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THE SEQUETUS SERIES GLOSSARY 

AND BOOKMARKS 

Part of this volume is a chapter named Glossary, a list of terms and 

words and what they mean.  When a word in the glossary is first 
used in the story it is shown like this.  Note these are colored 

grey. These are bookmarks to take you to the word definition in 

the Glossary.  The glossary expands with each subsequent 
volume.  At the end of the Glossary explanation there is a pale-

blue “return” button. That will take you back to where this term 
was first used in the text.  

The Glossary was developed for the author to use as an 

alphabetical reference so he could develop more books in the 
series, and record data for future books to use, while ideas came 

to mind in earlier books.  So he gives it to you now, the reader. 

The author also likes footnotes, and uses them liberally.  But 

these are not listed in alphabetical order, so the reader cannot 
find easily a word he might need later in the text.  But an 

alphabetical glossary, can serve that purpose well.  So he has 

used both these reference methods in these books.  

The only problem with the original Glossary, was that kindles 

would insist that all bookmarks be electric-blue.  This made the 
text an unpleasant reading experience.  So, a way was developed 

with templates that allowed the bookmarks to be colored text-

grey in a kindle. 

You do not need to read all these items in the Glossary.  It is up 

to you.  But bear in mind that reading past words one does not 
understand can make a person groggy and sleepy. 

This author is a storyteller and wants all available tools available 

for the readers so he can tell his story.  He wants reader 
enjoyment.  But also, all readers are different in what they want.  

So the author hopes he has picked a middle path for most 
readers.  There are also other reading machines, and others 

formats too. So it is tricky, as each reading methods changes the 

experience slightly.   Also note that there are more bookmarks in 
the first books at the beginning than at the end and, or in later 

books.   

And to help with the story there are also shadowed pictures, and 
maps. 
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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 THESE BOOKS ARE NUMBERED 

This is an epic.  It is big.  There are twenty-three books. Each 
book deals with aspects of the story in chronological order.  The 

story 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 
 

Care has gone into creating this epic, and there are a glossary, 

pictures, maps, notes, credits, and more to assist the reader 
having an enjoyable reading experience. 
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Santonia Galaxy. With Earth (Sequetus 3) on the rim of the 

lower left. 
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Planet Jilta, and Jilta Planetary Center 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

JILTA 

 

 

Pegasus re-entered the universe outside the Jiltanian 

system.  Immediately, there, it beamed the complete 

reports to Jilta Prime Planetary Center.  Three days later the 

craft slowly descended into the atmosphere. 

Goren led the six into the Great Hall wearing High 

Parade Dress adorned with their Russian caps.  Lorde 

Hymondy waited on the dais, surrounded by Boguard, 

tapping his fingers on the side of his chair. 

As they approached Goren could see Lorde Hymondy 

watching him. The air shimmered on his right. He stopped 

for half a stride, distracted again by a second air 

disturbance. He turned and was about to bow when 

something flashed to his left.  Mepat leaped past Goren and 

fell to the ground. 

There were cries from Hymondy's Boguard.  Goren 

glanced, his comrade on the ground, and blood was pooling 

from him.  Goren looked up to see seven more Boguard 

rush his way. 

Goren then leapt to protect his troop.  His mind was 

confused.  Had the Boguard gone mad?  How could he fight 

them all?  Lorde Hymondy had gone.  Where? 

The oncoming Boguard formed a human screen around 

the troop.  The Boguard were battling amongst themselves, 

and Goren’s troop was being shielded from it. 
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Goren looked to his old friend Mepat, now in the arms 

of Navia.  As the struggle subsided Goren knelt down to the 

Captain. 

 

 

Entrance to the Royal Palace 

 

Mepat's eyes fluttered as he whispered, “Poison dart 

meant for you, my friend.”  His eyes closed. 

Navia looked up in pain at Goren. She said with a 

quiver in her voice.  “No pulse....” 

Letone was quickly by his companion’s side.  He knelt 

and motioned to two junior Boguard.  “The Captain lives, 

just.”  He waved his arms and within seconds Mepat was 

being carried out by four Boguard, on the run. 

Lorde Hymondy had reappeared and the troop had 

moved up to his close audience. 

Goren looked at the end of the hall.  Three Boguard 

were being restrained with their faces to the ground. 
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“Instructor Letone...?”  Hymondy was upset. 

“My Lorde,” said Letone assuming command stance.  

“These three assassins are not Boguard.  With your 

permission, my Lorde, let me atone by finding who these 

three serve.  We’re shamed.  This penetration to the inner 

sanctum of our protectorate….” He shook his head. 

Letone looked to the other Boguard, as though mentally 

asking how, how could these three penetrate this circle of 

Boguard minds without detection? Who trained them? 

Goren looked around. The other Boguard seemed to 

answer the question.  But no words were being spoken. 

Letone looked to Goren quickly, and nodded, as though to 

acknowledge what Goren thought he perceived. Letone then 

turned to Lorde Hymondy. 

Thoughtfully Hymondy replied.  “This is a very dark 

moments.  Of the Hymondian sector, this palace and this 

hall in particular, should be safe.  If it is not, then it hints 

that I can no longer protect our people.  If so, perhaps I 

have existed beyond my own usefulness.” 

Letone spoke for all.  “My Lorde, should the Captain live 

and we find the source of the assassins then….” 

Lorde Hymondy shook his head.  “Do what you must 

Instructor.  Get what you can.  However, I doubt it will be 

much assistance.  Whoever engaged these three knew of 

their impending capture and interrogation.” 

Goren looked at the Boguard.  They had never failed 

before.  None had penetrated the court to this level.  In the 

meantime more Boguard had filed into the hall.  Hymondy 

stood straight, ordered the hall vacated.  He wished to be 

alone with his independent and troop. 
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Goren understood.  “My Lorde, it’s possible that this 

attempt was to alienate you from your protectors.  If so 

then the assassination attempt’s purpose has partially 

succeeded.” 

Hymondy looked long at this independent.  It was not 

usual that another could insinuate a Royal was wrong.  He 

looked to Marshal Erin Torb.  “Retrieve the first four 

Boguard outside and instruct them to enter and stand by 

me.”  Erin marched off and Lorde Hymondy returned his 

gaze to Goren.  “Perhaps you’re correct.  If I can’t trust my 

Boguard….” 

He brought his thoughts back to Goren's mission and 

said, “Now, there may be another reason for the attack.  I 

must assume that whoever sent the assassins knew of your 

coming, and wished to prevent you from briefing me.  If this 

is the case then the palace could be penetrated further and 

I have to assume that your report has fallen into hostile 

hands.”  Hymondy thought for a moment.  He took Goren 

aside quietly.  “However, I find your intelligence estimate of 

the situation incomplete.” 

The Boguard were now by Hymondy's side. Letone was 

with them. 

Goren thought to himself.  He was handed his own 

report by Hymondy, and glanced through it.  Goren looked 

up.  “My Lorde, it’s all here.  I can recall nothing that isn’t 

contained in it.” 

“Then what do you deem to completely handle the 

problem of Earth?” 
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“I have no solid conclusion, sire.  I was sent to find 

why, and at the bottom of that I have supplied who:    

Lorde Maluka.” 

Hymondy towered over the troop as he stepped down, 

and walked around.  “Last night there was a partial meeting 

of the Council of Lordes.  They’re here, on-planet, and have 

been issued with your summary. 

“There was much disagreement, my young 

independent.  They don’t agree with your who.  Nor do they 

see the why that you propose. 

“Their general counter argument is that what is 

occurring on Earth is nothing, but simply the way it is.  The 

other Lordes don’t disagree with your data.  The marshal's 

recorded transmissions of Earth's media confirm that.  They 

agree with Trooper Anqi Storm's summation, that planet 

Earth's populace is a threat to all the populations of the 

galaxy.  Every race is threatened by that genetically 

dominant short-lived race.” 

Lorde Hymondy was pacing, worried. 

Goren glanced to his right and the air was shimmering, 

vibrantly. He looked left briefly and saw Letone watching 

that same spot as well. Letone then stared at Goren, as if to 

suggest to say nothing. 

Lorde Hymondy continued, “Earth’s illnesses and drug 

dependencies are a threat.  So are their aggressive and 

immoral natures.  There is much argument in favor of 

disposing of the planet's population.” 

Lorde Hymondy could see that Goren wanted to counter 

the argument.  However Lorde Hymondy held up his hand to 

be allowed to continue.  “The analogy was put forward that 
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when the brain has a tumor - sending the patient insane, 

the correct solution is to remove the tumor to rid the 

insanity.” 

Goren hastily spoke up.  “My Lorde, after that then the 

patient must be rid of what caused the tumor in the first 

place, otherwise it can return.” 

Hymondy nodded.  “That was a similar response to my 

own.  Still, there was another argument.  It would be 

perhaps simpler and of less risk to ignore the potential 

Malukan threat and merely eliminate Earth to enable the 

Malukans to save face.  It was argued that if your report 

was accurate then the Malukans have had over fifty 

standard years to perfect Warp Drives and build their own 

fleet outside the control of the Warp Drive Bank.  Many fear 

that were we to press the Malukans too hard, then a 

response of war would be imminent, and too costly and 

damaging for many of the Lordes to afford.  The smaller 

Lordes have argued that they can’t risk having Maluka angry 

at them, especially if he has drives independently 

manufactured outside of the Bank.  They’ll soon be at 

Maluka’s mercy.” 

“How can they afford to risk doing nothing in such 

circumstances?” Goren asked. 

Hymondy laughed.  “Again, that was my argument.  

The opposition countered with the answer that perhaps it 

was time the Bank lost its stranglehold on galactic travel, 

and that perhaps this competition would be good for the 

Santonia Galaxy.  Perhaps this would reduce the cost of 

travel, enabling the realms to operate on a freer economy, 

and that this was good and not bad.” 
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Hymondy took his seat on the dais.  As he did Goren 

approached and spoke quietly.  “My Lorde, this is the 

argument of planet Earth’s wealth barons.  This will lead to 

an economy-drive system such as on Earth.   

“Money, wealth and credits are what drive them, there.  

They seem to have lost the understanding of nobler 

motivations, such as honor, duty and integrity.  I believe 

this is part of what is behind their problems.  I also suspect 

there is an active program being pushed into that planet’s 

civilization, to lower those higher ideals.”  Goren stepped 

back. 

Hymondy thought of this. 

Goren continued.  “To not face the problem won’t make 

it go away.  It will remain and fester.  Action now will 

prevent the collapse of the Federation.  Should we delay, 

then the political landscape of the Galaxy will change and 

I’m certain, it won’t be for the better.” 

Hymondy rose again with obvious signs of agitation.  

He looked to all around him.  “If the only alternatives were 

to destroy Earth, or war with the Malukans, what would your 

replies be?” 

He looked to Anqi first.  She hesitated under his gaze 

and then slowly replied.  “Save Earth, my Lorde!” 

Hymondy nodded and looked to Erin who replied.  

“Save Earth.” 

“Save Earth,” Navia said. 

Goren, under his Lorde's gaze said, “Save Earth.” 

Hymondy passed a look to the four Boguard who slowly 

nodded with reverence.  Lorde Hymondy then looked up, 

and beckoned the troop farewell. 
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Before he left the rear exit, Goren called to him softly.  

“My Lorde...?” 

Hymondy stared at his independent.  “Six billion 

people.  We’ll save Earth.  The council has to meet again 

tonight.  I’ll brief you in the morning.”  With that the troop 

was dismissed.  

Letone was down by the double doors, as they opened 

to let the troop out.  Goren looked to Letone, as he passed. 

Letone gave him a casual look and said softly, “The 

presence, it is good.  Trust it.” 

Goren wondered as they walked out, what was that? 

 

Ω 

 

Goren met with Lorde Hymondy, in his antechamber 

the following day.  This room was small, and business like.  

Outside four Boguard stood sentry.  Letone was not there. 

Hymondy’s face read concern.  “My independent, there 

was a lot of heated argument at the Council last night.  The 

result was that the council voted not to destroy Earth.  

However there were only two other Lordes willing to 

reproach Lorde Maluka - Lordes Tilb and Silto.  I met them 

afterwards.  They are prepared to side with us, if necessary 

with force, to challenge Maluka and his plans.  They’ll assist 

in a defense of Earth.” 

“Defense, Sir?”  The thought and dread of galactic 

warfare ran through Goren like a red-hot iron. 

“Yes.  The assassins died, before interrogation.  While 

being moved they were continually muttering that they did 

not know where they were.  The Boguard believed their 
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amnesia genuine.  An autopsy found exploded micro 

transmitters inside their skulls.  Shortly afterwards the 

Malukan Ambassador lifted off-planet without notice.”  

Goren felt disturbed.  Hymondy continued.  “A security 

check found these assassins to be otherwise loyal Jiltanian 

troopers who mysteriously disappeared months ago. 

“I assume they were abducted and their minds 

implanted with the assassination plot - without conscious 

knowledge.  If the Malukans controlled the assassins then 

it’s safe to assume that their purpose was to prevent you 

reporting. 

“Independent, did you find why?” 

Goren did not shrink from his Lorde’s intense eyes.  

“No, sir.  In retrospect I believe I have missed something.  I 

don’t believe that Lorde Maluka is innocent of anything that 

I have accused him of, but there must be more to this… not 

enough information.” 

Hymondy let out a small relieved sigh.  “Thank you 

Torren.  I thought so too, but you have done well. 

“In the small hours of the morning I was awoken to be 

informed that our garrison on Tinkly had been sacked.  The 

garrison lies in a geographical anomaly between the 

Malukan boarder and our own.  The Malukans have claimed 

the small protrusion into their space for centuries as theirs, 

but we have always manned the small planet. 

“Eighteen hundred men died with the loss of one 

destroyer.  The Malukans suffered nothing due to the 

surprise nature of the attack.  As of three hours ago the 

Hymondian Sector was put on War Footing Alert One.” 
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Lorde Hymondy looked uncertain.  “A few minutes 

before you entered I called for a dossier from some of your 

colleagues operating in the Malukan Sector.  Over the last 

three months there have been excessive troop and carrier 

movements within the Malukan Sector, especially nearest 

our borders approaching the Earth region. 

“Added to that, if the reports are correct, the Malukans 

own more vessels than they have registered with the Warp 

Drive Bank. 

“Until your return this data made no sense, and had 

been treated skeptically by our marshals.  They believed our 

independents were being fed misinformation.” 

Lorde Hymondy placed a hand on the young 

independent’s shoulder.  “I have greatly erred against your 

profession.  Independents are to provide data to enable us 

to predict future events and I have failed by not believing 

them.”  Hymondy turned to look at a screen showing the 

Malukan sector.  “If the reports are correct, our enemy has 

doubled his allotted ships.  From all accounts Lorde Maluka 

has an armada now heading for Sequetus.  If our estimates 

are correct then the Malukans will attempt to annihilate 

Earth, and all evidence of their real purpose for being there. 

“My neighbors and Jilta have formed an Expeditionary 

Force to intercept the Malukans before they destroy the 

planet.  I have recalled the services of the Marshal Erin Torb 

from retirement.  He with Marshal Zeto Bul, and two 

marshals from our neighboring sectors, will head our 

defense forces. 

“You’re to report to Marshal Torb for further orders, and 

take any of your troop which will assist you.” 
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Goren bowed.  “Thank you, my Lorde.” 

“Good fortune to us all Independent.  The fates of Jilta 

and many other planets ride on your success.” 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

WAR  FOOTING  ONE 

 

 

Goren met the marshal in the War Office outside the palace.  

“Glad to be of service Marshal, sir.”  Goren stood at 

attention. 

Erin nodded and smiled.  “Be at ease, Goren.  You 

haven’t been commissioned.  You’re here on royal 

independent status.” 

Goren smiled.  “I’m pleased to be serving with you, 

Erin.” 

“Well, I was not so anxious to be here at first.  I was 

enjoying my retirement – until that planet got under my 

skin….  Three days ago I learned that you and Mepat would 

be serving with me… and we have some business to finish in 

that sector.” 

Goren's face brightened.  “Mepat is alive?” 

“Not only alive, but it was he who turned the council 

vote to protect Earth.  Apparently he forcibly insisted on 

being heard, and refused not to be admitted to the meeting 

that night.” 

Goren nodded for the rest. 

“He told of how Jenny Wanten forfeited her own life to 

save his, an alien, for a greater cause.  It impacted and 

swayed the Council.  He argued that this was the true 

nature of Earth's populace, and that all contrary data was 

nothing more than a reaction to galactic interference and 

manipulation. 
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“Apparently he said that he would rather be in a world 

populated with people like Jenny, than belong to and protect 

a galaxy of cowards.  He said that though she may be dead 

her spirit and memory carries more power with him than all 

the Lordes of the Council, with the exception of Lorde 

Hymondy.” 

Goren chuckled.  “They let him say that?” 

“I believe they had little choice but to listen.  Lorde 

Hymondy had to usher him out though, saying that his 

Boguard were not normally like this.  He also said that 

Mepat had almost lost his life, defending you, and would 

have died if it were not for Jenny.  She saved him at the 

expense of her own life.  Lorde Hymondy apparently then 

replayed the recordings from Little Betsie showing how she 

died.  This drove Mepat’s message home.” 

Goren was moved. 

“The vote went from 1-6 against Earth to 3-0 in Earth's 

favor.  Four of the lesser Lordes withdrew from voting. 

“Mepat will be joining us later.  His recovery has been 

full and fast.” 

Goren smiled. 

Erin thought at what he imagined happened at the 

Council of Lordes.  “I assume Anqi will accompany us, and I 

have arranged a berth for her.” 

Goren nodded. 

“Good.  Now, over here is a list of our battle contingent 

for the Expeditionary Force.”  The marshal turned on the 

three-dimensional holographic mapscreen:  20 cruisers, 120 

destroyers, 320 interceptors, 1500 fighters, with a total task 

force of 274,200 troopers and officers.  “The Malukan fleet 
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will be at least fifty percent bigger.  We will be leaving a 

defending force on Jilta of four cruisers and twenty-four 

destroyers, along with support craft and personnel.”  The 

marshal then began to write on some sheets of paper and 

handed the first one to Goren. 

It read:  “Due to security the following is for your eyes.  

Say nothing.  Once you have read each page hand it back to 

me and I’ll destroy each sheet before you.  This is 

confidential.” 

Goren nodded and continued to read the following 

pages.  He looked up when he had finished the last page.  

The marshal continued.  “Our spies in the Malukan Sector 

have sent a signal that craft have been mustering at Zelon 

for some weeks.  It would appear that your appearance on 

Earth has triggered a tactical response to destroy the 

planet, before any claims by you have time to be 

investigated further.” 

