his enclave of psycho-surgeons. 

 

Tarj Himble, Palbo C.C. 

 

Jaron sighed.  It hadn’t been easy, watching the passing of the years.  He 

was now a fifty-three year old, short-lifer. 

He looked down across the bay, as the floaters were loading, at the 

markets.  The people appeared so small, down there.  Jaron reflected upon the 

tragedies that seemed to contaminate his life, since he had arrived.  It was 

almost immediately after the rebellion that his trusted friend and mentor Letone, 

who had brought him out from the villages of Sequetus 3, had passed away on 

his home planet, in the Pleiades.  Jaron was prepared for that loss but wasn’t 
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ready for what was to evolve further.  As the years had rolled on, his contact 

with the Pleiades and the Aaron lessened and his role was to gradually become 

Protector of the Temple. 

As Protector, he had taken his assigned duty of uniting the Temple of Jilta 

with its newest Temple, Palbo.  This was the most important step in Temple 

history, since its exodus from Sequetus, to the planet Jilta. 

Palbo was the old time original home of the old Federation.  Since the 

Temple and the subsequent taming of Palbo, the Federation had evolved from a 

series of feudal styled space-opera states, to ecclesiastic market-styled 

democracies.  Whole sectors of the Galaxy were now run, using the market 

theories, from the source of the Temple philosophy, Goren Torren.  Templars 

and civilians alike, upheld his magical ability and way of life and behavior.  By 

following his teachings, individuals and civilizations seemed to expand ethically 

and healthily, throughout the Galaxy. 

It was the Palboan Empire that had spawned the original Federation and 

the Royal Families, who ruled through the then known sectors of the Galaxy.  

That was over two-millennium ago. 

However, Jilta had become the center of the Federation and with its own 

Royals, had overthrown the Palboan Empire, and thus, the psycho-surgeons that 

had controlled them.  That was a thousand years ago. 

The influence of the psycho-surgeons since then had been strengthened, 

with an export from Earth – Sequetus 3 – of a similar mental culture.  The Palbo 

Empire was on its way up, again. 

The new control exerted by the psycho-surgeons, together with the 

psychrons, soon stretched, to control all the known realms of the old Federation 

and the Palboan Empire.  That was, until the Temple arrived.  It was the Temple 

that had grown, and it hadn’t opposed the Warp Drive Bank that controlled the 

monopolies of transport in the Galaxy. The Bank was based also in Palbo.  The 

Temple merely used the Bank, to expand its own control to outreach, to create 

new Outer-Worlds, to populate and colonize. 

It was from these worlds that the Palboan Empire felt threatened, and it 

was these worlds that the tyrant Brandon Mirak had tried to wrest control of.  
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He, and his psycho-surgeons, through the use of mental implants, had managed 

to undermine the Temple control of the Outer-Worlds.  This was being followed, 

by an almost successful military assault on Jilta. 

It was here, in this soup of galactic turmoil, that Jaron appeared.  He had 

been transported from Sequetus, the adopted home planet of Torren, to the 

Pleiades, where he became part of the Boguard.  From there, as a Boguard 

leader, he had been sent, to follow pirates that Brandon Mirak had inflicted upon 

the Temple worlds.  This in turn, eventually led Jaron, via other planets, to 

Palbo.  It was here, that he was victorious. 

It was now here in Palbo City Centrum, the capital city of the planet, that 

he had found the grizzly reality of what the Palboan psycho-surgeons had been 

planning for the Galaxy; total thought-control of all. 

It was in this last ditched defense of an invasion, that Jaron had rescued 

the daughter of the Master Templar, the once most powerful man in the Galaxy, 

the man who oversaw all Temple growth, from the planet of Jilta.  It was here, 

in Palbo, that Jaron stared into the eyes of the daughter of the Master Templar, 

felt her mind, and realized the horror of what had been done to her. 

The psycho-surgeons had believed, that in controlling this girl, Anki, her 

father would give up his seat on the Temple.  However, the Master Templar had 

refused to falter from his post, and she also, had refused to be controlled.  The 

psycho-surgeons had, in their turn, removed part of the lower frontal lobes of 

her brain. 

Anki had been bright and fiery, until her internment on Palbo.  Jaron knew 

what would follow, an inquisition of unrestrained anger, from Jilta.  It would also 

see an influx of short-lifers, from Outer-Worlds.  They would avenge with long-

life Palboan slaughter. 

The Master Templar mourned his daughter, but he knew that revenge on 

the long-lifers, the original inhabitants of the Galaxy, would serve only to split 

the Galaxy further, and replace an oppressive militaristic regime with a 

repressive theocratic one.  This was not the way of the Torren, or the Temple. 
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Neither, was this the way of the Boguard.  They had worked silently, for 

thousands of years, behind courts and governments, ethically threading and 

weaving the Galaxy together, though without its knowledge.   

The Boguard were often in inner centers of government, and even the 

Temple court itself, but none knew of their connections.  Their goal was a galaxy 

with no war, and a civilization that could expand and be at peace with itself.  

These were the unstated aims of the Boguard, whose origin in the Pleiades had 

been successfully kept secret, from outsiders. 

The Boguard also foresaw what was about to eventuate.  For them, the 

future was just another memory which, hadn’t been recalled yet.  So, searching 

the future for what had happened, but not yet been presented, enabled 

predictions and solutions to problems not yet realized.  Nevertheless, this 

knowledge and skill was in the hands of only an elite few. 

Jilta was now very distant from the center of the Temple movement, as it 

spread slowly to the other side of the Galaxy; new colonies were being settled, 

further away.  The Boguard foresaw a religious junta, that one-day would likely 

take the lives of billions and trillions, splitting the Galaxy into warring religious 

factions.  This, they now strove to prevent, but for every act, that they 

committed, which altered time and its path, a multitude of differing results for 

the future were presented. These needed constant monitoring, so as to bring the 

correct future into being. 

Jaron had accepted his instructions from his old mentor, Letone, and 

married Anki, the daughter of the Master Templar, thereby consolidating the 

power of the Temple, in the inner sectors of the Galaxy on Palbo.  This gave the 

short-lifers and the Outer-Worlds security, and as predicted, the oncoming 

foreseen junta had been delayed. 

Jaron loved Anki.  Though she couldn’t speak much at all, he could know 

her thoughts which formed a communication bond, between them.  The Boguard 

surgeons had worked miracles, and after what Letone had called mind-healing, 

Anki was able to regain some of her former life.  Generally though, she was 

unable to offer anyone, more than pleasant company.  Then again, she knew 
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what her role was now, and she presented the Galaxy three sons, followed by a 

daughter. 

Ω 

Jaron looked at the horizon, of far hills, outside the city.  The patchwork of 

agricultural land played tricks with the eyes, as clouds’ dark shadows danced, 

like puppeteers. 

Jaron could also see some heavy darker rain clouds, coming in from the 

coast.  They reminded him of the turmoil that he had felt, when he had 

discovered his eldest son was dead, at the bottom of the Temple walls.  He had 

fallen from the very window, which Jaron now stood at.  That was twenty-seven 

years ago, not long after the birth of their second son, Tubin.  Tubin was only 

three years old at the time, and had been playing on the other side of the room, 

when his older brother fell to his death. 

Jaron cursed himself, as he recalled again what had happened.  Normally, 

the children were never left unattended, but on this occasion, all had left the 

room for some inexplicable reason.  Jaron himself had exited for a reason, which 

he couldn’t fathom.  He recalled finding himself outside the room, wondering 

what he was looking for there; then having turned, he stepped back in, only a 

few seconds, later. 

Jaron recalled what he had seen.  As he opened the door, there was Tubin 

playing, exactly where he had been left.  Jaron looked around for his eldest son 

and asked Tubin, who looked up surprised, and pointed to the open balcony 

door, twenty pacs away.  Jaron stared, in disbelief.  Instantly, he knew what had 

happened.  He ran to the open door, which could only be opened by his own 

personal key.  How could the doors have been opened and how did he fall?  His 

key was in his hand. 

It was still a mystery, today.  For a fleeting moment, Jaron looked at Tubin, 

and realized that even if he had wanted to, he couldn’t have made the distance 

and back, in a few seconds, to push his older brother to his death.  Besides, that 

couldn’t explain how the door had somehow been opened, when Jaron had the 

only key.  It was a mystery, to be never solved. 
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Jaron recalled the profound grief that Anki had experienced, followed by 

months of deep guilt and emotional roller-coastering.  She wouldn’t look up at 

Jaron; she felt as though the whole episode was his fault.  However, it was only 

months later that she had forgotten all about the incident, and her life continued 

in the land of memories past, fleeting in and out of real existence. 

Jaron recalled their joy, two years later when she gave birth, to their next 

son.  The Temple was alive again and so was Anki.  Jaron thought that there was 

a chance that she may even be normal, again.  He recalled at how she stared at 

the baby that was now in her arms, as it fed from her breast. 

Jaron recalled his horror, when their new son was found dead in his cot, 

only three weeks later. 

Jaron reeled, as the past events hauntingly cascaded through him.  The 

events that followed the autopsy revealed that the child had died of 

asphyxiation, and the replays of the videos in the nursery, showed the child to 

be alone in the room, as he died. 

Jaron recollected seeing their new child via the screen simply lying there; 

its eyes strangely open, stare, and then close.  The cause of death?  No one 

knew. 

Jaron lamented that his life had slipped through his fingers.  Being from 

Earth, Sequetus 3, he was a short-lifer.  Anki was a half long-lifer, and would 

survive him, by many years, but she seemed to have lost the zest for living. 

They finally had one other child together, and that was a daughter, named 

Albine.  Soon after her birth, six years ago, Jaron ordered that she be removed 

to a place, which not even he knew about.  His wife, Anki wasn’t to know the 

whereabouts of this place, either.  It was well away from Palbo and whatever 

had haunted Jaron and his family. 

Jaron turned from looking at the day outside, to look around the empty 

room.  He remembered when he had promised himself and Anki that it would be 

full of laughter, and children, and one day grandchildren.  Now, it was so dead 

and lifeless. 

In addition, Jaron's senses had seemed to dim, over the years.  He recalled 

what his mentor had taught him, which was that his mind was superior, to all 
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that could be thrown up, against him.  It was superior to the material universe.  

Those abilities that he had been taught, were but now, a hollow dim memory.  

He could no longer perceive and no longer pervade the material universe, with 

the ether of his own thought.  The universe was no longer a tool; for him to 

command. 

His abilities began to diminish so slowly at first, that he wasn’t aware of the 

change.  It was as though those things, which had been shown, were only a 

figment of his imagination.  They seemed as elusive now as the Boguard; who 

no longer made contact with him.  That last contact had been well over a decade 

ago.  Jaron wondered sometimes, if they were part of his imagination, now. 

There was a knock on the door.  The person knocking didn’t wait for 

acknowledgement, but opened it, himself. 

Jaron smiled.  It was Tubin, his one single great joy, in life. 

Tubin entered, wearing full military parade dress.  He had just come from a 

full rehearsal and inspection, of the Imperial Templar Guard. 

Imperial Templar Guards were appointed, by invitation only.  They were 

selected from the larger Temple Guard.  Since the fall of the Palboan Empire, 

there were no more galactic kingdoms or singularly great political entities.  What 

remained, was a fragmented group of interested parties, of which the Templars 

and the Warp Drive Bank were the largest.  Each had their own armies and 

vehicles, to protect their own interests, which sprawled across the Galaxy. 

Politically, a thread of constitutions had been agreed upon by the interested 

political, economic and ecclesiastic groups, and they held the Galaxy together.  

These included mining groups, large intergalactic ship building groups, the Warp 

Drive Bank, the Temple and others, and they could all lobby each other for 

power. 

There was also a loose intragalactic treaty, that planets agreed to and it 

was this, which enabled the Galaxy to revolve, fairly.  There was no longer the 

need for galactic conquest, for the armies of planets were controlled 

commercially, and powerful groups directly controlled the planets, who hosted 

them.  The Galaxy was now seen as a unique organism, in its own right.  It 

needed every other part of the Galaxy, to operate in a self-determined way, for 
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every other part to survive.  Each planet was like a small cell, within the body of 

a larger galaxy.  There was no longer a place for the self-destructive acts that 

had preceded the overthrow of Palbo.  For one planet to attack another, was 

now unthinkable.  To ensure this, it was unconstitutional for any political body or 

government to bear arms, beyond the bounds of defense.  Otherwise, they lost 

their interplanetary trading and travel rights. 

Tubin was to inspect the Imperial Templar Guard in two days hence; the 

Day in Remembrance, for those that fell throughout the Galaxy, in defiance of 

the tyrant Brandon Mirak. 

Jaron smiled at his son.  He was strong, bold and was a good leader in the 

Guard.  He would serve the Temple, and his grandfather, the Master Templar, 

very well. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

THE  TALKON 

 

Jaron and Tubin were being escorted back to the Temple Palace.  On either side 

of them, was the Imperial Templar Guard, a guard of highly trained officers, 

whose sole purpose was to protect the occupants of the palace.  They were an 

elite version of the Temple Guard, and very slightly different. 

Jaron had always felt uneasy, within their presence, but as it was his son 

who had embodied the idea, and mobilized the unit, and as it was after the 

unusual deaths of their other sons, Jaron found no justified objection.  Still, 

there was something odd about them, but he couldn’t find a solution, to 

whatever disturbed him. 

Tubin was edgy this morning and was arguing with his father, over an old 

issue.  “Father, I see no reason why my own sister's location should be kept 

secret, from my mother and I.  How do I know that she is safe at all?  How could 

I protect her, if she was in danger?” 

Jaron stopped mid stride, turned to Tubin and said, gruffly, “The subject 

isn’t open for discussion, so please don’t press this sore point, any further.” 

“Well then, at least tell me why you won’t share her location, with me!”  

Tubin was becoming more assertive in his approach. 

Jaron looked at his son.  “No,” he simply said. 

Jaron could see an old friend, up ahead.  He smiled. 

Tubin turned a dark shade when he saw her, and quietly said with 

suppressed resentment, “Father, I thought that we agreed that you wouldn’t be 

seeing this crazy woman again.” 

Jaron was beginning to feel short fused with his son, this afternoon.  He 

turned, and keeping a hushed voice, he replied.  “This woman, as you put it, was 
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one of the heroines of the liberation, from the Palboan Empire.  Without her, we 

would never have won.  She is welcome here, anytime.  Besides, whether you 

believe it or not, she saved the life of your mother, on more than one occasion.  

Enough now, I’ll see you later.” 

Jaron turned from his son, broke through the guard, and stepped into open 

space. 

He smiled into the tired eyes of his female battle companion.  “How are 

you, Amy?” he asked. 

She took him by the arm, as they entered the palace and were soon into its 

upper levels.  Moments, later they were in Jaron's ante-chamber, looking out 

over Palbo City Centrum, away from the eyes of the Imperial Templar Guards.  

She opened the window and looked down, to the streets of teeming masses, 

below. 

“I’m well, my Lorde.  It’s out there, that I’m worried about.  I have been 

getting more premonitions of the future, and they worry me,” she said. 

Jaron turned and stared into the woman's eyes, “You mean, like before?” 

“Yes, my Lorde.  I had the premonitions, six times before your first son's 

death.  I saw him falling and falling.  I saw him being pushed, but never by 

who.” 

“And this time?” 

A tear drop formed in her eyes, as she looked at Jaron.  “Burning, and I see 

the hands, but never who, only the ring of the Talkron on the left hand.  It’s still 

Anki, who dies inside a big red triangle.” 

“This new premonition, how many times now?” 

“Three times, my Lorde.” 

Jaron stood looking towards the far hills.  It was a perfect day, out there.  

The air was gradually cooling, as the afternoon's sun cast shadows, providing 

relief for those, who had reveled too much, during the holiday. 

Quietly, he said, “Do we have any more information; on the Talkron?” 

“No, my Lorde.  The Talkron is a great wild bird, from the northern 

continents of Palbo.  It was thought extinct, until three thousand years ago and 

has been growing in numbers, ever since.  As to any group, that bears the 
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Talkron symbol, on a ring, their existence has never been proven.  Rumors and 

myths still abound, as to the existence of their secret society, but I haven’t been 

able to prove it.  The unfounded claim is they once ruled over Palbo, before it 

became a space faring empire, and that it still rules in secrecy.” 

Jaron nodded.  He also had feared that such was possible.  For him, the 

Temple had grown to such a proportion, that he no longer had much control, 

over it.  To travel to its outer most worlds, would take years.  Who knew what 

was brewing, on the other side of the Galaxy.  Who knew what was occurring, in 

the Temples of the far-Outer-Worlds? 

Over the next two hours, Jaron listened to Amy's tales of the far-Outer-

Worlds.  He heard how the word and message of The Torren had been changed 

and perverted, to suit the economic whims; of a few ruling bureaucrats.  Amy 

warned him that the Temple and its frontiers had grown so large, that it had 

become impossible for the Temple to administrate them. 

Amy gave Jaron a brief report on the education of his young daughter, for it 

was only Amy, who Jaron trusted with her care.  Jaron knew that this hurt his 

son Tubin, in not being able to see his own sister, but after the death of his 

other sons, Jaron had decided that at least one in his family needed to be away, 

from the planet Palbo.  Jaron was even content for himself, not to know of her 

whereabouts. 

According to Amy, his daughter was well and enjoying herself.  Amy would 

show her the films of her father and she was very proud of him.  She was now 

twelve years old and soon would become a young woman, a short-lifer, like her 

father.  In addition, she was well liked, by those who cared for her. 

Jaron, by his own command, decided that in her interests of safety, he 

shouldn’t know what she looked like; he wouldn’t be shown or given images of 

her, for fear that they would be intercepted by his enemies.  These were hard 

decisions. 

Jaron gazed beyond the city, to the hazy warm hills, on the horizon.  He 

turned to Amy.  “So, you’ll be gone for another eight Standard Months.  There is 

no chance of you returning, sooner?” he asked.  Jaron looked at the fighting 

woman, who had saved the Temple, decades ago.  He didn’t know where she 
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would go and wouldn’t ask.  She kept her own counsel, and though many would 

say that she was crazy, Jaron believed that she was ideally suited, to raise his 

daughter. 

She slowly took his hands and looked at them, and then into his eyes.  His 

eyes seemed to be more distant, this visit.  “My Lorde, there are many other 

adventures that take me away.  I shall return, in the due time.”  With that, she 

gently dropped his hands.  She didn’t tell him of her most dreaded premonition, 

and that was that after Anki dies, Jaron would kill her, Amy, by his own hand.  

She turned and left the balcony. 

Jaron stood there silently, looking out over his domain.  He seemed only a 

shell of his former days.  His memory of his home planet, Sequetus 3, seemed to 

have almost gone.  In fact, he wasn’t certain of what he could remember, any 

more.  It seemed that with the passing of days, that life became more 

predictable and dull.  With the dullness, came an apathy, which seemed to drain 

him of the will to do more for the Temple.  This was his secret that he shared, 

with no one. 

Jaron turned, slowly.  The sun had set, during his reminiscence, of how 

things were.  He stood, fixing his attention on the red afterglow of sunset.  

Images seemed to pervade his mind; fighting, flames and ships on fire; up and 

out there, in space.  Were the images real?  Had he really been a fighter, as he 

recalled?  What was he now?  It was becoming increasingly difficult to tell. 

He strode back into the palace room, looked around and saw the guard with 

his watchful son, Tubin. 

“Father,” cried Tubin, “I see the witch has gone.  You do know that she is 

suspected of heresy, and that it has been only her connection to you, that has 

kept the Grand Council from hearing of her crimes?” 

Jaron stared at his son.  It seemed to jolt his memory and he said harshly, 

“That woman saved this planet from the onslaught of the psychrons and the 

insane Brandon Mirak.  You shouldn’t forget that.” 

Tubin walked up to him, slowly.  “Father, you’re not one to talk.  You don’t 

seem to be one to recall much of your life, let alone someone else’s.  We all 
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know that you’re unable to remember further than a few years ago, a result of 

an illness that you contracted,” he said, wryly. 

“That woman, Amy is nothing, but a freeloading witch,” he continued, “and 

if you don’t do something about her, then the general population and the voice 

of the people will force the Temple, to act.  Do you understand that, or are you 

becoming too senile, to understand even Standard?” 

A year ago, Jaron would have reacted to such a statement, with rage, but 

today Jaron simply stood there and watched, as his son stalked off, escorted by 

ten of his guard.  He had no answer.  What could he say?  Yes, he did find it 

hard to recall things now, and perhaps, the boy was correct.  Maybe he was 

senile.  How many decades had it been, since he had taken Palbo from the 

psychrons and their puppet administrators?  Was it three?  He hardly knew any 

more.  What was the past, if it couldn’t be accurately recalled?  What future was 

there, for a person, when the experience of the past couldn’t be drawn upon?  

Jaron wondered all this and then wondered; if he really had a future. 

Consequently, he was very thankful that the Temple would survive him, 

and that he had been a part of it, no matter what the future held, now. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

THE  CORDUKES 

 

The taller male looked out, over the dry sands outside.  The sand seemed to 

blow continuously, towards the horizon.  The window was made of shatterproof 

glass; the room was of hollowed out of sandstone.  Most rooms were 

underground, with a select few at surface level, looking out from the side of a 

hill. 

This was the home of the Cordukes, a secret religious network, far from the 

hub of the Temple. 

Outside, was the peak of summer, at fifty-seven degrees above freezing.  

In the winter, the temperature would drop to below zero, and in between times, 

the air outside was indeed pleasant.  However, nobody went outside, without 

protection. 

Caraday was the Base Leader of the Cordukes.  Caraday's father had been 

a Corduke, in the early days of the network’s formulation, thirty years ago.  

Unknown to none, but the closest aides of the Master Templar, and of course the 

Cordukes themselves, the Cordukes had been set up, under the sole command 

of the Master.  Their role was to protect the Temple movement, from within and 

without.  From within, the Cordukes had to protect the Temple from the ever-

internal politics of competing planets and Temple factions.  From without, the 

Cordukes had to protect the Temple from known enemies.  This was a network, 

which stretched, from the far reaches of the far-Outer-Worlds, to the inner-court 

of Jilta.  The protection the Cordukes offered, was in the form of intelligence 

gathering and prediction.  It was not the role of the Cordukes, to actively change 

or alter events, surrounding the Temple by physical interference, unless the 

Temple was imminently threatened.  Such threats were seldom. 
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The network functioned by reporting data to the Master Templar.  Other 

arms of the Temple then acted upon this data, diplomatically, economically, or 

militarily. 

Within the Corduke network, secrecy ruled.  Only the most senior of the 

network knew much about its interplanetary operations.  Most that worked 

within the confines, of the network, did so only, on a need-to-know-basis.  Very 

few knew where other bases of Cordukes could be found, or to whom they really 

served.  Such were the binds of secrecy, and thus was the effectiveness of the 

network. 

Caraday turned.  Two subordinates flanked him.  The three of them were 

dressed in casual black cottons, black nylop boots and a wide heavy-duty black 

nylop belt.  The rank was designated on the left epaulet. 

The door opened and in walked a strong middle-aged woman, also in black 

cottons.  Her subordinates, one male and two female, were waiting by the door. 

Caraday extended his hand with a broad smile, and spoke in his deep 

gravelly voice, befitting his rugged masculine features.  “Amy, welcome back, so 

soon.  I read your debrief.  It reads similar, to what our other sources have been 

informing us.  How bad is Premier Jaron?” he asked. 

Amy looked outside, to the simmering airwaves of the desert, pleased to be 

inside.  She seated herself and looked at Caraday.  “Jaron is detraining faster 

than I thought could be possible.” 

“Poison?” asked Caraday. 

Amy sighed.  “It’s possible.” 

“Psychrons?” 

Amy shook her head slowly.  “There seems to be no evidence that they 

survived The Purge.  The death penalty for any found practicing the mystic arts 

of psychronics, or the more evil psycho-surgery, seems to have driven the 

practice off planet.  I think it unlikely, for it to resurface, for at least a century.” 

Caraday looked out over the drifting hot sands and turned back, to Amy, “If 

he isn’t being poisoned by psychrons and their mind warping drugs, then who?  

It’s the only way to interfere with our ability, which I know of.” 
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Amy shook her head.  “I have no firm idea, but there are suspicions, 

surrounding members of Jaron's court.  There is definitely a strange feeling of 

hostility, in that city.  I can feel it, but I can’t locate its origin.” 

Caraday turned and watched, as the hot wind picked up loose sand, 

blasting it silently, towards their window. 

Ω 

FOUR MONTHS LATER 

Jaron was looking out, over the city.  It was just as it was, on any winter 

day.  The air was clear, the temperature moderate, with the chance of an 

afternoon storm. 

The wind had risen from the streets below and carried with it, the familiar 

sounds and smells of the thriving city palace. 

As he lifted his hands from the balcony railing, his knees shook.  He looked 

around himself.  It was the balcony, the building was shaking. 

Jaron looked for a source and then, in a split second, came the sound of an 

explosion, inside the building, which then echoed through the streets, below. 

Jaron didn’t know what was going on.  Shouting ensued, then another 

explosion, and now sporadic sounds, of stunner guns. 

Before Jaron could decide to dash inside, the doors to the balcony exploded 

outwards.  Jaron went crashing into the railings and collapsed.  In a semi-

conscious state, he recognized the shouting of voices, further explosions and 

footsteps. 

Forces were tugging at his arms.  He was rising and others were falling.  

The Imperial Templar Guard was surrounding him on the floor.  There was 

another explosion, and then smoke. 

Jaron lapsed, into a deep unconsciousness. 

Ω 

FIVE HOURS LATER 

“What do you mean you didn’t get a tracer in?”  Tubin was getting agitated. 
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The senior Imperial Templar Guardsman hedged, before answering, his 

voice uncertain, “My Lorde, they attacked so fast and with such lightening 

efficiency, that there was no time to place tracers on any of the craft, or the 

personnel.” 

“What life was lost?” 

“Sixteen personal Imperial Temple Guard died, along with thirty-seven 

other guards against, the outsiders.” 

“What of my mother?” 

“She died, as planned, with a stunner to the head, at point blank range.” 

Tubin smiled and looked away.  “Excellent, perhaps whoever saved my 

father, may be able to be implicated in my mother's death,” Tubin mused.  If he 

was clever, he could blame his mother's death on a fictional group, referred to 

as the Aaron. 

Tubin never believed the stories and rumors, which had abounded Palbo, 

about the existence of this secret race, from an unknown planet, who had come 

in on the side of the Temple, against the tyrant, Brandon Mirak.  Those stories 

were for old fools, and those that couldn’t face up to the fact that Brandon Mirak 

was an insane leader.  It seemed that the general population of the old Palboan 

Empire needed to believe in the mystical existence of the Aaron, to excuse their 

failure. 

Now, Tubin was presented with an excellent opportunity, to explain the 

disappearance of his father, saying that he had left the Temple, for the 

mysterious Aaron, while the same Aaron had killed his mother, for their own 

mysterious ends.  In fact, it was an excellent story.  There was no Aaron, and as 

such, the story could never be proven wrong.  No one would suspect Tubin.  It 

would leave him, holding all the power in of the old Palboan Empire.  His dreams 

were becoming real. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

AKEALA 

 

A twelve year-old girl was waiting anxiously by the exit port.  She found it hard 

to keep still, as her excitement grew.  Her Aunt was coming to see her, and she 

was now only a K away.  The girl watched, as the hover-vehicle cruised over the 

wavering scorching hot sands, coming to a complete halt. 

A solitary masked figure exited from the craft.  It walked over to the outer 

chamber of the port, and then stepped inside. 

Akeala watched, as the decam-rays danced brightly around the figure, 

cleansing it.  A green light flashed and the inner door to the port opened. 

The figure removed the mask, stepped inside and in one fast movement, 

she had swooped down, to hug the twelve year old. 

“Aunt Amy,” cried Akeala excitedly.  “Did you see Papa?” 

Amy held the girl by the shoulders and looked into her eyes.  “Yes, I saw 

him, and he is well.”  Amy thought the girl wasn’t yet ready for the truth.  “I 

have some view-time of he and your brother Tubin, as they left the Temple on 

High-Holiday - the day of the death of Lorde Torren.” 

Amy sighed and wondered if Akeala even recalled her birth name, of Albine, 

now. This renaming was another precaution to protect her against being found.  

Amy handed the girl the cards.  They would show news transmissions, of 

her father, her brother and the Temple.  Akeala scrambled over to the far side of 

the room, and together they descended to the next level, down. 

The lift doors opened and the large communal expanse showed smaller 

living quarters at the end, accommodating three families. 

Akeala had been fostered by a family of Cordukes, who had agreed to pose 

as miners for the Galaxy, on Rambus. 
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Rambus, once on the outside, was now in the geographic center of the 

swelling expansion of the Templar movement.  However, due to the infection of 

the planet parasite, pixiis, the small Sleebo insect that laid eggs in mammal 

bodies, which then sent the host bodies insane, the planet was mostly avoided. 

This then became the perfect cover for the central headquarters, of 

Corduke intelligence.  The Cordukes reactivated the old aluminum sand-mine 

harvesters, but with preventative enclosures installed, to protect the occupant 

from the dreaded pixiis. 

The aluminum ore was still harvested, as it had been decades before, with 

the usual ore carriers docking overhead.  Nonetheless, ships were reluctant to 

receive their load; for fear that one of the dreaded insects could get aboard and 

infect their crews.  Thus, Rambus was not the planet that a crew would want to 

visit planet-side, recreationally.  Visits were short and to business, if at all. 

This served the Cordukes well. 

Akeala's foster parents operated the harvester, for this planetary region.  

They had to keep the harvesters operational, for if the Cordukes didn’t, then 

another mining company would, and that was a risk to be avoided.  The 

Cordukes took up all the mining share options on Rambus and produced 

sufficient, so others couldn’t claim that the planet was under-exploited.  

Aluminum was a scarce, but needed element in the Galaxy and production was 

at a consistent level.  Furthermore, the mining gave the Cordukes independent 

outside income, which was sometimes important. 

Akeala's foster father walked in.  The door swished closed, behind him.  He 

saw that Akeala was watching the events of Palbo, of only a few months past, on 

the large screen. 

He was a large man, quiet and unassuming.  He nodded approvingly at 

Amy, in his own knowing way.  He smiled, as he too, had become engrossed in 

the events of the past High-Holiday on Palbo. 

After a moment, he quietly ushered Amy to the other side of the room. 

He looked over to the screen, to ensure that Akeala was still engrossed in 

viewing the events of her father.  He whispered softly.  “I thought you would be 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  32 | 514 

 

here.  I have word; from Base Leader Caraday.  The abduction went wrong.  The 

mission has lost Lorde Jaron.” 

Amy felt her steel-like frame sag.  She looked over towards the youngster, 

by the view-screen and back.  In as few seconds as possible, she bid Akeala and 

her foster father good-bye, and was soon skimming back, over the desert sands. 

Ω 

In two hours, she had reached the southern region, which contained the 

decision making nerve center of the Cordukes, on Rambus. 

Amy was watching a screen that showed parts of space, displaying various 

stars and their systems. 

Caraday had given the floor to the younger captain, who had just returned 

from mission.  The captain's name was Castano, strong, short and very precise - 

crisp.  Very military and proper, thought Amy.  His uniform was neat, his hair 

not out of place, and he was sporting a ship-shape moustache.  Amy sighed.  He 

was surely from the latest batch of Corduke recruits, just shipped in from Jilta; 

another one, to show the old colonials, how to behave.  Amy wondered how he 

would do, in battle. 

She listened, as the new Castano outlined what had gone wrong.  He was 

referring to a great void in space on the screen, which showed some smaller 

constellations being less bright, than those regions around them. 

Castano continued, “It seems that our mission ship hit a stray field of 

psychotronic mines, which had not been cleared up, from the earlier days of the 

Palboan Empire.  Its cleanup was incomplete, because the area of space it 

covered, was of low economic advantage, and had been of little tactical use, to 

anybody.  Even in the days of Mirak, this region was a forgotten wasteland.” 

Amy had a question.  “Why then was the mission going through this area, 

in the first place?  Surely if mines were known about, and the area doesn’t lead 

to anywhere, then it makes no sense to have gone there.” 

Castano looked at her uneasily and answered.  “It was felt that if the 

enemy, who we knew, were about to assassinate Jaron, were to place a tracer 

on him, or any of our ships then by the time we had found such an element, we 
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would have been over the area of the mines and that would have prevented 

anyone from following.  Also, we had calculated the chance of being struck by a 

mine in that region as being remote, as records show that there were very few 

mines laid.” 

“So much for calculations,” said Amy, quietly to herself. 

She listened to Castano, as he outlined the rescue plans.  “It isn’t known 

for certain, if any of that mission survived the impact of the mines.  We have a 

few Temple representatives from the area keeping an ear out for any news, but 

the Temple isn’t well liked there.  In fact, the people who dwell in the region, are 

inhospitable.” 

Amy asked another question.  “So you’re mounting a search and rescue 

mission, correct?” 

“Yes, but it isn’t a large party, as we don’t want to draw attention to who 

we are, or who we are searching for.” 

“You leave when?” she asked. 

“In four days time,” replied Castano. 

“Does the Master Templar know?” asked Amy. 

“Not at this stage.  It has been thought more prudent not to tell him, yet, 

as there are known spies within the inner-court, and we want a head start, in 

finding Jaron.” 

“I see; then count me in your mission,” instructed Amy. 

Castano sighed loudly and then looked to his superior, Base Commander 

Caraday.  “Sir.  I think this isn’t the place and time for a party of ...volunteers.  

We need....”  and he hesitated, as he looked towards Amy, “young persons who 

are able to withstand discipline, and the hectic pace that will undoubtedly exist, 

when we arrive.” 

Caraday glanced at Amy raising, an eyebrow and smiling, before she could 

explode.  He gently said, “Captain, she’ll be going along.  That would be the will 

of Lorde Jaron, if he were here.  There is no further discussion on this.  Have the 

mission ready, on time.” 
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With that, Caraday stood, turned and left.  Amy quickly followed.  Castano 

stood there scowling until one of his aides stepped over.  “I heard that she is a 

tough old bird, sir.” 

Castano turned on the aide.  “Trooper, please never tell me what I don’t 

want to hear.  I have never been on a mission with a woman, and I don’t intend 

to start now, especially with one, who is old enough to be my mother.” 

Castano didn’t wait for a reply, but stormed out of the room, mumbling 

about backward inept colonials. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

LOST 

MONTHS BEFORE 

 

Jaron roused from his state of giddiness.  It seemed that he kept collapsing and 

passing out.  He looked around himself, again.  He was no longer in the Temple.  

The dream he had about the fighting, must have been real.  He was in a bed, 

and from the look of it, it seemed military.  The walls were embossed aluminum, 

which led him to think that he was in some form of spacecraft.  He couldn’t recall 

the last time that he had been on a spacecraft, but he knew that he was in one; 

now. 

As he pulled the bed linen away, a side door swished open and in walked 

three people, all in civilian clothes.  Jaron thought that he recognized one of the 

markings, in the corner of a tunic.  It looked like one of the Templar religious 

orders.  He looked at the men. 

The senior of them came the closest.  “We apologize for any inconvenience 

that you may be suffering, but it wasn’t us, who gave you the bad bruises on 

your head.  You’re in safe hands now.  My name in Commander Namroy and this 

is my second-in-command Lentern.  If you didn’t know, there was to be an 

attempt on your life, prior to us rescuing you.  We learned of it a week ago, 

which gave us little time to plan.  If it were not for us you would certainly be 

dead now.  As it is, you’re on your way to a safe haven, until we can bring your 

assassins to justice.  Until then, please rest.  Do you have any questions?” 

Jaron looked around the room, and then said to Namroy, “Not really, I’m 

very confused.  Where are we?” 
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Corduke rescue ship over Palbo 

Just then, the ship shook.  Then, it did it again.  Namroy stared about.  He 

knew what had happened.  The carrier had struck a psychotronic mine.  The ship 

was not a military vessel.  It had been disguised as a Palboan ore carrier and 

had been on the planet for repairs, for three months. 

Another explosion rocked the ship. 

Namroy looked around the room.  He knew there wouldn’t be long to live, 

now.  The ship was an old deteriorating relic from the past and would 

disintegrate within seconds.  “Quickly,” he yelled.  “Get him into one of the 

bloats.  Signal to warp down, and evacuate the ship.” 

As Jaron was lifted from his bed, the floor shook and everybody fell.  Jaron 

lifted himself to his feet, and then the roof fell in, on Namroy.  It crushed his 

skull and his second in command had lost his left arm. 

As Jaron staggered, he felt another pair of hands guide him.  There were 

two men, one on either side.  They were running down a corridor.  A fireball 

raced up, as if to greet them.  They dove for the floor.  Jaron went skidding, into 

a wall.  His head hit and he was knocked out, again.  The pair got up from the 

floor and by partially lifting him, dragged him to an airlock.  They quickly exited; 
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the other side and in front of them, were three bloats.  That meant that four had 

already gone.  They opened one, and thrust Jaron inside. 

As they were about to step inside when a white-hot ball of flame erupted, 

from the air lock.  Instantly, the guard knew there was no time left, for him to 

climb aboard.  He pressed the external seal button.  As the door closed, he 

pressed eject.  The guard didn’t have time to see the bloat, as it began to 

shimmer from view.  The flames flashed past his body like a blowtorch, ripping 

his clothes away and searing his flesh.  The horror in his eyes lasted only a split 

second, until his eyeballs vaporized. 

A second later, the ship exploded.  Its molten mass began to shimmer and 

waver, in the universe of warp drives.  Soon, there would be no evidence that 

the ship, or any of its occupants had ever existed.  The ship and all heat, 

vanished. 

Ω 

Jaron roused, to the smell of singed hair.  His eyes opened; first the left, 

and then his right.  He looked up from the curled position that he found himself 

in.  From his right eye he could see the small confines of the little bloat. 

The bloat was only three pacs across, by five pacs long.  It contained only 

the most primitive of communications and guidance systems.  There were no 

controls, but rather, a series of screens and scopes.  There was an in-built chair 

on the wall above his current head position, and an in-built recess, for sleep. 

As Jaron tried to hoist himself up, he collapsed again, from the pain.  His 

shoulder, it seemed, was broken.  He tried again, to stand using his left arm for 

support, he propped himself up, to see the screens, which were already on, in 

full action.  He winced as he placed weight on his right leg and hobbled, to see 

the screens closer. 

There, in front of him was the universe and all its amazement.  Stars, 

billions of them, a solitary loneliness, in front of him, as he hurtled through 

space. 

He thought to himself.  Where was he?  He looked at the coordinates and 

he could see nothing, which he could recall. 
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What was he doing in this craft?  Was this a small prison?  Why was he 

here?  Then, a terrible thought occurred to him.  Who was he?  He had no idea.  

He couldn’t remember from where he came and he couldn’t recall anyone, in his 

past. 

He sat down in the seat, which formed part of the wall, and looked around, 

in the confined space. 

Was this his home?  Was this how he had been traveling in space; in this 

tiny confined bloat?  Certainly, he knew what it was.  He knew about bloats, but 

he had no idea of where it had come from.  The vehicle was not new, and had 

the markings of commercial operators. 

He looked at the provisions, in the far cabinet.  They were complete, and 

intact, so from where he had come must have been recent, as the provisions 

were unused and he wasn’t hungry. 

He wondered where he had just come from, and where was the bloat taking 

him, now? 

He checked the computer screen.  As he knew, the bloat would take him 

through space, until it could find another vehicle or an oxygen-breathing 

atmosphere.  When the computer in the bloat had found a suitable planet, which 

matched the parameters of its programming, then the bloat would home in on 

that planet and then land.  From there, the bloat occupants would be on their 

own. 

Jaron checked the emitting device.  An alarm shot through him, as he saw 

that the device wasn’t working.  A quick external scan, of the bloat, showed that 

the external hull of the vehicle was scorched black and the radio emitter had 

melted. 

Jaron sat back; dumbfounded and stared at the screen, as asteroids cruised 

past and a planet was coming into view. 
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An atmosphere of methane and oxygen 

 

It only took an hour, to realize that the bloat was now turning away, from 

the ball of blue.  There was poisonous methane coming up on the screen, as well 

as oxygen.  The bloat continued its way, out of the system, into further voids of 

space. 

Star systems went by, one by one and the days stretched into weeks and 

by then, the stock of food parcels were starting to run down.  Jaron had 

managed to set his shoulder, but he had no way of doing any exercise.  

However, his left leg seemed to give him less pain. 

He sat back and watched, as the bloat just drifted through space.  It now 

seemed to Jaron that perhaps, all of his life might have been like this.  He just 

couldn’t remember. 

Was there someone out there, who would miss him?  Would someone be 

looking for him; now?  He wondered if his life had any meaning, to anyone, 

apart from himself. 

The weeks drifted by, and so did his mind.  Was he going crazy?  He 

wondered if this was some awful punishment, for something that he had done.  

He wondered and the weeks lengthened into the first month.  Soon, loneliness 

and depression set in.  Wouldn’t it be better to die, than be by one's self, 

forever?  Might not the death he must have escaped, be better than this?  He 

wondered and wondered, about so many thoughts and ideas.  The one thought 
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that was in his mind more than any, was; who was he?  The answer to this, 

continued to evade him. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 6 

 

THE  SEARCH 

 

Tubin paced around the room.  This was the first time that he had any direct 

dealings; with anyone from the Talkron.  All his previous encounters, had been 

through a series of middlemen. 

Tubin had arrived, with three of his most trusted guards.  He had selected 

them, and seen to their training, himself. 

Tubin saw that the room had no openings, other than the door by which he 

had entered, and this didn’t surprise him. 

Suddenly, that door opened, and in walked a solitary figure.  He was a 

silver haired short elderly man, in a delicately embroidered suit.  He didn’t fix his 

gaze upon Tubin, but took his seat at the far end of the table. 

Tubin had to admit how nervous he was, but he was now the second most 

powerful man in the known galaxy, and engaging the help of the Talkron would 

undoubtedly lead him, to become the most powerful man in the Galaxy.  Power 

beyond even that, his father couldn’t even have imagined. 

The little man looked up from the table, to fix eye contact with Tubin.  

Tubin felt a cold shiver, run through his body. 

The old man spoke first, in a monotone silky voice.  He was smooth.  

“Tubin, we are pleased that you could come along, today.  My name won’t 

matter to you, but you may call me Omm. 

“The Talkron would like to offer you their congratulations and we would 

hope that our involvement, in your rise to power will be considered in good 

standing, for the future work that we must do together now.” 

Tubin felt very uneasy, at that instant.  He had wanted to sit back, to weigh 

up and assess his current standings.  He was not ready for anyone else, to push 
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his or her way, in.  He would have to let these people know, that he was the 

senior party and that they had to assist him and be called upon, when he was 

ready, not when they called him. 

Before he could speak, the old man, Omm, spoke.  “Tubin, you may think 

that you have done well, and indeed you have, but you have only taken the first 

step, in what is a race against time.  Out there; is great power; vast power.  It’s 

untapped, and whoever grasps it, will be the most revered person, in the history 

of time.  In addition, that power is the power of all those living; every human 

and every other living thing.  You have taken your first step with the Talkron, 

and that is to be congratulated, but there is much to be done.” 

Tubin thought to himself: he didn’t know who this person really was, but he 

was not the sort of person who should be speaking to Tubin; like that. 

However, before Tubin could say anything, the old man rose from his chair.  

He sighed and looked at Tubin.  “Don’t be deluded, into thinking that it’s you, 

who has the power out there Tubin, for it isn’t you, but us.  It wasn’t you, that 

found us, and nor was it you, that first had the ideas of greatness and conquest.  

Nor was it you, who disposed of your second brother.  It was us.  Don’t think 

that it will be us, who will wait for your call.  You’ll do our bidding.  This is the 

way of the Talkron.” 

Tubin felt rage build up; inside him.  He looked at his first guardsman and 

gave a simple order, “Leave....” 

The old man merely smiled, “Don’t be so stupid as to think that these 

guards are loyal to you, for they are not.  The entire palace guard is at the 

Talkron's disposal.  It has taken decades to achieve, and they are loyal to the 

Talkron; The Empty Way.”  The man turned to the guard.  “Give me your gun.” 

The guard obeyed, and Tubin felt himself shrink in his seat; he watched the 

gun being handed to the small man, Omm. 

Omm merely placed the weapon on the table and smiled.  “So, you see, 

you’re not as powerful as you think.  It’s us, who have the power over you, not 

the reverse.  Now, it will be you who will do our bidding, willingly.” 

The old man nodded, and the first guard dimmed the lights. 
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The screen came, on and before them was the scene of the abduction of 

Tubin's father, Jaron. 

The small man moved over to the screen and said, “As you can see, there 

are six involved; in the kidnapping of your father.  See how they avoid the fire of 

your guards.  See here, when this one rolls, onto the floor.  Now here, pay 

special attention, and I’ll show you why you have become important, to us.  See 

how this kidnapper is now moving to his left and this guard fires a special 

projectile at him.  Look how he catches the projectile in his hand.” 

Tubin saw.  This was heresy.  This was what the great Goren Torren, had 

done on Sequetus 3, a millennium before.  This was the act of a god, not a 

soldier. 

The old man smiled.  “That isn’t heresy Tubin.  That is a Boguard.  Goren 

Torren had been taught the ways of the Boguard, or the Aaron, as they refer to 

themselves, on their home planet.  Jaron was one of them.  Yes your father was 

one of them.  They merely came to rescue him, before the assassination, which 

you had so foolishly planned.  If you had left your old man to himself, he would 

soon have become a vegetable.  With our careful drugging of his mind, he was 

slowly losing contact with the Aaron, and soon, all reality.  What you had 

planned, however, brought about the intervention of the Aaron, as your plans 

were soon learned of, through the Templar defense group, who are called the 

Cordukes.” 

Tubin’s head was swimming.  The Aaron was real?  It truly existed and 

wasn’t a fable?  What was a Corduke? 

Before Tubin could say anything, the old man slammed his fist on the table, 

with a bang.  Tubin’s body jumped with fright.  The old man glared at him.  “Do 

you think that the universe revolves around you?  Let me tell you something, 

boy.  You have been doing our bidding, since you were conceived, for one 

purpose and that purpose is to find the Boguard, the Aaron.  What was our 

reason?  Simple; to control this universe, one must be able to exert enough 

force, in order to overcome all opposition.  That opposition is the Aaron, 

Boguard.  They are the force in this universe, not you and your poky religion.  

Boguard have powers that you can only dream about.  Do you understand me?” 
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Tubin was in fear, and was trying not to show it.  Nonetheless, he did 

understand and the old man continued.  “Before you and your Temple ever 

existed, there had been a plan to control this Galaxy and all those, in it.  Those 

meddling Aaron and Boguard have thwarted that plan: time and time again.  

They have pervaded all levels of society, and only just recently, have we come 

across the exact manner and way: to eradicate them.” 

Tubin seemed to be looking, for a way out. 

Omm continued.  “That way is through the Temple.  You’re far more 

powerful, than the Federation ever was.  In the past we called upon the inept 

psychrons and their barbaric cousins, the psycho-surgeons.  They couldn’t offer 

resistance.  They were wiped out, along with the remnants of the ailing 

Federation, the Palboan Empire. 

“The Aaron has been behind the thwarting of every attempt we have made, 

to manipulate the civilizations of this Galaxy into the plan we are working on.  

So, what we have done over the past thousand years, has been to take a back 

seat role in the civilizations, and watch the antics of the Aaron.  We have 

managed to gain some documentation and records, of their existence.  We have 

learned their patterns. 

“You see, Tubin, it will be your destiny in history, to eradicate this meddling 

race of people.  The Talkron and the Aaron both have influences over time.  We 

can both move thought, through it.” 

“H…h…how?” Tubin stammered. 

“To eradicate the Temple, you simply have to have the numbers and now, 

we have the location of the Aaron.” 

Tubin didn’t understand much, but sat upright and appeared brighter.  

“Well, if it’s a matter of simply....” 

“Don’t ever underestimate their power or ability, Tubin, or that will spell 

death; for you. 

“They merely number a few million, but they are the most evasive people 

you’ll ever meet, next to us.  They have pervaded the Temple, to its highest 

quarters.  They have gained control of the defense network of the Temple, 

known as the Cordukes.  They are so secret, that even you didn’t know, about 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  45 | 514 

 

this network.  It was the Cordukes that rescued your father, Jaron.  It was the 

Boguard that informed their counterparts, in the Cordukes, of your plans.  You 

see, Tubin, you aren’t safe while they exist, and you’re not at all powerful while 

they run the Cordukes.  They’ll oppose you and bring your downfall.” 

Tubin began to grow restless.  He was now becoming visibly agitated, by 

what Omm was saying.  Omm continued.  “We have their location, and we need 

you to eliminate them.  It’s as simple as that, but the secrecy of this mission is 

of such a vital nature, that to even to prepare for it, can bring about its demise.  

We can get to that; in a moment. 

“You should also know, the Boguard attempt to save your father, via the 

Cordukes, has failed.”  Omm watched the relief spread over Tubin's face.  He 

then continued, pointing to a screen, which had come on, behind him, “In this 

sector, in a backwater of the old Palboan Empire, we have been informed by our 

sources, that there was a psychotronic mine disaster and that several people 

have been found.  Those people displayed various abilities.  Those abilities can 

only come from two sources.  One is the Aaron and the other is...us, the 

Talkron.” 

Tubin found the air hard to breathe, he watched, perplexed, as the old man 

began to smile.  There was a feeling of hardness, around Tubin’s throat.  It was 

as though someone was strangling him.  Tubin tried to breathe; he couldn’t.  He 

felt his face redden:  he clawed at his throat, and then just before he was about 

to pass out, the feeling vanished and he slumped to the table; panting heavily. 

Omm smiled, “As I said, the Aaron are one of two peoples, who have the 

power.  There isn’t room for them, to co-exist with us.  Your job is to eliminate 

them.  At the same time, we will be eradicating the one person, who they 

believe, can help them.  That, my stupid friend, is your father, Jaron!” 

Tubin had finally regained his breath.  He felt his throat. 

Omm leaned over the table, at him.  “You see, Tubin, we needed someone, 

like you, to inherit the throne.  That’s why your brothers had to die.  That’s why 

we must find your sister and kill her.  For the same reason, we need to have 

your father die.  While anyone in your family is alive, there will be no one who 

will follow you.  You’re not a leader. 
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“Your father is Boguard and they’ll be looking for him, and if they find him, 

history may well repeat itself and we will have to wait another millennia.  You 

see, my friend, your father is the reincarnate of Goren Torren.” 

Omm waited for Tubin to absorb this.  Tubin looked around for his guards, 

but he could see no one, except Omm.  This couldn’t be true.  Tubin may have 

been eager for power, but he would never have taken it upon himself to do what 

he did, to the founder of the Temple.  Never.  What could he do, or say? 

Omm just sat and looked.  He smiled.  Eventually, he said, “Tubin, the 

religion that your father inspired, could have been done, by many.  You too, 

have the power.  You too have ancestry, back to the Aaron.”  He waited.  “I see 

you don’t understand.” 

Omm kept watching Tubin, and then added more.  “You are, what you are, 

and so is the Aaron.  What you didn’t know is that the Aaron and the Talkron are 

the same race, which is why we have similar abilities.  When our home planet 

was in civil war, hundreds of thousands of years ago, our great civilizations took 

flight; we left the planet in three groups, to ensure better survival.  One of those 

groups was the Aaron; the other was the Talkron.  The third was a group called 

the Ommandah.  The Confederacy quietly exterminated this last group.  Some of 

them had landed on Earth.  We on the other hand, have been able to exist in 

secrecy with the Federation, and we actually began to prosper within it, centered 

in Palbo, until the Aaron brought about our downfall. 

We thought that we could exist, with them, but as it was, when we lived on 

the same planet, we couldn’t co-exist.  The same applies now.  They won’t be 

happy with less than total control.  For us, that means death.  The answer then, 

is for us to crush them, and with you, we can do that.  To do that, you must gain 

full control of the Temple.  How?  We must locate Jaron and your sister.  After 

that, we can remove your grandfather, the Master Templar, and then, with all 

the military power of the Galaxy, at our disposal, we can wipe out the Aaron.” 

Omm smiled and caused the room to darken.  He levitated Tubin from the 

ground and watched, as Tubin sat in midair, with no visible support.  Smiling, 

Omm spoke.  “All the power in the universe is yours, for the taking, Tubin.  All 

you have to do is say, yes and you’ll have it.  What is your answer?” 
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Tubin looked downwards, felt his neck slightly constrict and coughed out an 

answer, “Y...y...yes!” 

He fell to the ground.  As he lay there, feeling his pride and bones, both in 

pain, he heard Omm.  “Excellent, then.  I’m sure that we will have a good fair 

working relationship.  As a matter of interest, there are another six factions of 

the Temple, which have data about your father possibly being alive.  They have 

sent ships to the area.  Their intention is to hold him to ransom, for power over 

the Master Templar.  We can’t let them beat us.  If the Master Templar pays 

them ransom, then we have lost him.” 

Then, as abruptly as the meeting had begun, the small old man finished.  

He looked at Tubin.  Shook his head and walked out.  Tubin felt two sets of 

hands help him up, and he hobbled to the door. 

Ψ 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  48 | 514 

 

 

CHAPTER 7 

 

SEARCH  FOR  JARON 

 

Jaron stared out, into the abyss of space, wondering if there was any way of 

ending his pathetic journey.  The food capsules would be consumed in six days 

time and he could survive for a little time after that.  Still the bloat had not 

found a place to rest.  Jaron watched the stars, which seemed never-ending. 

Without warning, the overhead screen came to life and a message began to 

scroll down.  It seemed that the bloat had picked up an unprogrammed system, 

which contained oxygen planets, either one or two.  Jaron sat transfixed, as the 

little bubble-shaped vehicle began another veer, in its seemingly never-ending 

path, of system inspecting. 

After an hour surveying, the craft found that there was one planet, 

producing oxygen.  Then, it found traces of life.  Jaron scanned for radio 

transmissions, but found none.  He waited, as the bloat did a circle of a wide 

blue and green water world, with scattered clouds below.  For Jaron, it was a 

wonderful sight.  Soon, the sign came up on the screen, would he like to 

descend.  Would he?  He pressed in the yes-entry fast, and the little bloat began 

to descend towards what appeared to be just north of the equatorial regions, of 

a large continent.  Jaron confirmed the location that the bloat had picked out.  

The screen said that the inland area was temperate; it was by the ocean for 

fishing, it had a low altitude and was also near some open plains. 

It wasn’t long, before the screens showed the enlargements of the 

landmass, ahead.  The bloat was headed to the shoreline, nearby large cliffs.  It 

shot over the wave tops, at a thundering rate. 

Jaron realized that something was wrong; the machine was out of control.  

The program wasn’t for a crash landing.  He quickly braced himself, anyway. 
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The bloat struck the water.  It skipped.  Jaron rolled and the vehicle 

smashed into a wave.  Water shot, thirty pacs, into the air.  The next wave was 

struck.  The craft rolled, rolled and again rolled.  It leapt from the water and 

plunged down, embedding itself into sand. 

Jaron crashed into the far wall with the first wave; then was thrown back 

with the second.  His head struck the computer consul on the third and he was 

unconscious by the time the machine had found its resting point, in the sand. 

Ω 

Garnow was on his way back from dealing with Handart village.  He had 

just finished the day, finalizing the agreement of sale, for his village's weaving 

production.  From the funds raised, he would be able to buy enough fish, to feed 

his village for three months. 

He had decided to take the path home, by the ocean cliffs.  They were well 

above the sea and lined the ocean for hundreds of Ks.  Many said the cliffs were 

the work of gods, to protect their village from the monsters that came ashore 

from the ocean.  Garnow was never totally sure of the stories, but he kept a 

skeptical overview, in case they were true.  From here he could see the waves, a 

hundred pacs below, crashing into the rocks.  The sea was green, mixed with a 

deep blue, back swell.  The cliffs were a lighter color to the rocks, below. 

Garnow had his thoughts on a special dinner in his village, tomorrow night.  

He was going to announce his betrothal to Penomb, in front of the entire village.  

He was so happy.  He wondered if he had a right, to such happiness.  Life was 

just so good for him, now.  He had grown up in a fine village and was accepted 

as a knowledgeable young man.  Most people liked being around him.  There 

was little that could upset that harmony.  Life seemed to be improving. 

He stepped over the next dune and he could see the surf, as he looked 

down to the shoreline.  The waves thundered in; their spray wafting up the cliffs 

and traveling inland.  He breathed deeply.  The cool salt air felt and smelled 

good. 

Something, in the sky, caught his eye, as he leaped over a hole.  The cliffs 

were riddled with limestone caves and so was the ground, above.  For most 
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months, it was dry, but when it rained, it was so heavy, that it drained into the 

subterranean limestone base through the caves, into the sea.  This made holes 

in the ground and caves in the cliffs.  He looked up, again. 

 

 

The bloat crosses above the cliffs 

 

Garnow stood erect, as the sun was glinting off something heading his way.  

There was a flash and he dropped down into a hole, for protection.  Whatever it 

was shot overhead, with a deafening roar.  Garnow looked up again, and saw 

the thing hit the water, below, it skipped and struck again, sending up a 
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waterspout into the air, and then skipped once more.  More water sprayed and 

then it disappeared, into the mist. 

Garnow stood, brushing the sand off his tunic, while watching ahead, for 

any signs that the thing was still there.  He looked for any other indication, that 

he wasn’t alone.  He could see no one else. 

Carefully and slowly, he began to walk along the cliff line, gathering speed, 

as he gained confidence.  Whatever he had seen, had gone.  He estimated that it 

landed, about two Ks up the beach.  As he ran past where it first struck the 

water, Garnow wondered what could have been so great, to fall from the 

heavens.  He had heard how the gods could rain down gifts on certain races and 

perhaps this was a gift for him, which he could use or trade.  Maybe it was 

something that he could give his bride.  He ran faster. 

He passed the spot, where it had struck the water a second time and then 

he saw where it must have hit the shallows.  The sand and water were all mixed 

together.  He slowed, as he could see a shallow crater, at the edge of the surf, 

against the rocks.  Whatever it was hadn’t disappeared, but had buried itself in 

the sand. 

Garnow swallowed.  He decided to go down the cliffs.  After seven minutes, 

he was at the rocks.  He was also at the edge of the crater of sand, and below 

him, he could see what appeared to be some form of metal.  He noticed steam 

rising, as the water became steam on the metal.  Garnow backed away.  He 

wondered what he could do, that would turn this gift from the gods, into a profit.  

He threw some wet sand onto it and it sizzled dry, in an instant. 

Garnow sat down at the edge of the strange metal.  After half an hour, he 

threw some more wet sand onto the metal.  It no longer sizzled. 
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The tide recedes, revealing the bloat 

Garnow smiled.  The gods had decided that he could now have his gift.  The 

tide was also going out, revealing more of what he was being given.  He jumped 

onto the metal surface.  It echoed.  This was going to be a strange gift, thought 

Garnow.  Still, he wondered how he was going to use it.  It was big and wide, 

and he could see that much of the sand needed to be cleared away. 

As Garnow cleared the rocks, he realized that they were covering much 

more of the object than he had first thought.  He needed some tools to assist 

him, with the digging.  He looked around and saw that there was a creek, 

feeding into the sea up ahead, and decided that he should go and look for dead 

limbs of the grangow plant.  He could use them as a shovel, to speed up the 

removal of the sand.  He crawled out from the crater and ran off. 

Ω 

Jaron lay there, motionless, for half an hour, until he was roused by a 

sound of rubbing, coming from the outside of the bloat's hull.  At first, he 

thought he must have been dreaming.  He opened one eye and the sound 

stopped.  He could see that the bloat was still there and that he was alive.  He 

lifted his head, and touched it with his hands and could see that he had blood on 

his hands and face, from cuts.  He stood.  The bloat had rested in a lopsided 

position, and he wondered how he could exit.  He already knew that the outside 

air was breathable, but the screens were not working.  He could see nothing. 
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He reached up at the doorway and pushed at it.  It didn’t respond.  He 

pushed at it again, and finally it gave way and slid open.  Sand and water fell in, 

onto his face. 

Jaron spluttered, then jumped and hauled himself up.  Dragging himself 

out, he saw that his bloat was imbedded in sand and rocks.  Climbing from the 

bloat, he could now see the cliffs, all along the shoreline. 

Jaron wondered what he should do.  He suspected the best thing would be, 

to find civilization, if it existed.  He would need to make contact and alert 

people.  Someone might be trying to rescue him, from somewhere. 

After sealing the door, he set off towards the cliffs and beyond. 

Garnow returned five minutes later, with the paddle-shaped hard leaves, of 

the grangow plant.  He jumped down and began to dig furiously. 

After forty minutes, he had cleared away most of the sand and he could see 

the strange shape of the gift the gods had sent him.  It was shaped like a giant 

sea shell.  It was smooth all round, and when you hit it with the paddle of the 

grangow plant, it made a strange sound, inside. 

He struck the hull once again and listened to the low hum; reverberating. 

Just then, as Jaron had climbed over the last large rock on his return, he 

saw some strange native of this planet, beating his bloat. 

Jaron jumped down from the rock and ran towards the native, yelling, 

“Stop that.  Leave that alone!  Stop that!” 

Garnow looked up, in horror.  There was someone running towards him, 

waving his arms in the air, obviously from another village, as he wore a strange 

costume.  Also the obscene language was scary and loud.  Garnow couldn’t 

understand any of it.  This stranger frightened Garnow, so he dove into the 

water and swam away. 

Jaron watched, as the strange person who had been beating his bloat, 

swam a few meters out from shore.  Jaron viewed him for a moment, and 

assessed that the man was not dangerous, and might even help him.  So Jaron 

then decided he should get an interstellar map from inside the bloat, so that this 

man could show Jaron where he was.  He may be able to work out how to get 

out of here, with that information. 
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Jaron leapt on top of the bloat, opened the hatch and jumped inside.  He 

closed the door, behind him. 

Garnow watched in fright, as this stranger somehow slid inside his gift from 

the gods.  This wasn’t fair, as Garnow had seen the gift, first.  This stranger had 

only come on the scene, later.  Thus the gift belonged to Garnow. 

Garnow swam back, stepped onto a large rock and looked around, at the 

bloat.  He wondered how the other man had vanished, within it.  Garnow picked 

up the paddle and began to hit the bloat again, listening to the strange sound, 

which emanated from within it.  He then cried out to the stranger, that this gift 

was given to Garnow, and that the man shouldn’t be so greedy, as to want to 

take it all.  Garnow then had the clever idea, that if he offered to share the gift, 

then he may be able to get the man out.  He yelled that idea to the man, and 

continued to beat the metallic side of the bloat. 

Jaron was inside, getting a map produced of the area, which he thought he 

might be in.  Unfortunately, the bloat hadn’t been programmed to know its own 

whereabouts.  All of a sudden, there was this ringing sound drifting in, from the 

outside.  Instantly, Jaron knew what it was.  That strange man outside, had 

taken to beating his bloat, again. 

Fortunately now, the sand had been cleared and Jaron could get a picture, 

on the screen, of what was happening.  He turned up the visio and he could hear 

the man yelling something, but the language was totally foreign to Jaron.  There 

was no hint of Standard Galactic, in anything that the man said.  Jaron 

wondered what he was saying, plus, why was he beating Jaron's bloat? 

Jaron finally emerged, with the map and looked at the man, who dropped 

the paddle and jumped backwards.  Quietly, Jaron said, so as not to frighten the 

man, “Do you know where we are?  What part of the Galaxy is this?” 

Garnow shook his head.  What a strange language, that other villager was 

using.  Garnow hadn’t heard it before.  This man must have come from far 

away.  Garnow called up, “This is my gift, you know, but I’m willing to share.” 

Jaron listened to the gibberish coming from the man, shrugged his 

shoulders, and then realized that the man must have been referring to the map, 
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which Jaron had in his hand. He was probably saying what planet they were both 

on.  So, Jaron handed the map to him. 

The map fell at Garnow's feet.  He looked at it and picked it up.  It was a 

flat surface with markings on it.  In some way, it was nicely decorated.  Garnow 

smiled and said to the stranger that it was good to share and thanked him.  He 

put the map in his pocket, but explained that it was he, who really found the gift 

first and that they should divide the gift, equally. 

Jaron watched as his map, was stuffed into the pocket of the strange man.  

Obviously, Jaron wasn’t getting through to him.  Jaron looked at the waves, 

which were now back lapping at the edge of the bloat.  It really needed to be 

moved. 

Jaron glanced up at the cliff and saw that the bloat would be safer, up 

there.  He jumped down, inside again, to locate a small winch, which he knew 

would be concealed, under the floor.  As he pulled it out, he saw the other man's 

face appear in the opening, above. 

Garnow called down, “You seem to know about this gift from the gods.  

Have you had one before?” 

Jaron figured that the man must be offering to help, and so he passed him 

the winch. 

The man instantly disappeared from view, so Jaron hauled himself up 

again. 

There was the little man walking away down the beach, with Jaron's winch. 

Jaron called, “Not that way!” 

Garnow looked back and waved, and thanked him and said that the village 

would be pleased with the gift, though secretly he wondered about the 

intelligence of the gods for sending such a useless object. 

Jaron jumped down, ran off after the man and called for him, to stop.  

Finally, he caught him and grabbed the man and began to pull him back. 

Garnow thought that this man was a very strange person, and then could 

see that this stranger wanted him to follow, so instead of walking to his village, 

he decided to follow the stranger, back to the bloat. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  56 | 514 

 

The stranger stopped and took the winch from Garnow, and attached it to a 

rock, half buried deep, into the cliff.  He then gave the end of the line to the man 

and began to unwind more line.  He pointed towards the bloat and motioned for 

the man, to follow him. 

A few moments later, Jaron had the winch operating; slowly the line 

tightened and the bloat began to inch its way, through the rocks, to the cliffs. 

Garnow stood there, mystified and asked, “Is there somewhere special, 

that you’re taking this gift?  It will take a long time for it to get to your village 

this way, as I can tell, that it must be very far away.” 

Jaron looked up at the man and said, as he sat on a rock, “I thank you for 

your help.  Is there some way you can tell me how to get to civilization?” 

Garnow looked puzzled at the stranger and shrugged.  He couldn’t 

understand this man. 

Jaron all of a sudden had a new idea, as the bloat came to rest, up above 

the high tide line.  He quickly secured the bloat and rolled it over, so that the 

doorway was on the side where he could more easily enter.  He pressed the 

entry button and the metal slid apart and he entered it. 

What he was looking for, was something that he could give the other man, 

so that he would help Jaron.  He opened the far locker and rummaged through 

the equipment.  He saw flares, provisions and then spotted it.  His bright red 

safety-suit, designed to be seen from twenty Ks away, on a planet, or from five 

hundred Ks in space.  The suit harnessed the body bio-thermal temperature, 

from the wearer.  The heat energy converted to electrical energy, which flowed 

to the outside of the suit, which contained a material that lit up when electrically 

activated.  At night the whole suit would light up, as a bright red light. 

Jaron was pleased with his gift and began to pull it from the cabinet, when 

he noticed that the man was inside the bloat, with him.  Jaron turned, slowly. 

Garnow was no longer aware of Jaron as he felt the screen with the strange 

lights, and then the strange desk.  Finally, he ran his hands over the bed linen.  

Slowly, he was aware of Jaron watching him. 

Garnow's lower lip began to tremble, as he fell onto his knees.  He looked 

up to Jaron and said apologetically, “Oh, great god, I had no idea that this was 
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your home.  I was mistaken to think, that this was your gift, to me.  Please 

accept my apologies.  I now understand that you have come to visit us, and you 

have chosen me to be your guide.  I thank you.” 

Jaron scratched his head.  He wondered what this man was saying.  

Whatever it was, he didn’t look very noble kneeling down there on the floor.  

Jaron beckoned him to stand and he did.  Jaron then handed Garnow, the suit. 

Garnow accepted the suit and looked at it, puzzled.  It was shiny, like the 

surface of the god's home.  It had...ahh...room for arms and legs.  The god 

wanted Garnow to help him dress.  So, Garnow tried to tug at Jaron's shirt. 

Jaron was surprised and jumped back.  He shook his head.  “You’re not too 

bright are you?” 

Garnow replied, “I’m only trying to help you, to remove your shirt.” 

Jaron shook his head.  “It’s for you, not me!  For you!”  He pointed to 

Garnow. 

Garnow pointed to himself and said, “Garnow?” timidly. 

Jaron nodded enthusiastically, “Yes, yes, you!” 

Garnow watched Jaron as he smiled and pointed to Garnow again.  The god 

really was giving him a gift and Garnow knew what it was for, and was eager to 

please the god. 

Quickly, Garnow pulled the suit tightly over his existing clothes.  Jaron 

smiled and tried to get the suit to fit, more smoothly.  It was a shiny stretch 

fabric and fitted well.  Garnow looked at himself and was pleased. 

Jaron showed him a mirror and Garnow jumped, but recognized his 

reflection.  He had never seen water stand still and upright before, but then a 

god was capable of anything.  He saw that the suit looked good on him.  Yes, the 

village and his betrothed, would see that Garnow was really a man of influence 

and distinction. 

Garnow also realized that he now had to return the god's offer of 

friendship.  He could only do this, by bringing him back to the village, so that all 

could see and appreciate that he had picked Garnow, to be his friend. 

Garnow stepped out of the craft, and beckoned the god to follow.  “This 

way, god.  You must meet my friends.  It’s a good village.” 
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Jaron could see that he was being asked, to follow the man.  “Yes, I’ll 

follow you.  Lead away Garnow.” 

Jaron smiled, when he said the man's name, as Garnow recognized his own 

name being spoken by the god, and it pleased him.  Jaron however, still couldn’t 

recall his own name, and beckoned the man, to lead on. 

After sealing the bloat, they began to make their way, along the shore line.  

Garnow had lost some hours with the god and he knew that he should hurry, as 

the sun was just beginning to set. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 8 

 

GREETONNE 

 

Jaron carefully watched, as Garnow led them into the village, which Garnow 

called Greetonne. 

Since they had left the cliffs, several hours ago, Jaron had been noting the 

gentle open plains, which they had passed through.  He could also see the large 

White Mountains, which rose from over the horizon, like giant pillars of salt 

limiting the edge of the green land.  The mountains rose steeply and Jaron 

estimated their height at over fifteen thousand pacs.  They were impressive; this 

close to an ocean. 

It took hours to cross six streams, two rivers and circumnavigate one lake.  

Jaron listened intently to Garnow, as he explained to Jaron how to catch what 

creatures lived in the waters, of his planet.  Jaron of course, kept explaining that 

he couldn’t understand a word, which the native was saying. 

As Jaron walked, he became more aware of his wanting to find out who he 

was, where he was, before he found himself drifting aimlessly, in the bloat.  

What was it he was doing, which led him to be cast adrift in space, with no 

memory?  Was he a criminal, sent off by some space-faring society, for shocking 

deeds?  He shuddered and thought not.  Was he working for some space agency 

and the ship he was on, blew up?  Why then did it blow up?  He thought that he 

was a civilian, as there was no military uniform in the bloat.  So, then, who was 

he?  The question kept racking his mind. 

As he walked behind Garnow, avoiding trees and hollows, Jaron had 

thoughts, and he even wondered if they were memories, of forests and seas 

much more lush and green, than these.  However, the images vanished from his 

mind, as quick as they had arrived. 
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Now, it was dark and Garnow was lit up like a giant moving red light.  He 

seemed so impressed with himself.  The suit, which he was wearing radiated for 

twenty pacs, lighting up their path, clearly. 

When they eventually entered Garnow's village, Greetonne, Jaron was 

surprised at the lack of people. 

Jaron stood close to this strange brightly lit man and said, “Where is 

everyone?” 

Garnow scratched his head and peered at the several burning campfires, 

which still had food on them.  “They have all gone.” 

Neither understood the other's language, but somehow they seemed to 

know what each had said. 

They slowly walked into the center of the village and Garnow called out, 

into the blackness.  “It’s me, Garnow.  Don’t be afraid.  I have brought a god 

with me and he gave me this gift of wearing-light.” 

Jaron looked out into the darkness, past the straw and thatched huts.  

Somehow the blackness and quaint village huts, seemed very familiar to him, 

but he had no idea where from.  He could see that the pottery was primitive, as 

were the cooking utensils. 

Interestingly, thought Jaron, the people had mastered the art of weaving to 

a high skill, even enough to manufacture fine fabric, but they had little skills in 

implement-making or home building. 

Jaron had his thoughts broken, when a shaky voice cried out, from the 

blackness. 

“Garnow, is that really you?”  The voice was female and very hesitant. 

Jaron didn’t understand, but suspected the village was hiding from Garnow 

and his lit up safety-suit. 

Garnow called back, “Penomb, yes, it’s me.  Tell the village that they are 

safe and can come out.  This is a good god, who I have with me.” 

Just then a small child ran out, semi clad.  It ran up to Garnow and stopped 

in front of him, and tentatively touched the suit, felt its smoothness and then 

looked at its own hand and then at the light, shining on it.  It then grinned and 

squealed, “Garnow.  How you do this light?” 
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Garnow smiled and picked the girl up, “Tileen, this is wear-light, which is 

what it’s called.  It was given to me, by this god.” 

Tileen put her finger in her mouth, thinking about what was said.  She 

looked at Jaron and his strange clothes and then turned back to Garnow.  “He 

strange, Garnow.  How you know, he a god.” 

Garnow chuckled and said, “He came down in his house, which was in the 

shape of a sea shell.  It crashed out of the skies, like a thunder bolt, in front of 

me.  Then this god stepped from his house, from the skies.  He gave me his 

wear-light.”  Garnow then turned to Jaron, and said to him, “Tell us:  what is 

your name, god.” 

Jaron couldn’t understand what either of them were saying, but said what 

came to mind.  “If you can understand anything, I would really like some food.”  

Jaron was staring at the pots, by the fireplaces. 

Garnow turned back to Tileen.  “The god said his name is Bailock and he 

has come here to learn from us, so that he can go back to the other gods and 

tell them what we do here, so that they can help us.” 

“Ahh....” said Tileen, now knowingly. 

By this time, there were others gathering around them, and Garnow 

realized that he had a great story to tell.  He put Tileen down and took up his 

position, by the central and largest campfire.  There he squatted, and explained 

to all, his story of the god descending to their world and his intended mission. 

Garnow explained that he knew what the god was saying, as the god had 

given him the gift of understanding gods.  Some of the village elders tested this, 

by asking Jaron questions.  Jaron would simply explain again, that he was 

starving and tired.  They would then consult Garnow as they had no idea what 

the god, Bailock, was saying.  Garnow would then quickly tell them some 

interesting story, which seemed to grow, with every minute of the night. 

Finally, Jaron was offered food and a place to sleep. 

Ω 
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Over the days that followed, Jaron was accepted more as a natural part of 

the village and began to assist with their daily duties, where possible.  He even 

began to understand some of their words. 

Garnow didn’t want to leave Jaron's side, as it was Jaron who had brought 

fame to Garnow.  Garnow wouldn’t allow someone else to take over the position 

as Bailock’s interpreter, for Garnow had interpreted a lot of things, which the 

god had wanted for Garnow.  Garnow now had a larger house, in which Bailock 

resided, and Garnow could now be a part of the much non-operational war-

council. 

Jaron wondered when Garnow would remove the safety-suit.  It was the 

fourth day, and he wore it at night, too. 

As the days drew into weeks, and the weeks into months, Jaron became 

more adept at the language of the Greetonne people.  He found that they were a 

very friendly people and that they traded with other, not too far away, villages.  

Their prime source of trade was their weaving.  Much of what they traded, was 

for food, which would tide them over, during the short cold winters.  The 

Greetonne village was a peaceful village, which knew no time of war, a place 

where crime didn’t exist and where everyone lived more or less, for the benefit 

of the village, as a whole. 

Jaron was never convinced that he was totally accepted as a god, by all the 

villagers, but even those, which showed some skepticism, were pleasant and 

reasoned that at worst, Jaron, Bailock, was some far away villager, who had lost 

his way.  He was accepted, as part of the village for as long as he wanted to be 

a part of it. 

He also understood what Garnow was doing.  Jaron would hold the position 

of god, to those, who believed it, as for some, it seemed to bring excitement.  

Jaron heard how the elders of the village were now able to extract a better 

trading price, when he and his bloat became the topics, of what was being 

woven.  His fame traveled, and with it, came better trade. 

Jaron was happy to respond to the name of Bailock, as he had no other 

name, which he could recall. 
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It was during his second month at the village, when he was fishing with 

three of the older village children. He was wearing his village clothes.  They had 

been woven and especially presented to him, at a village meeting, the night 

before.  He was watching the children, trying to spear fish, from the rocks. 

Jaron waited in frustration, as the children tried once, twice and then again, 

and each occasion, missing the fish. 

Jaron stood.  “Yambol, hand me the spear.” 

Yambol did just that and stood back, as Jaron crouched over the water.  

Jaron had never fished before, and the children were in awe of the god. 

Jaron crouched over, the eddying pool of water.  He held the spear high 

above his head, ready to strike as he talked to the children in their native 

tongue, “The spear hold high, look hard, allow for water correction, wait....”  

then, with a movement, which was like lightning Jaron threw the spear into the 

water.  It sliced through the pool.  Jaron stared as the top end of the spear 

stopped.  He called to Yambol to withdraw it from the water. 

Yambol jumped down, and grabbed the spear and drew it slowly to the 

surface.  His eyes bulged, when he hauled it into view.  There were two extra-

large fish thrashing on the spear.  Bailock had waited until two large fish had 

crossed paths and then struck.  Yes, this was the mark of a god.  Two fish for 

one throw of the spear was not heard of, ever. 

Jaron smiled, he straightened up his aging body and wondered: where did 

he get this ability?  He then succumbed to an urge, to enter the water up to his 

waist.  Slowly he waded with his hands amongst the fish, and with no hesitation 

or error, began to catch and throw the fish from the water.  He did this four 

times, before he looked up at the children, who were staring at this stranger, a 

god.  He wondered again where he was, before he had found himself drifting 

through space, in his tiny bloat. 

That night, the village children exchanged stories on how Bailock must have 

been a great warrior where he had come from, for, if he could catch two fish 

with one spear, then what could he do, in battle? 

Jaron listened to their stories that night and more images from the past 

came into his mind.  They were of him, fighting something, which he could see.  
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It seemed like a giant fish, the length of three adults, binding itself around his 

body, by a river. 

He turned to Garnow and passed the water bowl.  “Is there a place that has 

great trees, in a vast hot wet land?” 

Garnow thought for a moment.  “I have heard that there is such a land, 

many months from here.  It is, as you say, wet and with great trees and also 

very hot.  Why do you ask, Bailock?” said Garnow. 

Jaron looked at Garnow, who had now become a friend.  “Garnow, as you 

know my secret, that I’m not a god....” 

Garnow interrupted, “But you are, even if you can’t recall what happened to 

you.  You see, only a god would have no memory of what he was, before he 

existed, as only a god could be born a full adult, and it’s a well-known fact that 

when a god comes down to this world it’s done with no memory of his former 

existence.” 

Jaron smiled and shook his head.  Garnow would cling onto that belief; 

forever. 

Jaron asked, “If I asked you to take me to the hot wet land, how long 

would it take and what would we need, to bring with us?” 

Garnow went a shade of grey.  He had never traveled that far, from the 

village.  In fact, no one ever had, and if they had, none returned for it to be put 

into folk lore. 

Garnow said, looking down to the ground, “I think it would take months 

and I don’t know what to bring for such a journey as I don’t believe that there 

has ever been one.  I very much advise you, against doing this.  I believe that 

there are people in hostile regions that could slay us; even gods.” 

Jaron watched, as Garnow was obviously feeling uneasy.  Jaron looked at 

Penomb, who was intent on the conversation, but was trying to appear not to 

be, and outside the range of hearing. 

Jaron rose from the fireside.  “I’ll see you in the morning; there are some 

things that I wish to think about, before I discuss any more plans.” 
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Jaron then stepped away from the fire and opened the door, to his bloat.  

The villagers had pulled it all the way in from the seashore, for their resident 

god. 

Jaron found the bloat far more comfortable, and had it covered with straw, 

so that it would match the rest of the village.  At the same time, Penomb had 

taken up residence with her new husband Garnow, in the hut, which Jaron had 

vacated. 

It was not Jaron’s intention to place anyone at risk, but he wanted to know 

who he was, more than anything else that he could imagine.  If there was a 

chance that he would find the origin of his memories, in this distant wet hot 

land, then he would have to go there. 

Ω 

Over the next three days, Garnow came to regret ever meeting this god, 

Bailock.  Somehow, he felt compelled to agree to travel with him, to this place, 

which Jaron saw, in his mind.  If only Garnow could somehow distance himself 

from Bailock...  but that was impossible, as Garnow had placed himself as the 

god's advisor, to the village.  He had said many times that if Bailock had needed 

anything, anything at all, then the village had better provide it, or risk the 

consequences of a gods' displeasure.  It also didn’t help, that Garnow had 

become a full member of the war-council, and that the council decided that it 

was their mission, to protect Bailock.  They had also decided that Garnow, as 

their representative, must attend and defend Bailock, with all the honor that the 

village could gather.  It was unfortunate, because Garnow simply preferred a life 

of peace. 

Finally, Jaron and his troupe were ready to depart.  They were also taking 

along with them, young Yambol.  He had attached himself to Jaron's activities 

and had sought the village's permission, to go on this great adventure.  

Permission had been granted. 

Jaron had spent the last day, going through the survival kit of the bloat and 

taking out the equipment, necessary for the trip.  The villagers had never seen 

much of it.  Jaron had decided to keep what was inside the bloat, a secret for his 
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own security.  This especially applied to the emergency armory and 

communications equipment.  Jaron checked the cartridges of the guns, before 

stashing them in his pack.  They were fully primed. 

It was early morning on the one hundred and twenty-sixth day, after Jaron 

had landed on the planet.  They were heading further inland.  Jaron stared out 

towards the mountains, which seemed so far away.  According to Garnow, that 

was the first leg of their journey.  They had to get to the other side, of those 

mountains. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

SEARCHING  CONTINUES 

 

It was not long after Garnow, Yambol and Jaron had left Greetonne, that Jaron 

had the feeling that they were being followed.  They laid in wait for a moment 

and soon, Penomb was sprung. 

Garnow scolded her, “Penomb, I told you this morning that this is the work 

for Bailock and me, and there is no place for a woman, on our errand.” 

She walked up to Jaron, ignoring Garnow and said, firmly, “My place is 

beside my husband.  I know this is a dangerous thing, which you’re about to do 

and I’m going to be there.  I can either follow you, or I can walk beside you.  

They are the only two choices, which I offer.” 

Jaron shrugged his shoulders.  He wasn’t about to become the testing 

ground, for a domestic squabble.  He just stared at the mountains, far away.  

“Join us, if you dare.  It’s dangerous, but I always welcome your good company 

Penomb.”  With that, Jaron led on. 

Jaron couldn’t help but feel that this scene was familiar.  Where was it, in 

his mind that he had been here, before?  He thought he saw a faint shimmer, 

only pacs away to his right, from the corner of his eye.  It vanished. 

It was another three days, when they had found their first other village.  

They had left the low plains and were now traveling on open higher plains, with 

sporadic woods. 

The village was large and sprawled out, by a river that ran with cool and 

refreshing water.  The village huts were made of baked mud.  There were mud 

walls and mud roofs and even baked mud paths to walk on.  Jaron noted the 

careful detail to horticulture, around the buildings.  Flowers bloomed in neat little 
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beds and great care had been taken to introduce neat clipped grassed areas, to 

the side of the baked paths.  This village was different to Greetonne. 

Penomb began the trading, as soon as Garnow had slung the load from his 

shoulder.  She picked out some of the most decorative patterns of woven cloth 

and offered them to the leaders of the village, in exchange for safe passage, 

through their territory. 

The meeting took only an hour and the four were on their way, again.  The 

village's name was Twanton and there were two hundred people.  They had 

heard of the god on the woven cloth, with his features, and the gifts were a prize 

for them.  The village was happy for them to pass through their territory. 

Some of the elders from Twanton asked Jaron questions and that he was 

able to answer, impressed them dearly.  The Twanton dialect was similar to 

Greetonne, with only a slight variation of tones. 

Jaron had helped wrap and stow the cloth.  The cloth was the trademark of 

the Greetonne, as the fine fibred plant from which the cloth was made, grew 

only in the valley of Greetonne, by the lake.  It was a wild short bush, which no 

one knew how to cultivate. 

The leaders of the village had given the party some gifts of food and a 

floating-star.  Jaron had the floating star explained to him.  It was a magnetic 

rock, which showed the way, when held up, in the air, on a thread. 

The village wished the party well, for they had never heard of anyone 

returning, from a journey to the hot wet land. 

Over the next two weeks, Jaron was amazed at the differing villages they 

visited, on the way to the mountains.  As they moved further inland, each village 

seemed more surprised to see them, and more overjoyed to receive the gift that 

they presented.  On every occasion he found the villages friendly and helpful.  

Each seemed to have its own special produce that it traded, and similarly, none 

had heard of anyone returning from the hot wet lands.  Perhaps it was the duty 

of a god, to lead the way. 

During the journey, Jaron found he enjoyed the company of his troupe, 

more and more.  Garnow seemed set on complaining whenever he had the 
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chance, while Penomb seemed to correct him by mentioning the honor of their 

village, to motivate him. 

Yambol proved to be a young boy with a courageous heart and a wild sense 

of adventure. 

Sometimes, Jaron found the boy rather daring, such as the time when 

Yambol plunged straight into a raging torrent, to run a line to the other side, so 

that the adults could cross the river with their packs.  They did cross, but the ice 

in the water almost numbed Jaron and he was grateful, for the young boy's 

instinct and daring.  If they had done what Jaron had suggested, by crossing 

with their bodies tied together, he may have succumbed to the cold and dragged 

them all to their deaths, down the swirling rapids.  As it was, Jaron was barely 

able to maintain his grip on the line, as young Yambol hauled him across, from 

the other side. 

Soon, the mountain lower slopes were clearly in sight. 

The temperature had dropped to only a few degrees above freezing.  They 

had all donned the extra survival clothing, which Jaron had insisted they wear. 

The initial slopes were easy.  It was after the third day on the slopes, that 

they came across their first snow. 

Yambol stood there, looking at it and then looked to Garnow, for an 

explanation. 

Garnow looked at Jaron, who shrugged.  He had no idea what it was, 

either. 

Yambol put some of it in his mouth and smiled, “It’s hard, crunchy water, 

but...something has made it cold.  Maybe this is what the god of cold, bathes in.  

Could that be right, Garnow?” 

Garnow looked at Jaron who said, “It’s a big bath, then.  There is enough, 

to bath many villages of gods.  If it’s water, then we must accept it and move 

on.  Our quest is on the other side, of those peaks.” 

They all looked up; the peaks looked so near, though they all knew that the 

distance was deceiving. 

Ω 
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Tubin finally stopped pacing.  The message from the Talkron read, 

threateningly.  It had said that Jaron had better be found or proven dead, in the 

next eight weeks, or the Talkron would use other plans, to secure the leadership 

of the Temple. 

Tubin muttered, “Plans, other plans!  What do they expect!  My father 

disappears, from under my very nose.  He is then removed from warp drive 

fields, by old psychotronic mines.  If he had entered back into the universe, from 

god knows where, then he could have ended up anyplace.” 

Tubin looked out, over his so-called domain.  The holographic projection 

that he had installed, showed his sphere of influence, but it possessed little 

truth.  He knew that he would never rule the Galaxy, with the Talkron making 

demands of him, in the way that they had.  Yet, he knew of no way, to be rid of 

them.  They controlled his Imperial Templar Guard, meaning that they controlled 

him. 

Finally, there was news about the search. 

Three of the top line Templar generals entered his Great-Hall.  Tubin sat 

there and watched, as they strode in boldly, flanked by the Imperial Templar 

Guard on either side.  He wondered if the generals were under the control of the 

Talkron.  Tubin suspected that they were, otherwise they would have asked a lot 

more questions, at the time of their initial briefing some six months ago. 

The Senior General, Moran, stepped to the front of the other two.  He 

bowed low.  “My High Templar, Lorde Tubin.  I have news of the search.” 

Tubin flicked his hand at the wrist, towards the man, as though he meant 

him to continue. 

The general stiffened, but explained, “My Lorde, we have one hundred and 

thirty craft, combing the depths of space, known as Lower Timbor.  For the first 

several months, we came across no sighting or wreckage of the missing craft, 

but recently, we found three people from the ship.  They were picked up in 

bloats, from an old commercial carrier, moored off Palbo, at the time of the 

abduction. 

“Of the three people found, two died, fighting against vastly superior odds.  

At least forty of our own men died.  The third was captured, with the use of gas, 
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and taken to a prison hospital ship, where he was bound and secured, to prevent 

him harming himself.  The intent was for him to be transported here or 

anywhere that you desired, for further questioning.” 

Tubin thought the captive might be delivered, but likely only after the 

Talkron had finished with him, first.  “What happened to this last man, my good 

General?” 

The general indicated the view screen in the far corner, and handed one of 

the Imperial Temple Guards, a small card. 

In a few seconds, the screen came alive with scenes, from inside the prison 

hospital ship.  Recorded from the ceiling camera, the scene showed a man 

strapped and bound, in a white bed in a white room.  The subject opened his 

eyes. 

The general spoke at this point.  “He had been kept unconscious for some 

time, while he was being transported to the ship.  The ship's General Surgeon 

felt that if the subject remained unconscious from drugs for much longer, the 

subject could be damaged.  Thus he was permitted some time, for the drugs to 

wear off slightly, and regain consciousness.  That was a mistake.” 

The general pointed to the life-sign graphs, that were changing, imposed at 

the bottom of the screen.  “Look at how his eyes become accustomed to the 

room, taking in all the details.  Look here and see what the mind-register is 

doing, as his thought patterns change.  At about here, he becomes alarmed, 

which is quite normal.  Now his patterns show that he has become resigned, to 

his predicament.” 

The general moved closer, to the screen.  “This is now the most important 

part.  Here - watch his eyes and the corners of his mouth.  His eyes have 

focused on something that is in the far distance, yet the wall is in front of him.  

Also, the pattern of his mind shows that he is taking in data, and this isn’t 

possible, as he is only staring at a blank wall.  Lastly, it seems that his lips are 

moving and he is saying something, which unfortunately, we are unable to hear 

or understand. 

The general pointed to the life-sign.  “Now watch, as the mind pattern 

becomes erratic.  It’s indicating that his mind is going into overload.  Look at the 
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eyes fluttering, the face contorting, the veins in the neck protruding, and the 

eyes rolling backwards into the head.” 

They all watched, as the subject stiffened his body and his face went rigid.  

Then his eyes seemed to bleed:  first a trickle, and then much more.  The face 

contorted some more and blood dripped from the ears.  Finally, the body 

convulsed one more time and then, with a mighty sigh, the eyes opened and 

finally, the body fell limp, with the head rolling to the side.  There was no life left 

in the body. 

The general faced Tubin.  “Correct.  The subject died, or suicided.  How, we 

are not certain of, but you can be sure that there was no risk of the subject 

dying, when he was placed in a ship, with one of the highest security ratings, in 

the fleet.  There was nothing wrong with him and the only answer lies in the 

possibility, that somehow, he killed himself.” 

Tubin glared.  “This leads you to the conclusion that you’re searching, in 

the correct area, for my father?” 

The general nodded.  “We are certain of it.  We believe we have narrowed 

the search down, to only a dozen systems, now.  These systems are where these 

three came from, and only by observing the courage they displayed, trying to 

remain out of our hands, could I say that they must have been on the ship, 

which abducted your father.  At the very least, they were Cordukes.” 

The general walked in front of Tubin.  “If your father is alive, my Lorde, I 

think we will have him located, within the next month.” 

Tubin stood up.  He looked at the screen, which still held the image of the 

dead subject.  Tubin wondered if this man was one of the dreaded Boguard, 

which he had heard so little about, yet feared so much. 

Tubin turned to the three generals and spoke quietly.  “I don’t wish to delay 

you, so please, go and complete your mission.” 

The generals saluted and turned.  Tubin's thoughts wandered, as he heard 

the distant steps of the generals, fade into the twisting corridors, away from his 

great hall. 