Goren nodded. 

Erin continued, “Due to the time lag involved we’ll 

never be sure where the enemy is, until they are either 

upon us here, or at Earth.  All indicators are that they are 

bound for Earth.  Thus, we have only days to come up to 

battle readiness and depart.” 

During preparation the Jiltanian populace was kept 

uninformed of the war footing, which would have only fed 

information to Malukan intelligence. 

Instructor Letone sharpened the Boguard in preparation 

for all-out war.  It was the Boguard's responsibility to scour 

the palace for spies, and to ready escape routes should the 

unthinkable happen.  Palace security tightened. 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  23 | 267 

 

On the fourth day after the alert, twelve of the best 

Boguard left the palace to join Captain Mepat on the 

Flagship Cruiser Nabulus.  Later that same day the flagship 

left Jilta along with two columns of Jiltanian forces to 

rendezvous with two more columns from Tilk and Siltonia.  

The rendezvous point was code named Alphasee. 

Marshal Torb would join the columns later at Alphasee, 

after his current mission to Celtron 4. 

 

Ω 

 

Navia had been back at Academia Alson for a week and 

declined Goren's invitation of a further mission.  She 

thought it strange he wouldn’t divulge the mission's intent, 

but she did not ask either. 

The Academia had accepted Navia back and had 

engaged her for the second semester.  With her newfound 

experience of a primitive race advancing into space without 

intervention, she was now a commodity the Academia 

valued highly.  Enrollments for her classes had overfilled. 

Lorde Hymondy had let her use all but the most 

offensive transmission recordings of Earth for her lecture 

base.  She had even been promoted to Deputy Assistant 

Head of the Department of Anthropology. 

After two weeks of lecturing Navia had time to reflect 

as she strolled through the cloisters towards the Academia 

library.  Life seemed good now, away from the crazy world 

of Goren Torren.  Yes, he made her life halz1 when he was 

                                                           
1 DEFINITION: Halz: The term to represent something bad.  In ancient 

Jiltanian mythology, Aqin, the son god Zaltro was kept captive and boiled alive 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  24 | 267 

 

around, real halz.  After being with him, either 

professionally or otherwise, her life always changed in 

dramatic directions.  Navia recalled that she had been close 

to dying six times with him. 

Yes, while helping Goren, she had been shot three 

times, caught a wild exotic disease once, and suffered from 

space cold-hype as well.  Yes she was glad to be free of 

him, and if she was not glad, then she ought to be. 

Now she was a prime lecturer at one of the most 

prestigious Academias in the Galaxy.  Navia wondered, as 

she walked down the colonnade, looking at the classical 

Jiltanian architecture, the vaulted wooden ceilings, the old 

sandstone blocks, how many tortured years of dedication it 

took to make such a place?  Over its thousand or so years 

Alson had produced great philosophers, scientists, artists, 

historians and humanitarians.  Just to attend lectures in 

these great buildings of stone as a student was an honor 

that many academics would envy.  The tradition steeped 

here at Alson went back well before the Federation, into the 

heady days of Confederacy expansion. 

Today was especially beautiful.  She had met Jeffry, a 

Senior Fine Arts Lecturer.  It was early morning and they 

had just shared breakfast.  Her first cup of kalo had cleared 

the cobwebs from her mind.  Afterwards they both slowly 

meandered along a cobblestone path.  Navia listened to him 

absentmindedly as she observed the trees gently swaying in 

the wind.  She had not yet begun the day's lecturing.  The 

                                                                                                                                                    
in an underground prison in Mount Halz by his father’s enemies.  Searfinders 
Index p.  1275. 
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shade had preserved the dew on the grass.  Birds were 

calling to each other, and the clearing sky indicated the 

approach of another perfect Jiltanian day. 

She looked at the last of the night's clouds disappearing 

over the horizon, and realized how similar Earth and Jilta 

were.  That crazy planet called Earth; yes it suited Goren.  

Yet on the other hand life was never dull around him.  That 

was true.  In fact it was full of action.  It could be said that 

without him life was boring, if only a little.  But the lecturing 

would be interesting.  Interesting but exciting, she asked 

herself?  It was true that her participation in Goren's 

missions had given her the notoriety to promote herself.  

Yes, Goren did lead a lifestyle that was hard to miss.  

Having adrenaline coursing through your veins each day 

with Goren was exciting.  But she deserved a break, some 

quiet, and a time of peace.  Damn you Goren Torren.  Life is 

so boring again. 

Navia had her attention drawn back to her artist friend 

Jeffry.  She couldn’t help it and snapped back at him.  “You 

have been talking about how to paint that work for six 

months now Jeffry.  Either paint or shut up!  For the sake of 

Zaltro2, I’m tired of how you’re going to create living art by 

your transcended living self.  Stop talking about doing it, 

and just do it, either paint it or never speak to me about it 

again!”  Navia paced off in the opposite direction. 

                                                           
2 DEFINITION: Zaltro: The senior god of Mount Gangels, God Zaltro, of Jilta.  

He procrastinated in saving his son, and unfortunately his son was boiled alive.  
The phrase for the sake of Zaltro means not to procrastinate.  See Halz. 
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Jeffry stood with a blank look on his face.  He stroked 

his beard and went over and sat under a tree; a suitable 

place to try to discern what Navia had really meant. 

 

Ω 

 

Lorde Hymondy spent days with Defense Marshal Tibb 

Foil and the planetary generals.  It was recognized that the 

System was under-defended and wouldn’t be able to 

withstand a frontal full-scale attack should the Malukans 

attack Jilta instead of Earth.  They prepared to wait for the 

results of the mission of Marshal Torb from Celtron 4. 

During the wait, Lorde Hymondy sent invitations for 

non-committal neighboring Lordes to change their minds, 

including those still to be reached with the results of Goren's 

mission.  Hymondy's hopes however, rested on his 

immediate neighbors. 

The Consul Agent3 for the Imperial Federation Warp 

Drive Bank had been summoned.  His reply to the crisis was 

as expected.  The Bank wouldn’t destroy Malukan WD craft, 

should they attack either Earth or Jiltanian soil.  The 

information gathered on Earth about the Malukans showed 

no breach of the Bank’s Deed of Trust between the two 

parties.  If the Bank interfered then, such interference 

wouldn’t only void the Deed itself, and be responsible for 

consequential liabilities.  Such interfering by the Bank in the 

                                                           
3 Definition: Consul Agent: The chief and legal representative of an 

intragalactic corporation to a planet.  Similar in status to ambassador.  
Searfinders Index p.  3467. 
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affairs of the Lordes could be highly damning to consumer 

trust.  If one couldn’t trust the Bank, then who could one 

trust?  The Bank would of course be grieved by its loss as 

sole trade mover within the Galaxy, but should there be 

need of change in the Transport Monopoly Act then it would 

be considered. 

Though this was anticipated, Lorde Hymondy was 

quietly furious. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

VINTAGE  DEFENSE 

 

 

Marshal Erin Torb was greeted warmly upon arrival at 

Celtron 4.  Within hours he was out at the ship graveyards 

with a group of officers and technicians.  Erin turned to the 

Captain of the Yard.  “How many of these old Confederacy 

cruisers do you think you could get operational, Captain?” 

The captain gazed from the Groundflight window and 

thought for a moment.  To the horizon could be seen a 

planetside littered with obsolete spacecraft.  “Well that 

would depend on how long we have to resurrect them.” 

“Say you had two weeks.” 

“Perhaps two or three, but we would need notice well 

before hand.”  The captain turned, looked at the marshal.  

What was this old war-dog doing out from retirement?  

What was he fishing here for, really? 

“How many are out there, Captain?” 

“If you include the Eildora, that would be fifteen 

cruisers.  The Eildora lies there, in two sections.” 

Erin searched in the direction of the captain's arm, 

spotted the two halves, about a K apart.  “Many like her?” 

“There is the Betsie, the only Federation ship in the 

Yard.  No drives of course.” 

“Hmm,” mused the Marshal, “a total of sixteen.  How 

many destroyers?” 

The captain reflected.  “About every destroyer that 

remained from the Quantum Drive era.  One hundred and 
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twenty… approximately.  Many are pretty badly burnt out 

and have been heavily cannibalized.”  The captain wondered 

where the questions were going. 

“Could you get half of them into space if you had no 

limits on time and resources?” 

“More than half.  Probably three quarters of them.”  

The captain turned to the marshal.  “Why...?” 

Erin smiled.  “In twelve hours a Hymondian cruiser and 

support craft will be over Celtron 4.  With it will be over 

three thousand military technicians plus civilian salvage 

tugs.  At this moment the planet’s mining plant and 

personnel are being commandeered under garrison 

command.  The Hymondian Sector is under War Footing 

Alert I and is on the verge of Alert II, with a formal 

declaration of war against the Malukans.”  Erin could see the 

captain tense at the news. 

Erin continued.  “In five days a flotilla of whatever you 

can get aloft will depart Celtron 4.  All the cruisers you can 

muster, at least seventy – please - destroyers, plus every 

gun, cannon, lasers and whatever equipment you can 

salvage, all lifted from this planet. 

“For the record, the bulk of the Hymondian fleet will be 

in all-out-war in weeks.  We need all you can get off the 

planet in the defense of the Jiltanian Sector.” 

“But sir, these are quantum drives.  How are you able 

to get them out of the system into combat zones?  The war 

will be over before they reach any destination.  Surely 

they’ll be wiped out as they were once before!” 

Erin grinned at the captain's concern.  He looked at the 

young man.  “Captain, that isn’t what I can discuss.  Enemy 
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agents are here.  We’re at war.”  The marshal looked around 

the groundflight as though to indicate what he meant.  “If 

we leave anything worth salvaging, they’ll come for it.  We 

don’t want that.” 

The captain’s salute almost broke the sound barrier. 

“Captain, have your driver take me to the commercial 

settlement and then please report back to your commander.  

He needs to accommodate three thousand troopers. 

“Remember, this is the first war between royals since 

the inception of Federation.  Until now, each royal family 

only took the voids of space that they could maintain.  

When those voids filled, it set the Federation sector 

boundaries.  There has always been more space available in 

the Galaxy.  In the past, loosely knit pacts and alliances 

have kept territorially ambitious Lordes in check. 

“Lorde Maluka is an ambitious Lorde, but he has now 

developed technical and numerical advantages.  The status 

quo of the Federation has changed.  We can’t afford to be 

kept off guard any longer.  Already it may be too late.  Drive 

on.” 

 

Ω 

 

The marshal oversaw the operation to the point of 

physical exhaustion.  With him seen as the role model 

troopers, technicians, advisers and civilians slept little. 

On the fourth day most of the salvageable craft were 

ready for elevating.  Anything that could withstand space 

was armed, including mining craft. 
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Each cruiser and destroyer not salvaged was stripped to 

a shell.  On the fifth day all salvaged craft were aloft, 

including two intra-system battleclass. 

The marshal read the manifest of his salvage operation: 

 

 

 See Expeditionary Forces document  

 

 

As Erin watched a battleclass rise, a shiver went 

through him.  The sinister shape and its impregnable 

reputation had that affect.  These ships were historic relics 

that no longer should be in space.  They were the greatest 

killing machine ever devised in any past era.  Erin wondered 

what would be the result should one of these ever be set 

against a planet instead defending it.  Just one could 

eliminate ninety percent of the population on Earth in a 

single day. 

After the Yard had been picked clean the marshal 

counted his flotilla.  As well as the military craft, there were 

mining craft, Rangercraft, messenger craft and civilian 

yachts.  Most civilian craft had no armor but sported 

weapons at every vantage point.  There was also need of 

support craft; hospital ships, messenger ships, and stores 

ships. 

On the eve of the fifth day the fleet vanished from the 

Celtron System. 

 

Ω 
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Two months after leaving Jilta the Expeditionary Force 

columns emerged two hours from Alphasee, a 

predetermined astronomical point in space.  There they 

would wait a week for their allies and then move towards 

the Sequetus System, where the Marshal Erin Torb would 

join them. 

The Tilks and the Siltonians arrived on schedule.  Just 

before they were due to depart an unexpected messenger 

craft arrived with news.  Celtron 4 had been sacked!  They 

were now at war! 

 

Ω 

 

The first alarms rang at midnight a week after the 

marshal had left the Celtron System.  Progressively the 

planet's satellite warning systems went out of action.  The 

combat units were readied in three minutes as the garrison 

attempted to determine the source of the warnings.  The far 

side of Celtron was being bombed and their senses went 

down. Three destroyers overhead went onto red alert.  

Within seconds three enemy interceptors with fighter 

support were sighted on the screens. 

The Celtron destroyers sent out fifteen defense fighters, 

accompanied by the same number from the garrison.  From 

over the horizon another three interceptors with thirty-five 

fighters were approaching.  The garrison responded with 

another thirty-five fighters. 

Captain Vatez sat in the helm of the lead Celtron 

destroyer. 
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“Sir, Red Group about to make contact,” issued the 

voice of the captain's second in command. 

“Thank you.  Keep me informed Mister,” replied the 

captain keeping his eyes on the viewscreens as the enemy 

approached. 

“Both Red and Blue groups are engaging the enemy,” 

reported the calm voice. 

Vatez responded.  “Move us over the garrison, Mister; 

we’ll want to take advantage of the garrison's defenses.” 

“Underway...” 

As the destroyers made for their new position more 

information poured through. 

The captain's deputy reported.  “Red Group informs us 

that one enemy interceptor is unaccounted for and headed 

our way.” 

“And Blue Group?” 

“Two got through sir.  Our fighters are still engaged 

and can’t return.” 

The captain nodded calmly.  He could see the 

interceptors approaching.  “Scramble our remaining fighters 

and request half the remaining garrison fighters.  Inform the 

rapid-gunneries to prepare for rockets.”  The captain waited 

until he saw a response on the screens, and then gave his 

next command.  “Have the destroyers take defense position 

A.” 

The destroyers spread out so that they could crossfire 

enemy between them while minimizing harm to themselves. 

As expected the rockets fanned out from the 

interceptors and were gunned down.  The captain watched 
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with satisfaction as the small atomics exploded harmlessly 

out of range. 

The lieutenant turned to the captain with a look of fear.  

“Sir, enemy mother ships approaching over the horizon!” 

The reassuring voice of the captain said.  “What have 

we got son, destroyers?” 

The lieutenant’s head nodded gingerly as he looked at 

his leader.  “Yes sir, six!” he paused, “plus a cruiser.” 

The captain stared at the screen.  There it was.  A 

cruiser, out here!  Why?  Then like a flood it hit him.  The 

Yard!  They were after the Yard!  The captain laughed.  “Too 

late Maluka: you have missed out and the Yard is bare!” 

Quickly, the captain’s attention was brought back to his 

deputy.  The lieutenant was young, and under peacetime 

would have lived a long life.  The captain regretted that he 

had neglected to know his men better. 

The captain watched as the enemy destroyers fell 

behind the cruiser.  An issue of three more enemy 

interceptors was launched with fighter cover; then a second 

wave and finally a third. 

“Sir?” came the lieutenant’s voice. 

The captain could see all eyes upon him.  “How many 

fighters do we still have available?” 

“Including what is left in the garrison:  twenty three, 

sir.” 

“Interceptors?” 

“Three aloft and six on the ground.” 

The captain nodded slowly.  “Have all fighters and 

interceptors under cover of our destroyers in six minutes!” 
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As the moments ticked over the captain wondered how 

he could take a cruiser.  Statistically they were 

outnumbered four to one.  He waited, waited for a divine 

miracle that seemed to elude him.  He looked as the two 

and a half kinopac long cruiser filled more of his screen.  Six 

minutes up, and all the Celtron craft were in place. 

With no hand of divine grace appearing on his side, the 

captain began the only plan possible.  The formation of the 

Celtron destroyers closed.  Slowly they gathered speed 

towards the enemy.  The plan was simple enough.  The 

destroyers would be the shields for their interceptors.  

Currently each interceptor was more valuable than its 

destroyer mother craft.  He had nine interceptors; meaning 

that they had fifty-four rockets, laden with atomics.  The 

enemy had over sixty fighters with which to repel the 

attack.  Some of the Celtron interceptors would get through, 

but the rockets...? 

On the reverse side, there were six enemy interceptors 

approaching with thirty-six rockets.  Fighters accompanied 

them.  To defend against them were twenty-three Celtron 

fighters.  The captain's only aim was to take out the cruiser.  

To do that he needed time and to be able to get his 

interceptors close enough for the attack.  He would lose the 

destroyers in his command, in the short battle to come, but 

should he be able to bring down an enemy cruiser for his 

demise, then he would be the victor. 

“Any markings yet son?” the captain asked. 

“No sir,” the lieutenant replied. 

The captain sighed.  He knew the fleet was Malukan, 

but wished that the enemy could have had the honor to say 
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who they were.  All communications between the battle 

fleets were dead. 

The first wave of enemy interceptors loosed their 

rockets, followed by the second and then the third.  The 

Celtron destroyers had separated into three again.  Of the 

rockets four struck home.  That was the first miracle. 

The Celtron destroyer Neculi was struck by two rockets 

and was losing pace.  The other two Celtron destroyers 

forged ahead. 

The captain watched from the helm.  The Neculi 

burned.  His ship had taken one hit, as did its sister.  

Damage was in the fighter bays on both craft.  No fighters 

or interceptors could return now.  With the wave of his arm 

he motioned the last of his interceptors and fighters into 

action.  These were suicide missions.  Silently on the screen 

the two fleets merged.  The Celtron fighters weaved and 

dodged, threading a path for their interceptors.  Like little 

fireflies they were being snuffed out in a violent storm.  One 

by one they died.  The fighters and interceptors exploded 

into the blackness of space, without as much as a curse on 

the enemy. 

Before being dispatched into the great voids of nothing, 

the last Celtron interceptor had loosed its rockets too far out 

from its target.  The captain watched as they were gunned 

down without effect.  Each rocket was carrying with it an 

impossible potential of being a silver bullet that could strike 

a mortal blow.  Hope only flared into hopelessness during 

the quietness of night. 

The captain looked over his crew before giving the next 

order.  “Mister, both destroyers are to set a projected 
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destination path - two points over the bow of that cruiser.”  

The captain watched as his lieutenant hesitated. 

“That is right.  Collision course for a DIRECT HIT RAM!  

Long live the Hymondian realm!” 

The lieutenant swallowed.  “Long live the realm, sir. 

Coordinates are set and closing!” 