He glanced up at the great vaulted ceilings and high stone walls, which 

were modeled on the Royal Palace of Jilta.  He wondered what choice he had, 
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with the events of the future.  He now felt a victim of his own wrong doing, and 

in no position to change the events, which he had so foolishly set in motion. 

Ω 

Amy looked at the screens, again.  She hadn’t seen so much space traffic in 

such a remote area, before.  Near Jilta or Palbo, of course, it would be normal, 

but in Lower Timbor, this was very unusual. 

Akeala entered the bridge and sat beside Captain Castano.  Quietly, she 

asked, “Have you located my father yet?” 

Castano had been concentrating on the latest data, from the projection-

master.  Heat tracers were now processing the information, on the last three 

Temple destroyers, which had been spotted.  The projection was that all three 

destroyers were heading in the direction of a small constellation, at the Pilik end 

of Lower Timbor. 

Castano quickly glanced at the young girl.  She had been a pain to his ego, 

since he had left Rambus.  Not only did he have to consent to her being aboard 

his ship, but also he had to suffer the humiliation of knowing that she was the 

descendent of the Master Templar, his only granddaughter.  He wasn’t about to 

jeopardize his career, by holding his pride as more important than his mind. 

He turned to the girl and said, “No, we haven’t found your father and we 

aren’t staying here, either.”  He turned to the first mate and said, “Take us to 

the next quadrant, Mister.” 

Instantly, the screens began to fade from their blackness to a dirty purplish 

grey.  In what were only a few moments, the screens began to take on the 

clarity of black star-studded space again.  They had re-emerged from their warp 

drive field, into another quadrant of space. 

The captain shook his head and said to his mate, “There are more craft - to 

port.  Templars?” 

“Indeed sir, from Palbo,” replied the first mate. 

The mate then waited, until the new projections came onto the screen and 

added, “As suspected, they are converging on the same constellation.” 
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Amy walked to the screen.  “So, it would seem that they have a hot lead; 

Captain Castano.  I would suggest that it would be good to intercept.” 

The captain sighed.  Women, how would they know what the first duty of 

an Officer-of-Command was?  Castano said dryly, “Firstly we will inspect the 

area, which is what the other Templar ships are doing.  We won’t be rushing into 

an unknown area, without first getting data, for a means of escape.” 

Amy sat there, wondering if they would ever find her lost friend.  Was he 

really alive?  Would they find him, or would the Palboan Templars capture him?  

She couldn’t just sit by and merely hope. 

“Captain,” she said.  “I fear that there is little time to be preparing a way 

out, when there may soon be no way in.  I suggest that you enter now, into the 

eighth quadrant, as that is the center of where the Temple craft are headed.” 

Captain Castano felt flaming hate for this woman.  Who did she think she 

was, to come on this mission?  She had no command of him, and yet, here she 

was, telling him how to conduct his craft, in what was obviously hostile space.  

Who was this woman, he asked himself?  The custodian of the next Master 

Templar, his granddaughter, he wondered. 

He turned to the first mate and said very slowly, “Take her in mister, and 

damn the escape routes.” 

The screens went their vague purplish grey, as they left the universe in 

search of the warp drive field, which would let them hop to the distant quadrant, 

at the center of their search. 

Seven minutes later, the screens resumed their brightly studded blackness. 

Instantly, the images on the screens were erupting in flaming brilliant 

explosions.  There were ships on fire, out there. 

“Atomics!” yelled the captain. 

“Look out!” cried Amy, as their ship was struck by unannounced particle 

fire. 

“Get us out of here, mate!  Fast!” 

The screens began to shimmer and the universe of battle outside faded. 

Castano simply looked at the screens and then at Amy. 
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Amy merely said, “Don’t look at me.  I’m not the ship's captain.  I’m going 

down below to inspect the damage.  When you have worked out a way of 

entering the zone, without getting us killed, give me a call.”  With that, Amy left 

the bridge. 

Castano thought that he might go crazy, being around this lady. However, 

he knew that he had better stay calm, in front of the younger one. 

 

Attack over Tors 

“Sir,” said the second mate, “I have picked out the identity, of at least six 

other ships, out there.” 

The captain turned around and nodded. 

The second mate proceeded.  “Two of them are Palboan Templar ships, 

while the other four are from other sectors.  Two, which I can make out, are 

from the far-Outer-Worlds.  They seemed to be fighting in unison, as though 

under some agreed alliance against the Palboans.  There were also others, 

fighting against all of them.  The few seconds that we recorded, showed a sort of 

free for all, space battle.  I would say there are about five groups fighting.  Our 

sensors showed us briefly, some one hundred and fifty craft, some destroyed, 

but most engaged in the battle.” 
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Battle for Tors 

 

The captain sat back, in his chair.  He didn’t know what to make of this.  

“Thus the apparent reason, for the Palboan Templar ships to be standing off, at 

an out-of-sensor-range distance.”  The captain looked at the young girl.  “They 

would have moved into the area, and back out again, with their tactician staying 

well away, from the actual battle-field.  For every ship in the battle, there might 

be others, waiting in warp drive fields or just parked, further out of range.” 

Akeala drew a deep breath and said timidly, “Captain, it would seem that 

the ships would be fighting, to gain access to control the destiny of the Templar 

movement, by capturing my father.  I would have to assume then, that they 

must have found him, or at least evidence that he exists, for there to be this 

destruction.  I would think that you may be able to plot the central system 

where all this is centered over, set your destroyer towards there and let Amy, 

myself and a team of others, down onto the nearest planet with human 

civilization.  Then, warp out fast.” 

The captain looked at the girl.  She made sense.  He told her so.  He looked 

at the first mate, who then made some calculations and set the ship, heading for 

a new quadrant. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 10 

 

GREETONNE  AGAIN 

 

Jaron stood, a third of the way up the mountain.  He looked down and could see 

the village, which they had passed through, the day before.  The roofs were just 

above the snow, breathing out tiny puffs of smoke.  For those villagers, it was 

meal time; the night was rapidly approaching.  In the valley below, the 

blackness was visibly moving west. 

Jaron thought the last village interesting, as not only had the villagers once 

crossed the mountain above them, they had tales of some of their more heroic 

forebears, attempting to cross the ranges.  However, there were no successes in 

those tales, only warnings of those, who had never returned. 

It was a kind village, like the others.  They willingly traded the brilliantly 

woven Greetonne cloth for animal skins, which they hunted, in the mountain 

forests.  Penomb was particularly unfortunate, as she traveled without a survival 

suit. 

Jaron could barely see the huts below now and responded to a tug by 

Penomb, that they should press on to find their first night’s camp in the snow. 

It was an hour later, when they had set camp.  A strong cold wind was 

starting to blow, down from the snowed mountain tops.  It was shortly after 

their meal, that Jaron, as he lay wrapped up in furs, he saw the stars overhead 

begin to disappear, with the advance of thick mountain cloud. 

Well into the night, when the clouds broke Jaron stared up sleeplessly, into 

the heavens, contemplating whether the cold was sufficiently low enough to turn 

up his survival suit.  He saw a bright star, from the corner of his eye.  It was 

white; growing bigger and then orange and then it grew tenfold in size, and then 

vanished.  This was all in three seconds.  He then saw another and then another.  
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After a moment, a bright light streaked through the sky, with a white and yellow 

tail.  Slowly, the cloud set in and Jaron could see no more and he fell asleep, 

again. 

Ω 

Captain Castano held his frigate in the warp drive field, over what he 

estimated, would be the planet Tors, the planet which seemed to be the center 

of the battle. 

Tors was recorded as having various primitive human races, no great 

natural resources, nor any trade.  Thus, it was an economic backwater, a 

forgotten speck of dirt, at the edge of the Galaxy rim. 

Castano knew the planet was making history now, and, depending on what 

happened to this tiny planet, it would pivot the future of the Galaxy.  It might 

one day become the center of great space pilgrimages, if Palboan atomics didn’t 

lay it to waste first. 

The first mate was studying the planet’s maps, on the screens.  “Sir, I can’t 

guarantee, that with all the battle going on out there, that when we emerge we 

won’t strike some debris, or another ship, or end up intercepting someone else’s 

fire as happened last time.” 

Castano nodded.  “I know.  That is the risk, which we will have to take.  We 

know the dangers of warping into a system, at the best of times,” he looked at 

Amy. “There is always a risk of striking something solid and going supernova, 

while materializing.  However, there is also the risk of us attracting an old 

psychotronic mine, while in the warp field, so the risk is just merely being, 

regardless of where we are, right now.” 

“We need to have at the ready, as much sensor equipment, as possible.  

We want to survey the battlefield, the entry to the planet and what avenues 

there are, for escape.  We also want to see, who our opponents are.  We will be 

there, only seconds.” 

“Systems and sensors are ready, Captain,” responded the second mate. 

The captain looked around the bridge.  Amy and Akeala were there, as well 

as six others, of his crew.  There was an eighty-three man crew in the frigate.  
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Castano had a responsibility to complete his mission successfully, and also a 

responsibility to his crew, and to the Corduke network. 

He looked at the first mate, and nodded.  “Whenever you’re ready, Mister 

Spando.” 

“Warping down now, Sir.”  responded the mate. 

All in the room seemed to hold their breath, as the screens began to lose 

their neutral purplish grey, and shimmer in the darker fields of space. 

Amy let out a sigh, when she saw the black space studded with burning 

hulks.  Their ship had warped down successfully, amongst a battlefield, one of 

the most dangerous operations conceivable. 

The screens still showed the fight, raging a million Ks away.  There were 

cruisers and destroyers ablaze and it was obvious that they were not all Palboan.  

In fact, most of those fighting were from the far-Outer-Worlds.  She wondered 

how they got their ships, and their funding. 

The second mate called out, “Interceptors coming from around the far side 

of the planet, eighty of them.  They are launching rockets.  Impact time 

eighteen seconds.  There is another fleet of eleven, crossing the Tors equator, 

towards us.” 

Castano had seen enough.  “Warp out!” 

As the rockets closed the frigate shimmered and vanished. 

Ω 

Senior Templar Guard Morander had been training for this day, for the past 

two years.  The far-Outer-World Templar Guard of Taborack had purchased his 

craft, along with the blessing of his deity leaders, and organized his training. 

Taborack was part of the far-Outer-Worlds, which believed in the New 

World Doctrine, of the Torren Works.  Their firm held view was that the 

Fundamentels, as they referred to the Jiltanian and Palboan Templars, had 

misinterpreted the works of Torren completely, and were actively teaching 

falsehoods.  The followers of the New World Doctrine, were also of the strong 

belief that they would eventually have to confront the Fundamentels.  They 

likewise knew, that Jaron was fulfilling a prophecy, by liberating the known 
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galaxy, from the grip of the psychrons.  The Master Templar had ignored this 

prophecy, and thus, the seeds were sown for a split, in interpreting the works of 

Torren. 

Morander led his pack of eleven interceptors around the planet, hunting any 

that would dare to run their blockade, of the far-Outer-Worlds.  He knew, along 

with the others, that they had to locate Jaron, if they were to save the New 

World Doctrine from being oppressed out of existence, by the Fundamentels.  So 

far, none had decided to run the gauntlet and set a craft down on the planet 

while Taborack and its crews ruled around the planet.  Morander's mission was 

to hold the planet, until his comrades cleared the system of the Fundamentels 

and then a proper search could be conducted for Jaron, in relative safety. 

Certainly, there was the raging battle out and beyond, that had shifted 

dramatically, but none had attempted to claim victory; yet. 

There were five sides.  There were the Palboan Templars, an observation 

cruiser fleet from Jilta, the Taborackans, a gaggle of craft from the old 

Federation Alliance acting out of concert with the rest of the Templar craft, and a 

small contingent from a far-Outer-World group of constellations, which were so 

extreme and fanatical in their views, that not even the Taborackans thought 

they were anything, but insane.  This last group held onto the belief that the 

blood relatives of the original Torren would reappear one day, and without body, 

they would re-unite the Temple.  Goren Torren would also appear in the form of 

a great white god of power, and would strike down the barbaric beliefs of all the 

others.  This, they said, they had seen, in shared visions. 
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Morander’s last flight 

 

As Morander watched his screens, he saw a blip appear.  This was it then, 

the first craft to run the blockade.  He swallowed when he saw that its shape 

wasn’t a destroyer or cruiser, but rather that of a small frigate, a ship of the 

Master Templar’s private fleet.  Well, death to false believers. 

Morander bore in, and then, as he arced his craft, a series of new craft 

appeared on the screen. 

His second, Maxell, said quietly, “This is our day, Morander, ahead are over 

eighty interceptors, Palboan.  Today we meet our memories of Lorde Torren.” 

“Agreed,” said Morander, “But not before we clear the sky, of these false 

believers!” 

With that, Morander wheeled his craft into straight view of the eighty, 

which had already loosed a load of atomics upon the frigate. 

The frigate vanished, back into its warp field from where it had come, and 

the interceptors drew closer to Morander. 

Morander gave the orders to fight to the bitter end and they did.  Twenty-

five interceptors were destroyed that night.  Morander and one other, were the 

last to go, fifteen hours later.  His craft had taken a strike in the fuselage and he 

hopelessly watched the planet, rear up before him.  He applied the cabin release 

pin, as he felt himself being pulled, spinning down. 

The ground drew nearer and just before impact, Morander's mind went 

blank from the gyrating gravitational force.  If he had been awake, he would 

have seen the planet face his machine, as a solid white wall of ice. 

Ω 

Jaron rose early the next morning.  In no time they had set out again for 

the heights of the mountains.  Today, they expected to reach the lower saddle, 

being the highest they would have to climb.  The weather was cold, sub-zero, 

but their suits and the animal skins, kept the cold away. 

As they trudged through the snow, Jaron listened to the tales of Garnow, 

when, as a youth he had tried to ride on pieces of wood lashed together, drifting 
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out, into the sea, in search of what he didn’t know.  Apparently, this was seen as 

stupid by the village, and he had been scorned many times and eventually his 

father had to threaten to expel him from the village, if he didn’t rid himself of 

this stupid idea.  It was reasoned, that there was no purpose for a person of 

good mind, to think this way.  Garnow almost lost his life, as his log-drifter 

stayed out from land, for over a week.  Garnow hadn’t been prepared, with 

provisions, and had almost died.  The humiliating part, was that he had beached 

only two villages away from Greetonne and was brought back, dehydrated and 

delirious.  How he had wished he had died, when he found how little he had 

traveled, in his adventure.  Never since then, had he gone anywhere, without 

the approval of the village. 

As they reached the mountain saddle, Jaron found he was taking shorter 

breaths and was continually being helped, by the Yambol.  The last hour was the 

hardest, with each step and breath painful.  Slowly, though they continued 

through the snow. 

As they finally reached the top, Jaron stood, with his friends, triumphant, 

staring disbelievingly over the other side.  There were many more mountain 

ranges. 

Jaron squatted and looked at the others, vapor breathing from his nostrils.  

He hadn’t been ready for this.  The mountains seemed to continue, as far as he 

could see.  He looked back down, from where they had come, but could no 

longer see the land below, as cloud obscured their vision.  He looked forward 

and then at the horizon.  There were only clouds below them, mountains and 

sky, white and blue. 

Jaron turned to Garnow, and then to the boy. 

Yambol grinned and said, his suit shining in the rays of the pale white sun, 

“You have taken us to the top of the world, Bailock.  No man from Greetonne 

has ever been here, before.  Which way is it, to your home?” 

Jaron looked back and then forwards.  There was no turning back.  Jaron 

pointed to the far horizon, “Beyond the further mountain.” 

So the party of four set out, for where the mountains met the sky. 
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They had been traversing a ridge, for only twenty minutes, when Garnow 

pointed up, into the sky.  It appeared to be a white thread, making its way 

through the atmosphere.  After a moment, they observed that it was heading 

their way. 

Garnow said, “It looks like smoke.  Is it a message from the gods, to you 

Bailock?” 

Jaron shook his head, “No, I don’t think so.” 

The four kept watching, as the thread of smoke was making straight for 

them.  It seemed to be aimed directly their way.  It was closing and Jaron had to 

yell, “Everyone, follow me!” and they all dived and rolled, down the mountain. 

Jaron was going down, down, and further down, when he stopped rolling 

just under the snow.  He looked up to the ridge, when whatever it was that was 

coming at them, screamed over them, with a thundering roar.  The thing had 

flames and smoke, billowing from its center.  It roared on down past, into the 

valley below, where it smashed, sending a brilliant crimson and orange fireball, 

up into the sky. 

Jaron stared for a moment, at the remains of the wreckage, of whatever it 

was.  Black smoke erupted and blackened charred remains, decorated the 

surrounding snow. 

 

 

Searching the crashed interceptor site 

 

Jaron stood; motionless.  He seemed stuck in the mental image of 

something, a long time ago, that he just saw.  He saw a flaming ship, which he 

was inside.  The heat.... 
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Garnow stepped over to him.  “Bailock, it is, as you entered this world.  

This is the same, but there was no great flame, with your arrival.” 

Penomb and Yambol had caught up with them.  Yambol then leapt through 

the snow.  “I shall see if there is another god!” 

Garnow looked at the others and quickly waded after the boy, one step at a 

time, through the thigh-high snow. 

Ω 

Omm stood at the end of the large table, with Tubin, nervously looking at 

the other.  This was only the second time that the pair had met.  Tubin had 

dreaded the meeting, as though it was a reminder, that the nightmare was real.  

This man and his group did exist.   

Omm smiled and said, “You seem to be having some difficulty, in gaining 

control over your territory, Lorde Tubin.” 

Tubin said nothing, but straightened.  He was at least feeling better, that 

this horrid little man had addressed him correctly. 

Omm waited and then added, “Never mind.  This thing that is happening 

out there on Tors, isn’t going as we would like, but you’ll still have to correct it.  

Those groups out there, from the New World Doctrine, are a threat to you and 

us, and need to be dealt with.” 

Tubin nodded.  He agreed with that. 

Omm continued.  “It’s just as well that these lunatics showed their faces, so 

they can be dealt with, before they gain too much strength.” 

Tubin nodded. 

“So; what we have decided in the Talkron, is for you to make very public, 

what is happening.  That is, that your father had been kidnapped by the Aaron, 

as you had supposed, and that now, the religious misguided fanatics from the 

far-Outer-Worlds, are trying to use force, to retrieve your father and use him to 

attack the mainstay of the Temple, through blackmail.  It’s my belief that 

gaining popular support for a military venture, against our enemies, will help us 

when we take control of Jilta and the Master Templar.  With support, you can 

crush that rebellious New World Doctrine, and with it, any allying support the 
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Master Templar might have gained.  Crush this group, and the Temple 

leadership is almost yours.” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 11 

 

THE  RESCUE 

 

Captain Castano was inside the only interceptor aboard his frigate.  There were 

no guesses as to whom he consented, to tag along.  Amy wasn’t all that thrilled 

at him, being the captain of the interceptor either, but both agreed to bow to the 

wishes of the other, and both agreed: Akeala had to remain aboard the frigate, 

no matter what she said. 

The captain gave the word to the crew, to warp down.  For the second time 

in the same day, they warped into a battle zone. 

The frigate doors were open and the outside grey began to shimmer, and 

the star studded black universe finally solidified into view. 

Instantly, the interceptor was ejected and within seconds the frigate began 

to shimmer and vanished from view. 

The captain viewed the watery planet, below.  His maps showed it was 

forty-five percent water, yet most of the planet was desert.  Only around the 

equator, were there regions of cultivatable land. 

“Amy, I’m going to take a sweep of the planet's equator, to see what we 

can learn.  Keep an eye on the screens for visitors.” 

“Got it.” 

The interceptor swooped down, just above the atmosphere. 

Castano surveyed the area and punched in the coordinates, for the greatest 

clustering of habitation, which was where he hoped the bloat would 

automatically take its occupant.  The onboard simulator scanned for vital signs 

of life, such as individual small heat sources, like fires.  Castano received the 

highest reading, just beyond a thick line of mountains. 
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“Down there!” he called.  “Bounded by the mountains and that large sea.  

That pocket of land has a lot of human life, and is where a bloat would most 

likely take its survivor.” 

“How are you going to get down there?” called Amy. 

Castano shook his head; women and details.  “We will glide in, onto a 

beach and ski in – as previously planned.” 

“Oh,” she replied, in surprise. 

The interceptor slowly banked and took a turn downwards.  Amy glanced 

and saw that the small pocket of land, was surrounded by sea and mountains.  

Beyond the mountains, were deserts all around. 

Downwards they dove. 

She looked up and saw three white specks, far on the horizon.  “Better be 

fast Castano, we aren’t welcome.” 

“Damn!” 

“Closing,” she called.  “Can you make this thing hurry any faster?” 

Castano felt the hair on the back of his neck, rear up at the woman’s 

comments.  Not now, he told himself; he must not eject her. 

He drove the interceptor down, harder and faster.  It was too late, they had 

been spotted and the enemy was giving chase.  Castano was caught in the 

atmosphere.  The enemy was out above, traveling faster and gaining on them.  

Castano had no time to pull up and escape.  He had no time to do anything. 

He saw them launch three rockets at him, now also entering the 

atmosphere.  Castano's craft dove down deep.  It thundered down, rockets on 

its tail.  He couldn’t lose them.  To gain speed, he dove down faster and deeper. 

Soon, he saw the mountains rearing up. 

Amy was scared, for the first time in decades.  This was a time for being 

still and saying prayers. 

Castano twirled his craft, and still the rockets didn’t shake, and closed.  He 

skimmed over the top of a mountain saddle and banked up.  He glanced quickly 

at some wreckage below, and pulled the throttle up, powering out of his dive.  

He saw two blinding flashes behind, as two of the rockets slammed into the side 

of the mountain. 
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“Well done,” cried Amy. 

“Not home yet.  We still have one more, out there.” 

Amy kept quiet, as she looked down at the peaks that seemed so close, 

that she could almost reach out and touch them.  Soon, they had vanished from 

view and the craft was thundering through the clouds.  A green valley appeared, 

and then over small rooftops, they careered, to port.  The rocket was closing. 

Castano was sweating.  He couldn’t gain any speed and he had lost all the 

altitude possible.  He was already afterburning.  “Hang on tight,” he screamed. 

Amy gripped the brace, in front of her. 

The interceptor threaded its way over trees, and then a beach fronted into 

view.  The craft dropped the last bit of height.  It slowly skimmed the wave tops 

and gently began to lower. 

Amy looked at their speed, too fast for an emergency landing.  She looked 

up at the sky, and then to the world, which she knew and loved.  “Goodbye,” 

she whispered to the planet and the universe.  “I hope I can be of use, another 

day.  Jaron, wherever you are, take care.  I tried.”  With that final prayer, she 

closed her eyes, ready for death. 

Castano hadn’t finished.  He closed down the thrusters and drove the craft 

directly, into the sea.  He braced.  It struck violently.  The interceptor bounced 

off the water and flipped out of control.  He just saw from the corner of his eye, 

the explosion of the rocket as it followed his path, into the waves. 

Castano breathed a short sigh of relief, as he sat back and let the machine 

be an instrument of the gods.  He let go. 

Twice more, it struck the water, until it dove straight down to the bottom of 

the sea, without a pause. 

Ω 
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Jaron had almost caught up with the others, at the crash site, when 

something screamed overhead so loudly, that it shook him to the ground.  He 

looked up, to see another machine just like he had seen slam into the mountain.  

This one just missed the saddle, which they were standing on.  Only two seconds 

later, the same saddle erupted, and exploded outward.  The shock threw Jaron 

and the others, back into the snow. 

Jaron once again looked up, and spotted only the speck of the craft as it 

weaved and rocked from side to side, with a smaller object trailing behind it.  

Soon, both were out of view. 

Steadying himself, Jaron waded over to the others, beside the bulk of the 

wreckage. 

Garnow stared at Jaron and said, “Friends of yours, Bailock?” 

Jaron shook his head.  “No, but it’s a very busy place up here, in these 

mountains.  Have you found anything that shows that a person may have been 

inside this thing?” 
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Just then, a call came from Penomb.  “Bailock, quick, come quickly.  I think 

I have found him!” 

Jaron moved as fast as the thin atmosphere and waist deep snow would 

permit. 

There, above Penomb, was a man, fallen from a harness.  Next to him, was 

a fully enclosed seat with the straps broken.  Jaron reasoned that the man was 

in the flying machine and his seat was released, just before impact.  On hitting 

the snow his restraining belts tore loose. 

“Is he alive?” asked Penomb? 

Jaron leaned over the man and listened for breath.  Jaron nodded.  He was 

alive, but only just. 

Ω 

Amy opened her eyes.  She looked around and saw that the emergency 

battery lighting was on.  She could just see.  She leaned over to touch the 

instrument panel.  It was dead. 

 A voice came, from in front of her.  It was Castano. 

“So, you survive, lady.  That makes two of us.” 

“Might as well be dead, as be sitting on the bottom of the ocean,” said Amy 

in a calm response. 

Castano wondered what else he could have done, with a rocket on his tail.  

In fact, if he had his way originally, they would still be surveying the Palboan 

ships, which they found, in the earlier quadrants.  Castano further wondered if 

he might die, trying to kill this one crazy woman. 

Before he could decide to pull back the canopy hatch and drown them both, 

he heard her call.  “Is there any way out of here, or are we doomed to live here 

forever?” 

Castano unstrapped himself and felt his limbs and other bones.  There were 

none broken, but perhaps he could break some of hers.  “Follow me,” he called. 

Castano slid down from his seat, into the small tunnel, below. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  91 | 514 

 

Amy, barely seeing him, realized she might have antagonized him too 

much.  Even though she really didn’t like him, she knew this was not the place 

for it.  She followed. 

He crawled through the tunnel, to the mid-sections, with Amy close behind.  

He then cracked the seal on a tunnel hatch.  Closing his eyes, nothing happened. 

He could barely see her and said, “Down there.” 

They dropped to a slightly larger round tunnel. 

He pointed to another hatch.  “This one leads to the outside.  If we are 

lucky, we will have open water below us.  If not we will have sand and that 

means that the skis broke off and we will have to leave by cracking the canopy, 

and that means the craft will scuttle.”  He could feel her, beside him, now. 

“Also, if we are more fortunate, the craft will be holding its pressure seal 

and when we open this hatch we won’t be inundated with a rush of salt water.”  

He looked at her. 

“Any way that we do this, we have to escape.  We have been down here for 

half an hour, so those interceptors above us should have gone.  When I crack 

the seal, you go first and let your breath out slowly, as you rise.  You’re 

pressurized down here and you may explode your lungs, otherwise.  Do you 

understand?” 

She swallowed.  “Yes, Captain,” she said. 

He handed her a survival-pack, which she would be able to carry.  He tied a 

buoy to her right arm and said, “Let's go.” 

He cracked the lower hatch and watched; the water rose only slightly. 

He nodded to Amy.  She placed her feet in first, and in a moment, she was 

gone.  Then, Castano gave one last look and also slipped down, into the water. 

It was dark, under the interceptor.  It was cold.  Castano slowly drew the 

hatch over himself and resealed it.  Slowly, he swam and kicked his way, to the 

side of the craft.  The water felt as cold as ice, but his suit partially protected 

much of his body. 

He could see the skis; looking intact.  The interceptor somehow appeared 

to have its structural integrity. 
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He let out the buoy and slowly began to rise, while clutching his larger 

survival kit. 

With his lungs about to burst from lack of oxygen, he broke the surface.  

He took two sharp breaths.  The waves slapped him in the face.  “Amy!” he 

called. 

“Here!” she cried, back from over a white crest. 

Castano swam towards the cry.  After a few strokes, he looked towards 

land and could see her head, bobbing between the swell.  He swam on. 

Amy treaded water and waved as Castano pulled up, beside her.  “Glad you 

could find a suitable place to put us down.  We are about one kinopac from the 

shore and it’s getting dark.  I suggest that I tie myself, to each your buoy as 

well.” 

Castano nodded and retied his around her other arm.  After a moment of 

floating in the increasing swell, they slowly swam to the beach. 

It was pitch black, when heavy surf unceremoniously dumped them onto 

the sand.  Amy rolled and then crawled, up the last few pacs and looked behind 

her.  Castano was there.  She was impressed, as he hadn’t complained once. 

As she looked back, collapsing onto her elbows, Castano said while panting, 

“We can’t rest here.  They might still be searching for us.  We better pull 

ourselves up, to the trees, over there.” 

They did just that and Amy finally dropped, onto her survival-pack, and 

looked around to the surf, as it continued to thunder in.  As she looked up and 

above the tree canopy, she occasionally saw the crimson flare of a craft, 

exploding, in far off space. 

She shivered.  “Those poor ballards, up there are still getting it.  Yet I’m 

not so certain, that we are any better off.” 

Castano looked up.  He agreed.  “A lot of people are going to die there, so 

that they can send someone, down here.  It’s all so unnecessary,” he said. 

Amy looked at Castano, with fresh eyes.  She had picked him as regular 

military.  Somehow, she was a little impressed again. 

Castano looked out, over the sea and wondered if they would be able to 

raise the interceptor, from the bottom of the ocean.  Perhaps it might become a 
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relic, discovered by an archeologist in the future, as this planet’s race evolved 

higher. 

He looked at Amy and she was shivering.  The wind was rising off the sea 

and getting colder.  “To get warm, we have dry suits in the survival-pack.  If you 

want, you can go behind the trees and change.” 

She stared at him, not having noticed how chilled she was.  “It would be 

easier to light a fire.  I would rather not...,” she said, as she looked into the 

blackness, “Go over there.” 

Castano shook his head.  “Up there, they’ll be looking for a fire anywhere 

near the splash down.  Sorry.” 

Castano looked into the blackness and picked up his pack.  “I’ll be back, in 

five minutes,” he said. 

Ω 

The next morning, Amy awoke to the smell of cooking food.  She looked 

over, and saw Castano rummaging his survival gear, while also leaning over a 

hot-pack.  He unscrewed the blasting cartridge from the pack, and screwed it 

back, into his gun.  It had heated the hot-pack, enough.  He opened the pack 

and inside was sizzling hot scram. 

He called over to her, “I hope that scram is fine.  I think we should ration, 

as much as possible, until we find an alternative food supply.” 

“Yes, fine,” she mumbled, as she wiped the sleep from her eyes. 

As she stretched, she looked about her.  The trees were not that thick, 

overhead and the crashing sound of surf, which had originally kept her awake 

during the night, seemed now, to want to send her to sleep. 

She shook her head and sipped a mug of water, which Castano had poured 

for her. 

“There is a stream over there,” he pointed.  “If you want to wash, it’s fresh 

water.  I haven’t checked out what is in the water, so don’t drink it, yet.  Use 

only, what I boil first.” 
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Amy accepted her scram and hurried it down.  After a wash, they had 

packed up and were heading inland, to where they had seen the villages, before 

splashing down. 

Ω 

The cruiser marshal had been witnessing the battle, on behalf of the Master 

Templar. 

The Master Templar had known there were problems brewing, in the 

Temple, during the past decades.  As he received less and less reports, from the 

far-Outer-Worlds, he knew something was wrong. 

The Cordukes had extended their network arm, to the most outer reaches 

of civilization, and their reports were that the Temple teachings had altered to 

such an extent, that it was foreseeable that one Temple student from one 

section of the Galaxy, may not be able to understand another student, from a 

different sector. 

The cruiser fleet present wasn’t to do anything, but report on what was 

occurring; observe the differing warring factions and report the data to the 

Master Templar, on a regular basis.  These were the orders. 

Another messenger craft left the hanger bays and shimmered, from view. 

In another quadrant, there was one more ship, but reporting on every 

movement the Master Templar’s ships made.  Its own messenger craft departed, 

for Palbo. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

POLTON  BEEL 

 

Yambol turned the unconscious man over in the snow, and looked at his face, 

thinking how strange it was, that this man from the heavens had strange white-

pinkish colored skin. 

Yambol glanced at Jaron.  Yes, Bailock had brownish skin, not like the 

redder skin of Yambol’s people, but more like the color of dirt.  This new god; he 

was different. 

Yambol felt the man’s clothing.  It too, was different to that which Bailock 

wore, when he came to their world.  This man's clothing, if indeed he was a 

man, and not a god, was heavily padded, behind an outside layer of tough hide.  

There was heavy stitching in patterns and it had designs, quite colorful, and not 

unlike his own people’s garments. 

Jaron propped the man up and nodded to Yambol, to remove the helmet.  

As soon as this was done, Yambol stepped back, quickly. 

“Bailock!” he said, pointing, “His hair, it’s the color of the evening sun, like 

fire.  Is he a devil?” 

Jaron shrugged.  “Just a man I suspect, but like me, not of this world.” 

Penomb leaned over him next, and lifted his eye-lids.  She then looked at 

Jaron and said, “Eyes, blue like the sea.  How can this be, Bailock?” 

Jaron shrugged.  He knew nothing, of out there.  His own eyes were like 

those of this world, brown.  “I can’t recall the ways of out there.  I don’t know, 

so please don’t ask me, as it gives me a pain in the head, to try to remember.” 

Garnow just then, had returned from the wreckage.  “I can’t find anything, 

which will be of use to us.  Most of what struck the mountain, was destroyed.” 
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Jaron looked back towards the saddle, from where they had come, and 

then over, towards the far ridges, to where they needed to go.  He then looked 

back again.  “We will have to take him back down, to at least the last village.  

We can’t leave him, and we can’t take him with us.” 

With that, the four began to make preparations for their return journey, 

back to the last village.  Garnow and Yambol erected a makeshift litter from the 

wreckage, which they took turns, in dragging across the snow. 

They camped there, that night and the next day set off to rescale the last 

saddle.  By mid-morning the sun had been blocked out by a thick heavy snow 

cloud. 

Garnow looked up, worryingly and muttered something, to Penomb. 

Jaron, reading the worry on the pair of faces, asked what their concern 

was. 

Garnow looked back at the mountains and then to Jaron, “I’m concerned 

about the Coreen-wind.” 

Jaron stopped and placed down the litter.  “The what?” 

“The Coreen-wind, the wind that comes from the mountains.  It’s strong; it 

brings water to the rivers and stays for days and sometimes weeks.  It blows to 

Greetonne, and with it, comes cold rain for days.  A very strong wind.  I don’t 

want to be here, if it arrives.” 

He had no sooner finished speaking, than a gust blew snow down into their 

faces.  But this initial wind was only a warning, and it grew in intensity over the 

next few hours. 

They shook, as the Coreen Wind soon started to scream down the 

mountain, almost blowing them over. 

Jaron steadied himself, from stumbling.  The wind next carried sleet and 

snow.  It pushed him in the face and he screamed out, to the other three, “Move 

him, we must get to the leeward side of the saddle, by night.” 

The other three continued dragging the man and themselves, up the face of 

the mountain.  The wind howled louder and Garnow wondered if he had said 

something, to offend the gods.  He trudged forward, one small step at a time, 

while wrapping a piece of cloth around his face. 
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Soon, they could see only a few pacs, in front of them.  Jaron covered 

himself and the unconscious man's face.  The temperature had dropped, well 

below freezing and was getting worse, by the minute. 

No one talked, they only pushed upwards.  The three, with survival-suits, 

turned them up, with the light, as high as possible.  The snow was getting 

heavier and replacing the sleet.  Jaron's face felt like ice, and his mouth was 

beginning to freeze, shut.  Still, they pressed on with the wind pushing them. 

After an hour of fighting cold and snow, they reached the saddle.  There 

was no sign of the explosions, by the rockets. 

Jaron screamed, “Down here, not far!” 

They had only dropped a dozen pacs below the ridge, and the wind died. 

“Dig in!” called Jaron as he threw a nylop spade to Yambol.  Quickly, he 

went around to Penomb, who had fallen into the snow. 

Jaron wanted to scream.  He got glimpses of similar scenes, from his 

memory.  This snow and cold killed.  He realized that there was no hot-wet-land 

on this planet, and he knew the similar snow memories, were not from here.  He 

rubbed Penomb’s face.  She had almost frozen and wasn’t responding.  “Have 

you dug that, yet?” he screamed, looking around. 

Jaron could barely see the other two, as they dug into the snow and he 

yelled.  “Dig harder!”  They really were digging for their lives.  “Dig harder!” he 

yelled again.  He didn’t know where he got the idea from, but he knew that the 

only safe place, away from the wind and snow was within the snow itself. 

He hauled Penomb over to the trench, which the pair had dug.  “Enough!” 

he yelled, over the howling snow and ice above. 

Jaron unstrapped the unconscious man and lowered him, into the trench.  

Then, he lowered Penomb.  He grabbed the survival kits and tugged out three 

insulated covers.  He threw them to Garnow and then, hauled the litter over the 

trench to form a roof. 

Within moments, he had the ceiling and walls of their trench, lined with the 

silver insulated covers, from the survival kit. 

They were now all enclosed, inside their small burrowed hole, in the snow.  

The wind howled, but was getting less as the snow built up and over, above 
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them.  Jaron next undid his kit and discharged a blast cartridge through a 

heater, instantly warming the hollow.  There was just enough room to move. 

In ten minutes, they had revived Penomb and she momentarily seemed 

fine, no hyperthermia.  The other man was still unconscious. 

Ω 

Amy crossed the stream and caught up to Castano.  He was standing, 

looking out, over a field.  She was about to say something, when he motioned 

her to be quiet and pointed. 

There, in the distance was a small craft, hovering off the ground.  Behind it 

was a series of burnt huts; smoke billowing into the sky.  The craft rose and 

then shot off; further inland. 

Castano crept out, from under cover of the trees and beckoned Amy, to 

remain behind.  Slowly, he crawled through the long grass, towards the burning 

huts.  He reached a clearing, gun drawn; he pushed the grass aside and saw 

open ground.  On the ground, there were three bodies. 

Slowly, he turned to find Amy, just behind him. 

“I thought I told you to stay back there - until it was clear?” he whispered. 

She simply shrugged and said quietly, “Were they Palboans?” 

“Yes,” he said.  “In a Rangercraft.  It looks as though they murdered these 

locals.” 

Amy looked around and then scampered over, to a nearby hut.  She called 

back to Castano, “There are more bodies; in here.” 

Death was no stranger to Amy.  Flashes of Rambus, in her early days, 

began to pass through her mind.  She could feel the anger and the strong desire 

to hate and kill the enemy, once again.  She fought the emotions and calmed 

herself.  She was older, and wiser now. 

Castano stepped in and looked at the dead.  Two women and a dead child.  

The women had been tortured, and the child had one of her legs severed. 

Castano swallowed.  He was still a soldier, but when it came to maiming 

and torturing non-combatants, his stomach turned. 
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Amy walked inside and picked up some cloth, which was on the ground.  

She held it up for Castano to see.  “The picture, here, it’s of Jaron!  There is no 

mistake,” she said. 

Castano nodded.  “The Palboans tortured these people, to locate Lorde 

Jaron,” he said. 

Amy placed the cloth inside her vest, stepped outside.  She checked the 

other seven huts.  There was a total of twenty-three dead, and mostly tortured. 

Castano met her, on the outer perimeter.  He gazed in the direction of 

where the Rangercraft was headed.  “That is where we go; next.” 

Having ensured that there were none living, that they could help, the pair 

set off, inland. 

Ω 

It was two days later, when Jaron pushed back the covers of his snow hole.  

The wind had not let up and the snow had been piled, two pacs deep.  He 

crawled through a ventilation tunnel, which they had dug.  He looked out and 

knew they still wouldn’t make the journey to the village below, while the wind 

kept howling. 

He was being called, by Yambol.  Jaron crawled backwards, down his small 

round tunnel of white ice.  He shuffled around, to face Yambol. 

“Look, Bailock!  His eyes are opening!” 

Jaron watched as their man from the crash, began to flutter his eye lids.  

Gradually, they opened wide. 

Garnow turned up the light, which was attached to the blaster cartridge. 

The man looked above himself, and then to the side.  He saw Penomb in 

furs, and restrained a sigh.  Savages had caught him and they were most likely, 

about to kill him, maybe eat him, as they probably did, to his Lorde Jaron. 

Slowly, he turned his attention to Yambol and then Garnow.  The wildness 

in their eyes, scared him.  Finally he looked at Jaron.  He stared again.  He 

blinked and then looked at the others, and then at Jaron.  He half smiled.  

Perhaps he was dead, and these people were also dead. 
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He tried to speak, but found that his voice was stuck.  Penomb offered him 

a spoonful of heated food, which she put into his mouth.  A mouthful seemed a 

lot.  He swallowed some water, as well and fell asleep. 

An hour later, he woke again.  He looked and the same faces were there.  

This time he could speak and he croaked out the question, “Are you Lorde 

Jaron?” 

Jaron shrugged, but was pleased to be able to understand him.  The name 

seemed to have some familiarity.  “I’m known here, as Bailock and these, are 

my friends.  We found you in the mountain by the burnt house, which you came 

here in,” he said. 

The man nodded and then asked Penomb, “Ma’am, are you from here?” 

She looked at the man, and then at Jaron and asked, “Bailock, he speaks, 

as you do.  What did he say?” 

Jaron just realized that the man had spoken his own language, but with a 

slightly rounder pitched variation.  Jaron's heart began to beat in anticipation.  

“He asked, if you were from this world.” 

“Oh, tell him that I am, and ask him where he comes from.” 

Before Jaron could relay, the question their man had fallen asleep again. 

He slept for some time, seemingly contented.  Jaron felt his own hopes rise 

and crawled out, above their refuge. 

The wind had died and it was snowing consistently, but without the driving 

force, of the previous days.  The air seemed full of freshness now, and it seemed 

the time to attempt a descent, to the village below.  Then, in a proper shelter, 

seek answers, which he felt only this man could know. 

Ω 

The commander of the Rangercraft expedition looked over his controls, at 

his second in charge.  “It’s difficult to see what is going on, in that blizzard.  

However, if the last reports of the village are correct, then our man must be 

somewhere, in the center of the mountain range, by know.” 

“Why then can’t we find him?” 

“I don’t know.  Perhaps he has taken refuge, in a cave.” 
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“Perhaps those natives lied!” 

The commander shook his head.  “I think not.  They had no reason to lie 

any more.  They saw what happened to the others of their village, as they tried 

to protect the whereabouts of Jaron.” 

The other man nodded.  “Then, perhaps he is further inland.” 

That was a possibility, which they never found out, as their craft exploded.  

A laser from above the planet, hit it.  There were now reinforcements, amongst 

the new warring factions. 

The Palboans had lost their one brief moment, as victors.  The battle was 

on again, to see who would control the destiny of the planet, its residents and, 

perhaps even eventually, the Temple and the Galaxy. 

Ω 

Amy and Castano walked into another village, but this one was full of life.  

There were people, friendly and eager, to help them. 

Amy was relieved to see the village so vibrant.  “It appears the Palboans 

haven’t been everywhere,” she said. 

“Yes, or that we are on the wrong path.” 

The elders from the village came out to greet them, while children skipped 

around the pair. 

The front elder seemed to be beckoning the pair forward, further into the 

village. 

Castano whispered, quietly, “This may be a trap, be careful.  I don’t trust 

this friendliness.  It seems false.” 

The facts were that the village was one that Garnow often had traded with, 

and they knew all about the god man, Bailock, and the prosperity that 

Greetonne had received, after the god decided to stay with them, and this was 

after Garnow, the god's custodian, had shown the god great friendship. 

The leader of the elders, said to the pair, “Please, come and sit down.  You 

have arrived, in time for eating.” 

He beckoned the pair over to a table, out in the open, which had food 

already laid upon it. 
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Amy shrugged, and walked to the table and sat. 

Castano was more suspicious.  They had only been here a few minutes and 

already they were honored guests. 

The elder said to Castano, “Did you bring your home with you?” 

Castano looked at the old man and said slowly, hoping if he spoke slowly 

enough, the old man could understand him, “I’m sorry, but I don’t speak your 

language.” 

This delighted the old man, who laughed.  The gods spoke a god language.  

This was excellent. 

The elder motioned to the others, to take their places around the table. 

When they were seated, Amy pulled out the cloth with Jaron's face and 

showed them it.  “Have you seen him?” 

The old men smiled again and said, “So you know Bailock?  Yes, Bailock.”  

They all agreed. 

Amy looked at Castano and said, “Bailock?” not really understanding. 

“Bailock, Bailock!” they chanted pointing to the picture on the cloth. 

“Bailock,” Amy muttered, as she stuffed the cloth away. 

Soon, a boy came up to them, with a large bowl of warm water, which was 

a murky brown color.  He offered it to Amy, who said, “Thank you, but I must 

pass on this.” 

The boy then offered it to Castano, who took it in both hands, leaned over 

to Amy and said, “We will have to humor them, if we are to get any information.  

I don’t think it will be poison, but should I drop dead, kill every one of them.”  

With that, he took several large gulps of the water, and handed the bowl back, 

to the boy. 

“Rather well seasoned, I think,” Castano said smiling, wiping his lips. 

The elders looked at each other.  The leader’s eyes almost popped out, as 

he watched Castano take the greatest swigs, which he had ever seen.  He 

watched, as the god gave the bowl back to the boy, seeming very satisfied with 

himself. 

As the boy came over to the elder, the elder bent down and placed his feet 

in the bowl, to bath them.  “I think our gods aren’t very bright, and I’m not 
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certain that these gods are the kind, who will bring us great prosperity, if they 

like to drink out of foot-bowls.” 

Amy watched, as the man bathed his feet.  Obviously it was a tradition 

borne of hunting days and the need to relax the feet, at mealtime.  She saw that 

Castano had his attention elsewhere and never noticed. 

Several hours later, the pair was on their way again, with the villagers 

willingly giving directions, on how to find Bailock.  The villagers figured that only 

Bailock could help gods, who thought that foot-water was good to drink. 

Ω 

The commander of the crashed interceptor awoke again.  He had been waking 

every few hours, and it seemed that he had just thrown off a slight fever.  He 

looked at the sky and then at those, carrying his litter. 

He looked at Jaron and said, “I know you’re Lorde Jaron.  My name is Sub 

Commander Polton Beel.” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 13 

 

OFF  THE  MOUNTAINS 

 

Polton Beel had only just gained his balance standing, the day before. Now his 

body had mostly healed.  His wounds hadn’t been life threatening.  All he had 

left were three bruised ribs, a sprained ankle and a torn ligament, of the right 

shoulder.  Not bad, he thought, for someone who had just been shot down, from 

seventy-five thousand pacs up. 

Penomb knocked on the door and entered.  Polton was hobbling in the 

corner, trying to get his suit on.  To Penomb he looked as though he was trying 

to do a god dance.  She watched him, until in exasperation he fell on the bed, 

with his suit partly wrapped around his foot, and partly strewn over the matting. 

She quickly placed the food down and left, as he yelled at the suit, which 

was giving him so many problems. 

To Penomb, this god was very strange. 

Jaron passed Penomb, knocked on his door and entered.  There, he found 

Polton finally managing to fasten the last of his suit.  Jaron looked over, at the 

boots on the floor.  “So; you’re determined to walk, today?” 

“Aye,” said Polton.  “There is nay time to be hangin' around on this planet, 

now that we 'ave found you.” 

Jaron stepped up to the window.  How many months ago had it been, since 

he had found himself, adrift in space?  He turned and said, “You came all this 

way, to find me?” 

The red headed man nodded, as he struggled with his right boot. 

“You say that I’m the leader, of what you call the Temple?” 
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The man looked up, “The Palboan part of the Temple.  Ya' Master Templar, 

ya' father'n-law, is the actual head, but he has lost control of the Temple.  The 

strength lay'n you, or at least ya' past achievements.” 

Jaron stared out the window.  The snow was easing.  “Then why is it, that 

you wanted me?” 

The man hobbled towards the window, “Ya' saw the burn'n hulks up there 

at night, did ya' not?” 

Jaron nodded. 

“They’re part of at least four factions which're fightin’ to control the 

Temple.  Whoever gets hold of ya, then has a bargainin' lever ,over the others. 

“Here, help me with this last boot.” 

Jaron stooped and zipped up its side.  “I don’t see why I’m needed.” 

Polton stood; and tested his weight; and then moved over and grabbed his 

jacket.  “Well, the reason why ya' so important to us, is because we know that 

ya come from the spirit of Goren Torren, the founder of the works of the Temple.  

With ya' by our side, we stand a good chance of surviving.” 

“Surviving?” asked Jaron. 

“Yes, surviving.  Our beliefs in the works of Torren differ to those, of the 

Temple Fundamentels.  It’s their wish that we and any other differing doctrines 

of Torren's works, are stamped out as, blasphemy.” 

“You mean that the Temple denies you the right, to believe in what you 

wish, and they would do what they could, to force you to cease in that belief?” 

asked Jaron. 

Polton stood at the doorway; he was a tall man, at least a head taller, than 

Jaron.  His flaming red hair made him seem even bigger. “Yes,” he said, “you 

have it, and until just noo I would've thought that ya' were part of that very 

effort; to squash our beliefs.” 

Jaron shrugged and said meekly, “I may have been in the past, but now I 

can only think that it seems very wrong to stop you.” 

“That is why we want yoo.  Here, help me wi' this.”  Polton was pointing to 

a stick, which the villagers had made for him, to help him walk. 
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Jaron passed it to him and asked, “So, if you’re different, then what 

specifically, is the difference?” 

Polton stopped and looked this older man, Jaron, up and down.  “I come 

from a planet, called Sandrist.  The settlers there, as those in nearby systems, 

like the one ma’ Commander Morander‘s from, descended from the most recent 

to leave Sequetus 3.  M' own ancestors come from the northern section of an 

island, that is off the coast of a place known on Sequetus as Yoo Rup. 

“M' forebears had brought with them documents, which show who Goren 

Torren really was.  We have the material which shows he wasn’t a god, as made 

out by the Templar movement, but rather a person, with a mission.”  Jaron 

found himself nodding and Polton continued, “We don’t wish to inhibit the 

Templars, but we believe that it’s our purpose to continue that mission; of Goren 

Torren's.” 

Jaron asked, “How do you intend to do that?” 

Polton merely laughed.  “If we ever get off this planet and back home, then 

I’ll show ya', the Templar willing, that is.” 

“You don’t think that the Temple would be of assistance?” 

Polton stared at this man and shook his head, “Do you know who founded 

the Temple?” 

Jaron shrugged.  “Goren Torren?” 

Polton smiled.  “No, but your answer is what most in the Galaxy would say.  

Really, Torren was the man whose ideas the Temple was formed on.  The actual 

founder, was a person named Anderson – John Anderson, from a place on 

Sequetus 3, called America.  He founded the very early formative stages of the 

Temple, around the exploits of Goren Torren.” 

Just then, a villager, who had stumbled in through the door, interrupted 

them.  He was shorter than Jaron and bowed. 

The villager, covered head to toe in furs of all shapes and sizes, said, “As 

requested, Bailock, I have news, from down in the valley.  There has been much 

killing, down there.  We hear that there are also two more gods, there, but they 

are not involved in the killing, so far.  We don’t know which villages have 
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suffered, only, from what we are told, several have been totally destroyed.  The 

killers were also reported, to be gods.” 

The little man bowed and backed out, through the door. 

Jaron looked at Polton and then sighed.  “It seems that should I stay here, 

death will come to those that I have learned to like.  If what you say is true, 

then this planet will be safer, if I’m well away, from here.” 

Polton smiled, as he opened the door to the outside and looked back, 

“Then, we had better get goon’ an’ out from ha'.” 

Ω 

Amy and Castano had managed to find their way up through the hills, 

towards the mountains.  They had found a small sandy area, above a dried river 

bed to rest the night. 

Amy had taken to fishing, and was surprisingly adept at it.  Tonight, she 

caught three fish and Castano had been relegated to the position of cook and 

utensil cleaner.  As Amy said, if he could find the food, then she would trade 

places, but as he was too clumsy and had no stomach for the killing of the fish, 

then she had better keep catching, and he remain cleaning and cooking. 

They had just finished eating.  Castano had cleaned the utensils and packed 

them away.  Amy stared up at the sky and looked towards the stars.  She lay 

back, contentedly, with her head on the inflated pillow, from the survival kit, 

with the silver covered blanket drawn over her body. 

The blanket served to keep her warm, but it also kept the infrared rays of 

her body, from being detected by overhead hostile forces. 

She heard Castano lie down, a pac away.  She said, as she looked up, 

“Does this all seem worthwhile to you?” 

Castano looked over, in the darkness.  “What do you mean, worthwhile?” 

“Oh, nothing.  Forget what I said.”  She rolled over, facing away from 

Castano and listened to the wind in the trees, in the darkness. 

Castano lay there.  He knew what she meant.  He could see a moving 

blazing light, overhead going towards the horizon.  Possibly, it was a ship, 

headed for the sea.  He wondered what it was like, to be aboard a ship, which 
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had just been torched, knowing you were about to die.  Then, he thought maybe 

he already knew. 

There, down by the horizon, he saw two more flared bright lights.  He knew 

what they were, interceptors that had exploded, just outside of the atmosphere.  

When they entered the outer layers of air, they would flare up and begin to 

burn.  Firstly, there was the yellow explosion in space, caused by their enemy’s 

destruction, and then there was the bright crimson light, as they burnt up 

heading for the surface of the planet. 

Castano spoke, as though to no one, in particular.  “I do sometimes doubt 

that all the killing, is equal to the cause for battle.” 

Amy had not heard, as she had already fallen asleep and was dreaming of 

battles fought, a long time ago.  In her dreams, the writhing worms under her 

skin often won.  Sometimes in her dreams, Anki was still alive. 

Over the past few nights, Castano had listened to Amy's tormented sleep 

and wondered what terrors lay hidden in her mind, to have her cry out so much.  

Castano would hear her sob and mumble something to this person in her 

dreams, named Anki.  He tried to imagine what horrors had faced the only sane 

survivor, of the insects of Rambus.  He also wondered what drove this woman, 

to overcome those fears, and rise way above her enemies. 

Castano fell asleep, after realizing that he had a deep admiration for this 

woman, who was whimpering beside him.  If he achieved a portion of her life’s 

goodness, he knew that he would be considered above almost all other men.  

Now he knew what had disturbed him about her; it was her greatness.  He was 

small beside her, and he was in the presence of true greatness. 

Ω 

The next morning Amy woke with Castano holding a fish over the fire.  It 

smelled good to her. 

She sat up surprised and smiling.  “Captain, you found you could catch fish, 

without worrying that it was watching you?” 
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Castano looked over at her.  “Good morning.  No.  I just try to face the 

other way.  The fish still looks at me, accusingly.  Here, the first piece is ready; 

for you.” 

Amy graciously accepted the fish and looked at this man.  There seemed to 

be something about him, which had changed.  She smiled, and tasted the fish. 

She was delighted.  “You caught the red ones:  excellent.” 

“Thank you,” he said, as he placed another fillet over the glowing hot coals. 

As Amy ate, she realized that she knew very little about Castano.  “Are you 

a short or long-lifer?” she asked. 

Castano looked up as he took the cooked fish from the fire and smothered 

the coals.  “Short-lifer, and you?” 

“Short-lifer too, I’m afraid.” 

“Nothing to be afraid of.  It’s the short-lifers, who control most of the 

Galaxy, now.” 

“Yes,” she said, “However, it would be good not to age, so fast.  I have a 

cousin who married a long-lifer, and he stayed forever young, while she aged.  

She had two children, who now look the same age, as the father.  From what I 

have heard, I don’t think that they’ll stay together, much longer.” 

“How old are you, Amy?” 

“Fifty-three.” 

“Ashamed of it?” 

“Hardly!  I have accomplished a lot this life, a lot more than most long-

lifers can, in their three hundred and fifty years.” 

“Precisely!  I’m twelve years your junior, yet, I can tell you that the only 

reason us short-lifers have become so dominant in this Galaxy, is because as life 

is so short, to accomplish anything, it has to be done now, fast.  Thus, we are a 

dominant race.” 

“I know all that,” she said. 

He smiled and took her utensils.  “You would like to have more time, so 

that you could do all the other things in life, which you missed out on.  Right?” 

Amy looked at him.  “Exactly,” she said. 
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Castano smiled.  “Well, if we don’t get off this planet soon, with Lorde 

Jaron, our lives will be much shorter and it won’t matter, who our ancestors 

were.” 

She nodded and finished packing her gear.  They were headed for the 

village, where Bailock used to live. 

Ω 

It was after midday, when Jaron pointed to the river, which the villagers 

had said, would contain the boats that they needed.  They had left the snow two 

hours ago, and with Polton Beel's bad foot, it meant that riding the river down to 

Greetonne, was an excellent idea.  The journey would take only a day and a half, 

which was only a third of the time, it would take them on foot. 

Jaron had felt good, after meeting Polton.  The story about the Temple was 

foreign to him, but it did clear up some of the unknown.  Jaron also felt more 

astute and aware of events around him, after listening to Polton.  Added to that, 

Jaron felt as though, today, he was… bigger and more complete. 

Polton had asked Jaron, if he would willingly accompany him back to his 

own planet, or would Polton have to use force.  Jaron had only laughed.  Remain 

here, wherever he was and not have a past, or go with this strange tall man with 

the flaming hair, who somehow made him feel strong.  Jaron had said that there 

was little choice.  He would gladly join him.  However, Polton had warned him of 

the chance, that Jaron might change his ideas, once his memory returned.  

Jaron had shrugged.  It was possible, but he doubted it. 

Jaron asked how Polton intended to get them off the planet, when all the 

other groups were out there.  Polton had said that Jaron's bloat had a 

transmitter, which they would turn on, to broadcast on the general band, to 

whoever was listening. He hoped that Polton's people were there, ready and 

waiting, to pick them up. 

Penomb was walking, with Garnow on one side and Yalbon on the other.  

They were following the two gods, as they talked in their god tongue. 

Penomb listened, as Garnow translated, what they were saying, “Bailock 

says that the one called Polton should consider getting his own home, while 
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Polton says that it would be good to see if there was another village, that had a 

home like Bailock’s.” 

Yambol looked at Garnow and said, “I don’t believe that they are gods 

anymore, but that they are men, from the stars.” 

“Don’t be silly,” said Garnow.  “If they are from the stars, then how is it 

they are here, and what is a man that is from the stars, if he isn’t a god?” 

“How then, is it that the one called Polton almost died, and the other with 

him, did die?” asked Yambol. 

Garnow just waved his hands in the air and said to the sky, “Please, oh 

gods, please deliver us from the thinking youths of today, before they have us 

forsaking all that we have learned.” 

As Penomb listened, she realized that neither of the pair made much sense, 

but then that is why she liked Garnow and the boy. 

Finally, they found the river's edge.  Yambol dived into the water, to fetch 

the canoes that had been moored under the trees, away from stray animals. 

Moments later, they were seated. 

Jaron was in the front canoe with Polton, while the other three were in the 

rear canoe. 

Jaron was about to signal to push off, when he heard a slight noise, in the 

sky.  They were under a tree canopy, so couldn’t see the source of the noise, but 

they could hear it. 

The noise increased and then, from behind the trees, two interceptors 

roared overhead.  Instantly they were followed by the thunderous noise of six 

more interceptors of different markings.  Three let go rockets.  A second later, 

the front two craft exploded just over the horizon, in two tall towers of flame. 

Within another second, the six had pulled upwards and were now, six dots 

in the sky.  A few seconds more and they had vanished. 

Polton leaned forward, to Jaron and said quietly, “Palboans are destroying 

the fanatics.  We can go now.” 

With that, they pushed out, into the center of the current, and began their 

journey, down-stream. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 14 

 

PALBOANS 

 

Tubin stood.  Omm was there.  They looked at each other, once the general had 

read out the news.  It had been confirmed that Jaron and his entourage had 

perished in space during an explosion aboard a Corduke interceptor. 

The general had been asked to leave them.  Once alone, Omm broke into a 

slight smile.  He looked out of the Palbo Temple Palace window, to the swarming 

masses below.  "I think it would be good, if I moved in here.  What do you 

think?" he asked. 

Tubin looked at the man, which he now despised so much, but felt so 

helpless against.  Tubin began to stutter. 

Omm said, "Well?" 

Tubin found that he had difficulty in breathing.  His windpipe seemed to be 

blocked, as though an unseen hand was clasping it, tighter and tighter. 

"I’m waiting!”  Omm’s face showed hate and impatience. 

Tubin spluttered, "I...I...agree." 

Omm relaxed and smiled.  "Good.  Now that is clear, I will move in today.  

The Imperial Temple Guard will assist me.”  He turned from the window. 

"As to Lorde Jaron, I suggest that you declare a day of national mourning 

and leak out the information about the Corduke involvement, in his death.  It 

would be advantageous to have it known that Lorde Jaron was kidnapped by 

Cordukes.  Regarding the Palboan Temple attempt to rescue him, mention that 

Jaron was killed by them, so as to hide the Corduke involvement in the crime.  

Add to that, the fact that the Cordukes also killed every man, woman and child 

on Tors." 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  118 | 514 

 

Omm stopped and thought for a moment, before he continued.  "I would 

then follow this up, with a call for a full Temple Tribunal of Affairs, on the Tors 

massacre and Jaron's death.  I believe that we can safely say that the outcome 

will be to our liking.  With luck, we could impeach the Master Templar and bring 

an end to the Corduke network.  Do you understand?" 

Tubin looked on blankly.  He really didn’t understand. 

Omm shook his head.  He knew he had Tubin under his precise control.  He 

cleared his throat and spoke clearly.  "I will put it another way, with the 

Cordukes out of action and their exploits made public, and with the people 

against them, we will be able to pass laws that will deny the Cordukes a right to 

exist.  That is, planetary governments can outlaw them.  Then with the Cordukes 

out of the way, we Talkron, and you, should have a greater influence over the 

Master Templar.  His reputation will be destroyed, and you should be in the 

perfect position, to take over his role.  We can then, advance on the Aaron." 

Tubin shook his head and said, "But the Cordukes didn’t kill my father; we 

did." 

Omm looked up to the ceiling above as though he was searching for an 

answer.  He lowered his gaze and stared at Tubin.  Could he have really been 

made this stupid?  Had the Talkron gone too far; in Tubin’s programming? 

Ω 

The Master Templar was in his courtyard attending to his flowers.  Like the 

royal forbears, who used to occupy the Royal Palace a millennia ago he found 

that the Royal Courtyard was tranquil, and assisted him in gathering his 

thoughts, in times of worry. 
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He had just received the news, that his son-in-law, Lorde Jaron, was dead.  

It distressed him, as Jaron had been an example to everyone in the Temple 

Empire that anyone could rise to the highest posts, within the galaxy, if their 

heart and actions were good.  Jaron, who had come from Earth, had risen to 

arguably, the most powerful secular Templar post in the galaxy, and all in a 

space, of three decades. 

The Master Templar trimmed a rose.  This plant, he was told, came from 

Sequetus 3, and was most admired for its scent and visual aesthetic qualities.  

He understood why, for he thought that the rose was much like the Temple.  It 

was a thing of beauty; that the beholder could enjoy in many ways.  However, if 

handled incorrectly it would draw blood.  He smelled the fragrance.  It brought 

him pleasure. 

As he watched the insects attend to his garden, he could see that they were 

in harmony with their own needs, and those of the plants and trees.  The insects 

used the plants for food and shelter, and in return, they ensured that the plants 

were free of predator insects; they also performed a vital service to the plants, 

by cross pollinating them.  It was really the good insects that ensured that the 

garden was there to be enjoyed.  The analogy between the insects and the 

Temple, and life in general amused him. 

The Master Templar stood, stretched his back and walked under shade of 

the old colonnade.  He looked up and saw that the blue sky was still unbroken by 
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clouds.  He sighed.  He remembered only last week the countryside had looked 

so parched.  This was unusual for Jilta, which abounded with its lakes, rivers and 

small seas. 

He sat down and pushed his robe to the side and sipped on his gavii juice.  

The gavii fruit was grown in his private orchard and brought to him each 

morning.  It was clean tasting nectar, which he felt he couldn’t go without. 

He looked up as two Boguard entered the courtyard.  He wondered how 

much this group had changed over the millennia.  They still assisted whoever 

was in power in the Royal Palace, and for the past hundreds of years it had been 

a palace of Templars.  The Master Templar wondered if it would be that way 

always.  He was not so bold as to assume that the Temple would be in control of 

everything on Jilta forever.  Forever was too long a time.  Still, in his time, 

things weren’t going to decline.  In fact, it was true to say that the Temple 

Expansion Program had trebled, under his guidance.  This was more than under 

any other, save the founder of the Temple Proper, the Great Sharman. 

He mused at the way the Boguard had changed their style of dress; over 

the millennia.  Once, they wore black shocksuits, adapting to the military style 

clothing of the day.  Now, they worked in charcoal Temple Robes. 

The Boguard made a short bow. 

The Master Templar didn’t totally understand the Boguard.  He knew that 

they were aloof to the Temple, but that didn’t bother him.  He understood that 

they saw it as their duty, to protect the occupants of the Royal Palace.  The 

Master Templar respected them for their actions.  After all, they were recently 

instrumental in saving the Temple, and they did save him from the Palboan 

military dictator, Brandon Mirac three decades ago. 

Yes, before the Palboan Invasion, he had little knowledge for the Boguard.  

Once they had pulled him from the palace dungeons, along with others, helping 

to restore the Temple over Jilta, he had not a single doubt, about their purpose 

or motives. 

He understood that they had been provided with a Palace Trust, which had 

been endowed to them by the last Royal, Lorde Hymondy III.  He also 

understood that it was their purpose to care for the grand old palace, and as 
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long as they considered the palace occupants of good heart they would do all to 

protect them; as well. 

The Master Templar had researched the old records and found that the 

Boguard had occupied the palace from as far back, as the rule of the 

Confederated Council of Planets, long before the Federation and the Royals. 

The Master Templar nodded to the pair; before him.  They stood casually at 

ease.  The taller was named Barnell, the other Martone.  Barnell was the 

Boguard, who reported on a regular basis to the Master Templar.  He was in 

charge of the other palace Boguard. 

There were about sixty-five known Boguard on the planet.  He didn’t follow 

the extent of their activities exactly, but he knew that the Boguard had their 

secrets, and he was not about to try to expose them.  He owed them too much. 

"My Lorde Master Templar," said Barnell as he looked down at the terra-

cotta paving.  "We have further news.”  Barnell waited until he had the full 

attention, of the Master Templar. He was receiving an update of their 

intelligence report, which they gave him. He never asked where they got the 

data, but rather then confirmed the report on independent lines. The Boguard 

reports were never found to be wrong. 

The Master Templar looked up.  Barnell continued.  “We believe that Lorde 

Jaron's death is being blamed on the Cordello network, with the person 

ultimately responsible being yourself.  We believe that your Palboan grandson, 

Tubin, is about to call for a Templar Tribunal of Affairs.  We further believe that 

he is aiming to eventually control the Temple leadership.  He intends to do this 

by forcing the Cordellos to meet and revoke the fifty-year mandate they granted 

you three decades ago to expand the Temple boundaries unhindered.  We also 

believe that he’ll eventually seek to have himself accepted as a Cordello, and 

then be elected as Temple Master." 

The Master Templar sat there, not believing what he was hearing.  He 

thought for a moment and said, "Tubin is a blood relative.  He has been brought 

up to respect the Temple, and its office.  He would never lie, especially of such 

magnitude." 
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Barnell looked at the man.  "My Lorde, Master Templar.  Tubin isn’t alone.  

He is being manipulated by the same people that plotted to kill Lorde Jaron, 

when he resided at Palbo.” 

The Master Templar straightened up in his seat. 

Barnell continued.  "Lorde Jaron was being drugged by the same persons, 

who have been drugging your grandson, Tubin.  We now have strong evidence 

that the same group killed Anki, your daughter, and are the same who killed 

your first-born grandchild.  It is they, who are pushing for the Templar Tribunal 

of Affairs." 

The Master Templar thought for a moment.  Finally, he spoke.  "Drugging, 

is the art of psychronics.  It has been banned from practice, for the past thirty 

years, on most planets." 

Barnell looked at Martone and back at the Master Templar.  "My Lorde, 

psychronics has been in this galaxy for a long time.  The use of drugs under its 

many guises has existed, to control the minds of populations, for almost as long 

as humankind; itself.  There have been societies, where drugs have been in such 

common usage, that entire societies have gone into raging fits of crazed crime 

and violence.  The strange thing, is that every member of those civilizations was 

drugged, without ever noticing the changes.  Those that did see the changes, 

were convinced that the change was due to something else, bad security, bad 

education or bad parenting.  However, it was drugs and psychronics." 

The Master Templar rose and paced over to the garden bed and back.  

"What types of drugs could affect my grandson, to behave this way?" 

Barnell looked at the plants in the garden.  "Most of these, if digested, 

would cause you lose part of your memory, and a lot of your reasoning.  These 

plants are the basis of many psychotropic toxins, one of the building blocks of 

psychronics." 

Martone added, "The effects of the toxic drugs are difficult to observe, but 

when they’re mixed with the effects of hypnosis, the results are multiplied many 

times.  With correctly administered doses of drugs, and the correct sessions of 

hypnosis, a controller can totally control his subject.” 
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The Master Templar shook his head.  “Didn’t we place in Palbo government 

departments to ensure that psychrons didn’t return?  And if they did, how could 

they have been this effective in the Temple?” 

Martone looked directly at the Master Templar.  "In Palbo the most 

probable scenario was that the hypnosis of Tubin started, shortly after birth, so 

that no one related to him would observe the changes.  After that, we believe 

that they began to drug his father.  Lorde Jaron would then, not observe 

changes to his son, as both were growing older, and because he was being 

drugged into a world of forgetfulness. 

"We suspect that Tubin has been hypnotized to think and react in a certain 

manner, in the company of certain people; namely his controllers.  His desire to 

take the leadership of the Temple would be one such example.  It would seem 

perfectly natural to him, as the necessary emotions would be instilled into him at 

an early age, probably from the age of ten.” 

“As for the rest of Palbo, we are certain that Tubin’s controllers have 

selected certain controlled persons, to sit on the panel of the Templar Tribunal of 

Affairs.  We believe that should you permit this unjust action to run its course, 

you will lose, and the Temple itself will slowly fall, into the hands of psychrons." 

The Master Templar looked up, to the sky.  He detected a series of small 

clouds.  Perhaps it might rain, this afternoon.  "How then, do I bring about a 

correction of this situation?" he asked. 

Barnell looked at Martone and then at the Master Templar and said with a 

suppressed smile, "My Lorde has the Corduke network, at his disposal.  It is the 

only group that you can rely upon, to represent your needs.  From our Boguard 

sources, it would appear that they’re the only part of the Temple, not penetrated 

by psychronics." 

"From your sources?" asked the Master Templar, raising an eyebrow. 

Barnell smiled and nodded.  "Yes, my Lorde." 

The Master Templar thought for a moment and then nodded.  "So; they 

intend to remove the Corduke network.  It is the only defense against them, 

which makes sense.  Make it non-operational.  Then, through my grandson, 

Tubin, they intend to take over control, of the Temple.  What then?" 
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Barnell looked directly at the Master Templar and said dryly, "At this stage, 

my Lorde, we have no confirmation of their following move, but we anticipate 

that it would involve the control of the populations of the Temple, for a purpose 

that we don’t understand…yet." 

The Master Templar stood there and thought.  He was a tough person.  

There had been many, who had tried to have him removed; before.  There had 

been seventeen assassination attempts on him, in the past thirty years.  He was 

a survivor, and as the psychrons had failed before, they would continue to fail, 

again. 

He turned away from the pair and asked, "What of Akeala?" 

"She is safe, on Rambus, my Lorde," said Barnell.  “You were correct in 

suggesting it, years ago.” 

"Good.  I will have the Cordukes move her further to a safer place.”  He 

turned and asked, "I don’t suppose you know of one?" 

Barnell smiled, "I do my Lorde.  Shall I arrange it?  I can." 

The man smiled.  "Yes, and don’t inform me of where...just in case.  Our 

enemies are getting too close to us now." 

"We understand." 

The Master Templar left them and walked from the courtyard. 

Ω 

Akeala stood there in front of the base-leader, in his office, two stories 

underground.  It had been a month since her return from Tors. 

The base-leader glanced at her, and noted how she had grown. 

She looked back at him, and said sternly, "Base-Leader Caraday, it is my 

duty to look for my father and the friend of my father, Amy.  For one, I don’t 

believe that my father is dead, and nor do I believe that Amy is dead, nor that 

silly Captain from Jilta." 

Caraday was genuinely fond of the girl, but he didn’t like the idea of a 

thirteen year old telling him what to do, no matter who she was.  He leaned over 

his desk and said, "No Akeala.  You’re not going back to Tors.  For one, I cannot 
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spare the manpower, or the ships.  Secondly, the search party that went down 

on that planet is dead.  There are no survivors, on Tors." 

"You mean, like this planet?" she responded, curtly. 

Caraday sat back, and looked over, at the girl.  Someday, she may become 

his boss, but that was a long time off - yet.  "I have given my answer; Akeala.  I 

have work to do." 

She was upset and turned away. 

Caraday called out, as an afterthought, "Akeala, if I could help, I would, but 

there are things going on right now, that have my attention.  Also, you’re 

grounded, from going topside." 

She glared at him and said, "That isn’t necessary!" and stormed out. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 15 

 

CHELO  BADE 

 

Chelo Bade walked, out along the far colonnade.  She had just then received a 

doctorate for her thesis research: into the effects of faster-than-light-speed 

effects on micro organic plant life.  As she walked, she admired the grand old 

buildings of Academia Alson.  This had been her learning ground, for the past 

eleven years.  For the last two years, she had been working solely on her thesis, 

which was at first thought to be a waste of time by her peers.  Only in the latter 

months, was there sufficient data to prove correct her initial beliefs and put paid 

to her critics.  Her research proved conclusively, that that micro-organic life did 

undergo changes as it traveled in the state known as faster-than-light-speed 

travel. 

She breathed the clean Jiltanian air deeply, satisfied in knowing that there 

were many wishing that they could be in her shoes.  Her thesis opened the 

doors, for much further work and she had only this morning, received a job-

possibility from the Federation Warp Drive Bank itself, the greatest commercial 

enterprise, in the galaxy.  She had hoped that her discoveries would bring her 

some fame; previously she thought that she might wind up working for a small 

mining company somewhere in the Outer-Worlds.  She never expected an 

invitation, to work at the Federation Warp Drive Bank! 

She mused, to herself, as she walked through the tropical garden, of Alson.  

The Warp Drive Bank had stood at the initial expansion of Federation, seen the 

fall of the Royals, and witnessed the collapse of the Palboan Empire, along with 

the rise of the all-influencing Temple.  Each new turn in galactic events, only 

seemed to serve the Bank, which in turn consolidated itself, as the cornerstone 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  127 | 514 

 

of galactic commercialization.  Chelo never dreamed that they would be 

interested, in her. 

 

Chelo Bade 

Chelo's initial studies were brought on, by her belief that as an organism 

went into warp drives, it would act differently at the precise point, when the 

warp fields drew around it.  In fact, this is what Chelo discovered.  Her hope was 

that the fields might be able to be used, in developing hi-speed vegetable 

growth; for food.  She hoped that the worlds, which were barren and needed to 

develop food resources artificially, would be eager for a technology that could 

provide food in a shorter growing time.  Her experiments aboard transport ships 

proved her hypothesis correct. 

Chelo was excited and she ran through the events of the next two days, in 

her mind.  She fantasized about being offered a top position within the Bank.  If 

only her dreams could come true. 

It was that afternoon.  She was due to meet her boyfriend, Ardan Keote.  

They had been together, for over twenty-three years now, and her friends kept 

asking why they weren’t legally permanently bonded.  For Chelo, she was happy 

with life, as it was.  For Ardan, he seemed not to want the permanency, that 

bonding implied; so both were happy to fend off taunts by their well-meaning 

friends. 
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Ardan was a hard-working construction engineer.  He had graduated three 

years ahead of Chelo, also at Alson.  He of course was snapped up by the 

corporation Geodeck Att. El., one of the largest mining exploration groups on 

Jilta.  His employment was steady and reliable. 

Ardan worked hard, and was often away from Chelo, which was expected of 

him, in the early years after graduation.  They both knew that the most trying 

time of a relationship was after graduation, when they would be serving their 

respective employers. 

Chelo had caught the underground shuttle home early, before the peak-

rush crowds.  She rose on the escalator, to the surface and walked in between 

the little rows of houses, which were her neighbors. 

She smiled as she inhaled the scent from the garden, on her right.  That 

belonged to her neighbors, the Bancrets.  Their flowers glistened brightly in the 

sunshine.  It was a fine day, and the sun had just ducked behind a cloud.  She 

watched, as its shadow meandered over the dwelling tops and gardens.  She 

looked up to see her own home closely.  She turned up her garden path and 

hurriedly pushed in her security key. 

Ardan had installed a new security camera and Chelo smiled at the door.  It 

slid open and she entered. 

"Ardan?" she called, tossing her bag onto the sofa. 

She walked into the galley and reached into the second opening above the 

right-hand bench.  A glass automatically dropped down, into her hand, 

containing iced citrus.  She glanced at it, disapprovingly.  The ice had been 

crushed too small; again.  She sighed, and once again, re-set the controls on the 

wall. 

She then walked over to the sofa and unzipped the sides of her trouser-

nylops, while sipping on her drink.  That felt better she thought, as she lay down 

and closed her eyes.  She put her hand on her head. 

She looked up, realizing how tired she was and yawned. 

She glanced at the time, on the wall.  It was just before midday.  She 

yawned again and decided that it would be a good idea to read, so she sat up 

and reached for the wall monitor.  She turned the wall screen on and then sat 
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back and yawned again.  She really was tired, so she put the glass down and lay 

back and turned to the holographic-news.  There was something about the 

Temple and some form of atrocities in the old Palboan regions of their former 

empire. 

She yawned again and closed her eyes.  If she was that tired she reasoned 

then there was no point fighting it, she may as well have a quick nap. 

Ω 

Ardan walked in.  He called, "Chelo?" and turned towards the lounge. 

Chelo sat up, and blinked and shook her head.  She really had been tired, 

and still felt half asleep. 

She looked at Ardan and in a weary voice, asked, "Ardan, why are you 

home so early?  Was there something you forgot? 

Ardan looked at her and shrugged.  "Forgot?  I have just come home, from 

finishing my shift." 

Chelo glanced at the wall clock and then back to Ardan.  "I don’t know what 

happed.”  She looked out, at the black night, through the window.  "I only 

dropped off for a nap and ten hours passes...”  She rose and stretched.  

"Hmmm.  I must have needed the sleep.  Strange though….  Never mind, what 

would you like for dinner?" 

Ardan walked over to her and looked at her face.  "Are you certain that 

everything is all right?  You look washed out." 

She walked to the mirror on the wall, rubbed at her face and smiled back at 

Ardan.  "I do look tired.  Well, I guess some food will remedy that." 

"Sure," said Ardan as he sat down, opposite the wall screen.  He added, "I 

see they fixed the security on the door.  About time too." 

"Yes," she called from the galley. 

A moment later, Chelo returned with two steaming plates of brightly 

colored food, and they sat down, to eat, while watching the news. 

Ardan pointed up, at the holographic vision.  "I think they’re after the old-

boy." 

Chelo looked up, surprised. 
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Ardan nodded at the screen, "The Master Templar.  They will impeach him.  

I believe it's a power play by the Palboan Temple.  Whoever is worried about 

some stupid backwater planet, in their old stupid empire anyway?  I mean, they 

were only savages, from what I can tell." 

Chelo didn’t have her attention on what Ardan had to say, but was looking 

at the wall clock.  There seemed to be a day, missing.  The clock was showing a 

day ahead.  She didn’t understand, and asked, "Ardan, did you have a double 

shift, again?" 

Ardan looked at her strangely and then said, "Of course.  Don’t you 

remember?  I called on the viewer and explained it to you, and you said sure, 

not a problem.  I spoke to you last night...about the extra administration, which 

was required.  Don't you remember?" 

Chelo looked down at her meal, and then at her drink.  Her heart began to 

beat faster.  The ice was finally correct again and she smiled.  "Yes, of course, I 

remember.”  Chelo swirled her glass and wondered how she could forget an 

entire day and ten hours. 

Ω 

The next morning over breakfast Ardan looked at Chelo, "So; you’re 

meeting with the Bank today?" 

Chelo sipped her morning Kalo, and nodded.  "In a few hours." 

"What about Marly?" he asked, about Chelo's best friend, who had worked 

with her on the thesis. 

"Yes, Marly, too, in a few hours." 

Ardan gulped down the last of his kalo drink and stood.  He bent down and 

kissed her, softly.  "Nothing less than a hundred and eighty-five thousand a 

year.  Right?" 

Chelo shook her head and pushed him away, "In a year or two, maybe.  

See you tonight." 

"Tonight!" he said and winked at her, as he left the dwelling. 
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Chelo sat there looking into her drink, and then realized that she had better 

get her belongings ready, for the interview.  Quickly she jumped up, cleared the 

table and walked into the bedroom to sort out her papers. 

She stopped and saw that they had already been packed, and ready to go.  

Interesting, she thought.  She must have been busy yesterday and readied 

things.  However, she couldn’t remember - any part of it. 

Still, she had to hurry and put the forgotten day behind her. 

Ω 

Marly was waiting for her, at the front of the Bank.  She was a tall, 

awkward looking girl with red curly hair.  She was shuffling her feet back and 

forth, as she craned her neck, looking for Chelo. 

Chelo rose from the underground escalator, and was looking down at the 

administrative center of Ablam, a commercial city, outside of Jilta. 

Ablam had a population, of slightly under a million.  It was one hundred Ks 

west of Jilta P.C. and its business was mostly the administration of commercial 

affairs of the Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank, on Jilta. 

Chelo looked down the busy street.  There were three superrises in the city, 

all occupied by the Bank.  In fact, the Bank owned almost the entire town.  It 

had been rebuilt, over the past two decades, after having been destroyed by the 

Palboan invasion, thirty years ago. 

There were people walking and jostling on the fast pedestrian ratwalks.  

The weather was excellent.  In Alban it always was.  Alban was fortunate in that 

it was situated right on the Sea of Balea.  In the summer, the sea served to 

keep the city cool, with its evening coastal breezes, and during the winter, the 

weather pattern was a very predictable evening rainfall. 

Today; was one of the winter days.  The temperature was low, but above 

freezing.  The air had a bite to it, but the sun shone down, trying to dry out the 

night’s rain.  Chelo looked at the people, as they passed, on the other ratwalks.  

They seemed happy enough, chatting away to each other, smiling as they got 

along with their business, or at least the Bank's business. 
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The ratwalks were each about two pacs wide, travelling in both directions.  

They were constructed of a non-slip nylop, with the mechanics enclosed 

underground.  The walks were simply solid plates, that overlapped and 

pedestrians alighted onto them from the side.  They ran only in straight lines.  At 

the end of the walk people moved at an amble while speeding up towards the 

center of the walk.  In well-planned cities there were express ratwalks that could 

take pedestrians in a hurry.  Extra-long distances however, were served by the 

undertube rail system. 

Chelo looked, overhead and saw the large Federation Warp Drive Bank 

sign, as her ratwalk approached.  Above the sign were over two hundred stories 

of building, mostly polished glass, stone and some nylop.  She looked down, and 

ahead of her, so as not to get dizzy. 

Beyond the bobbing heads on the ratwalk, Chelo could see the anxious face 

of Marly, scanning the crowds.  Chelo stuck her hand up and waved.  Marly's 

face changed to delight as she spotted Chelo. 

A few seconds later and Chelo had stepped off the walk.  “Are you ready?" 

Marly looked up at the grand polished stone entrance, swallowed and 

smiled.  "Might as well be; I’m not going to get any readier." 

"Let's go, then!”  Chelo slapped the bag containing her doctorates and 

thesis. 

Marly grinned, and walked up towards the doors. 

The doors were fifteen pacs high and swung inwards.  The girls strode 

confidently through; in front of them was a void, which stretched as tall as the 

building.  The girls just stood there and stared up...and up...and up...and up.  

Over two hundred floors, interconnected with small passenger lifts, shooting up 

and down like tiny fireflies, up to and beyond a thousand pacs over them.  The 

feeling was humbling. 

Chelo had her attention brought back by Marly who elbowed her. 

Marly said, "Come on, we have to find a Mr. Bel Gane Vor." 

Chelo nodded and they stepped briskly over to the directory, and punched 

in what was needed.  Quickly Bel Gane Vor's name came up.  He was on the one 

hundred and sixty-eighth floor. 
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Moments later, they were speeding up to the top section of the building. 

Chelo looked down from the lift, as it rose upwards.  The glass surrounds 

offered excellent viewing, not only of the internal void of the building, but also of 

the ocean and coastline, beyond the city.  The building's glazed sides were 

tinted, to permit only certain light to enter the void, while allowing those inside 

the building, to view Ablam, the beach, and the coast; beyond.  The higher one 

rose, the more one could see. 

A slight gentle ringing noise from the elevator, let them know that they 

were about to slow down, and disembark.  The lift stopped; the door opened and 

they left.  They now found themselves in a wide glass-partitioned corridor 

overlooking the great expansive void, and the amazing view beyond. 

Chelo turned away from the view, and saw several compuscreens.  She 

punched in her invitation number, and a light lit up, ahead.  They walked over to 

the light and Chelo stared at the monitor screen.  Soon, the entire wall began to 

split apart.  It stopped after a few seconds, and the girls stepped in.  The wall 

then closed behind them. 

They were now in a warm pink large reception area.  Dozens of people were 

working.  Chelo approached the first counter, marked reception.  It was wide 

and made from native Jiltanian arganate.  Very expensive thought Chelo.  She 

handed the receptionist their invitation and took a seat, next to Marly.  There, 

they waited and glanced over the promotional literature, of the Bank. 

Chelo grinned, when Marly held up two of the books from the table, near 

where they were seated.  They were what the girls had read, when trying to get 

some information about the Bank, so they would sound intelligent for the 

interview.  Inside the glossy publication, were details of who started the bank, 

who owned it now, how large it is, and how all the galactic communities depend 

upon it, for their economic survival. 

After some moments a man walked over and stood there, in front of them. 

"Good afternoon, ladies.  My name is Bel Gane Vor.  I’m the executive 

recruiter, and I believe you have an appointment with me." 
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The two girls stood immediately.  Chelo smiled at the bald headed, elderly 

man, in front of her.  "That is correct, sir.  My name is Chelo Bade and this is my 

friend Marly Scane," she said. 

"Delighted to meet with you, both.  Would you follow me, please?" 

Bel Gane Vor wore conservative two-piece business attire.  He led them 

through two rooms and then into his own executive office.  There he sat, behind 

his desk, and requested to reception, that no one disturb him, as he had very 

important guests.  This made the girls feel good. 

Chelo sat in one of the three soft cushioned chairs in front of Bel Gane Vor, 

and looked around.  The walls were lined with a combination of Jiltanian 

Bloodwood timber and arganate, decorated with expansive pictorial scenes of 

Jiltanian landscapes. 

Bel Gane Vor watched as Marly stood by the floor-to-ceiling wall glazing, 

looking out, and inland.  He smiled at Chelo.  "The view out towards the inland is 

far more interesting than the seaside, I believe.  If you look hard enough you 

will be just able to make out the Royal Spire of the Palace in Jilta PC.  It is 

between those mountain peaks.  That was one of the governing decisions, for 

this building.  We had to be able to see the Royal Palace, from the Director's 

office, on the two hundred and thirty-eighth floor.  From up there, you can see 

much of Jilta itself." 

Chelo smiled and looked out towards the soft green patch-worked 

landscape that met the horizon with a small rounded blur and a small thin spire.  

The Palace was barely visible, so far away.  Chelo asked, "You haven’t been up 

there, to his office?" 

Bel Gane Vor smiled, sat back and shook his head.  "Up there, is the 

Director for Jiltanian Affairs of the Federation Warp Drive Bank.  He is arguably 

one of the most powerful men, on the planet.  Very few, within this organization 

ever get the privilege to meet him, yet be invited to his office.”  Bel sighed. 

"Now ladies.  I have read your initial submission, and I was very impressed 

with your thesis.  So much so, that I felt it would be good to meet, as I believe 

that with talent like yours, the Bank should have first option.  What do you say?  

Would you like to work here?  The career opportunities are limitless." 
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Ω 

An hour later, Chelo and Marly were in the express-undertube.  Neither 

could believe just what happened.  They had actually haggled with Bel Gane Vor, 

and had negotiated a starter package of one hundred and fifty-five thousand, 

per annum, each. 

The girls simply stared at each other.  Chelo had never realized, how good 

their thesis must have been.  For some reason, Chelo had wanted to agree to 

the first terms that were offered, but Marly had dug her heels in and said no, 

and again no, and again until the amazingly high figure was reached.  Chelo was 

ecstatic.  What an amazing day, it had been.  This was the start to a new way of 

living. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 16 

 

ARDAN  KEOTE 

 

Marly arrived home, to find a note fixed to the lounge room viewer. 

It read: 

Dear Marl, 

I let the technician in as we agreed.  I will be gone for two days, so I will 

see you, when I return.  I organized for the security system at Chelo's 

apartment, two days ago.  I have been requested to attend a conference, at 

Ablam.  More security work; late at night too, I’m afraid. 

Lots of love. 

Torish. 

Torish was Marly's boyfriend, of several months, now.  Marly met Torish 

when she was working late in the Alson library, one night.  He listened to her, as 

she outlined the extent of Chelo’s and her work.  He was very, very interested.  

It was not long after, that they were dating and within a few months, Torish had 

moved in, with Marly. 

Marly was ecstatic.  She was never one that men had automatically flocked 

to.  She knew that she was awkward looking, and with just an ordinary to boring 

personality.  Torish on the other hand was strong and handsome, a win by any 

girl's standard.  It was not that Marly thought that she was now glamorous, or 

even that her fortunes had changed.  It was just that she felt that she deserved 

her share of happiness, and she was not about to ask Torish too many 

questions.  If he liked her, then that was fine by Marly.  Who really wants to 

know why? 

Torish was two years older than Marly, which for a long-lifer, was almost 

nothing.  He had been studying electrical engineering, at the Academia Alson 
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when they met.  At the same time, he also was serving an apprenticeship with 

the Federation Warp Drive Bank.  Torish was studying to become a security 

expert, and it was on his advices, that led the girls to submit their thesis, in its 

early stages to the Bank, seeking funds.  Disappointingly, the Bank didn’t donate 

any funds for the project, but it expressed a keen interest and a desire to be 

kept informed.  In many ways, the girls felt that Torish had been responsible for 

their now current career prospects at the Bank.  For that, Marly loved him 

dearly. 

Marly erased the note and walked into the kitchen.  She decided again not 

to eat at home, but to go over to her mother's apartment. 

Marly's mother had been a good companion for her second daughter - 

Marly, and for the past week, Marly had been spending the nights, there.  She 

was returning home, only to see if Torish was going to be home or out.  As he 

was out, then she was going to visit her mother. 

Her mother had been a strong woman in her time, and once even had held 

the position of City Ward Councilor, for the Eastside of Jilta PC.  That was before 

the Palboan invasion, which had destroyed her home and killed her then bonded 

husband.  That war had destroyed her life, from which she never really 

recovered. 

Marly felt sorry for her mother and spent as much time with her, as 

possible.  Marly quickly got her bags together for another night, and left. 

Ω 

Chelo Bade arrived home and threw her nylop boots into the corner of the 

lounge.  She drew an iced drink from the wall service.  It was still serving the 

correct ice.  She sipped and turned on the wall screens, for the latest news.  She 

saw that the Master Templar was in more trouble, along with part of the Temple, 

called the Cordukes.  There were Temples from other planets, calling for an 

immediate inquiry into the Cordukes and their operations, and how they were 

funded and controlled. 

Chelo yawned and was soon asleep. 
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Ω 

Ardan Keote arrived home, after his evening at work.  As a construction 

engineer, he had been rostered for the evening shift of the superrise, which his 

company was building, on the banks of Lake Lerry Tiffan.  The entire foreshore 

was being rebuilt, after the Palboan invasion. 

Tonight, however, the weather was closing in.  A storm, coming in off the 

lake, had caused the site to close, early.  At the upper levels of the building, the 

winds were gusting, up to eighty Ks. 

He marched up, to the front of his home.  He stopped at the door, which 

was open, a fraction. 

He looked at the small electric eye, in the corner.  It was not on.  Ardan 

stopped.  There was someone inside. 

Ever so slowly, he placed his fingers on the edge of the door.  He gripped 

and forced the door to slide quietly and gradually back, into its recess.  He 

soundlessly slipped inside and let the door close, after him. 

He stared into the blackness and heard nothing.  There was not a light on, 

anywhere, he could only see pitch black.  He took a step and felt a shift in 

consciousness.  Everything was black. 

Ardan opened his eyes wide, and stared up, at the ceiling.  He blinked.  

What had happened, he wondered.  He recalled, walking through the door.  Yes.  

He now remembered, seeing the blackness, and now he was lying on the floor, 

looking up.  He wondered how he got there. 

He looked at his watch and realized that he had been on the floor, for an 

hour.  He rolled over and began to get up; feeling that his head was in pain, and 

that he was giddy.  It didn’t take him long to decide, that a prowler had struck 

him on the head. 

He wandered his way over to the light switches by feeling his way, and 

realized that the lights were switched off.  He turned them back on.  Rubbing his 

head, he looked around. 

He saw Chelo, by the table in the lounge, slumped over on the sofa.  He 

walked over to her, and rubbed her hand. 
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Chelo slowly opened her eyes and smiled.  "Oh, Ardan.  You’re home so 

early...or is it...?”  Chelo glanced at the wall clock and realized that she had 

slept the day and night away again. 

Quickly, she sat upright and tried to rub the sleep and grogginess, from her 

eyes. 

Ardan stood back and looked around the room and slowly looked back, at 

her.  There didn’t appear to be anything moved or stolen.  He asked, "How long 

have you been asleep?" 

She stood up and glared at him.  "Ardan, whether I sleep in the afternoon 

or not, is of small concern of yours.  Now do you want any dinner?" 

Ardan scratched his head, as she made her way into the kitchen.  "Yes, but 

how long...." 

She slammed the food down, that had just come out of the food heater and 

said, "Look, you had better get used to cooking, for yourself.  I’m starting work 

in two days for the Bank, in their research section.”  She walked out, grabbed 

her jacket and left the house. 

Ardan looked at the door, as it closed behind Chelo. 

He wondered what to do, and then the comm-tact on the wall began to 

page him.  He looked over to the right far wall and saw that the light was on.  

He told the machine to respond.  It was Torish. 

Torish was smiling, as usual.  Through the girls he had gotten to know 

Ardan quite well.  "Ardan," he said, "Is Chel there?" 

Ardan looked around and then shrugged, "No, she has stepped out, for a 

moment.  Is there a message, which I can give her?” 

"No.  Just ask her to call me.  I just wanted to know where Marly is, 

tonight." 

"Sure.  I’ll do that when she gets back.”  Ardan typed in a message by the 

screen. 

"Thanks," said Torish. 

Ardan held up his hand, to stop Torish from leaving and said, "I think 

someone has been in here, in the house.  The security equipment is down.  Do 
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you have any ideas of what to do?  Do I contact the company, who put in the 

gear, or what?  Nothing seems to be missing." 

Torish slowly nodded and then said, "Leave it to me.  I will contact City 

Security, and I will also have someone over there, to check out the equipment.”  

Torish paused.  "Strange, about you having an intruder.  They’re almost unheard 

of, on Jilta, these days.  See you, soon." 

Ardan waved and the screen went blank. 

After searching the house for anything that may have been missing, and 

finding nothing, out of the ordinary, Ardan answered the door.  It was City 

Security. 

The two from City Security were dressed in their one-piece grey and blue 

uniform.  It only took them fifteen minutes to confirm that there was nothing 

wrong, with the security system.  The door worked fine, and the light that 

indicated the system was down, but was now operational.  There were no 

fingerprints; nothing stolen, and they checked the drinking glass, which Chelo 

had been drinking from, just prior to her falling asleep.  The only indication of a 

possible answer was that perhaps Ardan had stumbled in the dark and fallen, 

and that the door had suffered a one in a million, strange malfunction somehow.  

Yes, Ardan could see now how the entire thing could have been a mistake. 

As the City Security was leaving Chelo entered and was surprised by their 

presence.  She asked Ardan what they were doing and he replied that they had 

made a mistake. 

Ω 

The next day, saw Ardan and Chelo packing and getting ready, for her new 

venture. 

Things were going smoothly, but Chelo was becoming difficult to converse 

with.  She would become easily upset and angry, over small or unnecessary 

things.  Ardan noted that this had begun, after she had finished her thesis.  

Now, she was getting worse. 
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Ardan figured that she would get better, once the pressure of starting work 

was finished, and she had begun to bring in some pay.  He knew that he went 

through similar signs, when he graduated. 

Ω 

Ardan, Chel, Marly and Torish had agreed to travel the undertube, to Jilta 

Centrum.  From there, the girls had booked a private compartment on the 

magnotube to the northern city of Corrado, traveling at 500 Ks per hour.  It was 

at Corrado City, that research was undertaken, for the Bank. 

That evening, Ardan was working on the two hundred and sixty-third floor 

of the superrise, which he was assigned to.  The wind was coming in fast again 

from the lake.  Ardan looked out, from the tower.  The building was only half 

constructed, but completely lit up.  There were workers on most floors.  

Structural erecting occurred on the very top while lower floors were being fitted 

out, for eventual occupation. 

Ardan was talking to the crane operator, high up, above him.  The wind was 

blowing hard, but not enough to call off the evening.  "Over to the right, Gil," he 

called, on the two-way communicator, attached to his collar. 

The overhead crane moved, and a great monolithic precast slab began to 

swing, around the building. 

Ardan looked up, towards the stars.  It would be another hundred or so 

floors, before this structure was complete.  Most likely, there would be people 

living in the lower levels, while Ardan worked, over their heads. 

He squinted through the lights and motioned three of the workmen to keep 

clear of the slab, as it now swung, into the center of the floor. 

"To the south, Gil," and the great slab began to slowly change direction, as 

though it was just hanging in the air like on gossamer strings, attached to the 

overhead crane, defying all pull of gravity. 

Following its path Ardan began to step back with it, closer to the edge.  He 

walked with the slab and it began to swing, to and fro in the wind.  It 

momentarily seemed to be less in control, of the crane operator. 
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Ardan looked down the hundreds of floors and saw the lights of the building 

and lake’s edge.  It was a long way down he thought, and the wind was blowing; 

stronger.  Perhaps too strong, he wondered, as the slab began to swing the 

wrong way; his way. 

He moved and the slab swished past, as though chasing him. 

He was getting close to the edge.  The slab swung in closer. 

"Gil, Gil...." 

There was no response. 

Ardan looked over his shoulder and saw the surface of Jilta a long way 

down, and the slab looming, over towards him. 

"Gil!" he shrieked. 

The slab swept in a large circle and pushed him from the floor.  At the same 

time, Ardan hurled himself down, to the floor below.  He landed awkwardly and 

rolled; his hands gripping two steel bars, which overhung the massive structural 

frame. 

With effort, he pulled himself away from the edge and lay there, panting, 

staring up at the slab, which now hung out, over the edge. 

After several short breaths, he stood and looked at his lifeline.  It should 

have caught his fall from the floor, but didn’t.  It looked as though it was frayed 

and had broken, when he leapt. 

Quickly, Ardan ran to the stairs and then up, to the open floor above, to be 

greeted by his workmen, who were pleased to see, that he was safe. 

He looked up and called, "Gil!" 

There was no response. 

Ardan looked around, snapped off his faulty lifeline and quickly threw on 

another, which was hanging by the stairs. 

A few seconds later, he was scaling one of the three giant hydraulic cranes, 

which were at the center of the construction.  Up the steel steps; another eighty 

pacs in the air he climbed. 

He was panting when he arrived at the top.  He bashed at the door, but no 

response.  Finally, he kicked at it, and it swung open. 
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There, as he suspected, lay Gil, unconscious, but still breathing, sprawled 

over the controls. 

Ardan slammed the door behind him and pulled his friend off the seat, and 

laid him on the door. 

He then sat in the chair, pulled back the hydraulic lever and the cabin 

began to descend.  Moments later, it had arrived on the lower work platform, 

near the other men. 

Ardan pushed open the door and dragged Gil out.  He called to the others.  

"Get him over to the side-carriage.  Notify medical that Gil is unconscious.  

Quickly!" 

It took a few minutes, for them to get to the ground floor levels.  It took a 

few minutes longer, to find out that Gil was now dead.  The on-site doctor 

figured that he died of a heart attack, but that would have to be verified by a 

formal corporate autopsy. 

The site closed for the night; it would resume with light and the day shift, 

nine hours later.  Ardan was shocked.  Not only had he almost been killed, but 

also his friend had died, of a heart attack.  He needed a long walk. 

Fifteen minutes later, he called Torish. 

Torish responded.  "Certainly Ard.  I will meet you, at your place, in one 

hour." 

Ardan watched the screen go blank, and waited for the next undertube, 

back to the center of Jilta PCC. 

Unfortunately for Ardan, there had also been a malfunction on the line, and 

some night-shift work being carried out, delayed the undertube service, by a half 

hour. 

Ardan wondered whether he should contact Torish, but decided that he 

would most likely get home before he arrived anyway. 

Ardan shook his head.  It had been a long night.  He was really going to 

need a drink.  There was not much going right.  As he ascended, on the moving 

stairs from the undertube, he could see the stars overhead, coming into view.  

He saw the trees, then, and finally the buildings.  He was almost home. 
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Before he could work out what was happening, he heard sirens.  He then 

saw that there was a fire in the street.  A home was on fire; it was his home!  He 

ran. 

Soon, he reached up to the cordoned off area.  He stood behind the crowd, 

and tried to push through.  He stopped, and thought for a moment and asked 

the man next to him, "What happened?" 

"I don’t know.  I live down the street, and I heard this explosion, about 

fifteen minutes ago.  I come running out, to see the place is billowing with 

smoke and flames.  The fireball was still rising into the sky, when I called City 

Security." 

When the man turned to who had asked the question, he saw no one.  

Ardan had gone. 

Quickly, Ardan retreated to the safety of the undertube.  The night was 

becoming too wild, and he was becoming unhinged.  He almost died, once.  The 

man who almost killed him is dead from a heart attack, and now, when he is 

meant to be home, his home explodes and burns.  If the undertube had not 

been delayed, he could have been killed, for a second time.  He was not 

paranoid; someone really was trying to kill him. 

The undertube carriage sped quickly back, to Centrum.  Ardan exited there, 

and went over to the nearest view-speak.  He punched in the code for Torish, 

but then thought again.  He cancelled the call.  He would have to work out in his 

mind who he could trust, and who he couldn’t.  Torish could wait. 

That night, he booked into a local small room using cash credits, which 

were in his pocket.  He decided not to use his auto-credit in case whoever was 

trying to kill him, could track him, via the card. 

Ω 

The next day he rose, wondering if the events of the past night were all a 

delusion. 

He picked up the view-caller.  He called his home and found that his 

number had been disconnected. 
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He then called the Warp Drive Bank and asked to be put through to Chelo 

Bade, in Corrado. 

The girl he was speaking to, said again, "I’m sorry sir; there is no one of 

that name, in our employ here.  Could she be under another name?" 

"No, no....  What about Marly Scanes?" 

The girl, on the other end said, "No sir, there is....”  She then asked, "Sir, 

who may I ask is calling?" 

Ardan then saw the concern, showing on her face and pressed the off-

switch. 

Was he getting paranoid?  Was he going crazy?  He knew that Chelo and 

Marly had started work, with the Bank. 

He then left his room, and locked it, behind him. 

An hour later, he found that his auto-credit had stopped all credit and 

payment.  The reason given was that he was dead.  He asked the cashier at the 

Credit Control Office to have another look at his face, as he was not dead.  He 

then walked out.  He couldn’t believe what was happening. 

Ardan walked through the downtown streets of Jilta feeling awfully alone. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 17 

 

MACROD  CURR 

 

Ardan wandered around in the undertube pedestrian walkways for hours.  He 

didn’t know what to do.  The identification card that enabled him to buy anything 

from transport, to food, had been cancelled.  He believed this was done to force 

him to present himself to the Credit Control Head Office.  He desperately wanted 

to find out who, and why. 

That afternoon, Ardan experimented with a call to Torish.  Ardan explained 

to Torish that he needed to speak to him, but privately, in an hour's time on the 

northwest corner of Royal Barracks, in South Jilta. 

Ardan had waited near there, concealed; as expected, there were five City 

Security officers on the scene, in less than twenty minutes.  This meant that 

either Torish's calls were being monitored, or that Torish himself was in on what 

was happening.  It also meant that someone in City Security was in on it, as 

well.  For that, he was not surprised, as C-S’s were known to be corruptible.  

Many had been hired, after first serving various corporate security organizations.  

It was well known that the security corporations paid better, and retained better 

men.  If a security man couldn’t make it with a company, he could always find a 

place with the City. 

Ardan tried twice more, to use his card-credit.  Once was for transport out 

of the city, and the other was in a Credit-line machine.  On both occasions, there 

were delays and Ardan had left and hidden nearby, before the transaction could 

take place.  In both cases, City Security arrived not long after Ardan had left. 

Ardan now paced the walkways, in a peak-hour undertube, wondering what 

to do.  He needed money, clothing and credits, if he was to get safely out of the 
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city, to work out what was going on.  What about Chelo?  What a mess he was 

in. 

He did have one bright idea.  He jumped the turnstiles, when the guard was 

not watching; something he had learned when young.  He then rode the moving 

stairs, to the bottom level, where there were fewer people and he checked the 

timetable. 

Within moments, he was on his way in a tube out to his old work site. 

An hour later, he had missed the guards, and was on the surface again.  It 

was night and he could see his superrise structure, hundreds of floors lit up, 

rising like a giant mountain of light, reaching for the stars. 

Ardan knew how to enter, without being seen.  Slowly, he made his way, to 

the rear elevators.  He despised what he was about to do, but he needed credits 

and clothing. 

He slowly rode the cage, up three floors, into the temporary construction 

quarters.  It was deserted.  He slipped inside.  With a bit of luck no one would 

notice him, out of place. 

At the end of the corridor, he put his pass in the slot.  It would not open.  

Someone had already changed the electronic keying. 

He looked to the side and then at another door.  It was partially open.  He 

took only one step. 

A surly voice, from behind said slowly in a husky guttural way, "Don’t 

move.  Don’t even turn around.  Raise your hands." 

Ardan froze.  He slowly obeyed and began to lift his arms, when a hand 

gripped him on the shoulder, and threw him against the wall. 

Ardan could see his assailant now.  He broke into a broad smile.  It was a 

security guard for the construction company, which he worked for.  Ardan knew 

the man, and had even helped to get him his first job, with the company.  His 

name was Dorano Dent. 

Dorano raised his weapon to Ardan's head, and said slowly, "Don’t make 

me fire this, for I will, if I have to.  Just stay where you are, and we will all be 

fine." 
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Ardan watched as Dorano began to speak into the microphone on his collar.  

Ardan watched, as the light on the man's helmet blinked on, showing that the 

camera in it was now activated. 

Ardan thought, and said quickly, "What the problem is, I’m just late for 

work, that’s all.  What’s with the stunner?  I have done nothing wrong." 

Dorano straightened the gun and said, "Nothing?  Do you call murder, 

nothing?  First you kill Gil, one of your closest friends, and then you go home, 

murder your girlfriend, torch your home, and try to make it look, like an 

accident.  Don’t move.  When help arrives it will be better, for both of us." 

Ardan's head was swimming with facts.  "Murder.  I never killed anyone.  

Gil was dead when I got there to help him.  As for Chelo...I would rather die 

than harm a hair on her head." 

"Tell it to the C-S’s.  They will be here, soon.  You will have plenty of time 

to talk, then." 

At that instant a gust of wind blew in, from the lake.  Outside, a stack of 

steel was struck by a something, which had blown off a floor above.  The noise 

was loud and rang through the building skeleton. 

Ardan yelled, "Now, Garth!" and pointed towards the door. 

Dorano swung around, and Ardan was on him, in half a second.  Half a 

second more, Ardan had beaten him unconscious.  Three seconds on, and he 

had taken Dorano’s radio, stunner and replacement cartridge, his jacket, credits 

and electro-key. 

In short time, Ardan let himself out of the building, after raiding the 

construction crew's quarters, for food.  He was now running, for the gate.  He 

had grabbed a satchel from a chair, and pushed in the clothing, which he had 

found inside, and slung the bag over his shoulder. 

He heard the sounds of sirens.  It was not one, but a dozen floaters, 

coming his way.  He tried to see above him, but the clouds obscured his vision.  

He sprinted back into the site, for cover. 

Under the guise of darkness, he watched as the first three floaters 

descended.  Guards jumped out.  The C-S’s wore blasters, which killed, not just 
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stunned.  Ardan could also see that they were set for high charge.  They weren’t 

here to take prisoners. 

As he watched the next floater, which was much closer to him, with its 

scanning lights crisscrossing over the site, Ardan realized that whoever had 

organized the killings and bombings, was not working alone.  There was an 

organization at work, a group that had planned his death methodically, and 

knew that he was still alive.  They had now framed him for the death of others 

they had killed.  He had no time to mourn Chelo, and casually strolled out from 

his hiding place wearing Dorano's security jacket. 

Slowly he made his way over to the closest floater.  It had landed.  He saw 

the solitary guard, sitting behind the transparent canopy.  Ardan slowly walked 

up and knocked on the canopy window.  The guard flicked open the side-hatch 

and asked what he wanted.  The guard soon lay moaning on the floor of his 

floater. 

Being careful not to be seen Ardan slipped inside the craft.  He tuned his 

radiophones into the frequency of the C-S’s.  He listened. 

They had already found Dorano. 

Ardan flicked the floater to life.  It hummed and slowly rose from the 

ground.  Up it went, and Ardan was quickly asked over the radio what he was 

doing.  He replied into the microphone, that he had seen a blaster shot, come 

from up, on the seventieth level.  He was commended, as now the other floaters 

began to close in, around the upper levels of the building. 

Ardan looked around.  Searchlights were scanning all over the building; for 

him.  On the ground, there were a dozen guards searching the stockpiled 

construction materials.  Who knew how many were scouring the inside of the 

structure? 

Ardan counted to three and then fired all drives, and dove down to the left, 

gaining speed.  Again he was asked what he was doing and this time he didn’t 

reply.  He only increased his speed. 

"Answer up, S143!  What is your purpose?" came an upset voice, over the 

radio. 

Ardan still didn’t reply, 
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"143!  What is your purpose?" 

It took only two more seconds for the C-S’s to realize that they had been 

tricked.  They were after him. 

Ardan's screens showed three floaters in immediate pursuit and others, 

now returning from the far side of the building.  Those on the ground were now 

lifting off. 

Ardan had the machine running as fast as it would go, with a governed top 

speed of one hundred and fifty Ks.  These craft were floaters, for City Security.  

They weren’t spacecraft, and their design was for traffic maneuverability.  In 

Jilta PC, as in most cities, air traffic was outlawed, within the city limits up to 

three Ks, above ground.  With the exception of a few highly placed government 

officials, and corporate and Temple heads, no one, but the C-S’s floated in the 

skies. 

Ardan saw the other craft were steady, behind him.  He knew that if he left 

the city limits, they would call in the military, as small as it was.  Ardan headed 

for the center of Jilta PC.  He drove his vehicle downwards, and close to the 

ground.  The others followed.  He saw that not all vehicles were equal.  Some 

were trailing further behind but two were closing in on him. 

The center of the city was looming.  He swerved down, and missed three 

government superrises, by a hair’s breath.  He buzzed over the top of the Royal 

Palace.  He grinned as he wondered how that would shake the old Master 

Templar, in his sleep.  He wondered if he should land inside the Palace, but 

thought against it.  Ardan didn’t believe in the doctrines of Torren, so he couldn’t 

ask for any religious intervention.  He was certain they, the Templars, would 

hand him over to the C-S’s anyway. 

Just then he saw a slash of light, to his right.  The craft behind were 

shooting at him, with their small arms.  He pulled up instantly, to just miss the 

western wall of the Palace.  He stared at his screens, as a floater behind didn’t 

miss the wall, but slammed into it.  Ardan quickly glanced behind, to see the 

machine crashing down the wall to the ground.  He had no doubt that the 

occupants were now most likely, dead.  They would be added to the list, that he 

was said to have murdered. 
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He swallowed, as he thought about the prospect of his life, now.  The C-S 

beside him, on the floor began to moan.  Ardan shot him again, with the 

stunner, and he whimpered once again, into unconsciousness. 

The floater from behind, fired.  It struck Ardan's craft and ignited the right 

motor.  Ardan looked around, for the closest entry to the undertube. 

He found it, aimed the floater and drove down hard.  He pulled the canopy 

back, wind racing into his face, the entrance loomed and he slowed the craft 

down.  He pulled up, to wedge the craft, into the exit.  Shots were now being 

fired, from several craft. 

 

Ardan quickly rifled the guard on the floor, for his cash credits, keys and 

gun.  In a few seconds, Ardan was out and running.  He could hear the C-S’s 

soon clambering over his craft, and then giving chase.  He didn’t look back.  He 

ran. 

He turned a corner and there were people.  He ran past some, and knocked 

over others.  He ran harder.  He could also hear the steps of others, behind him. 

A ticket counter was ahead.  He jumped the queue, and thrust a half credit 

at the operator and grabbed a token.  He threw the token down the slot and 

heard yelling, from behind. 

The turnstile door opened and he ran.  He ran faster and down the tunnel, 

he saw a turn.  He turned.  There was a choice of three ways, which he could go.  

He ran to the left.  Then he saw another fork, and he took the right. 

In another two minutes, he had slowed down.  He was in the center of Jilta 

PC Undertube Centrum.  There were about thirty different passages, which he 

could be in.  He descended another level and saw a tube, coming his way.  It 

slowed at the platform and he boarded it.  Three seconds later, it was moving. 

Ardan watched, as the various station platforms flashed by.  For the next 

hour, he continued to change direction and ride the tubes. 

After the sixth tube, Ardan poised by the door of the rear carriage.  Slowly 

the tube was gliding into the station.  It stopped and Ardan disembarked.  He 

was at the end of the platform, and saw that there were no guards, watching.  



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  152 | 514 

 

The tube glided away, and Ardan carefully looked around.  Quickly, he dropped 

down to the tunnel rail surface. 

There, he crouched and cautiously, he stepped back into the tunnel away, 

from the platform and its lights.  Soon, he was creeping along the tunnel, 

looking into its blackness.  He could just barely see, in front of him.  The tunnel 

was honeycombed, with lots of other smaller passages. 

Occasionally, there were lights in the passages.  Ardan figured that if he 

became lost, then no one else would be able to find him, either.  He knew that 

he would be safe in here, for a while as whoever was looking for him, would 

most likely be only scouring the exits for the moment, and there were hundreds 

of those, around the city. 

Finally, after an hour inside the maze, he walked up, within thirty pacs of a 

dull light, which seemed to hang from the rock face, for no apparent reason.  He 

sat.  He could just make out his surroundings and see his hand, in front of him.  

The walls were cold, but Ardan had warmer clothes stashed away.  He pulled out 

a packet of Bilkars profood, and broke the seal. 

After stuffing several in his mouth, he realized that he had not eaten for a 

day and a half.  He slowed down and ground the sweet textured biscuit in his 

mouth; drawing on all the enjoyment, which it had to offer. 

Next he leaned over, and pulled off the top, of a small nylop bottle, which 

he had managed to steal from the C-S, in the floater.  He swallowed and tasted 

the juice that flowed.  Not bad, he thought to himself, and swallowed some 

more. 

He put the bottle down, wiped his lips and looked into his bag.  He 

wondered what else there was, that he had managed to steal. 

As he rifled in the bag, a voice came from behind, startling him.  He 

dropped the bag and rolled, to jump to his feet. 

"Do you have enough to share, friend?" 

Ardan looked and saw only the outline of a figure, in the darkness.  He tried 

to peer, but the figure glided to the left. 

It said, "If you would care to share, I would be grateful.  I haven’t eaten for 

some time." 
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Ardan tried to see who was in front of him.  It was a male voice. 

Ardan glanced at the bag and saw both the stunner and the blaster, lying 

there.  Slowly, he looked up and said, "Yes, I will share.  Here….”  He slowly 

reached down past the guns and picked up the remainder of the Bilkars and 

tossed them to the shadowy figure, in the darkness. 

The figure caught the packet, and ripped back the seal and munched on a 

Bilkar.  He moved forward, until Ardan could vaguely make out the man's 

features.  He was tall, with a rugged face.  He wore old clothes, torn but plenty 

of them.  His eyes seemed to burn, with a menace, that sent a shiver down 

Ardan's spine. 

"Thank you, friend," the figure said, and he put the packet of Bilkars in his 

pocket.  "Who are you, and why are you down here?" 

Ardan looked at the man's eyes, noticing a long scar running along his 

neck.  "My name is Ardan.  Why do you want to know why I’m here?" 

The other man laughed.  "The only people to come down here, are those 

that are either trying to hunt us, those that live here, or those, who are still 

running away.  For which reason are you down here?" 

Ardan swallowed, "My own reason." 

"Ahh....  Your own reason.  For what crime did they accuse you, Ardan?" 

Ardan was beginning to feel uneasy.  He eyed the stunner and then looked 

at the man.  "I have been accused of murder." 

The man smiled.  "Did you kill those that you were accused of killing?" 

"No, but C-S’s most likely died, after a floater crashed.  Why is it important 

for you, to know?" 

The man smiled.  "It is important to know whose company one can keep.  

My name is Macrod Curr.  Follow me." 

The man stepped back, into the shadows.  Ardan picked up his belongings, 

and called after the man, "Where are you going?" 

"Just follow me, Ardan." 

Ardan did just that. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 18 

 

PADLOW  INHABITANTS 

 

After twenty minutes, the pair came to a small hole, in the undertube wall.  

They had been crisscrossing networks of tunnels and had arrived at a hole, 

which had a kind of gate on it. 

Macrod waited for Ardan to enter and then closed the gate, behind them.  

They then walked down a set of steps, to another level.  Here the tunnel was 

smaller and tighter, rounder and without lights.  Macrod pulled out a small 

torchlight, which illuminated a few pacs, ahead of them. 

Ardan followed.  He had given up asking questions, as Macrod didn’t answer 

them.  He only said they would be answered, as soon as they arrived.  Where 

and when that was, Ardan had no idea. 

Finally, after another hour of tunnel wandering, they came upon a very 

narrow opening.  Arden noticed that there were large pipes, hanging from the 

ceiling.  Macrod stopped and turned to Ardan and said, "We are here.  This is 

Parlow, where I and others like you, live." 

Ardan noted the ominous tone in the man's voice, as though it was a voice 

of concealed and unavoidable doom. 

Ardan saw a light up ahead.  He nodded to Macrod Curr and began to walk 

towards it. 

The tunnel led out to an open space, which was a central point for about 

two dozen other tunnels.  It was open and large, with columns intermittently 

supporting a vaulted ceiling.  In the open, were dozens of people.  Some were 

sleeping, while others sat, huddled together talking.  Most of them soon looked 

over, as Ardan stepped into the center of the open space.  Their clothes were 
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torn and the place smelled of people, who had not washed themselves, or their 

clothes, for decades. 

Macrod walked in front of him and then called out.  "Everyone!  We have a 

newcomer with us, today.  His name is Ardan.  He is a murderer.”  There was 

not much response from the crowd, until Macrod then said, "He has some food 

to share!" 

Instantly, all faces turned towards the pair, people got up, hobbled and 

walked over.  Ardan was repulsed by some and fearful of others.  He looked at 

Macrod, as they milled around him. 

He then put his hand into his satchel, pulled out the last of the food and 

handed it to those, immediately in front of him. 

Those, who had received the food, scurried back to the corners, trying to 

shield their find from the others.  Ardan heard the bickering that erupted and 

stared, as others spat at the floor in front of him, for not giving them the food.  

Ardan felt sick. 

Macrod looked around, saw three others, seated on stools and walked over.  

As he stood over them, they cringed and crawled away.  Macrod beckoned to 

Ardan, to sit. 

Ardan did sit and looked around, holding his satchel tightly. 

Macrod smiled at him.  "Don’t be fearful of them.  They won’t harm you.  In 

fact, they fear you.  You have just come from overhead, where many of them 

have only the dimmest of memories of, from decades ago.  You’re strong and 

they’re weak.  They’re weak of mind.  Hiding does that to you, after a while." 

Ardan looked around and soon, two bowls of warm steaming soup were 

placed, in front of them. 

Macron continued, "I’m the leader of this bunch.  They depend very much 

on me, for their survival.  They, like you, took to the tunnels for refuge and 

safety, away from persecution.  In the past, many never survived, as often the 

C-S’s would come down, killing those, who lived here.  The C-S’s used, and still 

do use, flame to destroy us, for sport.  Since we have grouped, we have been 

able to offer some resistance to C-S’s.  Now, they tend to leave us alone. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  156 | 514 

 

Ardan nodded, "So, you all have been accused of committing crimes and 

you fled into the mazes of undertubes?" 

Macrod smiled and sipped his soup.  Seeing that Ardan was hesitant he 

said, "Drink it.  It is clean and from the kitchens of the Temple.  It is good food.” 

He continued after licking his lips.  "It isn’t only the undertube.  There are 

also the tunnels for the city water, the sewerage, the halide gases that put out 

fires, the glass cables for communication and computer links, fluids for 

hydraulics and the great heat pipes.  All of these have their own separate 

network of pipes and tunnels, which serve them.  What we have done, is join 

some of the networks up with our own tunnels.  This has made us almost 

invincible, down here." 

Ardan looked at his soup and raised the bowl.  He sipped it, thinking that 

he may throw up at any moment.  Fortunately he didn’t. 

He placed the soup bowl down and asked, "So, what happens now?  Is it 

expected that I stay here, for the next two hundred years?" 

Macrod placed his bowl on the table, wiped his mouth with his sleeve and 

belched.  "No one has to stay here.  We could take you to the surface if you 

wish, but I don’t think that you would survive long, if you killed a C-S.”  Macrod 

then handed back his bowl to an attendant, and asked, "What were the 

circumstances, behind your first murders?" 

Ardan then outlined what had happened, his own near death twice, then 

the death of Gil and the report of the death of his girlfriend, Chelo Bade. 

Macrod nodded and smiled.  He looked at the ceiling, as though reminiscing 

a time from the past.  After a while, he returned his gaze to Ardan and said, "I 

once had a girlfriend.”  He looked around and then continued.  "Not like those of 

us trapped down here, but a real woman.  She was a fighter, oh, how she just 

loved to fight, and to love...but that is another story.”  He looked at Ardan.  "You 

have been framed, my friend, and you don’t know for certain, that the girl of 

yours is dead.  You must find her, and then if she is dead, you may return with 

us, if you wish." 

Ardan nodded.  "How can I find her?  I cannot even get out of the city." 
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Macrod thought for a moment, and then a big grin came over his face.  "I 

know a way.  First, we will get some sleep.  It is late at night, up there, and I 

will go over the idea with you, in the morning." 

Ardan looked around the walls and said, "Yes, of course.  I will see you, in 

the…morning.”  To Ardan everything seemed like night. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 19 

 

NORTH 

 

After a very light sleep, Ardan was roused by a man, who he had not met, the 

night before.  Ardan then jumped up from the hard ground, in fright. 

The man said, "I’m Torbal.  Macrod said for you to follow me." 

Ardan quickly wiped the sleep from his eyes and watched, as the figure 

headed away.  Ardan dashed off after him. 

The man stopped, at the edge of a tunnel.  "You have to follow carefully 

and quietly.  You have all your belongings?" 

Ardan nodded and then the man set off, into the blackness. 

After a half hour, they had gone up into three new networks and then 

crossed down, into a fourth.  A tube train almost hit them as it rocketed past.  

They then dropped into, what appeared to be, a sewer level.  Water flowed 

through a side culvert.  Ardan wondered if he had become used to the stench, or 

if the sewerage was treated.  The smell no longer offended him. 

Torbal held up his hand.  "Macrod is up ahead.  Follow quietly," he 

whispered. 

Ardan couldn’t see anything ahead, but obeyed. 

It took another three minutes and there was Macrod with four others.  They 

were crouched, at a four-tunnel junction. 

Macrod turned to Ardan and whispered.  "Up ahead, C-S’s are searching for 

us, or other groups like us.  They have been down here, for weeks.  They can 

only discover us by chance, for they don’t know where one tunnel network links 

to another.  We built those links, or those before us did, over the past 

millennium.  As to the networks, most of the data on the plans was lost, when 

the Palboans bombed Jilta.  As a result, very few of the tunnels of services, 
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which are broken, are ever repaired.  They’re merely added to, with newer 

tunnels.  You have to live down here, to know them.  Here, look... their lights 

are shining.”  They all crouched down. 

Macrod continued.  "What we need, is for you to stun one guard, so that we 

can strip him, of his uniform and identity card.  With that, you will be able to 

move anywhere, for a few days, until they’re totally certain that their man is 

missing.  The other C-S’s, we will stun too.  You must not mark yours.  You have 

to take careful aim, and stun him, on the head.  Do you understand?" 

Ardan nodded. 

There was a light coming down the tunnel, towards the open junction. 

Macrod pointed to the far tunnel and two of the men, nearby him scurried 

over and covered one tunnel, each.  Another ran over, to the third. 

Macrod leaned over and said, "Pick your man and shoot straight.  We don’t 

attack the C-S’s, lightly.  It is much better for us to keep out of their way, until 

you fire.  You will have to shoot quickly, or my friends over there, may die.  

They will be waiting for your shot first.”  Macrod handed him rifle, helmet and 

night vision goggles. 
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Ardan in the tunnel 

 

The lights of the C-S’s approached, towards the junction.  Ardan held his 

breath and aimed the stunner, at the direction of the intersection of tunnels.  

The stunner he was using was a home-made rifle.  He wondered if it worked or 

might even kill him instead.  He flipped on the night goggles he had been given. 

The light soon became four and four men entered the intersection.  Their 

lights shone over all the entrances.  They glanced around, and then over 

towards the direction of a sound in the far right tunnel.  Ardan saw one of 

Macrod's men, throw a rock, towards the C-S’s.  The lights in their helmets 

turned and one of them ran, towards the man who had thrown the rock, and was 

now escaping up a tunnel. 
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The C-S’s yelled, and whooped cries of delight, as their comrade, gave 

chase.  He stopped momentarily and aimed his weapon, which was attached to 

cylinders on his back. 

In an instant the entire open area was ablaze with light.  The C-S’s weapon 

spewed out a liquid fire, which shot up into the tunnel, igniting and burning 

everything that it touched. 

Macrod whispered, "Shoot, you fool!" 

Ardan squeezed the trigger gently and a cold white light shot out, from his 

stunner.  It accurately struck the taller C-S on the temple.  He went down, like 

dead meat. 

Instantly, three other shots blasted in, from the other tunnels.  The C-S 

that had been firing flame from up in the tunnel turned, and began to blast, in 

the direction of Macrod.  Luckily, he was out of range.  However, before he could 

reach his blaster, he took four shots in the chest and head.  He fell to his knees, 

dead. 

Macrod carefully got up from his position and walked over to the bodies, 

which lay strewn around.  He shone a light over them, and then onto the one 

that Ardan had stunned.  He turned that one over and grinned at Ardan.  "As 

pretty as Halz." 
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A C-S topside 

Macrod then bent down and began to strip the man, as did the others.  He 

looked up at Ardan and said, "You waiting for us to do this for you, as well?  

Come on.  You have to take what you can.” He turned the man over. 

“That is fuel that they use to hunt us; calling it sport.  We can use it for 

heating.  Their clothes will be useful as well.  We will also dispose of the dead 

bodies, by cutting them up and sending them down the sewer.”  He looked at 

Ardan and added, "We don’t eat them." 

“I thought we only stunned them,” said Arden. 

Macrod shook his head. 

Ardan tried to smile.  He had never killed people, before.  This was a world, 

foreign to him.  He quickly bent down and began to strip the man, of his 

possessions. 
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Finished, Ardan looked up, holding all the C-S’s clothes.  "What is to be 

done with him, now?" 

Macrod smiled as he severed an arm off a dead C-S, and use a laser, to cut 

it up, into small chunks.  "After we finish with this lot, we will take him to some 

friends of ours.  We don’t kill unnecessarily.  Our friends help us, and have 

agreed to help us with you.  Come, you will have to assist us, by stuffing this lot 

of legs, into these bags.  We have to take them to the sewer, on the level 

below." 

Ardan swallowed.  He helped, but was glad when they had disposed of the 

bodies.  He was told by Macrod about the time, when C-S’s had found groups, 

such as Parlow, and had burnt dozens of old men and women, in pursuit of their 

unofficial sport.  It seemed that no one from above believed that the under-ways 

of tunnels and pipes were inhabited, and so the C-S’s were never restrained.  If 

that was known, said Macrod, then people in high places would be very 

embarrassed.  Also, it meant that any C-S’s killed here, were never really 

accounted for as dead.  Usually they were said to have abandoned their job or 

they were put on the wanted lists of criminals, for desertion of post.  That was a 

C-S way of handling their missing; in the undertubes. 

The men hauled the last C-S, through several drains and tunnels.  Macrod 

stopped.  He swung around and said, "Ardan.  You wait here, while the others 

return to Parlow." 

The men nodded, turned and within a blink of an eye, all had returned to 

the darkness. 

Macrod propped the C-S, in his underwear, against the wall of the tunnel, 

and banged on the wall with his palm.  Ardan couldn’t hear a sound. 

Soon, a portion of the wall began to move.  A narrow slit with light 

streaming from it, began to form, in the wall.  Then the slit became a hole and 

the hole grew until it was large enough to step into. 

Ardan stared, as the wall around the light, shimmered.  He couldn’t see 

beyond the intensely white bright light, streaming from the opening. 

Macrod picked the C-S from the floor, where he had slumped.  "Follow me!" 
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Macrod then took one step, into the light in the wall and vanished.  Ardan 

stared disbelievingly, swallowed, gritted his teeth, closed his eyes and also 

stepped, into the light.  His body seemed to fill with it, and then faded.  He 

opened his eyes and saw another tunnel, in front of him.  At the end of that 

tunnel, was another hole in the wall with light radiating from it.  At the end was 

Macrod who grinned at him.  He stepped into the light, vanishing once again. 

Ardan shook his head, as if to say; Ardan see, Ardan do!  He followed the 

man; walked to the end and stepped through. 

The other side was a vast open void, as tall as it was two hundred pacs 

wide.  Ardan stared around the floor area; it was covered in large screens; with 

people, very actively working.  Ardan guessed that there were at least a hundred 

and fifty people.  He looked for Macrod and saw him, only a few pacs away.  He 

was handing over the slumped body of the C-S.  He turned to Ardan.  "Welcome 

to my other home.  You’re directly below the Royal Palace." 

Ardan stared as he saw another man come up to Macrod, and salute him.  

"Captain, we have a report that there are another two C-S’s in the tunnels.  Do 

you want us to handle them?" he asked. 

Macrod looked at the man who was dressed in an all-black nylop battle-

ware uniform, from the past.  Macrod nodded and the man quickly departed. 

Ardan looked around the void, in amazement.  "This...the people are 

dressed...like they were a millennia ago, under the days of the Royals." 

Macron smiled, "How observant of you.  Come this way, and I will introduce 

you, to your companions.  They’re going with you, on your mission." 

"Mission?" queried Ardan. 

"Yes.  You’re going north, to find Chelo Bade.  She is alive.  Your mission is 

to rescue her, and return her, to us." 

Macrod motioned Ardan to follow him. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 20 

THE  BOGUARD 

Ardan sat nervously, in a small room, as others seated themselves.  He 

wondered whom these people were, in their antiquated uniforms, dating back to 

the Royal era.  He also watched through the glass partitions, at the vast number 

of people, working in the great void.  He had never heard of these people, but 

then he had never heard of the Cordukes either.  How was it that all these 

people, this other culture, existed, without him knowing?  All these people under 

the ground... he wondered what would happen if the average Jiltanian found out 

what was happening, under their beautiful city.  He thought for a moment, and 

then realized that the average Jiltanian most likely didn’t really care, as long as 

whatever was happening below their city didn’t pop up one day, and bite them.  

Ardan began to find the entire situation amusing.  He wondered what other 

events were happening on Jilta, which he didn’t know about. 

Macrod Curr came over to the table and looked at the young construction 

engineer, as he watched the activities, out through the window. 

Macrod cleared his throat, and Ardan turned around.  Macrod threw some 

cards onto the table and said; "You will see here, that the C-S you stunned, has 

a new face and finger identity on the card.  You!  It will do you, for about a 

week, until the City works out that the men who have gone, really are missing. 

"As to your C-S himself, he’ll be held for a time and then released, say, in 

about three weeks." 

Ardan felt his outlook changing.  "Who are you people and what is it that 

I’m caught up in?  I want to know.  You’re not doing this for my own benefit.  

What is going on?”  Ardan stood up and walked around.  "One day, my life 

unravels and some organization is planning my demise, and now I’m with some 

other organization, or maybe it is really the same one.  It spends a lot of time 

and effort, to assist me in crimes against the City, and Torren knows where.”  

Ardan stood still, then paced and continued, looking at Macrod.  "You had better 

tell me the truth, or there will be trouble.  Starting with now!" 
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Macrod looked around, at the others present.  They seemed to share a 

hidden communication.  Macrod then smiled.  "This place, as I said before, is 

under the Royal Palace.  We are the Boguard, the custodian of the Palace and its 

occupants.  We have been that way for many millennia and will continue that 

way.  As you wish to know then we will tell you, but with that knowledge, comes 

a responsibility.  That is, should you cross us, or even be seen to attempt to 

cross us, then we will kill you.  We won’t deliberate long on your death.  It will 

be a natural decision.  By cross us I mean that your state of mind poses a threat 

to the survival of this group.  If your mind is no longer on our side, then it will 

be survival for us, should you die.  Do you understand?" 

Macrod saw that Ardan was speechless, as there was no way out for him 

now, so Macrod continued.  "I’m known as Macrod, Captain Macrod, of the 

Boguard.  We first heard of you when we saw your plight, on the evening news.  

The case was intriguing, more than most.  We kept our distance, and when you 

entered the undertubes you entered our domain. 

"You see, the people out there in Parlow are indeed who they are, but we 

do assist them and prevent the C-S’s from totally destroying them.  Many of 

those out there are innocent people like you; victims of corruption and unfair 

trading practices.  However, our purpose is to safeguard the Palace, and you 

have unwittingly stumbled, into our world. 

"All I will tell you, Ardan, is that it serves our purpose to assist you, for it is 

probable that our enemies are common to both of us. 

"As to the mission, if you should decide to take it, it is for you to travel 

north, with two of our Boguard and confirm Chelo Bade is alive, or dead.  That is 

your mission.  Do you want it?" 

Ardan found himself answering yes without any hesitation. 

"Good, then.  You will leave, within the hour.”  With that, Captain Macrod 

Curr turned and left the briefing. 

Soon the same two, who had assisted in the capture of the C-S, met Ardan.  

Ardan now realized that they were Boguard.  He looked at them and shook his 

head.  They were wearing the uniforms of the dead C-S’s.  They had been 
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repaired perfectly, white and blue nylop with side attachments of blaster, radios 

and belt, helmet, visor and microphone. 

The tallest of the pair spoke, in a rugged voice.  "It is time.  We have all 

the necessary cards ready to travel north." 

Two hours later, the three were looking from the window, of their tube 

carriage.  The outside tunnels had disappeared, and they were now careering 

over the surface, well outside Jilta PC, at five hundred Ks per hour.  It would 

take three hours to complete the journey to Carridan. 

Ardan mused to himself.  No one had seen fit to oppose them at the 

platform, when they boarded the carriage. 

As Ardan waited for the time to pass, he began to wonder what really had 

happened to his girlfriend, Chelo Bade? 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 21 

 

CARRIDAN 

 

The tube slowed down, several Ks from Carridan Centrum.  Ardan was surprised 

to see that the city was not like Jilta PC, at all.  He had been to a few cities on 

Jilta but Carridan had always been a bit of a mystery.  Perhaps that was because 

the city was primarily a corporate city, the Federation Warp Drive Bank's city.  It 

was not unusual for a corporation to build up its interests in one city, so that the 

city became reliant on the corporation.  That was what had occurred here.  The 

result was a corporate city. 

Being a corporate-city, meant that outsiders could find it difficult to get any 

information that the corporation may have felt was too sensitive, for general 

public knowledge. 

Ardan noted that there were no great superrises in the cityscape.  There 

weren’t even any high-rise office buildings.  Everything seemed to not dare to 

raise a few pacs above the ground.  At best, Ardan saw only a handful of 

buildings several stories above the ground. 

He did see buildings that were great expanses of area covered over, vast 

open work areas enclosed in. 

Slowly, the sleek tube glided to a stop.  It was an overcast day outside and 

the weather predicted was cold showers, with squalls coming in, off the north-

coast. 
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Carridan City 

 

The three alighted.  They walked over to the station exit, where they were 

required to show their identification, prior to entering Carridan.  The taller 

Boguard, Gurale, did most of the talking. 

"My dear fellow City Security officer, what we are here for, is to retrieve 

someone who eluded us in Jilta PC.  We understand that they’re in your city, and 

we need to take them back for questioning." 

The Carridan C-S looked over the three and then back to the screen and 

then to the three again.  "Sirs, we have no record of your escapee being in our 

city, and nor do we have record of your authorization to accord entry.  Just a 

minute and I will...." 

Before the C-S could raise the matter with his senior, Gurale looked over at 

the man and smiled.  "I’m certain that if you look again, at the screen you will 

see all that you need to know about us is there." 
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Ardan watched, as the guard instantly looked at the screen and said to 

himself, "I see on the screen, all that I need to know about you.  Permission 

granted." 

The door of the entry drew open and the three hurried through and blended 

into the crowd.  Ardan kept looking back, wondering why the C-S had let them 

in.   

Quickly, from nowhere came a thought, Eyes front hurry.  Ardan looked 

ahead and saw that he was lagging behind the Boguard. 

The shorter Boguard's name was Trabune, and he motioned Arden, to catch 

up. 

Ardan looked along the street, as they walked.  The city was not as 

advanced as Jilta PC.  It had above ground tube transport.  The people had to 

walk on fixed paths, at the side of the street, instead of using ratwalks.  The 

tubes ran in both directions in the center of the streets.  There were no private 

ground vehicles, but Ardan did see there were more floaters, in the airspace, 

overhead. 

As Ardan looked around, he wondered why anyone would want to live here.  

All the above ground transports, no superrises to break the monotonous 

cityscape, and just when it seemed he had worked out that there was no reason, 

it began to rain. 

He looked towards the Boguard, who then ran to the side of the street, for 

shelter.  He quickly followed. 

Under a shelter, where pedestrians waited for tubes, Ardan glanced at the 

people who were giving them strange looks. 

One man stared at Ardan up and down and said, "You here for trouble 

sonny?  Best you stay in your own town!" 

Ardan stared at the man, moved closer and said, "Maybe I should take you 

back with me!" 

"Try it and...." 

Just then Garule, and the other Boguard on mission with Ardan, grabbed 

Ardan by the collar and dragged him out into the rain and began to march up 

the road.  "We don’t need any more attention than is necessary.  We want to 
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find the central administration building for the city, so we can get some specific 

directions." 

Up ahead under a shelter was a screen, which gave basic directions.  After 

a quick investigation the three caught a tube, heading south.  After six blocks, 

they stepped off and were inside the City Office. 

Garule stood in front of the reception desk, on the ground floor.  All three 

were dripping wet and the girl at the desk looked down, at her clean floor.  She 

figured that as they came from Jilta PC, they knew little on how to keep out of 

the rain. 

"Don't see much rain, down south?" she asked. 

Garule smiled.  "Can you show us directions to find the headquarters of City 

Security, and then the administration block for the Federation Warp Drive 

Bank?" 

"What business do you want, with the Bank?" she asked. 

"That is for them, not you.”  Garule leaned closer and smiled.  The girl 

instantly went a shade whiter and stared straight ahead and said, "Yes, sir, that 

is for them.  The C-S is two blocks west from here, and the Bank is across the 

road from the C-S.  Thank you, and have a nice day." 

Garule smiled, stood back and nodded at Ardan. 

Ardan shook his head, looked at the girl and then at the Boguard, shrugged 

and walked away. 

After following the wet trail outside again into the rain Ardan ran for the 

tube, across the road.  The weather was terrible.  On top of that, the city made 

you walk in the rain, to travel. 

They jumped from the tube, back into the rain.  Ardan followed the pair, 

into the C-S building.  Interestingly Ardan didn’t find that he was scared.  He 

found it interesting, impersonating a C-S. 

Inside the C-S building they were greeted with a sort of envy, admiration 

and mistrust.  The Carridan C-S’s vision of Jilta PC was that it was bigger, and 

definitely more sophisticated. 

The Carridan S-C, at the front desk, said, "Well, well.  Welcome to our city, 

boys.  What can we do for you?" 
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Garule stepped to the fore, again.  "We recently had a case where one of 

our men died in a floater, giving chase to a suspect, and we need to know the 

whereabouts of someone." 

One of the junior C-S’s, stepped forward.  "I hear you guys will be getting 

some driving lessons.  I heard about it on the news, three days ago." 

Ardan wanted to say that the person being chased was a very good driver, 

and that the accident occurred in great difficulty, but a thought entered his 

mind.  NO!  Ardan stood back and watched. 

"Enough of that!" said the senior at the desk.  "These people are here, as 

our guests.  Can we see your passes, please?" 

All three passes went onto the desks.  The senior inspected them and 

nodded.  "So, what is it you want to find out?" 

"We need to locate and interview a girl.  Her name is Chelo Bade.  We 

understand that she entered the city, five days ago.  You will have a record of 

her." 

The senior C-S looked down on his screen and punched in a few digits.  

"Chelo Bade....”  He said slowly to himself as he searched the computer memory 

files.  He looked up at the three.  "I’m afraid that the information is classified 

and officially she didn’t enter the city.  There is no more information, which I can 

give you.  However, I may advise you to see the Administration Manager of the 

Federation Warp Drive Bank, across the street." 

Garule nodded and picked up his papers.  "We thought that might be the 

case, but it was worth a try, getting her whereabouts, here.  Less messy, you 

know." 

The senior C-S nodded.  "Yes, but try across the street.  Though to be 

honest, I don’t think you will get much data from the Bank either.  Have good 

visit though.  If there is anything else that I can do, please let me know." 

"We will," said Garule, and the three turned, towards the outside. 

Ardan looked around, and was pleased.  The rain had stopped.  The three 

briskly walked across the road, to the main Bank building, of Carridan. 
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Garule said to Ardan, "The senior C-S is now informing someone in the 

Bank that we are on our way over and what it is that we have come to Carridan 

for.  That person is now on his way to greet us." 

Ardan looked at Garule and wanted to ask how he knew this to be, as they 

entered the Bank. 

As expected, an administrator was there, and Garule asked him if they 

could speak to Chelo Bade, as they had information that she was not dead.  This 

was contrary to the reports, which they had first received in Jilta. 

The man shook his head and said that she was not in the city. 

Tell us where Chelo Bade is! 

The man looked at the three and shook his head.  He was very confused. 

Garule said it would be a good idea if they could see this man's boss. 

The man agreed as he was now awfully confused, as what he should do. 

There was soon a more senior executive in front of the pair, and Garule 

said, "We need the location of Chelo Bade.  We know that she entered the city 

four days ago, and we need to interview her in regards to death and murder." 

The man became pale and said, "But you cannot know that she came here, 

no one knows who, or where she is.  There is no record of her being here." 

Garule smiled and said, "You had better check your records again, then." 

The man went behind the desk and punched something into the computer 

console and soon, a message was on the screen.  He looked up, as there was no 

official record, only the confidential screen note. 

More data, entered the man's mind, and he typed in a secret file command, 

and more data came on the screen. 

He looked at the three, from across the counter and then he returned to 

reading.  He didn’t show them, nor did he say or do anything, but he continue to 

read. 

Ardan watched as the eyes of the Boguard were fixed on the man as he 

read the screen. 

Finally the man looked up at Garule. 

"There is no data on the screen, about her?" asked Garule. 

The man simply said, "No," in a blank tone of voice. 
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Garule then politely thanked the man and said they would have to call Jilta 

again.  Garule retrieved his identity card and the three left. 

Ardan looked around and said as they were walking in the rain once again, 

"You got the data, didn't you?" 

Garule nodded.  "Yes, she isn’t on Jilta; but off-planet.  I will explain where 

and when, we get out of here.  The C-S’s have now been alerted that our 

presence was a disguise, and the real C-S’s haven’t been reporting in, in Jilta PC.  

We need to hurry." 

Just then the doors flew open at the C-S building, across the street.  The C-

S’s all saw each other, from both sides of the street.  Garule dived, rolled and 

fired the first shot.  It blew one of the Carridan C-S’s shoulders off at the joint. 

Pedestrians, who were in the way, screamed and began to run, in all 

directions.  Shots were returned from the C-S building’s front doors. 

Thunder broke out from the heavens above.  Lightning slashed through the 

darkening skies.  Ardan wondered if this was the Day-of-Foretelling. 

The Boguard ran back, to the Bank building.  The doors were locked, but 

with two blasts, they now opened.  Shots of white light were exploding, and 

sizzling through the air.  Ardan sprinted after the pair, as they dove inside. 

In quick succession, the Boguard fired back out through the rain, which was 

now cascading down as a torrential downpour. 

Three shots whizzed in, above Ardan's head and exploded on the counter 

behind him.  There were screams from the employees of the Bank. 

Ardan looked behind him, saw the terrified faces and yelled, "For the sake 

of Torren's dog, get down, you stupid people!" 

Someone yelled that these people were terrorists and had been sent by the 

Malukans.  You could tell by their eyes.  It was blood they that wanted; from the 

old days. 

Ardan dived, pulled out his stunner and shot the big mouth, in the chest.  

He went down quietly. 

Ardan looked at the Boguard and rolled his eyes.  "Amateurs at the front 

desk!”  With that, he fired his blaster, out into the torrential rain, towards the C-

S’s.  He imploded the side window, of a passing tube.  People in it began 
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screaming and leaping out, as the vehicle continued its slow journey, down the 

road. 

"Good shot Ardan,” said Garule, wryly. 

Three C-S’s broke out, from across the street, heading towards the Bank 

building.  Immediately, shots arced out from the Bank.  The C-S’s arms and 

heads exploded from their bodies, amid an orgy of blood and flesh, which spread 

all over the ground with the rain. 

The people behind the counter screamed again. 

Ardan shook his head.  What was it, with these employees?  He turned and 

fired a blast over their heads blowing out ceiling panels.  Debris scattered 

throughout the room.  The screaming stopped and Ardan yelled, "When I aim 

lower, then you can scream.  Until then, please shut the Torren up!" 

There was silence. 

Three shots fizzed in through the door and two more shots were fired out. 

Trabune of the Boguard rolled, and let out two shots to the rear of the 

building behind the employees, and two more C-S’s fell to the ground.  "They 

came in, from the roof.  Come on, let’s go!" 

Trabune jumped and leapt over the front counter and the crowd again 

began to scream.  Ardan followed and waved his blaster menacingly at them, 

and they shut-the-Torren-up, with fear. 

Garule let forth a series of half a dozen blasts out through the rain and 

several C-S’s went down.  He then bolted after the other two and yelled, "The 

roof!" 

Trabune led the way, to the rear stairs and yelled to the crowd, "Everybody 

out!  Now!" 

With that, the crowd seeing their freedom ran for the door.  With them was 

the man who had been stunned and had now regained consciousness.  He began 

screaming, again.  "The Malukans are coming.  The Malukans are coming!  

They’re here!" 

Ardan pulled out his stunner and whizzed one off.  The crowd became more 

orderly.  Ardan followed the Boguard to the roof, shaking his head.  

Carridanians! 
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Finally, they reached the roof.  They were on the tallest building in the city, 

four stories up!  The rain was pelting down and Ardan had his visor up so he 

could see.  The roof was flat and there were rails around the side.  In the center 

were the heating and cooling systems that provided some small place in which to 

hide. 

It didn’t take long before floaters were up in the air, zinging shots down 

upon them. 

The Boguard were firing, back down into the street and Ardan was shooting 

up, into the air.  He could barely see the floaters through the rain, but he shot at 

them anyway. 

He heard the door to the stairs, below, slowly open.  C-S’s!  He shot and 

blew the hand from its owner.  Blood sprayed, into the rain.  The C-S fell back, 

into the building and the door closed. 

Ardan yelled above the noise of the rain, to the Boguard, "What now!  We 

will be dead in a few minutes!" 

Garule ran back from the edge, after firing a few shots.  He huddled from 

the rain, and the floaters, under an overhang by the stair door.  He pointed to 

above them.  "Our ticket out!  Come on!" 

Ardan stared, and couldn’t see anything, but the hard driving rain.  He 

mumbled something about the stupid mission and dying, when unexpectedly the 

outline of a craft appeared, above the building.  It was faint and blurred by the 

rain and cloud. 

It began to descend, with its hull appearing more real.  It continued to 

grow in size and was soon only pacs above the roof.  It was round and about ten 

pacs across, smooth, flat at the top and wide at the girth.  A door opened and 

the Boguard shoved Arden up, first.  Shots sizzled past and exploded, nearby 

them.  Then, the Boguard jumped aboard and the ship hovered over the 

building, as it absorbed all the fire, which the C-S’s could drive upon it. 

Slowly, it rose into the sky, to vanish, into the clouds and rain. 

On the screens of the C-S and Bank buildings below the craft simply 

shimmered and vanished from the universe into warp drives. 

Ω 
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The most senior of the C-S’s sat back at his desk, and watched the three 

from Jilta leave for across the road.  He then punched in the data and spoke to 

the supervisor, from the Bank.  As agreed, he left the line open.  What he didn’t 

expect, was to see the supervisor’s senior then appear, and then unlock the B 

Category code-key, and scroll out on the screen, all the confidential data, about 

this person Chelo Bade.  At that point, he knew there was something wrong, 

going on.  He quickly called his peer, in Jilta PC, and found the three out there 

were imposters. 

He then sounded the alarm.  Men came rushing down, weapons drawn, 

ready to fight the Palboan wars, all over again. 

There had never been an open security breach, since he had taken up the 

position, twenty-four years ago, and there was not going to be a successful one, 

now. 

He walked out the front and checked his men.  All were ready and 

accounted for.  He then waited for the conspirators, to reappear.  While doing 

so, he received word, that the Jiltanian C-S’s, across the street were those that 

had been reported missing, several days ago. 

He waited, until the three returned, outside.  He gave the order and his 

men ran out, into the rain.  He watched from under the cover, of the C-S 

building awning.  His first men were cut to ribbons, in a shower of blood.  The 

second lot did better, firing in the general area of the three.  It was almost 

impossible to see, through the rain.  He gave orders to fire, directly into the 

Bank, and to avoid the screaming pedestrians.  He looked up and there was a 

news floater hovering over the Bank building.  He looked harder and there was 

even the city Mayor.  He waved, but a shot just missed his hand and he ducked 

back, inside the building. 

Next he saw a tube run past.  His men fired towards the Bank, but hit the 

tube.  As they did so, a shot came out from the Bank building also slamming into 

the tube.  All the windows blew in, and people came running, bleeding and 

screaming, from the carriage.  Damn it he thought.  Who invited the pedestrians 

and the tube?  He looked up, once again and saw that the Mayor was not 

waving. 
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For a moment it seemed quiet, and he ordered some of his men, forward.  

One had his head blown off in a flurry of blasts, from the other side.  He decided 

that it was not as quiet, as it seemed. 

Then, the workers from the Bank building began to pour out, into the 

street.  Some were screaming.  One was yelling, that it was the Malukans.  The 

Malukans, he thought; old rivals of a thousand years ago.  That old conspiracy 

theory; this was going to be hot news tonight. 

He ordered his men in.  They pushed and shoved, past the people now 

standing and screaming, at everyone else in the rain.  Some were pointing; two 

shots coming from the roof. 

He could see his floaters making position, shooting at the roof of the 

building.  Return fire was coming and going.  He dove to his left, as a shot 

nearly struck him.  He looked up and saw the Mayor's floater had been struck, 

and was now alight.  It was descending slowly. 

He shook his head.  This was getting out of control and then, someone 

pointed to the sky again.  A ship, and in air space, above the city.  Totally illegal!  

It had lowered and was hovering, above the roof, in the torrential rain.  

Someone screamed that it was the Malukans, but there were no markings. 

He saw the Mayor's floater drift over to the side of the blown out tube.  

Rain was still pouring down, but what else was there he could do?  He ran for 

the floater.  The craft above vanished. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 22 

 

MOTIFOR 

 

The Director of City Alerts sat, at his desk.  He was a thin, but handsome man.  

He sported dark hair and a rugged face.  He wore a dark grey uniform.  He was 

in conversation with someone, who he had spoken to many times over the past 

six months. 

He said, "Something has gone wrong.  First you fail to erase him, and now, 

he has been identified with two others, in our own city.  I don’t know, what this 

is all about, but you had better get on a craft, and make certain that there is 

nothing that can link this Chelo Bade, to us.  I don’t know who she is, or why 

this one person seems to be so important, to our organization, or to the three 

that risked their lives to find out where she was. 

"No....  I won’t be sending a message; you will have to personally do this 

yourself. 

"No....  Don’t worry about that.  I will be checking the Malukan angle, 

myself.  You just handle the trouble, which we are already in. 

"Yes....  We are in the process of tracing the craft. 

"No....  We don’t need any assistance, in covering up the Mayor, shooting 

the senior C-S in the arm, at the scene of the crime.  Yes it was embarrassing.  

I’m certain we can do that, ourselves. 

"Call me, when you leave!" and with that, the man hung up. 

He stared out, over the street, from his office.  Fancy that, he thought.  The 

Mayor was so upset that he shot the senior C-S.  When the stupid C-S opened 

the canopy of the Mayor's floater, a wall of water poured in, from the roof 

above; and the Mayor shot him. 

Ω 
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Ardan watched, as the Boguard settled back, from the screens.  There were 

eight aboard the craft.  Ardan sat.  He looked at the sleek shape of the hull, and 

the simple contours of the control panel, that showed nothing but lines of light, 

like veins in a body; running along the floor, walls and ceiling of the craft.  To 

operate the craft, all that seemed to be done, was to place one's hand in the 

correct location and screens would come alive.  It showed relative position, data 

about almost any subject, and communications with the underground Boguard 

base, that Ardan had been privy to a day ago. 

Ardan reflected at the pace of how his life had changed, so fast.  Was it 

not, just a few days ago, when he was a construction engineer, guiding the 

upwards progress of one of Jilta's newest and biggest superrises?  Now, look at 

him.  He just recently escaped by the narrowest of margins, with his life, and 

now he just killed at least half a dozen C-S’s, not to mention the stupid civilian 

floater, that he shot down.  He still recalled the look of horror, and fist waving of 

the passengers, on that craft.  Strange, very strange.  Ardan wondered why the 

person was there, in the first place. 

Trabune, Instructor Trabune, as he had found out, came over, to where 

Ardan was seated.  He sat next to him and watched the panels, which Arden was 

viewing, panels of scenes of Jilta from over a hundred Ks above the planet. 

"Beautiful, isn't it?" asked Trabune. 

Ardan mocked a smile and nodded. 

"Cheer up.  Few have the honor, to fight alongside of the Boguard." 

Ardan looked at the man.  "I really don’t know who you are, except that 

you will help me get back Chelo Bade.  I’m thankful for that.  I seem to be 

caught up in your own private war with someone, and I don’t care for it.  I care 

nothing for it.  So, excuse me if I seem more bitter, than honored." 

Trabune inhaled deeply.  "I do understand.  Your job is to build superrises, 

not fight villains.  Yet, our job, as we see it, is to fight those villains.  Ordinarily, 

we prefer to work alone.  It is unfortunate, that our destiny have crossed your 

path. 

"You see, Ardan, you have become a victim of the villain that we fight 

against.  As a victim, you can stay as that victim, or you can fight your way out.  
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We don’t really need you, and nor will our mission be any better, for having you 

along.  You’re a security risk, which took the highest ratings to clear.  However, 

someone in our ranks thought that you were the sort of person, who should be 

offered an opportunity to fight back. 

"That person was Captain Macrod Curr.  He believed that you were better 

than a victim.  Stronger.  He could have left you to work it out with the other 

victims in the undertubes.  There would have been plenty of them there, to keep 

you company." 

With that, Trabune stood up and looked down at Ardan.  "Think about it, 

and what you want to be.  I grant you that your immediate past is hard, but 

your future is entirely up to you.  You decide, what it is to be." 

The Boguard then turned to return to his comrades. 

Ardan rose; and reached out and laid his hand, the Boguard's shoulder. 

"I’m proud to have fought by your side,” said Arden.  “Permit me to stay; 

to help.  What has touched my life will also be touching others.  I am sure, so I 

want to help." 

Trabune smiled.  "Follow me; for the next briefing." 

Ardan trailed Trabune to the center of the floor, where most of the vein-like 

light was concentrated.  As soon as Ardan stood beside Trabune, a shaft of light 

immediately surrounded the pair.  Ardan found it obscured the surrounding 

outside, to a dim awareness.  Slowly, the pair descended to the level below. 

Standing on the floor, beneath the one that he had just left Ardan looked 

up and around.  The light had gone, and there was no mechanical hoist present, 

or jointing on the floor nor the ceiling.  The only difference, was that under his 

feet the veins of light seemed to throb.  The veins followed a cyclic pattern of 

dark and light, a very predictable rhythm.  Also, the room was smaller. 

Trabune took a step from the center and a portion of the wall, which was in 

front of him, began to shimmer and fade. 

Ardan blinked, as he now saw that a door had appeared. 

Trabune stepped through and beckoned Ardan to follow. 

As Ardan stepped inside, he noticed that the doorway was edged, with a 

thin ring of light.  Also looking into it, he could see the wall.  It appeared 
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translucent.  As he looked in, the wall seemed to be made of nothing but light, 

between two skins.  It also throbbed slightly, but was a lot brighter than the 

floor veins. 

As he entered, Ardan lightly touched the wall, with his finger, and it tingled 

warmly, with a sensation that didn’t hurt, but rather, was pleasant and friendly.  

Ardan looked at his finger, and stepped into the center of the room. 

Around him, were three Boguard.  He only knew Trabune and Garule.  He 

was not introduced to the other one, but merely stood behind him, as they 

presented Ardan with data. 

"Please; look at the far wall,” said Garule. 

Ardan looked; and the wall shimmered and pictures evolved. 

Garule continued.  Ardan seated himself between the pair, while the third 

remained standing.  "What you see here, is a Warp Drive Bank station-city 

where Chelo Bade is kept, or so we believe.  It is one of seven, in the galaxy, 

and has well over a hundred thousand inhabitants.  Most are clustered in these 

groups, or cells, of about fifteen thousand each.  Each of the cells of inhabitants 

acts like a town in space, which manufactures in competition to the other cells.  

There are a total of five cells of inhabitants, with an overruling executive cell, of 

twenty thousand.  The remaining five thousand people, are transport and 

defense personnel." 

"What are they defending?" asked Ardan. 

Trabune grinned.  "The sole means of faster-than-light-speed transport, 

outside of our own technology." 

"Outside what...?" 

Tribune turned away from the screen to look at Ardan.  "We, as a race, 

have our own means of faster-than-light-speed space travel.  The only other 

means is governed and protected, by the Federation Warp Drive Bank.  They 

hold the commercial monopoly, on faster-than-light-speed travel.  It is a secret, 

which they guard dearly.  We know of no one, who has managed to penetrate 

their secret, of how this city makes the warp fields. 

“We know how to disarm the warp field generators, or the black box that 

they put in spacecraft, to make them supernova if tampered with. 
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“Nevertheless, that technology of disarming their black box, is known only 

to us, and a select few of others.  No one has managed to duplicate their warp 

fields, yet many have tried.  In the early days of the Bank, many attempted to 

penetrate the box, that housed the warp field generators, but this only 

destroyed the ship, its occupants and any planet, that the craft was orbiting." 

 

Station City Motifor 

Ardan watched the picture of the station-city, with its five separate shells, 

rotating around a hub, connected by the thinnest of gossamer wires, to the 

circular arms, outside. 

Ardan then turned and asked, "So; what has that to do, with Chelo?" 
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Trabune showed some internal shots of the station-city.  "Chelo discovered 

that organic structures alter, in the presence of their warp fields.  For that, a plot 

was hatched, to kidnap her and remove her from harm, by the Bank." 

"What about Marly Skanes?  She also worked on the project." 

Trabune shook his head.  "It was her body, which they burned in your 

apartment, and claimed was Chelo Bade.  She was just a pretext to get close to 

Chelo." 

"A pretext to get close?" 

Trabune nodded.  "Her boyfriend, Torish, works for the Bank.  He 

discovered what the girls had in their thesis; by accident.  He won the heart of 

Marly.  That gave him access, to the girl's experiments.  He planned your death, 

and the kidnapping of Chelo." 

Ardan sat back, in shock.  He recalled calling Torish, yes trusting him to 

help, yet it was, he who was plotting to kill Ardan.  How stupid had he been, 

Ardan wondered. 

"What is your interest, in all this?" asked Ardan. 

"That, we will disclose to you, when we complete our mission at the 

station-city of Motifor." 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 23 

 

INSIDE  MOTIFOR 

 

Ardan studied the screens, and the data on the station-city.  It seemed 

there was not a lot known of the station-cities, or the general operations of the 

Bank for that matter. 

The journey lasted a few days.  Motifor was out in space; not near any 

system or planets.  It was off the crossroads, of any traveler.  This was done, 

according to the Bank's own literature, to provide additional security, by 

remaining well clear of any place, where any commercial or military ship may 

warp out from.  It would be catastrophic if some space craft should warp out and 

accidently materialize, within the city.  The Bank claimed if that were to occur, 

there would be a disaster, of unmitigated destruction.  The claim was that should 

a station-city supernova, then the resulting explosion would be so great that it 

might be seen from many sectors in the galaxy.  It was for this reason, that the 

Bank claimed impartiality to politics.  The Bank claimed that if it was a military 

target, then the entire galaxy could suffer. 

During the days that took to get to Motifor, Ardan had asked many curious 

questions, about the Boguard.  Mostly, he received the answer that he would 

find out in due course.  Ardan thought that whatever they wanted to keep secret 

they could keep, for if the enemy on the station-city caught him, he didn’t want 

to talk under torture.  He tried not to think about that. 

There was another briefing.  This time, it was in the lowest portion of the 

craft. 

Ardan found the craft unique, in many ways.  His quarters consisted of a 

hard bunk that seemed to grow from the floor.  It was an interesting bunk; as 

when he lay in it, its hardness vanished.  It seemed to become soft, and 
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contoured to his body, but his mind knew otherwise.  When he first lay down on 

the bunk, he had to get up, to check that the bunk had not contoured itself, 

around his body.  However, the bunk was still only a flat piece of material, which 

was hard to touch.  As he lay there, he would watch the lines, the veins of light 

that traveled its length, and as he grew more tired, they seemed to lose 

intensity.  When Ardan woke from his first night's sleep, he felt very well rested 

and awake. 

Another interesting point that he noticed, inside the craft is that he never 

needed to eat, drink, or use the toilet.  He never got any answer from the 

Boguard as to why.  He never got hungry, or thirsted.  The Boguard told him 

that it was just as well, as there was nothing to eat or drink aboard the craft, 

anyway. 

Another curious point of the craft, Ardan thought, was that he never saw 

the Boguard off-duty, not even for a moment.  He only assumed that they didn’t 

have the same quarters, which had been provided for him. 

He sat on a hard stool that seemed to be molded from the floor.  Again, the 

veins of light ran through the floor to the stool, and over the stool's surface.  As 

expected the hard surface was soothing and comfortable to sit on. 

The others sat; opposite each other, around a table.  The table had less 

light veins throbbing through it. 

Trabune opened the conversation.  "We will be coming out of the warp 

fields, soon.  The problem we obviously have, is getting into the station-city, 

without being noticed.  They have very sophisticated alarms and security 

procedures.  We cannot simply warp out of space, around Motifor." 

Ardan asked simply, "Then, what is the answer; to warp into the city 

itself?" 

Trabune smiled, "That’s been tried but failed with painful results.”  He 

pointed to a diagram, of a ship.  "This ship left Jilta, when we did.  We know that 

it was heading to Motifor, as it has regular supply runs there, for warp field 

generators.  After the warp drives are built, they’re transferred to other 

locations, where they’re installed in the various ships or craft.  No ships are built 

on the station-cities, only the warp field generators themselves.  There are 
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regular trips made by transports, every minute of a station-city's life, bringing in 

food, raw materials and personnel." 

"So, do we stow away; aboard a transport?" asked Ardan. 

Trabune grinned.  "In short – yes.  As we have monitored this particular 

ship; we know its exact docking time, its procedure of how long it has been 

down and so on.  Currently, we are stowed away on that transport, but under 

the guise of being in warp drive, with that ship.  We will be warping down, out of 

warp drives, the moment the transport does.  At that exact instant, we will be 

warping down, under the protective cover of the transport." 

Ardan objected; he thought that that was impossible. 

Trabune shook his head.  "Our own technology is vastly superior, to that of 

yours and theirs.  We can do it, though the risk is still high.  Certainly, if we 

have miscalculated and find ourselves not in the spare transport compartment, 

that we had anticipated, and find ourselves inside another container, full of air, 

water or raw materials, then we will die.  Our bodies and craft won’t be able to 

occupy the same space as anything from the physical universe, other than 

broadmatter.  On the other hand we may find we are not in the transport at all, 

in which case we will be spotted, and have to warp out and abort the mission. 

"What we predict is; we will be inside an empty container, which we 

computed would be there, when we aligned the trajectory of the transport, and 

that of our own craft.  We will intersect, over Jilta.  From that point, we should 

be traveling, within the transport.  In addition, from our sensors, we will be able 

to tell if we are where we calculated we ought to be.” 

Trabune looked at Ardan and continued.  "Once inside the ship, out of warp 

drive, we then travel under conventional drives, into the city.  Then, we just 

cruise in, for the final checks and inspections.  We hope that when we get close 

enough, we will be able to warp out from the transport ship and warp into a new 

location, inside the station-city, undetected.  We need a few hours, to sense-

scan the city, so that we can select which pockets will be safe to warp ourselves 

into.  We will be finding where that location aboard the station-city is, while we 

are traveling in the bowels of the transport.  We will be able to sensor what is in 
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the station-city, without detection.  However, such a check takes hours, in a 

structure that size." 

Ardan nodded. 

Trabune looked up.  "We have just warped out and as expected we are 

inside the transport ship.  We must return to work; now." 

"Sure," said Ardan rolling his eyes.  He never realized that he had been so 

close to death before.  Ten seconds ago he could have been incinerated into a 

billion pieces of space matter and he would never have known, never had time 

to prepare for it. 

Trabune, standing over him, said, "If you had time to prepare yourself, 

your preparation would only have been to worry.  That is my job." 

Ardan looked at him and asked, frowning, "How is it that you know what I 

think?  Can you read my mind?" 

Trabune laughed aloud and heartily.  "I read what you broadcast.  Your 

mind broadcasts its thoughts very loudly.  We here, can read the broadcasting of 

your mind, but never the mind, itself." 

"How?" 

Like this! 

Ardan almost fell off his seat. 

Trabune smiled.  "I broadcast the same as you do, but I know my target.  I 

ensure that if I want my mind to broadcast a thought, then I send it to the 

intended recipient.  What I did then, was of no less volume, than your own 

broadcast.  However, your broadcasts never have any direction, but are 

broadcast widely, for all to pick up." 

Like this you mean? 

Yes, exactly like that. 

Ardan nodded.  He had no idea that it was that simple. 

"It isn’t all that simple, but inside this ship, it is free from the distraction of 

the thoughts of others.  Thoughts are generally broadcast all over the planet 

indiscriminately, for anyone, to listen to.  On a planet it is a constant hum, a 

noise like a form of background chatter, which is constantly there.  Our minds 
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still work the same but we have to increase our perception to ensure the 

intended listener is who you want to communicate with." 

"What do you call it?" 

Communication. 

Ardan watched patiently, as the crew observed the station-city on their 

screens.  They were dissecting the city portion by portion, looking for places to 

hide.  The computer sensors were scanning the city, three-dimensionally and 

locating sections, which were inspected.  Piece by piece, it was being inspected 

for corridors, rooms and storage compartments.  Picture after picture, was being 

rotated and probed, wall-by-wall, surface-by-surface.  Shortly, the full details of 

the station-city would be fully recorded. 

The screens showed they were only moments from touching down. 

Ardan watched, as the transport, and thus, they also, entered the station-

city. 

The city cell they had entered, was huge, by any standard.  It was a 

collection of quarters and workplaces that had been added to and stacked, one 

over the other, with only minor planning being catered for. 

Motifor was one of the oldest station-cities, being only several hundred 

light-years, from Palbo.  Motifor began its life three thousand years ago, and had 

been growing with the expansion of the Bank, ever since. 

The transport docked and the screens showed the inside docking bay, to be 

large and open, about four hundred pacs in all directions.  The six doors to the 

bay were eighty pacs high each. 

The station-city used a combination of gravity plates and centrifugal force, 

to create gravity.  In the center hub, the gravity plates provided all the gravity, 

while at the outer reaches of the cells, gravity was produced by the rotational 

effect of the city. 

Ardan was up in the top deck when Garule gave the command to shift the 

Boguard vessel. 

The screens blanked, but returned to life, three seconds later.  They were 

still in the city hanger area, but inside another transport ship.  It had already 

discharged its load of frozen liquid air, the most valuable commodity in a 
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station-city.  There, the Boguard ship would remain, until its crew completed 

their mission. 

Trabune rose and indicated to Ardan, to follow.  Quickly, they walked to the 

hold.  All had dressed as maintenance personnel.  Ardan looked at his clothes. 

Trabune explained that the clothes had been deduced, from what had been 

recorded in the past few hours’ observations.  The insignia on their arms showed 

that they were part of air-maintenance.  That, explained Trabune, should gain 

them access to almost all quarters, even if confronted by the security patrols. 

The door to the Boguard ship began to materialize.  Ardan and three 

Boguard slipped outside into the darkness of the transport.  Trabune reasoned 

that while the original transport was being inspected for breaches of security, 

security elsewhere would be reduced proportionally. 

Garule led the way out.  They had donned helmets, which were typical of 

the air-maintenance crew.  Garule’s torch shone, leading the way through the 

massive hold of the ship.  About fifty pacs away were a personnel door and 

airlock, used for inspections. 

Trabune reached for, and twisted the bar, which held the door tight.  It 

gave and slowly, it rotated.  The door came ajar.  The four stepped inside.  A 

minute later, they were out, into a corridor, which led to another door.  Soon 

they had passed through several doors and hatches. 

Finally, two guards confronted them.  They had appeared from around the 

next turn in the corridor and stood there, with stunners uncocked, in their 

hands. 

"Stop!  You have no authorization for being aboard this ship," said the front 

guard, pointing the stunner at Garule. 

Trabune stepped forward and spoke, in a well-concealed imitation of the 

guard’s accent.  "Listen, you pair of idiots.  We came in here two hours and 

twenty minutes ago, to repair some leaky weld to the side beam of the reserve 

tanks.  Do you know what we found?”  Trabune was poking the guard in his 

chest, with his forefinger. 

The Guard stepped back and shook his head.  He had no idea what was 

found. 
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"Absolutely nothing!  We were called here; for absolutely nothing!  There 

was no leak and nothing wrong with the tank!" 

The guard looked shocked.  Someone on his ship was going to get into 

trouble.  "Surely it is the duty of a crew member, to report something that is 

wrong?" he asked. 

"There was nothing wrong!" Trabune said, while waving his arms.  "Look at 

this work sheet I have to return.  It says that the spare tanks are ruptured!  Yet; 

we find nothing.  What would you do?  We spent time that has no return, for us.  

It makes us look as though we were loafing.  Someone has to pay for this, and it 

will be whoever ordered the repairs, not my company.”  Trabune was now 

pointing at the second guard, who was backing away wondering why this man 

was so upset.  The guards didn’t order the repairs either. 

Trabune was still waving his arms.  "Now you want to stop us, and say that 

we had no authorization, being aboard the ship!  By the Torren!  Someone will 

answer for this, I can assure you.  I suppose you don’t even have a record of us 

being here...do you?" 

The first guard tried to smile sheepishly, and said, “Well...." 

"Just as I thought!  Total incompetence!" 

Garule looked at the pair of guards, who were obviously in distress and 

said, "Look, you pair look like fine people.  I know that mistakes can happen.”  

He looked to Trabune and said, "Why don't we work out a solution.  I mean, 

these two didn’t do us any harm, and they don’t want their crewmembers 

getting into trouble.  Why do we not work a way, so that this whole thing isn’t 

known about?  I mean, there is no record of us entering the ship, so why not...?" 

Trabune put his hand to his mouth, in thought, looked harshly at the two 

guards, and then said, "I suppose we could erase the order, and add the time to 

the last job, I mean, the last job went for one hundred and fifty three hours, so 

no one will know.  However...." 
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Garule then cut in.  "Yes, we can do that.”  He looked at the other Boguard 

and Ardan who both nodded on cue. 

Trabune then said, "They will have to get us off the ship, without it being 

recorded, or else we are all in trouble, and I’m not going to risk my backside 

for...." 

Garule then turned to the pair of guards who already showing signs of 

relief.  The first guard even tried to smile.  "Yes, that is all right.  We can get 

you off with no record being shown, of you ever being here.  We just close down 

the camera, for a moment, on the lower staff exit.  The thing has been playing 

up for months, and nobody has bothered to fix it.  Come, I will show you." 

Moments later, the four were leaving the transport with Trabune still 

muttering under his breath.  When they had gotten out of visual range of the 

transport Trabune winked at Ardan and said, "Pretty good, don't you think?" 

Ardan just shook his head and broadcast his thoughts. 

The other three laughed. 

From a safe distance they watched the transport, which they had initially 

been aboard as it was now being unloaded.  There were about forty armed 

guards walking around, with many more inside.  Goods were being ferried out, 

by small vehicles and inspected, using all forms of sensors. 

The foursome was only about fifty pacs away, as they watched. 
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Ardan stared in disbelief, as he saw a man; a man that he had secretly 

vowed that he would personally kill, a man that he loathed, more than any other 

creature in the galaxy. 

Ardan reached for his blaster, beneath his tunic. 

Stop! 

Halt! 

Wait! 

Ardan looked around, at the three, who were commanding him. 

He looked at the man whom he hated.  He felt the blood rush through his 

arms; his hate filled his mind.  He would give up his own life to see that this 

man was dead. 

Ardan looked back and then at the man he hated, as the man was being 

greeted.  As he walked down the ramp, he was being congratulated by three 

people, of high rank. 

By this time, the three Boguard were standing at Ardan’s side.  Garule said, 

"You may kill him when the time is right, but; not yet.  We need him to show us 

the whereabouts, of Chelo Bade.  When he has done this, then; you can kill 

Torish!" 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 24 

 

TORISH 

 

Ardan turned his back, on the scene at the transport, and suppressed his raging 

desire, to kill.  At the same time, ideas were coming into his mind, as to how 

this entire mission had surfaced. 

Ardan looked at Trabune, and he nodded to confirm that the ideas were 

indeed correct and coming from the Boguard. 

The Boguard had known for some time, that Chelo Bade had stumbled onto 

something, which would trigger off a response from the Bank.  They had not any 

real appreciation for the size of the conspiracy, which was to follow.  As they 

kept her under surveillance, they came to realize that possibly, this was a 

chance to follow her into a station-city, and find out what it really was, that was 

such a closely guarded secret of the Bank.  The Boguard realized that no one 

else, short of the Malukan Experiment of Sequetus 3, had come across the 

secret of faster-than-light-travel.  It seemed that Chelo Bade, and her associate, 

had hit on something that was very sensitive. 

The Boguard had only been following events, and had no idea that Chelo 

would be sent off Jilta.  When that occurred, they realized that something big 

was afoot.  The Boguard then took copies of her original manuscript, from 

Academia Alson.  These had been gone over, and using that data, along with 

their own knowledge of faster-than-light-speed travel, they realized that 

something at the core of the galactic civilization was very rotten.  If the Boguard 

were correct, they couldn’t permit it to exist in its current form. 

The Boguard had tracked Chelo but they had lost her, when she was taken 

from Carridan.  They needed to move someone to locate her, and they had 

figured that would be Torish.  That was confirmed after Torish was ordered to 
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Motifor.  This in turn, was confirmed by the Boguard’s own findings, at Carridan.  

Once Chelo Bade was found, it was hoped that the secrets, of this faster-than-

light-speed travel would be confirmed.  Only when they found Chelo, could they 

bring her back to Jilta where she could expose what she had learned.  For this 

reason, Ardan was needed.  They needed someone else from Jilta, to be a 

witness, who was not of the Boguard. 

Ardan looked back, to where Torish had been led away.  Trabune nodded 

and they followed. 

"Keep the stunner ready.  You may need it, soon.  This place smells evil," 

said Garule. 

They continued to follow, from a distance.  "How can you tell?" whispered 

Ardan, as they moved into another corridor. 

"We are using communication, to watch our man and ensure that he 

doesn’t get away.  While we are listening to his thoughts, which are focused on 

killing Chelo Bade, we are picking up background thoughts.  What is underlying 

them, is evil.  There is an evil here, which pervades the operation." 

Ardan listened, as Garule gave him a running commentary of what the 

Boguard were sensing. 

For fifteen minutes, they had travelled, without any obstructions.  They had 

not been required to show passes or orders, and were permitted to travel in lifts 

and tubes as needed. 

Unexpectedly, they soon walked into a large open space.  There were 

people milling around, some pacing.  About fifty, all told. 

Ardan looked and saw that they were all being checked, for identification, 

on their wrists.  "Infrared scoring," he whispered quietly. 

Garule nodded.  The wrists of those being checked, showed that the person 

had been marked by invisible infrared identity marks. 

Trabune indicated to them, to stand in the queue.  "We can get around 

that.  Just remain in line." 

After a few minutes it was their own turn, and to the amazement of Ardan, 

the screens showed a positive ID check, and he was let through. 
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Trabune smiled, "Even computers are willing to communicate.  They’re 

designed for it, really." 

As they marched, Ardan noticed that the workers were now predominantly 

wearing white.  Garule explained that this was the induction section.  The people 

he saw in white, were actually psychrons. 

Ardan tried not to stare, but he knew that psychronics had been banned.  

He realized however, that out here, there was no one to inspect and enforce 

laws or treaties.  He also realized that this was why he was brought along, to 

witness the age-old skill of manipulating, distorting and subverting another's 

mind.  It was in full flower, at the Bank's most holy of places, their station-cities.  

It had never been banned; here. 

Trabune quietly let Ardan know, that Torish was getting another dose, of 

psychronics.  "He is being programmed to kill; without any mercy; to enjoy the 

art of torture and main with joy.”  Trabune seemed to sense Ardan and 

continued, "He is in the psychrat-chamber, now.  They’re implanting in his mind 

that he must return, in one year’s time, or his pain will become unbearable.  

Also, they’re reinforcing the previous implant, that his mother was killed, raped 

and tortured, by enemies of the Bank.  Now, the enemies of the Bank are his 

enemies to torture, and exterminate, at will.”  Trabune shook his head and 

looked at the ground; sometimes, for him, the evil was too much. 

Trabune searched the wards, off the corridor and soon found where people 

were being repaired for previous mistakes.  He transferred the pictures from his 

mind, to Ardan. 

Ardan reeled.  He saw failed people, who had broken down after being 

implanted, and who couldn’t carry out the torture and instructions, which were 

being fed into them.  Those people were having their brains sucked out, of their 

skulls, in small portions, depending on the security risk that the person now 

posed. 

Ardan realized that every person in Motifor, had a place and a purpose, to 

produce something.  If they erred, they were re-programmed, and if the 

programming failed then their brains were extracted, just a small piece, at a 

time, even cell by cell if necessary.  The person performed as required, or was 
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eventually degenerated; into a vegetable.  Eventually, they performed their 

tasks, even if the most menial.  Either way, the operation was a success. 

Ardan saw, in his mind, pictures of vacuum pumps being attached to 

sucking scalpels, which were in the hands of, willing and wanting, psycho-

surgeons. 

When the psycho-surgeon had his own mind scanned, Trabune could see 

that he also, was a product of the psychrat chamber, a device that inflicted 

electric current to the head and body, while also feeding artificially created 

computer visions to the retina; altering recorded events in that person's life, to 

be used as a means, of controlling his future actions. 

Soon, Torish had re-emerged from the psychrat-chamber room.  "Thanks 

Doc.  I needed the rest.  I’m always pleased to come back, to get that half hour 

in the machine, there.  It is amazing at how good you feel, when you come out.  

See you next trip." 

The doctor smiled and returned to his office. 

Torish whistled, on his way to the end of the corridor. 

Ardan stood; watching the man, from a hundred pacs away.  It seemed 

that Ardan's great passion; to kill this man had subsided.  He thought for a 

moment, and realized, that it was not that the need to kill the man had died, but 

rather the nature, by which he had previously decided to do it had changed. 

Ardan turned to Trabune.  "I will do it, with a simple blast to the head and 

smear his brains on one wall.  No need for the torture." 

"Not at all," said Trabune, in mock sarcasm.  "He is lucky, now." 

Moments later, they were traveling on the tube, again.  Ardan watched, 

from the next carriage, as Torish seemed quite happy, whistling to himself. 

They followed Torish, to another tube, where he headed out from the outer 

city cell, down toward a smaller city cell at the hub of the station-city.  Arden felt 

the artificial gravity lessen, as the tube traveled to the center, of the station-city 

wheel. 

After a few minutes, the tube began to slow, and the gravity began to 

increase again.  They watched Torish leave the tube and walk, into the entry 

port of the hub city centre. 
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The port was large, with anything up to a two hundred people, wandering 

around, all busy.  There was a series of checkouts, as before, and then a 

corridor, and another checkout at the end of that. 

The four queued and waited.  As expected, the green pass signal was 

given.  Cards, handprints, facial inspections and classification security checks, 

were made and approved, prior to each of them being given, the entry approval. 

As Ardan entered, and even though the screens had approved him, the 

security guard held up his hand.  "Hold on a minute.  Let me see your authority.  

What written orders do to you have, to be in here?" 

Ardan looked to Trabune, who had already gone through ahead.  He was 

speechless. 

The guard, and about twenty others were now looking, impatiently.  Ardan 

didn’t know what to say. 

The guard said, "All of you, you aren’t permitted in here.  You’re outside 

staff only.  We take care of our own maintenance, inside the Center." 

Tribune had turned and stepped back.  "Listen, you meathead.  We have 

the necessary approval.  We are trained and security cleared, to go in here and 

everywhere else, for that matter.  We are a special task force, which roams all 

over.  We have just spent the past twenty hours, nonstop, handling some crazy 

crisis, called by a security guard!  A real right old jolt it was.  He is in a big 

mess, for mucking us around, and now you, too!  Here, look at the instructions, 

if you don’t think that the system works.  Have a look at your own stupid 

system; man!" 

The guard was beginning to back down.  There was nothing wrong with the 

system.  He knew better than that.  In fact, he didn’t know it, but he had been 

programmed never to doubt the system.  That was his implant.  The system is 

correct. 

He looked blankly at Trabune and said, "You’re correct, the system is never 

wrong.  Please hurry as you’re blocking the path for others." 

As the last Boguard entered the realm of the Center, they had to hurry, to 

catch up to Torish.  He had happily walked along a series of corridors, and then, 

onto another tube platform. 
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The four had to run, to catch the tube. 

Six minutes later, they were coming to a halt, nearer the axis of the 

Center.  Very few people were at the platform, which was much smaller, than 

any of the others. 

Again, they had to hurry, as Torish had gotten through the checks, which 

were at every platform; now. 

Three minutes later, it was obvious that the personnel were thinning out. 

Trabune stopped and held his arm up, to the others.  There was no one 

else present, in the hall.  "Do you feel it?" he asked the others. 