Captain Vatez watched as his destroyers closed in on 

the enemy.  All guns were now engaged with the enemy's 

fighters, interceptors and rockets, as the enemy staged an 

overwhelming counterattack.  The Celtron FSS Destroyer 

Nevaro took a direct double strike and exploded like a 

supernova. 

 

 

Battle over Celtron 4 

 

The captain watched on the screen as the Neculi began 

to lose orbit.  He stood on the deck.  “I want all attention on 
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that cruiser.  Every gun is to strike at that cruiser.  Every 

cannon and every laser.  I don’t care how small an impact 

you think it inflicts.  Everything.” 

They were about one hundred Ks from the cruiser and 

closing fast.  “Get us up Mister!  NOW!  NOW!  NOW!  That’s 

it!  All that is left!  Get us UP!  In front of her...  well done!  

Five points higher than her proposhield!” 

The captain let out a loud laugh.  “Let us see you get 

under us now my secret enemy without risking your orbit!”  

During the battle the captain had deliberately lowered his 

orbit.  The stall height of a destroyer was much lower than 

any cruiser he knew of.  If his enemy tried to go under him 

he had her.  From above, with the aid of gravity, he could 

descend rapidly and onto her decks, pushing her off her 

tight orbit, into Celtron 4.  If she pulled up he would at least 

get a direct-hit-ram. 

As the captain stood there, his eyes glued to the 

screens, three silver streaks tore past and slammed into his 

destroyer.  The captain held tight as the engine rooms 

exploded, then the crew quarters and the docking bays.  

Small tactical atomic warheads blew away half his ship.  

Finally the bridge caved in on him as a firestorm. 

The garrison commander was watching vividly – glued 

to his viewscreens, as was most of Celtron 4.  With barely 

any planetary atmosphere the battle spectacle was visible to 

the naked eye.  He could see his destroyers aloft ablaze and 

felt like crying in anguish. 

The post of command was lonely.  He had just seen the 

valiant efforts of Vatez and his crew turn themselves into a 

blinding inferno in space.  Still it was not over yet, Vatez.  
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You had set your course well.  The commander watched as 

the blazing hulks careered carelessly towards their target. 

The commander gripped the console of his chair as new 

coordinates of the vessels emanated every few seconds.  

Whereas, Velez’s craft had aimed high above its target, now 

gravity was pulling it into a direct collision line with the 

cruiser.  The enemy was attempting to separate the two 

paths without much effect.  Evasive action by the cruiser 

was too late.  Its only option was to bombard the 

approaching fiery hulks with everything they had.  Salvo 

after salvo of atomics, cannons and lasers cut into the 

destroyers’ masses.  Still they came. 

The destroyers were separating now.  The Nevaro had 

ceased to be a threat and had slid into a decaying orbit.  

The Neculi had long gone.  Only Vatez's destroyer remained 

anywhere near target.  The ball of fire was taking all the 

enemy could throw at it.  The two ships were only ten Ks 

apart.  It was close.  Vatez's furious fiery hulk was now 

beginning to slip orbit. 

The garrison commander gripped the side of his chair 

as the two ships almost became one.  Up!  Up!  He was 

calling out through the bridge.  The underside of the enemy 

cruiser was bright with the light of the blazing destroyer.  

Vatez’s ship had just managed to slip beneath the cruiser’s 

bow.  Maybe it would strike the stern.  The commander held 

his breath and hoped.  Within seconds, black space could be 

seen between the two craft and growing.  The attempt had 

failed and the cruiser had escaped destruction. 

A few seconds later and the destroyer began to break 

orbit and descend to planetside.  The commander watched 
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as the dead blazing hulk thundered into the side of the 

Alasian Mountains, nearby the glowing remnants of its two 

sisters. 

The shock of the loss ran through Celtron 4.  Three 

destroyers with all interceptors, fighters plus one thousand 

men were gone forever.  In return they had barely affected 

the enemy. 

The screens showed the cruiser with the returning 

enemy destroyers soon looming over the garrison.  Rockets 

from the base went skywards in a flurry.  They were not 

done for yet.  One of the destroyers suffered a minor hit.  It 

pulled away and the return volleys approached. 

Planet to space rockets were limited in speed and 

escape thrusts.  The warheads were small.  By comparison, 

space-to-ground rockets were big with groundbreaking 

destructive power. 

The slow enemy rockets lumbered towards the 

garrison, and with the assistance of gravity gained speed.  

As they bore in the commander gave the word for all 

gunneries to go onto automatic beam.  They would score 

hits against half the rockets. 

Two messenger craft faded out from Celtron 4 into 

space.  The first was to go to Jilta, the other to rendezvous 

at Alphasee.  All troops had been called in, and were 

ordered into the lower underground floors.  There were ten 

floors below ground at the garrison, each twenty pacs below 

the other, each self-contained with supplies, air, weapons 

and even machines to dig back up to the surface. 

The commander looked over his troops on level B3.  

There were several hundred present.  All was calm as the 
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first of the planet busters hit the ground overhead.  The 

floor shook only slightly.  All the B levels were designed and 

set on springs to absorb impact.  Topside would be afire 

with atomics.  Down below they could survive perhaps for a 

year.  The commander nodded to his men, whoever the 

enemy was, if he wanted Celtron 4 they were still going to 

have to fight for it. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

DEFENDERS  OF  SEQUETUS 3 

 

 

The last four days Goren had mostly kept to himself.  He 

had eaten and spoken with Anqi, but their living quarters 

were well apart.  Goren spent days becoming familiar with 

the ship's design and capabilities. 

The cruiser was big, almost two Ks long.  He read the 

trooper Basic Orientation Kit that each trooper was issued 

as they boarded. 

________________________ 

 

 See Cruiser Issue Document  

 

Ω 

 

Finally Anqi cornered Goren at a meal break.  The 

service galley was large, clean and white, with catering 

facilities for three hundred in one sitting. 

Anqi sat opposite.  Goren stared into his food and 

twirled his fork in the mash.  He was silent. 

“Have I done something wrong?” she asked, a little 

concerned that he may have been upset with her, without 

her knowing why. 

Goren lifted his head and smiled.  “No.  I just feel quiet.  

Maybe it’s due to the idle conditions.  Perhaps it was the 

news of Celtron 4.  I don’t know.”  He looked up at Anqi.  “I 

just wondered what we are doing.  It seems that over half a 
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million people are going into battle over this planet, Earth.  

The balance of power of the Federation will change and I 

still don’t know why.  If the battle was merely to protect the 

patents of Warp Drive technology, at least that would make 

some sense, but it isn’t.  What is it that we missed on Earth 

that could cost half a million lives?  How many hundreds of 

thousands are going to die to find the answer?” 

Anqi looked at him sympathetically.  “No, I can’t tell 

you Goren,” she said quietly.  “All I know is that it is.  It is 

happening and we have a choice.  We can either let a tyrant 

do as he wills, or we can do what is in our power to stop 

him.  This is one planet of six billion.  This is the first planet.  

Once it’s gone, who is next?  The choice we face is a very 

personal choice.  I believe we’re making the right choice.” 

Goren looked at her. 

“Maluka used his knowledge to build military craft and 

weapons of war.  He could have used his knowledge to free 

the Federation from the grip of the Bank, but he has chosen 

not to.  That was his choice.  I have now made mine.  I 

don’t know his reason for choosing, but I know my reason.  

That is enough for me.”  She put her hand on his. 

Goren nodded.  He agreed. 

Anqi continued with a question.  “Have you ever 

wondered of your existence?” 

The question threw Goren.  He looked away and then 

brought his gaze back.  “By the Gods of Halz, well, of 

course.” 

“Have you spent much time on this question?” she 

asked. 
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For the next thirty minutes Anqi instructed Goren on 

her planet’s beliefs.  It was not so different to what he had 

learned as a child in Jilta. 

Anqi held Goren’s right hand in both of hers.  He felt 

warm.  “Goren, this is your hand.  It’s a hand.  It’s not you.” 

Goren nodded, but puzzled.  He shrugged. 

“The same could be said to of any body part.  It’s not 

you.  Three quarters of those fighting here have this as their 

faith; that they are a life-force, or spirit of some kind.  

When the body dies, they continue. 

“So, if we die; so be it.  It happens to everyone.  So 

please don’t dwell on life or death.  Both happen.  Dwell on 

how we’re to succeed in life now, instead.” 

Goren tried to look curious. 

Anqi asked one last question.  “Goren, have you ever 

really failed to find the why or who of any mission?” 

“No,” he said.  “What makes you ask?” 

“No reason.  Let me be alone now, so I can finish my 

meal.”  She smiled at him. 

Goren stood from the table and leant over and kissed 

her hand softly.  As he walked away Anqi blushed.  She felt 

good and happy now.  Possibly he would find his answer. 

 

Ω 

 

The Expeditionary Force emerged in space outside the 

Sequetus Series.  A quick scan found no sign of the Malukan 

fleet, but a dribble of innocuous Earth media was 

permeating space. 
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When Anki left Mars Base, she had taken with her a 

computerized code base. That code base was what was used 

to make the keys that would allow traffic into the Sequetus 

series system. From that code base, the Hymondians were 

able to plot within 99% accuracy the keys needed to enter 

the Sequetus Series system. The scouts that had entered on 

the Hymondian keys reported back that the keys worked 

and there were no obstructions. 

Two cruisers were dispatched to Dockside with an 

ultimatum of unconditional surrender.  There would be no 

battle.  The simple choice was that they surrender or die in 

two minutes. 

Dockside was not built for a fight.  It possessed two 

obsolete fighters, along with its modern interceptors.  The 

space station had gun emplacements, but its attack craft 

were there as a police action, not to wage war. 

The Dockside commander beamed his surrender.  A 

minute later a messenger craft exited, quivered and 

disappeared.  Their interceptors and fighters were seized 

and shipped to the Expeditionary Force fleet.  The crew of 

Dockside was given the option to remain as hospital crew 

under the Expeditionary Forces, or be moved as prisoners to 

Sequetus 4, Mars. 

Other cruisers found five other similar Docksides. Like 

the others the crew surrendered. 

Slowly the Expeditionary Force began its way towards 

the inner planets where a defense of Earth would be set up.  

As they did so bases on Saturn and Jupiter’s moons 

surrendered.  In the cluster of asteroids in the Saturn and 

Jupiter orbits another twenty-seven bases surrendered. 
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Upon each surrender, senior officers warped out with escape 

craft. 

Twenty cruisers, one hundred and twenty destroyers, 

two hundred and forty-eight interceptors, plus one thousand 

four hundred and forty-three fighters comprised the Forces. 

Three days later four Hymondian Military Transports 

arrived.  They brought troopers, pilots and technicians, plus 

more interceptors and support fighters, still crated and 

packed. 

Goren had been given an observation seat on the 

bridge.  He thought of Lorde Hymondy and what he now 

risked.  Only the Tilks and the Siltonians risked as much.  

Yes, Goren was fortunate to have known Lorde Hymondy, 

and even luckier to have him as his patron. 

What would happen if there was no one to defend the 

Federation from a tyrant?  If the Expeditionary Forces failed, 

would the lesser Lordes capitulate one by one?  It almost 

seemed surreal that they were now here, doing this. 

Goren looked to the stars.  He saw quiet places, 

tranquil, but sad not knowing what was going to happen.  If 

they lose how will history show them, as aggressors?  What 

of Earth? 

Sometimes life was loneliest amongst the stars; so 

many missions to perform and it was never really a home. 

Goren thought of the civilian population back on Jilta, 

half of them home asleep, while others ran about, doing the 

pleasures of planetary living.  But if they had his 

circumstances would they not also be here?  Goren 

continued to wonder. 

There beamed the Earth's sun, smiling. 
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All these people here, soon there would be over a 

quarter of a million dead.  Did not the Malukans have 

mothers that would grieve?  There was no victory in war, he 

thought. 

The shadows of Saturn's rings appeared to be saying 

something to him, but what he couldn’t determine. 

What lay ahead for him?  Would his body be scattered 

by the solar winds of time?  Would he survive? 

It was so lonely, and Goren was so tired.  Why could 

others not take up the fight without him?  They did not need 

Goren Torren.  He kept staring into space. 

He felt a hand touch his arm.  It was Anqi's.  He turned. 

She looked into his moist eyes and said nothing but 

kept her hand on his.  She looked with him, out into the 

cold darkness of space.  She knew.  It was lonely for her 

too.  She was with a lonely man, who was part of a lonely 

crusade, but he was hers. 

As space went by she thought of the unspoken 

communication they shared.  Anqi only had to be next to 

him to feel strong.  He was a good man, who would give 

himself to humanity, and he had integrity she had not seen 

in a person before. 

Goren believed that Earth’s humanity was good deep 

down, but sometimes it couldn’t see the wrong it did. 

Now the long time peace of the Federation was being 

threatened.  Lorde Hymondy did not have to explain his 

actions, nor did anyone else here. 

The screens lit up as they passed through a meteor 

field.  The cruiser’s auto lasers sprang to life destroying 

space dust and debris in a colorful display of fireworks.  The 
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effects were dazzling as lasers twitched over the screen, 

cosmic particles exploding in flashes of greens, crimsons, 

and sparkles of orange. 

Hours had gone by since they had left Saturn.  Anqi 

and Goren had not moved from their vigil of the screen.  

Goren was still deep in his own thoughts. 

The universe had infinite riddles.  Humanoids 

conquered much of the Galaxy eons ago, but they never had 

been able to find the why of the universe.  Did it actually 

exist?  If it did not, then why was there so much devotion to 

its search and discovery?  Was it a god, an outside 

uncontrollable source as older religions promised, or was 

humankind in charge of its own destiny? 

Goren looked around the bridge and then to the 

commscreens.  He saw only good people, all striving for the 

same common purpose.  They had chosen.  They were 

responsible for their tomorrow.  These people had chosen to 

be here, and were the strongest in the Federation. 

If they failed, who would protect their homes?  Would 

there be others like them, or would these defenders of the 

Federation be the last? 

Good had to succeed over evil.  It always did.  Yes we’ll 

win.  If not this time then we will win in the end. 

Anqi caught Goren's gaze and smiled. 

The fleet kept forging ahead.  Soon it would be passing 

through the orbit of the gas giant Jupiter.  After that, they 

would pass over the asteroids and into the Martian orbit.  

There they would wait to rendezvous with Marshal Erin Torb. 

 

Ω 
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The four Expeditionary Force columns were each 

stationed at a ninety-degree axis point around the Martian 

orbit.  Waiting was painful.  As every standard-day passed, 

Marshal Torb was another day overdue.  The Malukans 

should be here anytime and the Marshal was a vital part of 

their command. 

The first sign came as a small messenger craft was 

spotted pushing through the orbit of Jupiter.  A message 

was beamed and the Marshal was not aboard.  The message 

was that the Duchy of Kalanon had been invaded by 

unmarked vessels, and its hub planet, Peel, had been 

overrun.  Of its defense forces, two of its three cruisers had 

been destroyed and its seventeen destroyers were blazing 

hulks.  Its flagship, the FSS Cruiser Kalanon, had escaped to 

an unknown destination.  The message stated the Kalanon 

had saved many lives after the battle, prior to it vanishing 

into Warp Drive space. 

The news was relayed to all crews.  The Duchy of 

Kalanon had no reason to be attacked.  It drew no 

provocation.  In fact its Lorde was one of those that had 

abstained from voting to save or destroy Earth. 

Goren thought this could mean only one of two things.  

Either the Malukan forces were on their way to Jilta, and the 

Hymondian spies had been carefully supplied 

misinformation, to lure the Expeditionary Forces here away 

from the attack, or the Malukans had the Patuans on their 

side.  The Patuan fleet was known to be six cruisers with 

accompanying destroyers.  Either option was disaster.  Had 
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Lorde Hymondy erred?  Should they have simply remained 

in Jilta? 

Goren would have loved to see the enemy appear 

before him now, with or without the Marshal Erin Torb 

present.  Whatever chances their forces of twenty cruisers 

stood, they were far better that those on Jilta if they were 

attacked by Maluka right now. 

Perhaps they should turn back.  Maybe it was not too 

late.  These were not Goren's decisions but rather tactical 

decisions left to the marshals of the fleet. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

ENEMY  ARRIVAL 

 

 

Goren did not have to wait long for a decision.  The defense 

marshal announced to the crew that forty-three cruisers 

with destroyers had been picked up on the Dockside 

monitors, and were now bearing in. 

To Goren this meant that Jilta had been saved.  It must 

have been the Patuans that plundered the Duchy of 

Kalanon; may they rot in Halz. 

Goren stood on the bridge, where he watched the 

Malukan fleet.  If the Hymondian spies were correct, there 

should be another five cruisers, counting the Patuans, out 

there.  Goren wondered where?  Had they attacked the 

great industrial planet of Matow?  Were they off on another 

course to attack Jilta?  Perhaps this threat explained the 

absence of the Marshal Erin Torb. 

As the Malukan fleet edged towards the system the 

personnel on Dockside were ordered to abandon and return 

to the Expeditionary Force fleet. 

With the loss of the Dockside transmissions the Enemy 

was now only appearing on the screens as a smudge, but 

growing stronger.  Soon the individual markings of the 

cruisers could be made out.  They were Malukans, plus the 

Patuans. 

The defense marshal ordered the convergence of all his 

fleet, to consolidate against the Malukan approach path at 

the Martian orbit. 
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The enemy stopped advancing at the orbit of Neptune.  

The details of the enemy fleet were now filing across the 

bottom of the screens.  There were fifty cruisers and three 

hundred destroyers.  There they sat for two days, without 

issuing any communication to the Expeditionary Forces. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 6 

 

NASA 

 

 

Colonel Johnson was delivering his daily report to NASA, 

when his instruments failed again.  The little manned Mars 

probe had suffered all forms of malfunction over the past 

week.  The crew were only weeks away from being the first 

Americans to set foot on their small sister planet of Mars. 

Colonel Johnson was an old campaigner of space, this 

being his seventeenth mission beyond Earth's atmosphere.  

He was forty-seven years old and as strong as when he was 

twenty-five.  He was tall, fit and in perfect health. 

Johnson wondered whether or not they would ever 

arrive.  They now had only weeks to go and this was 

another instrument failure.  If only they could find the 

reason, then perhaps they could prevent these continual 

systems abort messages.  Again the crew of three searched 

for the source of the failures. 

“Still no contact Colonel,” came the voice of the young 

crewmember, Adams.  While the colonel was a veteran of 

space Adams was experiencing his first real mission.  Things 

had been going smoothly but now the strain was showing. 

Adams was shorter than Johnson, a leaner build, his 

greatest asset being his sharp mind. 

“What do you mean not receiving?” quipped Johnson.  