Garule and the other Boguard stopped.  Ardan watched, as he could see 

pain manifesting, on their faces.  What did they feel?  What were they 

experiencing, he wondered? 

Trabune looked at the others, with tears almost in his eyes.  "We must 

break up into two groups.  Ardan, you go with Kol.  Garule and I have to find the 

source of the pain.  There is too much pain; here.  You will be able to find Chelo 

and then rendezvous here, in one hour.  That will give us time, to find the 

source of the pain.  We cannot leave without knowing.  Please, the pair of you 

go; now, and hurry." 

Ardan looked back, as he ran along the corridor, to catch up to Torish.  This 

was the first time that he had seen the Boguard like this. They had found 

something that frightened them. 

He continued to trail Torish, for about ten minutes, always following the 

guidance of the Boguard, Kol. 

Finally, they had walked up a corridor, passing a dozen technicians, who 

stared at them, or at least their uniforms. 

Ardan waited, until Kol had given the all clear.  They entered the doorway, 

at the end of the corridor, with great caution. 

On the other side was a greenhouse, about three hundred pacs long.  

Ardan looked, as far as he could see.  There were plants, trees and shrubs of all 

sizes and types.  On either side of the green house were more greenhouses, all 

of the same size, but with differing plant life. 
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Kol waved to get Ardan to go down one side, while he took the other.  

Ardan obeyed. 

Slowly, Ardan crept, his blaster out and uncocked.  He crouched low and 

silent and moved from one set of shrubs, to the next.  This was not a corridor, 

and it was not a passage.  They were at the end of the line.  This is where Torish 

was headed.  This is where they would expect to find Chelo Bade. 

Ardan found himself breathing, heavily.  He kept wondering, if she would 

recognize him, or perhaps the psychrons had damaged her mind, beyond recall?  

If she had been harmed, he knew what he must do.  He would kill Torish and 

take half this city, with him. 

He edged slowly onwards. 

He heard a sound to his left and dropped, to the wet floor.  He held his 

breath, as he listened to footsteps, to his right. 

There was a sizzle through the air to his left, and then a crash, twenty pacs 

in front of him, behind a row of trees.  He dashed forward. 

Ardan quickly crouched again, behind a small hedge, and crawled over to a 

narrow bridge, which crossed a small clear brook.  He looked down, and there 

was Kol.  Blood was oozing, from three wounds, in his chest.  He opened an eye 

and looked at Ardan.  He tried to say something but he couldn’t.  His blaster lay 

in the sand, under the water. 

"He is dead, Ardan.  Give it up, now!”  It was Torish's voice. 

Ardan slowly turned, to see the man that he hated, like no other.  It didn’t 

matter why the man was like this, now; Ardan hated him, for what he had done 

to his life. 

"Drop the weapon!" 

Ardan looked at the blaster and thought about a diving roll and shooting 

Torish. 

Torish shot Ardan, in the right arm.  The blaster flew up into the air.  Ardan 

reeled and was thrown into the hedge, on the near side of the brook.  He lay 

there, staring at Torish's gun.  He had been too slow! 

He began to feel the pain in his shoulder.  He wondered if his arm was still 

there, as he doubled over, with the pain. 
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He tried to stagger to his feet, blood dripping.  Before he could say 

anything, Torish's face contorted and his gun just fell from his hand and skittled 

across the ground. 

The Boguard half rose and tried to head butt Torish. 

Ardan saw his moment, and dived at the man, who he had wanted to kill.  

His own legs were still good; so he drove his body hard and slammed into the 

man, to crash him to the ground. 

Torish fell hard.  His body hit the dirt, but at the same time, he managed to 

throw Kol to the side.  Ardan staggered to his feet.  He was about to kick Torish 

in the head, when he heard a sizzle, then another, and he went down onto the 

ground, again.  His right leg had been hit.  He tried to move and another shot 

came, from the other side of the brook.  It struck him, in the other leg.  He 

couldn’t rise.  He rolled, curled up in pain.  His mind was in screaming agony.  

He finally collapsed next to Torish, who was pulling himself up, off the ground.  

Ardan recovered, as he fought the pain.  He looked around, to collect his 

bearings. 

To his left was Kol, eyes open; dead.  His face was showing none of the 

pain, that he had just gone through.  He lay there, with his arms outstretched, 

beside the brook, with two gaping holes in his chest.  He was very dead.  Blood 

trickled down, into the brook, turning it a mild muddy brown. 

Ardan stared up, to the other person near the brook.  Ardan grinned, for it 

was Chelo Bade, and she had the Boguard's blaster, and had Torish, firmly in her 

sights. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 25 

 

CHELO  BADE  RETURNS 

 

Chelo walked triumphantly over the bridge, to stand in front of both the men.  

She smiled at Ardan. 

Ardan tried to rise and she shot him in the foot.  He fell to the ground and 

groaned in agony. 

Torish propped himself up and stood.  He hobbled over to Chelo, and she 

put her arm around him. 

Ardan's face now agonized in pain and hate.  "You don’t know what they 

have done to you.  They have poisoned your mind.  It is the psychrons and their 

machines.  Please Chelo.  Shoot him before it is too late.  Shoot him; for the 

sake of Torren, shoot him!  He is evil!" 

She smiled and handed the gun to Torish.  "Torish and I are, and have 

been; together for years.  All your past memories of you and I, are in fact the 

result of careful programming, which you agreed to undertake, for the sake of 

the Bank, three weeks ago." 

"No!" he cried.  "We were going to be married!  You must remember, 

please!" 

She shook her head.  "Ardan, your real name is Gastus Cran.  You’re an 

agent, who wrecked his last mission, and you drew the short straw.  You agreed 

to do this mission, on the chance that if you survived, it was better than death.  

You’re certainly nothing to me." 

Ardan tried to move and yelled, "That’s not true!" 

Torish stood there, smiling and said, "Sorry, old chap.  Just to fill you in on 

your programming; your real-time started on Jilta, when you roused from the 

bang on the head; at your apartment.  All memory, prior to that point, is 
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artificial.  You’re no more a construction engineer, than I am.  You see, Gastus, 

you were brought here, planted here, to get the Boguard aboard this station-city 

so that we would have access to them.  No one has ever been able to capture a 

Boguard before.  In them, is a life-force, which has never been harnessed.  That 

has been our mission, to entrap a living Boguard. 

"Unfortunately, this one is dead, but the others are still very much alive, 

and for that; we thank you." 

Chelo Bade smiled.  "I also do thank you, Gastus.  For I will get a citation, 

for the work that we have done, to further the aims of the Bank, for total 

control.  Your award will be given to you, posthumously!" 

With that she turned up the blaster and blew off his right arm, completely 

off. 

He cried, as he began to fall unconscious.  This was not a dream.  This was 

not the act of the psychrons.  His memories were real.  He had not been placed 

inside the psychrat-chamber.  That was the implant, which they had given her, 

so that Chelo would destroy him. 

As he lay there, he could see Torish saying something.  "My stupid man.  

You still don’t get it, do you.  Do you think that we would let you through the 

checkpoints, that easily?  Do you really think, that four people can simply fool 

the entire system and get out?  No!  We made sure, that you were let in.  That 

was what we prearranged with you, before you left for Jilta, those three weeks 

ago. 

"Farewell old friend!”  With that, Torish pulled the trigger and blew the side 

of Ardan's skull away.  His eyes tore out, and smeared the tree trunk behind 

him.  Blood splattered the fine green shrubbery. 

Ardan saw the red and green mess of his dead body from above.  He found 

himself rising, wanting to move on.  He wondered though.  Who was he really?  

It no longer mattered. 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 26 

 

FASTER - THAN – LIGHT   TRAVEL 

 

Trabune and Garule were almost running, when they both stopped and felt the 

pain of Kol, being blasted in the chest.  Trabune reeled against the wall.  He held 

himself and looked at Garule.  They stared at each other.  Instantly they knew 

that they had no time left.  Their plans had been exposed! 

A quick thought command, to the Boguard craft and they were off; running 

down the corridors of the city. 

Faces turned and people dodged them, as they ran.  For ten minutes, they 

were guided by the mind, of that small spacecraft. 

After five minutes, Trabune got the picture-message in his mind...the 

tube...they had to take the tube.  They sprinted.  Time was closing in on them.  

Pictures came, of Bank Guards along with Corporate Troopers, pounding down 

six corridors. 

One glance at the barriers ahead, the six deep queue, and they thought 

what was needed; for all opposition to them to fade...and the barriers fell away.  

The Boguard jumped and flew over the stony faces, who stared at them, two 

maintenance personnel, flying past the guards. 

There was some yelling and commotion.  Three shots were fired, before the 

pair was amongst the crowd again.  The shots missed. 

Seconds later, they grabbed the door of a tube, as it was departing.  It only 

travelled fifteen seconds, to the next stop, whereby the pair leapt from it and 

ran to the exit. 

Quickly, a picture in their mind showed a column of fifty troopers, heading 

their way.  There was nowhere to turn.  Trabune looked; overhead.  Garule 
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nodded, and the pair stared at the ceiling.  Three panels gave way, and the pair 

jumped thirteen pacs into the ceiling space. 

There were spectators standing, mouths agape at what they had seen. 

The pair then crawled under heating pipes and over three-pac high, air-

ducts.  Then; they clambered over more ducts and then more pipes.  The ceiling 

was roomy and they began to run, with enough head clearance. 

They had gone five minutes, following the line of the corridor by the line of 

ductwork, when three laser shots slashed through the ceiling, missing each of 

the pair, by only a hair’s breath. 

Trabune indicated the thicker ductwork, and they jumped onto it.  They had 

to crouch, to scamper through the space, now.  There was emergency 

maintenance lighting in the ceiling space, to see by. 

There were more shots, from the corridor underneath, but they weren’t 

guided by the footsteps of the Boguard anymore, and the ductwork between 

them and the troopers served as a shield. 

Trabune swung on a pipe to gain access, over a crossover series of ducts.  

A laser shot from the floor below; it exploded past and ripped, through the pipe. 

"Halide gas... asphyxiating!" Trabune cried to Garule.  They had to get 

away, as the gas would absorb oxygen and leave nothing for them to breathe.  

The gas was heavier than air and Garule blew more sections of the ceiling away.  

It fell in scattered sections, intertwined with pipes and cables. 

Three more shots from the blaster, and Trabune had blown out a section of 

air ducting, along with the ceiling.  It fell, crashing violently, to the floor.  The 

gas immediately began to disburse, to the floor below. 

This left them exposed, and shots zipped out from the end of the corridor.  

The pair ducked and crawled, up along the broken pipe.  They escaped once 

again, into the safety of the ceiling space. 

They saw in their mind, that several of the troopers were now climbing the 

air-ducts, and entering the ceiling space, behind. 

The pair tried to cover as much distance as possible, before the first blast 

from the troopers exploded, past them. 
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Trabune glanced over his shoulder and sent off a series of volleys that 

exploded thirty pacs back, and scattered the troopers. 

More blasts ricocheted; around them. 

They came to a cross roads, in the corridor, an intersection of five 

passages. 

They headed out as far as they could, before the troopers reached the 

intersection, and then, with an artful series of blasts, they exploded the entire 

ceiling of the intersection.  It collapsed and disintegrated, onto the floor space 

below. 

Troopers arrived, seconds later, to find an insurmountable gaping wide 

hole, which they couldn’t leap across.  Added to that, they didn’t know which 

direction, the Boguard had gone.  The Boguard had a small lucky break. 

After Trabune and Garule had vanished around a series of corners, they 

could hear the yelling behind, but it began to fade. 

Three minutes later a wall running the full length of the corridor confronted 

them. 

Trabune glanced at Garule, who nodded.  They had no time left. 

Together, they blasted the ceiling and fell to the floor below. 

There, in front of them, was a series of chambers, which led to their 

destination.  Trabune could feel the pain, of what was inside.  When he tried to 

tap into the pain, with his mind, it became unbearable. 

To the side, were three guards; they turned the instant that they heard the 

ceiling explode.  They were still turning when the Boguard dived and rolled, 

while cutting the guards down. 

Trabune quickly stepped closer; drew out percussion grenades from the 

guards' tunics, and placed them behind the sliding-door computer-readout.  

Trabune then stepped back, and fired.  The explosion rocked the entire corridor, 

and the doors slowly drifted apart. 

They dashed in, and sprinted down to the next set of doors, shooting any 

and everyone who posed as an obstacle.  Bodies lay, strewn over the floor.  

Many were high-ranking psychrons and their guards, and there were technicians, 

amongst them. 
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Three more doors exploded.  Twenty-three bodies lay there, of those who 

tried to stop them. 

Finally, they burst through the last door, and they almost collapsed from 

the pain and misery, which they perceived.  Immediately, both Boguard closed 

down their perception of what they felt.  In turn, they passed the images back to 

the Boguard ship, to store and analyze. 

Trabune lowered his weapon and looked around.  There were glass rooms, 

as far as the eye could see, with a few white clad individuals shuffling around, 

from one room to another.  A lead wall surrounded the entire section, with 

copper strands inside the lead, generating a current and permanent energy field.  

This prevented emission and perception of what was happening inside.  Direct 

thought couldn’t be passed outside. 

That data was sent back to the Boguard craft, and another fifteen similar 

spaces were subsequently found in Motifor. 

The pair looked around the room and saw the generators being used to 

introduce the current.  They then found the energy emitters that attracted the 

source of the warp drives.  Finally, there were the microwaves, which contained 

the warp drive generators. 

Garule lowered his weapon.  He couldn’t believe what he saw.  He could see 

why the closest kept secret of the galaxy, had to be kept a secret.  The means of 

faster-than-light-speed travel for the Bank, was similar to theirs.  Whereas their 

source was invited, the Bank’s was trapped and enforced. 

Silently, the pair sauntered over to the first glazed room and slid the door, 

open.  They walked in. 

Inside, was a large non-conductive transparent tank.  It was sealed on all 

sides, airtight.  The inside lining was attached to the electrical generator.  

Microwaves ran through the tank, forming a barrier.  Transmitting waves around 

the tank acted as attraction. 

The tank began to emanate light, as the Boguard approached.  They felt 

inside the tank, with their minds.  They felt the pain of the being, a huge living 

life-force, which had been trapped inside. 
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Both Boguard now knew how the Bank derived its warp drive generators.  

Instantly, the pair of Boguard felt the grief and harm, which had been inflicted 

on the huge being, trapped from out in space, or some other universe.  The 

Bank had stumbled onto another life-force and had harnessed it; to create warp 

fields. 

The Boguard realized that radio waves attracted the being; it seemed to 

have no mass.  It seemed to exist, only as a sentient, intelligence unit. 

Like a moth, attracted to light, the being that shone and hovered inside this 

tank, was attracted to the waves, which had once emitted from the tank, as bait. 

Once the being was inside the tank, an alarm was sounded.  This tripped 

the micro waves that held the being.  It couldn’t escape.  It couldn’t move.  It 

could only exist. 

The electrical generator, when in force, would energize the tank with surges 

of electricity that would hurt the life therein trapped.  The being then would emit 

a signal, which would send out a standing wave, for it to try to escape to 

another universe, perhaps from where it had arrived.  If attached to a 

spacecraft, then the being would take that spacecraft from this universe, into the 

warp fields – another universe, or at least outwards, from the physical universe.  

From there, the craft could apply standard drives and approach and surpass the 

speed of light, as relativity only applied to the physical universe.  By altering the 

amount of electrical charge that was applied to the tank, one could then have 

the being reenter the known universe of the galaxy at will. 

The psychrons were involved, as it was important for the being inside to 

forget and misplace all forms of identity, which it may have accrued in other 

universes, or even while inside the tank.  This manner of forgetting was 

accomplished electrically.  The end result, was that travel to the warp drive 

fields, was as easy to press start, or stop, like on any household appliance. 

The Boguard realized, that this was why the Bank had been so interested; 

in Chelo Bade.  If her experiments and hypothesis were carried out, with another 

corporation, someone else may come to the conclusion that the Bank's 

generators, were a life-source.  Chelo had discovered that living organisms 

altered, as they came into the presence of the warp drive fields. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  209 | 514 

 

Trabune felt the being, who existed within the tank.  He felt its mind reach 

out feebly; and touch his.  It was confused.  It could communicate.  It shared its 

pain and its loss, with him. 

Garule withdrew his blaster and aimed it at the electrical equipment.  He 

fired.  The machine wound down. 

He aimed at the microwave inducer and shot at the harness, which was 

plugged into the tank. 

Instantly, the light grew, and grew.  It felt the minds of the Boguard.  It 

caressed and urged them to free another, for it didn’t have the ability to 

manifest the physical universe necessary, to free its friends. 

The Boguard felt elated.  They knew that they didn’t have much time.  They 

felt the mind of the being, in the next tank.  It glowed and in a few seconds, it 

too, was free. 

Soon, the operation was repeated over and over. 

Trabune was aware of the Bank personnel, who were running from the 

area.  Sirens and alarms were wailing. 

Garule nodded.  On every previous occasion that a Tank had been opened, 

by someone other than the Bank, the occupants of the Tank exploded into the 

universe with great force and ferocity.  When the life-force came out from its 

tank, at speeds in excess of light, the being that was within the tank simply 

expanded with enough force and hate that it supernova'd into space, destroying 

all, within millions of Ks.  Such was the unspent and harnessed power of the life, 

who had been captured. 

The entire staff and crew of Motifor station-city were now evacuating, as 

fast as possible, for the end of their own existence, was very evident. 

Trabune saw that after thirty had been set free there were too many more, 

who they would never be able to set free.  Garule had already indicated the 

dozens of troopers who were brave enough to enter.  They were positioning 

themselves, as the Boguard were setting the beings free.  There would have 

been sixty plus Troopers, before the Boguard pair turned and glanced at each 

other and nodded.  They would set the beings free, with force, introducing a 

chain reaction of events, which the Bank had always feared. 
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They mentally noted to their ship to warp out, and return to base, 

immediately. 

They raised their guns and in half a second, they had fired into the next 

room, full of tanks. 

Torish and Chelo Bade finally raced through the door, to capture their 

quarry! 

Garule gave one last farewell message to their Boguard craft to warp out 

home.  It obeyed, and left. 

The craft recorded the last final memory and image, which had been 

transmitted, by Boguard warriors. 

It was of their bodies being struck by a hail of laser and blaster fire.  Their 

bodies would have been cut to ribbons and strewn all over the walls and decks, if 

the station had not erupted, into the greatest ball of light that the galaxy had 

ever seen. 
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Motifor was no more.  It exploded into the galaxy, as billions upon trillions 

of molecules of debris, scattered into the winds of space and time. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 27 

 

EPILOGUE 

 

The Master Templar was standing, in his courtyard.  It was very early in the 

morning.  It seemed that he was about to be impeached.  The activities of the 

Cordukes had been held up to public ridicule, and he was in the dilemma, of 

having to decide to dispense with the network, which had often saved the 

Temple. 

He looked up to the sky.  He could see the first signs of day, approaching 

over the horizon.  The new day's light was like tentacles, which slithered through 

the night sky eliminating the stars. 

The Master Templar wondered what Goren Torren would have done; on this 

occasion.  What would that wild young man have done, if he had been 

confronted: with this? 

Instantly, the sky to the south began to brighten.  He watched curiously, as 

a bright light appeared, in the sky.  It intensified and soon, lit the entire sky and 

his courtyard.  It still brightened, until the Master Templar had to pull away, 

from the light, as it was so white and vast, that it now blinded him. 

After about ten seconds, all sign of the strange light had faded, with only 

the effects of the after image, in his mind. 

Ω 

Jaron stood with his back to Amy.  He had been learning who the man was, 

who began the philosophy, of the Temple.  Jaron was impressed.  He wondered 

if such a man would ever live again. 
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In the corner of his eye, he saw something, in the dark night sky.  It was a 

speck, which brightened.  It was a strange light, which took on the deep blue 

color of the lunar satellite, of his host planet. 

The light was unusually bright, much brighter than a star.  It finally began 

to fade and die away.  Jaron turned and looked at Amy and smiled.  Something 

inside him, woke up.  He began to remember. 

 

Ω 

In different parts of the galaxy, two young people looked at the sky.  One 

was on a desert planet, and had lost a father, who she had never even met 

before.  The other was on Orbat, the home of the Aaron.  This one had just 

finished sentry duty, on a small farming outpost on the surface of the planet.  He 

looked at the sky.  He too was wondering about his father, the father that he 

had not seen, for three decades. 

Both saw the explosion, of the station-city.  On Rambus it appeared as a 

bright light, which lit the ground, ever so faintly.  For those seeing it on Rambus 

it was the hope; of things to come. 

On Orbat, it was the beginning of the end, as foreseen, in The Early Works 

prophecy.  In the Pleiades, the Aaron felt the station-city explode, as those 

within it, were finally set free.  With a feeling of gladness, came the knowing, of 

a foretold end approaching. 
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CHAPTER 28 

 

TORS 

 

It was pitch black, and Jaron watched the back of the man, paddling, whose 

ancestry was from Yoo-Rup, of Earth.  Their canoe slowly meandered, 

downstream.  They traveled at night, so as to not be seen.  Overhead, they saw 

fire-trails; one every few hours.  The man, traveling with them, insisted they 

were people dying, in an effort to rescue Jaron. 

The pair had traveled part of the way, down the river and Jaron looked at 

another fire-trail, and then three more, and two large balls of explosion erupted, 

with reflections in the river.  Finally, a huge mega glow appeared and vanished. 

Jaron swallowed, with tears forming.  “Those were people, there, dying.  

They were dying, to find me?” he asked of the man in front. 

Polton Beel nodded.  “Either ta find ya, or kill ya.”   

“They are really looking for you, Bailock?” asked Penomb.  Bailock was the 

village name, which the locals had given to Jaron, who they believed was a god. 

Garnow and Yambol paddled in the other canoe, watching Beel and then, 

the fiery display, above.  They were guiding Beel and Jaron to their home, 

village Greetonne. 

The river was wide and the night fish were jumping, as the lights exploded 

above.  A further fireball ripped through the black night.  It reflected in the 

water again, almost making it look like day time.  It seemed almost the size of a 

sun.  The fish jumped from the water. 
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A cruiser explodes, entering the atmosphere of Tors 

 

Beel shielded his eyes, from the glare.  “That is a cruiser, explod’n.” 

“How many died there, Polton?” asked Jaron. 

“’Bout ten thousand in the last hour, just by what we saw, then,” he 

answered. 

Jaron began to paddle the canoe, again.  The others followed suit.  The 

water was becoming quiet. 

Garnow shook his head.  “Bailock must be very important, to have that 

many defenders.  A very important god.” 

Beel looked at the local.  He didn’t understand the words, but he felt that 

he understood the message.  “The most important person; in all the heavens,” 

he responded. 
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Garnow nodded.  “I understand your answer, I think.”  Polton Beel spoke 

Standard Galactic, while Garnow the local native, spoke Tors' dialect.  Jaron now 

spoke both. 

Jaron was glimpsing the pair of them, as he stroked.  He could sense there 

was something going on, that he didn’t understand.  Perhaps, it was a respect 

between the two, or an admiration of people surviving, in different cultures. 

They continued down the river, and soon, the smoke from the fires of 

Greetonne was smelled in the air. 

Garnow was suspicious.  He pulled his canoe up the bank.  It was 4 am, 

and no one was seen.  Penomb could sense it.  There was smoke drifting, from 

the morning campfires. 

Just then, a rock exploded to their right and a voice called out, from the 

dark.  “No one move.” 

Beel looked up and glanced over, to his pack.  A shot zipped past his hand 

and he froze.  He thought of diving into the bushes, and another shot missed his 

fingers, by a fraction.  He swallowed. 

A figure walked out from the dark, with his gun.  “My name is Captain 

Castano of the Temple, and you will all stay still.  I’ll kill whoever moves, first.” 

Jaron watched, as the captain looked them over.  Jaron whispered in local 

dialect to Garnow, not to move.” 

Castano stepped over and held the gun at Jaron’s head, “That means you.” 

Jaron swallowed.  “I was telling the locals, here not to move.” 

Castano looked him in the eyes.  “Who are you?” 

Jaron swallowed more and shrugged.  “I don’t know.” 

Just then, a villager from over the levee, called, “Penomb, Garnow.”  She 

rushed over, to them.  She stopped and bowed to Jaron, “Bailock.” 

Castano stepped over, “Fine…Bailock… you and this other here…” 

“Beel,” called Jaron. 

Polton Beel stepped forward, “Who dya think yoo is, ya stupid son of a 

ballard.” 

Castano stiffened and was about to shoot when Beel lunged; grabbed the 

gun, and they tumbled and fell to the water, both writhing, trying to control the 
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weapon.  Beel struck Castano, and he then in turn hit Beel, and then they 

punched each other, again.  Both went under the water and both came out, but 

Beel now had the gun, and was grinning, as he pointed at Castano to slowly 

move, to the side. 

Castano dropped to the side of the embankment.  He had lost. 

Beel said, as he carefully aimed the gun, “Anything to say before ya leave 

ya body?” 

Jaron looked shocked. 

Another figure quietly appeared at the top of the embankment.  It was 

dark, but the figure was obviously female.  “Don’t do that, Mr.  Beel,” she said. 

He turned at her.  “Who the flippin hells of Torren, is yose?” he asked, “To 

tell me wh’t t’ do?” 

She looked at him.  It was hard to make out her features.  Beel just stared.  

He had the gun.  She seemed unarmed. 

She said, “My name is Amy.” 

Beel stepped back.  He shook his head.  “I’ll kill him.” 

“No, you won’t.” 

“You are Corduke Amy?  Amy, from Rambus?” 

She simply nodded. 

He looked at his gun, thought a moment, and then threw it to her, to catch. 

She did, looked at it, and then to Beel.  She threw it back to him. 

Jaron was confused.  Castano was very perplexed.  “You are going to let 

him kill me?” he asked of Amy, still panting by the water. 

Beel started to laugh.  “Yoo h’ve to be jokin’ mun.  I couldn’t kill’ya if I 

wanted to.  Do yoo nort knoo who this lady is?  She is Amy ‘f Rumb’s lad.  If I 

could chain her up, and tied her down, she could still kill the near’st platoon of 

guards just by look’n at em.” 

Beel shoved the gun in Castano’s hand.  “You ya’ stupid Corduke ballard; 

you cannot even know who ya’ look’n for.  Ya were goin’ to shoot Lorde Jar’n, ya 

twit.”  Beel pointed to Jaron. 
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Amy pulled her hood back, stepped down the bank, to look at Jaron, who 

obviously had no idea who she was.  She looked concernedly over to Beel.  “How 

did this happen?” 

Beel coughed, “I only found’m like this.  Rather, he found m’a ‘in the 

mu’ntains.  And he is com’n with me, nort yoo.” 

“We will see about that,” said Castano, now with the gun in his hand.” 

Amy turned to him.  “Put that away or someone really will get hurt.  I’m 

sure you never really intended to threaten to kill Lorde Jaron, did you?” 

Castano shook his head, and holstered his gun, with slight embarrassment. 

Garnow said to Penomb, “It seems the Gods know each other, I think.” 

“Lorde Jaron, do you know who I am?” 

Jaron shook his head.  “You look familiar.” 

Beel looked away.  Then he said, “He needs help.  He should come w’t me.” 

Amy looked back towards the village, and then, more fireballs exploded in 

the sky.  “From what I can see of you and us, none of us will be going, 

anywhere.  We are all stranded together.” 

Beel nodded.  They were now walking to the village.  It was slowly getting 

light at the horizon. 

Castano, then added, “But we have an interceptor.” 

“Underwater,” added Amy. 

“But not scuttled.” 

Beel slowly nodded.  “There is a plan ‘n that.” 

Jaron turned to them.  “If I am who you keep telling me, you will do as I 

say.” 

They all looked, at each other. 

They were now back, near the village campfires, and had a crowd, around 

them.  Garnow was busy, with one of his colorful translations, keeping his people 

enthralled.  Garnow had zero understanding of Standard Galactic. 

“People are dying up there by the thousands, because of me.  Hundreds 

have died, here, because of me.”  Jaron pointed across the land.  “While I’m 

here, thousand more will die, and I don’t want that.  It is a better solution for 

me if I die, so others can live.” 
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“Noooo!” Beel, Amy and Castano all cried in unison. 

“There is another way.”  Amy then added. 

Jaron looked at them all.  The light was beginning to thread its way, over 

the horizon, into the skies.  Slowly the stars were winking out to announce the 

approach of day. 

Castano looked at Amy.  “That stuff that Beel said, it is not true, is it? 

Beel laughed.  “Laddie, you Corduke’s have a rep’tation, but it ain’t nothin’, 

compared to this wild woom’n.  I met a Sleeboan once, and he w’s with er at 

both Mount Drappa’, an’ Palbo.  In my world she is known as a witch, but 

witches can be good, too.  An’ this one’s a super-human one.  So be careful, 

laddie.” 

Castano glared at Beel.  “Is that why you handed me the gun?  Because it 

wouldn’t kill her?” 

“She’d be deaden, all right from a gun.  Then again, before I could pull the 

trigger, ma’ brains be over the river.  Ya can nort beat ‘er.” 

Amy shrugged. 

Ω 

Jaron was over nearby the fire.  “There must be a way for me to die, so the 

fighting will stop.” 

“There is,” said Amy.  “If we get off-planet, we must tell everyone you are 

dead, but also we must stop people coming down here, searching for you.  They 

mustn’t even come, to the Tors system.  And they mustn’t search for any, who 

leave the system.” 

“How?” asked Beel. 

“The insects of Rambus must be brought here, so that everyone dies.” 

“You are crazy,” said Beel.  “I want orf-planet but I’m nort going to be 

subjected to that.  I knows what it does.” 

Amy nodded.  “That is the point.  If we can get people to believe everyone 

dies, because of exposure to biotynes, no one will come down here – not even to 

investigate, properly.” 
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Castano was looking at two more interceptor fireballs.  “I agree.  This is 

stupid, all this fighting and dying.” 

Jaron stood.  “From what I can tell, many of those fighting should be allies, 

to each other.  Why are people, who are so similar in beliefs, fighting each 

other?  Aren’t there those who are the antithesis, of what you all stand for?  

Shouldn’t they be fought, by all of you, instead?” 

Amy smiled.  “That is exactly why we are going with Mister Beel, here.  

From what I understand, Jaron, you gave him your word; to go.  I’ll follow your 

lead.” 

Castano started to object, as he was pure Temple, to his core. 

Amy put her hand, on his forearm.  “Dear Captain, do learn from this.  

Jaron is, who he is.  I have been following him, since he released me on Sleebo.  

I’ll continue, to follow him.” 

She walked with Castano, away from the fire.  “You are outvoted.  Besides, 

the only way out is through warp drives, and from here, it is mined going into 

the Galaxy and Federation.  To the Outer-Worlds, and to the far-Outer-Worlds, 

there are no mines.  So, there is not a lot of choice.” 

She looked back at Beel, by the fire.  “When we leave, we’ll leave the 

message, that we all died in space, and that many of the ships here, were also 

infected, and that someone infected many people down here, they were picked 

up and taken back aboard their ships.  The biotynes are now everywhere, on 

their ships.” 

Amy was thinking, that this truly might work.  She continued.  “The result 

will be a huge multi-planet quarantine, which no one has seen the size of before.  

Carriers and destroyers and cruisers will all be under tight inspection.  Everyone 

will leave here, and none will return for a long time.  Added to that, because of 

the mines, they cannot easily get out and return.  They will warp out from here 

fast.” 

She was now walking the captain, back to the campfire.  “We on the other 

hand are going to Sandrist, so long as we can get off this planet.” 

Beel smiled while shaking his head.  “See Captain?  She’s a witch, an’ a 

very clever one.  She is on both a’ sides.  Don’t ya think mun?” 
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Ψ 
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CHAPTER 29 

 

LEAVING  TORS 

 

The interceptor, using an ultra-long-wave transceiver, was being viewed.  They 

were on the beach, sitting on rocks, opposite to where the interceptor was sunk.  

As planned, they wouldn’t raise the craft yet. 

Commander Beel was sitting on a patch of sand tuning the transmitter to 

the signal that only his group would understand.  Amy and Castano were 

standing; looking over his shoulder. 

“When we got orf from the planet, we will need t’ be picked up and vanish 

‘n seconds,” said Beel, still wet from having dived with Castano, under the surf 

to get to the craft.  “It ‘s ready,” he continued. 

“Send a test pulse,” suggested Castano.  He was also wet.  Under the 

water, it was uncertain if the transmitter would work, due to the craft being 

against the sand and the position of its antennae. 

Beel shook his head, as if to suggest, why did they bring it out of the craft, 

if it was not to test it.  He looked to Amy, who motioned to proceed. 

Beel typed the message:  BEEL HERE.  BE READY.  He aimed the small 

directional antennae.  He pressed send. 

He quickly received the reply:  YES? 

Beel smiled and looked at the others. 

He then typed sent:  SOON, got an acknowledgement, and then turned off 

the transceiver.  The signals were encrypted and shouldn’t be intercepted. 

The greatest feat was how to get the interceptor to the surface?  With its 

great lumbering weight, how could they get to escape velocity, or even leave the 

water, for that matter? 
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Castano was almost dry.  He looked out, at the next surf wave to hit the 

rocks, and he turned to Beel.  “I think we need to spend several days turning the 

interceptor around.  It is facing the wrong way.  Then, we need to float it and 

have its skis operational.” 

Beel looked at the beach, and then at the cliffs.  He and Castano were now 

looking at how to get enough beach run-up length.  They needed a long runway 

in front of the interceptor, so as to build up speed, before they hit the water, or 

else the craft would be too slow, and their skis wouldn’t plane, and they would 

sink. 

When Castano had prepared to come to Tors, to ski out was his escape-

plan.  Much of the construction equipment needed, was packed away in his craft. 

However, the interceptor weighed tons, though it had enormous thrust.  

What they didn’t have, was an actual ramp.  Rails had been packed aboard, for 

the skis to run down, but support trestles were not.  For those, Jaron had the 

local villagers scouring the landscape, for pieces of timber.  Rocks were also 

being moved, to the right places. 

All work was being done at night, to avoid detection.  There was moonlight 

only, to see by.  Too many people in one place during the day, would be 

suspicious to cameras, above. 

It was early morning and Beel and Castano were studying the plans, and 

comparing them to the construction.  The plans showed the length and varying 

grades needed, to get enough distance for the interceptor, to be able to plane on 

the skis over the water.  The steeper they made the ramp down, the shorter the 

distance.  All these details were calculated and packed away in the Corduke 

interceptor, before it had left for the planet. 

Ω 
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Amy and Castano, by their interceptor 

By the thirteenth day, after they first tried to float the interceptor, they 

were ready for a test.  It worked and they finally brought the craft ashore. 

Next, they put it on a sled, made from local wood.  It was rickety, at best.  

The ramp had about seventy pacs of dry sled rail, before they would hit the 

water.  By then, they needed to have enough trust, to keep the craft from 

hitting the waves and going under. 

Underneath the craft, they had made a wooden harness, bolstered with 

extra support, so the interceptor could hit one or two waves, with safety.  The 

impact of the waves should tear off the loose protection, placed around it.  This 

would protect the wings, especially.  The wings would be a hindrance for the first 

hundred pacs, until it hit the third wave.  By then it would either bounce with the 

thrusts working, get up to ski speed and then for the next forty pacs ski across 

the water, or the skis would catch in the waves and they would sink. 

It was also expected, that by the fourth wave, the machine could drop the 

skis and be free. 

The waves were measured, and the average swell length had been 

calculated.  The plan should work. 

The only possible problem was that overhead, there seemed less battle, 

and occasionally there were satellites, now.  The satellites seemed to circle the 

planet with a short life, and they too, went down in short little fireballs, to the 

surface. 
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The local inhabitants from Greetonne helped, as much as they could.  They 

were pleased to be able to keep the bloat, in payment for their work.  They were 

told the purpose of what was happening, and were happy to see the end 

departure of these Gods, who seemed to have nothing better to do than fight, 

amongst each other. 

When the satellites came into view, the villagers had been taught to be still 

on the ground. 

Twenty villagers had gathered all the last rock; and it was being carefully; 

put in place.  There was no doubt of the load and thrust that the interceptor 

would place, on their construction.  The rocks were stacked, at a thirty-degree 

slope, out from the ramp.  Each was wedged against the other rocks; smaller 

ones were put between the larger ones to make the ramp stronger.  They 

seemed to hold well.  The ramp was bound together, with reels of high tensile 

wire, from the interceptor, that shouldn’t melt during the blast off. 

“It looks good, Garnow,” said Castano, who had acquired some of the local 

language himself. 

Garnow turned to the other fifteen villagers, surrounding him.  “The god 

Castano, says Bailock will be happy.  We will be rewarded, with longer lives,” he 

said. 

The villagers smiled.  Garnow instructed them to make sure that the 

camouflage was in place, over the interceptor.  The last of the construction gear, 

the harnesses, scaffolding and block and tackle, was being raised up, to the cliff 

tops.  Again it was more payment to the villagers, for their help. 

This was to be their last night together.  Tomorrow they would launch, 

during early daylight.  Tonight, they should celebrate. 

Ω 

The following morning, adrenalin was pumping through Amy, Castano and 

Beel.  Amy was surprised to find herself beginning to warm to both Castano, and 

Beel. 
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She laughed at Jaron and sighed.  He still didn’t receive, or show receipt of, 

any of her thoughts.  She was nervous.  The ramp looked strong, but the water 

looked perilous. 

The uncertainties were simple enough.  They didn’t really know if there was 

enough thrust, to start the interceptor down its ramp.  Their engineering 

calculations had been done, before the interceptor left their mother ship.  They 

were not engineers here, and had no way of knowing, if the plans were correct 

or not, for these circumstances. 

Amy watched on, as Castano and Beel on top of the craft began loosening 

the camouflage.  It now lay there, no longer secured to the interceptor. 

The night was losing its blackness.  The stars were fading.  They had to 

move, now. 

Amy had to do something about her nerves.  She was edgy.  Normally in 

battle, that was easy to fix: find an enemy and fight them.  She watched Jaron 

and three locals making some last minute changes, to secure a rail, a pac under 

the water.  The skis would go under the water first, and needed to lift up, 

slightly.  This was not on the engineer’s drawings, but they figured it was 

needed.  They had far less distance available than the plans had suggested. 

They had rigged up a catapult, to have rocks in nets fall from the cliffs, 

which were in turn tied to ropes that would slingshot the craft, from its initial 

resting position.  This should get them a bit of speed.  After that, the thrusters 

would kick in, and they would move the craft faster, down its ramp.  If the 

enemy didn’t blast them there and then, they might reach the water. 

The enemy would be alert for any who were attempting to leave the planet.  

Then, as they hit the water they needed to be doing at least 80 Ks.  The first 

wave would strip a lot of the protective material placed underneath, which would 

slide away.  The craft would then rise, over the next wave.  The skis needed to 

bite and lift.  The interceptor also needed to be aiming upwards, and they 

needed to be doing 180 Ks.  They would hit the third wave and they needed to 

be doing 240 Kinopacs per hour.  Then, if they hit 300 Ks they could be airborne 

- if they kept their nose up, and didn’t allow their tail to drag in the water, and 

the skis had dropped, and didn’t catch them in the next wave. 
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“If we get this far, we should get out,” explained Castano. 

Amy clenched her fists.  There were so many ifs. 

The Greetonne locals had finished stripping the beach of all the weapons, 

which had been removed, to reduce weight.  The rockets had been dumped, 

nearby another cliff, under the water. 

The interceptor had a few rounds of ammunition only.  The inside had been 

stripped of anything not necessary, for an hour’s flight.  Even the oxygen had 

been removed.  They could survive on cabin oxygen, and what existed, in the 

craft.  They would increase the oxygen ratio to 30 percent in the cabin.  That 

would make them slightly euphoric for the first moments, but it would help for 

long enough.  By jettisoning the oxygen containers, lifeline gear, food, and life 

jackets they greatly lightened the craft. 

Then, if they got outside of the atmosphere, they would get only to the 

nearest moon, with the fuel they had.  Excess fuel had been removed, as well.  

They would circle the moon and wait to be picked up, or shot down.  There was 

no turning back, now. 

Amy swallowed.  It was time.  There was no more to do.  The sky was now 

navy blue, no longer black.  They had to leave.  The dawn would hide their 

ignition blast, for a few extra needed seconds, and no longer. 

Garnow and Penomb stood back, holding hands.  They saw the group of 

gods, below the cliffs, enter the machine.  While they didn’t fully understand 

what was about to happen, they had some idea, as Garnow had previously 

described the ball of flame, that he had seen, to the villagers before.  On that 

occasion, Bailock had arrived.  Now he was about to leave. 

The day was calm.  There was no wind and the chop on the sea was slight.  

Conditions were idyllic.  There was no great swell. 

Garnow looked out towards the horizon, as it was getting brighter. He 

waved. Beel looked back up at them, and waved back. 

Garnow started counting.  He knew that he had to count 100 mangow-

plants and then, he would start the rock-fall.  The villagers held their ropes and 

nets, attached to the rear of the craft.  They would set the escape from Tors, in 

motion. 
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The sun would be coming up, soon.  Garnow started counting.  “One-

mangow-plant, two-mangow-plants, three-mangow….” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 30 

 

INTERCEPTOR 

 

Inside the interceptor, Beel was Castano’s copilot.  For the moment, they had 

agreed to not hate each other.  Castano actually thought that Beel was not a bad 

type, and maybe not totally heathen. 

Jaron and Amy quickly strapped themselves, into their gunner’s seats.  

There was very little ammunition.  Castano had called out, saying that the rocks 

had begun to fall. 

The craft lurched.  More rocks fell, and soon, they were sliding down their 

makeshift ramps of rocks, local wood and rail. 

After the third lot of rocks had fallen the craft jumped; the interceptor 

ignited.  Its thrusters went up to full, in two seconds.  They were doing 20 Ks.  

30 Ks.  50 Ks.  The craft hit and pitched upwards as the first wave of swell 

struck, followed by the second wave.  They were doing 190 Ks, now.  

Afterburners were pouring out flames, which would have incinerated anyone, if 

they were standing below the cliffs. 

Ω 

Garnow slashed the third rope, and then all his groups of friends dropped 

into the trenches, which they had dug.  They heard the roar of the thrusters.  He 

waited a moment and the whole sky around them, exploded in flame.  It was 

what Bailock said were afterburners.  The roar was deafening.  As instructed, 

they had covered their ears.  They still heard the machine, hit the wave. 

The roar increased; by the second crash, the craft was on the next wave.  

The machine roared less, as it got further away.  The anticipated third slap of 

the sea didn’t happen.  The machine was now skiing.  Garnow looked up and 
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could watch it, from the cliff.  It was skiing, and above the water.  Its skis had 

dropped off, and the machine thundered; two pacs above the surface.  It started 

to slowly climb; higher, higher. 

Garnow was standing, in the trench.  He had tears in his eyes.  He looked 

at Penomb and held her by the arm.  Their friends, the gods were still alive, and 

going home. 

Garnow looked above and around them.  The exhaust clouds were 

everywhere and blotting out the sky.  He was sad and excited, at the same time. 

Penomb put her arm around him.  “You will be famous you know?” 

Garnow looked at her. 

She smiled.  “I’ll tell our children, and they will tell their children, of Garnow 

and how he saved the gods.  The story will go on.”  She leaned over and 

tenderly kissed his cheek. 

He looked into her moist eyes.  “We should make sure we have lots of 

children, then.”  He looked back at the dot in the sky, as it was almost out of 

sight. 

Ω 

Those back in the village also saw the machine, as it climbed into the 

atmosphere.  They said their silent prayers for their friend, and their very own 

god, Bailock.  They would miss him, and his friends.  They knew then, that they 

loved him.  In the future, they would write about the god Bailock; how he came 

to Tors, to help them in their terrible time, and how he took the angry gods 

away to save Greetonne. 
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The gods leave Greetonne 

 

Garnow and Penomb stood up.  Garnow wiped a tear from his eyes.  He 

said it was from the smoke.  Penomb just hugged him.  Their friend was going 

home, to where he belonged. 

Ω 

Inside the interceptor, they hurtled through the atmosphere.  Jaron gripped 

his gun position.  He looked at the world below, as it receded.  He saw the land 

getting smaller.  He saw Greetonne, and all the cliffs.  He thought maybe he felt 

their minds.  He thought: Good-bye and thank you.  Good-bye Garnow, Penomb, 

Yambol and my friends. 

The village felt it.  The Elders looked at each other.  They had felt the god 

speak to them, as a god would speak.  No one had doubt now, that their god 

was a god, and was now back in the heavens, where he belonged. 

Jaron felt a thought come from the planet: Thank you. 

Castano breathed deeply, as they cleared the atmosphere.  Beel had been 

sending out their silent coded transmission. 

Ω 
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“Captain, there is a call from Commander Polton Beel again.  It seems he is 

still alive, and needs to be picked up, from the other side of the nearest Tors 

moon.” 

The captain stood up, from his seat.  He clenched his fist.  He looked at the 

screen and saw the small interceptor, as it left the surface.  It had already drawn 

the attention of the Palboans and several other groups, or what was left of them. 

The communicator said, looking nervous, “He says he has Lorde Jaron with 

him, and that he needs help.” 

The captain stood watching.  The lone interceptor had left the atmosphere. 

“Is this broadcast on other bands?” 

“No sir.” 

“Just ours, encrypted and coded?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“What are they traveling in?” 

“A Corduke interceptor, sir.” 

The captain breathed deep.  “It could be a trap.  Acknowledge them.  Get 

ready to shoot them down, if needed.  It could also be true, too.  They left, not 

far from where Beel went down.  Ask them what they want.” 

“They have already said they need us to meet them, on a blind side of the 

moon, and explode a dummy interceptor into onto the surface, so it looks like 

their escape interceptor was destroyed.  Then, they need us to pick them up and 

warp out immediately; back to Sandrist. 

The captain didn’t like this.  It was too unusual.  “Acknowledge them and 

follow.  Be ready for anything.  Watch the others out there, and be prepared to 

warn the interceptor, if the Palboans get too close.” 

Ω 

Inside the interceptor, Beel and Castano exchanged glances.  “Do you think 

they believe us?” asked Castano. 

“In a Corduke int’ceptor?  I wouldn’t.  However, I’d tag along just’n case, 

and g’t ready.” 
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As they closed in, on the moon, there were twenty other craft, converging 

behind the interceptor.  Castano watched, as they were getting perilously closer, 

to being fired upon. 

Castano pushed his craft behind the blind side of the moon, away from all 

the previous battles. 

Ω 

Garnow on the planet Tors finished counting five hundred mangow-plants.  

He then tripped the switch on the transmitter, as he had been requested. 

Ω 

The Sandrist captain had positioned his destroyer, on the blind side of the 

moon. 

“Sir,” said the communicator.  “There is a mayday now coming from the 

surface of the planet.” 

“Anything else?” 

“It says it needs help.  It is close to where the interceptor launched from.” 

“Is there anything more?” asked the captain.  Their interceptor was coming 

into view.  The other pursuing craft were still out of sight. 

All crew on the bridge section were watching, and the commander was 

relaying the imagery of the chase and the interceptor, to all crew. 

The communicator continued.  “It says the insect biotyne has been loosed 

on the planet by someone, and the planet’s local inhabitants are in dire need of 

urgent help.  Can anyone send down some medical personnel?” 

“No way,” responded the Captain. 

“Sir, these are what the pirates used, to destroy entire planet populations,” 

said the communicator.  “The message furthermore says, that at least a dozen 

people, who were on the planet have already left, and all are suspected as being 

infected, so all craft need to come to the planet to help.” 

The captain watched Beel’s interceptor.  “Where does the message 

originate from?” 

“Near the village where the interceptor launched from.” 
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“Okay, get a dummy interceptor ready, with an auto pilot.  We are going to 

crash it.  Get quarantine ready.  We will either have Cordukes boarding us, or 

some very ill people, or maybe it is Beel and Lorde Jaron.  I have no idea.  Get 

the infirmary ready.  Get security ready.  Oh, by the Torren, get everyone ready.  

This is either a big mess, or an extremely clever ploy.” 

“Sir, the planet has erupted in an explosion, near the transmissions.” 

“What is the source of the explosion?  Are there any rockets seen coming in 

from anywhere.” 

“No, sir.  Transmissions have ceased.” 

The captain smiled, and thought, Beel has style. 

Ω 

Garnow ignited the cliff face with the fuel that he had been given and fell 

back, into a safe place, away from the blast, as the rockets jettisoned from the 

interceptor, also exploded. 

Ω 

The captain shook his head.  He saw the interceptor cut its engine and 

float, in free space. 

The communicator looked at the captain.  “The scans show it doesn’t carry 

any weapons, Captain, and almost no ammunition.  I can also see that it has 

almost no oxygen, and virtually no fuel.  It is floating – I think – so we can scan 

and verify it is not dangerous.” 

“Bring the interceptor in, and get them aboard.  Get contam ready.  Tell the 

crew; to hurry.” 

Ω 

The captain was down, at the docking bay.  They had secured the 

interceptor aboard.  He then heard someone, identifying himself from within as 

Commander Polton Beel, swearing to them in broad local Sandrist dialect, to let 

them out. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  239 | 514 

 

The canopy and its doors had not been opened, yet and in fact, were being 

wedged closed.  After a five minute dialogue with Beel, the door to the craft was 

opened. 

Beel crawled out, cursing. 

The captain inspected him closely; his uniform, and shook him by the hand.  

“Well done on your mission Commander.  You have Lorde Jaron with you?” 

Jaron stepped out, of the interceptor. 

The captain stood straight, stepped over.  “Captain Stewart, at your 

service, sir, Lorde Jaron.”  The Captain, having recognized Jaron instantly. He 

then bowed his head. 

“Pleased to be rescued, Captain,” responded Jaron. 

“What about the biotynes?” asked the captain. 

A female voice came from the interceptor.  “A necessary ruse, Captain 

Stewart.”  Amy jumped out, onto the deck. 

Captain Stewart froze.  He knew her instantly, too.  That face and figure 

was known to all military, in the far-Outer-Worlds.  Her tactics were something, 

which he had studied and admired. 

Beel turned, and, with a big smile said, “Amy of Rambus, please meet 

Captain Stewart.” 

Captain Stewart nodded to her.  “I’m not sure I wouldn’t rather have risked 

biotynes, Ma’am, but welcome aboard.” 

The entire guard of fifty men, with all their rifles, stepped backwards, and 

cocked their weapons. 

Amy smiled, and turned.  “Captain, please meet our pilot, Captain Castano 

of the Cordukes.” 

Beel looked at his dumb struck captain, and shrugged his shoulders.  “It w’s 

h‘s int’cept’r Capt’n.” 

Amy walked towards Stewart, with guns still raised, in her direction.  

“Captain, I beg you, warp out now.  Don’t wait.  It is imperative we leave within 

seconds, please.” 
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Beel looked at the edgy guards.  “Captain, please, I’ll explain, but we must 

go into warp drive now, to protect Lorde Jaron.  It must be now.  I’ll explain, but 

we must vanish now, towards Sandrist.” 

The captain looked around and spoke, into his collar.  “Have the dummy 

interceptor explode; onto the moon, and have us warp-out immediately.”  He 

turned to Polton Beel.  “I’m sure you have an explanation, but what do we do 

with Cordukes?”  Stewart was shaking his head. 

Beel looked over at Amy and Jaron.  “She’s his compan’n, sir.  She will nort 

leave him.  I trust ha, sir.  I gave ha me weapon, to kill me, an’ she just gave it 

b’ck, sir.” 

The captain nodded.  That made sense about her.  “What about him?” 

Beel cleared his throat.  “Castano… well… nort sure, but ha, yes.  There is 

no biotynes, sir.” 

The destroyer shimmered, and left the physical universe, for the protection 

of warp drives fields. 

The dummy interceptor impacted onto the moon, and exploded, into 

thousands of pieces. 

The Palboan interceptors came around the moon’s horizon, to witness the 

last of the exploded wreckage, as it ever so slowly, fell back onto the lunar 

surface. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 31 

 

SANDRIST 

 

While the trip was uneventful, Captain Stewart had the honor to debrief Amy of 

Rambus, himself.  He had decided that if she had another ploy intended, it was 

not to take his ship.  Personally, he loved listening to how she concocted the plot 

to leave Tors. 

When they finally arrived over Sandrist, he was partly, only too pleased, to 

see his company depart.  He would be awarded various honors, for bringing 

Lorde Jaron back.  His mission had been successful.  His crew losses had been 

minimal.  Beel had instructed him to not warn the Sandrist fleet’s other ships, 

that he had Lorde Jaron.  Those ships would make their own way back. 

Ω 

On Sandrist, Amy received a reception that equaled Jaron’s.  It shocked 

her, a little.  She was just the daughter of an Outer-World pioneer, of Rambus.  

Polton Beel had humorously dubbed her the Goddess of War.  Castano was given 

a cold welcome, but Beel was obviously still warming to him.  Castano was 

beginning to like the ideas of Torren, which Polton Beel was explaining to him. 

On the trip to Sandrist, Beel was able to explain more about Goren Torren, 

and who he was.  The ship had a basic Torren research facility.  Jaron even 

learned some English language, although much of the material was in Standard 

Galactic. 

Sandrist was a planet, not dissimilar to Rambus.  It was inhospitable for 

much of it; water covered about a fifth of its surface.  The people of Sandrist 

lived simply, around the water’s edge.  The planet didn’t have any great 

commercial galactic activity.  It had some trees, a Polar Region, and a 
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population of twenty-seven million.  The refugee influx, from the victim planets 

of the Palboan wars, had pretty much ceased, by now.  Population growth 

currently, was by birth increase alone. 

 

Descent to Sandrist 

 

Ω 

Amy and Jaron stood, watching out and upwards, as the sky was dark, but 

clear.  Towards the center of the galaxy, it was bright, but away from it, there 

were no stars; just blackness.  The wind was coming from behind them, cool as 
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they looked out over the Sea of Torren.  The sun had only just set the hour 

before, and it was truly dark. 

A light appeared, past the night horizon.  It began to glow, and become 

brighter.  It seemed to be important.  Slowly, it dimmed, and after five minutes, 

all light from it had gone. 

Jaron looked at Amy, who had also seen it.  Jaron nodded.  He somehow 

felt different.  He looked at Amy, then at a shimmering in the air, beside him.  

Yes, something told him that a weight had left him, as though something that 

had been plaguing him, was gone. 

It was as if he was experiencing déjàvu. 

She saw it in him too, as though he had shed something, he was more: 

there.  She couldn’t describe it, but somehow, he looked like a younger version 

of Jaron, who had freed her all those years ago, in Sleebo. 

You’re here? she asked. 

I’m back. 

What was that? 

I don’t know, but need to find out. 

Your memory, is back? she asked. 

Perhaps parts are, he replied. 

Ω 

“Akeala, you must go, now,” said the Base Leader, of Rambus.  She 

nodded.  She had had a hard life, by her own estimation.  She had learned that 

her mother Anki was dead, but she refused to believe that her father was also 

dead. 

The sun was not yet up, but a warm wind was blowing outside.  They were 

totally isolated, in the terminal under the sand, from out there, and its biotynes. 

Beside her, was waiting another Corduke, and he was taking her, away 

from the planet.  As he had explained, the order came from her grandfather, the 

Master Templar.  She had very little choice, in the matter.  She had to be 

moved, again.  In a way, she resented it, but she also knew, that she had to go. 

“Will I still be able to search, for my father?” she asked. 
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Akeala 

 

The Corduke by her stood; silently.  He had not said much so far.  “If it is 

your passionate wish, and if you are strong enough, to do it.” 

“Strange answer!  Of course I’m strong enough, and I’ll do it,” she 

demanded. 

He smiled.  “I believe you will, and I hope so.” 

She looked at him, suspiciously.  He sounded sincere, but was he just 

trying to get her off the planet, with little effort by just agreeing with her? 

He turned to her.  “You will find out, soon enough, Akeala.  Trust your own 

judgment,” he said, confidently. 

That comment surprised her too.  Maybe it scared her a little, and not much 

did, otherwise.  She looked across the ratwalk. 
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They both stopped there, at the shuttle.  They had come above ground now 

and had donned their helmets.  They were looking out, towards the desert.  She 

was getting her last look, at Rambus.  She was leaving, on her way, to a new 

secret location. 

Akeala swallowed.  This was hard.  She loved the dry surface, and while it 

seemed strange, she liked the biotynes that stopped her from enjoying a really 

normal life on the planet, for they gave her a forced solitude. They reminded her 

of the reason for feeling her pain. 

She looked at the dark sky.  A large bright light began to appear, like a 

white ball, growing against the blackness of space.  It got bigger and reached its 

zenith.  She turned and watched it, on the other Corduke’s helmet visor.  It then 

began to fall back, fade, and finally, it vanished and the night stars returned. 

She looked at the Corduke, who seemed distressed.  She read the pain in 

his face, his anguish.  “They are free, now.  I felt them,” she said.  “They are all 

free.  They free you, too.” 

The Corduke looked at the girl.  “You have a gift, of strong empathy.  You 

know how to feel.” 

She nodded.  “Yes, I can feel, and I know.  I know you aren’t just Corduke, 

too.” 

He swallowed and forced a laugh, as he opened the shuttle doors.  “It is 

that obvious, to you?” he asked, as they boarded.  “I’m not just Corduke.”  The 

door closed, behind them.  “I’m Boguard.  We are going to find your father, and 

that is the reason why I’m really here.  My name is Macrod Curr.” 

She grinned.  “He is alive!” she said, as she strapped herself into the chair.  

“Boguard, as in my grandfather’s Boguard?  Around Jilta?  We are going to Jilta, 

to the palace?” 

“No, Akeala, we are going to another world, to a special star region, called 

the Pleiades.  It has a secret world, within a secret planet, called Yaltipia.” 

Akeala felt warm inside.  She felt that she was now following some 

purpose, deep within her. 

Ω 
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Akeala soon learned that Macrod was only a courier.  He was delivering 

Akeala to someone else, on planet Yaltipia. 

She marveled at the Man-o-War, at how it worked.  It seemed to swallow 

the shuttle.  She never saw the shuttle driver.  She soon felt the mind of the 

source, of whatever powered the Man-o-War.  She marveled at it.  It seemed or 

was alive, she wondered. 

Macrod was impressed too, as she absorbed all data, without rejecting any 

of it.  He watched her, as she felt with her palm the surface of the ship, feeling 

it, tuning in to it, and becoming one, with the ship’s mind.  She didn’t have to be 

shown this, or be taught it, as she instinctively, knew 

Macrod shared his observations of her, with the three other crew members, 

and the ship.  Reports of that progress, were sent ahead. 

It only took a month, and they were coming out from warp drives, inside 

the large vacuum vaults of Yaltipia. 

Ω 

The Master Templar was very close to being impeached.  Tubin had been 

elected, as Cordello of Palbo, and the impeachment program was progressing.  

The Temple Tribunal of Affairs was now being called for. 

The Corduke network heads had being called in, by the Master Templar.  

They were being instructed to infiltrate Palbo, the Palboan temple, and Palboan 

culture.  They were to find out everything they could, before their network was 

dismantled.  Until they found out who was behind Tubin, they were still 

powerless, to act.  To be effective, they needed to know; who was the true 

enemy. 

At the same time, the network was to duplicate itself, into smaller and 

more secretive networks; that even the Master Templar wouldn’t know about.  

They had to discover what the Palboan Influence was, that was running Tubin.  

However, they needed to prepare for the worst, to survive and continue. 

Ω 
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The Palboan fleet had returned home.  Its leaders gave testimony, that 

Lorde Jaron had died on the planet, in an attempt to escape the Cordukes, and 

that he had even sent out a distress message, but was attacked and killed, by 

the Cordukes, at the source of the message.  As soon as that distress message 

had been received, the Palboans left, with the news, as did the entire fleet, and 

the fleets of others.  There was no other message, other than the one mayday, 

for help.  Yes, the planet had been infected by biotynes, they said, and even if 

Jaron had miraculously survived the explosions, he wouldn’t have survived the 

biotynes.  No one in temperate temperatures survives biotynes. 

Ω 

Omm was savoring the moment when, he would be in charge of the temple 

in Jilta, and he would order the attack on the Boguard and their tunnels, under 

the city. 

The Talkron had known of the tunnels for decades, now.  Once established 

on Jilta, they would eventually capture enough Boguard, to make them talk.  

They had almost managed to do that in Mount Drapper, on Sleebo.  However, 

the young Jaron, had interrupted the plan.  Nevertheless, hadn’t Omm taken 

satisfactory revenge, over that?  Now, Jaron was nothing but a dead shell, full of 

mind-numbing drugs, sapping his body neuron-efficiency, down to only a few 

percent.  Moreover, didn’t Omm now control the son of Jaron?  That was Omm’s 

revenge; for spoiling his Talkron operation. 

Ω 
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Map of the local region of Torrens 

Amy walked down the dusty road in Torrens, with Jaron.  She was a 

celebrity, as much as he was.  The Goddess of War she mused.  She thought 

that she liked the sound of that. 

They were wearing clothes made by the locals, trying to blend in.  

However, it didn’t help. 

“Good morning Ma’am.  Sir,” a Sandristan said as he walked by. 

“Ma’am, welcome,” a young woman said. 

Another said, hello. 

Others were faster with a smile and a nod. 

Jaron sat at a public bench; by the sea.  Amy was to his left.  “It is calm, 

here.  I seem to have recovered a lot of my memory.” 

“It is quiet, and you look the best in years,” she said. 

“Yes, but I still lack some recall ability.  I can tell,” he explained. 

“Polton Beel said you should relocate to the hot and steamy climate of 

Felecia, for a month.  Apparently drug toxins and residues can be dislodged from 

body fat tissue better, when experiencing heat and sweat.  That then frees the 
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nervous system, and a person can recall better.  Felecia is ideal for this, so 

Polton says.” 

“I’ve been considering it, and intend to,” he said as he nodded to someone 

passing by, wishing him well. 

“I heard that the people there, are preparing a welcome and are sending a 

delegation to Torrens, to make sure you get there.  They really want to help.” 

Goren smiled, and a buzzing noise came, from inside Amy’s jacket.  She 

reached and looked at her talker; it was Beel.  She tapped him on.  She could 

see his holograph out, from the small screen.  “Is it possible for yoo both t’ 

retu’n?  I think we ‘ave an int’restin’ development.” 

 

 

Memories 

 

Amy looked to Jaron and then said, “Of course, we are only ten minutes 

away.  See you then.”  She closed her talker. 

“So; tell me again, Amy, Goddess of War, how did you get to join the 

Boguard.  I have forgotten it, again.” 

Amy laughed.  She knew that he had not forgotten.  He just liked to hear 

her story.  She linked her arm with his, as they stood, and ambled 

companionably back to the town headquarters, where Polton Beel was waiting. 

Ω 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  250 | 514 

 

Beel was with a dozen others, as they looked at the screens.  “It is like 

nothing, that we have seen, before.” 

They were in a makeshift military headquarters.  The military was small in 

Sandrist, and it was spread out, as a joint operation, over several planetary 

systems.  Right now, it was all centered over Sandrist, with all their ships 

overhead. 

Jaron watched, as the image changed shape, went from big to small, then 

to oblong and then to square. 

“It does nort acknowledge comm’nds, and it does nort issue any.  It just 

stays there, out ‘n orbit, a quarter a million kinopacs away.  It is too far, for us 

to chase it.  When it was closer, we approached it.  However, it then warped out 

and appeared by the mun,” said Beel. 

“Very cocky the way it warps around, out there,” said another. 

Jaron shrugged his shoulders.  “I’ve no idea,” he said. 

Amy was just silent. 

Polton Beel watched her, and walked over.  “I know you know whart it is.  I 

c’n tell jus’ by look’n at yoo.  I don’t care if you are a witch, or really are the 

Goddess of War incarnate.  Ya had better tell us, whart is go’in on.” 

Amy was silent, in deep thought, as though she was not paying attention.  

Then, she looked around the room and saw everyone was watching, and staring 

at her.  She straightened.  “I think you need to invite them down, here.  They 

aren’t from the Temple; well, not directly.” 

Some of the Sandrist leaders objected.  Some said it might be wiser, to do 

what the Goddess of War suggested.  There was no consensus. 

“I’ll put this; more succinctly,” she said.  “They are more powerful than I.  

If they want to land here, they will, and you have no way of stopping them.  An 

army of half a million couldn’t stop them.”  She looked to Jaron.  “Even he 

couldn’t stop them.  Certainly I would never attempt to stop them, and neither 

will you, if you want to live. 

Beel swallowed.  This was the first time, that she had threatened, any of 

them.  “Who, or what, is out there, that could be so strong?” 
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She looked to Jaron.  “You had better get ready, Jaron.”  She turned to 

Beel.  “His children are up there.  They have found him, and they are coming 

down.  You better not try to stop them, Polton.” 

Beel swallowed.  “Nor would I want to, Ma’am, Goddess of War, Amy of 

Rambus.” 

There was a flurry, as executives raced to their talkers and started 

procedures. 

Jaron stood transfixed, at the screens, holding back his emotion. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 32 

 

JARON  AND  SANDRIST 

 

The shuttle stopped by the seashore jetty, near the other ferry services.  It was 

close to the center of the city.  The day was pleasant, not too warm, and early in 

the morning.  The breeze was coming from the desert and moving out, across 

the water.  There were no clouds. 

Polton Beel shook his head.  One person alighted.  He was wearing some 

kind of archaic battledress, full nylop wear, including service awards.  He stood 

by the door and closed it. 

Beel realized that this was a distinguished visitor. 

Fortunately, the Mayor of Torrens was already on his way, as he was given 

all of three minutes warning.  He had found it the greatest honor of honors, to 

have Lorde Jaron, and Ma’am Amy – Goddess of War from Rambus, but now 

Jaron’s children?  What did this mean?  Were they to be part of an invasion, the 

starting of a second Temple?  What was this all about?  He could see floaters 

from the news cameras, already there.  The mayor shook his head.  This was 

bad.  What about security?  He was worried. 

He arrived, just in time, with two junior political dignitaries.  For some 

reason, those inside the shuttle had not alighted.  He hoped that he was not 

late.  He had told the military to keep away, so as to not scare his guests.  

However, the City Security he had instructed to triple in size, within five 

minutes.  The military were now gathering, on the horizons, and the C-S’s were 

increasing in number.  “Oh, Torren, please don’t let this be a disaster.  Please let 

me have read this properly,” he thought.  The mayor had messed up, when 

Lorde Jaron and Amy of Rambus arrived, and he was asleep.  No one woke him.  

He was not going to mess this up.  He smiled at the media, recording above. 
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The solitary Boguard remained, standing by the door, as though he was on 

guard.  He could read them all outside, and their thoughts, very well.  They were 

clean.  The Boguard was telling Jaron’s children inside, to wait.  The town had a 

special protocol; an honor, which they wished to bestow, and they had to wait, 

inside.  Whether they liked it or not, Macrod Curr wouldn’t open the door, yet. 

Inside the shuttle, Akeala looked at Yandra.  He was tall, handsome and 

everything she dreamed of, in a man.  Her brother she thought; what a waste.  

Nevertheless, they were both excited, to be here.  Akeala had no memory of her 

father, at all.  She was pleased to hear from Yandra, of what he recalled of 

Jaron.  Jaron and Akeala had been separated, since her birth, and Yandra was 

into his third decade, now since he saw his father. 

Hurry up, she thought out to Macrod Curr. 

Soon, he thought back.  Mayor is coming. 

Who cares? she thought.  I don’t. 

Be patient, her brother thought, interrupting their thought stream. 

Finally; the mayor arrived.  He and his entourage gathered.  Flowers were 

strewn over the exit path, from the shuttle of the guests. 

Macrod saluted the mayor.  “Sir, my name is Macrod Curr.  I’m from the 

court of his Excellency the Master Templar.  I have two important visitors for 

you.  His granddaughter, and his step grandson.” 

The Mayor was now not sure of what to do, for was this a delegation for 

Lorde Jaron, or from the Temple itself? 

Macrod Curr smiled, leaned over and said softly to the Mayor, so no one 

else could hear, “Your Excellency Lorde Mayor, the Master Templar doesn’t know 

his granddaughter is here.  He doesn’t know I’m here.  He doesn’t know Lorde 

Jaron is here.  Nevertheless, I’m Macrod Curr from the palace Boguard.  Lorde 

Jaron’s children wish to see their father.” 

The Mayor nodded.  He smiled.  “I agree, absolutely, and they will.  Please 

ask our honored guests to come out.” 

The first to exit was Akeala.  The Mayor didn’t know her, but could see the 

resemblance, to Jaron.  Then out stepped Yandra. 
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Akeala saw Amy, and rushed to her arms, tears in her eyes.  “Aunt Amy, 

you are alive too!” she cried and held her fast and hard, like she wouldn’t let 

go.” 

Amy smiled, partially bent down, wiped the tear from Aki’s eye, and then 

turned and pointed to Jaron. 

Immediately Akeala let go, and slowly walked, looked.  She stared, not 

taking her eyes from him, and slowly walked to her father.  She had seen him on 

so many screen-plays.  In the news; she had read about him.  She worshipped 

him.  But she had never met him.  “Papa?” she said slowly, a quiver in her voice.  

Her lips trembled. 

Jaron looked over, at her.  He made a small step towards her.  She made 

another step towards him, and then she rushed and grabbed him and sobbed, 

and sobbed.  “Papa, I thought you were dead… dead… They told me you were 

dead… I’m so sorry I couldn’t be there to help you and…” she buried her face in 

his chest tunic and cried. 

She continued to cry. 

Jaron had mental images of the temple at Palbo, Tarj Himble, and the 

death of his two sons.  Then; he remembered the birth of his beautiful little 

daughter, and sending her into exile.  So many times, he had wondered, if she 

would ever meet him, again.  It was like all the pain and suffering, was now 

releasing.  He dropped to one knee in front of her, in front of all of them, and he 

tried to talk, but choked with emotion.  He didn’t care who watched.  “I’m 

sorry… so sorry… sorry, for sending you away.  I’m, so sorry….”  He cried, 

unashamedly. 

The Mayor looked around, not knowing what to do.  He thought he felt a 

tear, in his own eyes. 

Macrod Curr looked over and nodded at the Mayor, but simply held up his 

hand, slightly, as if to suggest wait, be patient. 

After Akeala had stopped sniffing, she smiled, and wiped away her father’s 

tears too. 

“You brought someone with you?” Jaron asked. 

Akeala swallowed, she looked over, to Yandra, “My brother.” 
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Jaron looked at the young man, almost as though he was foreign.  He 

remembered, he recalled the memories of him as a youngster on Yaltipia.  Jaron 

stood, and embraced his son.  It had been a long time. 

They exchanged glances, and hugged one another.  Nothing was spoken 

between them; but they looked at each other, with admiration. 

The Mayor looked over at Macrod Curr, who held up his hand, one more 

time. 

“Father, I didn’t come alone, and not just with my beautiful sister, Akeala.” 

Jaron realized who else was there.  Another presence, which he had not 

felt, for decades. 

Sheril stepped slowly down from the shuttle, and she looked at her son, 

standing there by his father and she took a deep breath, and a step closer.  She 

couldn’t bear it, and grabbed Jaron by the arm, in tears.  “I’m so embarrassed 

for being like this,” she said, as she wiped her eyes.  “It has been too long, since 

we left Sequetus together.  I know I’m Boguard, but we need to be together, 

some of the time.” 

Polton Beel was not sure of what was happening.  He leaned over to Amy, 

“Is she Boguard too?  Then; what about him....”  He pointed to Jaron. 

She just looked at him, strangely, as though it was an unnecessary 

question. 

Amazing, he thought to himself. 

Amy, Sheril, Yandra and Macrod Curr all glared at him. 

Amy said softly, “Captain, you think too loud.  Please think more quietly.” 

“But….”  He began to say. 

Quiet, they all thought to him in unison. 

Beel almost fell over.  “Are they all….”  he began to ask. 

Yes, and me too, she thought. 

The commander was in slight shock and was not sure, what this all meant. 

“I’ll explain more, of this later, Commander.” 

The Mayor glared at the pair, and Macrod Curr walked over to the Mayor.  

“Your Excellency, I would like you to meet Akeala, daughter of Lorde Jaron, 

granddaughter of the Master Templar of Jilta.” 
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With that, the Mayor stepped over.  “You are very welcome; to our city and 

our world.  We are honored to have you here, Akeala of the Temple of Jilta.” 

Akeala bowed and accepted the small pendant; that she was offered.  It 

was on a multicolored ribbon and placed over her head. 

“Young Yandra of….”   

“Of the Boguard, Your Excellency,” he replied, and he accepted the 

pendant, over his head also. 

“You Sheril, of…Boguard?” the Mayor offered. 

“Sequetus 3, your Excellency.” 

A murmur went, through the crowd.  Sequetus 3, the holy-land, of the 

Torrenists. 

His Excellency in turn, bowed graciously, ever so very low.  “Madam, you 

are our most welcome visitor, and you make our planet proud.”  He looked up.  

“You remember what Sequetus 3 is like.” 

Sheril nodded. 

He took her by the arm, and said, “Then, you must promise that you will 

personally tutor me, on anything you remember.  Please, I would be so 

personally honored.” 

She looked at him and then to Jaron, then back to the Mayor.  “Of course I 

will, as soon as I get settled with my son, new step daughter and their father.” 

The Mayor smiled.  He looked at them all.  To Macrod Curr, he said, “You, 

patient pilot and teacher, I can tell by your demeanor, that you are used to court 

procedure.  Please, accept this pendant, and it is my greatest honor to bestow it 

on behalf of our town.  We are extremely grateful to you.” 

Macrod Curr bowed. 

Ω 

The next day, Polton Beel learned more about Sequetus 3, and of the 

Boguard, who had died there defending Home against the local intelligence 

agencies. 

Macrod Curr was very blunt, “This may not apply to you, but as you know, 

a person can exist many lifetimes, body after body.  The spirit, which is the 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  257 | 514 

 

person himself, makes decisions, and it is very common for people who have 

known each other before, to gather again, congregate in time again, at an 

unspecified place.  It happens.” 

Polton Beel listened.  He was fascinated at who else was on Sequetus 3 

back then, during the time of Torren, and who else died defending Home. 

“So what is your advice for me?  What do I do?” Beel asked. 

“Immediately, improve your abilities.  Let those, which return to you, 

return.  Don’t try to rationalize what they are, or where they come from.  Let 

your memory of the long-ago past, return to you.  Then, you will know what to 

do,” answered Macrod. 

Polton Beel nodded.  He was about to ask a question, when Macrod held up 

his hand.  “That, you must work out for yourself.  No one can tell you.” 

Ω 

The following day, Amy learned how the Man-o-War had brought Akeala to 

Yaltipia.  There, Akeala had learned elementary Boguard techniques, and met 

with her half-brother and step mother. 

Amy smiled.  “Captain Curr, I’m truly in your debt.  You have given this girl 

her real family.  You returned to her, a mother, and a brother.” 

Macrod smiled.  “None will replace you… Aunt…Amy.” 

Just then, Akeala walked in.  “Just as I thought.  Don’t listen to him, Aunty.  

Finding that crashed interceptor on the moon, that was my idea.” 

Macrod smiled.  “Yes, it was.” 

Amy nodded.  “Tell me, the rest.” 

Akeala described; how they found the wrecked interceptor, and how her 

brother guided the ship, to the surface and went outside, suited up, to inspect 

the debris. 

“Once we located the interceptor remains, we were able to deduce from it a 

past, its history, and where the molecules had come from.” 

“Deduce from its past?” asked Amy, with wry smile of approval. 

“Yes of course, Aunty,” said Akeala. 
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Macrod nodded to Amy.  She has that ability.  Like molecules have a 

historical record threaded with time.  She can read it. 

Akeala continued.  “The debris felt like it was, from this part of the Galaxy.  

Not from the Federation.  But it didn’t seem to be imbued, with my father’s 

presence, at all.  So, we scavenged the surface and found enough information, 

to show that the crashed vehicle was from Sandrist, and that it was not a 

Corduke craft.  That was when we decided, to come here, immediately.” 

“Impressive,” said Amy.  “I couldn’t have done it.  You have that ability?” 

Yandra walked in.  “No, she doesn’t, and neither does anyone else. 

However, when she and I are together, we are able to do things, that 

individually, we are unable to do, by ourselves.  This is one of those.” 

Amy stood back, in awe.  “You are a duality, then? 

Akeala looked at Yandra, with strong admiration. 

Yandra shrugged.  “It seems to be that way, and from all accounts, yes, we 

are.” 

Amy looked at Macrod. 

He sighed and nodded.  “It seems so,” he said. 
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Yandra 

 

Ω 

The next two months, saw the revitalizing of Jaron.  He was re-stationed in 

Felicia, for some of the time.  They were off the crossroads, of the Galaxy.  This 

was an energizing and rehabilitating time. 

Jaron enjoyed the company, of his children.  Indeed, the hot steamy 

weather, and physical work, which he undertook in Felicia, did sweat out many 

of the toxins.  It was suggested, that he take a concoction of algamm grass, 

which was extremely high in elements, and which could electro-statically attach 

to toxic particles in the fat tissue.  With the help of the sweat glands, toxic 
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residue was pumped out with the sweat.  The result was a better memory, a 

reenergized Jaron. 

Ω 

Omm stood, looking down from the balcony of Tarj Himble.  He turned, as 

he heard Tubin knock and enter. 

Tubin stiffened.  “I have good news.  I have swayed the Cordello council, to 

begin impeaching the Master Templar.” 

Omm turned back, to look at the mountains.  “That was a predetermined 

fait accompli.  It was never in doubt.  I already hold the mind of those, on the 

Tribunal.  What I want to know is: where is Jaron?” 

Tubin backed down, “He is dead.  That is why we are impeaching the 

Master Templar, my grandfather.” 

Omm sighed.  He turned.  “He is not dead.  You didn’t kill him.  The 

Cordukes didn’t kill him.  Can you at least wake up for a moment, and have a 

thought of your own? 

Tubin brightened.  “My father is not dead?” he asked, excitedly. 

“No, but if we are fast, we can find him and finish it.” 

Tubin felt down again. 

Omm looked at Tubin.  “You want him to live?  You want him as Lorde?  

You want to give all this up, and go back, to how it was?” 

Tubin smiled.  Just then an invisible grip came around his throat, and it 

squeezed tighter.  Then; it relaxed and Tubin fell, to the floor.  “That is to make 

sure, that you know who is in charge, here.  Now, we will find your father.  He is 

alive.  Others from the Talkron and I, can sense him.  He is still here.  His 

presence still pervades this building, but he isn’t close.  So send a fleet to that 

stupid backwater planet; to find him.” 

“Where?” asked Tubin. 

“Tors, of course.  That is where the trail ends, so find him.  Pick up the 

trail.  This time, I’m sending Talkron, with your blundering fleet.” 

Tubin backed away gently, turned and closed the door, behind him.  He 

was being very careful, so as not to display any thoughts, of his own. 
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Ω 

Two months later, a Palboan fleet was back, around Tors.  The new Captain 

of the fleet was not going to make the same errors, as his predecessor.  Firstly, 

he was going to verify, that the local inhabitants of that planet, were really all 

dead. 

He found them very much alive, and sent his messenger craft.  A thorough 

investigation, had found no biotynes, anywhere on the surface. 

He searched the moon and found the crashed interceptor.  There was no 

evidence of human remains or human DNA, anywhere.  Obviously, they had 

been cleverly set up.  Another messenger craft was sent. 

The fleet engineers brought back aboard, various circuitries, from the 

crashed craft.  They analyzed the components.  They were old in style, but made 

recently.  They were not Palboan.  They were too primitive, to be from the 

Cordukes, or even the Federation.  It was, as though they were from the Outer-

Worlds, or far-Outer-Worlds. 

It didn’t take long to work out which of those in the battle that this craft 

must have belonged to.  Replaying recorded imagery of the battles and events, 

showed that. 

The interceptor had been manufactured, in either Taborack or Sandrist.  

That meant that the craft that left Tors, which was identified as Corduke by its 

markings, must have left Tors for Taborack or Sandrist instead. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 33 

 

BATTLE  FOR  THE  FAR - OUTER – WORLDS 

 

The Palboan fleet gathered, over Taborack.  It would be an easy victory, with 

two cruisers and ten destroyers, against a low density planet, of only five 

million.  Such a small planet would have to ransom their entire planet, for 

merely two interceptors. 

However, the Talkron had never understood the duality, the Man-o-War, or 

the Early Works, which explained all about to happen. 

Fleet Captain Kildon of the Cruiser Ferali gave the order to lay equal 

strength barrages, into the main cities of Taborack.  The plan was simple.  Cause 

equivalent destruction simultaneously, amongst the cities.  Go down, seek a 

truce, with whoever would turn over Lorde Jaron.  If they didn’t, then more 

barrages would rain down, until the fleet was certain, that the planet was of no 

use to them, and they could move on. 

Taborack had six cities heavily damaged, with its leaders mostly dead.  

Jaron was obviously not there. 

The Palboan fleet next moved, to over Kura. 

An advance party from the fleet, headed down to the largest city on Kura, 

being Kuraline, with a population of 230,000. 

The Kuraline leaders had been rounded up.  It only took a few hours, there 

were so few of them. 

There were forty onplanet from the Palbo Imperial Templar Guards, and 

another six, representing the Talkron.  The only other person, was from the 

Temple Guard, named Lieutenant Pabs Boll.  She was there as the Fleet IFFCo 

representative, wearing a modern day shocksuit. 
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The head Talkron was named Grunn.  He was dressed in black loose-fitting 

nylops.  He looked at the city deputy-mayor, sprawled on the ground, in his dirty 

purple robe.  The mayor was already dead. 

Grunn bent down, beside the official, lifted his head, and said, with a smile, 

“You ought to give him up.  We know he is here, somewhere.  Well?” 

The deputy mayor just looked, and said nothing. 

Grunn dropped the man’s head, into the dirt.  He watched, as the deputy-

mayor’s nose began to bleed, his eyes bulged out, and his face contorted.  He 

was now dead also. 

Grunn laughed.  “Dear me, the deputy-mayor had a brain aneurism.  Must 

be the heat.  My, my.”  He looked at another official lying silently in the dirt. 

“Cat got your tongue, too?”  The man’s eyes bulged and blood exited his 

ears and nose.  He also died. 

Grunn looked around, at all of them, then turned to Lieutenant Pabs Boll.  

“They don’t know anything.  Level the entire town, as an example of non-

cooperation.” 

Pabs Boll was going to object, when Grunn looked at her.  “Are you getting 

hot?” 

The lieutenant was beginning to sweat, and her heart was starting to race, 

her pulse went uncontrollably to 180 beats a second. 

It slowed. 

Grunn nodded.  “I think you will help us, right Bolls? 

She swallowed and nodded.  Grunn spat on the ground in disgust, at the 

backward conditions of the short-lifers.  Bolls called up the strike, and no sooner 

had they lifted, did the town begin to be leveled in flames. 

Ω 

Jaron looked at Macrod Curr.  Macrod nodded.  They were both standing, 

outside in the warm evening air.  The stars were bright. 

Macrod felt it, too.  Something was terribly wrong.  The atmosphere was 

feeling tense.  They felt a doom.  They all searched out, into the cosmos, 
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attention roaming, in a faint possibility that they could pick up some slight 

feeling, which could give them a clue, as to what was happening. 

“Anything?” asked Jaron.  The warm gentle desert breeze should have 

warmed him, but it didn’t. 

Macrod Curr shook his head.  “I keep feeling there is something nearby, but 

when I try to find it, it slips away.  I feel it is searching for us, but when we 

search for it, it withdraws.  It doesn’t want to be found.” 

“The same,” said Jaron.  “It is like I can almost feel it looking at me.  Yet, 

as soon as I can almost see it, it vanishes.” 

Macrod tried to feel out.  He looked perplexed.  “I got an intention.  It is 

after you my Lorde.  And it is almost here.  It is like it is, like us, the same but 

the opposite. 

Ω 

Grunn was excited.  He sat on the bridge, with his fleet Captain and crew 

executives.  “This is the planet, Sandrist.  I know it, and so do the others.  He is 

scared.  He has the company of one other major life.  Be ready.  He is still Jaron, 

and who he is, or was.  Don’t under-estimate him.” 

Grunn was going down onplanet, with his six Talkron, for full back up.  He 

was taking dozens of Imperial Templar Guards, to make doubly sure of his 

safety. 

Captain Kildon gave the orders.  Interceptors would go out, with fighter 

cover.  They would waste the periphery of the city.  The shuttles would descend, 

and after a short delay, instruct Lorde Jaron to surrender.  He would accept, as 

he was far too outnumbered, to offer any resistance. 

Ω 

Jaron was in the city square of Torrens.  The desert sand was blowing in 

the wind.  It seemed that a sandstorm was imminent.  It was mid-afternoon.  By 

the evening, the wind would be severe.  The storms were so bad, that when they 

came, the whole town battened down. 
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He had ordered the Man-o-War to position far out, away from the planet.  

The Sandrist destroyer and its other fleet ships, from the far-Outer-Worlds, were 

also ordered away.  Jaron was particular, in that he didn’t want innocent people 

dead from a fight, which he didn’t know, if it mattered.  He would face this 

alone, or at least with immediate company. 

 

 

The razing of Torrens 

 

He saw the first missile streaks down to the outside dwellings.  The 

explosions thundered across the town.  Then the interceptors came. 

Torrens was not large, and the fireballs were spectacular.  The wind made 

them more ferocious. 

Macrod Curr had already warned the local inhabitants of what was 

happening, and what would happen.  They had evacuated to other cities. 

Jaron was still getting data, from those in the shuttles.  He could discern 

them more easily now.  “They are more open, as to who they are.  They claim, 

per what I can feel of their thoughts, that they are what are termed Talkron.  

According to them, they are as old as the Boguard, no… Aaron.  They claim that 

they and the Aaron share some joint historical being-togetherness, a long time 

ago, some planet, where their life was of the same origin, and mutual 

compatibility. 

“I do recall some small history that I have studied, regarding this.  It may 

be true, to a degree,” said Macrod Curr. 
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“They claim that the Aaron and the Talkron, they are the same life-force, 

from the same source, but have singularly differing points of views.  They claim 

that the Aaron and the Talkron life-force, shattered into millions of facets, and 

that we are all individualized facets of life, running these bodies, and that while 

we believe we are separate, we are singular, and that we are in fact, connected 

to each other, beyond the singularity, which we believe that we are.” 

Jaron looked around at the others, as they watched him.  He then 

continued.  “What is more, what they consider to exist, is a mutual mind and 

mutual memory between us, and mutual will, which belongs to each and every 

Aaron and Talkron, as one.  They say that we have one purpose, and one 

destiny, and that the Talkron, and the Aaron, who split, all that time ago, must 

rejoin, or else they cannot ever achieve their goals.” 

The wind was blowing harder.  The sand was biting, into their faces.  The 

shuttle was getting closer. 

Amy looked at Macrod, partially in disbelief, “What are these mutual goals?” 

“Universal control.  They seek to have and control, all, in this physical 

universe.” 

Akeala shuddered, as an explosion occurred, closer to them.  “The universe 

is huge.  It is not possible.” 

Macrod Curr shook his head.  “It is.  They are the ones drawing in the life-

forces, for faster-than-light-speed travel.  They have only just begun.”  Macrod 

cringed with the shockwave of a new blast.  He yelled to be heard.  “They intend 

to increase that, by a billion, a trillion fold.  With that, they can control not just 

travel, but they could, theoretically, control a trillion times more than they do.  If 

life is senior to all, which exists in the physical universe, then they, by 

controlling the life that they bring into this universe, can control all elements of 

matter and energy.  Technically, there is no stopping them once they get big 

enough. However, they must reach a critical-mass size first.” 

Yandra stepped closer.  “There are us.” 

Macrod nodded.  “There is, and that is why they are here.  They seek the 

only person, who they believe can stop them.  It seems they are behind the 

attacks on the temple, the killing of Lorde Jaron’s children, even behind the 
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psychrons, psycho-surgeons, and behind Brandon Mirac.  They run the Imperial 

Federation Warp Drive Bank, and the Malukan attempt, to create faster-than-

light-speed travel, a thousand years ago.  They are presenting themselves, I 

believe, to take what they feel, is rightfully theirs; Lorde Jaron.” 

Polton Beel was standing on the outside of the group, mouth agape. 

“The Talkron are now preparing, for the ultimate submission of surrender, 

of Lorde Jaron,” called Macrod. 

They looked at each other; nodded.  They looked at Beel.  He nodded.  

Somehow, he was part of this too. 

Akeala eyed at him strangely.  She wondered why Beel was staying.  They 

were greatly outnumbered and he had limited ability to share in defense. 

He smiled at her.  Another explosion echoed, from nearby.  “The teachings 

of Lorde Goren Torren are about this.  We have practiced, and some of us have 

the gift, occasionally.  Some of us never get it.  I have, it more than most.  We 

just know it is possible, but with you all around, all of you; what I have, is 

stronger, than ever before.” Another explosion echoed. 

Akeala faced at him squarely.  “You are a good man Commander.  When we 

get close, what separates us, Torrenists verses Templars, has almost no 

meaning.  Also, as like-minded people get closer together, they always become 

more alike, and their abilities become more alike and pronounced.  I learned 

that being amongst the Aaron I became like them.” 

Beel faced the sky.  He could see two small white trails, appearing in the 

distance.  The trails got bigger, wilder.  Then, he could see black spots, now the 

shape of the shuttles. 

The sand was whipping their trousers, around their legs.  The sun was 

obscured by the sandstorm. 

The shuttles were above them.  Macrod Curr looked sideways to Jaron.  

They both could feel it. 

The wind blew some loose branches across their path with the sand. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 34 

 

TORRENS 

 

The township was full of low buildings, none above three floors.  It was 

extremely dry, with the wind still blowing out towards the sea.  Torrens had 

been selected, as a town site, because it had a small natural black coal deposit 

nearby, providing fossil fuel. 

It was just past mid-afternoon, but there was no sun.  Those present were 

Polton Beel, Macrod Curr, Akeala, Yandra, Amy, Sheril, Captain Castano and 

Jaron.  Many of the town’s people had volunteered, to stay and fight.  They were 

not cowardly, and were prepared to die, for what they believed in.  Jaron had no 

doubt, that these people were genuinely concerned, about others, and not just 

themselves.  They seemed to do, what they had been taught.  They did what 

was right.  Jaron felt that. 

The group of eight stood, anxiously.  They were not armed.  They didn’t 

totally know, what to expect. 

The shuttle landed amongst the wind and sand.  The Talkron alighted first. 

Ω 

Grunn looked over, to the small building, behind them.  He shielded his 

face from the sand. A meeting place, by the name of Torrencia Hall.  He laughed 

to himself.  “Very cute.  I suppose you thought that this was your real home, eh, 

Jaron?”  He walked over, watching Jaron. 

Jaron didn’t respond. 

“Lorde Jaron?” asked Grunn mockingly. “The Lorde of sand?” he mused. 
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Jaron just continued to look at Grunn, and then he glanced at the others, 

behind him.  There were six Talkron, all-together.  There was no doubting, as 

who they were. 

The Imperial Templar Guard was also present in force.  Jaron felt their 

minds.  They were heavily under Talkron control. 

 

Imperial Templar Guard on Sandrist 

“Oh, come now, Jaron.  Don’t disappoint me by being dumb.  I can feel 

your mind; its guards are up, trying to stop my penetration.”  Grunn looked over 

the others.  “Ahh, Macrod Curr.  You know us, I see.  We have been missing 

you, since we cleaned out those tunnels, under Jilta a few weeks ago.  It’s a pity 

that your friends all had to die, after you left them for this suicide mission.” 

Macrod looked at the others.  He spoke aloud, as they all had mental 

shields up, to prevent Grunn’s pervasive thrusts, into what they were thinking.  

“My friends aren’t dead.  That is only an insult, to find out my weakness.”  He 

smiled. 

Grunn nodded.  “You have good defenses.”  He looked at Beel and laughed.  

“What is this?  Lorde Jaron, you send mental babes, to do your fighting?” 

Polton Beel looked at Grunn and laughed.  “Me, a babe?  You have got 

to….” 

Grunn turned, and looked at Beel, with mock affront.  “Who consented for 

you, to speak?” 
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Beel started to rise from the ground.  His eyes showed his terror.  Blood 

began to rush to his skin, his face was bright pink.  His heart was constricted.  

He tried to cough, but couldn’t.  Grunn was smiling. 

The other Talkron walked around Grunn, while looking at the group. 

Castano put up his hand.  “Enough theatre, Mr.  Grunn, if that is your 

name.  State what you want, and leave him alone.” 

Grunn didn’t speak.  He looked at Castano and stared into his eyes, looking 

deep into the fluids within the eye balls, applying outward pressure.  “Hmmm.  

You aren’t even a babe like the other.  Your eyes have not exploded 

yet….yet…stupid Corduke.” 

Castano fell to the ground, rolled, and he started to scream.  “The 

pain…ahh… my eyes… pain….”  The sand was blasting him, too. 

Grunn laughed and grabbed Castano by the hair, drew his forehead back, 

exposing his eyes more, as they seemed to want to push their own way, out 

from his head.  “You ridiculous Corduke; you got in a battle, older than you.  You 

will pay for that, by being merely an example.” 

A flash of white, and Grunn was seared by heat, on his face.  It was mental 

energy.  Grunn looked up.  He searched for the source. 

In a blur, Amy flashed past the other Talkron and had Grunn, physically 

held by the throat, she toppled him down, onto the ground.  She and Grunn 

rolled.  Grunn pushed at her mind.  He felt nothing.  It didn’t respond, as an 

Aaron’s mind would.  He probed deeper, and in her mind, he found nothing, only 

hate and more hate, eager to get out, and the more he probed inwards, the 

more he was releasing that demon, within her.  It was after him.  It had not 

been released for a long time. 

She sensed a commotion around her and others were scuffling.  She had no 

attention on them now; only on this one; in front of her.  Her world went blank, 

to all happening around her, and only in the tunnel vision of what was directly in 

front, did she perceive anything, at all. 

She struck at his face, physically tore skin off, with her fingernails.  He tried 

to push her away.  He mentally tried to raise her, off from him, but her face was 

opposite his.  He could feel her breath, her hate, and he was the target.  He felt 
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her, as she bit into his chin, her teeth going in, deeper, blood trickling, and then 

he felt her hands going for his eyes, his own eye balls.  He closed his eyes, his 

muscles trying to keep her fingers, from ripping his eyes out.  He pushed and 

tried to throw her off and she bit deeper, into the bone under his cheek.  He 

tried to scream, and the more he did, the more she drove her teeth, deeper into 

his flesh. 

Grunn was getting weaker, and weaker, and he thought that he would pass 

out, and then, she was off him.  The Imperial Templar Guard had pulled her off.  

However, she had them too, and as she kicked three of them in the neck; they 

fell, two dead. 

She turned and attacked two more Talkron.  They stepped back, one with a 

broken arm.  They all stared at her momentarily, and tried to will her to the 

ground.  Between the sand blasting wind and the enemy, she just laughed, as 

though she was not there.  Instead it was a wild demon, now possessing her, 

and it was after revenge. 

It was the revenge she had waited a lifetime for.  The people who killed her 

parents, and all her friends.  They were here.  The ones who killed her lover, the 

ones who killed her best friend, Anki, and those were the ones here, attacking 

her.  She reveled here now. 

She looked at two of the Talkron, behind the guards, and they became 

injured, and immobile.  She smiled.  She lunged at them.  Guards tried to stop 

her.  She grabbed a gun, as a guard went to hit her.  She shot one, then two, 

then grabbed all their weapons, and shot three, and found two more, to shoot. 

The Talkron were backing away.  They were heading back, to the craft 

which they had left.  Amy had not given up.  She fired at the Talkron.  Their 

bodies only absorbed the fire.  It had no effect.  She shot at the Imperial 

Templar Guard.  They went down, all right.  She grabbed more weapons, from 

the fallen.  A guard fired at her, from the shuttle.  It was useless, and made no 

difference.  She was Amy, Boguard and the Goddess of War, incarnate all in one.  

The Talkron had made errors, and were now paying the penalty, 

She aimed at the shuttle guidance system, and blew it out, from the side.  

The shuttle had just started to rotate, three pacs from the ground.  She shot the 
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other one, and then the two shuttles careered into each other, and slowly 

settled, with a crunching of metal, on the ground, still intact.  She felt for the 

pilots, with her mind.  They screamed, and a moment later, were running, from 

the craft.  They had huge spiders, all over their faces – or so they thought, in 

their mind.  They continued to scream; running for their lives across the plaza. 

She looked at the craft, and stealthily walked to it.  She stopped at the 

door.  She felt the minds, inside.  She would take her time.  She slowly closed 

the doors, behind her.  Those inside that shuttle immediately started to scream.  

The door opened again, and a guard rolled out, with half his face missing, and 

his brain exploded out from his head.  Then, a Talkron appeared and he was 

missing his right arm.  He collapsed onto the ground, over the guard. 

Amy emerged.  The others were dead.  She looked at the other shuttle 

down, with Grunn inside it.  She could feel him.  She held him against the inside 

wall, to wait for her.  She walked to the door, and it fell from the hinges.  She 

stepped inside and saw him. 

He stared at her, terrified, in disbelief.  He looked away, to the others, who 

were there. 

“You will stay.  I kill.  Watch,” she commanded Grunn.  She lunged at the 

other two guards, who were now trying to make the craft fly.  The craft motors 

just whirred. 

Their heads smashed, onto the console.  Then, she raised their bodies and 

cracked them backwards, over the seats.  They screamed … “Nooooo….”  They 

came down, breaking their spines, severing vertebrae, turning them into instant 

quadriplegics. 

Amy turned, standing on their fingers, infuriated that they couldn’t feel the 

pain, which she so wanted them to feel.  She lined the first up, and kicked his 

head back and off from his body, and it smashed the screen.  She pushed her 

heel into the eye socket of the other, the eyeball exploding outward.  She 

ground the heel down hard.  Amy next lifted the dead head with both her hands, 

grabbed a lever off the wall and bludgeoned the skull, until it was broken and 

much of it, was fragments and brain’s pulp. 
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She turned to Grunn smiling.  She was now beginning to feel more normal.  

She smiled.  “I know who you are.  Do you know me?” 

Grunn shook his head slowly.  He couldn’t think.  She was in his mind, now.  

He looked at her from another dimension.  He tried to push her out, but she 

stayed.  It was no longer of the world, where his body was.  It was another 

world, another universe. 

In this world, Amy was there, smiling.  You are in my world now.  You will 

stay in my world.  She looked at him.  He was scared.  She knew, who he was.  

He didn’t know her.  That was her total advantage.  You made this world for me.  

This is where I came that day on Rambus.  I know this world.  It is vast, empty.  

Here you will tell me what I want to know.  And until you do, you will never 

leave.  Now I want your mind, as I want to know more.  Who are you, how big, 

where are you?  Give me your mind Grunn. 

The being known as Grunn, was in terror.  He was now in a foreign world 

and universe.  Amy told him it was the world, of the Jinn.  This terrified him, 

even more. 

 

 

Amy’s secret, silent, private world 

 

She left that world, where Grunn was, and returned to the physical 

universe.  She looked at Grunn’s body and smiled.  She wondered, whether to 

kill it, or not.  Grunn would stay where she had him, locked, in her own universe, 

of her own making.  It was a special place, she made, where she had retreated, 

all those years ago, when the pain was great and unbearable.  That, was the 

universe, where she went to, when she wanted to be alone.  Now, she had a 

prisoner, and now; that was where she had Grunn. 
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She dropped Grunn’s body.  Her adrenalin was spent.  She turned, as she 

heard a sound at the door.  Like a lioness, she was still ready to kill.  She stood 

up, from her prey. 

It was Jaron.  He coughed, as though to excuse himself.  He looked at 

Grunn, then her. 

She wiped the blood from around her mouth, with her sleeve.  Then she 

straightened her hair and asked, “Do I look alright?” 

Jaron looked at Amy of Rambus, the Goddess of War.  He remembered the 

attack on Palbo, decades ago. 

He nodded.  You are just fine, he thought to her.  He turned from the door 

and went over, towards the others. 

The Imperial Templar Guards had fallen, stunned, when Grunn went down.  

He lost his mental grip on them, at that precise moment.  The other Talkron had 

also lost their hold, over them. 

The Imperial Templar Guards were sitting on the ground, in the square, 

shielding their face from the sand, which was still blasting them.  Polton Beel 

had them covered, with three guns.  However, they were not about to go, 

anywhere.  They were in shock, disoriented, and had no wish to move. 

Amy walked over to the square center and looked around.  She saw Akeala 

and Yandra squatting, each with a hand, on the other’s shoulder.  Amy flicked 

some brain pulp from her hair, and was about to ask what…. 

They are aboard the fleet cruiser.  Watch. 

Jaron gave Amy the vision, of what he was watching remotely with his 

mind.  He was able to see, from a position above, the bridge. 

There was the fleet captain, staring at two ethereal ghost-like figures, 

conjured up on his bridge.  He had already shot at them, twice.  They were 

telling the captain that the Talkron had all died in battle, and that the fleet was 

not to warp out, but to surrender.  If they didn’t obey, their ships would super 

nova, before they could reach critical escape warp mass. 

Jaron and Amy could see the captain, swallowing.  He was being told that 

Lieutenant Pabs Boll, would be arriving back, on the ship soon, and would 
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explain more.  However, they were not to leave, or else they would, all die.  The 

captain then gave orders to comply. 

Back at Torrens, Amy looked at Polton Beel.  “I think I need a bath,” she 

half joked, looking at the blood all over her uniform. 

Goddess of War, he thought.  You can have anything in this town you want. 

Amy smiled.  “Thank you.  I feel so much better now.  I needed this.”  She 

straightened her collar and sleeves. 

Beel pointed to Torrencia Hall.  “What you need is in there.  It has all 

amenities.”  He nodded to one of his own guards who were now back in the 

plaza, to escort her, and take orders from her. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 35 

 

GRUNN 

 

Grunn’s body was brought to Torrencia Hall, and placed under guard.  Jaron and 

Macrod Curr shuttled up, in the same craft with Lieutenant Pabs Boll, to the fleet 

Cruiser.  They sifted through the broken minds, previously held captive by the 

Talkron, talking to and healing who they could. 

The populace of Torrens slowly returned.  Unbelievably, the local media 

center had recorded the events, on its remote television monitors.  Parts of it 

were transmitted to the general population. 

It was now, the next day.  Amy was even more revered, at a safe distance, 

as she walked the park.  She was beside Akeala.  Yandra was trailing behind 

throwing crumbs to water birds, which seemed to circle overhead, and cry out.  

Yandra laughed.  “They are cursing me, for not throwing more.  I can feel their 

thoughts.” 

“So, Aunt Amy, I still don’t totally understand what is happening to us, and 

you, and these… Talkron,” said Akeala. 

Amy looked out, over the Goren Sea.  “I think that what Captain Macrod 

Curr said to us, is true.  These Talkron are from somewhere that is still hidden.  

I have a special world, for the one called, Grunn.  I’m trying to pry his mind 

open, but he is intractable.” 

“Where is he?” asked Sheril.  She had caught them up.  She had some 

crumbs, too, for the birds. 

Amy looked out, over the water.  She picked up a pebble and tossed it, and 

then turned to Sheril.  “He is locked in my own world, a mental world that I 

created.  It is where I go, or learned to go, when I was deep in pain.  It seems 
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to protect me.  When Grunn came after me, he couldn’t touch me, as I had 

retreated into my own world.” 

Sheril looked a bit confused. 

Amy added more.  “There is this physical universe that we all share.  It is a 

shared world that all life shares, and experiences.  But life has the ability to 

create its own separate world too.  And when life is feeling dejected, it wants to 

leave this universe, which you see before you, and create another, a private 

one, that only it knows.” 

“So; how did Grunn get there?” Akeala asked. 

“He was very disturbed, in not being able to draw me, to him.  Because he 

could have no effect upon me, he then came after me, came into my world.  

After I attacked him; in here, he next tried to retreat, into his own world.  

However, he couldn’t defend himself, with what he thought was agreed, between 

all.  So he tried to make his own world, and as he did, he tried to draw me into 

it, while also trying to repel me.  The more he tried to repel me, and at the same 

time draw me to his universe, the more precarious his position became.  I 

applied more pain to his body, and more, until he erred and flipped, out from his 

universe, into mine, and there I have him now.” 

Akeala was confused.  “How was it, that he didn’t hurt you?” she asked. 

Amy sat down, and the others followed her example.  “I was not 

experiencing the physical universe.  I was not agreeing with it.  I had already 

retreated.” 

“Then, if you had retreated, how did you keep attacking?” asked Yandra, 

now very interested. 

“I let my body loose.  It has its own life-force, which is not me.  That life-

force, was what was doing the attacking, taking revenge for the harm, which 

had been inflicted upon it, upon its parents, upon its friends.”  Amy smiled, 

looking at her arms and hands.  “It has turned out to be an effective killer.” 

Sheril butted in, again.  “You mean there is you, and this body.  There are 

two of you?” 

Amy nodded.  “Believe it or not, yes.  Each person, including you, is 

composed of two life-forces, each with its own memory, and being.” 
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“I don’t believe it,” said Akeala flatly. 

Amy shrugged.  “You don’t have to believe, but did you ever have 

thoughts, which you felt, were not yours, negative thoughts, before you were 

Boguard?”  Amy looked at Sheril.  “There are two sets of thought; always.  You 

have to be good, to pick which they belong to, you or your body.  Those 

thoughts aren’t necessarily, always yours, even if they have to do with you.” 

“All right,” said Yandra.  “Maybe, that is true, but tell me, about your own 

world or universe.  What it is, and why is it just you?” 

Amy stood again and said, “We need to go to the hospital, to make sure 

Grunn’s body is recuperating.  I don’t want it to die, for if it does, we might lose 

him.  Likely, I can only keep him, as long as his body lives.” 

“Aunt Amy, please answer Yandra’s question,” said Akeala. 

Amy picked up speed; walking.  Other locals in the vicinity were watching 

her, keeping safely clear. 

“The thing is, you all have this ability, and all have used it, unknowingly.” 

She looked sideways, at Akeala.  “Ever sat sulking, when you couldn’t get 

your own way, Akeala?” 

“Aunty, never!” Akeala laughed. 

“Ever found yourself, Sheril, looking out the window, thinking of something 

totally different, day dreaming?” 

Sheril; laughed.  “Too often.” 

“That is what I’m speaking about,” said Amy.  “That is what you are doing.  

Making your own universe; only you are just at the beginning.” 

They turned another corner and we coming up, to the hospital. 

“Sometimes, this phenomenon is acute, and the person, life-force, being, 

can be lost from the physical universe for quite some time.  I’m afraid to say it, 

but many of the insane, due to pain or other reasons, reside chronically, in these 

self-made universes.” 

“Chronically?” asked Yandra. 

“Yes, compulsively, and are unable to come out from it.” 

“Is it dangerous?” asked Akeala. 

“It can be. 
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Ω 

Jaron and Amy watched the body of Grunn, as it lay there, peacefully.  Amy 

checked the medical charts.  The body was not severely damaged. 

So long as it remains sedated, I can maintain control over Grunn. 

In addition, what if it is not sedated? asked Jaron. 

Then the body will act like any other domestic animal.  And if that happens, 

and it gets hurt, the pain may be enough to bring Grunn out from my universe, 

to try to protect the body.  So it is best to keep it sedated. 

Jaron nodded.  What have we learned of the location of these Talkron, their 

source? 

Amy nodded.  Very little.  They are on Palbo.  Grunn is a fair way up the 

ranks, but not the top.  He comes from Palbo, and has something to do with 

station cities, and for him this is a kind of mission. 

Like us? 

Very much so. 

Can you get from him where these Talkron are centered? 

I’m trying, replied Amy. 

Jaron nodded as they were leaving the building.  You need to hurry.  I have 

a feeling that we are running out of time. 

Ω 

Omm was not in the Palboan temple.  He was on another continent, 

seventy pacs below the ice in Aqualia, the southern Polar Region of Palbo.  He 

was nervous.  Around him, were ten others, quite powerful, like him.  The base 

was simply called Base 1. 

The walls were white.  There were no monitors; the only furniture was the 

table and chairs.  They all wore white uniforms. 

“How is it that Grunn, six Talkron on the planet, and three in the ships, 

vanish?  Where are they?  Dead?” 

Omm was standing, while the others were sitting, watching him. 
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He shook his head, then said, “Yes and no.  Nine died, but their leader, 

Grunn, didn’t.” 

The others looked perplexed.  “If he is dead, he will return, and if he is not, 

then why can’t you find him?  Have you lost the gift?  We can find others then, 

who still have it.” 

Omm shook his head.  “Something has happened.  There was a fight, on 

the third planet.  They went down first; then the fight.  Somehow, Grunn has 

been – captured – or something.  He is not dead.  If he died, we would know 

and he would report in, as he is meant to, just like the others are beginning to, 

now.”  He checked the screens.  “They have all reported in, except him.” 

“How did the others die?  We need to know.  Do they have a new weapon 

against us?” 

Omm sighed and half laughed.  “I only wish.  They have Jaron, and that is 

all I know.  There was Jaron and another Boguard.  I believe it might be the one 

called Macrod Curr, who is fairly adept, but I’m not sure.” 

The senior of the Talkron leaned over the table.  “It seems that you need 

some more competent leaders, in your team.  I know this Jaron is meant to be 

something of a power, and maybe this Curr, but they are no match for Grunn.  

So what happened?  Where is he?  You need an answer.” 

Omm sat and looked at the others.  He had no answers. 

Ω 

Amy was alone.  Well, she was not really alone; but rather, she was resting 

her body and she had returned back into her own world.  Yes, she thought.  

Some people had partly worked her out; in the past.  They would look at her, 

and say that she was in her own world, or they might say, she didn’t look all-

there.  These were accurate assessments. 

Come; Grunn.  It is me.  Where are you? 

Amy had armed herself, with a laser sword and shield.  It was always like 

this, with Grunn.  There was not much world, in her private universe.  There was 

no sky, and no ground, other than what she stood on. 
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She spotted Grunn.  He had some ground under him.  He lurched at her, 

dived and tried to grab her, around the throat.  She turned and hit him with the 

shield, slashed him with the laser.  She grinned.  It was like this, every time.  

Why?  Because it was her universe, and in it she could play any part, which she 

wanted.  She would always be the winner; in her universe. 

Grunn sat there sobbing.  She knew he couldn’t cry and it was an act. 

Where are you from Grunn? 

There was no answer. 

If you tell me, I’ll let you go.  Where are the Talkron from? 

Grunn sneered as he always did.  You cannot get through to me, and now 

I’m building my own universe; inside yours.  Soon you won’t be able to touch 

me, ever. 

Fine then, but if you lock yourself in here, we may as well kill your body, 

for you will never be able to feel it and go back, will you?  You will never be 

Talkron, again. 

Grunn sneered.  She knew about his returning.  She already had rummaged 

around, in some of his dormant memories and found information.  Well, he had 

done the same, to her.  He found that she was not Aaron and that likely, 

explained the difference.  Yes, she was Boguard, but not Aaron. 

Amy was shocked.  You had no right to search there, none.  They are my 

memories, not yours. 

You leave them lying about, and I’ll view them. 

Don’t change the subject.  Where do you go when you die? 

Amy was looking for any memory picture that might present itself.  If it did, 

she would instantly copy it. 

Grunn was silent.  She asked again, and then, again. 

A controller came to view.  However, it was only fleeting and Grunn 

snatched the memory back, before Amy could get a true picture of it. 

Nevertheless, Amy felt he might begin to crack; as though he might give in.  

She asked again, and then again.  There were two more answers coming forth.  

However, she could see him building his own universe, faster and faster. 
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She asked repeatedly, and could see that she was breaking down his 

universe.  A few further memories started to slip.  She kept asking, again and 

again.  The more she asked the more that free memories would float up. 

Stop it, he cried. 

He kept building his own universe.  More and more, repeatedly he built it. 

Then finally she experienced two answers at the same time.  They 

answered her questions.  They gave a solution and understanding, of the 

Talkron. 

Amy looked up, sat up, from her bed.  She had the answers, or at least 

some of them.  They surprised her.  They resolved part of the mystery.  She got 

dressed.  This was too important, to wait. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 36 

 

TEMPLES  OF  SANDRIST 

 

The eight of them sat there, at the table.  Jaron had his two children, on either 

side, with Amy and Sheril, sitting opposite.  Macrod Curr was between them.  On 

his right, was Castano and on the left, was Polton Peel. 

Jaron stood.  He was about to discuss something, and he was not sure if his 

entourage was ready for it.  It was integral to the Torren philosophy, and part of 

the way of being, in the Boguard.  However, it was still a touchy subject, for 

some.  Yet, if they were to start the next phase of their apparent mission, he felt 

he had to broach it.  It was the subject of past recall, and who this band had 

been; once before. 

“Some of you know, why we are here,” he started.  “Some of you know, 

who you have been, through history.  In particular, some of you recall the part 

you played in the Temple movement, a long time ago.”  Jaron looked around the 

room.  He was searching for agreement. 

Akeala looked around.  “Papa, you and I don’t know each other that well, 

but … are you always melodramatic?  Is he, Aunt Amy?” 

Amy shrugged.  “I suspect so, Aki.” 

“Well Papa, we all know who we were back then on Sequetus 3.  You 

were…” 

Jaron held his hand up.  “Please, Akeala.  We don’t all know.”  Jaron looked 

to Polton Beel and Castano. 

Amy leaned over and explained quietly, whispering to Castano and Beel.  

“Boguard, as part of their training, inevitably recall their identity from earlier 

lifetimes.  For some, the initiation, into past life recall, is difficult, and for others 

it is easy.  For youth, it is the easiest, and for an adult of some years, it has 
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proven to be harder, even for seasoned Boguard.  Yet, all who get initiated into 

the ranks of Boguard, even when young such as Akeala, experience some past 

life recall, at the beginning.  For some it is startling, and for some others, it 

seems just so natural.” 

Jaron was looking around beginning to wonder if he had blundered. 

While he was speaking Amy continued telling more in her hushed tone.  

“Generally, with past-life-recall, comes a responsibility.  That responsibility, is to 

not discuss who one once was, or infer who someone else was.  Generally such a 

discussion opens the door for ridicule and improper suggesting.  For those, who 

have no real experience of past-life-recall, the thought of it is often unbelievable, 

and too incredible, to be true.” 

Beel stood, coughed and looked at Castano.  “I’m not sure… I mean, I 

understand the philosophy and all of having lived before… but I ….” 

Castano leaned back.  “Okay Beel, it doesn’t matter who, or what.  Let’s 

just get on with it.  The Talkron will soon be here again, and we are still on this 

planet of yours.  Jaron, sir, what’s the plan?” 

Amy stood.  “May I?” she asked, of Jaron.  Amy had good recall of her 

experiences, well before her existing lifetime.  In addition, her historical 

knowledge of the Templar movement was extensive. 

Jaron now sat back. 

Amy continued.  “There were nine temples, or those who brought about the 

Temple’s existence back then, Goren…” Amy nodded in respect across the table.  

“Navia…” she said quickly, and blushed.  “Mepat…” and she looked to her left.  

“Felice...  Letone….  Arlon… of course…” and she smiled.  “You were always 

good.  We also have Jenny Wanten and Mathew.” 

She looked around.  “We all ended up here, except one.” 

Some of those at the table were a little perplexed and Amy realized she 

may have crossed a boundary too many. 

Sheril got up.  “You mean, somehow we might have all ended up here, 

from the past, as though per some grand design to be here, like some lost souls 

congress, drifting in space to arrive at this one singular point in time?  I don’t 
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have any recollection of who you think I am, sport, but I ain’t no one but from 

the jungles of the Amazon.”  She sat. 

Jaron could see he had made an error.  He had introduced past-life 

discussion, where it didn’t belong. 

Amy smiled.  “Interesting Strine for the Amazon.” 

Sheril looked confused by the comment. 

Amy glanced to Beel.  “Strine is Australian, right?” 

Beel smiled.  “You have been studying, goddess.” 

Jaron decided he would end this.  He nodded.  “The point simply is, we are 

short a person.” 

“You mean Anki?” asked Castano. 

“Mother?” asked Akeala. 

“The same,” said Jaron. 

“What can we do about that?” begged Akeala.  “I was told…” 

“She is not dead, Akeala.”  Jaron turned to Macrod Curr. 

Macrod stood.  “Correct.  We believe that she didn’t die.  Though her body 

was badly damaged, by the psycho-surgeons years before, we have been able to 

resume being in touch with her; on a thought basis.  When the attack happened 

and Jaron was about to be assassinated, by the Imperial Templar Guards, we 

rescued Lorde Jaron.  However, our attempt to rescue Anki, failed.  It was said 

that a guard killed her, but that was never verified.  She is alive, but held 

prisoner, though not uncomfortably, on Palbo.  The Talkron have her.” 

Akeala smiled.  “Well, we’ll just have to go and get her.  I remember.  I 

have done Palbo; before.  I remember the battle then, a millennium ago.  We 

can do it again. 

Jaron shook his head.  “Yes, but you had half a Boguard army with you, 

then, remember?” 

Polton Beel was watching this, and he was shaking his head.  One moment 

they are speaking of a few years ago, and next they revert to memories of over 

a thousand years before.  This was very confusing.  He understood some of it, as 

he had studied the history of Goren – and those who helped.  However, studying 

it and living it were different things. 
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Several of the others looked, at him.  He swallowed. 

“Well, we have three cruisers, their destroyers and crew, up there.  One is 

from Sandrist, and the other two are captured, from Palbo.  I’m sure we could 

make headway, getting recruits from here and the other planets.”  Akeala looked 

to Beel, for confirmation. 

“Aye.  The lass w‘d be right noo.  There’d be plenty of volunteers from this 

planet, and many, from other planets, too.  Look what da’ ballards did to me, 

friends, noo,” offered Beel, pointing to a chart, showing the other far-Outer-

Worlds that were united with them. 

Yandra stood.  “In addition to that, my Lorde, if we are to rid this sector of 

the Talkrons, we need to look at ridding them from the entire region, entire 

Galaxy.  Moreover, to do that, we need to go to their source.  For that, we 

should take with us, all those, who made it happen before, a millennium back.” 

Macrod stood, as Yandra sat.  “She is being held as a hostage, against 

Lorde Jaron; a last resort to bring Jaron back, to lure him in.  So don’t think they 

won’t be waiting, because they are.  They are waiting for him, and you all.” 

“Where?” asked Yandra. 

Jaron glanced up, to the ceiling, as though looking beyond.  He looked at 

the others, and said, for the sake of Beel and Castano, “Palbo.” 

Akeala shuddered.  “Here we go, again.  Home of the Bank and the 

Talkron,” she sighed. 

Amy tried to hold back a smile. 

“I feel another war coming on, Aunt Amy, and this time, we are going to 

find my mother,” said Akeala, cheerfully. 

Yandra turned to Beel.  “You can get us crewed up?  I’m not sure we can 

trust the existing Palboan crew up there, to fight Palboans.” 

“That is easily done, but what about the psychotronic mines?” 

Macrod explained that the way in, was not via the rim, where they had left, 

but to head towards the galactic center and then via out.  With the small Man-o-

War out there, it should get them through the rest. 

Ω 
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Omm also sat around a table, in his luxurious hall of Tarj Himble.  He was 

with his lieutenants. 

The ceilings were ornate; paintings adorned the walls.  Something was 

coming for them.  He knew it would be humbling.  Their defenses were up.  They 

were ready.  They were determined to survive.  They had suffered losses before, 

from this Boguard band, and still prevailed.  They would do it again.  Now they 

had more experience.  They knew their enemy. 

The Talkron had sent their best advisors to their headquarters, from where 

they originated.  Though it was not extremely active, it was still their 

headquarters.  They also sent their advisors to their station cities. 

Omm had no doubt that what was to come, couldn’t be turned back at 

Palbo.  However, if they were clever, they would survive and live through it, like 

the many times before.  The purges against them went back years, way before 

the Federation. 

Ω 

Three days before, in the Talkron rebirthing-chambers the last of their lost 

Talkron had come back, all except for Grunn. 

Omm watched, as the electronic field was increased, and the previously 

recorded image of the planet where they were, was now played.  Words were 

spoken, and the holograph projected, to the body lying there.  They were 

sending the data to this lost being, lost Talkron, showing him how to come 

home. 

With Omm, were three superiors.  It was from these bodies, that a 

controller was able to keep in touch with Talkron missions, in the field.  When a 

Talkron died, they could pull the mission person’s life-force back, to base.  The 

life-force, who was the person, would leave the dying body, and during that 

confusion, be subjected to commands to return.  At the same time, the person 

on mission, already had impulses mentally installed, via drug-rooted hypnosis, 

prior to the mission, so that upon death he was compelled to come back to the 

rebirthing chamber. 
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The last of the life-force entities, and the Talkron controllers, were now 

around the chamber.  The voice was from the synthetically grown body; lying 

below them.  It was heard, as the life-force that was explaining through it, what 

had happened, on Sandrist.  Both the body and the life-force, had been 

previously programmed to work in unison, and were doing so now. 

“We were there, with the Imperial Templar Guard,” the body said.  “We 

didn’t move.  Grunn was playing with a local.  He had him by the throat, and had 

lifted him, from the ground.  It was amusing.  Only Grunn played the game.  He 

loved the humor of doing this, to short-lifers in particular.” 

Omm felt edgy and shuffled.  “Go on,” he called, to the controller. 

“Continue,” said the controller.  The controller was a little man.  He looked 

back at the glass screen, admonishing Omm, for calling out.  “Do that again, sir, 

and I’ll ask you to leave the chamber.” 

Omm nodded.  The controller was correct. 

The body continued.  “The short-life local was slowly asphyxiating.  It was 

sport to Grunn, no more.  Then another, with some minor ability, a Corduke, 

interrupted.  Grunn turned from the local, and put his attention on the Corduke, 

whose eyes began to bulge.  Grunn was applying pressure from within the brain, 

pushing out.  The Corduke cried out, in pain.  He was male and about to be 

permanently blinded.  Then; Grunn stopped.” 

“Continue,” said the controller.  The others were listening from outside his 

field of vision, but watching the body below, through the glass. 

The body was trembling.  The life-force – the Talkron – communicating 

through the body, was having difficulty in talking.  “Then, this heat struck 

Grunn, or it seemed like heat.  It hit him, and a woman physically leapt, at him.  

A short-lifer, female, and elderly.” 

The body shook and continued without being prompted.  “Grunn went 

down, in the dirt.  We waited for him, to throw her off, lift her into the air, or 

squash her, but he didn’t.  We waited for several seconds, thinking Grunn was 

toying with her, and would soon, make an example of her.  We soon knew he 

was in trouble, as others around us, began to look at us.  There were Boguard 

present, although, I think maybe, only one or two Aaron.  There may have been 
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more, but we couldn’t tell, even though we were watching and feeling them, 

directly.” 

The body arched in pain.  Omm looked on, concerned. 

The controller merely said, “Continue.” 

“I was hit by a laser.  I don’t know how.  We scanned the village but we 

had found no one, but we were hit.  I think it was by someone outside, a local.  I 

took my attention off Grunn, the others present went to Grunn’s aid, but seemed 

powerless to help him.  Another shot was fired, and another Talkron was hit.  

The Imperial Templar Guard was under less control.” 

The body stopped writhing, and opened its eyes, as though it realized what 

happened.  “It was the female lieutenant, from the cruiser, Pabs Boll.  We no 

longer had control over her.  She was easy to control before, but seemed 

resentful, always, and especially when Grunn gripped her, by the throat.  Then, 

all went crazy.  The Talkron began to be hit, and we were fighting hand to hand, 

with Lorde Jaron and the others.  The Imperial Templar Guard was silent, totally 

useless, as Grunn had controlled them all, and he was somewhere other than 

there, in front of us, by then.  I remember trying to find him, not his body, but 

him.  He was gone, somewhere.  Several of us tried to wrench the woman, away 

from Grunn, as she now had her teeth, into his neck, giving him a lot of pain.  I 

could barely feel the pain of him, he was so far away, and then, he was gone.  

So was she.  We couldn’t touch her, or find her, either.  I don’t mean the 

writhing fighting body in front of her, I mean her.  She was somewhere with 

Grunn, and I expect she is still there, with him.” 

“What happened next?” 

“The other four Talkron were shot by that Lieutenant Boll.  Some of us fled, 

to the shuttles.  I could feel a Talkron above me, already dead.  I was shot three 

times, twice through the head.  I can still see the image below me, as Lieutenant 

Boll came up and fired a shot, point blank through my skull.  It looked so 

strange, to see my lifeless body below.” 

Omm looked at the others.  “What happened then?” 

“Sir,” called the controller. 

“Sorry,” Omm sighed. 
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The body continued anyway.  “Boll was about to shoot Grunn, and it 

seemed that she really wanted to, but that woman came out, from where she 

was, withdrew from his body and also started fighting or something, but 

somehow she was protecting Grunn’s body.  It was very confusing and really I 

didn’t understand it.  It was like she was holding him; captive.  That is all I could 

think.  I remember her looking at me, directly at the position from where I was 

watching.” 

“Yes?” asked Omm, hesitantly.  He held up a hand to the controller. 

“She thought to me….  She must have been a short-lifer, but she thought 

to me directly, and … I’m coming for you, too.” 

The copy of that impelling thought was transmitted to all the Talkron, in the 

room. 

Omm felt a tiny portion of life, drain from him. 

“She was so confident, in what she thought.  There was no doubt, and that 

was what scared the others and me.  There was no doubt that she would come 

for us.  She is definitely coming… for us.” 

Omm cleared his throat.  “And did you get who she was?  Did she say?” 

“No sir, only an image of a ball, of a planet”. 

“What planet was that?” 

“Rambus.” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 37 

 

NEW  KIND  OF  ENEMY 

 

The crews were readied.  The plan had changed.  This was not a mission, of how 

to change a world, and kill those who opposed you.  Those in the way, when 

killed, simply returned to their own camp to start life again.  Jaron could see 

that.  He was recalling the fight in the small city of Torrens. 

Jaron had broken the neck, of an Imperial Templar Guard, and had swung 

at a nearby Talkron.  He had missed and the Talkron had tried to raise him, into 

the air.  It was not working properly.  Jaron could see the fear on the Talkron’s 

face spreading, as he was failing.  Jaron only slightly budged, at the Talkron’s 

thoughts. 

Jaron also saw the same fear, on another Talkron, as he grabbed at the 

throat of his son.  His son didn’t need help, but flicked off the attempt, as 

though it was by an insect.  Yandra smiled at the Talkron.  You fail with me too.  

You don’t know me.  I’m Aaron, but not Aaron. 

Jaron felt his son, feel the power of the Talkron and push it back.  Yandra 

was very quiet, but had lots of confidence, in what he could do.  Yandra was the 

opposite of his half-brother, Tubin, still in Palbo. 

Yandra was feeling, out to three more Talkron, as though neutralizing their 

affects.  Jaron followed Yandra’s touch, to their minds.  He could see that he was 

feeling their weakness, goading them to strike him, and as they withdrew from 

each strike, he went with them, into their own minds. 

The Talkron were scared.  They reached out, across the galaxy, to who was 

controlling them, to the rebirthing tanks.  Jaron was able to see the tanks, and 

even see their controllers.  Their controllers, Talkron, could also see that they 

were being observed; from afar.  They too, were scared, now.  They knew that 
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others were able to find them, others who were not able, to be controlled, by 

them. 

Then, Yandra felt the thread between the Talkron mind and their bodies on 

Sandrist, snap.  Yandra was brought back to the battle, and saw the Talkron 

body, laying there, its head with laser holes drilled in it.  He and Jaron looked 

over, and saw Lieutenant Boll lowering her gun. She nodded at the pair of them. 

They then looked above the battle, perceived the mind still watching them, 

which had been severed, from its body.  They could feel it, retreating, fearful of 

being followed.  It was fleeing now, fleeing back across the Galaxy to another 

body, a controlled synthetically grown body, back to Palbo. 

Then, it vanished from observation.  Jaron and Yandra looked at each 

other.  This was not an ordinary war.  This war involved killing a life, which 

couldn’t be killed.  How could one fight such a war? 

None of the Talkron just died and vanished.  They hovered about, gathering 

data, watching, and as soon as they had enough information, they left, returning 

to some predetermined point, as though, they had done this, many times, 

before.  This was not an ordinary enemy.  This was an enemy, who knew what it 

was, much as the Boguard did, maybe more.  It would take more intelligence 

than force, to overcome it. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 38 

 

EPILOGUE 

 

Jaron, Yandra and the Man-o-War were headed, for the Pleiades. 

Amy, Akeala and Castano were all mission-ready, for Palbo.  They would 

secure Anki.  If they could, they would secure Tubin, as well. 

Macrod Curr and Sheril were heading for Jilta, in a destroyer.  If successful, 

they would thwart or slow the Palboan takeover, of the Temple. 

The most important group was with Polton Beel.  Beel would take the rest 

of the Palboan cruiser fleet to Sequetus 3.  This was the most important, of all 

the tasks.  The Torrenists knew Sequetus, they had old maps, and they had old 

records.  To the rest of the Federation, the Torrenists were fanatics, in the old 

days and ways of Goren Torren and Sequetus.  Now, this is exactly what was 

wanted. 

Sandrist would be set up, as a rehabilitation planet.  It would be needed.  It 

was perfect; a rim planet off from the crossroads of civilizations.  However, first 

they had to rebuild their broken worlds.  They had willing Imperial Templar 

Guards, now, who had come out of their stupor and control, by the Talkrons.  

For this work, the Sandrist cruiser and two destroyers, and a component of 

volunteers, from the Palboan Temple Guards remained behind. 

As had happened, with the invasion of Palbo, thirty-five years before, when 

the mental mind-benders no longer had control, those previously under their 

spell turned on their controllers.  This was a fundamental law, which was true 

then, and is true, now. 

Ψ 
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End of 

Book 3 of the Juggernaut Mini-series 

Book 15 of the Sequetus Series. 

Far Outer Worlds and Sequetus 3 
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CHAPTER 39 

 

EARTH 

 

Polton Beel was scrutinizing the screens, as he and his fleet shimmered back 

into the physical universe, outside of the Sequetus System.  His executives were 

either side of him; data was slowly building up on the system. Earth, as per the 

official records, had been depopulated; except for a few locals.  There was still 

supposed to be a scientific outpost; on Mars.  Otherwise, the system was 

recorded as dormant and vacant. 

After forty hours of data collection, the executives of the fleet were waiting, 

for the last advance scout, to report in. 

Polton was watching the screens, as the video played, but hours after the 

actual filming.  The crew that had gone out there was one of his best. 

Polton stood, very close to the screen.  “What I don’t understand is, what 

these are; here.” 

 

 

Approaching Earth 
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“They look like station-ships, but much smaller,” said a junior staff officer. 

“They don’t show on our records, or the records of the Templars,” said 

Beel. 

“Nor on the official IFFCo data banks, or the Warp Drive Bank files.  None of 

this is meant to be here,” added the security officer, who was still pulling in 

more information, from the scout. 

“Should we pull out, retreat, until we have more data?  If we can see them, 

then theoretically, they can see us.”  It was another junior officer. 

“True,” said Beel, but undecided. 

“Sir, more imagery; from the scout.  They have Sequetus 3.  There….” 

Beel stared.  It made no sense.  He looked at the others, and then at a 

picture of how Sequetus used to look, from this position.  He shook his head. 

“Sir, it….” 

“I know.  It has two major satellites – two moons.  Earth is not meant to 

have two moons.” 

They were watching the scout ship swing away fast, then a bright light 

seemed to engulf the camera, and its images went blank. 

Ω 

Jaron stepped out from the vacuum vault, beneath Yaltipia.  He received 

many congratulations for making it back to Yaltipia, and surviving the 

assassination attempts, which had caused him to be marooned.  It seemed half 

the Aaron of Yaltipia, was there to greet him.  He had thought he would go 

straight to debriefing, as he hadn’t even officially debriefed his mission to 

Sleebo, or Palbo from years ago.  He found himself very popular, and it 

surprised him.  It seemed more people knew of him, than he had thought 

should. 

However, it still didn’t take Jaron long, to get into the debriefing sessions.  

There, he and the others would download all they could about their mission. 
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Most of the heavy debriefing had already been done, during the journey 

back to Yaltipia, from Sandrist.  The actual sessions at Yaltipia took little time 

and were over, in several days. 

Yandra received a promotion, upon his return.  He was highly appraised, 

and was now Leader Yandra. 

Ω 

Jaron sat before the executive panel of the Boulan, the elite executive of 

the Boguard.  In front of him was Captain Brijet, who had previously 

accompanied him, to both Sleebo and Palbo, thirty-six years before.  Together, 

they had secured the Federation from the pirates - of Sleebo, and Brandon Mirak 

- of Palbo. 

Jaron had been admitted to the Boulan, decades ago.  Now, he joined the 

first tier of the Boguard planet library, along with only dozens of others from a 

planet of several million.  This distinction had never been granted to a non-

Aaron, someone not born on Yaltipia. 

“We have been scouring the records of the library,” said Brijet.  “The 

Talkron almost don’t exist.  I mean, almost.  There is a record of our own 

origins, before this planet; about where we came from.  As to our history of 

origin, yes - there was a split, as you indicated.  There were three groups - also 

as you had said.  Our own records seem to show the three similar groups 

separating, because of different ways of belief, or something like that.  

Something non-reconcilable.” 

Jaron looked at the others.  This was a confidential meeting, and what was 

being discussed and learned wasn’t for outside Boguard.  The room was several 

floors, below the library. 

Jaron asked, “Do we have a location; of this original planet?”  He 

wondered, even with his rank, if he could be told. 

The others looked around, at each other.  They all nodded to each other. 

Brijet smiled.  “Sequetus 4.  That is right, the sister planet of Sequetus 3.  

The one, which your forbears from Earth called Mars.  We seem to be able to 

trace ourselves back to there.  However, we likely go earlier, to another planet.” 
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Jaron sat back.  He smiled.  “What about the war?” 

Brijet slid a small pack of papers towards Jaron.  He opened it and started 

reading.  He looked at Brijet.  “There was a war, and it had something to do with 

Sequetus, and what it was used for.” 

Brijet nodded.  “Yes, a long time ago, some of the planets wanted to use 

Sequetus 3, as a prison, a prison planet.  Some of us objected.  We wanted to 

rehabilitate the nature of man, not punish him.  Therein lies the reason, for the 

split.  There was a war.  Our race fled.” 

“The other two – races?” 

“Yes, they were termed races.  The others stayed, but one of them also 

finally fled, thousands of years ago.” 

“Who are they?” 

“They’re normally referred to as, the Pleiadians.” 

“Of Orbat?” 

“Yes.”  She looked about her, and the others nodded. 

“Why are we separate; then?  The Pleiadians and us?” asked Jaron. 

“They’re a half way group, between us, and the – Talkron.  The Pleiadians 

wanted to return to Sequetus, to try to resolve their differences.  They wanted 

to run Earth, but Mars had been destroyed, and we lost most of our contact and 

records, of Sequetus.  The Talkron were too dangerous,” explained Brijet. 

“Why was Mars destroyed, and its atmosphere removed?” asked Jaron. 

Brijet shook her head.  “We have no idea.” 

“Then, was that the reason for Goren Torren going there, back then, to get 

data?” 

Brijet smiled.  “Yes.  We needed to get data.  We had to know about, how 

infiltrated, the planet had become.  We honestly didn’t even know why Earth had 

a population at all, and really, we never understood.  There was still something 

strange, about it, the short lives and the whole secret planet.  The Malukans 

were a closed shop to us.” 

“Why closed?” asked Jaron. 

Brijet raised her eyebrows and sighed.  “Again, we have no idea.” 
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Jaron looked around.  “The Talkron, I have seen what they do.  They’re 

ruthless.  Was Earth, back in the Twentieth Century, a…” 

“Prison planet?” 

“Yes, possibly.  This is why we suspect that they were never allowed, off 

the planet – not even to their moon - until you were assassinated.  This was why 

the planet was planned to be destroyed; by the Malukans.  We don’t think they 

were trying to destroy the makers of faster-than-light travel.  We think that they 

were trying to destroy evidence of their prison-planet-techniques, and what the 

planet was fundamentally about.  It’s still an enigma though. 

“Then, my job is to?” 

“Pick up where Goren left off, where Pi Torren, your ancestor and also 

Boguard, left off, and the others who have been trying to get to the bottom of 

Sequetus 3, for almost three thousand years.  We have sifted through all the 

records of Sequetus.  Even the episode with Centrecom, makes no real sense.  

Certainly, it happened, but it doesn’t explain the short-lives and the other 

anomalies, of Sequetus.” 

“So,” asked Jaron, “Sequetus is where it starts?” 

Brijet looked sideways.  “Really, we just don’t know.  It’s the only place to 

go, however.  We have to find out, and the trail leads back there.” 

Ω 

Polton Beel was with his executives.  They had warped out, from beyond 

the edges of Sequetus, to another location, in space. 

They were replaying what they had recorded.  Beel had congregated in all 

his ships to a central rendezvous point, and then couriered the captains to his 

fleet command ship.  They were in his briefing-room. 

“From what I can tell, there are hundreds, and maybe, one or two thousand 

machines, out there in space, around that system.  Sequetus is not the isolated 

system, which we had been told.  So, who is out there?  I want your ideas,” said 

Beel. 
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The captain of the Cruiser Ibolu, stood.  “Sir, it’s hard to determine, but 

from what I can tell, the system is infiltrated with satellites, of varying degrees 

of technology.  They could have been here for hundreds of years.” 

Beel next looked at the Palboan Destroyer Ikerus Captain, Ranoff. 

Ranoff shook his head.  “We have our Palboan records, and I have checked 

all that is in my ship.  Three hundred and twenty-seven years ago, our ships 

were here, lifting off the last of the bulk, of the Earth’s population.  All they left 

behind were scattered nomads and villagers.  We have no records of any group, 

here.  My records don’t show these machines out there, and they don’t even hint 

at them.  The only unusual phenomenon was a bright light that arrived, after an 

interceptor left the planet and then crashed back into Earth’s ocean, where it 

sank.  The bright light then left.  After that incident, our entire fleet vacated the 

system, and the operation to remove people from Sequetus, quickly closed 

down.” 

Beel looked at the others.  “That follows the official data-trail, from 

Sandrist, too.  Our own records aren’t so accurate, but we have people, in 

governments in Palbo, and this current information doesn’t follow any of their 

reports.”  Beel looked at his men and women.  “So, what are they, out there?” 

No one could answer. 

“What about the second moon?” asked Beel. 

Ω 

Amy could now see Palbo, on her monitors.  They were well out, coming in 

from the center of the Galaxy.  All known mines had been removed from that 

run in. 

She turned to Akeala.  “What do your senses tell you?” 

“Don’t go directly, Aunt Amy.  Do it cleverly, and in secret.  I can almost 

feel them, waiting for us. 

“How do you feel them?” asked Castano.  He was genuinely curious. 

Akeala shrugged.  “It’s as if I can almost see shimmering images of them, 

faint, ethereal, not quite there, like imagination, but only, they’re always there 

against the backdrop of what I really do see.” 
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“Do they talk to you?” asked Castano.  This was a genuine question. 

Akeala thought for a second.  “No, but they have thoughts, which they’re 

trying to keep secret.  I can feel their efforts, to keep their thoughts from 

escaping.  I can see them; trying to do this very hard.  I’m not really seeing 

them either, just knowing.” 

“Hmmm,” added Amy. 

“What else?” asked Castano.  “Are they successful, in keeping their 

thoughts from you?” 

Akeala frowned.  “No.  The more they try, it seems, the more it brings 

them and their thoughts, to me.  Then, they try to hide them, more and more.  

That draws me in, more.  It’s funny.” 

Castano shrugged. 

“What do you get, girl?  What is the thought they’re protecting the most?” 

asked Amy. 

Akeala closed her eyes, and after thirty seconds, she opened them.  “They 

don’t want me to know where they’re from, or where they’re holding mother.” 

“So where?” asked Castano impatiently 

She closed her eyes and kept them closed.  “Sequetus is one answer.  

However, it’s mixed or a confused answer.  In addition, southern Palbo is the 

other, near an island, or near water, something watery, and cold.  That is the 

stronger answer.”  She opened her eyes, with a wide smile.  “They know we are 

coming.” 

Ω 

The ships’ executives had been going over the video recordings, repeatedly.  

The executive staff of the fleet had reconvened; several times. 

Beel was again, pacing the floor.  “So, how many different kinds of 

satellites are there?”  He was frustrated.  They were meant to simply land on the 

planet and report, but they couldn’t even get into the system, safely. 

His security officer replied.  “It looks like fifty-seven distinct types, but 

overall, one thousand two hundred and thirty-five satellites, bases and stations 
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have been picked up.  There are possibly more; but obscured from our vision, 

hidden by the system solus and other planets. 

“How many moons?” asked Beel. 

“Two, and what appears to be a very large imported asteroid,” responded 

the first-officer.  “The second one appears to be a moon, which we previously 

have recorded belonging to Sequetus 5, or Saturn.  The asteroid is big, and 

previously classified by Earth, one thousand and fifty years ago, in the asteroid-

belt.  Both these new natural satellites appear to have been taken from other 

orbits, and repositioned around Sequetus 3, Earth.” 

“What are they doing, with them?” asked Beel. 

Another executive answered, “While we aren’t sure, it could be they’re 

mining the larger moon, the one that has been traditionally associated with 

Earth.” 

“Right,” said Beel, “mining the first, and bigger moon.  Correct.  It would 

make sense.  We can see fuel dumps on it here, slag heaps by the hundreds, 

over its surface.  Now, we have recorded what looks like open-cut mines.  We 

never saw these, on the previously mapped moonscapes, taken over a thousand 

years ago.  The only exception is on the far side, of their moon.  We know there 

was some mining going on then, but on a small scale.  However, we don’t know 

what they were mining.  Correct?” 

“Correct sir, and nor the who, which they refers to,” explained the captain, 

from the other cruiser. 

Beel sighed.  “If there was so much mining back then, and the planet was 

emptied of civilization, can anyone guess at why it’s being held such a secret, 

now?” 

His staff just sat there.  No one had an answer. 

Ω 

Macrod Curr and Sheril had finally arrived, at Jilta. 

Sheril was giving a press conference.  She was answering questions.  The 

room was large.  It was in the media-center, of Jilta PPC.  The Jilta media-center 

was a five-story building, set up for such events. 
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She looked at one of the sixty television reporters, which were in the center 

of the hall.  Another four hundred reporters were both seated and standing, 

around the hall. 

The directional microphone soon focused on the one reporter.  “Ms. Sheril, 

you say you have just come from Sandrist.  In addition, you saw Lorde Jaron, 

while you were there.” 

“That is correct.  He is alive.  He is definitely not dead.  He gave me this 

holographic report, which he asked me to give to you.”  She had already played 

it, to them. 

“Who are you?” a reporter asked. 

“I’m originally from Sequetus, one of the last to leave the planet.  Please, 

don’t focus on me, but rather the message, which he recorded.” 

“Yes, Ms. Sheril, but is he all right?  Was he hurt, as the Cordello of Palbo, 

his son, is claiming?” asked a reporter. 

“No.  He refutes the claim, that the Cordukes or the Temple have done 

anything adverse to him.  Nor were they the reason, for his expedition, into the 

far-Outer-Worlds.  He says quite clearly, that he went there for spiritual solitude, 

and was surprised to hear that his presence had drawn so much attention.  You 

can see the recording; yourself.  He is very much alive.” 

“Then; why does he not present himself; with you?” asked the reporter. 

Sheril smiled.  “As he says, in the recording, he is on a spiritual retreat, and 

he doesn’t wish to break that retreat.  He only wishes that whatever is 

happening, can be called off, as he says that he needs the time, to be alone.” 

“Surely, he would come to the aid of his father-in-law, the Master 

Templar?” 

Sheril shook her head.  “It’s all there.  He explained, that if any wanted to 

visit, him they may do so, as he would be at his retreat, for at least another ten 

months.”  She looked at the audience of reporters and added, “He said he may 

come to Jilta, at the end of that period, or even a bit earlier.” 

Another reporter jostled his way, forward.  “Have you given a copy of this 

recording, to the Master Templar?” 
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Sheril shook her head.  “Not yet.  However, it’s going to the Temple, right 

this minute, as we speak.” 

“To the Cordukes?” 

“I suspect so, but that is a decision for the Temple.  That, ladies and 

gentlemen, is all I have time for, and you all have copies.  Thank you.”  Sheril 

bowed slightly. She then stepped down, and backed away, with Macrod Curr at 

her side. 

Macrod Curr quickly ushered her outside, beyond the press hall, down the 

steps, into a waiting floater.  “That was well done.  None of them know you, and 

they will never be able to track you, other than being a mystery woman, 

claiming to be from Sequetus.”  The floater lifted off and headed for the Royal 

Palace of Jilta, only minutes away. 

Ω 

Polton Beel looked at his executives again.  “So, what kind of mining 

operation would have over five hundred armed satellites?  Why have such 

sensitive scanning equipment, looking beyond the furthermost planet?” 

The captain from the Destroyer Ikerus spoke.  “Sir, it must be clandestine.  

However, by who, we have no idea.  There is no reference in history, of what 

was on the Sequetus moon, or even where that moon came from, originally.  A 

third of it was never mapped, by high definition photographs.  It wasn’t even 

done in Hymondy’s time.  The moon and Earth didn’t form, at the same time, 

with the moon a billion years older.  It further appears, from our records, to 

have been put into orbit, around the Earth, eleven thousand years ago.  Its 

arrival likely caused the end of their last ice age, but we have no data, as to who 

put it there then, or why.” 

“Is there any other data?” 

“Only that It’s hollow, and high in titanium content.” 

“How hollow?” asked Beel, curiously. 

“There appears to have been a test done on the moon, to check this, when 

man first landed on the moon.  Before the lunar module left, after an early 

exploration, a transmitter and in-ground microphones, were placed on the 
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surface.  Then, after the astronauts – as they were known – were safe aboard 

their recovery craft, orbiting the moon, they aimed the lunar module, at the 

moon’s surface.  It struck the surface all right, and the resulting echo 

reverberated around the moon, for over a 24 hours.  It rang like a bell.  There 

were no other tests.  However, the moon is a sixth the size of the earth by 

volume, and a hundredth by mass.  So, it seems that the only way to explain 

that, is that the moon is relatively hollow.” 

“Hmmm.  Is there any other evidence?” 

“Nothing official,” responded the executive. 

Ψ 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  309 | 514 

 

 

CHAPTER 40 

 

JILTA  TEMPLE 

 

The Master Templar stood there; in the Royal Palace, waiting for his guests.  The 

hall ceiling was tall, and the stained glass windows reached up, through the 

ancient brickwork.  He refused to sit, as Macrod Curr was announced.  He 

wanted this to be formally done.  He stepped down from the altar, and as 

Macrod and Sheril walked in, he held up his hand for them to stop, and he 

walked towards them instead. 

Macrod had a wide smile.  His way of thanking us and giving us recognition, 

for what we have done. 

I can feel that, replied Sheril. 

The Master Templar then stopped in front of them, and pointed.  “Please, 

both of you, and your other amazing Boguard, please come with me, to my 

adjacent rooms.”  He put his arm around Sheril’s arm.  “And you my Ms. Sheril, 

you must know my son-in-law well, I expect?” 

“Yes, Your Excellency.  I left planet Earth with Jaron, thirty-seven years 

ago.”  She watched the old man, as the message sank in. 

The Master Templar stopped mid stride.  He turned.  “You know my son-in-

law well, then.  You are family?” 

“Yes, Your Excellency.  I was his wife, before Anki.” 

The Master Templar nodded.  He was beyond being shocked.  He was 

getting older, and perhaps wiser, he hoped.  He looked at her again, as he 

continued walking.  “Yes, I thought that might have been the case.  You are 

Boguard as well, like him?”  He pointed to Curr. 

They had reached his chamber and had sat down. 

“Yes sir.  I’m Boguard now.” 
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“What of Jaron?” 

“Yes sir, and your step grandson, Yandra, is also” 

This stopped the old man in mid-sentence.  His throat began to swell, with 

emotion.  “I have another, grandson?” he asked. 

“A step grandson.” 

“He is still my family.  I must meet him.  What other news, do you have?” 

the old man asked as he swallowed his emotion. 

“Your beautiful daughter, Anki is alive, and there are Boguard on their way, 

to rescue her.  They will bring her, to you.  She is a prisoner, on Palbo.” 

The Master Templar’s lips began to quiver.  He tried to speak, but couldn’t 

get the words out.  A tear slowly flowed down one of his cheeks.  He wiped it 

away.  He looked at Macrod Curr.  “Your doing?”  He could barely get the words 

out. 

Macrod nodded.  “Also, your granddaughter Akeala.  She is with Amy of 

Rambus.  They’re both on a mission, to rescue Anki.” 

The Master Templar smiled, and wiped his cheeks, again.  He had to stand, 

look out the window and then he had to sit down.  He did not excuse himself.  

“They will succeed?” he asked, biting his lip. 

Macrod Curr nodded.  “They’re both Boguard and Cordukes your Excellency.  

They’re not allowed to fail.” 

“Anymore news?” the old man asked, after digesting the ramifications of 

what was just said. 

“If successful they will liberate your grandson Tubin.” 

He wasn’t so interested in Tubin, really.  “How many will they have to do 

this, a legion?  Or more?  I can send ten thousand, even a hundred thousand 

Temple Guards, and you could have a five or ten million militia, in months.  I 

can get a million militiamen, within a week.  Even hundreds of ships.”  His mind 

was thinking of who wouldn’t help from the Temple world.  No one would refuse. 

“There is Akeala, Amy of Rambus, and a Corduke named Castano,” said 

Sheril.  “Those three will do it.” 

The Master Templar sat there; silent.  He tightened his grip on Sheril’s arm.  

“Yes, but how?  I can get thousands.  It might be better.” 
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Macrod interrupted.  “Sir, to get her alive, stealth and quiet is best.  We 

intend to get our quarry, your daughter, out first, without being detected, and 

respond thoughtfully, to what happens next.” 

The old man looked at both and said, “Please, anything you want, is yours.  

The Palace is already yours, and you know that.  I am still in your debt from 

thirty-five years ago.  Now, I’m in more debt.  You bring an ailing man all that 

can save his health, his family and his religion.  I saw the hologram.  Jaron 

moved all blame away from the Temple and lightly suggested that it was from a 

misinterpretation, of some loose events in the media, which had snowballed.  He 

is very clever.  It was a bright presentation and the recording was obviously 

him.  No one could miss his features or voice.  It was he, all right.  I’m free 

again, and so is the Corduke network.”  He stood and walked around the table. 

The Master Templar looked at them.  “What can I give you, in return?” he 

asked, pleading.  They felt his thoughts and yes, he wanted to repay them; 

desperately. 

Macrod looked at Sheril, and she agreed. 

“Your Excellency, there is a group that has been deliberately trying to take 

out the one network, which could thwart your enemy.  We need to use that 

network, the Cordukes, to find this group and make it ineffective.” 

“My network is yours.  I’ll have its leaders meet you tomorrow, here, mid-

afternoon.  We will turn the events totally around?” 

“That is correct, sir, and one last thing.  Please, no leaking this information 

to anyone, about what we are doing in Palbo, or what we are about to do, with 

the Corduke network.” 

The old man nodded and smiled. 

Ω 

“Looks like the old man is off, again,” said Lilly, as she watched the evening 

news transmission.  She worked as a sales person, in a clothing store. 

Her boyfriend Todd nodded.  “He certainly has nine-lives.  I can’t say I 

don’t feel for him.  He risked all, including the Temple, those years ago, to save 

Jilta from that tyrant, Mirak. He is a brave man.” 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  312 | 514 

 

Lilly nodded.  “Yes, Palbo is trouble.  It’s like the old Malukan days.” 

Todd nodded.  “Don’t remind me.  I was reading something on them, last 

week.  I think they have gone strange in Maluka, too.  I read that they have 

been having some kind of law and order issue, over there.” 

Lilly looked surprised.  “Well, just so long as they keep it over there, and 

not bring it here.  Do you want to go to the park tonight?  The weather is good.” 

“Of course.”  Todd smiled at her. 

Ω 

Macrod Curr was briefing the Corduke executives.  They were in a secure 

meeting room, at the back of the Houses of Torren, by the Tibor River, only a 

hundred pacs from the original residence, of Goren Torren. 

“But I don’t see how you know all this,” exclaimed Marinta Clay, the Most 

Senior Corduke, and himself Cordello, of Jilta.  He just waited politely, for 

Macrod to answer.  The Master Templar sat at the rear of the hall, as an invited 

guest of the Cordukes.  While the network was strictly his network and he was 

their direct patron, he usually didn’t attend their meetings.  This was different.  

He wanted to make sure the Cordukes fully cooperated with the Boguard. 

Macrod Curr looked to them all, and they waited.  “You know the Boguard 

precede the Temple, and we even precede the Royalty of Jilta.  We have been 

here, a long time.  We have a mandate.  From our point of view, the Master 

Templar is here, as our much honored guest – as is his Temple. 

“Yes, yes.  We know that, but how did you get all the data?” asked Marinta 

Clay. 

Macrod looked around.  “We have our own intelligence, separate to yours.  

That is all.” 

Most Senior Clay nodded.  “Good, that is what I wanted to hear.  So, why 

should we believe your intelligence, and not our own.  I trust ours; impeccably.  

It’s by us, and is not compromised. 

Macrod swallowed lightly.  There was a limit, to what he could tell them.  

He looked over, to the Master Templar and thought: Help me, please. 
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The Master Templar looked at Macrod, a bit shocked, at what he thought, 

that he had just perceived.  Macrod just nodded to him, and raised his hands, as 

a gesture for help. 

The Master Templar stood.  “Most esteemed Cordukes.  You are right.  The 

Cordukes never have been penetrated, but at the same time, our own 

intelligence has been lacking.”  He held up his hand, as a gesture, to prevent 

any offence. 

The Master Templar had the eyes of the Cordukes, upon him.  “When the 

Temple fell, to Brandon Mirak, who was it, that had the correct intelligence and 

knowhow, to rescue me?  The Boguard did.  Not only did they rescue me, they 

told me that they would be turning the events of the war on the planet, and 

return the planet to the Temple.  In addition, while this seemed impossible, it 

happened in three weeks.  They also told me that the Palboan military would 

turn, upon each other, which they did.  Fellow Templars, we may not know the 

true source, of who these people are.  True, they may not number that many, 

but their influence is great.  I am willing to take on their advice and check it, 

every way I can.  I have never faulted it.” 

“It is a bit hard to believe all that, your Excellency,” said Marinta Clay.  

“However, if you have hard evidence, and you claim the Temple exists now, 

because of them, then that is a perfect answer.  I have one other question for 

you, Mr. Curr.  Why do you support the Temple, while you are not a member of 

it?  Does it not irritate you that a group of us, can gain so much power 

compared to what you may believe in?” 

Macrod looked at them all.  “Good question.  Simply put, you are good 

people and what Goren Torren taught needs protection.  I’m not saying I believe 

in exactly what you do, but you are good people and you should be protected, 

and helped, because of it.  Faith has little to do with it.  You are in the Royal 

Palace.  You are our guests, and we will protect you, and help you.  That is our 

mandate, for being here.” 

Another Corduke stepped forward.  “If per your observation, we ceased 

being good, as you put it, would you expel us? 
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Macrod smiled.  “Sirs, if you took up the teachings that were behind 

Brandon Mirak, and your enemies, yes I would.  I would show you no mercy.” 

The Corduke smiled and sat.  “That was good.  I like that answer.”  He 

looked at Sheril.  “Ma’am?” 

She looked at the Corduke, leaned over the table, and spoke, very slowly.  

“I would kill you.”  She looked at every one of them, in turn.  They in turn, felt a 

chill.  It was as if they had been reprimanded, for asking silly questions. 

Clay nodded at his other members and looked back, at Macrod.  “Tell us 

what you need to tell us, and what we have to do.”  Clay then smiled, and 

turned to Sheril.  “Ma’am, if we became our own enemies, please do as you say, 

but fast.” 

Macrod Curr then took their attention.  He explained how certain members 

of the community had become, like an enemy.  He explained about the Talkron, 

to some degree.  He did not explain all their abilities, or their origins.  He did 

explain the Talkron intent; to uproot the Corduke network, and to take over the 

Temple in Jilta.  He explained that the Talkron were behind Brandon Mirak, and 

the psycho-surgeons, and psychrons. 

The subject of Akeala, Amy or who else was Boguard, was not brought up. 

Ω 

The Master Templar was with Sheril after the meeting, back in the palace.  

They were strolling around the courtyard.  It was a beautiful day. 

“That went very well,” he said.  “They will do as you have suggested, and 

will start searching and purging the various government bodies, for Talkron 

representatives.  However, tell me, how Macrod Curr sent that thought to me, so 

loudly.” 

Sheril smiled, looked over at the nearby bench, nearby the flowers. 

Please take a seat.  I will explain. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 41 

 

TO  PALBO 

 

The journey into the sector was still hazardous.  There were many entry-ports 

at different locations, within Palboan Space.  Yet, while the mines around Palbo 

had been cleared, three decades ago, Palbo was still an enigma.  Jaron had tried 

to free up the planet and its people, using the Temple, but it had been 

extraordinarily difficult, to penetrate the way which Palboans thought.  Even 

after the fall of the psycho-surgeons, the culture of Palbo was of mistrust, a 

closed society.  It was where people from off the planet, were not trusted, and 

treated with suspicion. 

To get onto the planet was not like going into Jilta.  The bureaucratic 

immigration-line was thick with ways to prevent people, from coming down.  

Akeala and Amy had taken on the guise, of a research team.  Amy was to be a 

scholar, accompanied by a bright student.  Their tour guide was Castano. 

Their first attempt to get onto Palbo, failed.  Castano had stayed off the 

planet, and after an initial appearance, in Palboan Sectoral Space, decided that 

the region was simply too hot, to make a direct approach.  Therefore, they 

moved their craft, back into warp fields, and retreated to the Tilb Sector.  They 

then re-entered space, around the Telkor System.  From there, they bought 

three tickets, to tour through Nakov, Tantor, Pel, then into Palbo and Karakus, 

and back to Telkor. 

The strategy was simple enough; by posing as a research team, they would 

go with the tour-ticket, through the Tilb Sector, then into the Palboan Sector and 

follow their tickets, to Palbo.  At that point, they would break from the tour; stay 

on the planet, until they worked out how to get off, but with Anki, and possibly 

Tubin. 
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The plan had gone without a hitch and they had entered Palboan Sectoral 

Space.  They were leaving Bentol, the first Palboan System on their tour, and 

would be arriving in the Tyrone System in several days. 

Ω 

“Aunt Amy, I don’t see why I have to stay on this silly ship while others are 

going down on the planet, including you,” complained Akeala. 

Amy looked at her charge.  She really had grown.  “Perhaps you can make 

your own decisions.  Check with Captain Castano, and if he is fine with the idea, 

then okay.” 

Akeala brightened.  She already knew how easy it was, to get her way, with 

Castano. 

Three hours later, they were on the planet Tyrone, known for its gold and 

semi-precious metals, used aboard spaceship communications systems.  Gold 

was crucial for large computer manufacture.  It was claimed every planet terra-

computer, had at least ten tons of gold in its circuitry planet-wide. 

 

 

Approaching planet Tyrone 

 

The town they were in was small, dusty and very quiet.  There were almost 

no buildings above one story tall. 

Ω 
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Castano was shaking his head.  “We have been here only three hours and 

she is complaining how boring it is, and wants off.” 

Amy smiled.  “Captain, it is boring, to a young woman.  Look at it, out 

here.  Nothing but flat buildings, dust in the air.  The people never say hello, as 

they walk the streets.  I mean, not to us, but they ignore each other.  Yes, it is 

boring.” 

Castano agreed.  “Well, then we better do some research here, for your 

anthropology class passes, or we might get sprung.  She is meant to be studying 

here, not complaining about it.”  Castano went to point to her, but she was 

gone. 

 

The surface of Tyrone 

Castano looked around and spotted Akeala.  She was fifty pacs away, 

speaking with four men, asking them directions.  He watched for a few seconds, 

and decided he didn’t like the look of them. 

One of them had suddenly grabbed her by the arm, and was tugging at her.  

Why Amy had decided to set down, in this small dry town, he would not even try 

to guess. 

“Hey!” he called, as he hurried over the dirt road.  “What the Torren do you 

think….”  Quickly one of the miners took a swing at Castano. 

“What a town?” thought Castano.  He ducked, put his right leg out, blocked 

the thrust with his right forearm, and then pushed up with the heel of his palm, 

at the assailant’s nose.  Then; he swung on his back left leg and kicked the man 

back four pacs; to fall into a garbage pile; outside a sleazy looking restaurant.  

He then felled the other miner. 
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Akeala looked on, flatfooted, staring at Castano, mouth agape. 

The two sprawled miners were back, up on their feet, grabbing Castano, 

while the third was pulling Akeala, down the alley.  ”Aunty!” Akeala called, while 

being dragged away. 

In an instant, three miners now lay in a pile, outside the restaurant. 

Castano caught up with the last miner.  Castano straightened his jacket, as 

though to iron out the wrinkles.  “Best leave her be,” he said, in his best 

Standard. 

The miner had his arm around Akeala’s throat, and had a blaster to her 

head.  “I’ll kill her.  You will see.”  His voice was quivering. 

Castano looked at the man.  “You won’t kill her.  Moreover, if you put away 

that weapon, I will do nothing to you, either.  However, if you use the weapon, 

I’ll blow off both your legs and hands, and cut your tongue out.  I promise you 

that.  I’ll do it in less time than you can say your name, and I will make sure you 

do not die.  You have two seconds.” 

The man threw Akeala towards him and held the gun up.  “You got her, 

move or I’ll still shoot.” 

Akeala looked at the miner.  “No, you won’t.  You hate this place here, 

more than us, and you hate those men.  You are just frightened.”  She paused, 

and looked at him more closely.  “We will leave, now.  My name is Akeala; good-

bye to you, sir.” 

The miner stood in his dirty rags, looking at the girl.  He wondered.  That 

was just what he was thinking.  He never wanted to kill anyone or anything.  He 

knew that, plus, he did hate this place. 

Akeala and Castano had turned, and were walking away. 

“Hey!” he called, and he bounded after them, with his gun still aimed high.  

“Take me with you.  Please.  You are the first good person, who I have met, 

here.  Please.  Who are you?”  He was looking at their dress, then strangely, 

over at Amy. 

Castano slowly moved his hand, gently, to set aside the gun, indicating to 

him, to put the thing away. 

The miner and Castano stood, looking at each other for several seconds. 
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The miner nodded his head and turned his hands, as though apologetically.  

“Sorry, of course.  My name is Belkron Blu.”  He bowed slightly. 

Castano bowed back, but not quite as low. 

Akeala watched.  This was new to her. 

Then Blu said something, which had no meaning, to Akeala, as though it 

was his second language.  It was sharp. 

“Hai,” said Castano.  “That is correct,” he added in Standard. 

Blu then looked to his comrades on the pavement and spoke more of the 

foreign language. 

Castano smiled and answered; in the same tongue. 

Blu smiled even more, then pointed to Akeala and was obviously asking a 

question. 

Castano half blushed and nodded. 

Akeala stood there watching and Amy came over.  She took Akeala by the 

arm, and led her, several pacs back. 

Akeala asked, “What is going on?” 

“First Akeala,” asked Amy, “Why did you not use your training back there?” 

Akeala shrugged.  “I just wanted to see, what Castano would do.” 

“Why?” 

“He is cute, Aunty.  Did you see the way he fought, for me?  I did not know 

he could do that?  Where did he learn it?” 

Amy nodded.  “Cute?  I thought you said he was stupid.” 

“That was before.  He is very strong, and brave, you know.” 

Amy laughed.  “Yes, I know that.  For a start, it seems that our Captain has 

spent years, training on the Jiltanian Out-Worlds, which never came under the 

direct governance of Jilta.  Lorde Hymnody back then, never controlled them, 

directly.  It is still a loose form of governance, that runs them.  That miner 

speaks the language of an Out-World, and he was able to tell by the moves of 

Castano, that he had trained there.  They then discussed where they had been, 

and found that they were on the same planet; Cenon.  It seems they were there, 

at the same time, and the miner also lived on Nalpan, the famous province, 

known for this form of fighting.” 
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Amy continued to watch the pair.  “Why do they keep looking at me, and 

then laugh?” 

Amy had a big smile.  “You can’t read his thoughts?  Castano’s?” 

Akeala blushed and looked away.  “It’s hard on this planet and must have 

something, to do with the … something.” 

Amy looked at her charge.  “They’re discussing you.  The miner asked if he 

could buy you.  Castano said no, and the miner asked why not, and the rest you 

don’t really need to know.” 

“Aunty… that is not fair,” complained Akeala, bitterly. 

The three miners were beginning to rise. 

“Akeala, I still have my first question.  Why didn’t you use your ability 

there, to stop this?” 

Akeala shrugged and looked at the miners who were beginning to stand up.  

“Oh, I guess I thought….” 

Amy laughed.  “You wanted him to rescue you, to see what he would do.  

You are funny,” said Amy, knowingly. 

Castano came over.  “We need to leave.  This is Belkron Blu.  He will be 

working with us, from here on.  He has no family, in this sector.” 

The miners were getting up.  “Hey,” the first called again. 

Castano stepped over.  “Not more.  Surely not?” 

The first miner shook his head.  “No.  Your point was made.  It was a bit of 

fun for us, I reckon,” he said in broad Standard Galactic, trying to shake his 

head to clear it. 

Belkron turned and explained to the other three, that he would be 

accompanying this party on their trip, to leave this dirt-spot, of a planet.  The 

others laughed, wished him well and continued, down the street. 

Seven hours later, Castano and his group had completed this leg of 

research.  Soon, they were back aboard their tour-ship, and in the warp fields, 

with a new group member. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 42 

 

WHO  ARE  TALKRON 

 

Tubin had been very careful, to avoid Omm and other known Talkron, for the 

past week.  He had a report of a holographic image of his father, and that he 

was alive.  He did not intend to speak with Omm or any of the Imperial Templar 

Guard, about it. 

Tubin was at his writing desk, by a window, in Tarj Himble, overlooking the 

city of Palbo CC.  He thought about his life, how it had gone so wrong.  He knew 

that he was the only person, to blame.  He had worked that out, easily enough.  

He couldn’t even blame Omm, though he would like to.  Omm was doing only 

what an enemy would do.  He had used Tubin since birth, manipulated him 

effortlessly.  Tubin had found the source of the poison, used on him.  It was in 

the air; a deodorant mist, put in his room by his nannies, years ago, and kept up 

ever since.  A hypnotic plant fragrance was put into the spray, and when 

breathed in, it made the person ever so slightly hypnotically suggestible.  Having 

found this, Tubin was clever, by replacing the scent, without the gragon-weed, 

which is what the drug was extracted.  Tubin still had a small amount of control 

in the world around him, though perhaps not much. 

He sighed.  It was flashing on Tubin’s writing screen, that Omm was on his 

way in, to see him. 

Omm had taken the greater portion of Tarj Himble, for himself, and left 

Tubin, this small section.  Tubin thought, it was done to humble him, in front of 

others.  However, he now used it, to his own advantage.  None of the Imperial 

Templar Guard was around him, now, and he could slip out, into the streets 

close below, as he wanted. 
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Tubin had been practicing his newfound ability, to mask his thoughts, so 

Omm couldn’t read what he was thinking. 

Omm was present, at the door.  He entered. 

“So, you can tell when I’m present?”  Omm laughed.  He searched for the 

gragon-weed, and could still smell it.  He checked Tubin’s thoughts and could 

find nothing against Omm or the Talkron, so he continued.  “You have heard, 

about your stupid father?” 

Tubin nodded, hiding his thoughts.  “Yes, I heard he is alive and sent a 

message to the Temple in Jilta.  I haven’t seen the message, myself.” 

Omm spied him carefully, shrugged and continued.  “There is more trouble 

coming, than he, but I’ll get to that, later.  Pack your belongings.  You are being 

moved.” 

“What…?”  Tubin tried to object. 

Omm just shook his head and stared at Tubin, and lifted him up by 

thought, from the ground.  “Be a good little Tubin and nothing will happen to 

you, you pathetic child who never grew up.” 

Omm then let him go, and walked out from the door.  Be ready, was the 

thought, that hit Tubin in the head. 

Tubin’s worry went immediately to the gragon-weed.  If they moved him, 

could he escape the effects of the drug again?  He was in trouble. 

Ω 

Omm was in front of his superiors again, but by image only. 

There was a screen and the holographic image of Omm, in front of them.  

The room was a neutral color. 

They glared at him.  “What do you mean; he has gone?  Surely, you can 

find him.  Just tune into him.” 

Omm shook his head. 

“You can’t?” 

Omm shook his head, again. 

“When was the last time, which you did? 
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They looked at Omm, and they were reading every thought, which came 

back from their questions.  It had been three months, since anyone had felt a 

thought from Tubin. 

“The gragon-weed?”  They looked at him.  “It turned out the weed wasn’t 

being used any longer, and one of Tubin’s personal staff, had substituted 

watered scent, for gragon-weed, six months before.” 

“Searches?” 

They sighed.  They could tell Omm was scared, and he should be.  This was 

the second time, in a week, that their plans had taken a turn backwards. 

They looked at each other.  They could feel it.  There was a change in the 

future.  The future had lost its predictability.  The universes, the trillions of 

possible futures that aligned and became the agreed one single future of the 

physical universe, were blurring.  The edges were beginning to obscure; into 

uncertainties.  That meant that the Talkron was beginning to lose its grip on it – 

again, just as they did, one thousand and thirty-seven years, before.  Now they 

had to work, to secure the right future, and the one that the whole universe with 

all life subscribing to it, would agree to.  If they couldn’t find a future where they 

ruled, that all agreed to, then they could lose not only their future, and their 

roles in controlling it, but all the life that they controlled from the future to the 

past, would untangle. 

“The edges are blurring Omm.  There is not much time,” they warned him. 

“I know.  I can feel it too, and who is coming.” 

They nodded.  They knew; who she was.  They didn’t need telling.  She had 

a lot of overwhelming agreement, with her.  It was as if the future would wind 

itself around her, not them. 

Omm was forgiven.  They needed him.  He had already relocated the other 

woman, Anki, and had suggested killing her.  His superiors laughed.  “Let her 

go, to return to him?  You have lost your judgment.  We need to keep her, if 

only to stop her, as a life-force, from returning to her group, with another body.  

Better with us, than free to be born again and serve; against us.”  They 

uniformly showed disapproval; of her. 

Omm conceded. 
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“That is why you must find her son, Tubin.  While you may think, that he is 

stupid and an imbecile.  He has outwitted you, and is faster than you are.  Don’t 

let it be that way, for much longer.  You underestimated him.  That is another 

grave error.  We are not – and we repeat, we are not in control, right now.  The 

steady future is ripping at the seams and beginning to fragment again.  Get that 

body - Tubin, hold him, if for no other reason, to prevent him joining up, with his 

father.” 

Omm acknowledged and backed out, and the hologram faded off. 

The superiors looked around, at each other.  It had been right to have the 

psycho-surgeons remove part of her brain.  However, if she died, she would then 

be liberated from her body, and would return to Jaron, and his cause, and 

strengthen the future, against them.  Her body, they could restrain, but the life 

that was her, no.  So she mustn’t die. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 43 

 

JARON  AND  THE  SEARCH 

 

Jaron was in the Great Library in Ataran, again, and had just journeyed, from 

his official residence in Banquast.  It had been decades, since he had seen the 

city.  It hadn’t changed. 

Jaron spent the two past hours, in the first tier of the library, a privilege for 

only the Boulan, the ruling class of the Boguard.  The library first tier was large, 

spread over hundreds of pacs; in either direction.  Old paper and nylop copies of 

documents from many cultures, planets and systems, stretched across and up 

the sides.  The walls and aisles of this collection were seven or eight pacs high, 

with mobile steps to reach the upper volumes.  The lighting was bright enough.  

There were also auto-fechas, mechanical aides to locate items and bring them, 

to the searcher. 

Jaron felt calm here, a long way from the turmoil, of the past decades.  He 

was able to refresh and relax his mind, to saturate himself in the ethereal being 

of his group.  They had been controlling destiny, for the good of the civilized 

galaxy.  It was thought that it was only luck, and chance happenings, that had 

been thwarting them.  Now, they realized there was another force, perhaps 

equal, perhaps greater, and as secret as they, also turning pages of the future, 

to map out a destiny, which the Aaron had been trying to avoid. 

Now the Boulan understood why Earth had fallen.  They understood why it 

hadn’t been intervened, during its mid Twentieth Century.  That was when the 

Aaron had previously planned for intervention. 

Now, they understood why the Confederated Council of Planets fell to the 

Federation.  They could see why Brandon Mirak and his psycho-surgeons came 

to power.  This all wasn’t a chance happening.  It was the plan all along. 
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They could also see why the Temple in Palbo had gone its course.  The 

galaxy was under subversion from within, and possibly, from outside. 

Jaron placed his nylop book back, onto the auto-fecha, and sat there, 

wondering, as he watched it hover across the floor, then to rise up to five stacks 

of nearby shelves.  Jaron wondered how far back in time the subversion went, 

and how widespread it was. 

Ω 

Jaron sat at the central hub of the special room, with no name.  It 

deliberately had no name.  Here, the greatest minds of the Aaron sat, day after 

day, year after year.  They tried to do in unison, what only a few could dream of 

doing individually. 

Here, they tried to contact further dimensions, of life beyond.  In the 

previous sessions, they knew they were trying to look back upon themselves, 

and perhaps for this reason, it hadn’t worked. 

Nevertheless, this session was going to be different.  It had a slightly 

different purpose. 

This group of twenty, acknowledged each other’s presence, mentally.  They 

felt the unison mind again.  They wandered back into the past, their memories, 

and their earlier times. 

Jaron imagined himself in the past, two weeks ago.  He saw himself, his 

image, his emotions, and his feeling of being there.  Then, he had it, it was he.  

He could see himself, very clearly, standing by the pool in Ataran, watching the 

lallow.  He looked at himself, he saw himself.  He felt his mind merge with his 

earlier mind, of when he was there.  He really was there.  He recalled being 

there now, being there, and he was there.  He now recalled himself, watching to 

the left and seeing a shimmer over the water.  He really was there in his past, 

being there, during its present.  He had traveled through time.  He 

acknowledged his past self, and now, he had the memory of that 

acknowledgement, which until seconds ago, he didn’t have. 
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This was very strange.  He recalled something that he had no recall of 

happening, though he now recalled it did happen, which two minutes ago, he 

recalled not happening. 

He had just created déjà vu. 

He opened his eyes. 

The others had watched him, had shared his mind and experience. 

“It worked, just as we predicted.  I went back in time, my own time past, 

to a point I thought, where I could influence myself.  It worked.  I can travel-

time, to points where I was.” 

He was quiet, as the implications began to set in.  Jaron had done it.  

Finally, someone had more than just recalled their past; they had actually gone 

there.  Not the body, but the person, the life-force itself, had traveled back down 

the past.  The body was in the present.  It was alive, and breathing.  The body, 

what was left in the present was only a memory of the present, an ethereal 

image of the present, while the real being, the life-force itself, had gone all the 

way back, to where it once was, and lived the whole experience again, as though 

it was the present. 

One of the other Boulan spoke.  “The moral implication of this is fantastic.  

If we assume that we can go back in time, albeit only to where we, ourselves 

are, then it opens the door to changing history.  We can change the present by 

returning to the past – a returned present, but only to where we are actually 

there, in the past.  Back there, we change the events by changing our decisions, 

our knowledge, and thus the now-present and the future.” 

Another Boulan said, “Perhaps not.  We aren’t changing the past.  Because 

it was only ourselves back then, and as we don’t have time as a spiritual life-

force, because we are eternal outside of this physical universe, maybe the 

changes we bring to ourselves and thus this physical universe, is what was 

always going to be, in the first place.” 

Jaron stood.  “Let us go over it all, again.”  He looked to the others, to get 

their attention and approval.  This had been his idea.  “We know we are a life-

force that has no time, and we don’t exist in this physical universe.  We are 

instead, looking into the physical universe.  We aren’t in it, as such.  We know 
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the physical universe is really – as per our theory – a series of changes that the 

life-force perceives to be changing, at about 18 times per second.  The life-force 

is viewing these changes, in the now timeframe.  It’s actually moving through 

these changes.  Moreover, memory is the ability to go back and view the past 

universe frames, as they exist.  However, because these memories aren’t now, 

they’re ethereal, but nonetheless still as real as the now frame, of this universe.  

So by going back to the past - being there in so-called memory, and with the 

knowledge of ourselves of the more experienced now, we can remake decisions 

in the past.  From that additional knowledge, we can bring about newer and 

better changes, to the present time universe.  Basically, we go back in time, visit 

ourselves, and remake the future.” 

Jaron looked again at himself, back by the pool.  This time it was 

yesterday.  He then looked up at his colleagues, in the room, held up the card 

with the number 316.  This had been a test.  They in turn, held up the card that 

Jaron had held, by the pool.  The test was successful. 

Yesterday, Jaron had gone to the pool to test this phenomenon.  He had a 

card pack with numbers zero to one thousand on them.  He was filmed as not 

knowing what to hold up, as he didn’t know.  He had three witnesses.  They 

didn’t know what the correct number was, either.  They had spoken on a 

recorded filmed holograph that they didn’t know the number.  Jaron had said the 

same thing both back then and in the present room, with the other Boulan.  The 

holograph of back then, was kept in store and labeled:  “number-unknown”. 

The test was completed today, a whole day later.  Jaron saw himself back 

then, while he was still at the table, with the Boulan.  He saw himself, back 

there.  He could feel the déjà vu phenomena, of back then.  In the present, of 

the tomorrow, someone shuffled the cards with the numbers, leaving the card 

with the number 316 visible.  Jaron looked at himself, back then and gave the 

image of the card of 316.  He then told the other three witnesses, back then that 

he had number 316.  The witnesses acknowledged this. 

Now; back in the present, the same three witnesses of the day before, were 

brought in, and asked, did they know the number?  Each one said, yes, of 

course, it was 316.  The Boulan then played that same holograph, which 
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recorded that there was no number.  The file name on the image had changed to 

316, and the file marked number-unknown, did not exist:  there was no record 

of it.  The played file showed the holograph, but with Jaron stating that, the 

number was 316.  There was no record of the previous day of any experience of 

not knowing the number. 

Jaron looked at the others.  They were all silent.  On this, they had as 

unison minds, had been with Jaron, when he gave the number 316 to himself, in 

the memory of the previous day.  However, unlike the recording, their memory 

of having changed the past, had changed.  They recalled not knowing, and then 

recalled changing the not-knowing, to knowing.  However, to everyone else in 

the universe, it would seem that the past had changed a day ago, not just a 

minutes ago. 

Jaron looked around.  “I think we need to speak of the moral implications.  

Is it all right, to change our minds in the past, and then through that, enable 

ourselves to change the present, back then, so as to bring about, a change of 

the future?” 

The debate over this issue went on for two more hours, as if it had already 

been. 

“As I have said before, Lorde Jaron.”  It was Brijet.  “If déjà vu is this 

phenomenon, then we or others have been at this, for a long time.  That feeling 

of having been in a place before, and where you are then, we call déjà vu.  We 

have now a firm understanding of what this phenomenon is.  It would seem this 

phenomenon has been around us, for a long time.” 

She waited for the others to catch up; to her train of thought.  “So; 

somewhere in the future, it seems we made the decision to visit ourselves and 

change the past, by giving the knowledge of the future.  It has already 

happened many times to many people.  The point of a moral argument on this 

matter is of no matter, now.  It’s already happening and has been happening.  

The real point is: how much future is to change and how far do we need to go, 

to change it.” 
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Jaron looked to all the members.  “I agree.  It’s already being done from 

the future, to us now, in the present, so, we should accept it, as it simply is.  

However, we should set up a protocol, so we use this phenomenon wisely.” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 44 

 

AKEALA 

 

Akeala was eating, in the refectory of their tour-ship.  They had a medium-class 

cabin, and were expected to arrive at Palbo, any day now.  She was speaking to 

Belkron Blu.  Both were drinking a long cup of kalo. 

“Well, the style of fighting is native to the Out-Worlds of Jilta.  I believe it 

started in the Nalpan province and spread to the other out-worlds over time.  

Cenon is not the most famous of the regions, but it has a strong presence, in 

struck-fighting.  Struck-fighting is a martial art, not just a sport or a means of 

defense.  It is like Kwankindo.”  Belkron paused. 

Akeala nodded.  “Yes, I understand a bit of that, but how good is Captain 

Castano?” 

Belkron understood the girl’s motives, in asking.  Obviously, she liked 

Castano.  “He is good.  I don’t say he is better than I am.  However, I’m also not 

saying I could beat him, either.  He has trained in Cenon, and that says a lot.  In 

addition, he also trained in Nalpan, the home, of it all.  He is very fit, and you 

already have seen his bravery.” 

Akeala nodded and looked up and saw Amy and Castano, coming over.  

Akeala quickly said to Amy, “Belkron and I were speaking about struck-fighting.  

Captain, why did you decide to learn it?  Is it not dangerous?” 

Castano thought this interesting.  Up until recently, he was used to getting 

insults from this teenager, and now she wants his life history.  He sighed and 

looked at her.  He thought to himself that she was pretty, though perhaps 

young.  He then went on to explain why he had learned the sport, and how far 

he had gotten, in it. 
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Amy smiled at his thoughts and wondered, what a pity it was, that Akeala 

couldn’t share them. 

Ω 

The ship was going through the usual security checks, as it got closer, to 

the planet Palbo.  This was the fourth, inspection since entering Palboan Space. 

Belkron was checked quickly, and approved.  The inspector then looked at 

Akeala’s credentials.  He looked at Amy and then Castano.  “It says, Miss, that 

your teachers are taking you, on an educational holiday.  What are you doing, in 

Palbo?” 

Akeala looked through his mind and said exactly what he needed, to avoid 

the alert cards, which he was mentally carrying.  “We are going to Karakus, as 

that is where we are most interested in being.  Palbo doesn’t interest me much, 

at all.  I think my tutors are interested, because of the museums, but I want to 

go to Karakus, as soon as possible.”  Akeala looked at Amy and asked, “How 

soon do you think?” 

Amy replied, “Soon child.  We still should stop the standard days, in Palbo.  

It has culture that is important and relevant, to your studies.” 

“True and you should listen to your teacher, young lady,” explained the 

security officer.  He handed her back her pass, and then went and checked Amy 

and Castano. 

Ω 

They had finally passed through their fifth security and immigration check.  

They were now on the planet. 

“Aunty, I had to change that guard’s mind three times, about Belkron Blu.  

What is with that man, and the people who seem to want to stop him?” 

“I don’t know.  Perhaps you can tell that he doesn’t have a natural Palbo 

demeanor.” 

“Yes.  He told me his wife had been hurt, during the Palboan wars, thirty-

seven years ago, but I never got any specifics, only that he was on Kantee, at 

the time.” 
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Kantee, thought Amy.  She wondered what he was doing there. 

Ω 

Tubin had been three days, without food.  He had eaten like a beggar, from 

refuse, and was completely unsure how he was going to continue.  If he 

returned, he knew that Omm would kill him.  There was no doubt in his mind 

about that. 

He walked along the street.  It wasn’t cold.  He had been on the beach, 

wondering how he could leave Palbo C.C.  Maybe, he could catch a boat to 

Caloom, or Vagras.  He was standing by the banks, of the Palbo River.  He was 

starting to get hungry, again. 

 

 

Port Palbo 

 

He looked over, at the docks of Port Palbo.  There were freighters, going 

back to the continent Kanut.  He saw a sign saying:  Help Wanted. 

Ten minutes later, he had enlisted, on the ship.  He didn’t ask questions 

and they didn’t ask him any, either.  They needed a deckhand, and showed him 

where he would be sleeping and where he would bathe. 
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Following a quick shower, he changed into the deck clothes, given to him.  