“It must be working.  There is no reason for it not to.  

Instrument check shows fine!” 
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“God, Colonel.  Now all the power has, gone!” Adams 

added, with a shred of fear in his voice. 

“Millions of miles from nowhere!  Hell!  Power doesn’t 

just run out.  Fuel maybe, but not power,” yelled Johnson.  

“Murphy, go back up and check the fuel cells.  I'll check the 

solar leads.” 

“Sir, wait a minute.  We’re beginning to get something.  

Static and ticks.  Look at the instruments, they’re going 

wild!” yelled Adams in a wavering voice. 

The colonel called, just as he was about to leave.  

“Better give me a look.” 

Murphy's voice came from the other side of their tiny 

tin capsule.  He was the unassuming third man on the 

mission.  Everything about Murphy was unassuming.  His 

build was average, his abilities average, but always he could 

be counted on to come through in a tight squeeze.  He was 

thirty-one years old.  “Er, sir, better look at this through the 

top portal.  Am I...is my...oh mother, you'd better see....” 

“What is it Murphy?  Sometimes....”  The colonel cut 

short his sentence as he gazed up through the portal to the 

outside.  “Do you see that?  My God!  Look at it.  It’s going 

over the top of us!  It’s huge.  I hope we don't hit!  Look at 

the size of it.  Its over a goddamn mile long and still passing 

over! 

“Get NASA!  Try again; keep trying.  Oh that is big.  

Keep trying!  God, don't let it hit us!” he bellowed. 

The little craft suddenly lurched.  Adams called from the 

other compartment to find out what the hell was going on.  

The colonel called for full thrust but no avail.  He waited as 
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he watched their small craft being swallowed by the huge 

monster above. 

As they ascended into the bowls of the cruiser, gravity 

began to return to the little ship from NASA.  The colonel 

could see lights and openings in the great craft around 

them.  As light streamed through their portals; the colonel 

felt as much excited about the prospect outside, as he was 

fearful.  If this was real and not imagined what did this 

mean to Earth?  His small craft lurched again and stopped. 

A smooth monotone female metallic voice came over 

the intercom of the craft from NASA.  “The Defense Marshal 

of the FSS Cruiser Nebulus would like to apologize for any 

inconvenience or discomfort you may be experiencing.  

Currently you have entered into a war zone, and you have 

been detained for the safety of yourselves, your crew, and 

others.  As soon as the danger has passed you’ll be 

permitted to continue your journey.  Until then, the 

marshal, his captain and his crew hope you have a pleasant 

stay aboard the Cruiser Nebulus.  Thank you.”  The voice 

ceased. 

The colonel stared at the intercom disbelieving.  He 

turned to Adams and said, “Oh, no!  I don't believe this.  

That was English.  What do you see out that portal?” 

Adams stepped over to the portal, stared for a moment 

and then blinked at the colonel.  “All I can see is a soldier 

with a strange rifle sir.” 

“No stars?” 

“No sir.  He is just looking at me sir.  I think he is 

waving.” 

“You certain?” 
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“Yes sir.  I know what a wave looks like, sir.” 

“Give me another look!”  The colonel stepped next to 

Adams and stared.  “Oh hell….  That does it!  Get me a gun, 

and I’ll put on my space suit.  I'm going out.” 

“Sir, this is a scientific mission; we don’t carry guns.” 

“Any weapon then!  No one is going to space nap us 

and not think twice.” 

“Here, sir,” Adams passed the colonel a wrench.  The 

colonel stared at it.  It would have to do. 

Johnson donned his helmet.  His voice was muffled.  

“You operate the airlock.  Close the hatch.” 

Adams and Murphy looked at each other, as they saw 

their colonel leave the airlock and slowly approach the 

soldier outside. 

Murphy said to Adams.  “I don't think he will need the 

helmet.” 

They could see that the soldier was having difficulty 

hearing the colonel.  The soldier motioned for the colonel to 

uncap his helmet, but this was refused. 

Johnson reasoned that this could be part of some space 

virus they had all caught.  Possibly this was only a dream 

that appeared real. 

The pair inside watched as the soldier yelled.  Finally 

the colonel returned to his ship.  When inside the wrench 

was handed to Murphy, who looked at it for a moment and 

locked it away. 

Adams quickly asked:  “Well, what did he say, sir?” 

The colonel shook his head.  “I went over to what looks 

like a soldier and he looks at my wrench.  Then he says in 

slow accented English, but real plain, if we’re having 
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mechanical problems he will get someone to help us.  I 

yelled at him that for love’s sake to peve off and leave us 

alone.  He's yellin' like he can't understand a word I’m 

saying but I can get every word of his.”  The colonel paused, 

then asked, “Is it still there?” 

Murphy peeked.  “The soldier is gone but that...  

whatever it is, is still there.” 

“Federation cruiser,” corrected Adams. 

There was a knock at the airlock.  The colonel and 

Adams looked at each other.  Murphy went over to open it 

up. 

Before he could be stopped the hatch opened. 

Johnson froze. 

“Sorry sir,” said Murphy, “If it’s a dream, then we’re all 

dead.  The hatch is open.  I don’t believe you can dream 

when you’re dead, so this isn’t a dream but real.  If we’re 

dead then it doesn’t matter anyway.  In which case we 

might as well….” 

Johnson sighed.  Then he saw a head pop into the 

hatchway. 

A Federation crew technician stood there before them.  

“Hello sirs.  My name is crewman Gondal.  I have been told 

you may require some technical assistance.  I used to be in 

charge of the Historical Section at the Jiltanian Museum of 

Antiquities.  I can help as I’m a vintage space buff myself.” 

“Vintage!” quipped the colonel.  “I’ll have you know this 

is top of the line....” 

“My apologies, sir.  Of course.  Is there anything I can 

help you with?” 
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Not all the words were familiar to the Earth travelers 

but they understood enough. 

Johnson stepped forward.  “Yes soldier.  As they say 

where I come from, please take me to your leader.”  He 

turned to his crew.  “Adams, Murphy, remain here.  Lock the 

hatch.” 

They both replied in chorus.  “Yes, sir.”  They watched 

as their colonel disappeared from view and the hatch closed. 

The colonel was finding the episode unbelievable.  They 

had left Earth to push out into new frontiers of space.  To 

search for that age-old question, was there life on Mars?  

Did that mysterious red planet have the basic building 

blocks to support life?  Could they find a moss or even a 

virus that proved that life beyond Earth was at least 

feasible, if not plausible?  Yes, he was on his way to Mars, 

but how could he reasonably expect NASA to believe his 

journey was now proceeding in the visitors waiting lounge of 

a Hymondian Federation cruiser?  Whatever that was. 

Colonel Johnson looked around.  He wondered if he was 

not really in Paris Airport.  That had happened to him once.  

For seventeen hours he had waited.  No service, no help; 

only people passing by, refusing to accept his plea for 

assistance.  Seventeen hours and now this was quickly 

appearing to be the same. 

Yet, what could he do?  Get back in his tin can and 

complete his mission to Mars?  Look under rocks and try to 

find some hidden Martian microbe, and report the possibility 

of life beyond Earth?  How could he continue, even if he was 

ordered to?  He had found a floating city in space, and the 

people even spoke a weird sort of English. 
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Johnson thought of what he might say if he was to 

contact NASA this very minute.  “NASA Control, this is 

Johnson here.  Yes, things are fine; I’m still on my way to 

Mars, in the visitors' waiting lounge of the FSS Cruiser 

Nebulus.  They would like to know if we could donate our 

craft to their vintage aviation museum on their home planet 

Jilta.  No, really, everything is fine.  The people here speak 

and look like any American.  No, we can’t leave just yet as 

we’re in a war zone, but they tell me we may continue when 

the danger has passed.” 

The colonel's attention was drawn to a solitary figure 

that finally was approaching.  Johnson sighed in relief.  For 

fifteen minutes Johnson had been seated watching troopers 

passing, paying him no attention. 

The stranger sat down adjacent to him. 

“Colonel, sorry to keep you waiting.”  Johnson was 

relieved to find the person spoke English without any 

difficulty or accent at all.  “My name is Goren Torren.  You 

don’t know me but I passed your craft some months ago on 

my last visit to Earth.” 

“Of course!” replied the colonel sarcastically. 

“I’m sorry if you’re bitter, but we couldn’t let you 

continue for your sake, as well as our own.  Unfortunately 

this system has become a war zone.  Due to the slow 

propulsion of your craft you would become space debris 

within moments of the battle starting.  You would be a 

space hazard to our fighters and interceptors.  If we did not 

rescue you, we would have had to at least destroy your 

vehicle.” 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  60 | 267 

 

The colonel sank back into his chair.  “Of course,” he 

said quietly. 

“However Colonel, if you’ll follow me I’ll show you what 

this war is about.” 

Reluctantly Johnson nodded.  What else could he say?  

“How do you know I’m a colonel?” 

Goren smiled.  “It’s woven on your tunic.  Colonel 

Johnson.  United States Air Force - NASA.” 

Johnson gave a halfhearted laugh. 

They walked down a corridor and turned right.  A small 

door slid open.  Inside was a small room, softly decorated, 

with two small tables and padded chairs.  They seated 

themselves and another door, hidden, opened.  A small man 

entered dressed in a white vest coat and black trousers. 

“Sirs, what would you like to drink?” the waiter asked. 

Johnson shook his head.  He had to be dreaming.  He 

looked around.  This isn’t a bar.  “Colonel?” asked Goren. 

The colonel rolled his eyes.  “Sure, why not!” he said 

shaking his head.  Goren held up two fingers and said 

something the colonel did not understand. 

Somehow not understanding the words spoken by 

Goren cheered the colonel up a little. 

While waiting for their drink of kalo, Goren explained 

about Warp Drive travel and Earth's position in its 

development, the Malukans, and the vote to save Earth 

versus its destruction. 

The colonel was beginning to look brighter already and 

listened intently.  He accepted his kalo, sipped and smiled.  

He felt like he was home.  “Coffee?  It’s not bad.” 
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“No, it’s kalo.  It’s very similar.  It comes from a root 

bean or legume, similar to your peanuts, except this comes 

from Jilta.  It’s roasted and ground the same as coffee.  You 

can have it with milk or sweet, if that is your taste, Colonel.”  

Goren was watching every movement of the colonel.  His 

eyes, hands, the way he responded when spoken to.  The 

colonel was doing better than expected. 

They finished their kalo. 

Goren continued.  “Now, being a scientist with a 

military background, this should be of interest to you.  

Please follow me.” 

Goren led him out into the corridor again and within 

minutes they had entered the map room. 

It was a large room, about thirty-five pacs across with 

thirty personnel.  In its center was a horizontal holographic 

display of the Sequetus System.  The sun with its ten 

planets, their satellites, clouds of asteroids and comets and 

the Federation military vessels all made an impressive 

display. 

Goren spread out his left arm to indicate the map room.  

“This room ties all the system movements through a central 

computer and relays them to the bridge for the defense 

marshal decisions.  Those decisions are relayed back to the 

ships by the display in front of you.” 

Goren indicated to a trooper and the display changed a 

fraction.  “The display is set in time layers.  It has present 

time, where the objects on the screen will be with their 

relative possibilities at various points in the future.  The 

screen also shows where the marshal wants his deployment 
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at various times in the future, and the anticipated responses 

from the enemy. 

“The response from the enemy will be faded in color 

when the possibilities change.  What we have here is the 

attempt to predict certainty of the future with the resources 

we have available.” 

“Hmm,” Johnson said.  “Does one man determine the 

fate of all these?” 

“From here the fleet acts as one living organism, of one 

mind.  The defense marshal makes all the tactical decisions.  

Others help by way of advice, but only he can make 

decisions for the fleet. 

“I understand,” said Colonel Johnson. 

Goren walked to the side showing the Nebulus.  “If this 

ship were to be destroyed then the effective cohesion of 

attack would be lost.  There are backup plans in such a 

case, but the initial response is for the organism to act in 

panic rather than a disciplined mode of thought.  For that 

reason this ship is heavily guarded but also heavily targeted 

by the enemy.” 

“And the enemy, those Malukans.  Are they the same?” 

“Yes, they have a flagship, and like ours it’s 

camouflaged to appear the same as their other cruisers.  

When the Flagship is down, the fleet is only fifty percent 

potent until another flagship is established.  Each side tries 

to get the other to believe the other ships are the flagship. 

The colonel looked over the display.  “It looks as if the 

odds are against you.  That isn’t good for Earth.” 

Goren solemnly agreed.  “Yes.  If we fail Earth will be 

destroyed; my Lorde will lose his realm and the Galaxy shall 
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become a place unfit for free humanoid beings.”  Goren 

looked at the colonel. 

Johnson stiffened.  “Well sir, as the only 

representatives of Earth and as the only military 

commander of Earth within miles, can I offer you the 

services of my crew and myself.  I would like to pledge 

support to the cause.” 

Goren appeared to think for a moment and the colonel 

continued.  “Sir, sixty-five years ago my father fought for 

freedom against a tyrant of our planet.  My father helped to 

make it safe for me, and I hope you’ll permit me to have the 

same opportunity to free mankind from this greater 

menace.” 

“Help gratefully accepted, Colonel!” 

The colonel saluted. 

Goren smiled.  “Collect your men Colonel, and meet me 

in the muster room in fifteen minutes.”  Goren signaled a 

trooper to assist the Colonel to find his way and watched 

them both leave.  Goren reported to the defense marshal 

that his meeting had been successful. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 7 

 

A  NUMBERS  GAME 

 

 

At the briefing Colonel Johnson and Murphy were stationed 

in the communications division of the Nebulus.  Adams had 

volunteered to be a gunner on an interceptor. 

The postings were announced to all Expeditionary 

Forces crews, with the expected high boost for morale. 

Hymondian shocksuits were issued to the three, and 

woven badges on their suits’ arms and chests depicted their 

Earthly origin. 

Somehow, thought Goren, the three seemed to befit 

the suits.  They were rightly proud. 

 

Ω 

 

It had been three days since the emergence of the 

enemy fleet and still they made no contact or motion 

towards the defense forces.  The time was utilized by laying 

blankets of tiny spec-mines4 within the Sequetus 4 orbit.  

This vital act discouraged an enemy from entering the inner 

system using just Warp Drives.  This, along with stray 

asteroids and meteors inside the asteroid belt made it 

unlikely a WD attempt would be made into the inner 

system.  Still the enemy remained motionless. 

                                                           
4 Definition: Spec-mine: A spec mine has no explosive charge.  They are just 

small magnetized particles, the size of a grain of sand put in the region that 
then prohibit Warp Drive craft from appearing within their field.  They are 
relatively harmless to traditional speed travel craft.  They are magnetic and can 
be recollected.  Searfinders Military Almanac p 389. 
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Another messenger craft was found entering the 

system.  It was from Jilta and began beaming its signal from 

the far side of the asteroid belt.  Two interceptors were sent 

out to escort it in. 

The message from the craft was grim.  Jilta had been 

sacked and it was doubtful that his Lordeship had escaped.  

From all accounts Lorde Hymondy had not fled Jilta.  This 

messenger craft had been dispatched prior to the final 

demise of the planet, but the last reports were that all six of 

the Hymondian cruisers were ablaze, four critically and 

abandoned.  The two cruisers not abandoned were non 

Warp Drives and were still battling with the enemy.  Their 

chances of survival had been calculated at zero. 

The message explained that the attack came from the 

Farsen Sector.  The Farsenians apparently succumbed to a 

plea for assistance from Lorde Hymondy, and once within 

striking distance of Jilta had attacked with the element of 

surprise.  They had broadsided the Hymondian cruisers, 

catching the defense marshal completely unawares.  Within 

thirty minutes the four Warp Drive cruisers were being 

abandoned.  Jilta itself was under heavy bombardment and 

the defense fleet destroyers were fighting to their bitter end. 

The message of the attack was relayed to the crews.  

“For many of you, there may be no home to return to; for 

you others, whether you have a home could well depend 

upon the outcome of the battle that looms before us.  For 

the defense of the remainder of the Hymondian Sector, the 

Siltonia Sector and the Tilk Sector, Column Two of the 

Expeditionary Forces will return to avenge and restore the 

balance of power. 
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“As to our ability to fight against bitter odds, as yet we 

are untested.  On this occasion we’re prepared to meet our 

enemy.  They’ll have no element of surprise. 

“Fight well, and may Column Two preserve our worlds.” 

Goren listened to the message with the remainder of 

the crew.  First his mind went to all he knew on Jilta.  He 

could do nothing for them here or now.  Next Goren put his 

attention on the new odds of success, which had dropped. 

It was fifteen minutes before Column Two wavered and 

vanished from the universe. 

Two hours later the enemy began its gradual approach.  

The reason was apparent.  Another seventeen enemy 

cruisers had just appeared on the screens. 

Goren sat on the bridge and recalculated the odds 

further.  Three to one had now gone to an appalling five to 

one. 

Calculations on the screens put the anticipated arrival 

time of the enemy at six to eight days. 

Slowly fifty-seven cruisers with support craft edged 

their way towards the defense forces. 

On the second day another alert was sent through the 

bridge.  This time it was seven craft, unidentified, 

approaching from the opposite direction.  They were 

following the recent messenger craft. 

The defense marshal waited for the new craft to be 

identified. 

“Sir,” the bridge mate addressed the defense marshal, 

“it appears that these craft are not military.  As yet they 

don’t respond to our call, but our estimate shows them to be 

in excess of four Ks long.” 
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The marshal nodded.  “Too long for military, possibly 

ore carriers.” 

Three interceptors were sent to rendezvous with the 

seven craft.  If they were merchant shipping they were to 

be turned away immediately.  In the event that they did not 

respond, they were to be given two warnings.  “If you still 

receive no response, or a hostile response, destroy them.  

Inform them of this and that they have entered a war zone, 

now under martial law.  Understood?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Call me when you make contact.  I shall be in my 

quarters if you need me mate.” 

“Yes Marshal.” 

The defense marshal stood and departed the bridge.  

He was a very short thin man, middle aged and what he 

lacked in physical stature he made up for in respect and 

power.  Crews adored him. 

 

Ω 

 

It took two days for the interceptors to reach the 

strange ships. 

The lead interceptor beamed the flagship.  “As yet still 

no contact.  They are definitely ore carriers, over four Ks in 

length.  The bulk of the craft are lightly framed with open 

strut webbing.  Inside the webbing are cylinders.  There are 

two cylinder containers in each ore carrier, each cylinder 

over two Ks long.  The craft are not as yet, hostile. 
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“I shall leave two interceptors out of range and 

approach the craft myself.  If no contact is made I shall be 

sending two warnings, then destruction.” 

The interceptor did not wait the twelve minutes it would 

have taken to receive a reply from the fleet.  The small craft 

drew alongside the huge carrier.  Still there was no reply 

from it.  He found the identification markings had been 

painted out. 

The interceptor circumnavigated the ships, trying to 

work out where to place a warning shot.  If the huge craft 

was empty a shot into one of the detachable containers 

would cause little damage.  But it would let its captain know 

that the interceptor wanted an answer. 

While circling with some hesitation, a message returned 

from the defense marshal.  “Destroy the carriers or turn 

them back!” 

The interceptor lieutenant drew alongside.  He did not 

need the reprimand, and cursed himself for being slow.  

Gradually he began to depress the trigger that would lose a 

Class B non-atomic rocket into the front container. 

His finger froze.  On the side portal coming into view, 

up forward, appeared a face.  It was small and beckoning 

him. 

Unlike military craft, some commercial vessels retained 

portals; more for appeasing an outdated demand to see 

stars with the naked eye, than for any other functional 

necessity. 

The lieutenant sweated.  He had to fire or face 

disciplinary charges upon his return, but the face beckoned 

him. 
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“Damn it, let’s look it over,” he said to his navigator. 

The navigator brought the interceptor closer to the 

portal to the obvious relief of the face there.  “I know him,” 

was the yell from the top gunner. 

“What?” bellowed the lieutenant. 

“Yes sir.  Look at the sign being held up.  I’m coming 

up forward.” 

The gunner heaved his way through the hull of the 

interceptor.  He reached the lieutenant and disconnected his 

microphone.  He whispered to his lieutenant who was 

somewhere between rage and disbelief.  “Sir, please 

disconnect your microphone.” 

Against all standard orders the lieutenant followed.  

“This had better be good Gunner Manx, or both you and I 

are going to be on charges!” 

The gunner nodded.  “At the window sir.  That is the 

Marshal Erin Torb!  Look sir.  He wishes us to enter and 

board.” 

“You certain it’s him?” 

“Of course, sir.  I served with him.  Please sir; board 

the craft.” 

“Very well.”  The lieutenant said shaking his head and 

reconnecting his microphone.  He ordered the other 

interceptors to stand by and destroy the ship if they did not 

reappear in six minutes. 

Moments later they had boarded the carrier and had 

returned back into space.  A second interceptor then 

boarded, waited a minute, and it returned back out as well. 

The second interceptor left the ore carriers and sped 

back to the Expeditionary Forces. 
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The lieutenant of the lead interceptor imposed radio 

silence - against the orders from Nebulus. 

While the remaining two interceptors escorted the ore-

carriers, the Expeditionary Forces sent out fifteen more 

interceptors to end the mystery of the carriers.  They were 

under orders to destroy the two escorting interceptors if 

they became hostile. 

The lieutenant listened to the order.  Damn it he 

thought.  He was not about to let them destroy the carriers 

and yet he did not intend to fight his comrades either. 

At the end of the second day the new interceptors 

approached.  The lieutenant maintained his silence.  His 

third interceptor had just docked with the fleet.  Would the 

message reach there in time for these new interceptors to 

be turned back? 

With a wave of relief he heard the orders.  All 

interceptors were to maintain radio silence and assist the 

lieutenant with his escort. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 8 

 

LORDE  HYMONDY 

 

 

It was a peaceful morning on Jilta.  The clouds were clearing 

after the night's rain and the solus was warming. 

Lorde Hymondy had been awake most of the night.  

The sacking of Celtron 4 and the overrunning of the Duchy 

of Kalanon had caught Jilta napping.  The word was that the 

Duke of Kallon had escaped but his whereabouts was a 

mystery. 

Celtron 4 had been a fiasco, and from the reports 

ground resistance was continuing.  Any military advantage 

on the planet had been wiped out. 

Lorde Hymondy sat under cover of the colonnade to the 

Royal Court.  He looked out to the gardens before him.  The 

trees and birds were oblivious to the concerns of galactic 

politics and the war that was escalating. 

Perhaps the small creatures in his courtyard were right.  

Life always goes on whether one worries about it or not. 

He sipped at his morning kalo, which had been served 

on a gold tray.  As the warm drink found its way down it 

fought off the feeling of fatigue.  He began to feel more 

alert, and see clearer the thoughts that had plagued him 

through the night. 

Lorde Hymondy looked to the clear sky, blue and so 

beautifully rare in the Galaxy.  He could see the mountains 

in the distance, and the city beyond and below.  He was 

fortunate to have fifteen such planets as these within his 
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sector.  He had tried to do well as the reigning monarch of 

Jilta. 

 

 

Royal Palace Courtyard 

 

He stood and walked over to the edge of the courtyard 

and held a leaf.  He let the moisture from it run down to his 

finger and touched it to his tongue.  How clear and pure the 

waters of Jilta tasted.  Like everything here the water was 

good.  Hymondy loved this planet and its people.  There was 

nothing here that was not fine, and clean.  Even the dust of 

the previous day’s toil gets washed away by the night 

showers.  Like tears, the rain removed any unpleasantness 

of a previous day. 

As Hymondy stared out, he saw himself like the night 

rain; he would wash away the unpleasantness of the 

Malukans and the Patuans. 
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How could his old friend Lorde Patu turn against him 

and pick up arms for Lorde Maluka?  Lorde Patu had argued 

for Earth's non-destruction.  His words were so fine in front 

of the handful, from the Federation council. 

Hymondy began to stroll around the colonnade.  The 

Palace was a fine building, some of it dating back three 

thousand standard-years.  The structures around this 

courtyard were ornately hand carved from local rock and 

stone, a quiet place accessible only to himself, and the 

captain of the Boguard.  The sound of his footsteps echoed 

on the clay tiles reinforcing his self-imposed solitude. 

He stopped and reached to hold a flower within his 

gaze.  It was a succulent pink, had a crimson center, with 

gold pollen thrust out on yellow stalks.  He listened closely 

to the tree to hear the insects buzzing, carrying their booty 

of nectar, and filling the courtyard with life. 

There were three insect hives the Lorde knew of, each 

of which he had named. 

Often he would sit and watch the insects carrying out 

their daily ritual, so orderly and with such harmony. 

He let the flower go.  He would never pick it.  Pruning 

was permitted, but picking, no. 

The courtyard was his sanctuary.  Here he could 

withdraw from the commotion of the universe, resting his 

mind from the swirling world about him.  It was here, that 

the answers to plaguing questions came to him.  It was 

here, that by merely sitting and observing nature, could he 

unravel the important from the unnecessary problems in his 

mind.  With the weight of the current decisions that hung 
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around him, Lorde Hymondy needed his courtyard very 

much now. 

He straightened his back.  Yes, he felt better for his 

visit.  Decisions had to be made. 

The Marshal Erin Torb had maintained a good 

argument, he thought, the Patuans wouldn’t attack Jilta 

outright.  The Patuans would be no match for four Warp 

Drive, and two Quantum Drive, cruisers.  To openly attack, 

they would need twice their current force.  No, they were 

not traveling here after their attack on Kalanon.  They were 

on their way to join up at the Sequetus System. 

Lorde Hymondy agreed, so what was it that made him 

feel so uneasy?  With six cruisers and thirty-six destroyers 

overhead something was unsettling him.  Also, the Farsen 

fleet had strengthened his defense.  There could be no 

possible reason for feeling that something was wrong. 

Perhaps he was concerned about the ability of the 

Expeditionary Force to deal with the events in Sequetus.  

Possibly the forces should have remained behind.  Maybe 

the risks were too bold. 

Yet, Lorde Farsen had finally agreed to military 

assistance.  He still refused to commit to the defense of 

Earth, but at least he was willing to assist in the defense of 

Jilta.  Two cruisers had been promised and Lorde Hymondy 

was delighted to see more appear outside his system.  They 

were following a simple key, a simple space route to Jilta, 

given them by the Jiltanian military.  Lorde Farsen had seen 

the importance of keeping the Malukans as far from his own 

boundaries as possible. 
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Hymondy still thought it strange that Farsen had sent 

six out of his fleet of eight cruisers.  That thought seemed to 

bug him more and more.  Yes, it was that thought which 

was upsetting. 

Finally he knew it, and hastily strode out the door of 

the courtyard.  His stride was gaining speed as the thought 

began to take shape.  His pace lengthened and he passed a 

dozen Boguard in the corridor.  The Farsenian fleet would 

have to go.  The original two cruisers that were promised 

would be permitted to stay.  If the marshal of the Farsenian 

fleet gave only the option of all the cruisers or none then 

Jilta would defend itself alone.  Even if the Farsenians were 

professed allies, Hymondy couldn’t accept such a large and 

powerful foreign contingent in his sector.  One ally had 

already turned against him; he was not about to risk being 

caught again.  His legs were now carrying him at a fast trot. 

He could see Instructor Letone striding towards him 

from the Great Hall.  The look on his face showed it all. 

“The Farsenians sir...” called Letone. 

“I know.  I’m about to order them out of our sector - 

now,” Hymondy spoke, as their pace increased. 

“Too late, my Lorde.  They have attacked.  All our 

cruisers have taken direct hits.  Two are descending to the 

Algon Sea!” 

The news hit Lorde Hymondy and made his head reel.  

Quickly he broke into a sprint for the temporary battleroom. 

No words could say how he felt.  He needed 

information, more data. 

The battleroom doors were swung wide.  The pair 

bolted to the far end. 
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Hymondy turned to Letone.  “Get me a dozen 

dispatchers; fast!” 

Arriving at the end of the room Hymondy quickly 

pressed the combination on the console of his chair.  Letone 

dashed to the doors and sent for the Boguard dispatchers. 

Around Hymondy the ground began to open up.  

Viewscreens swung around and the throne descended half a 

flight.  Pressing switches and turning on dials, Hymondy had 

the planet’s defense forces in view.  More pressing of 

switches had reels of data feeding over the screens.  Views 

of the catastrophic war were being broadcasted and 

received.  Only two of the Jiltanian cruisers were left.  

Destroyers were making only slightly better resistance. 

It would only be hours before all his ships were 

destroyed.  There was no probability of victory.  So far the 

planet civilian sectors were untouched.  The military 

quarters were getting a beating up north, at the equator.  

The defending fighters they sent up were going down like 

flies into the ocean.  Bank upon bank of the viewscreens 

showed the same result.  Satellites winked out while the 

military were being pulverized. 

Letone returned with the dispatchers.  Hymondy raised 

the dais back up to ground level after turning off the 

screens and the console. 

“My Lorde, the dispatchers.”  Letone bowed his head.  

Hymondy calmly stayed seated and began the list of 

communiqués that he was sending out. 

“One, I want the details of the attack to be sent to the 

Expeditionary Forces in Sequetus.  News must be given of 

the deception and lack of warning.  Go!” 
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The dispatcher looked to Letone who gave a slight nod 

and then sprinted out the door. 

Hymondy continued.  “Two, three, four, five and six are 

to deliver similar messages to the sectors of Timbor, Pilik, 

Penec, Centor and Qilto.  I want them to know of the attack; 

how many cruisers still remain in the Farsen Sector, and I 

want them to know of the message going to the 

Expeditionary Forces.  Understand?” 

They all bowed, looked to Letone, who nodded and then 

they sprinted to the door. 

Hymondy sat up straight, cleared his throat.  “I want 

dispatchers to go to the Farsenian fleet marshal and Lorde 

Farsen.  They are to be informed that Jilta is theirs on 

unconditional surrender.” 

Lorde Hymondy saw the alarm in the faces of his 

Boguard.  He explained:  “The planet has no military 

defenses left.  To oppose would only bring unnecessary 

destruction and loss of life.  We’ll win the planet back when 

the Expeditionary Forces return with a column.  I don’t wish 

to win back a dead population or a scorched planet.  I’ll 

issue the immediate order for what military is left to 

surrender and abandon their posts.  They’ll be recalled for 

active duty into the Hymondian forces at a later date.  This 

planet is too beautiful to have it destroyed while no other 

option for victory is in sight.” 

Letone nodded at a pair of the dispatchers and they 

sprinted from the room. 

Four dispatchers remained with Letone and Lorde 

Hymondy. 
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Hymondy continued.  “Jilta is the administrative hub 

and castle of the Hymondian realm.  The Farsenians have 

acted hastily as opportunists, without real coordination with 

the enemy.  In one hundred days I want half of our 

remaining smaller defense fleets from our Out Worlds to 

converge here to reunite with the column that returns from 

Sequetus.  The Farsenians will be overwhelmed.  They’ll be 

without back up and if I guess correctly, they’ll be under 

attack from their neighbors who will shortly know how under 

defended the Farsenian Sector stands.  I doubt whether the 

Farsenian realm will see another standard-year. 

“I want these two dispatchers to spread the word to the 

Out Worlds. 

“Now the second last dispatcher will spread the word 

amongst those that remain here.  All military personnel are 

to abandon their posts, hide their uniforms and take on the 

guise of civilians.  They are to await the call-to-arms to 

retake Jilta. 

“I also require six trained Boguard to remain in the 

Palace unobserved by the enemy.  They must be trained in 

the secret tunnels and exits.  They must await our return.  

Under no circumstances are the Boguard to oppose the 

Farsenians should they take up residence within the Palace.” 

Hymondy reached for a scroll of parchment and wrote 

out a message, signed it and put his seal on it. 

He looked to the last dispatcher.  “This duty is the last 

order.  Take this to the head of Independent Goren Torren's 

household.  It’s imperative that it be delivered within the 

hour.  Instruct the head of the household to break the seal, 
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read the parchment and to make haste to Independent 

Goren Torren.” 

Letone nodded at the dispatcher and he sprinted from 

sight. 

Letone looked to his Lorde.  There was still one 

question.  “And you, my Lorde?” 

Hymondy smiled.  “With the rest of the Boguard I’ll flee 

to our predetermined point of departure.  This doesn’t sound 

good, but it has all been prepared for, and the only thing 

left is to go.” 

Letone accepted the order to abandon the palace.  

“Sire, we can be off-planet in ten minutes.” 

Hymondy rose, thinking this may be his last glimpse of 

his great palace.  He knew when he arrived many years ago, 

that he was just its caretaker.  He hoped he did it good, and 

that one day soon, he would see it again.  He looked around 

at the empty room and sighed.  “It’s time.” 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

PREPARATIONS 

 

 

Navia Charlton was running late for class.  She had heard 

about Celtron 4, and Kalanon.  Today, there was an air of 

urgency.  People were running about everywhere.  She had 

no time to stop and source the commotion due to her being 

late.  Today was the final day in her term lecture on Pagans 

and Religion – Sequetus 3.  Earth was the focal point of her 

lecture again. 

The sky was clearing after the night rains and she 

hugged her parcel of books as she picked her way over the 

puddles. 

Hurrying to the lecture theatre she spotted Arlon, and 

stopped dead in a puddle mid stride.  Arlon stood like a 

pillar blocking her path, his youthful face not really 

displaying the subtle power that emanated. 

Navia balked to go around him. 

Arlon slowly sidestepped to be in front of her again.  He 

spoke to her in a smooth voice.  “Excuse me Miss Navia.  Do 

you remember me?” 

Navia halted for a second and glared at him.  “Of 

course!  Arlon, Goren's Head Housekeeper.  Please, I’m late 

and must pass.” 

Navia tried to pass, but Arlon said, “Sorry Miss, the 

defenses of Jilta have fallen.” 

Navia stopped as though she had just heard the un-

hearable and stared in disbelief. 
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Arlon nodded slowly, to let what he had said sink in.  

He continued.  “The civilian populace hasn’t been informed, 

but the military command of Jilta has surrendered 

unconditionally.” 

She studied his face. 

He continued.  “The Farsenians came a few hours ago 

to assist in our defense, and opened an attack without 

warning, wiping out the defense fleet while we slept.  The 

planet is wide open.” 

Arlon watched as the pain sank in on Navia's face. 

He continued.  “I have been ordered by Lorde Hymondy 

to flee to Independent Torren as part of his plan to regain 

the planet.  I have been instructed to relay this message to 

him.”  Arlon held out the parchment that bore the seal of 

Hymondy.  “I wish you to accompany the Household and 

myself.” 

“The whole Household?” she bleated. 

Arlon nodded.  “I was instructed to read the message.  

It made the decision for me.” 

Navia hesitated in confusion.  “I, I cannot...  I have 

classes.  My last class....” 

“Miss Navia, please.  My master needs you.  He needs 

your help.  This time it’s a real need.” 

Navia looked around.  Her lectures.  She had worked 

hard on them.  They were important.  The Academia would 

no doubt still function.  It needed her too.  She did not know 

what to do. 

Arlon's voice was strong as he pleaded.  “Miss Navia; 

he does need you.” 

Navia shook her head.  “What is in the message?” 
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“I’m not permitted to say Miss.  Independent Torren 

needs your help.” 

Navia hesitated; she had an appointment. 

Arlon put his hand gently on her arm.  “This way, Miss.” 

Slowly, she walked with him not sure if she was doing 

the right thing. 

She stopped and took her arm away from Arlon. 

She saw the alarm in his eyes.  “Don’t worry.  I’m 

coming.  Goren needs my help.  Of course I’ll be there.  But 

I must return these books; they are not mine.  Can I have 

three minutes?  Please!” 

Arlon was relieved.  “Of course Miss, but hurry.  Please 

hurry.” 

Navia sprinted off to the library, quickly returning 

totally out of breath. 

Arlon began to trot, leading her, encouraging her to 

keep up. 

Ahead was the Rangercraft #3.  Within moments they 

were aboard and lifting from the Academia’s grounds. 

Navia looked to the familiar viewscreens and then to 

Arlon.  “You know you have a nerve, Arlon.” 

Arlon laughed.  “The independent says that Miss, and 

that is why I tell him he put me in charge of the household.” 

Navia grimaced.  Yes that would be why.  “How did you 

get into the grounds?  Aircraft are forbidden at the 

Academia.”  She was curious as the little craft skimmed over 

the rooftops of Jilta P.C. 

Arlon did not say, but held up the parchment bearing 

the Hymondy seal. 
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Ω 

 

At the Residence, the Rangercraft nestled down into the 

garage. 

The household staff had completed the preparations 

and Pegasus was ready to leave. 

As the Rangercraft moved into the hold, Navia began to 

get that warm feeling she always felt during Goren's 

missions.  It made her smile; life was no longer boring. 