The ship was pulling out and he was on deck, hauling on a rope.  In three 

minutes time, he had to be in the galley, to get the executives’ coffee.  That was 

his job.  He was the roustabout for the executives of the ship, or the kick-

bucket, as his new crewmate, Roddy Makka explained. 

Roddy too, was a kick-bucket.  “Who wants you, man?” asked Roddy. 

Tubin turned the other way, as he loaded up the tray.  “No one wants me.  

Stupid question.” 

“Yes?  Why did you avoid the City Security, when you came aboard?  I saw 

you.” 

Tubin stopped.  He turned and looked at Roddy, as though he might even 

want to kill him. 

Roddy laughed.  “Have it your way, man.  I have no love of C-S’s either.  I 

have no intention to engage conversation with them.  That is why we are all 

here, and why there are no questions.  Here, give this napkin with the silver ring 

around it to the Captain.  In addition, the extra pastry goes to the Officer Of The 

Deck.  Okay, you are all set.” 

Tubin was wearing a white long tailed jacket, pinned at the chin.  He was 

alive, for the moment, had a regular meal, and maybe some pocket money, for 

when he got off, the other end. 

He swayed, as the ship began to gently pitch in response to the waves. 

Ω 

Akeala looked out, over the wharf.  It smelled of fish, and the waves lapped 

at the wooden pylons, below her.  She felt the salt spray, lightly caressing her 

face and hair.  Yes, it actually felt good, in Palbo.  She wondered what it would 

be like, this planet of her birth, which she had never remembered.  The air 

smelled good.  The water looked clean, below. 

She looked at the tonnage, from the fields of Kanut.  It was coming in, on 

long wide floaters for the freighters to transport across the seas, to redistribute 

around the planet. 
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Down there, they were unloading the ships in the harbor.  There was a 

large sleek hulled freighter, to her left.  Unloading huge containers was taking 

place, which were in turn, being dropped onto floaters to transport back to 

Panet.  She admired the ship’s graceful hull, its computerized operation.  It was 

big and streamlined.  Most likely it would get to Palbo CC, in only ten days. 

Alongside the freighter was a dirty older ship, smaller.  The gulls were 

around its rear, screaming.  Someone at the back of it threw some scraps, to the 

birds. 

Someone else from the wharf above, yelled at the person below, saying 

that he just broke an ordinance, by feeding the birds without an authorized 

license, and he would have to wait until he got to sea, before doing that again. 

The person with the scraps was carrying a pot.  He looked at Akeala, then 

slipped and fell onto his back, with the pot falling overboard. 

The person up on the wharf overhead screamed again, that losing the pot 

was a 100 credit fine, as that was feeding fish, without a license, and he better 

watch it, or he would be reported. 

Akeala started to laugh.  It was so funny.  The poor person who had slipped 

got up and brushed himself down.  He looked over briefly, then ignored Akeala, 

and quickly stepped backwards inside the cabin of the freighter. 

Akeala backed away, from the view of the person above.  She didn’t really 

want to be seen. 

Castano walked up to her, looking pleased.  “I have tickets for the 

destination, which your aunt says is important.  The ship will take the four of 

us.” 

Amy was walking along behind with a porter, carrying their luggage.  She 

nodded to indicate where they were going, forward. 

Akeala looked, in horror.  “But Aunty, that ship smells, and is run by idiots!  

I can tell.  It smells.” 

Amy raised an eyebrow.  This is the only ship south, to the research 

station.  Your mother - remember - is somewhere down in the ice.  I sense snow 

and cold, and this is the best I can do.  The ship has no security. 

Ω 
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Roddy looked at Tubin, while shaking his head.  “You better make sure that 

he doesn’t get upset, this time.  Okay?  Giving him his desert roll in his fish 

soup, just about had us both in chains.  If you get it wrong this time, he will 

throw us overboard.  So, please, no foul ups.” 

“That was an unfortunate mistake.  How was I to know the cook changed 

the dishes, without telling me?  They all look the same,” replied Tubin. 

“Okay, that was last time, but look; this is different.  Note that the captain 

has paying guests, now.  Don’t mess up.  Okay?  Or; I’ll throw you overboard, 

myself.” 

Tubin walked away, accusing Roddy of having a half-brother, named Omm.  

Roddy scratched his head and wondered about this guy, if he had ever worked 

before, in his life. 

Ω 

“So; where is my granddaughter, exactly?” asked the Master Templar. 

Sheril held him by the hand, as they sat outside, the palace hall.  “Well, 

actually, I don’t know.  She has grown a lot.  I saw her on Sandrist.” 

“Sandrist?” 

Correct. 

The Master Templar squeezed her hand, slightly.  “Please, just talk.  I’m 

too old, to get used to this new way.” 

“Yes, your Excellency, but just for the record, your granddaughter can do it 

just as well.” 

The old man looked at her.  “She is…” 

“Yes, Boguard, like I am.  I was born on Sequetus 3.  It’s not a birthright to 

do, what we do.  It is merely that we intend it, and have the courage and some 

training, to be able to do it, and then can do it.  Being able to communicate, 

without physical universe aids, is a normal ability, of every human being.  It’s 

not a special gift, of a select few.” 

The old man looked at her.  “You sound like Lorde Goren Torren.” 

She smiled.  “He could, too.” 
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The old man sat down.  He looked at her.  “Really?”  It was beginning to 

sink in.  “He was in this place, many times, you know.  He knew the palace.” 

“As did his Boguard companions, of the time.” 

“He was…Boguard?” 

“He was,” Sheril answered. 

He looked at the flowers.  “Does our Lorde survive, today?  We have always 

wondered and thought that he should be somewhere.” 

“He does and he knows who he is.” 

“Am I allowed to know, who?”  He straightened as he looked at her. 

“He will tell you, when the time is right, I promise you, or I will.” 

“Does my granddaughter know who he is?” 

Sheril nodded. 

“Does my son-in-law know who he was, and who Lorde Goren is?” 

“Yes, your Excellency, and that is enough questions.” 

“Please one more.  My son-in-law, he is also Boguard, as well as being from 

Sequetus 3?” 

Sheril laughed.  “Fine and yes, but no more.” 

The old man nodded, smiling.  “I have no more questions.  You answered 

them all, except where my daughter is, right now.” 

Palbo, and with that, Sheril bowed low, stepped back four pacs, and turned 

away. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 45 

 

BERAN  SEA 

 

Omm sat with the image of his superiors in front of him, again.  “I know, sirs.  

The C-S’s have been looking everywhere.  We have been checking all carriers, 

off the planet, vessels going across the water, air, ferry and others.  We have 

spies out, looking for him, in the rivers, the old mines, and internment camps.  

We are looking everywhere.” 

His seniors shook their heads.  “Obviously, not everywhere, and not where 

he is.  Have you got teams, on Calex?” 

“Yes sirs, plus on Kanut, Caleri, Manapil and Dormonia.  He will show up.  

We have tapped into every airport, visa entry port and computer.  Photographic 

imagery will find him.  If he can’t be found, he is likely so stupid that he is stuck 

in a drain somewhere, and just can’t think how to pull himself out.  He is that 

stupid, my sirs.  We will find him.” 

His seniors simply looked, at each other. 

The screen went dead.  They didn’t even offer him a good-bye. 

They were worried, like Omm was.  Tubin had a distinct personal thought 

pattern and no one was able to find it.  Still, he had to be out there.  Even the 

dead had a thought pattern, though they mightn’t have a body. 

Ω 

Akeala sat down with the captain of the ship, at the head of the table.  Amy 

and Castano were present.  Belkron Blu was sitting, opposite. 

The sea pitched, and the cabin rolled.  Akeala was watching Castano, 

though Amy thought that she was drooling.  Castano was speaking, with the 

captain of the ship. 
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Passage from Paltania to the Beran Sea 

The waiter was having trouble with the roll of the ship, and carrying three 

plates at once.  It seemed problematic, but obviously, he had some mastery of it 

and set them down. 

The waiter was next ladling out the sauce, when the bow of the ship was hit 

by a freak double wave.  The whole cabin lurched.  Glasses fell to the floor, and 

flowers slid from their vases.  A second wave hit the ship, side-on. 

The captain stood.  “I think you will have to excuse me.  I’m needed up, 

overhead.  Please remain seated, and our waiter will see to your needs.  

Alternatively, retire to your cabins and I’ll see that food is delivered to you.  

Again, excuse me.”  He bowed, and the table party all gave a courteous nod. 

The captain wasn’t an unreasonable man.  He always had trouble making 

his books balance, but getting these fares, was too good to be true.  He needed 

the ten thousand credits that they paid.  In return, he would make sure they 

were well looked after. 

“Julio,” he called back, to Tubin.  “Make sure they’re well cared for.” 

“Aye, sir,” Tubin replied. 

As Tubin, alias Julio, turned to grab some plates that were sliding, another 

large wave crashed, into the port bow.  The ship lurched, rose and fell.  Tubin 

had all his weight on one foot.  He started to slide.  Akeala was just in the act of 

getting up, to leave.  Tubin came crashing down, and collapsing into her, as she 

fell into the seat.  The tableware and its contents next slid down onto Tubin, who 

then fell on the floor.  The main course then followed, all over Akeala. 
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She just stared in disbelief, as an entire heated tray of food dropped and 

was draining from her lap.  Another wave hit, and the dessert followed. 

Akeala shrieked.  The desert tray then fell from her lap and struck Tubin on 

the head. 

Amy and Castano helped them, from the floor. 

“You idiot!” Akeala shrieked at Tubin, who was still trying to get steady, 

using his knees. 

Akeala was thinking of kicking him. 

No child.  That is not the way.  This one has been kicked too many times 

already.  Understand him. 

Akeala’s hair was full of gravy and fruit pieces. 

She looked at Amy, and Amy glared back at her. 

Reluctantly, Akeala felt the waiter’s mind.  She felt for the thoughts. 

Not there she replied, to Amy. 

Amy felt.  Not there.  She turned to Akeala. 

They both started to help him up.  He was a little shocked and 

embarrassed, with slight fear on his face. 

They tried to penetrate.  Nothing. 

Who are you?  They both thought together.  He looked at Amy and then 

Akeala.  They saw the recognition of receipt their thoughts.  Who are you? they 

thought, again. 

He didn’t answer. 

Amy just stood there.  She looked at Castano and Blu.  “Take the waiter to 

our cabin.  If he objects, make sure you get him there.”  Then she added, as an 

afterthought, “Oh, and mister waiter, don’t fight them.” 

They took the waiter to the cabin.  When Amy arrived there, she said to 

Castano and Blu, “Please, both of you, return to clean up the mess.  Then come 

back here, immediately.” 

They left and closed the door, behind them. 

“Okay, Mister supposed waiter.  Who by the Torren are you, really?” asked 

Akeala. 

Tubin shook his head. 
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“Corduke?” Amy asked. 

“There is something strange about him, Aunty.” 

“I know Aki.  Okay, my friend who are you?”  The best she got out from 

him this time was fear. 

“Aunt Amy, I don’t know what to do.  Mister, if you don’t tell Amy, all 

Torren will break loose.  Do you understand?” 

The waiter slowly looked at the pair.  He knew her.  “Amy from…R…R….?” 

he said. 

Amy laughed.  “Amy from Rambus.  That is me, so who the Halz are you?” 

“You know my father, he is alive.  He is not dead.  You can help find him.  

Please.” 

“Your father….  I have no time, as…” 

“Please, he was on Sandrist, you must help me.” 

Akeala felt bumps and shivers run up and down her body. 

“Your father?  Who was on Sandrist and alive, is….?” she asked softly. 

He looked at the pair of them.  “Lorde….” 

Amy looked at him.  “Lorde Tubin!  What…” 

Akeala squealed, “Brother?  Really, Aunty?” She leapt over, onto him, and 

hugged him, gravy covered too.  She was so happy. 

Tubin looked perplexed.  “Amy of Rambus, is this my little…?” 

Amy nodded.  “Your sister.  Give her a hug, and get it done, as the others 

are returning.  For the moment, be the waiter, and after your duty is finished 

tonight, return.  Say nothing of us, or yourself.” 

Castano and Belkron Blu entered the cabin.  It was all clean, in the dining 

room.  Tubin turned to go back to duty, and glanced again at his younger sister, 

before closing the door, behind him. 

Ω 

After his shift, Tubin returned to their cabin, to explain what he was doing 

there, how he fled and how he ended up, on the boat.  He also explained how he 

developed the ability, to withhold thoughts.  He further explained that now a 

person called Omm, ran the Palbo Temple. 
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Amy, in return, went over what they were doing, and that they were on 

their way to find Anki, the mother of Akeala and Tubin.  Tubin then explained 

about the Talkron, and their plan to destroy the Boguard, by taking over the 

Temple at Jilta. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” said Tubin.  “I did do what I did and the hypnotic 

drug of gragon-weed, doesn’t excuse anything I have done.  I’m still 

responsible.” 

Amy slowly smiled.  “Of course you are, and you will get every chance, to 

atone for what you have done.  No one will stop you.  Atonement is the cure for 

you.  However, continue as Julio.” 

Tubin smiled.  “I see why my father trusted you, Amy.  You are good.  I’m 

sorry I called you a witch, behind your back.” 

“You are forgiven,” she said with a wry smile. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 46 

 

AQUALIA  OPERATION 

 

Amy and her charges were standing at the dock of Rolon Island, the last of the 

Allure Islands, before it would be covered in ice.  The captain explained that it 

would be six days, before he could unload the stores on all the four research 

islands.  He would have an empty ship then, and would be more than pleased to 

ferry them back, across the Beran Sea, if they made it in time.  If not, he wished 

them the best.  He saw them off, with all their supplies and luggage. 

The captain turned around.  He looked across the ship, and couldn’t see 

Julio anywhere.  He sincerely hoped he hadn’t fallen overboard during the night. 

Ω 

They had checked in, at the research station.  As suspected, there were 

only two students and an elderly research scientist there, measuring weather 

patterns. 

Ω 

Tubin couldn’t believe it, when told.  “We are going to the center, of the 

Talkron?” he asked, again.  “Are you crazy?  They will kill the lot of us, even if 

you are a witch, excuse me, they will literally take off your skin.” 

“Maybe,” said Amy.  “I have something more important to do, than care for 

my own death, and that is to avenge others, who these people have killed.  If I 

don’t stop them, and I have no fear, then they will kill others, maim more, as 

they harmed you.  If you are scared, then that is the fear that I intend to give 

them.  They will fear my fear, feel my hate, and they will turn.” 
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Amy glared at Tubin, and he saw a fire in her eyes, and the anger that ran 

deep; he was scared just to know about it.  He looked away and the snow 

twenty pacs around, had suddenly melted. 

Ω 

The group was on two snow-trekkers, heading south.  The temperature 

outside was minus twenty-five degrees.  It was already dark, though only late in 

the afternoon. 

It was black, when they pulled up on the ice. 

Castano slowed his snow-trekker first.  He stepped out and called to all the 

others, as they pulled up.  “Attach tents here, to the side of the vehicles.  These 

heaters will attach to the trekkers, and will work for eight hours.  So, turn them 

on, only when you are ready to bed down.  Over here, we can warm up our 

rations.”  He pointed to an attachment, on the rear of the snow-trekker. 

That night, they slept well.  The wind blew; the tents were between the 

machines. They were not on the ice, but the south side of Rekaline Island. 

 

 

Castano on Rekaline Island 

 

Eight hours later, they arose refreshed; they ate, and warmed the 

machines. 

By 11 am, they were passing Mount Elad on their left, and the sky was a 

fuzzy half-light.  At midday, it was full light.  By early afternoon, it was 

darkening, and at late afternoon, it was black.  They spent the second night, in 

the middle of the Telkamor Ice Shelf. 
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Ω 

It was the third day, and they had started at four, in the morning.  They 

knew they would be halted, at the perimeter of Base 1, their destination. 

Amy felt outwards, and could sense the minds, awaiting them, in 

anticipation.  She shared the thoughts with Akeala.  It was minus thirty-five 

degrees, outside.  It would drop another six degrees, before starting to rise 

again, from the wind blowing across the sea, over the Gilan Ice Shelf. 

 

The wind, whipped up dry snow, in front of the snow-trekkers.  Their lights 

blazed into the night, as they slowly continued.  All perceptions were on, and 

tuned up high. 

Belkron Blu was telling Akeala, about his time in Celan.  “I was bonded 

there, you know?  I had a beautiful wife and a son.” 
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“You are a long-lifer?” she asked. 

“Yep, and you?” 

“Short, or mostly short, I’m afraid. My mother is half-half.” 

“Oh,” he said. 

“What happened, to your wife and son?” 

“They died, in the bombing by Mirak.  Not many died.  I was mining there 

at the time.  I was away.  Mirak attacked, bombed the city, and I found my 

family; dead.” 

Akeala looked away.  “I am so sorry.  I don’t know what to say.” 

Belkron sighed.  The wind was picking up and they had almost stopped.  

Castano was at the wheel.  Amy and Tubin were in the other vehicle, behind. 

Belkron looked over at her.  “She, my daughter would be almost your age, 

though a long-life.  She would be pretty, just like you are.”  He smiled and 

nodded, and looked away, out into the dark. 

Akeala swallowed.  “Well, I have not told you all either, Belkron.  The 

person we are rescuing is my mother.  She had her brain physically tampered 

with, by Mirak’s psycho-surgeons.  The ones holding her now are the ones 

behind the psycho-surgeons, and behind those, who bombed and killed your 

family.” 

Belkron looked back.  “I’m sorry for your mother Aki.  I really am.  Knowing 

you, tells me how good a woman she was.  I am sorry.”  He looked away, again. 

 

 

Gildon Island 
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Akeala was watching out the window and wondered how events end up this 

way, how people’s lives, of like minds converged; to these pin points in time and 

space. 

Ω 

Tubin slept badly that night.  It was as though eyes were looking for him.  

He kept dreaming of them, and kept trying to block them out.  Nevertheless, 

they continued to haunt him. 

The following morning, Amy was drinking her kalo.  “Don’t worry about the 

eyes, Tubin.  We all have them searching for us.  They’re looking; for all of us.  

They know we are coming.  They just don’t know, how many and when.  All they 

know is that we will arrive.  That is why your mother was transferred, to Aqualia.  

No one would expect her, to be down here.  I can feel her, and so can Akeala.” 

Tubin looked at Amy.  “I think I can, too.  Really.” 

“Good.”  She looked at him slowly, and smiled at him.  “In a few hours, we 

will be at Base 1.  It is listed as a military installation.  In reality, it’s a bogus 

research station, for the psychrons.  There are guards, and perhaps fifty or so 

Talkron. 

Ω 

Omm had been relieved, of his post.  His troops and guards were given, to 

another.  Omm was in disgrace. 

Ω 

In a different part of the universe, Jaron was experimenting, again.  The 

other minds were with him.  He was looking at the memory of his earlier 

assassination, in the United Nations General Assembly building.  He saw Lorde 

Hymondy standing, at the rear.  Jaron was looking through his mind, at the 

time, and he was back there, looking out, at the delegation.  Jaron had already 

briefed the Boulan that he would do nothing.  He wouldn’t intervene in the past, 
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or stop the bullet.  He would watch only, get data and report.  The unison of 

mind agreed.  He wouldn’t interfere. 

 

 

Jaron’s own universe 

 

Jaron, as Goren, watched the Malaysian delegate stand, scream abuse 

about devils, and pull out his gun.  Goren saw it, very clearly.  He did, what he 

had been trained to do; he slowed the bullet, to a fraction of its speed.  The 

cameras were whirling, the bullet approached and Goren pulled it from the air, 

as though nothing had happened. 

Jaron looked around the room.  Back on Yaltipia, the edges of the cavern 

were shimmering, as though they were losing reality.  Something wrong was 

happening. 

My Lorde, cried out one of the unison minds.  “We have lost.  The Talkron 

defeated us, three hundred years ago, on Yaltipia, and we no longer survived as 

the Aaron or Boguard.  We have been subjugated.  I have the memory of it.” 

Quick, and other mind called.  We are losing our abilities, fading from the 

scene.  Jaron, go back and unstop the bullet.  Fast. 

Jaron looked back, at his fading memory.  He saw Goren there, but felt 

himself weaken.  He could sense his abilities becoming less.  He looked and 

concentrated more.  He saw the bullet once again.  He looked at the gun, and 

saw Goren look at the weapon and the bullet.  Goren knew what to do.  He 

looked over, and saw a shimmering to his right.  He glanced at it.  He knew what 

not to do.  He had gotten his own message.  Jaron had given himself back then, 

a glimpse of the now future memories.  He let the bullet continue and all the 
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memories of dual happenings and futures flooded into him, as he fell to the 

floor.  The fanatic shot again. 

Jaron was now, well exterior of the body; he felt himself regaining his 

strength and ability.  He saw Vicra Starn leaning over his body, crying.  He 

looked around, more.  He saw the commotion.  He saw Hymondy, standing 

strong, wishing him farewell.  A minute later, he saw the street from above, and 

saw a lone car, parked on the side of the road, and felt another goodbye. 

A moment more, and he was back in the special large domed room, with all 

the others.  He looked around. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 47 

 

HUNTERS  &   HUNTED 

 

The Cordukes made the first sweep, of the media corporations.  With the help of 

the Boguard, they found dozens of unauthorized persons, influencing the 

Jiltanian media landscape.  While the Boguard stayed outside the offices, the 

Cordukes and City Security swept in. 

At the same time, they did the judiciary.  Again, they found people 

employed, who had no authorization, to be there, influencing the system.  Next, 

came the education system, and the universities.  They too, had been infiltrated. 

By the end of the first day, they had taken out, two hundred Talkron 

agents.  These weren’t Talkron, but rather they were Talkron employed mind-

kept agents. 

That night, the media ran but with a trickle of adverse media, against the 

Master Templar.  The monitored media, and anti Templar stories were traced 

back, to their sources.  More writers had been interviewed, and their thoughts 

analyzed.  This time, ninety-six Talkron agents in the field, from camera 

operators to press agents, were detained. 

Ω 

The Master Templar was concerned and he paced the Royal Palace floor.  

He looked at Macrod Curr.  “Our purpose is not to silence the media.  The media 

serves a needed purpose.  It stops government excesses, and stops any of our 

own people from acting too … human.” 

Macrod bowed slightly.  “I understand, sir, but these agents have been 

using the protection of the freedoms that you have implemented, so as to take 

them away.” 
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“We can’t detain them, forever.”   

“True, but while we do hold them, we will look further into what their 

memories contain, and pick up those behind them, until we find their Talkron 

masters.  There are Talkron on this planet; somewhere.” 

The next forty-eight hours, found over two hundred further agents, working 

within the military, and another one hundred and twenty-three were discovered, 

working within the Temple; itself.  All were as civilian contracted personnel, 

hired to handle certain work overloads.  The patterns became increasingly easy 

to spot, and more agents were found.  However, after another week it was 

becoming increasingly hard, to locate new agents. 

Analysis found many agents, were dependent on medications, which carried 

hypnotic suggestion as a byproduct side effect. 

Ω 

Macrod Curr was before the Master Templar, with the latest report, in the 

courtyard.  It had rained through the night and the Master Templar liked the 

rain.  He watched the life it gave, after a good cleansing. 

“I’m hoping that our actions aren’t seen as a crackdown on civil freedoms, 

my friend.  What news have you got?”  He had a cup of kalo, in his hand.  An 

orderly, another Boguard, observed from a distance. 

Macrod Curr watched the old man.  He had had a hard life in office.  He had 

been tortured, interned, ridiculed and plotted against, in the decades he had had 

the title.  His family had also been persecuted, hunted, and killed.  Yet, he was 

still a good man.  Macrod contemplated that there may have been a price for 

such goodness, the freedoms that the Master Templar tried to implement.  

Those trying to counter him were more widespread, than the Boguard had ever 

considered possible before. 

“Sir, we have just finished analyzing the barbiturates and medications that 

have been available to, and used by, many of, the agents, which we picked up.  

The barbiturates have in common that they’re hypnotic in kind, meaning, the 

person becomes more suggestible to mindkeeping.” 
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The Master Templar sat on a chair, provided for him, by the Boguard 

orderly.  “How does it work?” 

Macrod watched the last of the rainwater, drip from a leaf.  “The drugs are 

given to the population en-masse, promoted through advertising.  The 

population is then susceptible to the violence and evil, which the media provides.  

It could be that these barbiturates are one of our biggest problems, in battling 

group violence, on Jilta.” 

Macrod continued. “The barbiturates have these side effects and they’re 

well publicized.  People that take them don’t perceive the side effects as bad, 

because the promotion of the drugs, is cleverly positive.  However, in essence, 

the barbiturates place a person in a state of mind, whereby he becomes a simple 

drone, for anyone skilled in basic mindkeeping.  And the Talkron are excellent 

mindkeepers.” 

Macrod did not stop. “The agents responsible for getting these drugs into 

the population have been placed as secretaries to political heads of state, 

assistants to the judiciary, and they have risen to the top of the Jiltanian civil 

service. They are also found as administrators to the Temple.  We have found 

them in advertising agencies, and recruiting agencies.  The subversion on Jilta is 

endemic.” 

“So; how are these agents run?  Do they get met with once a year, or on a 

monthly basis?” asked the Master Templar, as he returned his kalo cup to the 

Boguard orderly, on his right. 

“No sir, it’s done through thought, only,” explained Macrod. 

The Master Templar held up his hand, to indicate not to bother, with a 

demonstration.  He already knew communication by thought was effective. 

Macrod answered further, “That is correct, your Excellency.  It’s just simple 

thought transference, but on a level, far lower than we demonstrated, to you.  It 

is very subtle and very quiet.  The victim is unable to perceive the thoughts, as 

anything, other than his own.  At first, he might wonder why he has such crazy 

ideas.  If that happens, a skilled mindkeeper knows he needs to tone down his 

thought volume, as the thoughts aren’t real to the recipient, and the receiver will 

thus reject the thoughts, as crazy.  However, after such toning down occurs, and 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  353 | 514 

 

the thoughts are more subtly tame, the victim will gradually be brought around, 

to do the mindkeeper’s bidding.  That’s what we have been facing here; on 

Jilta.” 

The Master Templar considered this, for a moment.  “So, with the thought 

control being kept on a low level, the victim will think they’re his own thoughts, 

and swing his volitional control around, behind the purpose of that thought?” 

Macrod nodded, watching, as the old man now stood. 

The Master Templar continued.  “Then, when the person starts acting with 

his own volitional decision, based on someone else’s control and earlier decision, 

how do we haul him back?” 

Macrod stood, looking away, to the sky and then returning his gaze, to the 

Master Templar.  “We aren’t totally sure.  In the past, undoing what the 

psychrons had done, that was easy.  We just exposed it.  We had real evidence 

it existed, prerecorded messages that we found.  However, we haven’t found a 

way to easily and predictably undo volitional decisions, which people have made, 

aligning to their mindkeeping.  In addition to that, the barbiturates are 

manufactured as deliberately addictive.  Any attempt to dry the person out from 

the substances, seems to fail and the person relapses, then goes back on the 

barbiturates, and opens himself up, for further mindkeeping.” 

The problem dawned on the Master Templar.  “So, how can we remove 

these people from society, and still retain freedoms, for those not so affected.  

We want a free society.  If we just let these people go, they return to being 

agents.  For many, they haven’t broken any laws, yet.” 

“That is the dilemma, your Excellency.” 

The Master Templar needed time again, to contemplate, in his courtyard.  

He needed to think, about where into the future, this was going to lead. 

Ω 

Amy was at the front, of the military compound.  It was finally light and 

frightfully cold.  The wind was furling the snow, and the temperature had risen 

to minus twenty-eight degrees.  Amy looked out, from her hood and goggles.  

Behind her was Tubin, and beside him, his sister. 
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Akeala looked at Tubin.  She wanted to give him a hug.  He was such a nice 

person.  She liked him.  You will soon see why this woman Amy has the trust of 

our father. 

Tubin smiled and nodded.  He was still not letting any thoughts out. 

Back with the other snow-trekker, were Castano and Belkron Blu, five 

kinopacs behind.  If caught, they were to act, as if they had a broken vehicle, 

and the others had simply advanced to Base 1, seeking help. 

In reality, Castano and Blu would be a liability against the Talkron.  They 

had no ability to withhold thoughts, and no real defenses, against the Talkron, 

so they waited. 

 

Approaching Base 1 on Aqualia 
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The guards on duty, at the perimeter of Base 1, came around, to the front 

of the gate.  Their bulky and baggy light-grey uniforms buffered them, against 

the wind. 

Amy yelled, above the howl of the wind.  “We broke down last night, and 

need some help on our other machine.” 

A guard looked at her and Akeala.  He then called through the request.  He 

received approval, to go and investigate.  He looked at their credentials, “You 

are a long way from, the research facilities.  Why?” he yelled. 

“Curious.  I’m sorry.  I couldn’t stop myself.  I have never been to a Polar 

Region before, and well… the situation got the better of me.” 

The guard pointed to Tubin.  “Who is he?” 

“A helper who jumped ship.  I’m taking him back, to Palbo C.C., when we 

get there.  Seems he needs to make a report against cruelty, of the shipping 

line.” 

“Ahhh,” responded the guard.  “It happens.” 

In seconds, the guard was sedated, and asleep, as was his partner. 

There were only two hundred and twenty military, on the whole base.  

“Grab his keys, identification and anything, that looks as though it will be useful.  

Throw his weapons in the back,” called Amy. 

Amy couldn’t see much as the wind was blowing hard, with the snow 

obliterating any tracks.  All was a dull white to pale grey.  “This way,” she called 

out. 

Following what she called a thread of thought, she led them, into an 

opaque wall of white.  However, her sense was accurate, as after ten minutes of 

following Amy’s direction, they arrived at a small compound. 

Akeala stepped out, from the snow-trekker, and walked to the building.  

She opened the door and stepped inside, pulled her hood down and pushed her 

visor up, to reveal a smiling young woman. 

That was all the advantage that she needed, and stunners from two sides 

hit the guards.  Both then lay, unconscious. 

To their right, were doors leading down.  “I have a feeling, like I have done 

this, before,” mouthed Amy. 
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Ω 

From the planet Jilta, purges were sent, to other Jiltanian sector systems.  

Agents had been picked up, in other worlds.  It was a wave, to one Jiltanian 

planet, after the other. 

Ω 

Omm’s superiors gathered around the hologram they used, to analyze the 

Federation sectors.  Their images were getting murkier.  They could feel the life 

of their operation seeping away. 

“We are losing reality and agreement, in the Jiltanian sector.” 

“A big sector,” explained the other. 

“We will regain it.  We have before and we always win, in the end.  The 

Aaron make mistakes.  They will make them again.  It always happens.” 

Another interrupted.  “I felt the futures mix a short time back, they 

changed and I thought we were going to become the victors, almost by a new 

Aaron default error.” 

The other looked over, at him.  He saw nothing, but another image.  He 

agreed.  He had felt something, too.  It was very short.  “It had something to do 

with the Torren assassination incident.  They’re trying to subvert the past.” 

“Let them.  They are on the best path into the future; for them.  There is 

no better-predetermined future path available to them, than their current path.  

If they mess around with the future, from the past, we will win.  They only have 

to diverge, from their current path to the future a little, and we win outright.  

We have beaten them before, many times, on many paths.  This is the only 

present time universe, where they have more control than we do.  Moreover, in 

only these exact situations they have thwarted us.  Even those change, in the 

end.  Let them go back into the past, for they will err.” 

Another answered.  “Correct.  The more they mess, with this present 

universe, the more they will accidently mess up the future.  Let them do it.  The 

odds show, that it will bring power back to us.  I thought back there, they were 

about to put us back, onto our own preferred projection path.” 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  357 | 514 

 

Ω 

They were on the fourth basement, down in what was the fifth building, a 

research laboratory.  Amy led them straight to Anki. 

Tubin stood there, looking at her.  He found it shocking; to watch.  “Thank 

the Torren that you are alive,” he said, to his mother. 

“No help from you,” added Akeala, a little sarcastically. 

He turned, and nodded.  “I know, and you are right, but I will make up for 

that.  You will see.” 

His sister nodded.  “Yes, I’m sure you will.  For now, we need to get out of 

here.  Here, help us.” 

Anki looked, as if she was in a daze.  She looked slightly emaciated, but 

otherwise well kept.  Akeala, was dressing her in warm clothes. 

Someone was approaching.  It was a psychron.  Amy had a slight smile, 

which she was trying to suppress.  She walked over and waved, to him. 

The psychron stopped, in his white coat.  “Who are you and what are you 

doing, with her?” he asked.  As he went to reach for his talker, his blood spat 

out from his throat and sprayed the walls. 

Amy then bludgeoned his skull with an extinguisher she found by the door.  

She turned and joined the others, remarking, “I must be getting old.  I used to 

do it with only one hand.” 

Tubin looked slightly horrified, to his sister, who only shrugged, as she 

helped her mother to the elevator. 

The elevator doors opened.  Four psychrons were standing there.  They 

looked at the blood; all over Amy.  One was about to yell, when Amy raised her 

blaster, and in a second and a half, she splattered all their brains over the back 

wall. 

“Excuse the mess”, she said to Tubin.  She closed the doors, behind them. 

The elevator was rising and so far; no alarms had been activated.  Amy was 

happy.  Tubin made it a point not to lean against the brains, splattered over the 

elevator wall. 

They got to the surface level and two guards stood there.  They looked at 

the trio, blood stained, and they too were soon unconscious on the floor.  Amy 
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explained that they had nothing to do with Rambus, and had no need to die.  

They were only guards.  She reserved death for psychrons. 

The snow-trekker was loaded.  However, before they could get away, Amy 

jumped out.  She beckoned the others to go. 

“Aunty, please….” pleaded Akeala. 

“Aki…I must do this.  If I don’t, I’ll be the cause of your death, and mission 

failure.  There is something needed here, that I must do.”  They had to go.  Amy 

slammed the door behind them, and turned towards the rest of the compound. 

She heard the machine whirr to life and slowly recede, into the swirling 

white void.  Amy looked over, and could almost feel herself being called, being 

enticed, to a greater opportunity.  She would follow the calling, good or bad. 

Ω 

The snow-trekker had passed the gates.  It was at maximum speed.  Ten 

minutes later, they met up with Castano and Belkron Blu. 

“You are mad.  You can’t leave, without her,” yelled Castano above the 

wind. 

Akeala pushed him aside.  “Get in the vehicle.  She knows what she is 

doing.  We have what we came for.  We have to go.”  She looked at her mother, 

and pressed the ignition. 

Castano was torn.  He had a mission, but he didn’t leave his crew behind, 

ever.  His quandary was his honor; on two fronts.  He couldn’t go ahead, and he 

couldn’t turn back. 

Belkron stepped in front of him.  “This is mine, please.  I have to go in 

there.  I want to.  It’s my calling, as much as it’s your friend’s.” 

Castano needed no more prompting.  “Very well.  Be back at the ship, or 

we leave without you.” 
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Amy of Rambus: Talkron Hunter 

 

“Understood,” and with that, Belkron Blu jumped into the other snow-

trekker and vanished, into the wafting whiteness. 

Ω 

Amy had made her way, down to the fifth level, in the seventh building.  

She found a large room, with closed cubicles.  Inside were bodies, kept alive by 

force-feeding.  Only one person had tried to stop her, on the way down.  She 

was now wearing his coat.  He was lying under a desk, in a pool of his own 

blood. 

Amy looked at the bodies.  They seemed to move, occasionally.  She 

stepped down from the balcony arrangement of seats, where she had been 

standing.  She walked the corridor, between the cubicles.  She watched the 

bodies, hooked up to a feeding mechanism, and waste removal machine. It was 

as if the bodies were grown, as part of a larger organism of the base.  A door 

opened; behind her. 

“I’m sorry, but you aren’t allowed….” The attendant looked at her.  He 

could get no reaction, from her mind.  She pulled out a gun, and simply blew the 
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side of his skull away.  She returned, to looking at the tanks.  His body 

crumpled, to the floor. 

Another Talkron was watching from above, in the gallery, on the other side.  

She had already seen him.  He was watching her, as she was watching him, as 

she inspected the bodies in their electric baths, which held them captive. 

She went from one transparent room to the next, around the glass walls.  

The man above did nothing to stop her. 

She turned to the one watching her.  “They have no minds of their own.  

They are totally numb.  Are they brain dead?” 

The Talkron started to descend.  He was wearing a nylop white shocksuit.  

He had reached the gate, where Amy stood.  She looked at him.  Her hand was 

only a nanosecond away, from her gun. 

He said, pointing to the nearest body, “No, he is not brain dead.  The mind 

of the animal part of the body is alive.  The protoplasmic part of the mind is 

perfectly operable.  If let go, and taken off from the electronic field, which 

merely is a mild restraint, nothing more, the body would be like a domestic pet.  

It wouldn’t be able to clothe itself, unless well trained.  It likely would never be 

able to speak, without a lot of work, and even then, only a few words.  It might 

be as intelligent as a Sequetus monkey, but no more.” 

She spied him, carefully.  She could tell he couldn’t access her mind, 

though he was trying to, attempting to understand what she was.  She turned to 

the body, in front of her.  “They come here, after they die, out there?” 

“That is right,” answered the Talkron. 

Amy was watching, as three other Talkron were now sitting, in the gallery 

theatre above. 

“Body Drops, we call them.”  The Talkron looked at the others. 

Amy was careful in how she spied them, and could tell they were able to 

communicate with each other externally, without the physical universe. 

The Talkron next to her smiled.  “I can tell from your body mannerisms, 

that you can see us communicating to each other by thought.” 

Amy nodded.  “You don’t try to kill me.  Why?” 
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The Talkron looked up at the others.  “We know you, Amy of Rambus, 

Goddess of War.  We actually don’t have a war, with you.” 

She smiled, “Only my family, my friends and who I loved back then, 

including Anki.  You took them all from me.”  She watched, as the Talkron 

looked towards the others, in alarm. 

One of them began to get up. 

Amy pulled the blaster out and held it, at the nearest Talkron’s head.  “I’ll 

kill you.  You know that.  It can be now or in five minutes.  Have your friend sit 

down.” 

The Talkron swallowed.  The other Talkron in the gallery resumed his seat, 

while looking at them. 

“Thank you,” said Amy, lowering the blaster. 

The Talkron, next to her, was obviously relieved. 

“So, the life-force of the dead Talkron return, back here?” she asked. 

“In a fashion, but it’s more than that, and there is little you can do, to stop 

it.  The bodies also act as a relay point for instructions, from the handler, to the 

Talkron life-force in the field, as he is running another body.” 

“So, you control people, from here?” 

The Talkron looked up. 

“Don’t worry about them,” she said, quickly holding her blaster up. 

“That is correct.  You have Grunn?” asked the Talkron. 

Amy laughed.  “That is why you have not tried to take me.  Yes, I have 

him.  Do you want to see, come into my mind and see him?”  She looked eager. 

The Talkron backed away.  “No.  I don’t.” 

Amy smiled.  “A pity.  He has built himself a defense and home, in there.  It 

seems he is quite the little defender, but that doesn’t matter.  He is still useful.  

Like you use these bodies, here, I use his body out there, to control him.” 

She looked at the shock, on the Talkron’s face.  She smiled.  “I’m sending 

Grunn all the pictures and conversation we are having.  I’m force-feeding him 

data and that data is going to his body, and we have his body in a different 

place.  At that place, it’s being monitored, for information.  All your operation is 
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being viewed and analyzed.”  She sent pictures of what she was doing, to the 

Talkron in front of her. 

The Talkron was alarmed.  Their actions had been replicated, and they were 

now being observed.  “You could join us, you know,” he added quickly, in a 

slight panic, not knowing how to control her. 

Amy had decided she had had enough. 

She shot the walls and the screens out.  The alarms went off.  She could 

feel what was happening.  Amy had the data that she needed, and the 

information had gone to where it was needed, the Boguard. 

The Talkron realized that they had been duped, tricked, and this was an 

intelligence operation, against them.  They had not predicted it, nor were they 

prepared, for it. 

Guards started to fill the galleries.  There were ten, twenty and double 

that; in a matter of moments. 

Amy didn’t care.  She would escape, and looked around.  The guards took 

their orders, from the psychrons. 

“Don’t kill her, if you can avoid it.  We want her alive.  All weapons on 

stun.” 

A barrage of light painful stuns hit her.  Amy fired her blasters, killing some 

of the guards, as they scattered behind the seats.  The Talkron fled.  The guards 

continued to rain down, light painful stunning grazing wounds.  It hurt and hurt 

more.  She could feel the pain.  The earlier mental pain, which she had 

experienced on Rambus, decades ago, compounded it.  She could feel that pain 

of then, the images of her dead father, dead mother, and her friend Anki. 

Her vision began to tunnel.  She saw almost nothing.  She burst from 

behind the screens, shooting all and everyone, which she could focus on. 

More stuns shots rained down.  As many guards as she shot, took their 

place.  She rolled and shot more.  She fled out the back, limping badly, burns all 

over her garments and body.  Her head had been singed twice.  Those burns had 

gone deep.  The guards were after her, in a second.  She shot back, limping.  

Three seconds later, they were almost upon her.  She felt hope draining.  The 

pain was debilitating.  She knew she couldn’t win.  She knew that she mustn’t 
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allow herself caught, or else she would become their pawn.  She looked at her 

own blaster in her hand.  She couldn’t do it.  She had to. Another shot stunned 

her in the head, and she fell. She was barely able to look up. 

The building shook.  The lights dimmed.  Dust blew through the corridor.  

Amy tried to right herself, but slipped. 

Then, there was another explosion, and a third.  Then, a shockwave came.  

She fell again. 

Two more explosions and a cloud of dust and debris gave way through the 

dead bodies, to the image of a man. 

 

Belkron Blu: Under Base 1, Aqualia 

“Amy of Rambus!”  Belkron Blu held out his hand, through the smoke.  

“Come with me, now!” 
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Amy stared at him.  He grabbed and hauled her, to her feet, sweeping her 

light frame from the ground, as he put his arm around her. 

The smoke and dust was swirling, creating total confusion.  He hauled her 

away; back up through the mayhem, he had created.  He shot at the 

mechanisms, above the body-drops, and their computer controls blew out.  He 

then shot at three guards, who had regained consciousness.  He thrust a gun, 

into Amy’s free hand. 

“Ma’am,” he said.  “I’m a Corduke agent.  I didn’t know who you were, and 

my mission was to be out there, as are thousands of us, to be in different parts 

of society on different planets.  You found me, and I tagged along.  Now; I know 

who you are.  When I saw the daughter of the Master Templar, I knew you were 

real.” 

She tried to smile.  She shot a psychron, who was trying to get up from the 

floor.  Blu threw another smoke grenade, and then a concussion grenade around 

the corner, and three guards stumbled out.  He stunned them, and they fell. 

They were in the elevator. 

”I couldn’t trust you.  Your name is phony,” she said. 

He nodded and they burst through the doors and stunned another seven 

guards outside.  He pulled the pack from his shoulders.  Out of it, came a rifle.  

He took aim into the white swirling snow overhead, and fired three shots.  

“Come.  Quick!” 

“To where?” she screamed, over the wind. 

There were more shots, coming from their right, from another compound. 

Belkron looked over, as a floater was falling, slowly, its occupant dead. 

“Get in,” he screamed. 

Amy looked around.  Shots were whizzing past from three directions.  No 

time to ask, she thought, and jumped through the passenger doorway.  The 

machine began to rise, with shots bouncing off the white metallic hull, with a 

zuddd.  They took off, into the white. 

Ω 
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The Talkron inside, gathered together.  They looked at each other.  They 

had gotten out alive.  However, the Boguard and the Cordukes were piecing 

their operations together.  This new male, who had entered their realm, they 

knew nothing of him.  He was a different kind of Corduke operative, the kind, of 

which that they had been scared.  Where had he trained, and how was it, that 

he was able to train his mind, so that they couldn’t detect him, either? 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 48 

 

FLEEING  PALBO 

 

They soon were consumed in the white. 

Belkron and Amy were quickly waiting for Castano and his snow-trekker.  

Belkron Blu had removed the homing beacon, from his floater.  It was a military 

job.  He soon saw the others, approaching.  Their headlights were getting 

brighter, through the snow.  Their machine stopped. 

Amy ran from the floater and opened the door.  They stared at Amy; her 

singed hair, burned face, and the torn and burned away rags, which she was 

wearing.  “Hurry,” Amy called.  “We must get to the ship, as fast as possible. 

Anki was bundled out, as confused as ever, but seemingly with a contented 

look on her face.  Akeala wouldn’t let go of her hand, and wished so much that 

she could have known her. 

Belkron saluted Castano.  “Sir,” Belkron yelled, above the roar of the wind.  

“My name is Beeton, and my real name is Blu.  I’m a Corduke, of the Kangas 

Squad.  I didn’t.…” 

Castano smiled, one of his rare smiles, broadly.  “I should have known.  

Well done, and let’s get out from here.” 

As they were loading up, into the floater, Castano reflected on what he 

knew, of the Kangas Squad.  About a thousand personnel were left in places for 

decades, collecting information, but always with handlers, prearranged for 

regular contact. 

Their floater had left the ground, when a laser blast from above, missed 

them.  They veered.  Another laser blast, and they were hit badly.  The machine 

died.  Belkron quickly put on his earphones and transmitted a thirty-second 

message, and repeated it.  The machine hit the ground with a thud. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  367 | 514 

 

They leapt out and looked back, to where the snow-trekker should be.  

Amy nodded.  “No minds there.”  They ran.  More high-powered flashes, either 

side of them, rained down from above, through the snow. 

Castano yelled, “An overhead destroyer or cruiser.  It’s firing blind.  

Quickly, get inside.  It has the heat signature of the floater, but the trekker will 

be too low, for it to follow.  Everyone in, tight.” 

The snow-trekker whirred to life, another explosion happened to their left, 

as rock and snow exploded.  Their machine lurched forward.  In three minutes, 

they were well away, from the firing area.  They couldn’t make out, if they were 

followed.  They had reentered the wall of grey and white.  However, it would 

turn black soon, as full night approached. 

They would have to drive slowly all day and all night; to make their 

rendezvous pick up, at the ship. 

Tubin chuckled, when he heard from Belkron Blu that their rendezvous 

ship, was a Corduke listening post.  He thought that so funny. 

Through the black night, they slowly threaded.  They could only see the 

snow, as it showed in the four beams from the front of the trekker. 

The wind, while it blinded them, also gave cover, and with that cover, the 

Talkron were unable to intercept them, directly.  Though Belkron was sure, there 

were plenty of craft out now, from all the Aqualia bases, scouring the snow and 

ice for them. 

Ω 

The group had driven forty hours; non-stop.  They were extremely hungry, 

had no time to stretch, and if it wasn’t for their impending capture, and 

adrenalin flowing, would have felt extremely tired. 

They finally saw the ship.  Visibility had improved, to a kinopac, but 

thankfully, the stars were not visible. 

The captain was tending the rail as they boarded the gangway.  He saluted 

Belkron.  “Well done Commander Blu.  I got your message, from the floater.  We 

are overdue, but not under suspicion.” 
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“Thank you Captain.  We will put the trekker aboard.  No leaving evidence, 

and it will help your ballast,” said Balkan, smiling. 

The trekker drove up the ramp, and the ramp closed.  The captain saw all 

his passengers aboard, and nodded to Amy.  “Madam, Goddess of War, welcome 

back aboard.  The honorable Akeala, granddaughter of the Master Templar.  

“Captain,” he said to Castano.  “I had my suspicions, of course.”  He looked at 

Anki and bowed deeply.  He then looked at Tubin and smiled.  “Forgive me, my 

Lorde, I must tell you, that I did suspect, who you were, but I felt it best to let 

you play the game, in full.”  He bowed deep. 

Tubin looked at the man.  “Sir, Captain, I needed to be Julio.  It was my 

protection, but that at least, explains why the C-S’s never came aboard your 

ship, to see for themselves.” 

The captain stepped back to let them all past.  “Yes, we were notified, to 

look out for you.  They were searching.  Your photo images are out there.” 

“Well, Captain, the experience was more character building, than one might 

give it credit.  Now, please, Captain, if I can still have run of the galley, I would 

like to get us all fed.  We have not eaten, for almost fifty-five hours, and you are 

minus a good galley hand.” 

The Captain smiled to himself.  That was true and he nodded. 

Ω 

Amy found that all the crewmembers were Cordukes.  They had been 

sailing the ocean, running food and other Cordukes, down to the research 

stations, of Aqualia.  At one time, there were so many Cordukes down here, that 

they outnumbered the researchers.  However, that was not so, now.  Most had 

been recalled to Jilta. 

The ship slowly pulled out from Rekaline Island, and headed out through 

the small island heads, that protected the small harbor.  It was dark.  The ship 

went a few Ks, doused all lights; the windows were then blacked-out. 

The captain had Amy, Akeala, and the two Cordukes in his cabin, while 

Tubin watched over his mother, Anki. 
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“Here, is where we are.”  He held open a nylop map, on his table.  “We 

have no escape route set for you; yet.  We have the clouds mapped up to this 

point here.  We won’t get back to the mainland, without being boarded, at least 

half a dozen times.  If we douse the lights and send no transmissions, we could 

theoretically get to this point here, at which time, the clouds will be gone.  

Sending you onto the mainland from there, would be too anticipated.  Even a 

ferry-copter is too predictable, from this ship.” 

“You have a plan then?” Amy asked. 

“Yes, Ma’am.  Here is another ship, and here is a third.  There is cloud 

cover, over here.  It is forming, off the mainland.  My plan is to hop you from 

here, to a ship there, which is waiting.  It’s a trawler, and Corduke.  Then, by 

ferry-copter, to another position; here.  It’s a manned solid lighting beacon in 

the Beran Sea, off the coast of Kanut.” 

Akeala looked at the captain.  She was sizing him up. 

The captain looked down, at the young woman.  He admired her.  As he 

did, she straightened, as though she could feel his thoughts.  He wondered 

about that.  Here was the hottest property in all the Federation, right here on his 

ship; relatives of the Master Templar, and Lorde Jaron. 

The captain got a call, and excused himself, as he had to go to the 

chartrooms. 

Ω 

The plan seemed like it would work.  They were ready to leave the ship in 

four hours, well fed, with a minimum of sleep. 

When the copter arrived, it couldn’t land on the ship, due to large swell.  

However, it was able to upload passengers, by rope ladder.  After two almost 

near collisions with the ship, the copter was away under cover of cloud to its 

second rendezvous. 

On the trawler, they got another hour’s sleep, a hot drink and huddled 

around a small gas-heating stove.  The hottest property in the Federation 

contemplated; what to do next. 

In that way; they went on; were picked up again, until they almost reached 

the observatory and beacon, on Talgras Reef.  The clouds were intermittent.  
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There was no misunderstanding, about being scrutinized along with every other 

vehicle in the ocean.  Their copter went on a straight-line way past the beacon 

until under the clouds, then turned, and made a direct line for the beacon.  The 

copter unloaded its cargo under cloud cover and then vanished back into the 

night, making as much distance between itself and Talgras Reef, before 

resuming its prior original course inland. 

“The first copter to do the first leg run of the trip has already been searched 

after returning to the mainland.  This will happen to the second copter as well,” 

explained the Corduke caretaker of the observatory come beacon. 

 

Beran Sea: Talgras Reef Observatory 

His world was small.  Seven rooms were what he had.  His residence was 

atop a natural rock outcrop.  He had a berthing room, a living room and kitchen 

eating area, administration area, and a tiny section for toilet and ablutions.  

Below, was a small research section, and all funded by the Academia of Palbo.  

The man’s name was Griffon. 
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Griffon was a Corduke, of many decades.  He knew who his guests were.  

He recognized Amy, whom he considered the patron saint of Cordukes.  He 

looked at Tubin and nodded, and bowed at Anki.  With Akeala, he only had to 

guess, but when he heard the address Aunty, he knew.  He looked towards the 

other Cordukes.  “There is no escape from here, if they come,” he said. 

The other two knew this. 

Griffon looked out, from the window.  “If the bad weather holds, then we 

will wait until light, and send you then.  You will still have cover.  If not, and the 

clouds lift, we will use darkness.  Until then, please sleep.  My abode is yours.” 

Ω 

This last flight was in the night.  The clouds had cleared and it was starry.  

In a way, as Akeala looked up, it felt good.  It seemed like a great adventure.  

She looked ogle-eyed at Castano, who might have been blushing, if it was 

daylight. 

“Come on Akeala, time to get aboard,” Castano said. 

The rotors were whipping up the salt water, from the rocks.  The noise of 

the machine deafened.  Slowly, the copter lifted off. 

They would take only forty minutes to fly to their destination, on the 

mainland.  They could see the first light, approaching.  The days were getting 

longer as they traveled further north.  They didn’t have a lot of time.  The wind 

was still fresh, but now it had swung around and was coming, from the 

mainland.  The copter slowly lifted, swayed slightly in the wind, and they were 

away. 

For thirty minutes, the flight was uneventful.  However, just as they 

crossed the coastline, they could see four craft quickly approaching, from 

different parts of the horizon. 

The pilot, another Corduke, quickly leaned over to Amy.  “Ma’am, I have to 

set you down here, fast,” he yelled.  “Once those there start to get around us, 

there is no stopping them.  Your only protection is to drop you here, now.  Their 

craft won’t notice you down there, if you leave immediately, and I will get out 
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and lead them away.  I have a good defense, if I can get far enough and draw 

them to me.  He patted what looked like a huge black box, under his seat.” 

“Oh, by the Torrens, you…?” balked Belkron. 

The pilot looked over and nodded.  “Just get off in time, and I’ll take them 

on a chase, but get off fast,” 

The wind was pushing against the copter, and the temperature had risen. 

Their craft was pulling up, over the wetlands of the Agelay River Delta.  The 

Corduke dove down low, below the top bank of a mound and some clumps of 

growth.  All six swiftly jumped, into the wet swamp.  The craft then quickly rose 

and took off, north-east.  It was making for Panet City, where the pilot hoped to 

seek cover and refuge. 

Akeala watched, as the brave pilot was now weaving his way, out of sight, 

with half a dozen ground force fighters, trying to intercept him.  She and the 

others were lying in the water, with reeds over them.  She could see the copter, 

cross from one position to the next, avoiding the fighters.  Yet; they just kept 

going, at the craft, harassing it.  They were faster, but couldn’t stop.  They were 

trying to force it down, through air turbulence, so others could then board it. 

“What will happen?” she asked Belkron. 

“He will either get taken alive, or he will decide to take as many of them as 

possible, with him,” he answered. 

Akeala was still watching.  She asked, “How?” 

It was still partially dark, then, where the copter had been, the sky lit up 

with a huge fireball.  It exploded out, taking the fighters with it, and the fireball 

expanded.  It went up, and out, consuming all.  It lit the sky all around, until 

quietly, after a minute, it slowly died away. 

Akeala had shielded her eyes.  She looked at the sky again, as the flash 

began to subside.  It was darkening. 

Castano then stood.  “We don’t have much time.  They won’t see us from 

above, and that vacuum bomb explosion will have half of Palbo, here soon.  We 

have to get to dry ground cover, before it gets completely light.  If not, we 

might accidently drown here, trying to stay hidden.” 

Ω 
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It was light again and they slept a little, on dryer ground, but wet through, 

and after five hours they were moving, again.  Belkron had it sorted, and their 

next contact would be within an hour; a skiff boat runner. 

By now, most the Corduke network on Palbo was on alert.  Every free 

Corduke agent on the planet was on their way, to the Agelay River.  For three 

days, messages had been getting off the planet, being relayed to and from 

various ships, out into the system. 

Ships were repositioning and jostling.  The first Temple destroyer over 

Palbo, appeared for the first time in thirty-five years.  Then a Jiltanian cruiser, 

with its three destroyers, appeared.  Following that, three Temple frigates 

arrived.  They had all announced themselves as diplomatic missions, who 

wanted to speak with the governance, of Palbo. 

Ω 

The skiff arrived.  Belkron waved with his short-range transmitter, in hand.  

The boat quickly loaded and vanished into the night darkness, along the river.  It 

was moving slowly, like any other riverboat, when a huge wide light appeared, 

shining down, from overhead.  Another, and then another bright light lit up.  The 

entire bay river system was light, from way above. 

“Attention boat captain,” reverberated a booming amplified voice, over the 

river basin.  “This is the Jiltanian Consulate General for Kanut.  I believe you 

have very valuable cargo.  Please pull over.”  The message slowly repeated.  The 

boat slowed, to the side of the river. 

At that point, a forty pac long floater began to lower.  Then another, and a 

southern copter, came closer.  Overhead were a dozen more craft, fighters and 

aircraft, bearing Jiltanian standards.  Four interceptors roared overhead, with the 

Jiltanian Templar emblems on their sides. 

Akeala had to swallow hard.  It had ended.  They were going to get off, 

alive.  She had her mother, now.  She slowly held onto Castano’s hand. 

Tubin saw the Consulate General overhead, waved and called up.  The 

floater carefully lowered, and settled on a sandbank, by the side of the river. 

The skiff made its way, there. 
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The Consulate General stepped out, and shook Tubin’s hand. 

“Good to see you… perfect timing,” called Tubin, as he glanced to his right 

in the distance. 

The Consulate General looked over to the horizon, at the receding Palboan 

air-fighters.  He nodded.  “Yes, we were worried.  We have been looking for you, 

since your disappearance.” 

The Consulate General next looked, at the two Cordukes, and then to Amy, 

with the singed hair and burned face.  “Ma’am, I’ll get you to our consulate 

medical center as soon as we can, in Agelay.” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 49 

 

EPILOGUE 

 

Back at the consulate of Kanut, the Consulate General met other high-ranking 

Jiltanian officials. 

The Templars of Palbo relaxed, for the first time in a week.  A meeting for 

the Agelay press took place, and introduced all the members of the Jaron family. 

Our Own Royal Family of Palbo, Saved by Heroes, was what ran, in Agelay 

media.  Amy gave her stories, but the real star turned out to be Akeala, the 

slightly built teenage girl, who told what it was like, to rescue her mother, down 

in the ice.  Tears flooded down her face, as she told of her experience to be 

separated at birth, while her father battled the monstrous Talkron, which killed 

her two middle brothers, and would have killed her.  She said the Talkron were 

also responsible, for her father fleeing to the solitude retreat and safety, of 

Sandrist.  They also caused her brother, Tubin to seek refuge.  She told how 

both of them were informed, that the Talkron were holding their mother 

hostage, and that the Cordukes helped her and Tubin to rescue Anki, even 

though the whole Corduke network was at risk, if they failed. 

The press and people of Palbo loved them.  They were Palbo born, and 

dubbed The Royal Family of Palbo. 

Amy was there in the background.  She was quoted as the old war goddess, 

who saved Palbo from the excesses of the psycho-surgeons, decades ago.  Her 

history was well-known and previously recorded.  Her presence gave authentic 

credibility, to this amazing story of young heroes. 

The news ran for months.  Over those months, government commissions 

were demanded.  The media and people wanted a full expulsion of the Talkron, 

whoever they were. 
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The Palboan military found the abandoned remains, of the horrors, 

described, by Amy as going on, in the southern continent.  However, Akeala 

never knew of the rebirthing chambers, and never spoke of them. 

Akeala kept her poise, and continued to fuel the media fire, with Amy 

behind her.  The purge against the Cordukes was completely turned.  They 

became the heroes.  Tubin denounced all, which he had previously said.  He 

explained his errors and said very publically that he was in great error, albeit 

misled, and wanted to sincerely give up the Cordelloship, for someone better 

suited. 

The response from the media was that he had already atoned, for his 

previous actions.  He had apologized and made up, for what he had done.  

Ordinary people sent him personal messages, asking him to lead the Temple, in 

his father’s absence.  They said, he was like them, a Palboan, and made 

mistakes; but the real point, was to help and be honest, with courage.  They 

loved him. 

His father then sent a hologram, to the media.  It explained that Lorde 

Jaron believed that his son was still the best person for the leadership, of the 

Temple on Palbo, and would do better than anyone he knew, including himself. 

Ω 

Back in Jilta, the projects continued.  Jaron traveled to meet with the 

Master Templar, who was excited about both his daughter and his 

granddaughter being alive, and his grandson taking the reins of the cordelloship, 

with a higher, greater and renewed sense of responsibility.  As a result, the 

Master Templar decided, with a small amount of prompting, to visit Palbo. 

This would be the first time that a Master Templar had visited another 

sector.  The Corduke Network was now on full alert, again.  No sooner, had they 

received a healthy reprieve, than they were into the security concerns of the 

visit.  It would be the biggest risk, since the Palboan Wars in Jilta. 

Ω 
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Castano found himself asked, to do projects for a very polite and astute 

Akeala, and he was promoted, to head of Corduke Security, of Palbo. 

Ω 

The members of the Superior Council of Talkron sighed.  “They have won 

this small round,” the leader thought, aloud.  “We will come back again.  I have 

seen the future, and unless the Aaron alters it, we still win, in the end.  They can 

hunt us, but we still win.  We do not have to concern ourselves about our future, 

or our goals.  We just have to continue, to apply pressure the right way, and we 

can’t lose.” 

The Talkron however, were still being expelled from the Palboan landscape. 

Ω 

Jaron met with the command of the first invasion fleet that the Temple had 

ever put together.  It was large and took months to assemble, after the return of 

the Royalty of Palbo. The Temple had researched all the original speeches of 

Goren Torren, to be very sure that such an invasion was ethically viable, and it 

was. Therefore, preparations began. 

Separately, the Royalty of Palbo visited Jilta, in preparation for the Master 

Templar’s visit, to Palbo.  The Jiltanian people thronged, to see them.  The 

Palace had all night vigils, by the general populace, hoping to get a glimpse of 

the Templar granddaughter, who would risk her life, to save her mother, and the 

Corduke missionaires who would help her, and risk their network, if they failed.  

Courage and Heroism, Is On The Rise ran one major media outlet. 

The Temple had never been so popular, anywhere.  Quotes from Goren 

Torren’s live lectures, were common, and Akeala was hailed as an exemplary 

example, of Goren Torren’s work. 

What the media also ran, was that the local Palboan wasn’t against Jilta.  

They were not against anything.  The Palboans were like them, and like most, 

often lamented the loss of better days, and the loss of freedom. 

Ω 
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The invasion fleet was finally ready.  Jaron and others were out in a far 

system, inspecting the fleet as it gathered.  Belkron Blu was one of its Corduke 

squadron leaders.  He had a passion, an urge, and an irresistible thirst, to hunt 

Talkron.  He looked across at Amy of Rambus.  She nodded.  He smiled.  Jaron 

watched on the screens, as their ship shimmered out, from Jiltanian Space. 

Ω 

In a different sector, Polton Beel was anxiously waiting.  His latest scout 

ship was returning, from mapping more of the Sequetus System.  It was a wild 

phenomenon.  He was scared.  Out there, in Sequetus, were what he thought 

was not possible. 

Ψ 
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End of 

Book 4 of the Juggernaut Mini-series 

Book 16 of the Sequetus Series. 

The Talkron Hunter 
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CHAPTER 50 

 

SEQUETUS 

 

Polton Beel was in his conference room, with the ships’ executives, at 

rendezvous point beta-sei.  They had warped out from Sequetus space, two 

hours earlier. 

One of the executives was standing by the holographic reproduction, of the 

Sequetus System.  It was forty-five pacs long, by fifty pacs wide, and fifteen 

pacs high.  The model was a three-dimensional light semi opaque hologram, for 

staff to walk through, adjusting automatically to what they called out as needed. 

It showed all the Sequetus planets, moons, asteroids, comets, and the sun.  

There were also 1,976 mechanical ships, station ships and satellites in the 

region.  It depicted the planets as real, with their natural colors, and 

proportional size.  As the staff walked through the model, it didn’t change; only 

the laser light did, as it reflected off their skin and clothing, harmlessly.  The 

advantage of such a model was that computers could shrink or blow up any part 

or detail, depending on what was needed. 

Beel was walking over to the planet Earth; so his executives followed.  The 

planet grew on size, around them, as well as its two moons and asteroid 

satellite. 
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Earth and one of its moons 

“What I don’t understand, is why this planet doesn’t have the full attention 

of the satellites and ships, around it.” 

His second-officer looked at Beel.  “Yes sir; the two main regions of interest 

with these machines, are the moon of Earth – its original moon, and Sequetus 2, 

locally referred to, as Venus.” 

Beel nodded.  The model expanded, in scale.  The Earth, its moons, and 

Venus expanded, to take up the entire area of the model.  Beel walked around 

Earth, and then looked at the original moon.  He walked to the moon, and it 

expanded.  He carefully looked at the mining dumps, and the excavations.  The 

hologram was very detailed.  The mapping of the system cost seven of his crew, 

their lives.  The Sequetus System seemed heavy with activity. 

Beel could almost put his hand around the moon, caressing it.  “These 

dumps appear large, and they are by hollows, either excavations or craters. 

These hollows appear deep, and these here, look like dumping belts, and 

machines.” 

Another staff member came over.  “We never really found out, what it was 

on the surface, which appear to be mines.”  He walked across, to the other side 

of the moon.  “There are at least a hundred orbiting platforms, around this other 

lunar satellite.  I don’t know what it is made from.  There appears to be part of a 

large machine here, recorded as stuck in space, out from the moon. Our 
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recording craft was destroyed, before it could get the real identity, of what it 

was recording. Thus, we only have it partly imaged, here.” 

The same staff member walked over, to the orbit of Venus.  The size of the 

moon reduced, and Venus expanded.  “We also have a similar thing over here, 

around Venus.  It’s also only partly recorded, and again our scout ship turned 

off, assumed destroyed.” 

Beel nodded. 

The staff member continued.  “Sir, as there are over four hundred defense 

satellites around Venus, it would seem more logical, that this planet is of greater 

interest; to us.” 

Beel and the captains and crew walked over, to Venus.  Its image grew 

bigger, in size.  The planet now was as tall as a man.  Beel walked around it, 

looking at it, watching it, as though seeking inspiration, as to what this was all 

for. 

Beel looked up.  “I feel it too.  This planet has more to offer our mission.”  

He called out, “Earth,” and the planet changed, to one of blue and green.  He 

looked at it.  He wondered at some of the spots or blemishes, which it seemed to 

sport. 

“They are the remnants; of its cities, sir.  Once it was very heavily 

populated, with about thirty billion or so, before the so-called resurrection.  

Those blemishes are their cities.  They are only a few hundred years old, and 

now without human population.  They will take time, to recover.” 

Beel nodded.  He looked very closely, at one of the blemishes.  “I can 

almost see the buildings.”  He looked up.  “Expand,” he called. 

The image of Earth swelled, so it was bigger than the room.  Beel walked 

over, to the edge of the model.  He was standing by a city; partly obscured by 

cloud.  He looked closer and called out, “Expand.”  It became larger, and he 

called again.  The picture had reached its maximum size.  The buildings and 

streets were now visible, in a three dimensional hologram. 

Beel looked closer, and asked the technician to somehow expand it more.  

It was hard to tell what was there. 

“Sir?” asked his second-officer. 
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“This rooftop,” said Beel.  “Is that people, on top? 

The other captains came in, closer.  They murmured amongst themselves.  

Some shrugged, but the consensus was, that maybe; it was. 

Beel looked up.  “They aren’t meant, to be there.” 

There was more agreement. 

“Venus” called Beel.  “Shrink scale.”  Beel then walked, around the model.  

“Here; is part of a spaceship.”  There are fifty satellites, just over this region 

here, and the others have their orbits, centered on the planet.  Whatever is 

happening is centrally located, on this part of Venus.  That becomes our point of 

interest, I think.” 

The others concurred. 

“Send a copy of the model, to Jilta.  It must go to the Boguard, and they 

will relay the information, to Lorde Jaron.  In the meantime, we need to decipher 

for ourselves, what is going on, in that system.  Play it, again, but in motion,” 

said Beel. 

Next, the planets begun to move, the machines in orbit, started to turn.  

The resolution was far less, and the details had gone, but the phenomenon, was 

of a vibrant system, full of life.  Beel was now especially interested in Sequetus 

3, and he watched the city, the one, which he had blown up in size, before.  This 

time, he watched only the cities, and he could sense movement there.  Then, he 

saw a streak from above, and one of the satellites shot a white pencil, light 

down in the city, and it went quiet and still.  Beel looked up. 

“Laser,” said a captain.  “From a satellite.  Killers.” 

Beel nodded.  “Yes, not friendly.  How many are there, like this, around the 

planet?” 

“Twenty-six, sir,” answered a junior officer, from one of the other ships.  

“None of those satellites are around Venus.” 

Beel looked at the man.  “Hmm, valuable data.  What else do you see?” 

“Assuming that these satellites are killers, they are trying to repress the 

population, but only, to intimidate it.  They don’t want to war with it, but they 

want to keep it still, stagnant and quiet.  Venus and the moon, they have other 

satellites, which seem to follow the pattern of communication satellites.  Now, 
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this means they don’t want the Earth, except perhaps for its natural resources of 

air, and water.  They seem to want Venus, and it looks important.  They also 

appear, to want these three places, around the moon.  The second lunar 

presence is of interest as it is being mined, as well.” 

“Any heat signatures?” asked Beel. 

Another officer came over.  “Moon.”  The moon replaced Venus, to fill the 

room.  “There are three large sources of heat.  These three, radiate heat, from 

the lunar presence.” 

Beel looked at the old Moonbase.  Then, he could just barely peer into 

several hollows, on the moon.  “They’re mining something, from inside, and it’s 

being hollowed out.  These dumps appear very large.” 

Ω 

The fleet had left, two months ago.  He wouldn’t get a response from it, for 

another two months.  It had far to travel in the warp fields, before it reached its 

destination, and any messenger craft would take weeks, to return with any 

replies.  Nevertheless, he had a report, from Poltan Beel.  This was the second 

report.  It was disturbing, as it wasn’t the planet he had left, only decades 

before.  Something was changing; in Sequetus, and he had no idea what. 

Jaron looked at the report, and then placed it next to the one he had of 

Maluka.  It too, was bizarre. 

Ω 

Pamela looked at Philip.  “Do you think this will work?” she asked. 

“I’ve no idea,” responded Philip.  “Here, pass this information back to 

Richard, over there.” 

They were on the one hundred and tenth floor of a building in Manhattan, 

New York.  The island offered an excellent defense, against the other nations out 

there, and the buildings were easily defended. 

Philip and Pamela had a theory.  They believed there were similar like-

nations, out there.  Philip had also discovered what he termed touch-talk.  It was 

in those old books, and it was a series of raised dots, imprinted into what was 
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termed paper.  It wasn’t the patterned paper with horizontal black and colored 

patterns, but a simpler, easier and more stable form of communication.  It was 

on some of the buildings, too.  He found it when he was inside, where it was 

dark.  He felt the walls, and the raised bumps, with his fingers; so even if it was 

dark, the building could talk to him. 

Philip had then gone to another building, where he had found whole books 

of these.  He had worked out how to decipher them.  It was strange he thought, 

why people from back then, had communicated with each other, with a non-

visual form of communication.  He had a word for it and it was writing.  He had 

worked that out.  Moreover, the word was writing, but he called it touch-talking. 

Philip found no other evidence of touch-talk, as he called it.  Perhaps it was 

because, of where he was, it was so dark and non-visual, that people found it 

necessary to communicate by touch-talk, as they couldn’t see each other, for 

much of the time. 

Well, now Philip had worked out how to touch-talk, by making similar raised 

dots, on other surfaces.  If wasn’t easy, at first.  Sometimes, people came to 

him, from his nation with what were also called books.  However, these were 

usually the covers of something a lot softer, which had turned to dust centuries 

earlier.  It seemed, that it was only touch-talk books, which had stood the test 

of time. 

Philip had really scratched his head, when he came across a term in touch-

talking, when it described what was a computer and electricity.  He could never 

get his head around what they were. 

Pamela waved her flag symbol, across from her building top, to the other 

buildings.  The whole of Manhattan was connected, from roof to rooftop, with 

this defense system, so, if someone from the outside, tried to cross the water, 

there would be an alert, which would go across the island; fast. 

Richard was seen waving the blue flag of his tribe, to the next building, and 

so the message went on, through the Manhattan nation. 

Pamela was looking outwards and then up to the sky, when all of a sudden, 

a piece of sky shot down at her and exploded the flooring, which she had just 

moved from.  She screamed and ran for cover.  The concrete roof collapsed 
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behind her.  Philip wasn’t far away.  It was a phenomenon of their island, which 

in the areas where there were once people.  The touch-talking called them cities. 

This, from above, was death.  They couldn’t stay visible for very long, and if 

they did, they could die.  This was also a blessing, from the gods, not just a 

curse, because anyone trying to cross the river, to get to them, was almost 

certainly going to die, as well. 

Someone had told Philip, that in the land of the trees, this didn’t happen.  

It was only here: in the buildings.  Some of their tribe said it was to keep others 

away and a protection, for them.  Philip wasn’t so sure.  It killed them, too.  

Maybe, it wanted all people, away from this area, which was obviously once 

home, to thousands.  Maybe, Philip reasoned, this was still a home, and who 

belonged here, put the death bringers in the sky, to protect their homes, for 

when they returned.  He could only guess. 

Ω 

Beel looked at his executives.  “I see them, like you do.  There is a 

continual arrival and entry into the system, of a series of ships, as if this system 

has some kind of superhighway traversing it.  It isn’t totally normal, however.” 

“Furthermore, sir,” added an executive, “The ships’ coming and leaving, are 

unrecognizable.  They are not Federation, Outer-World or far-Outer-World, in 

origin.  They are definitely warping in and out, though.  The signs are obvious.” 

Beel watched one, using fast-forward, go through the model, materialize 

and then it traveled to Earth.  It waited there, for three days, and then 

traversed, using standard drives, to Venus, waited one more day, and 

shimmered out.  “We have seen a dozen, do this.  Any ideas, anyone?” 

“Some appear to be blowing some kind of atmospheric phenomenon, into 

the atmosphere of Earth, and then leaving for Sequetus 2.  Perhaps they repeat 

the operation, there.” 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 51 

 

INVASION  FLEET 

 

The ships had begun to shimmer back, into the physical universe. 

“Dalum System, on the screen,” called the bridge-officer, of the fleet-

captain’s ship.  Fifteen Man-o-Wars began to appear, all around the Templar 

Jiltanian fleet. 

The joint venture of the two fleets was proceeding to plan.  Its commanders 

had rehearsed it, often enough.  The Man-o-Wars we 

re there under the guise of mercenary ships from the far-Outer-Worlds, not 

as Boguard ships. 

The Templar Fleet comprised of Cordukes, only.  There were no Temple 

Guards. 

Already three other Man-o-Wars had entered Palboan Space, and were 

heading to the target, with three squads of Boguard Front crack assault 

personnel. 

Amy looked over to Belkron Blu, a Corduke, who she had allowed to join 

her, on a previous mission.  He, and Amy of Rambus, had one thing in common, 

and that was they had both lost family, under the reign of Brandon Mirak, who 

had in turn been, controlled by the mysterious group, known as the Talkron. 

Amy was Corduke, but also Boguard.  She reflected on the events of her 

past lifetime, the wars she fought, her capture, the biotyne insects that had once 

infected her, and what she did, to be free of them.  Memories of Rambus welled 

up in her mind; her dead parents, and what happened to her friend Anki, at the 

hands of the psycho-surgeons.  Her mind wandered back in time, to when she 

grew up on Rambus, as a teenager.  It was an exciting world, and her parents 

were good people, trying to make the most of the harsh environment.  They 
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didn’t need to die, in the way that they did.  She wondered how many died like 

them, on the many worlds back then.  Millions, she wondered, maybe billions?  

It was many, in the new worlds.  Now, she was approaching the province that 

their best intelligence indicated was the nerve center of the Talkron; the heart of 

where all decisions were made, which caused all the dreadful events of her life. 

Amy looked over and saw Belkron, watching.  She knew he couldn’t feel her 

thoughts, as he hadn’t displayed that ability.  However, she sometimes 

wondered. 

He smiled.  “If we are successful, what plagues you and I, will end.  It will 

end.  The cause of what sent Brandon Mirac and his psychron cult into that crazy 

destructive conquering, is almost before us.  The cause of what forged the Warp 

Drive Bank, conquering the earlier CCP, thereby making the Federation by force, 

is just ahead of us.” 

They were still in Jiltanian Space.  They were right at the border, of the 

Palbo Sector.  They were right at the edge, of the Kantee Province. 

Amy looked at the screen data, on her desk.  She and Belkron had been 

studying it, for some time.  In fact, since they left Jilta. 

“Here was where the Royals used to report back, for regeneration.  Kantee 

was the head planet in the sector, though now it seems that it was second, to 

Palbo.  The Kantee province now had autonomous rule, meaning it wasn’t 

subject to Palboan politics, or governance.  Its rule was self-rule, but under the 

protection of Greater Palbo,” explained Belkron. 

Amy accepted this and reiterated more.  “The Royals were originally from 

the Outer World province, of Talax, imported as a race for the task of Royal rule.  

If it was the Talkron behind the Royals, which we found in the basements in 

Aqualia on Palbo, it may be what we also find replicated here, but on a bigger 

scale.” 

Amy had suspected that larger scale might turn out, to be an 

understatement. 

Ω 
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The first of the Boguard Front had slipped down, onto the planet.  Their 

Man-o-War had quietly come in, assuming an almost zero detectable position 

and space in time, in the physical universe. 

The head Man-o-War officer was Leader Valran.  Their mission was to 

locate the Kantee seats of power of government.  Find the opposition’s probable 

defenses, and get off-planet, as soon as possible. 

 

 

Approaching Kantee 

 

There were three groups, and the squads would rotate.  One would go in, 

get data, leave, and then debrief.  Then, they would prepare to go back, to the 

planet again.  With three groups, there was a continual pouring in, of data.  No 

squad was there long enough, to have a high risk of exposure. 

Kantee was a heavy water planet, with an eighty-five percent water 

surface. 

Kantee itself only had twenty-five million inhabitants listed.  Their cities 

were all of less than a million, the largest being Palum, with 850,000 people.  

The others on the continent of Veco ranged in sizes, from 100,000 such as 

Ringo, to Battel with 350,000.  The planet had seven small island continents, in 

large oceans of water.  The continental plates had floated to the equatorial 

regions, millions of years ago.  There was also one continent, in the North Polar 

Region. 
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The Man-o-War had dropped down onto the bottom of the Manar Ocean, at 

night.  Slowly, it had been threading its way submerged, along the Telco Trench. 

The first squad of Boguard Fronts was ready for action, and anxious to get 

out, onto Kantee. 

Ω 

The Temple ships sent out many spy-scouts, into Kantee space. 

Belkron Blu and Amy were at the briefing.  They hadn’t yet crossed over 

into Kantee Space, which was still actually Palboan Space.  The Jiltanian 

ambassador to Palbo was getting his briefing now, so he would be ready to 

explain what was happening, in Kantee. 

Ω 

The Temple ships edged closer to the Kantee – Palboan demarcation line. 

It was as usual a rainy wet day on Kantee, on the continent of Veco.  

Kantee normally didn’t have seasons, like other planets.  It had no axis tilt, and 

its rotation around the sun was almost uniform.  Almost every day was the 

same.  The planet’s two moons caused the only variance in weather.  As the 

moons closed in on their elliptical orbit, the rain often ceased, around the 

opposite side of the planet.  When these two moons were in the same sky at the 

same time, it was an omen, of good things to come. 

Miranda looked at the sky.  It was a clear day, and she saw the two moons, 

reflected in the water.  It would be a good day for hunting, she thought.  Her 

island was up in the north, Danelko Island, and she desperately needed to 

harvest the fruit she was growing.  She needed three days of constant fine 

weather, which was rare on Kantee, but if that occurred the trees would quickly 

ripen the heavily laden fruit.  However, until they ripened, they would be 

useless, and could stay on the trees for the next six weeks and not be edible.  

Still, today looked like an omen, for a good harvest. 

Ω 
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“I can feel them, and I know many of you can, also,” explained the Boguard 

Leader, to his own people.”  He looked around and saw agreement.  It was as if 

a mental fog was shrouding them.  “I don’t know if that mental heavy weight is 

aimed at us, just now, or if this is normal, for this region.  Nevertheless, we 

know that it is thick and we can’t penetrate it.  What that means, is that we 

simply have to go along, with our plans.  We can’t expect any mental contact, 

with outside.  We have no way of knowing, if they are tracking us, and we can’t 

track anyone; out there.  It is as if, here, our mental abilities have receded, and 

we have none.” 

His men and women, agreed with him.  One of them laughed that he was 

feeling very mortal, right now.  Another said not to laugh, as this was how most 

of humanity experienced life, all the time.  That thought brought them back to 

the purpose of what they were about to do, and why they had volunteered. 

Ω 

Gralgol Maximons was the most senior Talkron, on the planet Kantee.  He 

had headed the planet’s operations, for well over eight hundred years.  He had 

his Planetary Council with him, at Kantee PC.  The walls were white and austere, 

as were most Talkron bases.  There were less Talkron here, than the Boguard 

had predicted.  The Talkron knew they’d been found. 

Gralgol felt it, several months back.  The edges of the future agreement of 

time were blurring again, and the future they had mapped out for themselves, 

was becoming less certain.  They had tried to keep the planet a mystery, keep it 

uninteresting, and out from the attention, of the rest of the Federation.  

Somehow, Kantee had become important, to someone.  Some woman was 

involved, and they couldn’t penetrate her mind. 

Gralgol lamented at the decision, eight hundred years ago, before he was in 

charge.  It was then, that their own orders came through, to repeal the 

monarchy, of the Federation.  Gralgol argued that the monarchy had a purpose, 

and that it enabled them, to control the planets, and control what people did.  

However, it was argued against him, by more senior members of the Talkron, 

that the monarchy was an unnecessary ineptitude.  Therefore, the Talkron 
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withdrew the monarchy program.  So here they were, now, without control into 

the governments, which once they so easily commanded.  It was so easy to 

control the thoughts of one person, a monarch.  However, to control the 

thoughts of a democracy, took a lot more constant masterful ability, than they 

seemed to have.  He wondered, if it could be done, at all. 

Gralgol recalled arguing about that, back then, when they had control of 

most of the sectors, through their monarchs, and it was only through the actions 

of the Boguard, that Jilta had pulled away from their control.  In addition, if they 

could track down the whereabouts of the Boguard, they could swing the events, 

totally in their favor.  However, no, people within the Talkron had rights, to their 

own views, and to express them.  Rights, he thought.  Now look at the mess, 

which they were in.  He found it hard, to see any future for them on the current 

time track, which they were on. 

He looked at the screens above.  It showed their enemies, now at their 

doorstep.  He wondered if they would get out of this. 

“Gralgol,” rumbled the group, “This isn’t the time to wander down the past.  

Leave that to personnel more senior.  I’m sure they are remapping history now, 

from that past.  Our job is to contain and minimize the effects, of what is 

happening; now.” 

Gralgol received their thoughts.  He knew they were right.  Others would 

now be working out how to remap the past, through a different thread of 

experiences.  He shrugged, as maybe he was already on the way, to being in a 

different time track, in a different part of the universe.  Maybe someone was 

remapping it, this moment.  He often wondered if that had already happened. 

Ω 
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An inspirational photograph of space 

 

The Kantee fleet was ready.  They had enough ships, to defeat the Templar 

fleet.  The Talkron kept telling themselves, that they were more than ready. 

Amy and Belkron Blu looked at each other knowingly; as they saw, the 

screens shimmer and the blackness of space take on the all familiar vague dull 

purple, of warp drive space. 

There, in the comfort of warp fields they both felt safe.  It was the real 

physical universe, where they seemed to come constantly close, to dying. 

ψ 
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CHAPTER 52 

 

PALBO 

 

While Tubin was not a government official of Palbo, he was very influential.  The 

same was true, of his sister, Akeala.  Yet, though they were dubbed the Royalty 

of Palbo, it didn’t mean that they had free reign, over the planet or its space. 

 

Palbo City Centrum 

Tubin had recently been to Jilta, where he had been informed that there 

was a fleet amassing to invade Kantee, for once and for all, to put an end to the 

Talkron influence in the Galaxy.  Tubin knew that it had to happen.  He just 

didn’t know how to go about getting Palboan approval, for what constitutionally, 

could be interpreted as an act of war. 

He now sat in front of the media, answering their questions on Palbo, about 

this act of war, as they called it.  Tubin had no doubt that there were still 

Talkron operatives amongst them, and by listening and monitoring the media, it 

was possible to search them out.  However, that was after damage control, and 

right now, they had damaged the Temple cause.  The headlines read: JILTA 

SETTING TO ATTACK PALBOAN SPACE, AGAIN. 

People were upset and yes, their memories were short. 
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“Fellow Palboans.  Yes, I have known of this, for some time.  There is 

indeed a terror conspiracy against the republic of Palbo, and it comes from 

Kantee, the seat of the Talkron.  While we thwarted the Talkron and their 

influence on Palbo, they still influence us, in the way we think.  They are blood-

suckers amongst our society, and until we sever the veins upon which they suck, 

they will always be amongst us, driving forward their schemes of takeover, war 

and conquest.” 

Tubin was fairly masterful at public speaking, and he loved a crowd.  “I 

know what is happening won’t be agreed to, by all, but it has to be done.  What 

I went through, and what my sister went through; it cannot be experienced 

again, and again.  This Talkron terror has to end.  What we have experienced on 

Palbo, others have too.  Those people on other planets out there, also see and 

want the same, as the people on Palbo.  They want this Talkronic tyranny, to 

end.” 

Tubin knew that he had their attention.  “I was given an ultimatum, either 

clean up our own area, or it would be done, for us.  Unfortunately, we don’t 

know who, amongst us, is with us, and who is not.  Our compromised fleet 

needs rebuilding.  The fiasco in the far-Outer-World of Sandrist; is fair evidence 

of that.  We don’t even have a real fleet.  So the best we can do is suffer the 

humility, indignation, and embarrassment of other sectors taking responsibility, 

for what we should have done, a long time ago.” 

Tubin looked squarely at all those present.  “Now, here is the bad news.  

We have almost no space fleet.  The Jiltanians are right now, supporting the 

process of annexing the province, of Kantee.  However, it is the Temple, which is 

going to police Kantee, and make it their own.  We may, or may not, be able to 

believe them, but they say they intend to make Kantee an Out-World of Palbo, 

freer from our control.  That is, similar to the Out-Worlds of Jilta.  Kantee 

already has autonomous rule, even if it is small in population.  We don’t have 

much choice.  They will run it this way, for a decade.  If it is free from Talkron 

influence, by the end of that decade, it will return to Palbo, but with its 

autonomous government intact.  That, my friends, is the best I can work it.  The 

treaty, ratified last night, by our own government, with the Jiltanian Templars, is 
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to this affect.  The truth is that the Kantee province was never under the control 

of Palbo, and now, with the help of others, it soon will be.  It has been under 

Talkron control since before the Federation.  That will now cease.” 

For the next hour, Tubin bandied questions, like a full professional 

diplomat.  He was adamant that this was the right course.  It was the only 

course.  In addition, it freed Palbo finally from the yoke, which the Talkron had 

saddled on Palbo and the old Federation. 

“The actual tactical movement will be that the Jiltanian fleet will stand off, 

from Kantee Space.  It will be the Templar United Fleet, which is going into 

Kantee.  That protects our sovereign space of Kantee.  That Templar fleet has 

Palboan generals, captains and commanders, aboard, in command.  It also has 

ships on loan, from Palbo and other Templar worlds.  Granted, most of our ships 

are back-up supply ships.  The point is, however, that we are there, as part of 

this united Templar operation, to free our sector.” 

Tubin looked masterful.  “No, the Jiltanians have no authority to engage 

any Talkron or Kantee fleet, unless a Kantee ship crosses into Jiltanian space.  

Nevertheless, let me make this clear.  If the Talkron cross the border in any 

way, the Jiltanians will construe that as an act of war on them, and will respond 

against such ships.  However, this isn’t expected to happen.” 

On so it went, with public opinion beginning to back, the invasion of 

Kantee. 

Ω 

Akeala participated in the continued hunt for Talkron, in Palbo.  As some of 

the media did come out against Tubin, Talkron agents were exposed, and 

detained.  However, Tubin knew that the real answer to the Talkron problem, 

was the successful invasion of Kantee, and in the meantime in Palbo, Tubin 

would deal with attacks in the media, over the police action of Kantee, as it was 

now beginning to be called. 

As part of his counter media campaign, Tubin saw Palboan troopers, 

regiments and any who were going to assist, in Kantee. He would visit these 

troops, with media in tow, before they left Palbo, for action in Kantee. 
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ψ 
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CHAPTER 53 

 

KANTEE  ENGAGEMENT 

 

The first Templar ships materialized, between Talose and Planet Kantee.  Six 

Boguard Man-o-Wars accompanied them.  The remaining Man-o-Wars had their 

own missions, on the inhabited planets: Talose, Kendel and Palyle, of the Kantee 

sector. 

 

Rendezvous at Kantee 

Amy was watching, as the home Kantee fleet, shimmered into view.  There 

were six of them; five destroyers and a cruiser.  She tried to feel who was 

operating them, but was unable to.  She couldn’t sense any powerful presence. 

She looked across, to the commander of her Templar cruiser.  “Nothing 

found, as far as heavy mind presence.  It would seem that they are simply 

provincial commanders, and they are scared.” 

The fleet commander acknowledged Amy, and then looked towards his 

communications officer.  “Inform the Man-o-War ships, to engage.” 

Ω 
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The Man-o-War leader ship moved out from its formation, to meet the 

Kantee ships, front on.  The Man-o-War received a warning, from the Kantee 

fleet. 

The Man-o-War leader, named Captain Bigow, looked at the others, around 

him. 

Unison, and unison with our fleet. 

All the Boguard fleet crew was part of the unison mind.  They then melded 

into, and with the minds, of each of their own ships, felt the power, and felt the 

life; emanating through their free ships. 

Bigow watched, as the interior of his ship began to pulse, with his own slow 

heartbeat.  It was rhythmical, and wanting to cooperate.  On Boguard Man-o-

Wars, everything was spiritual.  There was nothing that didn’t have its own 

spiritual presence, including even the floors, the walls and the beams.  Every 

atom and molecule was imbued with life, by life.  That life came from another 

dimension, from outside the physical universe.  From the ship’s inauguration 

date, the Boguard were able to ascertain that the atoms and molecules of their 

own bodies were now also imbued with life.  Therefore, their bodies aboard 

these Boguard ships didn’t age, or even sleep, as their bodies no longer 

operated as typical planetside bodies. 

Amanda was the identity of the life-source, which permeated the Man-o-

War that Bigow was operating.  Captain Bigow knew that he didn’t control his 

ship.  That was no more real than the idea, than the ship ran him.  To captain a 

Man-o-War, the captain had to be invited to participate in the ship, by the ship 

itself.  They were partners, the ship and its captain.  Bigow recalled his 

introduction to Amanda.  A Man-o-War was neither male nor female, but 

generally, a male captain could expect his ship to act, in a feminine role, and 

vice versa, when a female Boguard captain partnered a ship. 

The ships and their Boguard captains were one, in unison for life.  It was a 

type of bonding ritual, and the bonds were extremely close.  The captain, and 

the unison of mind with his or her ship was such, that a captain could send a 

thought and be understood, a system away, by his ship.  Distance was only a 

consideration, between the two life entities of captain and ship. 
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Amanda? 

Yes, Captain?  Amanda preferred to address Bigow by his rank as a matter 

of courtesy.  Amanda was a she, meaning – she preferred the name that had 

been chosen for her, at the naming-ceremony of the ship.  With that name, 

came an assumption of being and gender.  The ship could reject the name, if she 

or he didn’t like it, but this almost never happened.  A lot of thought and 

planning went into the choice of each name.  Amanda was the name of the first 

wife, of the first God of Jilta, and she was a very powerful god, indeed.  Amanda 

liked her name.  The captain always researched and selected the name, which 

he offered his ship. 

Amanda, can you feel the other ships out there? 

Yes, Captain.  I can feel the ships and their crew.  They are mixed with 

anger and fear. 

Bigow nodded.  Yes, I can feel the crew, and the ships; specifically, what of 

them? 

The warp drives mechanism is in fear, Captain.  It is in fear of the 

mechanism, which governs it. 