Making her way onto the Pegasus bridge filled her with 

memories.  She was welcomed by the head of household 

security, a female, Kimonu Huro.  Navia had had little to do 

with Kimonu, who seemed often in the background of 

Goren’s world in Jilta.  All Navia really knew of her was that 

she came from the planet Talon, in the Nalpan Province, one 

of the Out Worlds5 of Jilta. 

Arlon gave the order and Pegasus began to quiver out 

of sight. 

 

Ω 

 

The Marshal Erin Torb had left his fleet of ore carriers 

and was being transferred to the Nebulus, aboard an 

interceptor. 

Shortly the defense marshal, with Goren and Erin, 

rendezvoused on the bridge.  The other thirty crew of the 

bridge paid little attention to them.  Erin stood and glanced 

                                                           
5 Definition: Out Worlds: Each out-world is a province in Jilta.  It was never 

beaten in war, but was negotiated into the Hymondian realm.  There are eight 
Out Worlds.  Searfinders Index p.  5467. 
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to the bottom right of the screens as they focused on his ore 

carriers. 

Defense Marshal Zeto Bul swung in his chair to greet 

his old friend and former mentor.  “Well Erin, what surprises 

do you have out there?  Any military secrets, or have we 

inherited a billion cubic pacs of mining spoil?” Zeto said, 

with a playful grin. 

“Zeto,” answered Erin.  “Do you recall the derelict 

quantum fleet graveyard on Celtron 4?” 

“Yes,” replied Zeto very slowly.  His bottom lip started 

to smile in anticipation. 

“Well, I resurrected about eighty percent of the Yard.  

As you know, those ships can’t travel at warp speed, but 

then neither can mining ore...unless you put them in ore 

carriers.” 

Zeto stood and clapped his hands.  “Really?  Brilliant 

Marshal, just brilliant. 

“Thank you.  By now all the ship systems should be 

operational.  Crews have been working on them since we 

left,” responded Erin. 

Goren shook his head.  It did not surprise him. 

Erin replied in mock concern.  “Those ore carriers are 

very slow compared to military craft.  I hope you were not 

thinking of starting this police action without me.” 

Zeto replied.  “We were considering to delay the fight a 

month or so until you arrived.” 

Erin looked at the screens.  “It looks like you were at 

odds of about five to one.” 

“About right,” said Zeto.  “Now how have you changed 

those odds?” 
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“That is a little difficult,” replied Erin. 

Goren and Zeto looked to one another as if to agree 

that not all about the Marshal Erin Torb was simple. 

Erin continued.  “As well as the ore carriers I have 

brought with me: nine cruisers, sixty-one destroyers but 

only twenty-nine interceptors and seventy-four fighters.  

However I also have over three thousand troopers and 

technicians.” 

Zeto nodded. 

“I brought more,” continued Erin.  He loved the final 

word and was a master of strategy. 

“With me are two fully operational, antique intragalactic 

battleclass.” 

The smile broadened on Zeto.  He had heard of their 

reputation, as defenders under the right circumstances; 

which could be here. 

Erin continued.  “I had thought they would never be 

lifted, yet be operational, but here they are.  Their 

superstructures are not damaged.  Both had been carefully 

embedded into sculptured lunar craters, with little gravity.  

They know their business on Celtron 4.” 

Zeto's face lowered a little.  “Erin, you don’t know that 

Celtron 4 has been lost?” 

“Not possible.  Surely not.  They were well defended!” 

protested Erin. 

Zeto shook his head.  “A cruiser with support 

destroyers.” 

Zeto spread his arms in the direction of the screens 

depicting Erin's ore carriers.  “But you beat them.” 
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Erin was quiet for a moment, and then continued.  

There was no time to mourn the lost.  That could be done 

after victory.  “Each disabled cruiser and destroyer left 

behind was stripped of its weapons.  All guns, cannons, 

lasers and rockets were shipped aboard our carriers. 

“During our journey we attached those weapons to 

seven hundred and eighty-eight civilian craft that have 

thrown in with us.”  Erin looked at Goren and winked.  

“There are quite a few Rangercraft amongst them too. 

“Most of the volunteers come from the mining camps at 

Celtron 4.” 

Zeto smiled.  “Perhaps they’ll be more of a hindrance 

than a tactical asset.” 

Erin agreed.  “I had thought so too.  But, when I 

studied the Sequetus Series here, I believe there is a use for 

them; to avenge the loss of their comrades.” 

Zeto listened to his former superior and then swung 

around to the screens.  “Why have you kept so far away 

from the Expeditionary Forces fleet?” 

Erin’s revealed why.  “The reason for the silence was 

simply to retain any element of surprise for as long as 

possible. 

“Now, only we know the strength of our fleet.  That 

gives us an advantage.  You can exploit it when and how 

you like.  That decision is yours, Zeto.” 

Zeto Bul nodded and Erin continued.  “There was a 

nation on Earth called Greece.  In their ancient days they 

fought wars.  Once the Greeks were fighting a city called 

Troy, which was impregnable.  They had a guise, called a 

Trojan horse.  This horse was similar to a hollow wooden 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  87 | 267 

 

replica of our starions.  A small number of Greek warriors 

were able to get amongst the enemy by remaining 

concealed within the wooden horse.  The Greeks left the 

horse behind as a gift after an apparently failed siege 

against Troy.  The Trojans took the horse within their 

heavily fortified camp.  You can work out the rest from 

there.” 

Zeto thought hard.  He vaguely understood.  “It used to 

be said, when I served under you Erin, that to have you in 

battle would add fifty percent to our odds.  With the ships 

you have presented to us, I would say we’re now on an 

even footing with the enemy.  Good cunning.” 

 

Ω 

 

Goren was dining with Marshal Erin Torb in the 

troopers' mess.  Zeto had asked for Erin to be seen by as 

many troopers as quickly as possible. 

“It’s well known to marshals that low morale alone 

leads to an eighteen percent higher casualty rate.  Listen.”  

Erin refilled his double-size black kalo mug. 

Goren stopped and listened.  “I heard your name 

mentioned three times.” 

Two pairs of shocksuits marched up to their table.  

Goren and Erin looked up from their meal.  It was Colonel 

Johnson, with an aide by his side. 

Johnson spoke.  “Independent Goren Torren, I have 

received a message from Sequetus 3.  It began to transmit 

upon this fleet's arrival in the system, from near a border 
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town within the USSR.  Does this have any meaning to 

you?” 

Goren looked at the colonel and thought what a 

difference a decent space suit, and proper badge, can do for 

a man. 

He put down his spoon and said.  “Yes it does colonel.  

It will be from a friend of mine, Doctor A. P. Minsk, of 

Russia.  What does he say?” 

The colonel shook his head in disbelief.  “GOOD LUCK 

GOREN - there is nothing else.”  Johnson sighed.  Nothing 

was the same up here.  “Is there anything you wish me to 

do with it, sir?” 

“Answer it of course Colonel.  Can you?”  The colonel 

looked over to the other trooper who nodded.  Goren 

continued.  “Just say, THANK YOU ANDROV.”  While 

returning to his meal Goren watched the expression on the 

colonel's face, with barely concealed amusement. 

Colonel Johnson about turned; he was waving his 

hands in the air and shaking his head.  “Of course.  Stupid 

me.  Thank you.  How are you doing?  Bit busy.  How're 

things in the rest of the Galaxy?  Oh, fine, just a little 

war...did you see....” 

The colonels’ voice could be heard now and then as he 

turned down the corridors. 

Erin looked to Goren for an explanation. 

Goren smiled in between mouthfuls and said.  “He is 

from Earth.  The manned Mars probe.” 

“Ahhh,” was Erin's knowing response.  That explained 

it. 

They both returned to their meals. 
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The news of the good-luck message from Earth was 

relayed to all the crew. 

 

Ω 

 

The next day brought tough news for Goren.  Anqi was 

to be stationed on the old destroyer Aliza.  Goren was not 

pleased, but felt that to try to alter the decision would be 

wrong. 

Anqi had basic training in gunnery, and these skills 

were very much shortlisted.  With the recent arrivals of 

Erin's fleet, all technicians with any armory training were 

being sent to the old ships' defenses. 

 

Ω 

 

At the end of the day invitations were sent to a selected 

few, to attend Goren's quarters: Erin, Mepat and Anqi. 

Tonight was the beginning of Rapall6, an old Federation 

tradition, Rapall - two nights before battle.  On the first 

night there would be a feast, toast, storytelling and plenty 

of speeches.  Alcohol was permitted as part of the tradition 

on the first night. 

The cabin was three pacs by five, quite large.  It had an 

intercom, twin view screens, two chairs, a table and wash 

cubicle annex, with a fold down bed. 

                                                           
6 Definition: Rapall: Rapall is a formal two-day Federation tradition before 

battle.  There is feasting, saying good bye to friends on the first day, with the 
next day being dedicated to total preparation for battle.  Searfinders Military 
Almanac.  p.  207. 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  90 | 267 

 

Goren stood with a drink in his hand.  Even the 

Boguard had agreed to partake in the noble primitive battle 

ritual.  Like the others, Mepat was into his second round. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen of Earth's reunion of '89, may I 

have your attention please?” called Goren. 

Goren straightened himself against the amusing 

chuckles of the Mepat and began his speech.  “Thank you, 

thank you.  Welcome to Rapall.  As you know this will be the 

last time we may be all together.” 

Mepat burst out laughing. 

Goren tried to ignore him.  “It’s possible that we may 

never see some of us again.  Though this thought is solemn, 

it has been lightened by the marshal's arrival, with his 

miners.  And as you know, where there are miners there will 

always be this: drink.” 

The marshal acknowledged with a slight nod.  He had 

no idea that his drink had come with his ships. 

Goren raised his glass.  “So drink up.  Be happy, and 

tomorrow get ready.  As they say on Earth, may we fight 

like the devil, and as we say in Jilta, may the enemy boil in 

Halz.” 

They drank. 

Erin stood.  “A toast….” 

They drank. 

Mepat pushed himself against the wall and rose.  His 

speech was slow and disjointed.  “A toast… Lorde… 

Hymondy and the Warrior Boguard....  May the Farsenians 

perish!” 

They all drank. 

Mepat slid back to the floor. 
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For two hours they drank; had food brought to them, 

then drank some more.  Occasionally Mepat went quiet and 

would mumble something about Jenny. 

With all the old memories relived, Erin and Mepat 

decided it was time to leave. 

Slowly they helped each other from the floor and 

wobbled to the door.  The door swished open, with the pair 

staggering out. 

The door closed. 

“Will they be all right?” asked Anqi. 

“They’ll be fine.  This section of the quarters is in post 

Rapall slumber, so it’s unlikely they’ll come across anyone 

on their way back.” 

Anqi knew that the day after tomorrow would be the 

end for many.  Goren did too.  That would be very lonely. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 10 

 

FIRST  BLOODING 

 

 

The enemy had made no advances since the arrival of Erin's 

fleet. 

The ore carriers began to move from the Expeditionary 

Forces, to the asteroids between the opposing fleets. 

The carriers were in three formations.  The first group 

was off to the side, between the enemy and the defense 

fleet.  The next group was further around, while the last two 

carriers were away from the conflict zone.  It had taken a 

day for the three groups to position themselves. 

Erin was in the first group.  It had settled down amid 

the larger asteroids, covered by the mass of the rocks, 

beyond general detection by the enemy. 

From inside the large diner of the carrier, Erin 

addressed the crews of the civilian craft.  “This is a simple 

plan, but extremely dangerous.  If any of you are spotted, 

prior to the signal to open fire you’ll perish quickly, without 

inflicting damage on the enemy.  In battle it will be the 

element of surprise that will devastate them, not bravery or 

cunning. 

“Your bravery is shown in your being here in such 

defenseless craft; the troopers of the Expeditionary Forces 

salute you.  They really do. 
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“Your cunning will be tested in how you conceal 

yourself from the enemy before the attack.  For those of you 

with cannons I beg you, to secure your craft well to large 

asteroids.  I speak from experience when I tell you that 

those cannons recoil and can spin you from your position.  

We don’t need to have you perish from lack of precautions.   
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“When you exit from the ore-carrier you’ll be expected 

to locate suitable asteroids with a sheltered lee side from 

the sun, and a strong shadow.  Stay well hidden.  Don’t 

open fire until ordered, and don’t give away your position, 

without giving harm to the enemy.” 
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Erin continued to look at the thousand odd faces that 

hung on his words.  “After you’re settled among the 

asteroids, the enemy will be passing overhead.  Don’t waste 

your time firing at the front of their ships.  They are 

protected there by the proposhield.  You can damage a 

destroyer there, but we prefer you to shoot only cruisers 

where possible.  However, let me say this, the man that 

vanquishes a destroyer will be a hero.  Aim at the 

vulnerable underbelly.  They’ll never be this close again.” 

 

 

 

“Once you attack the enemy, we hope that the enemy 

will respond by sending out fighters with the intention to 

destroy you.  Before this happens, those of you with lighter 

guns are to remain hidden.  That is, on the first call to fire, 

only those craft fitted with cannons that can penetrate ships 

are to open fire.  The rest of you are to remain unseen.  

When their fighters emerge to destroy you; that is when the 
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lighter gun positions open up.  The light guns, with the 

element of surprise will offer protection. 

 

 

 

The fighters will see no threat from the larger cannons, 

and it’s imperative that we draw the fighters out of their 

ships.  When the fighters are out, the enemy won’t warp 

away.  What we don’t want is for the enemy to spot the trap 

and warp from space, so keep the light guns quiet until the 

fighters emerge and the enemy is committed. 

“The attack capability of a cruiser is its interceptors.  

Its fighters protect that interceptor.  Thus, the cruiser itself 

must stay to protect its fighters and remain for them to re-

board.  If a ship leaves without its fighters, all the fighters 

will eventually die.  Kill off the fighters, or interceptors, and 

the cruiser is dead. 
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“Tactically to destroy an enemy, all we have to do is to 

destroy its fighters, its interceptors, or its ships.  They are 

all mutually reliant, and can’t exist without each other.  The 

other option is to battle them all.  That last option is one 

that extracts the most damage from both.” 
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“The next step of the plan is for the battleclass to 

emerge from the asteroids and wreak as much carnage 

amongst the enemy ships as possible.  The battleclass are 

effectively not mobile, so their work will only be for a limited 

time. 

 

 

 

“Now to make our presence believable to the enemy, it 

will require some of you to make this place look like a 

legitimate mining operation.  Some of you have volunteered 

for that duty and will receive a separate briefing. 

“For those of you who saw the interceptors aboard the 

ore carriers....”  A few faces nodded.  “These craft are for an 

operation prior to your own.  Their task is to attack the 

enemy when we’re close. 

“If we appear like a legitimate mining venture we’ll be 

ordered away.  We hope we can delay our evacuation long 
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enough to launch the interceptors to strike a smarting blow 

to the enemy. 

“As the enemy passes overhead we expect them to be 

chasing our interceptors.  They won’t be looking in the 

shadows of asteroids for small mining craft.  Your skill and 

your size should hide you on the leeward side of the sun.  

Their attention will be ahead, not below, in the shadows.  

The enemy should think that the reason for bringing the ore 

carriers is to let loose the interceptors amongst them, not 

mining craft. 

“Now remember this: the small size of your craft means 

they’ll remain undetected amongst the asteroids for thirteen 

hours, while you’re finding position and no more.  Within 

that time, you must be ready.  The enemy will pick up some 

activity, but asteroids will diffuse that and it’s hoped they’ll 

attribute any reads they get on you, to the mining camp 

we’re about to erect. 

“And, people, don’t give anything for which you can’t 

extract some damage.  Hit them hard and....”  The marshal 

looked out over the brave audience.  “Remember Celtron 4.” 
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The marshal stepped down from in front of the sea of 

faces.  He walked down the aisle between the hundreds of 

men and women who had packed into the carrier diner.  

They looked at him with respect. 

As the marshal reached the door the miners broke out 

into light applause.  Erin turned and the hundreds began to 

call.  “Remember Celtron 4… Celtron 4… Celtron 4…” 

Erin swallowed, returned a Federation salute and left.  

As he ascended the lift to the bridge, he could still hear the 

applause.  He realized then, how brave those men and 

women really were. 

 

Ω 

 

From the bridge, the viewscreens showed mining craft 

exiting from the bowels of the carriers, swarming like angry 

darlts after a hated predator.  Swarming over the asteroids, 
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they chose their positions to good advantage.  After four 

hours all the craft were hidden in the shadows. 

Content with the miners’ positions the marshal began 

to lower the ore carriers gently amongst the asteroids. 

One after the other, the two battleclass withdrew and 

slowly settled into position.  They would wait, running on 

auxiliary power until ordered to engage the enemy. 

 

Ω 

 

After twelve hours, all had hidden except for the team 

setting up the mining camp. 

The enemy was approaching. 

Erin watched as they slowed a fraction and then issued 

the expected message to his craft. 

“Miners.  Remove your craft.  This is a war zone.  

Remove your craft,” came the voice, from the voids of space 

beyond. 

Erin hesitated before replying.  He slowly leant over the 

communications console, pressed the external microphone.  

“We have just been informed the same by the Hymondian 

Fleet Command.  As I explained then, we’ll stay out of your 

way and take what risks that befall us.  Mining is a risky 

business for which we’re always prepared.” 

Erin turned to his mate and shrugged. 

His mate watched the screens and said quietly.  “That 

sounded fairly convincing, sir.” 

The reply came.  “This is Chief Battlemaster of the 

Malukan War Council.  You, sir, are in the path of war.  If 

you don’t remove yourself from this system we’ll blast you 
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out.  You have ten minutes to leave before we send in 

interceptors with atomics.” 

Erin turned to his mate.  “All ready?” 

“All the teams are now inside and the other carriers are 

ready to back off.” 

“Good,” said Erin and he pressed the external 

microphone.  “Sir, we have a contract with your Lorde 

Maluka.  It’s signed and sealed to grant us mining rights of 

exploration in this belt of asteroids.  To force us to move 

would be a violation of contractual Federation law.” 

Erin took his hand away from the microphone.  He 

turned to his mate.  “Are they getting closer?” 

“Yes sir.  They are moving in steadily, but you had 

better look to the screen here.” 

“Ah.  Yes, three interceptors.  Push off son.  I want us 

well clear of here if those craft decide to close in.  Make a 

ten degree line to the enemy's port side.” 

The Malukans were now coming up on the screens.  All 

their ships were readily identifiable.  Erin shuddered at the 

thought the damage these hundreds of ships would cause in 

a sector, if left unchecked. 

Erin turned to the mate.  “I think I must be getting old 

son.  That looks like a lot of ships.”  In fact it was more than 

the total of all enemy forces Erin had faced in battle during 

his entire carrier. 

“It’s a lot of ships, sir.”  His mate's voice revealed a 

slight tremor. 

The ship's mate had never seen action before, and was 

young. 
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Erin spoke to the Chief Battlemaster again.  “Sir, we’re 

leaving but I want you to know that this indiscretion is being 

recorded and a formal charge will be laid against your Lorde 

for damages and restitution in due course.” 

He released the microphone.  “That should give him 

something to be upset about,” he said to his mate.  “Are all 

our interceptors in the second carrier?” 

“Yes sirs, sticking to our port side like glue.” 

“Excellent, Mate.  A bit more speed, please.” 

The reply came back from the battlemaster.  “Don’t be 

so cocky mister or we shall turn your operation to dust and 

sell the mining rights to scoop you up, to some other money 

hungry monger.” 

Erin turned to his mate.  “Take the ship another ten 

degrees to port.  We don’t want our battlemaster to get too 

jittery.” 

“Yes sir,” responded the mate. 

An hour passed before the enemy interceptors pulled 

up to Erin's ore carriers.  They navigated the length of the 

ships and came up forward to the bridge portals. 

Each portal was a multi poly-laminated window 

measuring the full height by half the width of the bridge.  

Erin watched the enemy pilot as he gestured with his hands.  

He was so energetic that Erin had to move away. 

“So far we’re fortunate,” Erin said to his mate. 

The mate did not answer but only stared out the portal 

at the oncoming armada. 

“I believe that they’ll be shooting holes in our side 

soon, son, so be ready.” 
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The battlemaster cursed to the interceptors.  “They are 

too close.  Punch holes.  Teach the old fool a lesson.” 

The lead interceptor circled back to take aim at the 

containers. 

Choosing the correct mark to shoot at was difficult due 

to the size of the containers.  The sides needed minor 

repair; space dust had collected a thin film over the skin of 

the cylinders.  Bolts were missing with ladders and handrails 

broken away.  Compared to pristine military spacecraft, 

these mining hulks were already wrecks. 

The interceptor let loose a Class B rocket followed by 

another. 

Two bright flashes appeared from within the hole in the 

hull.  From the outside, only two large holes were evident.  

The internal damage would be minimal as the carrier was 

empty. 

The pilot fired once again with the same result.  He 

reported back to the battlemaster.  “It’s hollow.  Nothing 

inside.” 

“That is all I wanted to know.  Interceptors return to 

base.” 

As Erin watched the interceptors withdraw he sighed a 

breath of relief.  They had not chosen to inspect the other 

carrier.  The results there would have been different. 

Erin pressed to communicate to the battlemaster.  

“That damage will be going on your bill.  It won’t be light, 

and you’ll pay!” 

The reply came.  “Yes, yes.  Your containers are as 

empty as you are.  Get off the message waves or you’ll get 

worse.” 
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Erin turned to his mate quietly, obviously pleased.  

“We’re a lot closer than we had planned.  What is happening 

at home son?” 

“It looks as though four cruisers, with destroyer 

support, are moving out from the defense fleet to meet the 

enemy.  The distance is blurring the images.” 

“Hopefully that will take the Malukans' attention off us.  

Not only do we have to get close enough to be able to 

attack the enemy, the enemy has to remain in position long 

enough to be attacked.” 

Erin explained a little of the tactics to his mate.  “If the 

enemy sees through our plan and they vanish, then being 

close counts for nothing.”  Erin checked his screens and 

continued.  “Our defense fleet should be mustering up our 

attack with a hundred interceptors.  They’ll be an hour 

away, so we hope they’ll draw out the enemy’s fighters.  If 

our boys succeed, then the Malukan cruisers and destroyers 

will stay in the system to retrieve their fighters.  They can’t 

warp out.  This makes them vulnerable, for once their 

fighters are depleted, their defenses are depleted.  That is 

our job here:  damage their carriers and deplete their 

fighters.” 

The carriers were now beginning to draw away, from 

the closest point to the enemy armada. 

The defense force interceptors had been out on the 

offensive for some moments, but without any enemy 

response. 
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Erin had waited long enough.  “It’s time to wake up our 

hive of darlts7.  We’re past the last of the enemy fleet.  If 

we don’t launch our attack now, our interceptors will have 

too far to travel and the enemy will have time to collect up 

and warp out.” 

The alarm was activated.  The attack was on.  The 

great bay doors of the second carrier began their steady 

opening.  The small craft drifted out like a little swarm of 

fireflies, but with asteroid cover. 

Erin then watched his interceptors heading up the path 

of the Malukan fleet's wake.  He paused to view for only a 

short moment, then gave the order to have the carriers 

warp out.  His job was finished.  Slowly they faded and 

winked out of the universe. 

 

Ω 

 

Lieutenant Adams from the manned Mars probe had 

been assigned as belly-gunner to the Interceptor Quadrant.  

The Quadrant was part of the pack moving slowly in, on the 

rear of the enemy fleet. 

With great cunning, they had all hopped from energy 

pocket to energy pocket, in the wake of the armada, 

avoiding detection. 

Adams found he slotted well into the role of gunner 

with his crewmates.  They were proud to have him.  Adams 

was beginning to adjust to the Federation language.  It was 

                                                           
7 Definition: Darlt: A Jiltanian insect with a deadly sting, known for its 

antagonism and ruthlessness in attack.  Searfinders Index.  p.  1793 
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not so different to English, if you slowed it down and 

omitted some of the words.  Of course, it was everyone else 

who thought that Adams talked strange.  At first it was 

difficult straining to work out words and comprehend 

meanings, from sentences you almost, but not quite 

understood.  However the task became simpler.  Now 

Adams was only slightly aware of the linguistic differences. 

Adams had the pilot and the navigator seated to the 

front of him, overhead. 

Watching the huge cruiser looming up, Adams called 

quietly.  “What are you waiting for, to get close enough to 

spit on it?  Look at that exhaust stack.  It’s over a hundred 

feet wide.  What are we waiting for?” 

“We wait until we’re all ready to attack together,” said 

the pilot, Lieutenant Evo Turrik.  “Also, no need to whisper.  

There are no intercoms between craft, only these panel 

lights.  The yellow light on now means soon.”  Turrik was a 

female veteran Jiltanian Federation wing leader. 

Adams was getting edgy.  His hands were beginning to 

sweat, and he wiped his brow. 

A voice called from behind.  “Blue light is on.  Let's go, 

go!  Go!” 

The interceptor banked and surged to the port side of 

the cruiser; that was their target. 

Adams had been instructed at the briefings, the Warp 

Drive compartments were the vital parts of these animals; 

you knock them out and the animal lies there paralyzed, 

just waiting to be kicked to death. 

Holding tightly onto the gun butts, Adams only watched 

as they streaked along the side of the cruiser.  They passed 
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windows, openings, some with lights shining, some dark.  

They were so close Adams wondered if he should wave.  

This gunner business was going to be simple he reassured 

himself.  He made a couple of practice swivels in his seat. 

A voice cried from above.  “Red light!  We have been 

spotted!” 

Immediately the interceptor began to swerve one way 

and then the other. 

Adams screamed.  “What the living hell...” 

The space around him began to explode in flashes of 

color and brilliance.  The guns of the cruiser were upon 

them. 

They zigged and zagged.  Adams tightly gripped the 

gun butts. 

“What do you think so far?” screamed the lieutenant. 

“It's a snatch!” Adams yelled back through the high 

pitch whine of the engine. 

The lieutenant and navigator, another female, 

exchanged glances.  If they got back in one piece, they 

would teach this boy some Standard Galactic, or... 

“FIRE LOAD,” yelled the pilot. 

Adams saw six silver flashes dart away from their 

interceptor. 

“Let's get out of here!” screamed the navigator. 

The six rockets bore home with bright flashes and 

explosions coming from the side of the cruiser.  Fighters 

were emerging from the flight decks and closing. 

“Adams!  You going to use that gun, or make love to it?  

You’ve got company!” screamed the lieutenant. 
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As the last explosion ripped into the cruiser the 

navigator filmed the damage.  “That will hurt.” 

Adams began firing.  It was not easy.  Just as the 

enemy got close the interceptor pitched and yawed from 

one side to another. 

“For love’s sake, can't you keep this thing still?” he 

screamed. 

The engines whipped up to a roar. 

“Not unless you want to get whacked!” the lieutenant 

returned.  Adams put his attention on the enemy fighters.  

The rear gunner had shot one already.  Adams was not even 

getting close.  He was lucky not to have shot the rear 

gunner, though he understood this was technically 

impossible.  Nevertheless Adams kept on firing. 

They were leaving the cruiser and the extent of the 

damage could be seen.  There were mammoth gaping holes.  

The craft was heavily ablaze inside.  For a moment Adams 

thought of the lives that had just been wasted.  Quickly, he 

put the thought away, as more fighters descended upon 

them.  Again they swirled and swerved.  The rear gunner 

dispatched another enemy fighter. 

They passed another cruiser.  It was as bad as the 

cruiser they had struck.  It had been attacked by four 

interceptors and was limping away from the fleet.  More 

fighters darted about from behind that cruiser.  Adams fired 

and fired. 

It was difficult for Adams to stay in his seat.  The 

interceptor was swinging wildly.  The rear gunner just 

scored another fighter. 
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Start of Battle for Sequetus 3 

 

There were other interceptors around them now, and 

dozens of fighters.  Fighters were everywhere.  Adams 

couldn’t see them long enough to take aim and shoot 

accurately, but he kept firing.  The rear gunner shot 

another.  Adams could now see the fleet better.  They really 

had done some damage. 

Fighters were all over the place now.  The Quadrant 

was doing rolls, loops and anything to avoid being shot. 

The rear gunner struck again.  Adams kept on firing.  

From overhead he heard a scream.  “Hold onto your hats, 

children.  It’s afterburners!” 

Adams was thrown into the rear of his seat with his 

head and shoulders pinned back, totally immobilized, as the 

interceptor began the super burning of its fuel. 
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They left the fighters in their wake and Adams looked 

at the carnage of the enemy fleet.  The inertial effect was 

receding and he was able to sit more comfortably in his 

chair. 

Adams let out a tiny sigh of relief.  It was over.  He 

shut his eyes and closed his mind.  Finally his body relaxed. 

After a few minutes he opened his mind and his eyes.  

He raised his hands and stared at them.  They were red and 

throbbing. 

A voice called from the rear.  “How did you go?” 

“Didn't get any!” Adams replied to the rear gunner. 

“That is better than many on their first mission out.  

Some never come back,” called the voice. 

“I guess so.” 

They were now passing over the asteroids and 

beginning to throttle back.  The engine noise that had risen 

in intensity with the battle, was now dying. 

“Been doing it a while though.  It took me ten outings 

before I scored a target,” called the rear gunner. 

“How long have you been a rear gunner?” yelled 

Adams. 

“About a hundred years.” 

Adams sank back into his chair and thought to himself: 

he did not have that long. 

 

Ω 

 

The Quadrant was one of the last interceptors to arrive 

back at its base ship.  As Adams got out, there were crowds 
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thronging to congratulate him and the others.  Interceptor 

crews were being told how magnificent they all were. 

Adams threw off his helmet and received pats on the 

back from people, who days before, he had never known 

existed. 

The complete battle had been relayed to the crews on 

all ships, with the result that thousands of troopers turned 

out to receive the returning crews on their flight decks. 

Two young girls came up and kissed Adams on the 

cheek; another gave him a big hug. 

The tail gunner approached Adams through the 

thronging crowd.  He was middle aged, medium build with a 

big smile. 

“You did well Adams,” said the rear gunner, “Just to 

survive the terror of the first outing is the test of a gunner.  

You did an excellent job.  You never stopped firing.  I was 

watching you.” 

Adams smiled. 

“Gunners have a saying; shoot the sky to stay alive.  I 

want you to have this.”  The tail gunner handed Adams his 

flight badge.  Woven on it were the words GUNNER 

QUADRANT. 

Adams stared at it, and felt himself proud.  “Come; let's 

see if the bar is open.  It's my shout.” 

The rear gunner shook his head.  He would have to 

teach this boy some Standard, before his language got him 

into trouble. 
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Adams leaving the Quadrant 

 

As they walked, Adams put his hand on his comrade’s 

shoulder and pointed to two girls separated from the crowd.  

“Do they like gunners?” Adams asked and laughed. 

The other gunner just slowly rolled his eyes.  “Let us 

find out.” 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 11 

 

THE  MINERS 

 

 

From the maproom, the excellent results of the battle were 

read out over the speakers to all of the crews.  The Battle 

Bar was no exception. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, your attention please,” the 

speakers announced, “The results of today’s sortie are as 

follows:  The interceptor crews completely destroyed five 

cruisers.” 

A shout went up from around the bar. 

The speakers continued.  “Added to that, three more 

cruisers are ablaze and in difficulty.  Also, there is a 

destroyer ablaze.  Apparently someone missed his or her 

cruiser.  Well done Vern and his crew.” 

Another rowdy cheer went up around the bar for Vern 

and crew. 

“We would also like to welcome Lieutenant Adams from 

the United States Air Force and NASA.  We hear you’re hot.  

Good to hear it!” 

Cheering and laughter came from around the bar near 

the table of Adams and rear gunner Buzz.  With them were 

Bissy and Fio, the two girls they had met on the interceptor 

flight deck.  All were laughing over the speaker 

announcements.  Adams had his hands gripped by Fio. 

Troopers came over to congratulate their efforts. 
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The Battle Bar was reserved for flight crews and their 

guests.  For the moment everyone came under the title of 

guest and the floor was packed. 

Buzz and Bissy stood up from the table. 

“I’ll see you next shift.  We’re headed for slumber 

time.”  Buzz winked to Adams. 

Bissy added a nice smile.  “Nice to have met you 

Lieutenant Adams.  Good luck.  I’ll see you later Fio.” 

Fio nodded and they left. 

Adams looked to Fio.  She was not even one hundred 

standard-years, while Adams was twenty-six Earth years.  

Adams worked out that relatively speaking he must have 

been about five years her senior. 

Fio was pretty with shoulder length blonde hair, blue 

eyes, and a gentle face.  She smiled a lot but seemed to 

have little to say, listening intently to Adams. 

Adams was not certain that she understood him, but 

found her accent softer than others he had spoken to.  

When she spoke, her voice seemed to have a quiet song to 

it.  Adams did not understand much of what she said either, 

but it sounded pleasant to listen to.  He did understand, 

however, when she said he had nice eyes. 

Fio couldn’t hear much, due to the deafening noise 

from the bar, but, she nodded at the appropriate times and 

squeezed Adams' hands during conversation. 

Adams ordered some more drinks.  The alcoholic 

content was only one and a quarter percent, but that 

seemed not to deter the bar trade or the apparent drunk 

troopers.  If you wanted to get drunk just being there was 
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enough.  The atmosphere brought on euphoria, not the 

drink. 

Eventually Adams had decided that it was time to 

leave, so they fare welled the other crewmembers and 

departed. 

 

Ω 

 

Bin Gruff was a mining engineer with Consorted 

Galactic Mining.  He was its principal and largest 

shareholder with fifty-one percent of the company. 

By galactic standards, Consorted was a small company 

with no more than twenty-five hundred on the payroll.  Most 

of their work was in titanium extraction on Celtron 4, and 

Bin had built up a lucrative business over the last sixty-eight 

standard-years.  Their administrative headquarters was 

however, in Peel on Kalanon. 

Bin could never resist a fight, especially if it appeared 

to be for a good cause.  Thus, he enlisted his help, to travel 

with his Consorted Galactic Mining ore carriers, and fleet of 

Rangercraft to the Sequetus System. 

Of his twenty-three hundred employees on Celtron 4, 

all bar eighteen had agreed to venture with him. 

Bin also saw the profitable side of the idea.  If the 

Malukans were defeated, then Lorde Hymondy would 

certainly look favorably upon Consorted Galactic Mining 

taking over mining leases in the Malukan sector.  Bin paid 

his men a basic rate, plus a percentage share of the profits.  

They also saw the advantages in the Sequetus deal.  

Titanium mining was enormously profitable but the rights to 
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have exclusive lease, amongst a system of nine planets, 

Earth excluded, was too good to be true.  Consorted had 

struck a good deal with the Marshal Erin Torb. 

Bin was a big man, even by mining standards.  He was 

intelligent, had a thick orange beard and could comfortably 

hold his own at a bar. 

He thought what he would give for a drink now.  Of 

course all alcohol had been confiscated over twenty-five 

hours ago.  Still it would have taken the trauma out of the 

wait. 

Bin had chosen a Rangercraft #1 to fight in.  This 

Rangercraft was lighter than the twos, as they were for non-

atmospheric conditions.  The mobility of a one was greater 

but it had no defense armor.  The craft, like its sisters, was 

eight pacs wide, but its big difference was the canopy.  It 

was a clear laminated silicate-flexed cover over the whole of 

the cockpit.  In a standard atmosphere the canopy would 

suffer buffeting at less than average speeds, but on Celtron 

4 there was little atmosphere.  In the Sequetus asteroids, it 

was perfect. 

Bin and his colleague had spent hours anchoring the 

Rangercraft to the rock they had chosen to hide on.  They 

had bored and chemically set rock anchors well into the 

asteroid from the craft's footing pads.  Bin had no 

misunderstanding of what the recoil of the mounted cannon 

would do to his craft.  He had also worked out that the recoil 

stress factor on the canopy was within tolerable safety 

limits. 

The cannon was fixed to under the craft and was three 

pacs long, by two by two.  The end that did the damage 
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appeared to be covered by fine gauze.  The power pack for 

the cannon was under the floor beneath Bin, feeding from 

the Rangercraft drives. 

Bin was checking over the magnoclamps that connected 

the rock anchors to the footing pads.  He looked overhead.  

Through the field of asteroids he could see specks of light 

headed in his direction. 

He turned down the canopy polarization to get a better 

view.  The lights were approaching at a fair pace. 

Tine Glyd, the other in the Rangercraft, stared as the 

lights approached.  “I hope they are ours Bin.” 

As a few craft approached and streaked overhead Bin 

could see the Hymondian markings.  Behind the craft were 

wide tails of light. 

“Afterburners!  That means they have finished their 

raid.  I hope they did well,” said Bin quietly. 

Seconds later dozens more streaks of wide long light 

crossed the black sky.  The light was so close it temporarily 

blinded the two miners. 

A few seconds later and all traces of the light were 

gone bar afterimages in their retinas.  Tine blinked a few 

times to regain his vision and looked to where the 

interceptors were headed.  Within a minute they were but 

tiny dots in the blackness.  Moments later they had 

vanished entirely. 