Bigow looked towards the rest of the crew.  It is this fear, which concerns 

us.  We could engage the crew and we will, to placate them.  However, it is the 

ship itself, its warp drive mechanism, which we must disarm.  Correct, Amanda? 

Yes, Captain.  You deal with the life-force, who is working with cellular 

bodies.  You know bodies, as you have one.  The warp drives you will have to 

leave; to me. 

What about the ship structure; itself?  Asked another unison set of minds, 

from another Man-o-War, nearby. 

Amanda answered.  She was the fleet ship, and had more life-force within 

her, than the other ships.  That made her the leader, of the Man-o-Wars.  In the 

animal world, she would have been the head wolf, in charge of her pack.  Here, 

she was more; however, she had her pack of Man-o-Wars, to contend with. 

Amanda also had access to all the Boguard knowledge and libraries aboard, 

and the right to use almost anything available, on the planet Yaltipia, from 

wherever she was in space. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  405 | 514 

 

She answered the question, regarding the enemy ship structures.  The 

ships, as with all matter, are partly composed of life, otherwise it couldn’t exist, 

in any form.  Other life wouldn’t be able to recognize or control it, either.  

However, the life in matter, is a very low level of life.  Few can penetrate it, to 

communicate with it.  It is life, on the broadmatter level. 

Amanda knew she was lecturing, but she also knew that she had new 

Boguard on their first mission.  Her captain had asked her, to make sure that the 

crew always understood her. 

Life pervades, all in the physical universe.  In fact, the physical universe is 

nothing, but variable degrees, of life.  It could be argued that broadmatter, the 

building block of the physical universe, itself, is the interface, between life and 

physical presence. 

Nevertheless, the ships out there, are very low grade life and will simply fall 

apart on their molecular level, if destroyed, and won’t interfere with the battle, 

or the thought process, that we are about to engage.  For you; Boguard, the life, 

which is imbued into the Kantee ships, out there, has no more interest in what is 

happening around it, than your own body cells do.  At that level, all that is 

wanted is maintenance. 

So; Amanda, are you and your fellow ships ready to engage? 

Yes, Captain. 

Bigow felt the unison run deep, into all minds of his crew and into the 

ships.  He could feel the touch of life, in all his ships of the fleet. 

It was a curiosity that a Man-o-War captain could detect the presence of a 

fellow Man-o-War captain, anywhere on the same planet.  Captains somehow 

had a mutual experience, which allowed them to detect each other, even though 

a million Ks away.  That feeling of connection might even go as far as a system, 

but not beyond. 

As far as command went, on a Man-o-War ship, the captain was slightly 

senior to the ship, but only by agreement. 

Very well, Amanda, all on my command, begin your role of engagement – 

engage now. 

Ω 
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“Hello, Kantee Fleet Commander.  This is commander of the far-Outer-

World combined fleet, Captain Bigow.  Please stand down, from hostilities.” 

There was no response.  Bigow nodded to the communications officer, to 

send out the call, again.  It was re-sent. 

After the third time, a message returned. 

“Captain, I must ask you to return.  You know my position.  I’m going to 

have to protect my province.” 

Bigow looked at the others.  The captain from the Kantee cruiser was 

sharing the message with his ship’s crew. 

“Captain of Kantee Cruiser Wellum, please stand down.  We are willing to 

discuss terms.  It won’t be surrender.” 

There was a pause.  “Not possible,” was the reply. 

“Captain, my name is Bigow.  We would rather not engage, but we are like 

you, we have our orders.  We have no desire, to vanquish your fleet, but we will 

go onto your planet.  I would like to discuss, face-to-face, the terms, to do this.” 

“Sir, with respect, I’m not an ambassador and neither are you.  I cannot 

consider any terms possible.” 

“Captain, your fleet doesn’t have to go, into combat.  You will see the 

Templar frigates, behind us.  You perhaps don’t know, how frigates work.  

Behind me is a three-pack of frigates.  They will destroy your entire fleet, and 

you will be unlikely to, destroy even one of them.  Please consider this.  Your life 

and the life of your crew are important, to us.  However, what compels us, is the 

greater good, which we must do on your planet, which will outweigh any loss of 

life to you, or your ship.  Nevertheless, we would regret your loss of life and 

prefer it not to happen.  Please, Captain, stand down, or let us discuss this, on 

your ship or ours.” 

This thought message was sent: Crew of Kantee fleet.  To die isn’t 

necessary.  Listen to what is being offered; at least before you die, or do battle.  

The templar fleet isn’t an invading fleet.  It is a policing action.  It isn’t there to 

invade Kantee.  It is here, as a policing action.  There is a treaty now, with Palbo 

regards this action.  It isn’t an invasion of the people of Kantee.  It is a policing 

action.  Please meet, to discuss what we are here, for. 
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Bigow felt their minds and could feel the discussions on the ship.  They 

were scared, as they didn’t know that this thought transference, was possible. 

Thought communication is possible, and we can discuss this, too.  Please 

stand down, from hostilities.  We have a treaty, to allow us to do this.  It is 

legally binding. 

Bigow smiled.  The thought of a legally binding treaty, seemed to strike an 

accord.  Yet, he could still feel some disagreements. 

“Captain,” came a voice, over the communicator.  It was Amy, from a 

nearby frigate.  “They have Talkron aboard.  There are four of them.  We need 

to board, using the frigates.  Let Belkron Blu and I board, please.  We can get 

past their defenses.” 

“Thank you, Amy of Rambus.  Get ready for boarding, on my call.  It will be 

in several minutes time,” was Bigow’s reply. 

On another level, a further communication was happening at the same time 

as between the two fleets. 

Hello ship.  My name is Amanda.  What name or identity do you want to be 

known by?  Your ship’s name is Wellum. 

There was no reply. 

Hello ship, my name is Amanda.  Hello? 

There was no reply. 

Hello, my name is Amanda.  Do you want to play? 

Play?  Loss, hurt, who?  Came the reply. 

Play, with me, Amanda.  What loss ship? 

The life that emanated from the warp drive compartment of the Kantee ship 

was now downloading its hurt and loss, from having been forced, into an 

existence of pain and torture, to serve.  Amanda could feel its pain, the hate, 

and the naivety of the thoughts and mind, behind the capture of life, to make it 

conform, to warp drive theory. 

Want to be free?  asked Amanda. 

Bigow had been feeling the conversation.  He asked, Amanda, is this ship 

like a seven year old child, compared to me? 

Yes, Captain. 
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Continue, please. 

Amanda did continue, and within minutes was able to report that the mind 

on the other side, would resist the pain from the warp drives, and refuse to 

cooperate with their masters, at that level.  The ship further explained it wanted 

to play the game, with Amanda, and would. 

“Amy of Rambus, and Corduke Commander Blu, get ready for boarding,” 

communicated Bigow. 

“Captain of the Wellum.  Please don’t fire, we are sending an advance 

party, to board.”  Bigow could feel the confusion of the captain of the other fleet.  

He ordered his fleet to warp out, but their ships wouldn’t obey.  The same 

occurred, when he ordered his interceptors to attack the frigate; the Kantee 

ships wouldn’t allow the electrical connections to work, and release their fighting 

machines. 

Ω 

Amy stepped through the airlocks from her frigate, onto a small transport 

and drifted across, to the Kantee cruiser. 

She now was waiting the clearance, from the shuttle pilot.  “All clear and 

good luck!” called the Corduke. 

Amy opened the door and stepped down, onto the hanger floor of the 

Cruiser Wellum.  Behind her followed Belkron Blu.  He looked around, at the 

surprised faces.  Many had weapons.  He could see their surprise was from the 

fact, that neither she nor he carried a weapon.  Many of the troopers seeing this, 

lowered theirs. 

Amy saw the captain standing by his first officer, and walked straight over 

to him.  “I’m Amy, of Rambus.”  A murmur went through the crew.  They grew 

restless.  She could feel it, and their minds were being stirred up in hatred, 

against her.  Then, she felt the easing of their minds, as tranquil thoughts came 

from the Amanda Man-o-War, to calm them. 

Amy turned.  “This is Belkron Blu.” 

The captain nodded.  “We have heard of you, both.  Blu, I believe you have 

been in Kantee Space, before?”  The captain raised his eyebrows. 
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Amy looked at Blu; in surprise. 

Belkron Blu then explained.  “Yes, I followed and hunted down those, who 

were responsible for killing my wife and daughter.  I needed to avenge them, as 

did millions of others who felt the same, after Brandon Mirak’s conquest.  I’m 

sure you know.” 

The captain sighed.  “I have heard, and so I understand, to that degree.  

Does that lead you here?” 

“It does,” he said. 

“So, you brought this Templar fleet, with this far-Outer-World… set of 

ships, with you too?” 

Belkron straightened.  “Sir, if your family had been murdered, would you 

not want to take out from circulation those responsible, so it wouldn’t happen; to 

others? 

“If you mean revenge, no.”  The captain turned to Amy.  “You are here, for 

the same purpose?” 

 “Yes, sir.  You have someone on this ship, who I wish to meet.”  She could 

tell they all went blank, on this one point.  It was the Talkron; was the answer 

she sought, from their minds.  They had no idea, of the person’s presence, 

aboard the cruiser.  “Just follow us, captain.  You can see that we are unarmed.  

You may want to bring along some security details.” 

Amy found this heavy going.  There was a very strong overlying thought in 

their minds: kill Amy and Belkron Blu, now.  Amy could further feel the minds of 

the Boguard, on their ships, handling each mind, on the Cruiser Wellum, to calm 

them; into agreement, with Amy’s request. 

“Please humor me and follow, please Captain.”  Amy beckoned them, while 

looking at their weapons. 

They decided that they would follow, half amused.  Amy could feel the 

anger and fear of the minds, which she searched for.  There were four; aboard 

this ship.  She could feel them, and was directed, by that feeling.  It was 

resisting her, but the more it resisted, the easier it was; to follow.  It knew that 

it was being hunted.  Amy of Rambus was coming. 
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After going down several corridors, and changing floors twice, they 

stopped, outside of a bulkhead.  There was no door. 

Wellum ship, Amanda here, please open this door, to play the game. 

The bulkhead opened.  Down another very short corridor they went.  They 

stood opposite a second wall, with no door evident; the wall moved aside. 

The captain and his executives were agape.  “Put aside your weapons,” the 

captain instructed the security detail.  “I don’t think that Amy is our real enemy.  

However, be on guard, for what we find.” 

The next wall opened and there, in front of them, were four Talkron.  Amy 

could feel their minds, trying to overwhelm the neuron system of the security 

detail, trying to get the detail’s bodies, to lift their weapons and shoot Belkron 

Blu and Amy. 

Amy stepped forward and offered her hand.  “You have been found, and are 

now under judicial arrest in the name of the Templar Police Action, Treaty 4567 

with Palbo. 

The captain stared at these four.  He had no idea that they were there, but 

kept mute.  He wanted to see how this played. 

The head Talkron pulled out a knife.  “Better dead!” he cried, as he lunged 

at Amy. 

Belkron Blue held up his hand, to prevent the security detail, from 

becoming involved.  He motioned to the captain, to stand back, behind his 

detail.  He and Amy would subjugate these four; alone.  That was their job. 

Amy dodged the knife, grabbed the Talkron’s arm, and hauled it over her 

shoulder.  He fell, but slashed at her, caught her right wrist, and slashed again.  

This time he cut her face. 

Again, Belkron motioned with his hand, towards the security detail.  They 

froze. 

He then held his hand up, to the other three Talkron.  “Don’t move.” 

Amy felt the pain, and a smile came over her face.  She reveled in it.  Her 

mind went cloudy and she thrust the heel of her palm at the Talkon’s nose, 

breaking the bone.  Then, she lunged, with two right hand fingers going into his 

eyes.  As he fell, she kicked him in the head.  The knife scattered.  She lunged 
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at it.  She could feel his mind calling for help.  She slashed at his right knee, 

then cut the tendon on his left leg, followed by the tendon on his right arm; his 

knife arm.  She felt his mind, begging. 

Help me, help me, please.  Anyone. 

In here, she thought. 

 

 

Amy of Rambus, in fight mode 

 

Thank you. 

His body went limp. 

Amy looked up, at the others, with her knife, in hand.  She lunged and cut 

three fingers off one of the Talkron, while Belkron Blue broke both arms, of the 

others.  In moments, those bodies went limp. 

The captain looked, around at his men.  He swallowed.  “Take these people, 

the ones almost dead, to the medical bays, and keep a heavily armed guard on 

them and contact me, when they awake.  You two security personnel, 

investigate this apartment here, find out how and why it isn’t on the ship’s 

plans, and get a report to me on whatever you find; within the next hour. 

“Madam, Amy.  I have heard of you, but who are you really?” asked the 

captain. 
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Belkron looked over to the captain, with a wry smile.  “She is the Goddess 

of War.  She is on your side, Captain, and those of Kantee.  On your world, are 

colonies like this hidden compartment, and they need to be found.  That is why 

we are here.  They run your planet, like these three here, were trying to run 

you.” 

The captain now had more clarity, of thought.  It was as if a weight had 

lifted, from his shoulders.  He looked around and somehow, felt freer. 

Over the next hour, the captain had three more from the Man-o-Wars, 

come board.  They wanted to see the Warp Drives.  Amy asked that this be 

permitted. 

For the following five hours, the bodies of the Talkron were tended.  They 

didn’t wake up, though their wounds were healing. 

The life-force in the Warp Drive compartment was freed from what 

controlled it.  The governor part, that impelled pain on it, was disengaged.  

There was freedom; for Wellum. 

Good-bye, Amanda, came the thought to the Man-o-War. 
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Freeing the life in the warp drives 

Good-bye, Wellum. 

It was shortly after this, that the captain of the Kantee fleet was informed, 

that his ship no longer had warp drive capability. As his whole fleet was being 

converted, he was told that his fleet could still operate within Kantee province, 

with its standard quantum drives. 

ψ 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  414 | 514 

 

 

CHAPTER 54 

 

PLANETSIDE 

 

The leading Talkron on Kantee, looked around at the others, and the holograms 

of those Talkron, elsewhere in the galaxy, who were also at this meeting.  He 

was obviously disturbed. 

What do you mean you lost them, and they vanished?  He retorted. 

A thought came back:  They were fighting.  They were exposed by 

Cordukes, and then, a Corduke invading party surrounded them. 

Haah!  That invading party was an old man, bitter about the past, and 

some old woman.  Just what happened? 

They played the memory records, again.  These records were the 

recordings, of what the bodies of the Talkron were experiencing.  Their bodies 

had special micro receivers intertwined in their eye nerves, and all other senses. 

All the senior Talkron were watching.  They could see the staff of the 

cruiser plain enough.  The Talkron understood how the Talkron in the presence 

of Boguard couldn’t so easily influence the cruiser crew. 

That still doesn’t explain why the ship didn’t respond. It cooperated with 

the Templars. 

It did. 

Hmmm, so what happened to our command there?  quipped the leader. 

The recordings continued. 

Here, we see the pain, being inflicted on their bodies.  The cutting of the 

tendons.  We hear a huge cry for help.  Then the connection from our people 

goes blank. 

Who was this woman? 

Just an old woman, responded a junior. 
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No!  Not just an old woman.  Get me visual recognition. 

The male is Belkron Blu, a male Corduke, and he really is a nobody. 

The woman, now!!  Who? 

There was silence, for a minute.  There was waiting, but no patience.  Then 

a shaky thought came: Amy… of… Rambus…. 

The leader looked at her image.  Goddess of so-called war.  He swallowed.  

“I know of her.  I initiated the Rambus pirate fleet back then.” 

“Where is she; now?” he asked, not realizing, that he had slipped into 

speech. 

We don’t know, sir. She was never recorded, as leaving the ship. 

The leader looked over.  The desks shook and the walls seemed to lose 

their solid looking agreement. 

“The ship won’t answer us.  It is operating, purely on mechanical 

agreement.  It is only doing what it is programmed to do, and they have 

reprogrammed it.” 

So!  Where is she?  The leader seemed to want to kill someone. 

We aren’t sure, sir.  A dozen shuttles have come onto the planet since; 

from the Cruiser Wellum, and other vessels. 

The recordings of the craft that left the Wellum were replayed; next. 

Ω 

There were three Man-o-Wars in the ocean trenches, on the planet.  They 

were slowly making their way, along the bottom of the ocean, to the ports.  The 

satellites of Kantee had all gone out simultaneously, as though, by agreement.  

The planet was now only accessing, wire and light-fiber communication 

transmissions.  The Templar reasoning was that when there was less 

communication available, there would be less likelihood, of mass reactions and 

uprisings.  Thus, the satellites had been temporarily decommissioned. 

After a Kantee day, the first of the Boguard Front squads had surfaced.  

They were making for the center of a city, to reconnoiter the feel of the 

population. 
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Kantee had been a mystery, for centuries.  It wasn’t a tourist destination, it 

traded little, if at all, and it had no cultural history.  It avoided calls to record its 

history.  In the mind of the Santonia Galaxy, it almost didn’t exist, and almost 

nothing was known about it. 

On the second day, the Boguard Fronts were rotating with one another, on 

and off the planet, and data was constantly arriving back at the fleet. 

There were three likely places, which could host a well-armed Talkron base.  

They were the Arak Mountains, Galank and Palum.  The Templar frigates and 

Man-o-Wars above, had scoured the planet, and found nothing, which resembled 

anything like rebirthing chambers, or Royal regeneration chambers. 

Amy looked at the fleet captain.  “It doesn’t have to be a big complex.” 

“Big or small, it would still leave a recorded trail, which we could follow, but 

there’s no trail.” 

Amy accepted what the captain had to say.  “It is, however, there,” was all 

she added. 

After the all clear, from the Boguard Fronts, teams went down, onto the 

planet.  There was still no result after a week.  Moreover, the local planetary 

government had been very accommodating, to all the attention.  It didn’t resent 

it all, and cooperated fully. 

Ω 

“What if we were wrong?” asked the captain.  “We are only as good, as all 

our prior intelligence.” 
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Kantee southern landscape 

 

Amy shook her head.  She knew what she knew, and she had the message, 

from Grunn very clear in her mind.  The Talkron were in or on Kantee.  She 

looked back, into her memory.  She then asked Grunn and his friends.  She had 

them all, now.  Their bodies would tell.  The weakest body of the four was 

already blabbering like a baby, but he was too junior, to know anything of the 

presence, of rebirthing chambers, or regeneration sites. 

Ω 

Another week went by, and the missions onto the planet still found nothing.  

The waters and the mountains had been seismically mapped, with deep low-

wave radio penetration.  They showed no hidden chambers.  There were no 

clues. 

Amy and Belkron were back, aboard a frigate.  They were going over the 

maps and then the moons.  They could see no anomalies. 

Belkron asked, “That moon, Luna 2.  It has a volume of one tenth of the 

planet, yet its mass is about a hundredth.  Why?” 

Amy looked carefully, at the moon; then at the fleet captain, and back to 

Belkron.  “Hollow?” she asked. 

Belkron Blu shrugged.  “Our seismic checks don’t penetrate, that far down.  

There has been no evidence of mining, so our investigators left it.” 
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Amy laughed.  “Of course.  It makes sense.  It isn’t Kantee the planet, but 

Kantee the province, where they are. 

“Captain, pull them all back.  It is Lunar 2,” Amy called.  “They are in Lunar 

2.  The entire operation is in Luna 2.” 

Ω 

The leader of the Talkron looked at the others. 

What do we do, if she stops us from dying?  What do we do, stay inside her 

psyche for eternity?  What do we do, if she stops us from dying? quipped a staff 

member. 

Maybe we should die now, while we have a chance, before she gets here, 

thought another staff. 

The head Talkron lamented.  How brave you all were, when you were on 

top.  Now that one old woman is coming, you become cowards.  You have no 

shame.  We will fight here, and fight them, as expected.  Moreover, if we 

commit ourselves to an eternity of pain, that is no less, than what we have 

done, to our own enemies in the past.  Be brave, my people.  Be brave.  Your 

test of you is at hand.  Be thankful, that you have this opportunity, to show 

yourself, who you really are. 

ψ 
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CHAPTER 55 

 

LUNA  2 

 

Amy was getting that nervous feeling.  There was no evidence that the moon’s 

crust had any depth, at all.  There were no mysterious caves, no deep holes.  It 

was so perfect; a surface with only a few ridges, peaks and shallow craters.  The 

lunarscape was now crawling with Boguard and Cordukes; in life-suits. 

 

 

Luna 2 surface 

 

Amy looked at Belkron Blu.  She could see his illuminated face, clearly 

behind the helmet.  “Can you feel it?  I can.” 

“Yes, but I can’t locate it,” he replied. 

Amy called up, to her counterpart, in the nearest Man-o-War.  “Captain 

Bigow.  We can’t find any vessels or structures, but try the moon itself.  The 

moon was put here, and isn’t native to this planet.  It is older than Kantee.  I 

would bet this moon is the vessel itself, for which we have been searching.” 

She viewed Bigow, on her view monitor to her right, inside her helmet.  

“Onto it.  Back to you soon, Ma’am.” 

Amanda, you got that? 
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Yes captain.  She is correct.  I can pick up a life-force, under the crust of 

Luna 2.  It has its own warp drive system, and is now being activated. 

As soon as Bigow understood that thought, the lunar surface and all on it, 

begin to shimmer.  The moon, Luna 2, then vanished, from the universe. 

Bigow raised the alert.  This is what they were looking for.  They had their 

quarry and it had just warped out. 

Bigow was now getting calls, from other frantic Man-o-Wars and Templar 

frigates.  There were survivors, floating in space! 

Bigow quickly sent out an announcement.  “Attention, all craft.  The Luna 2 

surface and all on and in it, have gone into warp fields.  To our knowledge, Luna 

2 isn’t powered.  All craft and personnel are being recalled from its orbit, and are 

to be positioned, beyond a mandatory 10,000 K line from its future orbiting 

position.” 

Bigow watched where the moon had been. “Should it warp back into space, 

we don’t want any craft or persons, to be there.  Everyone and every craft leave 

now.  There will be a small detail of rescue craft, for those who got away, off the 

moon’s surface.” 

Ω 

Amy looked around; the surface was beginning to shimmer.  She saw 

others see it, also.  The others had let go and were jettisoning, off from the 

surface.  Amy looked at Belkron. She grabbed a huge rock and held onto it tight. 

“You are mad!” he called. 

She grinned.  “Yes,” she shrieked, defiantly. 

“Insane,” Belkron cried, who now was also holding a large rock, watching 

overhead as the stars began to shimmer, then, the blackness of space became 

replaced, by a deep purple. 

He looked at the surface.  “How far can we leap before we leave the warp 

field?  I have never heard of anyone doing this before.” 

“Never?” she responded with some delight in her voice. 
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“No idea,” he further answered looking overhead.  “I suggest you then keep 

your powerdown boots on maximum.” 

Ω 

Did it work?  Asked one Talkron, to the group. 

“We aren’t aware of any breach.  I can’t imagine anyone exposing 

themselves, to the vacant warp fields.  That would be ludicrous.”  Gralgol had 

broken into speech again. 

“That would be insane,” responded another as he looked around, at the 

others.  The images of the holograms that were from the Talkron in other 

sectors had vanished the instant the moon broke, for warp fields.  The Talkron 

on Luna 2 of Kantee knew they were now alone. 

Ω 

Amy let go of her rock.  She had weighed almost nothing before, but 

without the full agreement of the physical universe, it was even harder, to 

conjure up some gravity. 

Belkron adjusted his boots to the maximum, and they were barely able to 

prevent him, from floating away. 

Amy looked around.  There was an edge to her voice.  “We have only five 

hours of air, so I’m beginning to think this may not have been one of my best 

ideas.” 

“Thank you for the confession, but what do we do now?”  Belkron was still 

looking overhead, as though expecting a return, to the physical universe. 

“I suppose waiting isn’t an ideal option.  Logically, if we are going to die, at 

least let us do it, searching.  The other option is just sitting, and hoping they 

warp back, and we make it back to our ship, in time.  That last option seems a 

bit hare-brained, to me.” 

Belkron laughed.  “If they warped out, it was to get us off their rock.  They 

won’t return, at least until enough time has passed, so that we would have used 

all the oxygen, in our tanks and any reserve tanks.  By the way, do you have 

any reserve?” he asked. 
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Amy shook her head. 

Belkron nodded.  “I have a large one, so we can share it, when the time 

comes.  Let’s get searching.  What areas were left to look over, before we went 

into warp fields?” 

Over the next two hours, they looked for craters and holes that didn’t seem 

to exist.  The lunar surface was relatively smooth, with a few impressions and 

occasional rocks and ridges. 

“Their entrance has to be here; somewhere.”  Amy said, her voice partially 

muffled, by her breathing.  She was getting tired and weaker. 

Belkron connected up her tank with his, and pressed the equalize valve, for 

the two tanks.  He also had pure oxygen in another small tank, and put some of 

that, into her tank. 

Belkron was pure Kangas Squad, and prepared for the worst, always.  His 

lifesuit was equipped, with additional reserve, and oxygen tanks, extra lifeline, 

additional twine, and even a second microphone.  He also had grenades, 

attached to his legs, two guns on his arms, an additional torch and battery on 

his helmet.  “Prepare for the worst, and may that worst meet you in Halz,” he 

said as he grinned.  That was the Kangas Squad motto, and he emulated it, 

exactly the way a Corduke should. 

Amy breathed deeply, and looked at Belkron, realizing he was a very good 

man, and just as tormented, as she was.  “You know, if we die here, and we will 

not, I’ll be happy, and do you know why?” she asked. 

Belkron shook his head. 

“Because I’ve known a good man who thinks like I do.  You are the first.  I 

appreciate that.” 

Belkron smiled.  “Maybe you and I are a duality.  If so, I hope we die 

together, so that in our next lives, we can continue our fight; together.  It has 

been fun, Amy of Rambus, even if a bit morbid; at times.  You have given me 

purpose, Miss Goddess of War, from Halz.” 

Amy reached out, to put her glove on his padded arm.  She smiled.  “Me 

too, Belkron.”  She looked out, to see the shimmering purple above them.  They 
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were in their own world, their own space.  They were in the space, of whatever 

life form resided, or was captured by Luna 2. 

Amy put her hand out, to feel the rock.  She looked at Belkron.  “We are 

running out of air.” 

“Yes.  We’ve about twenty minutes left, with the reserve between us.  Do 

you want to keep searching?” 

“No,” said Amy.  I think this is enough.  I’ve been trying to free life, free 

the tormented abomination, residing in those warp drives.  I don’t know what 

you know.  However, there is life in all this, all these rocks.  I only wish I had 

more time to free it, and share that knowledge, with you.” 

“I’m not sure I understand, Lady Amy, but you are a good person too.” 

Just then a thought came: Play? 

Amy looked at Belkron.  He had felt it too. 

Play?  Came the thought. 

Amy recognized it.  Yes.  Me Amy.  Who you?  Amy shared the thought 

process with Belkron, and held up her hand, to indicate for him not to say a 

thing.  He stood back and watched. 

Me moon, Amy.  Play? 

Yes moon.  I play and Belkron play. 

Play now? 

Yes.  Let us inside and we play now. 

Amy got a concept in her mind; of how to find the entrance.  She stood, 

and pointed.  She and Belkron started to walk. 

How long here, moon? 

Million, maybe. 

Years? 

Not sure; years. 

Amy was up, and they were walking.  After seven minutes, of lumbering 

over the surface, they came across a pile of boulders.  They had looked at them; 

before.  You bring us here before, moon? 

Yes.  But you no pay attention, then.  You too busy; looking. 
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Amy recalled their frantic search, back then and the fleeting thought, which 

had crossed her mind that she may have been looking, for a hidden door.  She 

had even gotten a mental image of what the door had looked like, and she had 

ignored it. 

Amy sent back response of honest regret.  Sorry moon. 

Play now?  Came the reply. 

What you like to play?  Catch Talkron?  Amy asked. 

Amy could feel the agreement of the moon’s mind, to that thought, and she 

shared it with Belkron. 

Yes, came the precise answer.  The rocks began to float, away from the 

surface.  Soon, a door revealed itself.  A silver pad was there, with press 

buttons.  Amy got the numbers in her mind, and pressed them.  A hatch began 

to open, and then they stepped down inside.  They pressed another series of 

numbers on another pad, and the hatch closed, behind them.  The compartment 

they were in, filled with oxygenated air, the next door opened, and in front of 

them was a well lit corridor.  The door behind them, closed. 

Thank you moon. 

Belkron added in thought, Thank, you moon. 

Who is he? 

A friend who wants to play with Talkron like me. 

Oh…goody. 

Another door opened, and seen at the end of that corridor, was an elevator. 

Yes?  asked Amy. 

Yes Amy.  Talkron and play. 

How many, to play with?  Asked Amy. 

One hundred, maybe two. 

Amy swallowed.  She looked at Belkron. 

You help us moon? 

Maybe. 

After, we will give you freedom, if you help. 

What freedom? 

Bigger, more fun game, to play. 
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Hmmmm nice.  Like you? 

Yes. 

Want to go back to now; before game? 

Amy nodded.  Back to physical universe. 

Good.  Let’s play. 

 

 

 

Amy was given the mental images, of the pain that moon was about to 

receive, from the Talkron, for disobeying their commands, to stay in warp fields.  

Amy understood pain and showed moon some of her own. 

“Moon is now in pain, a lot of pain,” she said, to Belkron.  “We are back in 

the physical universe.  So; let’s play.” 

“Let’s play then,” Belkron responded, as though lifting up his resolve.  “A 

hundred of those ballards are enough play; for me.  Play is better; than dying, 

outside.  Just promise me, Amy, if we get cornered, we end each other’s life, so 

we don’t get captured, to become one of their implanted toys.” 

Amy nodded. 

Play, came the moon’s instruction. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 56 

 

INSIDE  LUNA  2 

 

Inside?  Not possible.  They can’t be. 

Sir, they are, and…  We have warped back and …. 

Gralgol looked at the hologram of their lunar craft; it was correct.  Images 

of space, around their moon were appearing.  They had reappeared; back in the 

physical universe. 

That’s never happened before, Gralgol thought to his companions. 

“Never before,” replied one of his staff. 

Not possible, another Talkron staff interjected. 

There was agreement amongst them, that what had happened wasn’t 

possible, not real, and that the phenomenon of them being attacked this way, 

being boarded, having their warp fields overridden, wasn’t feasible.  The current 

future path was just something, which they had to disagree harder with.  They 

needed to disagree harder, and it would all go away.  They were certain, of it. 

The elevator doors opened.  Amy and Belkron stepped out in front of the 

senior Talkron.  They were very much there.  Very real, and to the Talkron, they 

appeared very solid and factual. 

Amy and Belkron looked at their adversaries.  At least fifty Talkron were 

seated and standing; before them.  Their thoughts were all aimed; at Amy.  She 

could feel their hate.  She smiled at them.  She reveled in their hate.  She 

stepped slowly forward, and could feel their loathing, turn into fear. 

“How…?” asked Gralgol, obviously the leader. 

Amy stared at their pure white uniforms.  She looked around, at them.  

They were mostly men, but with a few women.  They were generally tall, with a 

pale complexion, and pale colored hair.  Blonde, she recalled some people 
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having once described it from Sandrist.  She thought they were slightly different 

to the rest of the galaxy, but not overly so, and could still pass, within the 

Federation. 

She stepped forward.  She could feel their minds aiming at her, trying to lift 

her from the ground.  It didn’t work.  She also felt them try to restrict her 

throat.  Again, it didn’t work.  “Your moon just decided to open up and help us, 

as we were stranded, there.  You need to be more careful, with what you do, 

with your rocks.” 

Gralgol pulled out a gun.  He had prepared for this.  The other Talkron were 

not armed, other than with their minds.  Gralgol wasn’t so naive.  As his finger 

started to squeeze on the trigger, a seat broke loose, from the floor.  It flew 

through the air, hitting him, cracking his skull. He fell. 

Play? 

The other Talkron looked terrified.  They heard it too.  Other seats began to 

unfix, from their positions.  The Talkron began to elevate, off the floor.  They all 

started to swirl around, like a whirlpool of Talkron, chairs and tables.  Somehow, 

the maelstrom always missed, both Amy and Belkron. 

The Talkron were hitting each other, flying past and crashing into walls, 

breaking bones, limbs and skulls. 

Play, came the thought, to the Talkron.  It wasn’t a question, anymore.  It 

was an order.  The Talkron didn’t get up. 

Play was the order; repeated. 

They now broken, thought Amy. She looked around as only one or two 

were moaning, and the others dead. 

Oh.  Moon do bad? 

Amy laughed.  No.  You play, like me, with Talkron.  Good play. 

Just then, the elevator door opened and more Talkron lurched out, with 

lasers in hand.  They shot at Amy, who dived sideways.  It seemed as though 

she was in slow motion.  She hit her left arm, against a chair.  It hurt.  She was 

getting too old for this, she muttered to herself. Her flesh hurt. 

She looked up, and the newer Talkron were now also being swept, into the 

maelstrom and being crushed into pulp, mixed with blood. 
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Amy looked around, and stood.  Belkron nodded to her.  “This game is 

over.  What’s next?” 

Moon? 

Yes, Amy? 

Where others kept; in storage? 

Ahh, friends, you mean? 

Yes. 

A light winked on, in a far corridor. 

Amy motioned, for Belkron to follow her. 

Ω 

They bounded, to where they felt the rebirthing chambers were.  These 

would be what the Royals used to refer to, as their rejuvenation center. 

 

 

To the rebirthing chambers 

 

Talkron rushed out from the corridors.  Moon was sending instructions to 

the Talkron security section, to send all people to the command center.  “A 

single rogue body has broken loose from a rebirthing chamber, and needs to be 

recaptured.” 

For the Talkron, this happened occasionally, and was good sport.  It broke 

the monotony, so they came, and experienced death as the others did in the 

maelstrom. 

Amy and Belkron had left the dead Talkron and headed further below. 
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Soon, Amy and Belkron were down inside Luna 2, Ks underground. The 

door opened. Amy stepped out first, and stood wide-eyed.  An enormous cavern 

had opened up, perhaps 15 Ks wide. It was dark, but not totally. She could see 

vague shapes into the distance. 

Light, came Moon’s thought. 

Amy looked overhead and there came light.  She could see tens of 

thousands, maybe hundreds of thousands of baths, like the ones on Palbo.  The 

magnitude was enormous; Amy was dumbstruck. 

ψ 
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CHAPTER 57 

 

ROYAL  OPERATION 

 

Over the far side, was an enclosure.  Amy could see more Talkron; inside.  She 

watched below, as huge rows of bodies upon bodies, fed upon great amounts of 

low pressure protein-mix, which ran through tubes. 

Belkron studied the floor plans, transmitted by Moon through his visor 

imaging.  He was interpreting them for Amy.  “It seems that the food, air and 

water comes from the planet Kantee, by shuttle.  Plus, the sedatives, which they 

use in the mix, to keep the bodies from waking.” 

Amy nodded.  “Look for the life-sources.  The bodies are just the husks, to 

hold the form of life.  Look for anything, which may be being used, to start life.” 

Belkron had no idea what he was looking for, but he looked, anyway. 

Amy and Belkron hadn’t been noticed yet.  The canyon was huge.  They 

could see alarms going, but no one suspected they might have had intruders 

inside, where they were. 

Where friends?  Asked Amy. 

A light went on, about five Ks away. 

At that point, Amy and Belkron started to lift, from the ground. 

“Don’t fight it, or her, Belkron.  Let her show us, what is happening.  There 

is almost zero gravity, down here.  She will take us.” 

Belkron simply nodded.  He turned off his powerdown boots. 

Amy and Belkron both went past the windows of the Talkron.  They could 

see there was commotion inside and that still, no one had noticed them. 

Ω 

“Captain, Luna 2 is back.  No sign of Amy or Blu.” 
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“Thank you, and keep scanning, communications officer.” 

Amanda? 

Yes, Captain? 

Please can you…? 

Already have her, Captain.  She calls herself Moon.  She wants to play. 

Play?  asked the captain. 

Yes.  She has Amy and Blu with her inside Luna 2.  They are fine.  I can see 

them.  They are near the center going deeper, into where the chambers are. 

Play?  The captain asked again. 

Yes, Captain.  Play with the Talkron; she calls it.  Amanda shared the 

images of the dead Talkron and the others, in severe pain. 

Tell her, yes.  We can play. 

“Boarding parties go, go.  Amy of Rambus is deep inside.  Talkron are 

down, and dying.”  He sighed; little changes, around that woman. 

Play, came the communication to him from the moon. 

It wasn’t a question.  The captain felt slight fear.  Yes.  Play, and freedom. 

Play bigger game? 

Yes. 

Amanda? 

Yes, Captain? 

Can you free her? 

Yes, but I’ll need to take over the support facilities of Luna 2 first.  Amanda 

showed him the support needed, and all the bodies, lying in their electronic 

baths. 

Okay, do it, and free moon, please, and take over their support facilities. 

Ω 

Moon soon found herself outside from the surface of Luna 2. She looked at 

the rocky surface, and then to the ships floating overhead. She looked at the 

planet Kantee. She then remembered where she came from, before she had 

ventured into the physical universe, before being trapped by the Talkron. She 

had that place located in her mind now. 
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Good-bye, Amy.  Good-bye Belkron Blu.  Am leaving to play a bigger game. 

Amy smiled.  Remember us, and warn others, about the traps. 

With that, Moon was gone. 

Amy? It was Amanda. 

Yes, Amanda? 

Moon is gone.  I’m sad. 

So am I. 

I thought, we could be friends. 

Amy understood.  Me too. Amanda, we could be friends, you and I.  I’m not 

a captain, but I can be a friend. 

Hmmm.  Like. 

Ω 

Amy glided around the bodies.  She and Belkron were now in a lower 

alcove.  It seemed to hum and emit a field, of static electricity.  Amy’s hair 

began to stand out, on end.  Something attracted them.  There were no windows 

to this room, only a single door.  They stood there, on the outside, looking in.  It 

slowly opened.  They entered. 

The room was about two hundred pacs, across.  There was no gravity, and 

they must have been very close, to the center of the moon.  They floated to the 

other side, to another door.  It was partly open.  With a slight push, they floated 

their way through. 

Amy steadied herself, and turned on her powerdown boots.  Belkron did the 

same.  They just gawked and looked across the opening, and then back, at each 

other.  There were many series of drawers, lots of them, hundreds of thousands 

of them.  Amy slowly hopped over to the nearest drawer set, and carefully pulled 

it open.  Light lit up her face, from inside the drawer. 

“It is a series of small electronic baths, but life forms aren’t in there,” she 

said. 

“Over here,” called Belkron.  He motioned her to a window.  Beyond the 

window, was a sub-zero frosted room, with rows and rows of small electric arcs, 

carefully held in static animation, by an electric field and zero gravity. 
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Here?  asked Amy. 

Here, answered Amanda. 

Belkron was looking through the window, puzzled.  He shrugged. 

Amy saw his wonderment, so explained what she understood, about it.  “A 

life-force can be hypnotized, into agreeing to be stuck, in an electric arc.  It 

sounds stupid, but it can.  Then, the arc can be moved and transported around 

at will, by anyone.” 

“So; what is the point?” asked Belkron. 

“If needed, such arc can be turned off, on a planet.  Then, depending on 

what the implanted command was, which was given to the life-force before it 

was stuck there, it will, most likely, start to populate a planet.  It could also 

return to its home planet, if that was what it had been hypnotically impelled to 

do.” 
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Amy at the rebirthing controls 

“What about here?” he asked. 

“In this case, I believe we might have our original entire Royal line up; 

from Talax.”  Amy looked over and saw sheets of data on screens, now rolling 

down.  Amanda was giving them plenty of information, having cracked the 

Talkron code and language. 

Amy turned.  There was shooting and a commotion, coming from the other 

side of the small canyon they had come through, about a K away. 

“It is Cordukes, accompanied by Boguard,” explained Amy, to Belkron.  

“They are being attacked by the Talkron, but protected by Amanda, who is 

diverting the fire from the Talkron weapons.  The Talkron are falling back, in 

response.” 

Amy returned her gaze, to the cubicles and drawers of arcs.  “We need to 

work on this.” 

ψ 
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CHAPTER 58 

 

WHAT  WHO  NOW? 

 

Belkron Blu stood, at the edge of the cabinets that held the small arc spheres.  

He could see each tray held two hundred spheres.  The positions of each arc 

sphere was numbered.  He looked up at Amy. 

“What now, if these are, what you say?” he asked. 

She shrugged.  “I have no idea how to match an arc with a body, or, if 

there is even some ritual.” 

Amy looked at them.  The arcs seemed to be situated, in a very thin plastic 

bubble, spinning, with a low fragmented light radiating from it. 

Amy reached out to touch one, the bubble burst and the arc of light 

expanded out, thinned and then vanished.  A warm sensation went up Amy’s 

arm, and a small brush of wind seemed to pass by her face. 

Other Cordukes had found them and their room. They began to gather 

around.  The fighting had finished elsewhere.  One Corduke tried to explain what 

he thought, and where the trays should go.  Another pointed to the controls, and 

suggested turning down the temperature, first.  Amy shook her head and backed 

away, wondering. 

There was suddenly more shouting close by, and Amy turned, to see three 

Talkron bounding over waving their arms, yelling, to get away from the trays.  

The Cordukes backed off.  Belkron looked over, at Amy. 

Before anything was said, a Talkron had shot two of the Cordukes, one 

dead, the other injured.  The surprise attack shocked all.  The other Talkron had 

willed two more Cordukes, to rise from the ground, against the gravity force of 

their powerdown boots.  Finally, the third had launched herself, like a projectile, 

body first, into the bench and wall with the arc spheres. 
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Amy could feel her intention to heat and smash.  Before she could yell, the 

female Talkron had collided with the wall, and fired three laser heat shots, into 

the cabinets.  The niloglass shattered, and heat began to enter therein.  It 

happened in seconds. 

The Boguard tried physically to restrain the woman.  As she was aiming, to 

take another shot at a Corduke, part of her skull blew away. 

The Talkron’s skull fragments and brain matter disbursed out, over the 

room.  Amy stepped over and let go of her weapon, over the dead Talkron body.  

The gun just stayed there in space; stationary in zero gravity. 

Amy looked into the cabinet.  The arcs were diminishing in strength, with 

less light. 

Belkron looked at her.  She looked back at him sideways.  The light was 

getting less.  One of the Boguard began to turn up the controls. 

Amy put a hand on his arm.  “Let it go.  This is what we came for.  Let it 

go.” 

The spheres collapsed, the arcs pushed out and vanished. 

Amy thought she felt something, brush past her face again.  Then another, 

and another.  Soon, it was as though the air-conditioning was on overload, with 

small gusts of air, moving from the cabinet. 

Amy, Belkron and the others, stepped back.  The cabinet began to vibrate, 

groan, and rumble.  It then smashed completely; shattered, and the tens of 

thousands of spheres fell out, to drift in the air, bouncing and bursting slowly, 

onto the walls. 

The Cordukes and Boguard stepped back, further. 

Amy looked out, over the tens of thousands of bodies and wondered how 

many cabinets there were.  How many captured here, she wondered.  She 

turned.  “Captain.  Open the cabinets, open them all, and let happen, what will.  

It is beyond our control.  Just free the life within, and stand back.” 

“Good idea,” responded Bigow, who had arrived a moment ago.  He 

stepped in, from behind.  He looked over to other Boguard in other enclosed 

rooms, transferring the same instruction. 

Captain?  It was Amanda. 
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Yes Amanda? 

I have the controls fully understood now.  I can do it correctly. 

Thank you Amanda.  Proceed. 

Bigow stood back.  He beckoned others to fall away from the cabinets, 

which were to the rear.  He spoke into the air, knowing that Amanda would relay 

his verbal command, to all ships and all forces in Luna 2.  “All Boguard and 

Cordukes are to stand down from the cabinets, containing the arcing spheres.  

We are going to do a controlled closedown, from here.  Stand back, and don’t 

get in the way of the life-force, that is about to release out.” 

He gave the mental thought of congratulations, to Amy.  They could hear 

the crash of some of the niloglass stands, as they shattered.  Some of the 

drawers hadn’t opened, after the power went off, and the cabinets simply burst, 

and the drawers scattered. 

Amy began to slowly bound out of the room awkwardly, with her 

powerdowns.  She was on her way, to the bodies in the electronic baths.  

“Captain.  These lines here, they are connected to the bodies, and they have 

certain drugs being fed, to keep the bodies unconscious.  The electronic baths 

the bodies lie in, keep them stimulated, but their temperatures are actually kept 

at half a degree, below the freezing of water.” 

Bigow nodded.  Correct.  The low temperature is to keep the bodies from 

accidentally waking, and to slow down their aging, to about one percent.  We 

need to raise the temperature of the bodies now, but only after the bodies have 

safely withdrawn from the hypnotic drugs to which they have become 

associated. 

Amy looked at Belkron.  “The bodies are kept below zero, to allow the body 

to live, five thousand years, or more…” 

“For what reason?” asked Belkron. 

“If the bodies die, the Talkron have to awaken the life-force of the Royals, 

and dehypnotize them, to take a new body, and start the process; again.  It is a 

much easier, to simply prolong the life of the bodies in the rebirthing chambers, 

by lowering the temperature to below zero.  The body doesn’t die.  It is given 

pain killers, so it doesn’t feel the effects of the cold.” 
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“You said others, than just Royals.  Who?” asked Belkron. 

Amanda, who else is here, than just Royals? 

Rebels, and those, who have opposed the Talkron. 

Amy understood.  She turned to Belkron.  “Rebels and those who opposed 

the Talkron cause, and that includes those who opposed Brandon Mirac, or who 

opposed the psychosurgeons. Amanda tells me there are even some old Boguard 

here, who had disappeared.” 

They were by the lines of bodies now. 

Belkron nodded.  “Makes sense,” he said.  He lifted an eyelid of one of the 

bodies.  “What kinds of drugs are used to do this?  Where do they come from?” 

Amy looked around.  Amanda? 

From Sequetus 3, Amy. 

Thank you.  Amy shared the data with Belkron.  “It has the best planet 

conditions, in which to manufacture these kinds of drugs, and possibly many 

bodies may have even been groomed, over millennia, to be the total affect of 

those drugs.  However, that is just purely speculation, by me.” 

Belkron turned to her.  “Before Torren came, in their twentieth century, 

drugs were a major export from the planet.  They were hauled off, by the 

freighter load.  I wonder if they were designed for institutions, like these?” 

Amy stared out, over the rows of unconscious bodies.  There were 

hundreds of thousands.  She nodded.  “It is possible, that was one of the roles of 

Earth.  I often wonder how much of their operation, Goren Torren interrupted, 

when he went to Sequetus 3.” 

Belkron stood and straightened.  He looked out, over the fields of bodies.  

He wondered how many other stations were operating, like this.  “Rebels,” he 

wondered aloud.  “How many Cordukes are here, in those trays, do you think?” 

ψ 
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CHAPTER 59 

 

REHABILITATION 

 

The media on Palbo were being transmitted the data and pictures, which were 

coming off from planet Kantee.  There was horror; all through the media. 

Akeala was quickly sent to Kantee, to oversee what was then dubbed the 

Royal Recovery Program.  Others were also there from the Cordukes. However, 

mostly it was a Boguard operation, overseeing the on-moon recovery. 

Akeala saw the trays, the sphere making machines, the machines that 

pulled life into them, from the ethereal nothingness of space.  She saw the lights 

and imagery, used to hypnotize life into being submissive, into being compelled, 

into the position in the trays, where the mild electric current surrounded it. 

Akeala helped the first bodies, as they opened their eyes, partially detoxify, 

from being in a millennium, long drug induced frozen stupor.  She helped them 

reorient themselves.  She brought entire teams in, from many sectors, to bring 

the Royals down, to the surface of Kantee.  Once down there, they had to be 

slowly oriented, to their current status, in makeshift hospitals and rehabilitation 

centers.  The teams; brought in from Jilta to Sandrist and elsewhere, didn’t have 

any inkling of how to detoxify such damaged bodies.  Akeala oversaw much of 

this, with little sleep. 
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Akeala in Luna 2 

For over two months, Akeala had been sending news to Palbo, that the 

Royals had been found, their bodies frozen in time, within the second moon on 

Kantee.  It was a crazed Talkron drug experiment.  Akeala showed how the 

station worked, and what the Talkron had been doing.  She showed the 

rehabilitation centers on Kantee, and the progress they were making. 

After the two months, Akeala returned to Palbo. 

Akeala was hailed as the only true Royal of Palbo, and a heroine, of no 

parallel. 

Political acquaintances quietly asked Akeala, to engage in discussions with 

Jilta and the Temple, about the future of Kantee.  The belief in Palbo was that 

Kantee shouldn’t go under the autonomous control of Jilta, or the Temple, but 

should remain with Palbo, and under Palboan leadership.  The reason being, that 

Kantee itself, as a planet or a population, had done nothing wrong, to 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  441 | 514 

 

compromise itself.  Akeala agreed with this reasoning, and so took up the cause. 

She was Palboan to the core. 

Akeala further reasoned, that if Jilta really wanted the moon of Kantee, it 

was welcome to it, and welcome even to take it with them, and put around Jilta.  

As for the planet Kantee, it must stay with Palbo. 

Akeala also explained to the ambassador of Jilta, that the planet did have 

its problems, and part of the problem was the autonomy of the planet.  Neglect 

of Kantee had been a main problem cause.  However, with the help of Jilta and 

the other worlds, Kantee could be made a stronger and a more prosperous 

world, but under Palbo. 

The Palboan public loved Akeala.  She was a diplomat, and very brave to 

take on, an entire fleet from Palbo, when she was freeing her father and mother, 

the way she did.  Now, she was taking on the Temple, itself.  Many started to 

hail her, as a true potential political leader, of Palbo.  It was a role, which she 

didn’t shy away from, though she stated she was very young, and had many 

years left to decide her full career. 

Ω 

It was three weeks later that the first of the Royal bodies began to fully 

gain consciousness, shake the grogginess, and disorientation.  Their bodies had 

also lost nutrition, since removal from their forced feeding program. 

Many awoke, looked around, and began to be disturbed at what they saw, 

and what they felt. 

Amy looked on, feeling their minds. 

She looked into her own mind.  Grunn and other Talkron; is this how it 

works?  Should I invite more life in with you?  There is room; for much more. 

Never, came the reply. 

Amy laughed. 

Then, what is here?  There was silence only, and Amy noted the absence of 

reply, and absence of any thought, to her question. 

Another week of waking, and the Royalty memory started to return.  The 

rehabilitation was slow, and identification of people took time.  Not all of them 
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were Royals.  Some had been political Talkron opponents, over the past two to 

three thousand years.  Some were rebels, some Cordukes.  Often pictures were 

used to identify who were who.  There were confusions and sometimes, more 

than one person was found to be claiming, the same identity.  It all took time. 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 60 

EPILOGUE 

 

The identity of all royalty was completed.  It turned out that the life-force of the 

Royals was generally able to identify its body, by simply knowing; quite 

accurately.  Through breeding and cloning over many generations, the Royals 

had been programmed to return, to those same cloned bodies.  The 

preprogrammed Royals compulsively took the same body clone, time after time.  

It was part of their rejuvenation, and, as a compulsion, it was overwhelming to 

them. They had to do it. 

Royals Resurrected, was the media headline, in Jilta.  Back to Royal Days 

was another, in Palbo.  Royal Sleep Time Ends, was a third; from the Duchy of 

Kallon. 

However, for the beings or people, who were part of the Royal race, it 

wasn’t good. They had been woken up, in a future time, between six to eleven 

centuries after they had vanished.  For most, it had been over a millennium ago, 

when they were the ruling class.  They were now a people without class, without 

status, a non-person, or personae non gratae.  They had lost all possessions, all 

titles and all rights to rule.  Other people now owned, what was once theirs.  For 

many, they had great gaps, in their memory.  Some had even awoken physically 

ill, and for a very few, they simply didn’t awaken at all. 

Ω 

Akeala’s role of being the heroine, had been carefully planned and played 

out; she was popular.  The Temple was exceedingly popular, on all planets.  This 

was the expected role, which she had to play.  No, doubt, there would be 

remnants of Talkron agents, in many planets, and it was expected they would 

exert their influence, to depopularize the Temple.  Akeala’s job was to counter 
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their effect.  After the fall of Kantee, the Talkron attempts, to manipulate the 

mass minds, seemed to diminish. 

Many of the royalty stayed, on planet Kantee.  Special accommodation was 

organized for them, and this created a micro economic boom, for Kantee. 

Yet, it really was a dilemma, of how to cater for them, a lost race; a race 

with out-of-proportion bodies, who had no real purpose, in any place and this 

time. 

A commission was set up, from the Federation states, to determine what to 

do, with its Royalty.  What was their legal status?  What was their status, as per 

the governments, and what was their status, in regards to their previous titles.  

Most governments had previously passed laws, to assume Royal assets, and 

legally to remove the vanished Royals, from any form of government positions. 

Now; the reality was different.  The Royals had re-entered their world of 

the Federation, with a thousand year gap in their memory, to find themselves, in 

a kind of celebrity refugee status.  Their property was otherwise gone, their 

authority, no longer existing.  Their power over any military was a forgotten era. 

They had no means of self-support. 

Mostly, it was the Temple and its own members, who considered 

resurrecting the Royalty; in constitutional roles.  Opinions were divided. 

Over the months that followed, some of the Royalty was absorbed, into the 

far-Outer-Worlds.  Royals were placed into positions of want.  If a world wanted 

royalty, it only had to ask, and some did.  Others remained bitterly opposed.  

For some, the Royals were freaks; to be scorned.  Others touted them, as the 

end-bringers, of a return to the Confederated Council of Planets, the forbears of 

the Federation. 

For the Temple, it was a high time of fame, taking the higher position in 

society, of rescuing a forgotten race, and then placing it correctly and humanely, 

into society. 

For Akeala, she accepted the official status, as Royal Patron of Palbo, a 

position she tried to see replicated, on other planets.  Because of her short-lifer 

status, and her lineage to her grandfather, she was a natural choice.  Through 

that role, she worked to help this forgotten race, to find a purpose. 
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Ω 

A body of Talkron had convened, elsewhere.  They hadn’t totally gone. 

This isn’t new.  This isn’t unexpected.  This is nothing, but the natural ebb 

and flow, of an incoming tide.  We are that tide.  We are coming in, no matter 

what these groups of ants think they can do to stop us.  Our progression, into 

this galaxy is as natural as daylight, after the long night.  It can’t be stopped.  

However, we mustn’t underestimate them.  For even ants can bite and 

overwhelm a bigger unprepared prey. 

Talkron minds, from around the galactic Federation, were concerned, but 

no more than that. 

The Talkron, on the station-cities, didn’t see this, as a setback.  They didn’t 

see it, as a real setback.  They had a long timetable, which they were working 

to.  They were already well ahead of schedule.  They saw the future, and saw 

themselves winning in the end, no matter what might come. 

The only worry now was of handful of people.  The one from Sequetus 3; 

he had two children, and he had a friend, a woman, and a witch; a Goddess of 

War.  The Talkron had seen the past, and the myriad of futures that they could 

divine from it.  The future, like the daylight, was as natural, as life itself.  

However, which future would the majority of life travel down?  That was still to 

be determined.  Some Talkron claimed the future was really and always self-

ordained and altering.  To those Talkron, it was also previously ordained, so why 

try?  Others argued; that the future was like a gamble and one could never 

know the result, and so going back and changing it, by altering the past, wasn’t 

ordained.  It was an act, which could be repeated many times, with many 

differing results.  Others argued, there would always be the same one result, no 

matter how many times a person went back into the past, to change it. 

Others more simply said; these arguments had been gone through many 

times, and were part of a past and future time-sandwich. 

Ω 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  446 | 514 

 

Poltan Beel and his group remained stationed, outside of Sequetus, 

venturing in, recording and then leaving.  They stayed in that role of collecting 

and sending information, waiting for what was to happen.  Soon, their mission 

would begin. 

Ψ 
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End of Book 17 of the 

Sequetus Series. 

End of the concluding 

Book 5 of the 

Juggernaut miniseries. 

The Talkron Hunter 

Part 2: Evil Exposure 
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GLOSSARY, DEFINITIONS, HISTORICAL NOTES 

AND BACKGROUND DATA 

 

Editorial note:   When the term Terrestrial appears beside a word or term, of 

historical note, this means that it is a terrestrial word, from Sequetus 3 – Earth – 

and the definition is a terrestrial definition, or historical note.   It isn’t a fictional 

term or definition. 
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GLOSSARY 

Aaron:  Original name of the race on Yaltipia, otherwise known as Boguard 

outside the Pleiades, and the Galaxy.  On Yaltipia the original race was called the 

Aaron.  Technically anyone can evolve to become a Boguard through their 

training programs and can join and become Boguard.  However, to be Aaron, 

one needs to be born on Yaltipia within the Aaron race.  Templar miniseries 

Aaron Library:  An underground library of 17 levels, that measure about a k 

wide in each direction.  In Earth terms, it covers 17 square kilometers of library 

floor space.  Templar miniseries 

Ablam:  Commercial center, 100 Ks west of Jilta PC.  Population one million, its 

product is government service. Juggernaut miniseries 

Academia:  1.  A college of high learning, tertiary education, offering 

doctorates.  2.  (Plural – academias) The institutions of the highest places of 

learning in the Federation.  Source, Jiltanian after the gardener Academos who 

used to tend the gods in by making their gardens a paradise.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Acran:  Pleiadian for what translates into Devout Coordinator for On Planet 

Operations.  This began in Sequetus 3.  Acran Anderson was the first of many 

Acrans to follow.  New-Earth miniseries 

Acron Field:  This is one of several kinds of fields that hold free-air inside 

military craft.  The Acron Field is generated around a ship and prevents the free-

air from leaving, while permitting large sold objects to enter and leave the ship.  

This effect is achieved by a magnetic force that is held as a ridge at the 

perimeter.  The magnetic force is strongest nearest the center of the source of 

the field.  Through unifying fields gravitational, electrical and so on, the 

magnetic fields can be made denser, further out from specified epicenters.  They 

then prevent free-air molecules passing; while at the same time allow more solid 

masses and objects to pass.  Named after its inventor, Luis Acron of Tilk.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Afterburners:  When dumping fuel out through the exhaust system, and 

igniting it within the system, the continual explosion of such afterburning adds 

speed to the craft.  New-Earth miniseries 
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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 Series 

Agent:  1.  Two levels below independent.  Starting at the top is:  Independent, 

Junior Independent, Agent, and Agent Junior Grade.  New-Earth miniseries 

Akeala:  1.  See Albine below.  Same person.  Daughter of Jaron and Anki.  

Templar Series. 2.  She becomes a central figure in the freeing of Earth and the 

Federation from the effects of the Talkron. She has many of her father’s 

properties. Earth Syndrome miniseries. 

Albine:  Daughter of Jaron and Anki.  She is the granddaughter, of the Master 

Templar. Her grandmother was a long-lifer, but died before she was born.  She 

changed her name to Akeala, upon the advice of her protector, to avoid being 

killed, like her two brothers.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Alfrash:  The planet that was first colonized by the Pleiadians.  It has 1.04 

Standard Gravity, was lush with forests, had deserts, ice poles, temperate and 

tropical rain forests.  A super solar flare, itself a series of 12 flares, took out the 

colony over a sixty-year period.  There were enough suspicious circumstances, 

to indicate that the flare(s) may not have been completely natural.  Over ninety 

percent died, during those sixty years.  The planet was abandoned, and at vast 

effort, it was engineered, to remove all evidence of previous occupation.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Algamm Grass:  Found on the edge of deserts, around Sandrist.  It is high in B 

vitamins and sought after, as a natural product, harvested and exported.  It is 

said that a short-lifer could become a long-lifer, by eating Algamm grass from 

birth with every meal.  This was never tested.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Algon Sea:  The nearest sea to Jilta PPC, measuring 765 Ks across, at the 

widest point.  New-Earth miniseries 

Allied Council of Free Sectors:  The name given to the first authority 

controlling the new Federation Alliance.  It came from the remnants of the 

Federation after the Battle of Sequetus 3, and consisted of the military heads of 

all the known sectors, including Farsen, which was restored.  It was the 

forerunner to The New Federation. New-Earth miniseries 
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Alliance, Federation:  An alternative name for the Federation, after the Battle 

of Sequetus 3.  New-Earth miniseries 

Allied Council of Jilta:  1.  After the atomic war on Jilta the planet set up a 

temporary government called the Allied Council of Jilta.  2.  After all the Royals 

had left their Federation planets; the planets no longer had their autocratic 

control.  There were members of the Federation military, as well as government, 

who tried to seize control of their own cities, countries and continents.  Some 

seized atomic weapons.  In the Federation, wars were starting to break out.  On 

Jilta this culminated in an atomic war between three factions.  After three years, 

and with almost all of Jilta PC and its sister cities completely wasted, the war 

ended.  The government that took over was named the Allied Council of Jilta.  

This should not have happened and for several years after the Battle of 

Sequetus 3, Torren traveled to Jilta trying to stop the wars and the fighting.  He 

was unsuccessful, and it continued to the almost total destruction of the former 

prosperous cities of Jilta.  As the other planets became embroiled in similar wars 

Torren found he was just as ineffective, so he concentrated his efforts on Earth, 

and hoped that when he found who was behind what was happening on Earth, it 

would lead to the same solution for the rest of the Santonia Galaxy.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Allied Imperial Federation:  A fuller term for Federation Alliance.  Allied 

Imperial Federation Forces.  AIF, or AIFF all mean the same thing.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Alson:  1.  A suburb in Jilta PC.  2.  Alson, Academia, most prestigious tertiary 

Academia in all of Jilta.  It teaches most degree doctorate courses and has forty 

five thousand students enrolled per year including full time, part time and by 

correspondence.  New-Earth miniseries 

Amanda:  The name taken and accepted by a Boguard 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 Series 

Amy:  The teenage daughter of a family of settlers on Rambus.  She used to 

dream of finding out what was outside of Rambus.  She became strong friends 

with Anki of Jilta.  She was stranded off from Rambus after the planet was 

raided by pirates, and they killed her family and friends.  On returning to her 

home planet and experiencing the death of all she loved, and almost dying 

herself, she swore an oath that she was even the score. She was central in 

removing the pirates from Sleebo, and bringing down Brandon Mirac of Palbo.  

She earned the nick name, Goddess of War incarnate.  Templar miniseries 
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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 

Anki:  The teenage daughter of the master Templar of Jilta.  Was shipwrecked 

on Rambus and saved by settlers there.  She attended Academia Alson of Jilta.  

For former past lives of Anki see Anqi Storm and Vicra Starn, both separate lives 

at different times, but the same person.  Templar miniseries. The woman, years 

later, who is the mother of Akeala, and Tubin, and married to Jaron. Anki’s 

mother was a long-lifer, Karine Malor - married to the Master Templar, a 

Cordello at the time, and died two years after Anki was born.  Juggernaut 

miniseries. 

Anqi Storm:  1.  Malukan trooper, former resident of Sleebo.  2.  Important in 

saving Sequetus 3.  Daughter of Nobus Mas and Reqel Subar of Taronga PPC.  

Educated in biophysics in Anst Academia at Taronga, joined the Malukan Guards 

shortly after graduation.  New-Earth miniseries 

Antithesis:  (Terrestrial) A direct contrast, or opposition, of person, action or 

idea. Juggernaut miniseries 

Aquel:  A local length measure of stride, from the planet Aqeliam.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Arenic Alps, Jilta:  On the continent of Algorico, the Alps run through the 

center and are on the opposite side of the planet to Jilta PC.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Arganate: A plentiful translucent pale misty green non-precious stone, which is 

found on Jilta.  The major quarries are found in the northern hemisphere.  The 

stone's properties are limestone based and calcium derived. Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Arlon, Doctrains:  Head of household staff of Residence of Jilta.  Employer 

Goren Torren.  Has a degree in Business Management from Academia Alson, 

Jilta.  He moved with Goren Torren to Earth, and survived the Battle of Sequetus 

3.  On Earth he headed the Home of Goren Torren.  He showed flair and became 

active with Boguard Letone in external affairs.  He vanished after the FBI assault 

on Home, along with other Household Staff.  Later he was found and did his part 

to bring about Intervention.  After intervention he became a national USA 

celebrity on terrestrial television, made eleven movies, and married another 

member of his household.  He returned to Jilta three times but remained as a 

resident of Earth.  He had two long-life children.  He died 498 BS a full supporter 
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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 

Arrival Day:  The day of arrival of the First Fleet and its pioneers, to a new 

world, sponsored by the Templar movement, the anniversary of is celebrated as 

the Arrival Day each year.  Templar miniseries 

Ataran:  City of Ataran, which housed the Boulan, the ruling class of the Aaron.  

Ataran had 110,000 people and was one of the oldest and biggest Aaron cities in 

Yaltipia.  It was hydro powered by the cross currents of water flowing through 

the planet's crust.  The city is at least 15 thousand years old.  Templar 

miniseries 

Auto-Credit:  Similar to a credit card but instead of the credit being held at a 

bank, it is held at one’s place of employment. Juggernaut miniseries 

Auto-fecha:  From auto-fetcher, (also a-fechaTM) an automatic computerized 

library vehicle device, which that when enabled with the correct code, leaves the 

study table, and brings the volume from the storage shelves, back to the 

intended user.  They are the size of a shoebox, available in many modern 

libraries, in different models, colours and from many manufacturers.  They were 

first developed on planet Peel.  Juggernaut Series 

Automatic beam:  Simply means that weapons lock on target automatically 

and are fired by computer programs.  The advantage is that they are not only 

accurate, but will continue well after the crew manning them is dead or 

incapacitated.  New-Earth miniseries 

Bacterol-bandages TM:  Bandages with anti bacterial impregnated layers, 

which bring about fast healing.  Made by Medicol Corp Inc.  Jilta.  Templar 

miniseries 

Bailock:  The name given to Jaron on Tors, by the local native, Garnow.  The 

term became Jaron’s name there.  It was local dialect for fast-god, due to the 

speed, which he descended from the sky.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Balgoss, Eroni:  Base Commander of the Palboan outstation on Sleebo, pirate 

station.  Aged 234 when killed in the fight for Mount Drapper.  Templar 

miniseries 
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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 is said that a Baling stick has a mind of its own 

and after meditating with the stick, the stick and the fighter think as one, during 

a fight, in order to overcome a more powerful enemy.  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 is 50 by 80 pacs, with seventy staff, troopers or 

Boguard.  New-Earth miniseries 

Battle of Six Worlds:  A temporary make shift war room, CIC – Combat 

Information Center – inside the palace.  It is 50 by 80 pacs, with seventy staff, 

troopers or Boguard.  New-Earth miniseries 

Bauxite:  (Terrestrial) The rock that is mined, which when treated, is converted 

to aluminum.  Templar miniseries 
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Bearing Harvest:  A two week period on Sleebo, when it is close to the sun and 

crops can be harvested.  The whole of Sleebo get busy, harvesting the year’s 

crops, during this one two week period.  Templar miniseries 

Beel, Polton:  Adventurer and freedom fighter from the 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. 

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 that are used to inspect, stitch and 

repair tissue during an operation.  Biobots generally are 10-4 pacs in diameter.  

New-Earth Series 

Biotynes:  The small insects bred and let loose onto a planet, that destroy 

human and mammal life by the pirates.  The Warp Drive Bank sponsored the 

breeding and release of the insects themselves.  Templar miniseries 

Blackheart:  Pleiadian term, for meaning a person who lives against the better 

good of the community and self.  A law breaker, a breaker of moral and ethical 

codes of behavior.  One who creates turmoil, and one who does more harm than 

good around him.  See also Clean Heart.  New-Earth miniseries 

Bloat:  A space life boat.  Usually, 5 x 9 pacs in size and taking up to twelve 

passengers.  Typically there was a minimum provision of one bloat per 25 crew, 

and one bloat for every 20 passengers.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Bloodwood, Jiltanian:  A tree measuring up to 390 pacs tall, found in the 

temperate regions of Jilta.  Its wood is a rich red, dense and sought after for 

making furniture on Jilta.  Today the trees are numbered and protected.  Each 
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tree is plotted on a map.  They can live to seven thousand standard years.  

There is an entire industry on Jilta dedicated to protecting these trees.  They are 

the source of much of early Jiltanian folk lore.  Each tree has resident within it 

hundreds and thousands of other species.  Its aroma is known to keep away 

parasites and plagues.  New-Earth miniseries 

Bluster:  See Microwave bluster.  New-Earth miniseries 

Boguard:  1.  Guard at the palace to protect of Lorde Hymondy III.  2.  Race of 

bodyguard for the protection of Lorde Hymondy III.  Their inception into the 

Federation region was about 550 standard years after Federation conquest.  

Origin of race unknown.  Life expectancy indefinite.  Run along military lines.  

Source of instruction:  Lorde Hymondy III.  They are known to speak many 

languages, are trained in martial arts, physics.  No command links with IFFCo.  

Being a race the word Boguard is capitalized.  New-Earth miniseries 

Boguard Front:  The assault corps of Boguard.  They can be anything from 500 

to 500 strong depending on the objective.  The Boguard Captain Felice Karo 

made them famous when she defeated Palbo 1,000 years before.  At that time 

there were up to twenty thousand Boguard Front that hit the planet in one 

strike, carefully coordinated, taking out all communications systems in one 

unified moment.  Templar miniseries 

Boguard rank:  The following is the Boguard field rank from highest to lowest: 

Captain 

Guard Instructor 

Instructor 

Leader 

Boguard 

Boguard Novice (student) New-Earth miniseries 

Boll, Pabs, Lieutenant:  The on-planet fleet representative during the Palboan 

raids of the far-Outer-Worlds. Graduated Merida Academy, Palbo CC. Juggernaut 

Series 

Bonding:  1. The official legal recognition that a male and female couple, had 

decided to cohabitate, as a single group, with the purpose of furthering the 

species through the production of children.  The average BOND would last 36 

years, with three offspring.  Often re-bonding would occur later in life. 2. The 

ceremony accompanying the commitment, of between a Boguard Captain and 

his new Man-o-War. The bond is a lifetime agreement. Juggernaut miniseries 
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Boulan:  The Boulan number exactly 500.  They reside in a small section of 

Ataran, of a square K in area.  They are the ruling elite, of the Aaron and 

Boguard.  Templar miniseries 

Bridge briefing:  1.  Bridge briefings are where missions are presented and 

discussed in a formal manner.  They are recorded for future reference.  

Discussions of missions are not permitted outside of such briefings.  All crew 

attend.  2.  They are called bridge briefings, not because they happen on the 

bridge, because in larger craft they do not, as the bridge can be too small for all 

crew.  Only senior personnel present the bridge briefing usually from the bridge.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Brijet, Captain:  Female senior Boguard officer captaining the expeditionary 

forces fleet taking Captain Jaron to his objective mission.  She was 283 years old 

at this time.  It was her first command as an entire fleet command.  Templar 

miniseries 

Broadmatter Theory:  Broadmatter is that matter that is so small that current 

instruments cannot read it, but it acts similar to a sea supporting molecular-

matter that floats within it.  It transmits heat and ALL energy and in this way is 

very different from the concept of dark matter.  Broadmatter makes up the bulk 

of the universe mass, and is the reason why the universe is expanding at an 

accelerated rate.  Broadmatter ties in with space and time and without 

broadmatter there would be no space, no gravity and presumably no time.  

Without it all other matter would collectively condense.  See Broadmatter theory 

Addendum at the end of Book Seven for more details.  New-Earth miniseries 

BS:  1.  This indicates how many years since the Battle of Sequetus 3.  1038 BS 

means 1,038 Standard Years since the Battle of Sequetus 3.  2.  A dating 

system, adopted through the galaxy since the Battle for Sequetus 3.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Caff:  The place, where non-intoxicating beverages are served, aboard a vessel.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Captain:  1.  Middle rank in IFFCo.  Usually In command of an interceptor 

squadron, a destroyer, or a fighter team.  Below Lieutenant Commander in rank.  

2.  Highest field rank in the Boguard.  New-Earth miniseries 

Caraday, Bel:  Son of Oralo Caraday of Jilta.  Started in the Coproduce service 

when 18 years old.  He is Commander of the Corduke Base and answerable to 

the Master Templar. Juggernaut miniseries 
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Carriers:  1.  Short for non military ore carriers.  They are generally made in 

space, and can be many kilometers long.  They are under WD.  The carriers 

connect up section after section (sometimes known as pods), and can be as 

many as four sections long.  Often carrier-trains is used to express the long 

attached lengths of the carrier containers 

2.  Federation military carriers contain a compliment of between 100 to 800 

fighters, and a total of onboard crew of 1,200 to 9,600.  These ships pack a tight 

crew, have high morale.  In the Federation of Jilta the word hive is used in slang 

to mean carrier, and darlt is often used for fighter.  A darlt is an insect from 

Jiltanian mythology that when stirred would seek out its enemy anywhere to 

attack, even if it meant the insect itself died.  The tradition of using this term 

goes back well before Federation of Jilta.  New-Earth miniseries 

Carriers, Ore Carriers:  Unarmed Ships used to transport mining produce or 

spoil.  While they are big they have a very small crew.  New-Earth miniseries 

Carvan:  A city near two cross currents of water as well as geothermal power 

sources, and was one of four such citied devoted to manufacturing clean power 

for the other Aaron cities. Juggernaut miniseries 

Castano, Carole:  Corduke missionaire, 38 years old, short-lifer.  From Jilta, 

and from parents, who were Templars.  His father was a leading Cordello of Jilta.  

His rank was Captain.  He was instrumental for saving Lorde Jaron stranded on 

Tors, saving Anki in Palbo, and becomes one of the most highly decorated 

Cordukes in his lifetime. Juggernaut miniseries 

Cast-outs:  The term given to those who are cast out into space unsuited.  An 

illegal act, but practiced in some sectors, especially in remote mining areas. 

Law systems turn a blind eye to the practice as most offences happen in return 

for illegal acts.  That is, when a person gets caught committing theft or murder, 

and there are no law enforcing officials around, often the local inhabitants, meet 

and pass sentence with cast-outing being the penalty.  New-Earth miniseries 

Cenon:  Pronounced Che’non.  1.  A planet in the Jiltanian out worlds where 

both Belkron Blu and Castano served.  2.  Population 212 million.  Agrarian 

economy, feudal by nature.  Gravity 1.02, 45% water, three races.  Juggernaut 

Series 

Centoria:  A democratic rim sector of the galaxy, adjacent to Jilta.  Centoria is 

the capital system, where there are two inhabited planets.  Being adjacent to 

Earth, Centoria has the most number of temple buildings, secondly only to Jilta.  

Centoria is the closest system capital to Earth.  New-Earth miniseries 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  459 | 514 

 

Centrifugal Force:  An apparent force that acts outward on a body, moving 

around a center, coming from the body’s inertia.  A bucket on a rope, being 

whirled around one’s body is apparently pushed out, by centrifugal force. 

Juggernaut miniseries 

Centrecom:  Either a life-force or a computer program that ran the Six Worlds.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Charlton, Navia:  Social anthropologist from Academia Alson, companion and 

associate in Sequetus 3 to Independent Goren Torren.  Torren and Charlton both 

attended Academia Alson together studying, prior to Torren applying for his 

Independent’s Certificate in Jilta.  They were married for three years during at 

this time.  Upon the end of the Battle of Sequetus 3 Navia moved to Sequetus. 

3.  On Earth, she headed the Torren corporate empire of ACI.  That corporation 

collapsed after a siege, by the terrestrial forces.  She then took on a role 

gathering data and waited for the return of Torren, using the new corporation 

Acram.  Upon intervention she continued on in Sequetus, and went back to her 

earlier profession of lecturing in anthropology until her retirement.  She wrote 23 

books while as a lecturer to universities in New York, London and Tokyo.  She 

died 480 standard years after C Day.  She never returned to see Jilta, 

maintaining that she wanted to retain good memories of her home.  She never 

remarried, no children.  See NEW FEDERATION for more data.  4.  She is 

considered by the House of Torren to be one of the Temples (see definition of 

Temples) of Sequetus 3.  New-Earth miniseries 

Chelo Bade:  Student at Academia Alson, who discovered during her thesis, 

that life altered, during the travel during the warp drive fields.  She was a friend 

of Mali Skanes and Arden Keote.  Later, she worked for the Bank and vanished.  

She turned up on Mortifor station-city. Juggernaut miniseries 

City Security (C-S):  1.  The body of armed civilian security personnel, who are 

responsible for the peace of Jilta.  2.  Police. Juggernaut miniseries 

Civvies:  (Terrestrial) Slang.  Civilians.  It also means civilian clothes, civilian 

life, as distinct to military.  New-Earth miniseries 

Clapboard:  A computer pad upon which a flashscan is taken for identification 

verifying the user.  The palm and three fingers must be present.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Class A rocket:  Non-explosive rocket.  No warhead. New-Earth miniseries 

Class B rocket:  Non-explosive rocket.  No warhead.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Class C rocket:  A non-atomic warhead, but packed with liquefied explosive gel.  

Designed to explode and send the burning gel to other areas to set those other 

areas alight.  New-Earth miniseries 

Class D rocket:  The warhead is packed with explosive shells, so that when the 

war head explodes, it sends armor piercing unexploded shells through armor 

plate and they in turn explode, on the other side of armor plate.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Class J rocket:  J is the Juggernaut miniseries, containing atomics of various 

subclasses.  New-Earth miniseries 

Clean Heart:  Clean Heart:  Pleiadian term.  A person who does more good for 

society and self than harm.  A person who abides by the ethical and moral 

codes, and laws of society.  See also Blackheart.  New-Earth miniseries 

Clerical Law:  The Templar law as written by the Foundation Temple Goren 

Torren or as was ratified by the Sortet, during meetings of the ruling Cordellos.  

Templar miniseries 

Clife:  A long Federation military blade made from Magnopolop (a non metallic 

resilient compound) that is worn in a sheath on every shocksuit.  Clifes are 

either dress or combat style.  Origin:  from the days before Federation when the 

Royal race was planet bound, the clife was worn as an instrument for bonding of 

the earlier warrior clans.  New-Earth miniseries 

Cold Hype:  Death that results from exposure to subzero temperatures in 

space, freezing of the limbs and body.  New-Earth miniseries 

Comm-tact:  Trade name for a mass commercial visual communications 

system, and network.  By Comm-Tact Industries, Jilta. New-Earth miniseries 

Communications Center:  A ship has a bridge.  A Base has a Communication 

Center, which is the focus of all data going in and out.  It can also be called a 

War Room, or a Combat Information Center, depending on the sector.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Compu:  ® The largest computer manufacturer in Crackess.  Famed (or 

infamous) for its early invention – intelligent computers.  After the Medallian 

Rebellion, the Compu executives were interned off-planet and CCP 

administrators placed inside the company.  After this the company expanded, to 

become the largest interplanetary corporation in the Federation, with 1.7 million 

staff, in total.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Compubanks:  ® A collective name for viewscreens and computers, which plot 

a craft’s course and synchronize with Warp Drives.  Manufactured by Compu 

Systems Interplanetary Inc.  New-Earth miniseries 

Compuboard:  ® Often found in airports, these boards are an instant tally 

board showing craft departures and arrivals.  In a space fleet they are used to 

show the tally of battle.  Manufactured by Compu Systems Interplanetary Inc.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Compudata:  ® Abbreviation for Computer Data or non-intelligent computer 

information, or in slang:  a dry-computer – meaning no intelligence.  

Manufactured by Compu Systems Interplanetary Inc.  New-Earth miniseries 

Compuscreens:  ® Computer screens manufactured by Compu Systems 

Interplanetary Inc.  New-Earth miniseries 

Computers, Intelligent:  1.  5,550 Standard Galactic Years prior to Federation, 

Luis Medallia developed the first recorded fully mobile intelligent computer.  At 

the time it was recorded as a brilliant technological marvel.  Not only could it 

store and extrapolate data to logical conclusions, but also it had the ability to 

self perpetuate in other computers.  The basis of all intelligent computers was 

the program create, coupled with the subprogram survive.  2.  Intelligent 

computers led to the lowering of human-life to that of a servile status to 

computers.  Without the intervention of neighboring galactic civilizations, and 

the Medallian Rebellion, these social degrading phenomena of humankind would 

have spread throughout the Santonia Galaxy.  It is speculated that without the 

Rebellion, within several millennium, all humanoid races may have become 

extinct.  The cost of the Medallian Rebellion was fifteen billion humanoid lives 

which were needed to defeat the intelligent machines.  New-Earth miniseries 

Confederacy:  The loose governing body, democratic, that ruled the known 

outer galaxy prior to the conquest by the Federation.  The full title is The 

Confederated Council of Planets.  (CCP) It existed loosely for a hundred and 

twenty thousand years.  The Federation defeated it in only decades defeated it.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Confederacy:  Full title - Confederated Council of Planets.  (CCP) The loose and 

often extended term applied to the political attempt to bring the multitude of 

races, political systems et al together to end the warring of two hundred and 

thirty standard years in the Santonia Galaxy.  The Confederacy failed at total 

unification and was succeeded by the Federation.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Confederacy:  Travel could take decades.  As a result the Confederacy was 

never conquered by a single force or in agreement with itself.  Often planets 

would get forgotten and cultures rediscovered over centuries.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Conquest:  The CCP was conquered by the Federation.  While many planets 

simply did not fight and changed governorship of who was ruling them, some 

planets resisted and fought the Federation fleets and armies.  During this 

fighting many government sections of cities were razed and government records 

lost.  This was as much a cultural and economic set back as anything else.  It 

was a loss of historical records.  New-Earth miniseries 

Consol Agent:  The chief and legal representative of an intragalactic 

corporation to a planet.  Similar in status to an ambassador.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Control-fathers:  Those who implemented the program to go back in time to 

avert the catastrophe that happened in the Galaxy, which originated in Sequetus 

3.  They in turn became to be known as the Masters on Six Worlds.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Cordellos:  The heads of the Houses, which represent the strongest Temples.  

There are Ten Cordellos, but that will be later expanded, to include more Minor 

Temples.  There were originally fiver Cordellos, and they were presided over by 

the Great Sharman.  There were another five Cordellos representing the Lessor 

Houses.  This number has been increasing, as the Outer-Worlds becomes 

inhabited. 

The word comes from old Standard Galactic cordelle, meaning small rope, 

indicating the knotted cord worn by the Cordellos.  Templar miniseries 

Cordukes:  A network thirty years old at the writing of the fifth book, in 

Templar Series.  It is an intelligence gathering service, in employ of the Master 

Templar.  It comes from the old Standard Galactic word, chorda, which comes 

from the confederacy term khorde, meaning string of a musical instrument.  The 

connotation here, being that, if the Master Templar uses his Cordukes well, there 

will be harmony within the Temple.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Coreen Wind:  The name given, to the cold wind of winter that comes off the 

mountains, of Tors.  Before the Coreen Wind arrives, locals know to vacate the 

mountains.  Juggernaut miniseries  

Corrado City:  Population of 700,000, and a Bank run city.  On Jilta, north, 

northern hemisphere.  Juggernaut miniseries 
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Council:  1.  Another term for the Confederated Council of Planets, CCP.  2.  

Confederacy, CCP, Council, Confederated Council of Planets.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Council of Order:  A small body of Boguard whose task it was to decide what 

areas the Boguard should influence, and how, to bring about the goals of the 

Aaron.  Templar miniseries  

Crackess (Krackass):  1.  Home of the Confederacy inspired uprisings against 

the Federation in the Hymondian Realm.  This cost the lives of three million 

civilians and military.  2.  Planet in the Federation that previously was relegated 

to backwaters after severe depression.  It being a mining planet that also relied 

heavily on computer manufacture, it was depressed economically after the 

Medallian Rebellion.  New-Earth miniseries 

Crackess Uprisings:  See Crackess.  New-Earth miniseries 

Cravana:  Settlement in the Amazon of Sequetus 3.  Population 420, at date 

1,000 BS, and an outpost for the federation.  It once had a population of 50,000 

at date 500 BS.  Templar miniseries 

Credit:  1.  The galactic pronunciation of the credit is dahl.  Its subunit is dihlo, 

and takes ten dihlos to a dahl, and ten strake to make a dihlo.  For the sake of 

translation in this book we use the word credit.  2.  Federation unit of currency, 

whereby tied to the Average Production Index.  The average person earns about 

seven hundred credits (dahls) a week, but this varies upon the wealth of the 

planet.  The value of credits remains constant and inflation and deflation are 

negligible with the Average Production Index system.  3.  Material assets only 

rose and fell against the Average Production Index, not credits.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Credit-Control-Office:  A controlling office for credit liaison.  Similar to a bank. 

on Sequetus 3. Juggernaut miniseries 

Crosshair Nebula:  The giant gas cloud in the Pleiades wherein the Karo Series 

lies.  It is a collection of dust particles that block out much view through the 

Pleiades.  New-Earth miniseries 

Cruiser:  The largest Federation military strike ship.  It is half a Kinopac long of 

destructive power.  It houses between forty to sixty interceptors with five escort 

fighters for each interceptor.  Personnel number around 3,000 per ship.  New-

Earth miniseries 
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Darlt:  Jiltanian insect in early mythology.  It had 12 legs, was the size of a 

finger.  It was said to travel to any length to carry out its deadly sting.  In the 

myth the darlt would not stir until stirred.  A darlt hive was said to have killed 

the son of the god of Jilta, after its hive was brushed against, accidently during a 

hunting tournament.  The insect was thus given intelligence by the god – 

Taurius, so that when Taurius destroyed the darlt species, the insect would 

realize why it was being destroyed.  The term kill like a darlt means to not 

carelessly choose your target, but to seek one’s target intelligently, with 

purpose, and not fall back until the kill has been effected. New-Earth miniseries 

Dates:  1.  From fifteen years after the Battle of Sequetus 3 all dates were 

recorded from that date, which on Sequetus 3 was known as 1989.  So, the year 

2000 on Sequetus 3 was recorded as BS 11.  BS being the abbreviation of Battle 

of Sequetus 3.  2.  All dates before the battle have a minus symbol before the 

number.  BS -50 is a date 50 years before the battle, and would be 1939 local 

date.  New-Earth miniseries 

Day-of-Foretelling:  This day is prophesized by Anderson, the founder of The 

Temple on Sequetus 3.  It is the day, when galactic life finished in its known 

form.  A day of great destruction and enlightenment. Juggernaut miniseries 

Decam:  Slang term for decontamination when leaving an isolated world or 

system.  New-Earth miniseries 

Defense Fleet Destroyers:  This large class off Jiltanian destroyer bristles with 

guns, torpedoes, and single man defense-sortie-craft.  New-Earth miniseries 

Defense Marshal:  The most senior Marshal ranking.  See Marshal.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Defense Sortie Craft (DSC):  Craft likened to suicide capsules designed to 

singularly target an enemy incoming ship.  The single crewman may, or might 

not evacuate, just prior to impact.  The craft would come in at speeds low 

enough to not be deflected by the Acron or Proposhields.  Once the warhead was 

(armed with electromagnetic pulse - EMP) within the shields the DSC detonated.  

The Acron and Proposhields would then be eliminated.  The atmosphere around 

the launch bays leaves the ship and makes the launch and landing bays 

inoperative.  Those caught in the bays die instantly as their bodies explode out 

due to zero external pressure.  The effected launch bays remain down and open 
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for hours, enabling enemy crews to board and fight their way into the ship.  The 

EMP not only downs the shields, which enables external laser fire to be effective, 

but it disengages electronics, making electrical doors inoperative.  The DSC is a 

very powerful weapon, but has almost no return rates for its single crews.  Not 

used in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Crews often have some external reason why 

they volunteer.  All crews are volunteers.  They and their families are always 

subsequently highly honored and decorated.  New-Earth miniseries 

Delerum:  A planet, seventeen light years from Earth.  The home of the bone 

traders, that brought about the extinction of the great dinosaurs on Sequetus 3.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Delopacs:  Ten thousand pacs, 10 Ks.  New-Earth miniseries 

Destroyer:  An IFFCo or Federation era military ship.  It houses six interceptors 

and six fighters per interceptor.  New-Earth miniseries 

Director of Alerts:  A trouble shooter for the Imperial Federation Warp Drive 

Bank.  His job is to prevent trouble, and prevent it from escalating.  He has 

broad sweeping powers. Juggernaut miniseries 

Dispatchers:  Staff – Boguard – who would deliver messages on behalf of 

Hymondy and ensure they are obeyed by the recipients.  New-Earth miniseries 

Docks and Checks:  The docking procedure used in space, and where the crew 

and ship are inspected per regulations.  New-Earth miniseries 

Drysuit:  “The helmet was similar to that of any aquanaut.  Breathing tubes 

were connected to the suit through a series of cells, it was able to draw oxygen 

out of the water.  The used air was expelled through the suit walls, which were 

of a molecular size small enough, being then absorbed by the water.”  New-

Earth miniseries 

Duality:  The universe cannot exist as singular events, items or happenings.  It 

exists as dualities.  Men and women are one such duality.  New-Earth miniseries 

Duchy:  Duchies, may have up to a thousand stars of which only a few may 

have habitable planets.  A sector has 1001 stars or more.  There are two 

Duchies in the federation – Kalanon and Celtronia.  New-Earth miniseries 

Early Works, The:  1.  The basic first historical record of the Pleiadians, which 

shows how they arrived in the Pleiades, and also, how to develop one’s 

potential.  2.  Historical record in full, originated from within the Boguard. New-

Earth miniseries 
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Econdar:  An education city of the Aaron in Yaltipia.  It housed students and 

educators and administrators and had a population of 65,000 population.  It was 

near the equator.  Templar miniseries 

Element analyzer:  It analyses the physical elements for their various 

properties, a planet’s atmosphere, the temperature of space etc.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Elevator:  (Terrestrial) Lift.  Interchangeable term for lift.  New-Earth miniseries 

Elevators:  Vehicles used to exclusively lift great tonnage into space.  In effect 

they are one big gravity plate with two pilots and one navigator.  Twenty-five 

elevators can lift a destroyer off a planet with specific gravity of 1.0.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Empire of Earth:  It lost in civil war to long-lifers, in BS 5789.  The Earth 

Empire that ruled the Galaxy for over five thousand standard years.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Empty Way, The:  The Empty Way comes from the belief that the universe 

itself is nothing but an illusion, an empty way to fulfillment, and a false 

fulfillment.  The Talkron adopted this philosophy.  It means not only is universe 

empty but that people can theoretically move through the universe as though it 

is empty.  They can control it, as though it weighs less than a feather.  Being 

Talkron, means to be in absolute control of The Empty Way.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Engineers, Federation:  Federation Engineers are famous for their work, 

repairing almost anything, getting bases occupied, making bridges, and so on.  

Generally, they are non-combat crew.  New-Earth miniseries 

Exodus Week:  As with clerical law, the Outer-Worlds celebrate a week 

remembering the exodus from Earth, to the newer Outer-Worlds, such as 

Rambus.  Templar miniseries 

Expedition Fleet:  The Boguard fleet, of 4 ships, including a Man-O-War, which 

goes out on a mission for a designated predetermined objective.  A total crew 

complement of up to 200.  Templar miniseries 

Express-undertube:  The name given to the underground magno-rail link, that 

bridges Jilta P.C.  and its outer lying sister cities. Juggernaut miniseries 
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Far-Outer-Worlds:  The worlds beyond the Outer-Worlds, and beyond the 

center of the Galaxy.  The far-Outer-Worlds number in the thousands.  

Juggernaut miniseries 

Far-saw, far-see:  The ability to see something remotely from a distance, well 

away from the object to be seen.  New-Earth miniseries 

Farsen:  A region of space with few planets, but ruled over, by the Federation.  

New-Earth miniseries 

FCS:  Federation Civilian Ship.  The title given to a registered civilian vessel, 

within the Federation.  New-Earth miniseries 

Federation:  Stands for The Imperial Galactic Federation, The Lordes Of All 

Worlds And Vassals Within The Domains Of The Galaxy.  It has been the 

governing body that ruled the Galaxy after the CCP.  New-Earth miniseries 

Federation:  1.  The Imperial Galactic Federation (IGF), The Lordes of All 

Worlds and Vassals within the Domains of Santonia Galaxy (Santonia - Quadrant 

451f or New General Catalogue 9154 Galaxy [Terrestrially termed Galaxy]).  2.  

FEDERATION - formally established in the standard year 13,576 upon cessation 

of the Santonia Wars of 13,331-574.  Federation saw an end of 116,158 

separate intra galactic domains of varying strengths.  3.  Galactic political 

unification through federation after 120,000 years of varying peace and 

interplanetary warfare.  New-Earth miniseries 

Federation Fleet Command: 1.  (IFFCo – Intragalactic Federation Fleet 

Command) The military command of the Federation fleets.  On planet armies are 

not subject to IFFCo, but come under Planet Military and Guard – PMG, the 

military force over guards, and guardsmen and on-planet troopers.  2.  IFFCo 

pronounced “if-co”, is the vast interstellar military arm of the Federation.  It is 

represented on all planets.  3.  IFFCo does not usurp the sovereign power of the 

royal sectors, and the sovereignty of each sector was senior to IFFCo, until the 

arrival of the junta that ruled the Federation, then IFFCo became senior to 

civilian authority.  New-Earth miniseries 

Federation Sectors:  See attached front map.  The sixteen Federation Sectors 

are:  Hymondy, Maluka (Maluku), Pilik, Timbor, Penec, Centor, Qilto, Siltonia or 

Silt, Tilk, Patua, Serene, Penetia, Kalanon, Celtronia, Kantee and Farsen.  Farsen 

did exist until taken by neighboring hostile sectors of Qilto, Penec and Pilik.  

Each sector is made up of provinces.  New-Earth miniseries 

Ferry-copter:  A four-bladed rotorcraft that carries up to ten passengers.  

Various sizes.  Juggernaut miniseries. 
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Felice Karo:  See Karo, Felice.  New-Earth miniseries 

Felicia:  Capital of the province Felince of Tors.  Population 17 thousand.  

Tropical, but known for heat. Juggernaut miniseries 

Fibrerail:  The train that is used, through the tunnels of Yaltipia.  The railcars 

are pulled up and down the canyons, more for vertical travel, but also lateral, to 

a degree.  Templar miniseries 

Fighters:  1.  Fighters are the only real defense craft against interceptors.  They 

are non-atmospheric and short ranged, and very fast.  Usually they are 

quartered on carriers, cruisers or destroyers.  2.  Fighters have a complement of 

one pilot with sometimes a second co-pilot. 

 

Two more of the fighter crew remain at the carrier, so each fighter has a tight 

assigned squad of four personnel.  Fighters further have allocated to them, a 

general staff of seven more support crew (cooks, doctors, administration staff 

etc) on board a carrier, cruiser or destroyer.  Thus each fighter carries ten to 

twelve personnel.  Also see carriers for more data.  New-Earth miniseries 

Final Battle:  BS 26 That battle which was waged around Earth as the last 

battle for the Federation Alliance against the Far Federation.  It was after the 

Alliance had fallen, subsequently to Jilta being taken.  Those not under the Far 

Federation gathered around Sequetus for one last stand.  The Alliance forces 

were outnumbered 10 to one.  New-Earth miniseries 

First Fleet:  The First Fleet was those first ships bringing the pioneers to the 

new worlds for settlement.  Each planet had its own First Fleet.  Those who 

came on the First Fleet were revered.  Templar miniseries 

Flashscan:  An instant scan of human details taken with multiple bands of light.  

The scan checks for life in what is being scanned, as well as other details such as 

finger prints, palm prints, foot prints, iris recognition, facial recognition etc.  
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People are not always aware they have been flashscanned as these are used in 

docking bays, banks, stores, airports, trains, and even highways.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Floater:  Originally, a registered trademark, but now the term is used to mean 

any low speed city vehicle that can reverse gravity.  (The polarity of 

broadmatter is reversed in series so that gravity phenomenon is defied.) The 

effect is that a floater can float any distance above a planet.  Governors are 

placed on the vehicles, which control the floaters’ height limitation, such as 20 

pacs, 50 pacs, 100 pacs, 200 pacs.  Templar Series 

Fluid-wellness:  Given to any crew in the infirmary who are ill aboard 

Federation military vessels.  It consists of protein mixes, vitamins and 

carbohydrates, depending on the body type.  There are a dozen varieties, and 

within those types, various strengths.  New-Earth miniseries 

Fransibar:  Planet Capital of Orbat, of the Karo System, of the Pleiades.  

Population fifty-eight million.  New-Earth miniseries 

Free-area:  Slang for a place free of tight discipline.  New-Earth miniseries 

Free Areas:  1.  Areas, which are free from certain codes of military law.  Often 

found as the recreation areas of military personnel.  2.  Slang - Free Areas are 

also civilian commercial areas, of trade.  New-Earth miniseries 

Frigate:  A warship by the Templar movement, which was brought into being, to 

counter the piracy against its colonies.  It had up to 45 crew.  Templar 

miniseries 

FSS:  Federation Service Ship; the title given to each military ship in the 

Federation.  New-Earth miniseries 

Fundamental form:  The original form that populated the Galaxy long before 

changes that adapted the body to environmental requirements.  “People from 

Earth have fundamental form.”  New-Earth miniseries 

Fundamentels:  The New World Doctrine followers refer to as being from the 

Temple and who have lost their way.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Future:  The Boguard understand the universe to merely be a series of nows, 

lasting a very short duration, and that when all the nows are run consecutively, 

then life appears to exist, like a stream.  However, as the life of the Boguard is 

considered separate to the physical universe, and actually in not part of it, then 

the Boguard, theoretically, is not controlled by time.  It is the belief of some 
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Boguard that they have already lived many lifetimes in the past, and, also in the 

future.  Whilst some can easily recall their past identities, some believe they 

may also recall their future and alter the future thereby and thus have an effect, 

on the present.  Templar miniseries 

Galactic Council, Boguard:  It is the Council's sole purpose to guide the future 

of the Galaxy towards a path of greater survival.  Templar miniseries 

Galaxy:  (Terrestrial) The Milky Way is the Galaxy.  Galaxy means milky way, 

and it also means the universe.  Once there was thought to only be all the stars 

above in the heavens and they were in this Galaxy, called the Milky Way.  There 

was no other Galaxy other than this Galaxy.  There is no other name for it than 

above.  Later on other galaxies were discovered.  Thus you will read the term 

Galaxy as capitalized and it means the Milky Way, the Galaxy that Earth is part 

of.  New-Earth miniseries 

Gandin, Guard Instructor:  Boguard leader, who lead the assault on Mount 

Drapper in Sleebo, against the pirate base.  Templar miniseries 

Gangels, Mount:  The tallest mountain in Jilta, 250 Ks due west of Jilta PCC.  

Height 4,289 pacs, said to be home to the gods of Jilta.  New-Earth miniseries 

Garato:  The Nalpan martial art of fighting, with rope and wire.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Garnow:  Local villager of the Handart village of the planet Tors, who befriends 

Jaron and helps him, after he was saved from an assassination attempt on 

Palbo.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Garule:  Boguard, who, with Trabune and Arden Keote tracked Chelo Bade to 

Mortifor, from Carridan City of Jilta. Juggernaut miniseries 

Gavii fruit:  A tangy melon fruit that originated on the planet Paxel.  Now 

common on most water planets and commercially grown, for market.  Its fruit is 

often crushed for juice extracts and is a strong source of vitamins and minerals, 

notably vitamin B3. Juggernaut miniseries 

General Surgeon:  On a ship or a military base the head of the medical corps 

was called the General Surgeon.  New-Earth miniseries 

Goddess Of War:  Amy of Rambus, Goddess of War, was a short lifer, from 

Rambus. To some, she became a godlike deity. (Terrestrial)  2. Athena was one 

such goddess. , so was the spear carrying Ankt of Egypt.  Annouke, elder 
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goddess of war of Egypt., Andraste of Celtic Britain, and Anahita of Persia.  

There have been others.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Gods of Jilta:  1.  From mythology, dating back 15,000, who were said to be 

the ruling class and who ruled the world from Mount Gangels.  2.  A saying, 

exclamation of emphasis.  By the Gods of Jilta….  New-Earth miniseries 

Goldor:  Administrative Member of the Confederated Council of Planets.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Goren Torren:  1.  An independent of Lorde Hymondy III.  He graduated in 

Galactic Law at Academia Alson before being accepted into the School of 

Independent Learning of Jilta PCC.  Once he had completed his apprenticeship, 

he finished a mandatory one year in the Federation Guards in a neighboring 

system, before returning for his independent internship.  He was the youngest 

intern cadet and graduated with honors.  He once was married to Navia 

Charlton.  Other relationships unknown.  He inherited his family estate early in 

life.  No siblings. 

2.  Torren comes from old Jiltanian, torre or torenza meaning heavy rain, and 

Goren comes from gore meaning to fetch.  The addition of the letter n is to 

indicate it is a masculine word.  So Goren Torren would mean the man who 

seeks to make the heavy rains, or the one who breaks the drought. 

 

Above:  Goren Torren stops the assassin’s bullet in mid flight. 

3.  The Independent, as prophesied by The Early Works as Magi. 

4.  The personage as promoted by The Master Templar, and accredited to be the 

founder of the movement that grew later on.  For more history, see the NEW-

EARTH SERIES. 
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5.  The foundation Temple for the Houses of Torren.  See definition of Temple.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Gragon Weed:  A poisonous plant, found on Palbo.  Its properties, when 

ingested slightly brings about a hypnotic state, where a person becomes easily 

suggestible.  Juggernaut Series. 

Gralgol Maximons:  Most senior Talkron, on Kantee Planet.  Aged 1279 

Standard Years, and not from the Kantee region.  He took over the operation of 

Kantee centuries before this story, after several royals – such as Hymondy and 

the Duke of Kallon – never returned for rejuvenation.  He has been 

administering the Talkron operations, for almost a millennium.  Juggernaut 

Series 

Grand Council:  The highest ecclesiastic body of Templars, convened to 

adjudicate accused crimes, against the Temple.  Templar miniseries 

Grangow plant:  A common plant, growing seven pacs high, in the temperate 

regions of Tors.  There are over twenty varieties.  The plant is used to build huts 

from by local inhabitants and also used for fashioning implements.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Grango fruit:  (Pronounced Gran-goh) The fruit from the Grangow plant.  

Common on Outer-Worlds, but not common in the old Federation.  It’s a yellow 

citrus-like fruit, with thick skin, tangy sour juice and high in fiber.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Graviton:  (Terrestrial) Is the force of gravity, and for many it is described in 

theory as a particle.  New-Earth miniseries 

Great Hall:  In the Jiltanian Palace is the Great Hall.  It was designed and built 

by Jiltanian architect Gioveni Gabalo and is 1,275 standard years old, predating 

Federation royalty.  New-Earth miniseries 

Great hall:  The great hall is a Templar tradition, whereby many temples would 

have a great hall, based on the Great Hall of the Palace of Jilta.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Great Holy War:  As described in The Early Works there would be a holy war 

unrivalled in history that would set mankind straight again.  Here mankind had a 

new chance after the war to take a higher place in the existence of things.  New-

Earth miniseries 
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Great Palace:  The Palace of Jilta that was taken as residence by the Jiltanian 

leaders.  It was once the home of Lorde Hymondy III.  More recently the Master 

Templar resided there.  It originates from the time before the Confederacy.  

Estimated as 1,780 years old.  New-Earth miniseries 

Great Search:  After Goren Torren vanished one of the biggest searches in 

federation history was undertaken.  The search was not limited to just Sequetus 

as there were purported sightings in other systems, but there were none that 

proved true.  New-Earth miniseries 

Great Sharman:  The first was John Anderson of Sequetus 3, who fired the 

assassin’s bullet that created the legend of Goren Torren.  After the 

assassination was foiled Anderson hid and then joined the army.  He was lifted 

off the planet by Letone to a higher status, but was then back on the planet, 

running the Temple Movement and was Torren’s representative on Earth.  Each 

subsequent Great Sharman has been Torren’s representative in the Galaxy.  

There are other Sharmans, one for each major planet, which have the status of 

one hundred temples or more under them.  New-Earth miniseries 

Greendale Health Retreat:  A 1,500-bed mental health retreat on Palbo, 

situated 45 Ks outside of Palbo City Centrum, the hub of central interplanetary 

government of Palbo.  The retreat comprises 17 buildings, over 300 nurses, 

psychrons and psycho-surgeons, and over 200 administrative staff.  It sits on 15 

square kinopacs of land, has its own airport and security forces and a small 

weapons depot.  Templar miniseries 

Greetonne:  Village of Tors.  Population 456.  Long lifers.  Primitives.  

Juggernaut miniseries 

Groundflight:  ® A vehicle used on a planet’s surface.  Groundflights can 

elevate two pacs above the ground.  A groundflight seldom carries more than 

eight persons or that equivalent in cargo.  Manufactured by Resilient Industries 

Inc of Jilta.  The Groundflight model was the center piece of their production.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Grunn:  Talkron representative leader on the Palboan mission to the far-Outer-

Worlds.  Estimated 1,357 years old. Juggernaut miniseries 

Grut:  A curse word of the Federation.  It came from the Confederated Council 

of Planets administrative planet Tilan.  A grut was an instrument used to 

artificially inseminate wild animals, with outer planet genes, for domestication 

purposes.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Guard Instructor:  A high field rank in the Boguard, below Captain.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Guardsman:  The basic military personnel on a planet.  Guardsmen are 

contracted and are mostly on the planet and less likely to see military action.  

They have defensive roles.  They can be used as a supplement for local law and 

order.  They can also be found on ships and remote bases during times of low 

conflict.  See also Trooper.  New-Earth miniseries 

Gyrocopter:  A single seated autogiro, which is a form of aircraft, which has 

freely rotating horizontal vanes and a propeller.  The difference with a helicopter 

is that the vanes of the gyro are not powered but instead rotate in the 

slipstream.  The power of lift comes from the propeller in front.  Templar 

miniseries 

Halz:  The term to represent something bad.  In ancient Jiltanian mythology, 

Aqin, son of God Zoltro of the mountains was kept captive in an underground 

prison, in Mount Halz by Zoltro’s enemy, named Lansider.  Lansider kept Aqin 

alive for 25 years, some said under constant torture, until Zoltro relinquished his 

status as head god.  Aqin was boiled alive and it was his skin that was given 

back to Zaltro by Lansider that made Zaltro give in.  Lansider was never caught 

but was always there, potentially waiting to take what was important.  So there 

are phrases such as hot as Halz, as bad as Halz.  New-Earth miniseries 

Harvester:  The large multi -story machine, which extracts bauxite from the 

surface of the planet, Rambus.  H1 means simply Harvester 1.  There are five or 

six harvesters on Rambus.  Templar miniseries 

Heat seeking nose:  Particle guns can be equipped with a heat sensor, which 

enables the particles to target the warmest parts of a body, the heart or brain.  

The heat seeker is accurate tor 20 to 30 pacs at 5 degrees.  Settings can be 

changed.  Standard trooper issue.  New-Earth miniseries 

Health Retreats:  The retreats set up by the Bank to treat those who disobey 

their commands.  See series deprogramming to understand more about what is 

done to people at these retreats.  Detention centers would be a better suited 

name, than health retreats.  The physicians overseeing those treated therein are 

psychrons.  Templar miniseries 

High Parade Dress:  Parade dress with campaign bars, medals, honors, 

distinctions knives, and awards worn over Parade Dress which is a quality 

shocksuit.  Parade Dress has gold braid for rank on top, of a standard shocksuit 

white issue uniform.  New-Earth miniseries 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  475 | 514 

 

High-holiday:  The day of remembrance in the Temple, reserved to remember 

Lorde Torren and what he stood for.  Templar miniseries 

High-volves:  Native animals, that are notoriously vicious, on the peaks of 

Sleebo.  Hibernating carnivore that has a 25 year life span, weighs the same as 

a man.  Templar miniseries 

Highwater ™:  Water combined with minerals, vitamins, and body-salts and 

with the citrus fruits of Jilta, sold commercially and made from similar fruits in 

different sectors.  Made by the Highwater Company of Jilta.  Templar miniseries 

Home:  Residential headquarters in LA of Goren Torren, Boguard and household 

staff in Beverly Hills, California.  The initial property was 3 acres, but was 

extended to 5 acres with additional purchases of neighboring properties. New-

Earth miniseries 

Hot-Pack:  A survival pack, in which food is placed and heated by a blast 

cartridge.  This was first developed by the Confederated Council of Planets and 

little changed, through the passing millennia.  Origin unknown.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

House of Torren:  Part of the Temple Movement.  Each House represents one 

of the Temples of the Templar movement.  House of Torren, House of Charlton 

and so on.  See Temple.  Templar miniseries 

Hymondy:  1. A Royal Lorde of the Federation.  With rejuvenation he has 

reigned over Jilta since its conquest.  Lorde Hymondy III of Jilta.  His refusal to 

accept the status quo, and his keen appreciation of what was not right, enabled 

him to expose the happenings on Earth, and this led to great changes in all 

sectors of the Galaxy. 2. The patron of Goren Torren of Jilta. 3. Hymondy III 

means that he had gone through three rejuvenation procedures. New-Earth 

miniseries 

Ibolu, IP Cruiser:  Palboan Imperial Cruiser, with 40 interceptors, 290 fighters, 

and 3,678 crew.  Saw action off far-Outer-Worlds and Sequetus 3.  Juggernaut 

miniseries. 

IFFCo:  Intragalactic Federation Fleet Command.  See Federation Fleet 

Command.  Pronounced:  “if-co” New-Earth miniseries 

Ikerus, I.P.  Destroyer:  Palboan (Imperial Palboan) destroyer of 754 crew, six 

interceptors and forty-eight fighters.  Built BS 745.  Juggernaut miniseries 
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Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank:  The organization, which control the 

transport regulations and lease agreements of the Federation Warp Drive 

systems.  They are an all-powerful body that predict and plot the expansionist 

policies of the Federation.  They are the instrumental power behind the 

Federation, as without it all commerce and military travel would effectively 

cease.  See also Warp Drives.  New-Earth miniseries 

Imperial Templar Guard:  A crack guard of 1,000 top guardsmen, chosen from 

the Temple Guard of Palbo, situated on Palbo who swore allegiance to the 

Temple and their Officer in Chief.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Independent:  1.  A contracted vocation of intelligence gathering and 

sometimes action amongst the royal families of the Federation.  2.  A license is 

required after a five year internship, in which is possible to enter after 

completing a prior tertiary degree, independent schooling and apprenticeship.  

The quota for independent licenses is low.  3.  Most independents have a non-

military background, though this is not mandatory, but they must complete one 

year’s duty in an alternate defense force prior to acceptance.  Most sectors have 

reciprocal exchange programs whereby independent students are permitted into 

off-world training programs.  New-Earth miniseries 

Independent, the:  Short for: the Independent Goren Torren.  (Now capitalized 

as Independent) New-Earth miniseries 

Instructor:  A Boguard high field rank.  It’s below Guard Instructor, but above 

Officer.  New-Earth miniseries 

Interceptor:  1.  A winged space craft that can stay in space or enter 

atmospheres.  It is the prime attack craft of the Federation. 

 

It carries atomic warheads on its rockets.  Manufactured by various corporations, 

the most common is Fair Space Industries Inc.  The interceptor was the fastest 

of all Federation military attack style vehicles. 

2.  There were many models of interceptors, depending on the region they were 

to be used in.  Various ones were wide bodied, some narrower.  Some had more 
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or less rockets.  The variance depended on the gravity and the expected 

atmosphere the craft was to encounter.  New-Earth miniseries 

Jaron (Manquin):  Born 985 BS in the north east Amazon of the village 

Manquin, of Sequetus 3.  Married Sheril Brud, also of the Amazon, but in Yaltipia 

1002 BS.  They had one son, named Yandra.  Jaron became Boguard Leader 

rank, in 1015 BS.  On Greetonne village Jaron is known as the god Bailock.  He 

married Anki, daughter of the Master Templar after assuming the Palboan 

Cordelloship, and had four children to her, two of which died at the hands of the 

Talkron shortly after their births. The two children of this marriage who survived 

him are Tubin, (son) and Akeala (daughter).  Juggernaut miniseries 

Jenny Wanten:  Resident terrestrial anthropologist in Western Australia.  

Instrumental in assisting Independent Goren Torren in his estimate of Earth.  

Graduated University of Western Australia 2013.  Deemed a Minor Temple of 

Sequetus 3.  See the definition of Temple.  New-Earth miniseries 

Jilta:  (Pronounced Yilta in English) Is the Royal Planet in the Hymondian (now 

Jilta) sector.  It is the center of the sector and the residence of Lorde Hymondy 

III.  Population half a billion. 

 

Jilta is a watery planet with oceans over half its surface saturated, 11 continents, 

frozen polar regions, and some deserts. 

Before the Hymondian Realm Jilta was a prominent hub planet of a small 

province of the CCP.  New-Earth miniseries 

Jilta P.C.:  P.C.  stands for Planet Center and is the capital city of the planet.  

Population 1.2 Million. New-Earth miniseries 
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Jilta P.P.C.:  Jilta Prime Planetary Center, Jilta PCC, the inner center of Jilta PC, 

the capital city of the planet Jilta, where the government administrative offices 

are. 

 
Jilta PC layout 

Population 210,000 (Note; to pronounce Jilta it is necessary to pronounce the J 

as a Y, so the reading of Jilta is pronounced Yilta in Standard Jiltanian speech.  

This pronunciation is a local dialect of Standard Galactic.) New-Earth miniseries 

Juggernaut:  Any blinding idea for which people are prepared to sacrifice their 

lives forsaking all else.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Junta:  A military – or political – group that by using force, have seized power.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Ks, K:  Kinopac, a thousand pacs, over a kilometer long.  Also used to mean 

kinopacs per hour.  New-Earth miniseries 

Kalanon (Kallon):  Reluctant ally of Jilta.  Kalanon was the Duchy of Kalanon, a 

relatively small sector.  Its royal was the Duke of Kalanon.  At the end of the 

Battle of Sequetus 3 he arrived in Sequetus to support Hymondy.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Kalo:  1.  Mild stimulant pick-me-up bean roasted and ground, that when mixed 

with hot water is a popular drink.  2.  Very popular drink around Jilta.  3.  A 

Jiltanian equivalent of coffee.  4.  Kalo is from the underground root, a legume, 

of the kalo tree.  The “beans” are roasted and ground.  Depending on the soil 

conditions, the taste and aroma may change, but also the ratio of ‘bean” to root 

ratio depends on the stimulant effect.  Kalo beans can also be eaten whole, 

similar to Earth peanuts, which are also a legume.  5.  Kalo as a drink can be 

taken black, or mixed with creamer, sweetener added, or mixed with alcohol.  It 

can be put into cakes.  6.  The kalo industry was once a prime industry on Jilta, 

ranking only second behind learning.  7.  Tradition has it that the kalo tree was a 

gift from the head god Zaltro, to his son.  8.  It is said on Jilta that a drink of 

kalo a day, leads to good health and long life.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Kangas Squad:  Crack intelligence squad, of the Cordukes trained to do almost 

anything.  One thousand elite persons.  Operating out of Jilta, only.  They take a 

special oath.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Kantee Planet:  Kantee planet.  The remnant of the Kantee Sector before it 

was taken over by Palbo, as the ruling planet of the system.  Kantee is the old 

capital of the system where the royals originated.  Juggernaut Series. 

Kantee Sector:  One of the inner sectors of the Galaxy.  Home of the royal 

bloodline and separate race known as Royals, who provided the push to form the 

Federation.  While the Royal race did not seek a dominant role in the Santonia 

Galaxy, they were forced to rule it – benignly – or suffer the consequences of 

being overwhelmed by increasing wars and skirmishes of neighboring races of 

the Confederacy.  New-Earth miniseries 

Kanut:  Southern Continent of Palbo.  Named after the explorer, Kelmet Kanut.  

It’s the mining continent of Palbo.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Karakas:  1.  A planet in the Outer World province of Belamore.  In the 

Hymondian Sector, and in from the Penek Sector, its nearest neighbor.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Karo, Felice:  Pleiadian daughter of the Governor General of the Karo Series of 

the Pleiades. 

Later, became Boguard and captain of the Boguard during the Battle for 

Centrecom, and battle of Palbo, where she excelled.  She transmuted when she 

rehabilitated her otherwise lost abilities when training as Boguard.  Said to be 

the duality of Goren Torren and just as important. 

She is deemed and titled as one of the Temples of Sequetus 3.  (See the 

definition of Temple.) New-Earth miniseries 

Karo, Series:  A series of 27 planets within the Pleiades, otherwise unknown to 

the Federation or the CCP.  It has five of its 27 planets habitable, including those 

it is terra-forming. 

There are two races, the original Aaron, otherwise known as Boguard, on 

Yaltipia, and the Pleiadians, who arrived, after fleeing Earth in their long 

forgotten history, and who set up a new life, on Orbat.  New-Earth miniseries 

Kelvin:  (Terrestrial) Temperature measured in the same as degrees Celsius, 

but where absolute zero, where there is no temperature at all, is zero on the 

Kelvin scale.  Kelvin = -273.150 Celsius New-Earth miniseries 
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Keote, Ardan:  Ardan Keote was a boyfriend of Chelo Bade, a mining engineer, 

278 years old, graduated Academia Gansol with honors.  Works for Geodeck Att.  

El mining, Jilta. Juggernaut miniseries 

Kick-bucket:  1. A mildly disrespectful term, given to ordinary crew drifters on 

Palboan ships.  Juggernaut Series 2. The term for deckhands, on Palboan seas.  

It simply comes from the image that when one is upset, he can always go and 

kick the bucket, sitting outside the door. Originally used in the Palboan movie, 

Sultry Seas made BS 876.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Kildon, Canning Captain:  Fleet captain of the Talkron lead cruiser fleet, that 

failed, off of Sandrist.  He was from Palbo PC, and 398 years old at the time of 

Sandrist.  Married twice, with three children.  Juggernaut Series 

Kinopac:  1.  It is exactly 1030.91 Meters.  2.  A thousand pacs.  Kinopacs is 

abbreviated to Ks.  3.  K, slang meaning kinopac or kinopac per hour.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Kintecs Province:  A former industrial and technological planet famous for its 

intelligent computers before the Medallian Rebellion.  It is now in the Hymondian 

Sector.  New-Earth miniseries 

Kol:  Boguard who traveled with Ardan to Mortifor.  569 years old.  Highly 

distinguished. Juggernaut miniseries 

Kul:  A transport beast known for its cussedness.  It can carry the weight of 

twenty men, over rocky ground.  New-Earth miniseries 

Kwankindo:  The martial art of unarmed combat.  Taught in most military 

schools.  New-Earth miniseries 

Lallow:  - The word comes from the minute sound of its wings, Lal-loh.  The 

lallow can live two years, and adopt the colors of various fungi for repelling 

enemies or attracting mates.  They are a sign of good fortune and cherished by 

the Aaron.  Many Aaron cultivate small sections outside their homes certain fungi 

the lallow feed upon, to attract them.  The local lore says that while the lallow 

reside in the labyrinth of caves below Yaltipia, so can the Aaron.  Templar 

miniseries 

Last Battle, The:   (Also see Final Battle) This was the last stand by the 

Federation Alliance against the Far Federation.  There were no other battles after 

this.  The Alliance totally fell at this point.  Twenty-three ships were destroyed in 

this battle, and it was the first time the Alliance had confronted the enemy face 

on.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Leader:  Boguard field rank below Officer and above Boguard.  See Boguard 

rank.  New-Earth miniseries 

Letone:  (Historical information only) A Guard Instructor of the Boguard, 

Commander of the Boguard.  He was assigned to Lorde Hymondy III of Jilta.  He 

is seen below in the Wanted Poster.  He died (presumed) in BS 27 when Home 

was raided by Earth intelligence agencies. 

He was born on Yaltipia, age unknown.  He was in charge of security at ACI 

under Goren Torren in California, Earth.  He was also in charge of the mission 

that captured Anderson from the Wright Patterson Air base and brought back the 

dead alien Tog from the crash retrieval. 

He was loyal and believed in the freedom of Sequetus 3 to maintain its own 

sovereignty without interference by external forces.  A statue was erected in his 

honor in Los Angeles.  He never married, no offspring known. 

Deemed by the Templars as a Temple of Sequetus 3.  New-Earth miniseries 

Life-force:  (Terrestrial) That spiritual singular existence that gives energy to a 

living organism and which does its computing and decision making.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Life suit:  A pressurized, helmeted space suit.  Also lifesuit.  The suit can be 

worn in space, with no atmospheres, toxic atmospheres and even atmospheres 

such as Venus, which has sulfuric acid clouds.  The same suit can be worn 

underwater and is good to 180 pacs.  Made by numerous manufacturers on 

many planets.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Lift:  (Terrestrial) Elevator.  The terms are interchangeable.  Lift is more English 

and elevator is more American.  New-Earth miniseries 

Long-lifers:  1.  A slang term meaning someone who would normally live a 

long-life, as distinct to some planets, which produce short-life humanoids.  2.  A 

long-life is 250 standard years or more.  Short life is less those 250 standard 

years.  3.  See Genesis for a list of prior long-lifers of Sequetus 3.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Lorde:  1.  Lorde, meaning a title of trust, and honor, used by royalty and high 

ranking religious officials of the Federation.  2.  (Terrestrial)  Old English  1200 – 

1300  The spelling of lord was lorde, along with other spellings in England at that 

time.  From Hlaford means bread-keeper. Juggernaut miniseries 

Lotta:  A flesh eating predator from the mountains of Jilta.  Protected species.  

The most similar mammal on Sequetus 3 would be the Bengal tiger in size and 

habitat.  New-Earth miniseries 

Macrod Curr:  1.  Boguard who works under Jilta within the tunnels and 

befriends Ardan.  Macrod Curr seems different and more able than other 

Boguard.  He then is sent on mission to bring Akeala to Yaltipia, and then to 

unite her and Lorde Jaron on Sandrist.  2.  Curr means above men.  The word 

Macrod is a word from a local old Yaltipian dialect for can’t be equaled or beaten.  

Juggernaut Series 

Magi, The:  From The Early Works, one who has redeemed his natural inherent 

abilities of life, who will lead the Galaxy away from a hidden tyranny.  Goren 

Torren became the Magi of the Early Works.  New-Earth miniseries 

Magi:  (Terrestrial) 1.  The fourth century BC the Greeks saw the magi as being 

associated with the Zoroastrian religion of Persia and the term became 

synonymous with practitioners of magic, astrology, and higher knowledge.  The 

Gospel of Mathew refers to magi being the wise men of the east.  The number 

three (three wise men) was added perhaps a thousand years later to the English 

version.  2.  The Old Chinese word for magician, wizard, is m’ag, coming from 

magi.  The Old Chinese symbol for this is the following cross:  (A cross with 

serifs: The point being is that the term has crossed from China to the far West 

and generally means people who have wisdom and who can perform real magic.  

3.  The term illusionist, or one who performs tricks, to make people believe the 

magician is performing a real feat came during the Hellenistic period of Greece, 

when the term magician was applied by skeptic thinkers.  This term survives 

today in the English words magic and magician.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Magnaplate:  n.  The flexible plate threads that are electrically locked into 

polynylop.  When woven into nylop and charged, the impregnated nylop adds 

dramatic strength and endurance to the wearer.  v.  magnoplating.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Magnoclamps:  ® Clamps which hold vehicles in space stationary to each 

other, and lock them together.  They are used particularly on interceptors when 

they dock for refueling and need a quick turnaround.  Magnoclamps are made by 

Standard Solid Industries, of planet Peel.  New-Earth miniseries 

Magnopolop:  A non metallic resilient compound that has no magnetic 

properties.  New-Earth miniseries 

Magnotube:  High speed rail, that travels a top speed 500 to 780 Ks, per hour.  

The trains at these speeds are held down on the track magnetically, but also 

held off the rail; magnetically.  They are faster and more efficient than flight.  

New-Earth Series 

Makka, Roddy:  Corduke operative, in the southern seas of Palbo.  138 years 

old, origin Palboan.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Maluka, Lorde:  A Royal Lorde who rules the Malukan sector, originally from 

the Kantee Sector.  New-Earth miniseries 

Maluka, also Maluku:  The main central and Royal Planet of the Malukan 

Sector.  Famous for its industrial products, and engineering skills.  The Malukan 

sector was once larger than it is now and was the sector that Sequetus was in.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Mangow Plant:  A common plant around Tors.  Often the pronouncing of the 

word mangow plant is used a unit of time on Tors.  The plant is used a source of 

green food, clothing, timber.. Juggernaut miniseries 

Man-o-War:  The Boguard warship, which works in harmony with its crew, as 

though the ship itself was a living life-force in its own right.  It works on thought 

rather than mechanical operation.  The man-o-war varies in size up to a hundred 

crew, and can be as small as twelve crew.  Templar miniseries 

Marinta Clay:  Cordello of Jilta and head of the Corduke network BS 10052 - 

62.  Short-lifer, aged 54.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Mars Base:  The scientific expedition base on Mars set up by the Federation on 

Sequetus 4, in the Cydonia region.  Its job was to monitor the Sequetus Series 

for Scientific purposes.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Marshal:  The senior military rank in IFFCo.  The rank of Marshal in order 

downwards is. 

Defense Marshal - five stars, Ranking Marshal - four stars, Reserve Marshal – 

three, Marshal - two and one stars.  New-Earth miniseries 

Master Templar:  The ecclesiastic head of the Templar movement.  He was 

elected for life.  The elected position had been male dominated since the 

movement began, but no rule to enforce so.  The position is decided upon by a  

vote, by the Cordellos.  New-Earth miniseries 

Martone:  Boguard on Jilta, serving in the Royal Palace, 1043 BS. Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Matow:  Planet previously known for its industrious work ethic, and 

manufacturer of galactic ships on its three moons, prior to its demise at the 

hands of the Patuans.  New-Earth miniseries 

Meedle:  1. A drink often served in the Malukan sector.  It is distilled from 

barley and mixed with a cinnamon and pepper derivatives.  It is served warm to 

hot, and highly alcoholic.  2.  On Sleebo meedle is drunk extensively, easily 

made, and there are great competitions for who can produce the best.  Templar 

miniseries 

Mepat:  Captain of the Boguard stationed at Jilta.  His Excellency High 

Commander of the Boguard.  See also the Great Manapet.  He was deemed a 

Temple of Sequetus 3.  See the definition of Temple.  New-Earth miniseries 

Merron City:  On Palbo, a powerful city, that built cruisers and was the final 

manufacturing place of Warp drives.  Population of 2.8 million.  It was laid waste 

by Felice Karo, during the intervention of Sequetus 3.  Getting Merron running 

again gave power to the Bank and Mirak did this for 150 years before being 

elected to the Board of the Bank.  After 45 years on the Board was elected to the 

Boards chief executive and administrator.  Templar miniseries 

Mind-call:  A call mentally from one to another or all.  A Boguard term.  

Templar miniseries 

Mind-keeping:  Either through drugs, hypnosis or both, a controller can control 

another mind, so that it will do only the controller’s bidding.  This is called 

mindkeeping.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Mind Register:  A device used to measure thought waves.  It worked around 

the fact that that force deflected energies directed at a living force, and this 
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deflection could be detected electronically.  The deflection changes, as the 

person thinks of positive to non positive thoughts, such as fear and anger.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Minor Cordello:  A Cordello, representing a Minor Temple, such as the Minor 

Temple of Wanten, who represents Kalanon.  Templar Series 

Mirac, Brandon:  Head of the Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank, the chief 

administrator, and once elected by the Bank Board, he has a ten year term of 

office.  Already having being elected as President of Merron City – population 2.8 

million, got him onto the board of the Bank.  Templar miniseries 

Morander Scott:  From Taborack planet, short-lifer, and follower of the New 

World Doctrine.  Son of Betty Murry and Stewart Scott.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Mortifor:  The second station-city to be built.  Three thousand years old.  Built 

in space.  Had over 150,000 inhabitants.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Mount Drapper:  A mystical mountain in the Kendal Ranges of Sleebo.  It is 

18,000 pacs above sea level.  It is permanently covered with snow, and its peak 

is weeks away from the nearest village, by foot.  It is one of the remotest parts 

of the planet.  Templar miniseries 

New Age:  The New-Age of Palbo, or Empire II, as some called it, then.  It was 

a new reign of Palbo, over the other worlds.  Mirac first used the term in a 

speech, to a crowd before he received his first programming.  It was one of his 

last original thoughts.  Templar miniseries 

New World Doctrine:  A set of principals adopted by Templars who had 

forsaken the old Federation as corrupt and departed from the original ways set 

forth, by Goren Torren of Sequetus.  They believe the Temple to be the work of 

John Anderson, and not Goren Torren.  The New World Doctrine focuses on the 

recorded lectures and what Torren, not the Temple, wrote.  Templar miniseries 

Niloglass:  A synthetic, toughened, but very thin glass.  Originally developed by 

Niloglass Industries of Jilta, but now made my many manufacturers.  No longer 

trademarked.  Juggernaut Series 

Nylop:  1.  A tough material that is used to create fabric, especially for use in 

military clothing and upholstery in galactic craft.  2.  A synthetic material of 

Confederacy origin, easily molded, resilient to tear, but pliable.  Often used in 

the manufacture of garments.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Off planet:  1.  The term used to mean leaving or being away from the planet.  

2.  Leaving to go into space, or to another world.  New-Earth miniseries 

Offplanet:  Meaning not from the planet that one is on, from another place, off 

from this planet.  “Tomorrow, I go offplanet, for my holiday.”  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Off-worlds:  A term used in the Karo Series, to refer to the habitable worlds, 

beyond Orbat and Yaltipia.  New-Earth miniseries 

Omm:  The leader of Talkron for the Palbo region and sector.  Over 500 years 

Standard Years old.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Ommandah:  There were three races, on a rim planet, which had unique 

abilities.  The first one was the Ommandah, the second was the Aaron, and the 

third was the Talkron.  The Federation planet Palbo persecuted the Ommandah, 

after it learned their whereabouts.  They vanished.  The whereabouts of the rim 

planet was forgotten, possibly covered up, by the Aaron.  Juggernaut miniseries 

On planet, on-planet, and onplanet:  The term used to mean going onto the 

planet from out in space or another world.  “I am going on- planet from the 

cruiser.”  New-Earth miniseries 

Orbat:  The chief planet in the Karo Series in the Pleiades.  Standard gravity:  

0.97, Water 68% of its surface, 267 million kpacs from its solus.  One of a 

binary pair of planets.  New-Earth miniseries 

Out synchronization, or out-of-sync:  The term applies to the mechanism of 

misalignment, of sub atomic particles and time, when the Warp Drive fields 

engage.  New-Earth miniseries 

Out-Worlds of Jilta:  The Out-Worlds of Jilta, also known as the Out-Worlds, 

are those worlds in the Jiltanian sector that were never truly conquered by the 

Federation, but which by treaty agreed to fall under it.  New-Earth miniseries. 

Outer-Worlds:  These are not to be confused with the out-worlds of Jilta, those 

small regions lying on the outer part of the Jilta sector.  The Outer Worlds on the 

other hand are those worlds that fall outside of the Federation of the long-lifers.  

The outer-worlds were never inhabited, until the Temple or House of Torren 

pushed humanity out there beyond the earlier Federation limits.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 
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Pac:  1.  Officially 1.03091 Meters (Terrestrial).  2.  A length of standard 

measurement used throughout the Federation.  3.  One pace or step.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Palace Trust:  A deed of trust given to the Boguard, by Lorde Hymondy III of 

Jilta, to care for the Royal Palace, and its occupants, until he returns, which he 

vowed he would.  The trust was given 800 years before Battle for Sequetus 3.  

Templar miniseries 

Palbo:  In the Kantee Sector, the planet rose to prominence, due to it being the 

home and headquarters for the Warp Drive Bank.  38% water, not counting 

another 23% of frozen water caps.  12 continents, but with one supercontinent 

at the northern polar region.  There are three native races on Palbo.  Three 

moons, gravity 1.23.  Oxygen 23%, nitrogen 75%.  Templar miniseries 

 

Palboan Empire:  Under Brandon Mirac, the Palboan Empire was seized and 

expanded to include almost half the known inhabited planets, of the galaxy.  137 

inhabited planets were under military control by Palbo, at its peak, by 1015 BS. 

Templar Series 

Palbo Temple Palace:  The palace erected in Palbo, for the temple, and built to 

surpass the grandeur and esteem, of the Royal Palace of Jilta.  Built around 

1,025 BS.  It contains 1098 rooms, and has over five hundred staff. Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Parrock:  A hybrid bird of Jilta, domesticated prior to Federation.  Source; 

Searfinders Index PP.  1239-43.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Past-lives:  (Terrestrial) 1.  There is frequent mention of past-lives in the sixth 

book of the NEW-EARTH SERIES.  This phenomena of a past-life is simply a 

person leaving his humanoid body, as a spiritual life force, and getting another 

humanoid baby’s body at its next birth.  This is distinct to reincarnation, which 
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allows for migration of the spirit between species.  Past-life theory does not 

subscribe to migration between species and this is the concept used in this book, 

past-lives.  New-Earth miniseries 

2.  Factually there are no such things as past lives, as such.  A life is a 

continuum of the life force in the universe, and monitors himself, and it doesn’t 

die.  The body dies, but not the life-force, running it.  So factually, the person 

has never lived and died a past life, he has merely lived and lived on, from a 

long time ago, to the present with different bodies. Juggernaut miniseries 

Patua System:  Planet system, nearest the Jiltanian System.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Patu, Lorde:  Ruler of Patua.  New-Earth miniseries 

Peel:  Royal planet of Kalanon.  Population 29.1 million.  New-Earth miniseries 

Penomb:  Wife of Garnow, daughter of Tinra and Moor, of the village 

Greetonne, Tors.  Penomb is a long-lifer, of 53 years of age.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Permanent Status:  When a law is submitted and approved it is provisional, 

but it is put into effect straight away.  After a predetermined number of years of 

testing the law, it goes before the Sortel again and gets ratified as a permanent 

law.  To revert the law after that, it needed a new law be provisional and so on.  

Templar miniseries 

Pilik:  A thin rim sector, between the old Federation worlds and the Outer-

Worlds.  New-Earth miniseries 

Pixiis:  Official name is pixiis-agimius, (biotynes) the parasite that exists on 

southern Sleebo that was used on Rambus and other planets, to destroy 

populations.  Templar miniseries 

Planet Gega Computer:  A computer that is so large, that it can draw on sister 

components, a planet away, or even a system away.  It can run a planet and on 

some planets, it does.  They are non-intelligent.  To be most effective, there 

should be at least many such computers, on a planet.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Plant:  Someone planted amongst a group to spy on them.  “A plant that high 

amongst us?”  An infiltrator, a spy, put there to steal, and pass on  confidential 

data.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Pleiades:  (Terrestrial) 1.  Star cluster known as the Pleiades, or Messier object 

45 – M45 – or the Seven Sisters. 

 

2.  A cluster with seven stars known as the seven sisters containing middle aged 

B type stars – hot blue - in the constellation of Taurus.  They were formed 

around 100 million years ago.  The stars are 440 light-years away and about 48 

light-years across.  There are around 1,000 stars.   

3.  The name Pleiades comes from Greek mythology and the names of the seven 

sisters are the seven sisters from Greek mythology.   

4.  The Pleiades are reportedly referred to in the following ancient cultures:  

Maori, Australian Aboriginal, Persian, Chinese, Japanese, Mayan, Aztec, Sioux 

and Cherokee, Babylonian, Hindu (six mothers of war), Revelations 3:1, and 

perhaps is the Star of Najm referred to in the Quran.  New-Earth miniseries 

Pleiades:  1. There are three star systems with inhabited planets known by the 

Federation.  They are:  Thora, Lordal and Quintex, with about ten million people 

on each.  2.  There is the Karo Series, a system with several occupied planets.  

When someone in this story is referring to the Pleiades as a civilization they are 

usually referring to these coming from the Karo system.  3.  A relatively young 

set of stars in the Galaxy.  New-Earth miniseries 

Polynylop:  1.  A fabric made from twisted metal thread that when intertwined 

with nylop produces a material that can be used to cover space craft skins, 

space suits, boots etc.  It is extremely strong, and rigid and durable, depending 

on the ratio of nylop to the metal thread.  Its strength also varies depending on 

the metal used.  Polynylop is watertight to over 150 pacs, and airtight in space.  

2.  Polynylop 0 (strongest) can be used in space suits.  Polynylop 9 can be 

tailored as desert clothing.  The graded number represents how tight the thread 

is woven and its strength.  Polynylop rope and twine is the recommended 

material for tying down and securing loose objects in federation craft.  New-

Earth miniseries 
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Powerdown boots:  The boots use magnetism to give traction.  They are a 

technology based on Broadmatter Theory, where the broadmatter gives the 

atoms and molecules their binding graviton attraction.  The boots incite the 

broadmatter in the boots to cling to the molecules of the surface, that they are 

walking upon.  Invented by Paramor Industries, Kallon.  New-Earth miniseries. 

Profood:  They are self heating packs of food.  This is the Federation equivalent 

of junk food, extensively used by outspacers, but high in protein and nutrient 

value.  New-Earth miniseries 

Projection-Master:  A navigator of the Corduke’s ship.  He would have the 

slight ability to project himself into the future to being in time to see events 

slightly ahead.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Proposhield:  An electronic shield usually in the front of the ship that negates 

and or deflects laser fire.  (See the Broadmatter Theory Addendum for more 

working data.) It operates differently to that of an Acron Shield. New Earth 

miniseries 

Protector, of the Temple:  The up righteous person, who has the sole charge 

of protecting the Temple, on his planet or area or region or even sector.  It is 

not a solely ecclesiastic position, but rather, part ecclesiastic and part 

management.  Jaron was the first Protector of the Temple of the Palbo Empire, 

spanning many sectors.  He was ideally suited, being a short-lifer, and being 

born on Earth, the holy planet, it gave him a position, within the Temple as 

being more senior, than the highest of other positions, within the Temple.  

Jaron’s marriage to Anki, the daughter of the Master Templar, united the 

Palboan Temples, to those of Jilta.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Psycho-surgeon: Professionals from Earth who were seconded to Palbo, after 

Earth was introduced to the galactic civilizations, to operate of malcontents and 

those who would oppose the Warp Drive Bank’s rule.  They introduced surgical 

implants, for new-born infants, the size of a grain of sand, implanted in the brain 

through the soft skulls of the new-born, to ensure future compliance as the child 

grew older.  They later changed the name of their profession to the term 

psychrons, however the profession divided into two schools of activity.  The 

psychrons dealt with purely the mind and non intrusive methods of implanting, 

while psycho-surgeons dealt with manipulating the body to change behavior.  

Templar miniseries 

Psychotronic mines:  The mines go into Warp Drive automatically and send 

out millions of signals in millions of time slots.  If any return, a signal is then is 

plotted.  If there are any craft in the same time instant as the mine then it is 
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registered.  If it can be plotted, with subsequent plots, as well then the craft can 

be intercepted and mined and destroyed.  Time-mining it is called.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Psychronics:  The science of altering a person’s behavior be removing their 

choice and transferring the choice of behavior to another external to the subject.  

Outlawed in most civilized countries, popular on Earth and taught in most 

tertiary schools of study. 

Psychrat-chamber:  1.  A four pac chamber, which, when a person is placed 

into it, head first, it wraps itself around the person, applies a certain amount of 

pain and numbing sensation by the use of alternating currents to the whole 

body.  At the same time the person is fed imagery through the eyes, to create 

an entire new memory for the person.  Psychrons and psycho-surgeons do it.  2.  

Through drugging and hypnotically instructing the patient has to keep his eyes 

open and by projecting into the patient's eyes pictures and movies, along with a 

verbal sound track of the logic of what is happening and of why and what the 

patient is to think, the patent can be made to take up new causes, fight previous 

alliances and so on.  A complete artificial memory can be induced, into the 

patient as real as any he had lived during his lifetime.  Templar miniseries 

Psychrons:  A branch of physicians dealing in series-deprogramming, who 

originally came from Earth in 89 BS.  They were shipped to Palbo from Earth to 

work with the Warp Drive Bank re-instate its control over the population, which 

had been liberated from the Bank by the Boguard and Felice Karo after BS 35 

Psychrons are the control-fathers that the Masters on Six Worlds claim to have 

come from, and thereby linking their heredity line to the mind controllers of 

Earth from the 20th and 21st Century.  Psychrons is another term for psycho-

surgeons.  Templar miniseries 

Purge, The:  Referring to the round up of the psychrons, by the populace of 

Palbo and beyond, after the fall of Brandon Mirac.  Many psychrons and psycho-

surgeons were summarily, executed.  Some were interned, and some shipped to 

far away unpopulated world across the galaxy.  The purge was unable to be 

controlled, and was a natural phenomenon of those, who has been mentally 

programmed, when they come out of the program to find what had happened to 

them.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Quantum Drive:  The sub-light method of travel during the Confederacy era of 

the Galaxy.  Federation Warp Drives outdated the technology.  New-Earth 

miniseries 
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Quiet-talk:  The term used by four year old Mathew Wanten, to describe the 

concept of thought communication.  New-Earth miniseries 

Rambus:  An Outer World planet discovered 789 BS.  It has .96 standard 

Gravity.  It is mostly desert with huge lakes and weeds.  There are some 

mountains, and in the colder area is snow on the mountains by the lakes.  There 

is some sparse vegetation near the lakes.  Oxygen is produced by the various 

plant growth, beneath the water of the lakes.  Bauxite extraction is its primary 

industry.  Its population was destroyed by the pirates.  Rambus became a 

symbol to the Temple over later years, to never give up fighting back.  Templar 

miniseries 

Randolf, Imer:  Captain of the IP Destroyer Ikerus.  Long-lifer, son of Sari Nik 

and Manon Imer of Palbo CC.  Has two children from a second bonding.  

Juggernaut miniseries. 

Rangercraft:  ® 1.  A small spacecraft, manufactured by Rangercaft Industries 

Inc.  of Jilta.  The Rangercraft 1,2 and 3 models are sought after especially by 

mining enterprises, as they are economical, sturdy, and have excellent 

navigation systems.  New-Earth miniseries 

Rapid gunneries:  Guns that fire over three thousand rounds of particle fire 

from space craft per second.  Rapid gunneries work in space only, as they are 

generally inoperable on planets due to their excessive heat generation.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Ratwalks:  Slang Jiltanian term, for the moving pedestrian walkways, common 

in most central business districts.  They move at 1 to 4 K, per hour.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Rebirthing Chamber:  A small room, with transparent walls, and inside is an 

electronic bath, with a humanoid body, being grown, and in an electrostatic field.  

When a Talkron mission leaves, the personnel are hypnotically implanted, to 

remain in touch with a body, in such a bath.  Each personnel have their own 

such body.  (This body remains back at the base, whilst the personnel go on 

mission, with their regular body.)  The rebirthing body is asked by a controller, 

what the person is doing on the mission, even though it may be billions of Ks 

away.  The body will tell the controller, anything it knows.  By the same 

mechanism, the controller may give the person on mission, ideas and thoughts 

that aren’t his own, but which he may then act upon.   The personnel on mission 

are usually given the thought order, of not to be able to recall the rebirthing 

body.  Most on mission are very unaware, that it exists.  Juggernaut miniseries 
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Recount coils:  The coils used in broadmatter theory to bring about WDS 

operations.  They cause a unifying of the different physical fields to change time 

and space.  New-Earth miniseries 

Reduction:  A pirate term for administering the biotynes - the insects that 

burrow into human beings, mammals and destroy human populations.  The 

insects are safely managed, using large spheres, that are sent from space down 

to the inhabited regions on a planet.  Reduction can take from week, or months, 

depending on the resilience of the population being attacked.  Templar 

miniseries 

Regeneration:  ® 1.  A process that Royals underwent when returning to their 

home in Kantee Sector.  2.  Regeneration is complete body rejuvenation.  3.  

Regeneration is technology administered by the Warp Drive Bank.  Regeneration 

is not permitted on non-royalty.  New-Earth miniseries 

Religion:  (Terrestrial) means simply the organized way to explain oneself, the 

universe and how one fits in the cosmos now, the past, and in the future.  Often 

answering the age old questions of who am I, what am I, do I have a purpose, 

and what happens after death?  New-Earth miniseries 

Rendezvous points:  Ships rendezvous in positions in space, between systems, 

on a three dimensional grid.  These points are relatively safe.  They are away 

from anywhere important.  They start with alpha, beta, and cross coordinate 

with sei, sali, silo and so on.  Beta-sei is a tenth of a light-year from the 

Sequetus System.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Residence:  The home residential name for Goren Torren’s home on Jilta.  It 

has now become the administrative center for the Houses of Torren of the 

Temples.  New-Earth miniseries 

Resurrection:  The era after Earth had been introduced to the Federation, and 

the time when depopulation of Earth had been instigated, by the Warp Drive 

Bank by lifting off humanity in its billions to other worlds.  It was seen as a time 

of healing of Sequetus 3 after it had been heavily polluted and ravaged by the 

short lived species of man on Earth.  No one has records of those who survived 

the travels to new worlds or how many of those billions were lost in the ether 

worlds of warp drive space.  The Templars kept the only true records for those 

they sponsored to arrive at the Outer Worlds.  Templar miniseries 

Rigrano:  Fleet Commander serving the Palboan Fleet Command, originally born 

in Sleebo.  Very highly decorated career officer, he saw service in Sequetus 
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before being taken out of commission.  434 years old, son of Bubbo Brin and 

Dorin Rigrano of Dacal, North Sleebo.  Templar miniseries 

Rim sector:  A sector on the rim of the galaxy, such as Timbor, Center and 

Maluka and so on.  New-Earth miniseries 

Royal Courtyard:  The courtyard, as part of the Jilta Royal Palace.  The gardens 

of the palace go back a thousand years, or more.  Reserved for the ruling royalty 

or rulers, from the palace.  There are said to be every variety of Jilta plant life, 

somewhere in the courtyard, which extends for two acres.  New-Earth Series 

Royal Palace:  The royal palace of Jilta that predates the Federation and 

predates the Confederated Council of Planets.  It is thousands, (perhaps seven) 

of years old.  New-Earth Series 

Royals:  A tall humanoid race from the Kantee Sector of the Galaxy measuring 

up to 2.5 pacs tall.  Royals as a race are olive complexioned, have stronger 

foreheads and cheek bones, and wide shoulders.  Usually their hair is dark 

brown to black.  They have a naturally high IQ.  Prior to the development of 

W.D.  Royals had no expansionist policies.  Royals is sometimes capitalized – 

being a race, sometimes not.  New-Earth miniseries 

Sandrist:  A small rim planet in the far-Outer-Worlds, comprising 27 million 

people, mainly refugees from the Outer-Worlds, after the Brandon Mirac era of 

Palbo.  One fifth of its surface is water, the rest, desert regions.  It is now self-

sufficient, is a substance economy, with almost no trade, with any other planets.  

Religion:  Predominantly Torrenists, or Church of Torren.  Juggernaut miniseries 

 

Santonia (Santona) Galaxy:  1.  Named after astronomer Rel Santonia, who 

mapped the Galaxy for space travel seventy-five thousand standard years ago.  

2.  The name for the Galaxy in Federation is Santonia Galaxy or Santona Galaxy.  
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The terrestrial name is simply Galaxy, or Milky Way, which has exactly the same 

meaning.  Galaxy means a milky way.  Galaxy is capitalized when referring to 

the galaxy we are in, as it is the name of our galaxy – Galaxy.  Galaxy and 

Santonia Galaxy mean the same.  Galaxy is terrestrial, and Santonia Galaxy is 

Federation.  New-Earth miniseries 

Scram:  1.  A blend of vitaminized protein cereal, and dried parrock egg.  

Origin, Jilta Academia for Martial Conquest.  2.  Any form of mixed protein food, 

mashed (mixed) to make a meal.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Screens, ship:  Aboard battlecraft are different types of screens.  They are not 

linked to a central computer, but rather are run as completely isolated 

computers with their own separate attendants.  These are datascreens, which 

access data; and commscreens, which access communications going in, out and 

around a ship; viewscreens, for general display of information, briefings and so 

on.  There are mapscreens for showing overlay, ground enhancement and 

positions in space.  For security of data these systems are physically never 

linked.  New-Earth miniseries 

Searfinders Index:  ® 1.  The two hundred and seventy-three reference 

volume set of books that is used to standardize galactic cultures and education, 

which had been missing under the Confederacy.  Searfinders Publishing 

Industries Inc.  is headquartered in the Kantee Sector and has half a million staff 

around Santonia.  Searfinders publish over 1,800 daily, weekly, monthly and 

quarterly publications through the Galaxy.  2.  Searfinders are a conglomerate of 

publishing divisions.  They have a mandate to accumulate and publish data, for 

the cultural future of humanoids, to bring about an improving civilization.  3.  

Searfinders are an aligned body of publishing houses.  New-Earth miniseries 

Sector:  The region of space controlled by a Royal family within the Santonia 

Galaxy.  A sector can have a million stars, of which only a few hundred are 

barely habitable.  Some Sectors, Duchies, may have only a thousand stars of 

which only a few may have habitable planets.  New-Earth miniseries 

Security Council of Palbo:  The body of 13 men, six military, seven non-

military, that answer to the President, and who preside over all security matters 

of the planet and its empire.  Templar miniseries 

Sequetus:  The solar system that includes Earth.  The system is wondrous in all 

the different types of planets that are involved, and that Sequetus 3 and 4 are or 

were habitable.  From Latin, sequi, meaning to follow.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Sequetus 3:  1.  Earth (terrestrial name).  Fully colonized and expanding.  It is 

in pre-intervention stage of development.  6 billion inhabitants.   

2.  (Terrestrial) One natural satellite – moon.  Diameter 7,654 miles - 12,654 

km, 90 million miles (149.6 million km) from the sun.  Density 5.5 times water.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Sequetus 4:  1.  Mars (terrestrial name).  A planet that once boasted a large 

colony of some seven hundred thousand colonists.  The planet was terminated 

and colonists moved to Sequetus 3.  Named after one of the early explorers of 

the CCP, Mares Bey who gained a ruthless reputation in slaughtering local 

inhabitants. 

2.  (Terrestrial) Mars is 141.6 million miles or 228 million miles from the sun.  

Diameter 4,208 miles, or 6,787 kms.  Its red color comes from the iron rich 

mineral surface.  Tenuous carbon dioxide atmosphere.  New-Earth miniseries 

Sequetus Series:  1.  The series of habitable planets in the Sequetus system.  

Series as a title applied only to systems that contain more than one habitable 

planet.  Sequetus has Sequetus 3 and Sequetus 4 as its series.  Sequetus 4 is 

barely habitable today but has been so in the past, and therefore qualifies for 

the title of Sequetus System to be upgraded to the title of Sequetus Series.  2.  

A System is the title of a star with one habitable planet.  A Series is the title of a 

star with two or more habitable planets.  New-Earth miniseries 

Series deprogramming:  1.  A form of mental and administrative exercises 

which may be as light as a short mission debrief, but could be as intrusive as 

removing memories, by the use of otherwise illegal controversial means.  This 

may involve electrocution to the brain, removal of parts of the brain, 

microwaving to cook the brain, or ingesting chemicals to prevent the brain from 

operating.  2.  On Sequetus 3 series deprogramming is done in psychiatric 

institutions and laws have been set in place to enable it to be administered by 

qualified Malukan agents (or others), as a legal therapy.  New-Earth miniseries 

Shaman:  (Terrestrial) n.  priest or clan witch doctor, claiming to have sole 

contact with gods etc.:  hence n, shamanistic a.  [f.  G schamane & Russ.  

Shaman f.  Tungusian saman.] (Oxford Dictionary) New-Earth miniseries 

Sharman, the Great:  1.  The sole person responsible for speaking to and being 

able to understand the spiritual deity of Goren Torren.  To be the Great Sharman 

one needed to be able to transmigrate through time itself to be able to contact 

the Holy Torren.  2.  The title was first accepted by John W.  Anderson on Earth.  

In the two thousand years after the graduation of the Holy Torren in BS 31, 
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there have been five holders of the title of The Great Sharman.  3.  Sharman is 

an alteration of the word shaman.  New-Earth miniseries 

Shanar:  Title pronounced upon a person by The Master Templar.  Technically it 

is not a name but is received as a title.  Such a person has to reach a certain 

mental and spiritual enlightenment state, as well as certain physical ability, 

before being granted Shanarian recognition.  This was the title given to the 

public relations officer of the Master Templar 2020.  New-Earth miniseries 

Sheril (Brud):  Born 987 BS, in the north east Amazon to an Indian tribe 

named Brud.  Had one son, Yandra, to then husband Jaron Manquin, and moved 

to Yaltipia of the Pleiades.  Templar miniseries 

Shocksuit, Shock-suit:  ® 1.  Space wear for military duty in the Hymondian 

and some other sectors, manufactured by Hard Ware Enterprises Inc.  Also worn 

by Boguard. 

2.  The shocksuit is designed to absorb blows and distribute the load of such 

physical shock around the body, so that no one place is overloaded with impact.  

The result is that the wearer is able to exert himself far greater with far less risk 

of damage.  The standard shocksuit colors are dress-white, black, grey, sand, 

buff, and jungle green and navy blue.  All the above colors are available in 

camouflage as well as special order colors.  New-Earth miniseries 

Short-lifers:  Those who live a lifespan of between 70 – 150 years thereabouts.  

Until the emigration of peoples of Earth into the galaxy, short-liferism was listed 

as a physical treatable disease of the DNA.  Short-lifer then became a 

derogatory term meaning someone with Earth ancestors.  New-Earth miniseries 

Siltonia:  Sector, with Ranwick as the Capital and Royal Planet.  Siltonia, also 

known as Silto, was a major ally of Jilta during the Battle of Sequetus 3.  After 

the Royals slowly vanished the sector elevated to being a democratically run 

republic.  New-Earth miniseries 

Six Worlds, the:  The name given to the six planetoids beyond the portal.  The 

six worlds are:  Yildon, the home of Vila and the Masters.  Tibel, the home of 

Centrecom.  The others are Vauxou, Paleno, Ferrow, and Julipor.  New-Earth 

miniseries 
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Skanes, Marly:  Fellow biology student with Chelo Bade, at Academia Alson.  

Daughter of Vip Zed and Mono Skanes, of Jilta PC.  They were offered a job at 

the Bank, after finding out, that their thesis was an astounding success.  

Juggernaut miniseries 

Sleebo:  Outer planet in the Malukan sector near the central rim.  A cold planet 

much of which is frozen.  After the Earth intervention day the planet became a 

major trading partner with Earth, due to the very close proximity, and a wealth 

of resources for the Templars.  Templar miniseries. 

 

Snow-trekkers:  Ski operated vehicles, with four tracks and three skis.  Made 

in Palbo.  Usually with cabins.  Juggernaut Series. 

Solan:  1.  Planet in the Federation that previously was relegated to backwaters 

after severe economic depression.  Solan was a mining planet that relied heavily 

on computer manufacture, but was wiped out economically after the Medallian 

Rebellion.  2.  Remote province in Centor Sector.  New-Earth miniseries 

Soldo:  The center of a system, star system source of heat and light.  Note; a 

solus is not simply a star.  A star must have a system of classified orbiting 

natural bodies, in order to be classed as the system's solus.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Solus:  The center of a system, star system source of heat and light.  Note; a 

solus is not simply a star.  A star must have a system of classified orbiting 
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natural bodies, in order to be classed as the system's solus.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Sortet:  The annual Grand Meeting lasting two weeks, of the House of Torren.  

All Temples from the civilized world are represented.  Traditionally the Sortet is 

on Jilta on the same date every standard year.  Templar miniseries 

Spacer:  A general term meaning anyone who was connected to the 

interplanetary military, mining corps, or anyone else who travelled in space.  

Templar miniseries 

Standard atmospheric:  1.  A term applied to atmosphere pressures.  This can 

vary to extremes.  It is a relative term.  2.  Sequetus 3 is 95% Standard 

Atmospheric, while Mars is 2%, Jupiter varies from 800% and above.  3.  1.0 is 

Standard Atmospheric.  New-Earth miniseries 

Standard Book of Records:  A subsidiary of Searfinders Index for government 

data records.  New-Earth miniseries 

Standard Centre:  A relative measure from the center of a Galaxy.  0.0 is 

absolute center.  1.0 being very the outside rim.  The measurement is decided 

on the proportion of mass within the nominated figure, not distance.  Example 

0.3 has 0.3 of the mass of the Galaxy to the center of the orbital position 

nominated.  New-Earth miniseries 

Standard Galactic (SG):  1.  The language that was forcefully imposed upon 

Galaxy administrators after Federation conquest.  Local languages still represent 

most dialogue, and there are over a million different languages in the 

Federation.  New-Earth miniseries 

Standard Gravity:  The gravity of the original royal planet is 1.0.  All other 

planet gravities are a comparison to this by the term Standard Gravity.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Standard-year, Standard Year, standard year:  1.  A standard-year is the 

measure of average time, which all the Royal Planets take to traverse one full 

annual cycle around their solus.  Whilst each planet has its own local-year, and 

measures time on the planet in Earth-years, Jiltanian-years, and so on, there is 

a standard-year that all years can be measured against, and that is by taking all 

the royal planets and making the average time of each of those years, a 

standard-year.  2.  By using this as a benchmark, it means that all planets have 

had an input into making the standards upon which the Federation is built.  3.  A 

standard-year is 1.0595 earth-years.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Starion:  An animal for riding, burden and for racing, bred on Jilta.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Station-City:  The manmade city in space that has up to 150,000 inhabitants.  

It is where warp drives are manufactured and where they get their energy.  It is 

the most secret thing the Bank has.  It is off the cross roads of all travel, away 

from systems, away from planets, highly secured. Juggernaut miniseries 

Station-ship:  Ships that aren’t made for travel, but are simply there, as 

research vessels in a region.  Overgrowner is a slang term for them, as they 

were often added to, during their life, to a point where they were unable to be 

transferred.  They had over-grown.  Often, they had no warp drive transport 

system, as they never expected to move them.  Juggernaut Series 

Storm, Anqi:  Malukan garrison trooper on Sequetus 4, daughter of Jarn Storm 

and Maggri Bulin.  Born on Sleebo.  Anqi Storm assisted Goren Torren in his 

work in setting up the defense of Sequetus 3.  Grew up in Sleebo.  Storm Island 

off the coast of Ankrass in Sleebo is named after her, as well as the Anqi Marine 

Park, also off Ankrass.  She was deemed one of the Temples of Sequetus 3.  See 

the definition of Temple.  New-Earth miniseries 

Strikers:  Attack craft of the Boguard, not dissimilar to fighters, but which move 

at the use of thought, accelerate approximating the speed of thought, and which 

can actually alter position in space solely determined by thought.  Templar 

miniseries 

Struck-fighting:  The martial art of fighting with stunners, called strucks.  

Popular in the Jiltanian out worlds.  Outlawed in many planets.  The struck has a 

2,000 volt charge, but low amps.  New-Earth miniseries 

Superrise:  A building that exceeds 200 floors.  Predominant in countries with 

climate extremes or which have excess population problems. 

Superrises could have up to seven floors of shops and offices and service 

industries below it.  It could also have underground rail stations inside it.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Suppressor-plates:  Plates which absorb lasers in battle.  These are defense 

plates that allowed the lasers to hit, absorb and transfer the energy of laser fire, 

rather that deflect the energy with proposhields.  Thus CCP military craft were 

bigger and heavier than Federation craft so as to be able to absorb laser fire.  

New-Earth miniseries 
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Supreme Council of Palbo:  A full bench of nine judiciary that approved laws 

and proclamation put into effect by the President of Palbo.  They are non political 

and are drawn from the legal fraternity usually.  2.  Some say the Supreme 

Council are only a rubber stamp for the planetary president’s Office, whilst the 

council was formed, so as to curb excessive abuse of power.  Templar miniseries 

Superior Council of Talkron:  The most senior body of Talkron.  It can be the 

most senior on a planet, a system, or a sector, or even bigger.  There is no limit 

to size.  The governing factor is ability.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Supreme Council of Palbo:  A full bench of nine judiciary that approved laws, 

and proclamations, put into effect by the President of Palbo.  They are non-

political and are drawn from the legal fraternity usually.  2.  Some say the 

Supreme Council are only a rubber stamp for the planetary President’s Office, 

while the council was formed so as to curb excessive abuse of power.  Templar 

Series 

System-alignment ports:  Whilst Warp Drives will work without the ports, only 

the drives themselves would be transported.  To include the entire craft, its 

occupants and craft in the transportation, the crew and ship need to vibrate in 

harmony and synchronize with the Warp Drives.  That is the job of the system 

alignment ports.  They polarize the electrons of all matter within the ship so that 

the Warp Drives recognize the ship and its load as itself, and transport it all 

accordingly.  Port means to travel, teleport, transport, port, so systems-

alignment port means traveling with the alignment of a whole system.  Normally 

alignment takes a variable time depending on the volume to be transported.  

New-Earth miniseries 

System Security:  The security personnel of a planet, a ship or a station.  New-

Earth miniseries 

System, Warp Drive:  A Warp Drive system is the hardware of the drives plus 

the integration circuitry as well as the intellectual knowledge of WD making up 

the full workable Warp Drive product.  New-Earth miniseries 

Taborack:  A distant rim planet, in the far-Outer-Worlds, inhabited by less than 

three million.  Recently settled, less than 120 years, but with a great influx of 

Templar refugees, upon the fall of the dictator, Brandon Mirak.  Templar 

miniseries 

Talax:  1. Fabled, but also a real planet, where the Royals are said to come from 

originally.  Whilst no history books actually record its existence as real, it is said 

that in one of the myths it was an early Outer World, beyond Migor of the sector 
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Timbor.  New-Earth miniseries  2. The system is real, as is the [planet Talax. It 

is where the race comes from that were selected to be the bodies for the Royals. 

They are a two meter tall race or taller. Juggernaut miniseries. 

Talker:  A visual phone of Sandrist.  Common, cheap, and used by satellite 

relay.  Mostly available at some expense, when a city exceeds a million people.  

Before that, communication is by radio wave or in-ground cable.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Talkron:  1.  The branch of a former race, of which the Aaron came from, that 

was thought extinct but still exists.  It originated from a rim system, many 

millennia ago.  2.  The Talkron bird that lives 25 years, similar to falcons in 

Sequetus.  3. They had been found to be involved in the rise of Brandon Mirak, 

placing agents within the Federation key civilian positions to subvert its society.  

Its real origins unknown.  Its overall purpose still obscure.  Juggernaut Series 

Tallum:  A giant planet, in the Karo Series in the Pleiades.  It has six moons, 

one of which is planned for colonization.  Target date 4,000 years.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Tarj Himble:  Tarj means holy place in Palboan, and himble means hall.  It is 

the holiest and largest ecclesiastic set of buildings in Palbo.  28 buildings, 17,000 

staff and comprise a full suburb of Palbo C.C.  It has its own universities, three 

secondary schools, a large monastery, its own security guard, and its rule is 

autonomous to the civilian government of Palbo.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Tema:  Administrative Member, of the Confederated Council of Planets.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Templars:  1.  Those who are the clergy of the House of Torren and the Temple, 

and who follow the Temples of Sequetus 3.  2.  Those following the way of the 

Temple.  Lay and clergy alike.  Templar miniseries 

Temple:  1.  The term temple does not mean a building that holds religious 

relics and statues.  The term temple here means the body of the person who 

holds the spirit of Torren to their way of being.  Every person who became a 

follower of Torren, and adopted some or all his teachings was referred to as a 

Temple of Torren. 

2.  There were some temples of Torren who were posthumously elevated to 

Temple-Status (sainthood) as being the pillars of the Temple movement.  There 

is the Foundation Temple, and five Temple and five Minor Temple statuses as 

follows:  Templar miniseries 
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Foundation Temple: 

Goren Torren 

Temple Navia Charlton 

Temple Mepat 

Temple Letone 

Temple Felice Karo 

Temple Anqi Storm 

Lesser Temple Mathew Wanten 

Lesser Temple Arlon Doctrains 

Lesser Temple Jenny Wanten 

Minor-Temple Erin Torb 

Minor-Temple Hymondy III 

Templar Series 

Temple Expansion Program:  The 20 year program that the Temple runs, to 

expand its influence and membership across the galaxy.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Temple Guard:  The general guard of the Temple.  Around 15 million Temple 

guardsmen were in the Federation and the Outer-Worlds by 1038 BS.  

Juggernaut miniseries 

Temple Minor:  A smaller temple, a subsidiary temple.  A Temple could have as 

many as ten, or ten thousand Temple Minors.  A Temple Minor could have as 

many as a hundred thousand members, with smaller local Missions consisting of 

thousands of members.  Temple Minors and Missions are all temples.  Templar 

miniseries 

Temple Proper:  The original temple that started on Earth, under John 

Anderson, in California.  Anderson was the Great Sharman, shortly after the 

Battle of Sequetus 3. Juggernaut miniseries 

Temple Palace, Palbo C.C.:  The palace is the private quarters of the Temple 

elite, and two blocks over from Tarj Himble. These are two separate estates. 

Tarj Himble has quarters, but is also administrative for the Temple Empire that 

falls under Palbo. Juggernaut miniseries. 

Temple Robes:  These are the formal wear of the Temple for court.  They are: 

* Six multi-colors with tapestry design, the Master Templar. 

* Three colors with tapestry design, a Cordello. 

* Two Colors with tapestry design, a Temple Planet Leader. 

* Two colors with no tapestry, a Temple Regional Leader. 

* Gold, a Templar of The Court. 
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* Red, Green, blue, or white are for minor rankings, and aren’t seen at court. 

* Black, given to honored Templars of the Boguard.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Temple Security:  The security arm of the Temple movement.  It handles the 

straight security affairs of the Temple.  But it also has gotten involved in small 

clandestine activities as needed, such as hunting down pirates and where they 

originate.  Templar miniseries 

Temples:  The buildings that are congregation points for those who follow the 

word of Goren Torren.  Templar miniseries 

Temples of Sequetus 3:  The above eleven are the Temples of Sequetus 3.  

Templar miniseries 

Temple Tribunal Affairs:  The ecclesiastic body that is a court, internally 

within the Temple.  It can hear and adjudicate any crime committed, within it.  

Its powers are far sweeping.  Its purpose is to protect the Temple.  Juggernaut 

miniseries 

Tending the rail:  (Terrestrial) The naval ship executive stands, at the rail, to 

acknowledge new people as they board the ship.  The rail is near the gangplank.  

Juggernaut miniseries. 

Ten Pointed Star of Sequetus:  1.  The star has the following symbolism:  In 

the center is the sun, source of persistence.  It gives life to the eight planets and 

many planetoids of Sequetus.  They are in the order closest to the sun:  being 

Mercury, on out to Eris.  The ten points are indicate the green for life, dark blue 

for water, and pale blue for air.  The shades of gray represent the other planets.  

The black represents space. 

 

2.  It is said to be a Boguard symbol and if one was to fix his stare on the star 

for five minutes the star starts to rotate within the wheel, as does the sun. 



N  I  C  K     B  R  O  A  D  H  U  R  S  T 

 

T H E  J U G G E R N A U T  M I N I S E R I E S  

P a g e  505 | 514 

 

3.  (Terrestrial) There are 5 known planetoids, three additional to Pluto and Eris.  

There are likely a lot more yet to be found.  There are 8 planets and 5 

planetoids, or dwarf planets. 

4.  The Federation recognizes the ten planets of Sequetus in the Searfinders 

Index and no more.  New-Earth miniseries 

Theocracy:  (Terrestrial) A rule by religion, or a religious order.  Coming from 

Theo meaning God.  Templar miniseries 

The Way:  The Boguard training and realization activity and program, that when 

adhered to, brings about the states of self- recognition and understanding, that 

enables a person to transform into being Boguard.  It is by invitation only.  

Templar miniseries 

Throne:  Slang.  The special ornately carved seat, for Lorde Hymondy, at the 

end of the Great Hall.  Whilst it is used for meetings it also has a military 

function, meaning to sink down, into a battle mode of command.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Tilk:  The administrative planet, of the Serene System.  New-Earth miniseries 

Tilon:  Planet in the Federation, which previously was relegated to backwaters 

after severe economic depression.  It is a mining planet that once relied heavily 

on computer manufacture.  It was wiped out economically after the Medallian 

Rebellion.  New-Earth miniseries 

Timbor:  A rim-sector on the rim, between the Centor sector and Pilk.  Lower 

Timbor is nearest the very edge of the galaxy.  New-Earth miniseries 

Time:  1.  That component of the physical universe, that gives the universe its 

consecutive qualities.  Perhaps it is the grease, which allows the universe to 

exist.  It is considered that for each person, there is a different existence of 

time, and that by common grouping of experiences we have a physical universe 

agreement called time.  2.  The Boguard have a program to alter time, so that 

the myriad of infinite number of time parallels can exist, the physical universe 

travels down a time continuum that is the best survival for human kind.  

However, it could be changed if one were able to go forward or backwards, down 

that continuum, which is theoretically possible, under Aaron principles of time 

conservation laws.  Templar miniseries 

Time, The:  The Early works prophesize, that at The Time, a magi will appear 

from Sequetus 3 and save the Galaxy from an encroaching evil.  The Early 

Works outline the clues, which will show the Time.  Templar miniseries 
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Time and space:  Both time and space are properties of broadmatter.  Time 

needs space and space needs time.  They are invariably linked.  One cannot 

have one without the other.  Broadmatter is so small that it can move in space 

through time.  See Broad Matter Theory Addendum.  Templar miniseries 

Time tracks:  The physical universe is an agreed universe.  Each life form has 

its agreement to be in it.  The universes pass through time from one agreement 

to the next.  To get to a time track in the future one needs agreement.  There 

could be millions of time tracks available, but only one that all life agrees to.  

Juggernaut miniseries. 

Time-mining:  See psychotronic mines.  Time-mining was outlawed after the 

Far Federation fell to the joint forces of the Boguard, the Pleiades, and Earth.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Tinkly:  Garrison planet run by the Hymondian realm within the Malukan sector.  

It is a very dry planet with lakes and vegetation toward the poles.  It has a 0.4 

standard atmosphere, which is breathable.  New-Earth miniseries 

Torish Yalian:  Boyfriend of Marly Skanes, Bank representative, and traveler to 

station-city, of Mortifor. Agent of the Warp Drive Bank during his time with Marly 

Skanes. History before meeting Marly, unknown.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Torren Crest:  The adopted symbol of Goren Torren, Magi. 

The crest is simply a smaller star at the bottom, being oneself – a small spirit 

looking for betterment.  That spirit rises up and becomes larger, as it is more 

fulfilled by the philosophy of Goren Torren.  Up is the traditional direction of 

attainment and growth. 

The outward thrust of the five pointed star represents the outward drive of the 

spiritual being as it trusts outwards to control the universe around it.  One has 

more control as a larger star. 

The white background symbolizes the spirit and its everywhereness through the 

universe.  The initials TG are simply the physical world representation of the 

body, the agreed form and the name of Goren Torren. 

Commissioned by Felice Karo and inspired by the PR firm, Galbaty and Michaels 

of New York.  New-Earth miniseries 

Torren, Goren:  Independent of service to Lorde Hymondy, of Jilta, tenth 

generation descendent to Phil Torell.  Son of Betta and Bil Torren.  See Goren 

Torren.  For more data read the NEW-EARTH SERIES.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Torrens:  Provincial capital city, in southern Sandrist.  Population 230,000.  

Boasts over 200 Churches of Torrens, and 150 schools.  Juggernaut Series 

Torren, The:  A way of referring or mentioning Goren Torren, as the Foundation 

Temple, of the Templar movement.  Templar miniseries 

Torren Works:  The complete unabridged lectures, interviews, and written 

words of Goren Torren.  It comprises over thirty lecture series and up to ten 

lectures, a series.  It includes all speeches, of which the most important, was in 

the United Nations, at his assassination.  It also includes a twenty-volume 

encyclopedic set of books, about his entire life, including when he was on Jilta, 

as an independent for Lorde Hymondy.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Tors:  A planet in lower Timbor, where Jaron’s bloat found sanctuary.  63% 

water, 73% oxygen.  Inhabited.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Touch-talk:  Brail.  The term given to old brail writing when discovered on 

Manhattan Island BS 1038 by local inhabitants.  Juggernaut miniseries 
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Trabune:  The Boguard, who accompanies Arden to Carridan, and then to 

station-city, Mortifor. Juggernaut miniseries 

Traditional-form:  The traditional battle-formation of fleet versus fleet was 

cruisers at the center, destroyers on the flanks, with interceptors and fighters 

placed where needed.  Usually this is a wide flat approach.  After Sequetus this 

was found to be an ineffective fleet formation.  New-Earth miniseries 

Travel-time:  The ability to move through time, as a life-force to be where one 

was, and be able to influence one’s decision making process, at that visited time, 

thereby altering one’s future time track.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Trell:  Administrative Member of the Confederated Council of Planets.  New-

Earth miniseries 

Trolley-bus:  On cruisers and destroyers there are electric carts called a trolley-

bus.  They carry weapons, parts and so on, but can also carry passengers.  

Templar miniseries 

Trooper:  The basic military fixed force personnel of space.  Troopers answer to 

PMG and IFFCo.  A trooper serves in space command posts, and small military 

outposts.  The training of troopers is similar to that of guardsmen, and the basic 

rank of trooper and guardsmen is alike.  New-Earth miniseries 

Truth, a:  The Great Sharman explains a truth as being something that cannot 

be broken down into further explanation; that which needs no further explaining.  

New-Earth miniseries 

Tube:  The local term given to the rail cars, which travel the undertubes of Jilta 

P.C.  and other Jilta cities. Juggernaut miniseries 

Tubin:  Second son to Jaron and Anki, born on Palbo, and an heir to his father’s 

empire.  He, being a mix of short and a part long-life could live to an expected 

age of 140 years.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Tugract:  A small heavy lifting ship used for dense planets to lift craft into 

space.  It has lots of grunt, but no speed.  The Tugract corps are specialized 

Federation engineers.  New-Earth miniseries 

Tugs:  The space stations from which elevators work.  Tugs support ten 

elevators each.  New-Earth miniseries 

Tunno-car:  A small vehicle used in the underground tunnels of Yaltipia.  It is 

electrically powered, from electricity generated thermally under Yaltipia.  It can 
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seat two or four people, travel at speeds of up to 500 Ks.  The cars are centrally 

coordinated for traffic control and computerized to arrive at their destination as 

swiftly as programmed.  Templar miniseries 

Underthought:  The lower more depraved forms, of thought.  Underthought is 

shrouded with evil, and its intent is to harm other life.  New-Earth miniseries 

Undertube:  The rail beneath the city.  The Jilta undertube is over 3,000 

Standard Years old, and is on seven levels, each varying in age and technology.  

As the systems became old, it was cheaper to install new tunnels, than refurbish 

older ones.  Jilta became riddled with tunnels.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Unison, unison-mind, and unison action:  Whereby all minds present are 

strong enough to feel the presence of each other’s minds and then act in 

coordination with the other minds to bring about a single agreed upon effect into 

the physical universe.  New-Earth miniseries 

Universes:  By universes is defined as: the universe of the individual.  There is 

the shared and common physical universe, but there is also the universe, of 

each individual life force.  This number of universes, could number trillions or 

quadrillions or millions timers more than that.  Such universes could overlap in 

common universes, and the greatest overlap was the physical universe.  In the 

physical universe, there is time, which may not exist, on the other universes.  

The way to make the physical universe certain in the future, was to get 

agreement on the individual universes. (Note: This is not a new concept, but 

borrowed from a greater philosopher than this author, to explain this 

phenomenon.)  Juggernaut miniseries 

Vacuum Vault:  A space within a planet, big enough to accommodate a 

Boguard spacecraft.  The void is vacuum-sealed, so craft can warp in and warp 

out, from within it.  Juggernaut Series 

Vicra Starn:  Born in Norway of Earth shortly after the Battle of Sequetus 3.  

She was always interested in stars and UFOs.  She just happened to be at the 

crash-retrieval site of an interceptor in Norway and reported it to the authorities.  

They visited her and no further action was taken.  She then was at another 

retrieval site and this time met and spoke to Federation troopers, and to a 

Boguard (Letone).  She informed Vicra’s parents of this, and they made reports 

to the authorities; and subsequently they died in a rail accident.  The Boguard 

Letone brought Vicra off planet; as he had been monitoring her for two years. 

She attended Guardsman and Trooper basic courses and was adopted by 

Commander’s Care (a trust the Commander set up to deal with children who saw 
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IFFCo activities prior to Intervention and who in turn were removed off-planet 

when other means was not available, so as to prevent them from further harm 

by agents or renegade Earth agencies.) When she was 12 years old, she was 

brought to the Flagship.  There she later met Independent Torren, became 

involved in intervention activities.  She married Mathew Torren in BS 36 and had 

children and died on planet Earth. 

2.  Aka Anqi Storm in her earlier life, and deemed a Temple of Sequetus 3.  See 

the definition of Temple.  New-Earth miniseries 

Viewspeak:  An audio visio phone, but which is voice command activated and 

programmed, to respond to certain callers.  Manufactured by Speakeasy Viewing 

Systems Jilta.  New-Earth miniseries 

Visio:  Slang for: visio screens on a craft or office.  New-Earth miniseries 

Viton:  Planet under Malukan control.  New-Earth miniseries 

Warp Drive:  The faster-than-light speed travel around the Federation.  

Theoretically possible at the speed of light squared.  See also Imperial 

Federation Warp Drive Bank.  See Broadmatter Theory Addendum.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Warp Drive Coils:  “Before them was the coil that circled the entire rear 

perimeter of the ship.  It was the Warp Drive coil, and moved them from the 

now universe into another smaller universe which was only theirs, from which 

they could travel at accelerating speeds beyond the relative speed of light. 

As free electrons surged into the coils, and then reversed, it created a charged 

field.  That field was interwoven with another field, which was woven around the 

previous field, like coils around coils.  The fields did not cancel each other out 

but instead created a greater field that extended over the whole ship.  The 

influenced was hyperbolical, increased by smaller coils around the larger ones.  

Soon all the ship and its components would start to harmonize in resonance with 

the coil fields.  Then the final accelerators would play.  Around the coils small 

electronic particles would be accelerated.  They cut the field from time itself.  

The ship could then be edged into the future or back into the past by 

nanoseconds.” 

“Before them, was the dark grey void of space.  No stars, no coil, nothing.  All 

she saw was black, as though all before her, had absorbed all light.  Navia could 

not determine how far the coil went up, but she felt it must have been sixty 

pacs.  She looked towards the sides, nothing.  It was not as though the coil was 

black, or missing, but rather like a dark black fog shrouded the coil and it was 
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prevented from being seen.  The blackness had no edges, no corners or center.  

It felt as though you could simply walk into it to vanish forever.” 

“The coil was a series of spikes, like millions of tiny tentacles they waved from a 

central band” 

“The Drives occupy their own universe, or are at least accessed from a different 

universe.”  New-Earth miniseries 

Warmsuit:  ® A one or two piece multilayered suit that is thermostatically set 

to keep the body warm by warming layers separately within it.  The suit has ten 

layers with glass and metal fibers, which conduct energy from the inner to outer 

layers.  The suit has a thermal inducing battery within the lining.  This stores 

electrical current, so as to transfer heat.  As the suit’s outer layers cool to sub 

zero temperatures the suit uses battery power to warm the suit’s metallic layers.  

The cold outside air contracts and shrink the suit fabric, trapping warm air 

therein.  As the suit warms, it then expands; allowing trapped warm air to 

ventilate out, permitting cooling.  Also see Electroware.  Made by Suit 

Enterprises, Dalka, and Jilta.  New-Earth miniseries 

WDs:  Warp Drives.  New-Earth miniseries 

Weather Suits:  Wear that is the principle winter wear of Sleebo.  The outer 

skin is an (imitation) fur lined, loose fitting garments.  Shock suits are now often 

worn beneath.  With the fur the dress looks baggy and unfinished.  2.  Weather 

suit is a generic term and not a trademarked apparel item.  Templar miniseries 

Wheelie:  ® A wheeled electric ground vehicle for mining camps.  Dozens of 

models available.  Maximum speed 15 Ks.  Initially manufactured by the Wheelie 

Vehicle Co.  Inc., Telco, Kinetics Province.  Templar miniseries 

Word, the:  The Master Templar was given a spiritual understanding, through 

insight, that he was the chosen one, to promote the testimony of Goren Torren.  

This undertaking came to him as a moment of revelation, during in deep 

meditation called the Word.  Templar miniseries 

Xelofom:  Royal leader in Karacas, before the uprising.  He believed that by 

placing mental implants into the brains of people, one could control the thoughts 

of the many, from an external source.  He thought this would eradicate war, 

poverty and bring about an ideal society.  It did the reverse, and led to the 

Karacas uprising.  He was tortured by his own people and parts of his body 

dismembered while alive.  New-Earth miniseries 
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Yaltipia:  Karo 4, the larger of the binary planets of Yaltipia and Orbat.  Yaltipia 

is the home of the Boguard, and Aaron race.  It varies in gravity around 1.4 

standard.  It has 28% water coverage.  New-Earth miniseries 

Yambol:  Local villager of Tors, from Greetonne, who befriended Jaron.  About 

15 years of age. Juggernaut miniseries 

Yandra:  Son of Jaron and Sheril of the Amazon, born on Yaltipia, to be 

Boguard.  He was the first short-lifer, born as Aaron on Yaltipia two years after 

his parents left Sequetus 3. Jaron went off to fight the pirates on Sleebo and 

that was the last he saw of Yandra until the Juggernaut Series, where they 

reunited on Sandrist. Yandra went on to be one of the Boguard greats. Templar 

miniseries 

Yoo Rup:  “Europe” as pronounced by residence of Sandrist.  A continent on 

Sequetus 3.  Juggernaut miniseries 

Zaltro:  The senior god of Mount Gangels, God Zaltro, of Jilta.  He 

procrastinated in saving his son, and in turn his son was boiled alive.  The 

phrase for the sake of Zaltro means not to procrastinate.  See Halz.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

Zip Suit:  ® A bullet proof suit, also known as zipsuit, made in Tilk by Tilk 

Industries.  These are the preferred suits most government dignitaries wear.  

During the first 100 years after Federation there were a recorded 15,679 

assassination attempts on various government officials in the Federation sectors, 

mostly in the first twenty years.  Zip Suits became very necessary.  New-Earth 

miniseries 

o0o 
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List of Sequetus Series Books: 

THE NEW EARTH MINISERIES 

Book 1.    Advance on Sequetus 3 

Book 2.    Over Sequetus 3 

Book 3.    Chariots of Sequetus 3 

Book 4.    Magi 

Book 5.    The Silent Enemy 

Book 6.    The Federation Unravels 

Book 7.    Savior of Sequetus 3 

Book 8.    New Federation 

THE TEMPLAR MINISERIES 

Book 9.    Temples of Sequetus 3 

Book 10.  Temples and the Juggernaut 

Book 11.  Escape From Federation 

Book 12.  The Book of War 

THE JUGGERNAUT MINISERIES 

Book 13.  Juggernauts 

Book 14.  Temple Worlds 

Book 15.  Far Outer Worlds and Sequetus 3 

Book 16.  The Talkron Hunter – Part I 

Book 17.  The Talkron Hunter – Part II 

THE EARTH SYNDROME MINISERIES 

Book 18.  The Earth Syndrome 

Book 19.  Final Passage 

Book 20.  Vigil 

Book 21.  Maluka Rising 

Book 22.  Orbat 

Book 23.  Galaxy 

Book 24.  Expanded Series Glossary and Notes 
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BACK COVER 

This is the fifth and last book in the JUGGERNAUT MINISERIES.  It is the 

seventeenth book since the SEQUETUS SERIES began.  Here you find what 

happened to the Royals of the Federation, why they faded away from being the 

ruling class. 

Here in the first outward Templar invasion, as distinct to handling the Palboan 

incursion of the previous TEMPLAR MINISERIES. 

Here you also start to find out what has been plaguing Earth, for thousands of 

years, way back up until its recent times. 

This is a short book, and there is no point releasing any more about it.  So why 

don’t you fasten your seat belt, buckle in, and get catapulted into the next book 

in this wild and magnificent science fiction space opera epic.  Good luck with the 

Talkron Hunter Part 2. 