Bin returned to business, as the interceptors were not 

being pursued. 

 

Ω 
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Several hours had passed since the interceptors.  All 

was still secure. 

A voice quietly came over the dispatcher beam from a 

Rangercraft three Ks away on another asteroid.  “Problems 

skipper!” 

“What is it Matt?” asked Bin coolly. 

“Two of our men have been caught attempting to run.” 

“We can’t force them to fight.  Who has them?” 

“One of the other smaller mining crews.” 

“No one is forced to fight.  Maybe we can still get them 

out, or at least find them a safe rock.” 

“It’s more serious than that skipper!” said Matt. 

“How Matt?”  Bin's voice was still cool. 

“They were caught attempting to go to the enemy.” 

“What!” called Bin in disbelief?  “It must be some 

mistake.”  Bin reflected; in anger and shame.  His men!  It 

was not possible. 

“I have checked it out myself, skipper.  They even 

admit it with pride.”  Matt's face showed his upset.  He 

looked tired.  “It’s Litt and Terbing, the two miners in that 

brawl with Erin Torb back at Celtron.  Apparently they 

wanted to go to the enemy to even the score.” 

Bin nodded his head.  He knew of their story and their 

hatred.  “Death of family can make a man do strange 

things, even treason. 

“Matt:  convene a vote amongst the other miners.  Try 

to stress the need for compassion on the grounds of family 

loss and tell me what they decide.  I don’t want trooper 

involvement unless we have to.” 
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“Sure skipper.”  Matt’s face disappeared from the 

screen. 

Twenty minutes later, Bin was staring out at the black 

abyss when a slow moving object caught his vision to his 

right. 

He turned to face it as it drifted closer.  There were 

actually two objects and they were not far away. 

Bin focused and realized they were the remains of the 

two bodies of the miners caught trying to cross to the 

enemy. 

Bin stared as they floated past his piece of rock.  The 

eyes, nose, ears and fingernails were stained with blood.  As 

they neared, Bin could see that the eye sockets were hollow 

and around the bodies was a cloud of frozen blood.  He had 

seen cast-outs8 before. 

Bin understood what had happened.  The vote was 

given and the sentence was delivered.  His two employees 

were stripped of protective clothing and thrown into space.  

The lack of atmospheric pressure exploded blood and organs 

outward. 

Bin could see more clearly the torn flesh that was once 

probably Terbing; it rotated around and faced him.  The 

body's clothing had expanded and a solid red frozen mist 

was visible, having leaked out through the seams.  Through 

the blood in front of the face, an eye dangled away from its 

red socket.  It glistened in the low sun.  The brain had 

pushed the left eye, partly emerged, hanging like an alien 

                                                           
8 Definition: Cast-outs: Slang – The illegal act of ejecting a person into 

space without protective wear.  Searfinders Index.  p. 789 
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growth.  The gaping mouth and the ridged jaw muscles 

explained the last seconds of Terbing's life. 

Bin couldn’t watch any further and turned the canopy 

polarization on full.  He was a strong man, but he found that 

he had his limits. 

Yes, he thought.  Miners had their own code. 

He turned to his quiet companion and said.  “Tine, can 

you give me an instrument check?” 

 

Ω 

 

Commander Alco Tim of the Battleclass Tyron was a 

close friend of Erin Torb’s, and had not been given up lightly 

by the defending marshal of Jilta. 

He had been a lecturer in Military Defense Strategies at 

the Institute for Military Learning, Jilta.  It was for this 

reason he had been selected to accompany Erin's fleet. 

The Battleclass Tyron was an X Class design.  Tim had 

once lectured on the poor tactical use of the battleclass 

compared to their real potential.  There were only three X 

Class ever built, with two of those now in Sequetus. 

The X Class was spherical; the outer ten pacs of armor 

being laminated toughened steel with titanium reinforcing. 

Immediately behind the armor, were the crew's 

quarters and administrative cells.  Behind these were stored 

the ammunitions and loading mechanisms.  Inside this again 

was the spherical gravitational plates, the only ones of their 

type.  Similar in all Battleclass, gravity plates were 

constructed to provide the craft a top and bottom, giving 
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the crew a stable reference point and increasing crew 

morale, a ship’s greatest asset. 

Inside the battleclass, gravity plates were two sided 

whereby on the outside, inside is down, and on the very 

inside, outside was up.  Though the physical side effects 

were minor, the morale on the battleclass was unusually 

low, attributed to the plates.  It seemed that crew like a 

stable up and down, which was not the case in a battleclass. 

In the very center of the ship the gravitational forces 

counteracted each other.  The inner forty pacs of the 

battleclass was a no-gravity void, where small craft docked.  

The area was known as the free bay.  Unlike the cruiser and 

destroyer flight decks, the free bay had no air. 

The entry and exit to the battleclass was through the 

aperture at the ship's base, which opened and closed much 

like an iris. 

The ship's bridge was to be found in the central defense 

quarter, located on a freewheeling tunnel.  When the ship 

rotated to direct row upon row of missiles at a target, the 

bridge could remain stationary, relative to the target.  Once 

the battleclass was rotating, its rocket tubes could unleash a 

rocket every three seconds for several hours.  No cruiser 

fleet could withstand that destructive potential. 

Commander Tim was certain that with the asteroids 

around him as cover, and with the enemy fighters gone 

from their cruisers, the epoch of the battleclass had arrived. 

From the bridge, Tim was able to see the armada 

approach.  The enemy numbered hundreds while the 

defense forces numbered only sixty-three.  As the Malukans 
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advanced the Hymondians edged towards the asteroids in a 

game of bluff. 

Commander Tim listened to the free wave radio, now 

being broadcast between the two fleets. 

It was Defense Marshal Zeto Bul's voice.  He was 

addressing the enemy.  “Battlemaster, we don’t permit you 

to proceed any further, without more hostilities.” 

The battlemaster replied.  “Defense Marshal, you have 

no jurisdiction in this sector.  If you move your fleet aside 

I’ll promise you that no further action be taken as a result of 

your cowardly raid hours ago.” 

Tim smiled, as he listened. 

“Defense Marshal, we know about your shopping spree 

at Celtron 4 and assuming that your other carriers contain 

the missing cruisers and destroyers, we still outnumber you, 

two to one.  You can’t win.  You’re outnumbered, and are in 

possession of lesser technology.” 

Tim thought the term lesser technology was strange.  

He continued to listen. 

The defense marshal replied.  “We have our orders, 

Battlemaster.  We’ll have to destroy you.” 

The battlemaster only laughed in return and both 

broadcasts ceased. 

Tim wondered again about the claim of lesser 

technology. 

Within moments a cloud of small craft emerged from 

the enemy, gathering into formations.  They were not far 

away now. 
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Squadrons of enemy interceptors and fighters quickly 

streaked overhead.  Uninterrupted, they would be upon the 

defense forces in three hours. 

Slowly the Hymondian forces drew back.  Tim knew 

what the defense marshal was attempting to do.  Draw the 

enemy fighters away from their home fleet, thereby forcing 

the enemy fleet to advance in order to provide a base for 

the fighters to return to.  To do this they would have to 

cross the asteroids. 

Slowly the enemy cruiser fleet began to press forwards 

while gathering speed.  Tim watched as the front of the 

armada began to pass over the asteroid belt. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

JIM  LYL 

 

 

Jim Lyl was a storekeeper on Celtron 4.  His co-pilot named 

Danel was his store assistant. 

Jim gazed at the outline of the first huge ship as it 

passed over the rocks above.  It was so close and such an 

easy large target.  Over two Ks long and half a K wide.  Jim 

wondered if those were people he could just make out 

through the lit openings.  All Jim was waiting for was the 

order to open hostilities.  He aligned his cannon on an 

opening in the cruiser as it passed overhead and wondered 

if this one had his mark on it. 

The cruiser began to slip quietly away and Jim relaxed 

until his crewmate called that another was approaching. 

“All right, come on, we’re ready for you, come on...”  

Jim muttered to himself as he took aim once again. 

The female crewmate Danel startled Jim with a shout.  

“Lights green!  Shoot!” 

Jim pressed the red button and muttered.  “Go to 

Halz...” 

The Rangercraft instantly lurched violently.  Jim was 

almost thrown from his seat, fighting to retain control. 

He yelled to Danel.  “We still tied down?” 

“Certainly are, and ready for another shot in three 

minutes!” Danel replied. 

Jim stopped in mid thought as he gazed to the screen.  

“Will you look at that?” he said slowly, amazed. 
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The whole black sky was now alight with flashes of 

scarlet, indigo, white and orange.  The cruiser they had shot 

was badly ablaze internally, with a large gaping hole that 

Jim had not seen before. 

In the distance he could see other cruisers in the same 

predicament.  Many were ablaze with others lighting up.  

The cannons gave off no light when fired, and were sealed 

for infrared leakage.  The enemy wouldn’t be able to 

determine from where these exact shots were being fired. 

The cruiser above Jim was beginning to move away 

from its overhead position. 

Jim began to take aim again.  A terrible realization 

drew across his face.  The recoil of the cannon had not 

pulled them free of their anchors, but it had begun to rotate 

the asteroid they were tied to. 

Jim stared in horror as the shadow line of a small cliff 

edge began to recede, exposing his ledge to the weak 

encroaching sunlight.  Closer and slowly it crept, that thin 

line between light and dark.  There was still another two 

minutes to wait for the cannon to recharge.  Jim wanted just 

one more shot; before the enemy disappeared from range. 

Jim kept pressing his thumb down on the button with 

no result.  The enemy was in his view seeker.  “Come on, 

come on…” He kept on muttering to himself, growing 

impatient. 

Danel just fixed her gaze on the screen watching; the 

line between light and shadow approached. 

The cruiser's guns were returning fire.  They did not 

know their position, but obviously guessed it could be only 

in a few places.  Sparks flew off the asteroid around them.  
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Slowly, to Danel's terror, the sunlight began to penetrate 

their canopy. 

 

 

Miners battle in Sequetus 

 

“Let us go Jim, I’m feeling a bit warm!” Danel called.  

Jim waved her away as though to say, you worry too much. 

A shower of sparks appeared on the ledge overhead, 

and the loose rock sprayed the canopy with sound. 

“Now Jim.  Please!” begged Danel. 

“Not yet.  Not yet!” was the quick reply. 

Another spray of sparks in front showered rocks onto 

the canopy. 

Jim pressed his thumb again and the little craft lurched.  

There was a wrenching sound that ground through the craft.  

One of the pads had torn loose. 

“Are you waiting for an invitation Danel?  Go!” 

screamed Jim. 

Within a second they were into free space.  A second 

more, and their asteroid exploded into small rubble.  The 
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underbelly of the Rangercraft was buffeted with debris that 

exploded past them. 

Jim stared at the cruiser and asked Danel to see.  “Look 

at it, Danel.  Have you ever seen a hole that big?”  The 

damage was compounded with two direct hits, one next to 

the other.  It was a gaping hole, fifty pacs wide:  the result 

of two cannon shots at point blank range. 

Danel pointed to the end of the screen.  Obviously they 

had missed the flight decks that were now coming to life on 

the far side of the ship.  Dozens of small fighters were 

beginning to swarm, searching for targets to vent their 

anger and revenge upon. 

“Move it Danel.  Find that battleclass.  We can’t wait 

here like this.  We’ll be a flash on a screen in seconds if we 

can’t take refuge!” 

The little Rangercraft accelerated.  The fighters 

pursued.  On the screen the real damage became evident.  

Other cruisers and destroyers had been severely dealt 

deathblows.  Blazing ships surrounded them. 

The fighters closed in on the civilian craft.  The 

Rangercraft swerved and weaved.  Without warning the two 

closest fighters ignited into flames. 

Jim couldn’t see them, but some mining craft with small 

rapid-fire guns had just opened up.  Jim hoped their aim 

was good.  He saw two fighters incinerated one after the 

other. 

The little Rangercraft, with its colleagues fled to refuge 

within the shadows of the asteroids.  Fighters still followed. 

The asteroids now became a mini battleground of 

hunter and the prey.  The miners were the prey, but quickly 
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proved to be the hunters as their comrades laid waiting in 

the shadows, for the enemy to seek them out. 

 

 

Fighters amongst the asteroids 

 

Jim watched from a rocky ledge as fighters slowed 

down to search, and then exploded as they came across a 

miner with rapid fire, obscured in the darkness. 

Jim was far enough down into the clustered asteroid 

belt to see the battleclass begin to rise through the rocks 

like some giant sea serpent swimming up from the deep.  It 

brushed against large giant asteroids in its path, as if they 
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were only a nuisance.  The motion of the battleclass was 

slow and deliberate.  It was a giant amongst the civilian 

craft.  As it rose into clear space, its aperture began to 

open. 

The civilian craft knew their cue and made for the 

opening of safety.  A mass exodus began.  The craft began 

to pour in, with the entrance quickly becoming a traffic jam. 

Jim's Rangercraft was heading for the furthermost 

battleclass.  He looked to Danel.  “There is worry over these 

two.  Better move in, fast.” 

Confusion ruled as the fighters arrived shooting out the 

mining craft with no resistance.  The battleclass tried to help 

with what light armaments it had, but was not equipped for 

light battle. 

The miners began to perish like flies in a firestorm, yet 

this did not disperse the civilian craft, but made them panic 

and block the entry more. 

Without warning both battleclass began to close their 

apertures locking the miners out.  The miners fled once 

again; to the sanctuary of the asteroids. 

Now the miners were still being hunted, but by only the 

fool hardy of the enemy; for if the enemy followed; they 

were turned to cinders. 

Jim saw his fellow civilians continue to die as they 

attempted to escape the jam.  Those that managed to reach 

cover were able to turn heat back on the enemy.  However, 

most of the fighters now waited beyond the asteroids 

looking for strays. 
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Danel turned up her screen's focus.  The battleclass 

was now elevated into the plain above the asteroids, into 

the field of the enemy ships. 

The fighters were being recalled to cover the enemy 

interceptors that had just been launched against the 

battleclass.  This freed the miners, free of the fighters.  

Dozens of miners sped straight for the two battleclass again.  

Before the enemy interceptors were two thirds of the way to 

where they would launch their rockets at the battleclass, the 

battleclass began their death spin, an eerie and ominous 

sign for the enemy. 

Within a moment of the great battleclass starting to 

rotate, the first volley of rockets were loosed.  Soon salvo 

after salvo, were homing in on enemy targets. 

The enemy interceptors arrived and launched their own 

rockets at almost point blank range.  Rapid-fire gunnery 

resistance from the battleclass was nonexistent. 

One after another, the enemy atomics slammed into 

the side of the battleclass.  The ships were enveloped by the 

blasts and appeared unharmed as they emerged from the 

balls of fire.  Thirty-five atomics struck home.  The hulls 

glowed red. 

Slowly the familiar rotation resumed.  Another salvo of 

rockets left the battleclass, for their targets. 

More rockets came in, and when the inbound atomic 

terror finished, the rotation of the battleclass and the 

launching of its own rockets resumed. 

Jim watched as the first of the battleclass rockets 

reached the enemy fleet.  Their destroyer and cruiser rapid 
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fire were gunning furiously.  Rocket after rocket exploded in 

space without impact, in a brilliant fiery exhibition. 

A battleclass worked on percentages and some of their 

rockets would get through, usually no more than five 

percent.  Within minutes, the battleclass had filled the space 

around them with more than six hundred silver atomic 

warhead rockets. 

Jim saw the first strike home; then another, and 

another. 

Enemy fighters were out there as the second last line of 

defense.  They fired briefly as rockets sped past towards 

their quarry. 

The enemy fleet was ablaze!  It certainly looked good 

to Jim; the enemy suffered a beating. 

The Battleclass Tyron pressed home its attack with 

more rounds of rockets.  The skies were filled with the 

brilliant flashes in space of atomic galactic war that Jim had 

only ever dreamed of as a child. 

Without even thinking, he threw his Rangercraft from 

its hiding position in towards the enemy.  There were no 

fighters now, to worry them.  All the enemy fighters were 

shooting at rockets. 

His craft raced to the fleet, while the bursts of light 

made him feel great and strong, to be part of the final kill.  

Jim was exhilarated beyond any sensation he had ever 

experienced before.  His fingers and then his whole body felt 

electric.  He thought he could single handedly destroy the 

entire Malukan armada.  It seemed invincibility was driving 

through his veins.  This was life to its ultimate, and he knew 

that he would never feel this again. 
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He listened to the static voices on his radio.  Miners 

were on the air.  He turned up the sound.  There was a 

groundswell.  As Jim looked behind, he could see others 

following his lead.  Hundreds of miners had left the safety of 

darkness for the kill.  The radio was buzzing with talk and 

the memory of Celtron 4. 

The enemy was now on the back foot, but it still had 

life.  Within minutes the night abyss was alive with over two 

thousand enemy fighters.  Many enemy ships were too far 

away for the battleclass rockets.  So once again they threw 

their fighters into the boil. 

Enemy ships were limping away from the battleclass at 

peak speed.  Not all made it.  Erupting hulks collided into 

each other.  Confusion reigned. 

Jim Lyl had two fighters on his tail.  He realized the 

folly of his move.  The enemy was ablaze, but a long way 

from defeated. 

He swerved to miss the destroyer in front of him.  He 

was being fired upon, from the destroyer's decks as well as 

fighters. 

“Danel, you’re the navigator!  Where are the 

battleclass?” Jim shouted as he maneuvered tightly. 

“Out Jim.  Anywhere.  The Battleclass Tyron is there 

and its apertures are opening.  Dash for it.” 

Jim began his move.  He now had three fighters on his 

line.  He realized he wouldn’t stay alive enough of the 

minutes required to reach the battleclass. 

In a moment of inspiration, Jim sighted the destroyer 

as they ran along its length. 
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For a few seconds Jim held it steady as the cannon 

lined up the side of the enemy.  They were almost at the 

bridge section. 

“Noooo!” screamed Danel in terror. 

Jim pressed his thumb on the red button and the 

cannon shot into the hull of the destroyer at point blank 

range.  Like a can opener it tore into the enemy craft, 

ripping the innards out. 

The little Rangercraft recoiled and spun out of control.  

Jim grinned and bared his teeth in the effort to wrest back 

the Rangercraft. 

Danel was flung from her seat, her head crushed 

against a side bulkhead.  Jim watched, as the destroyer’s 

outer hull loomed over the little craft's canopy.  The 

Rangercraft was spinning madly over the ships decks.  Jim 

partially glimpsed the abutment ahead.  Within half a 

second, his molecules were scattered into the winds of 

space. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 13 

 

THERE  ARE  NO  VICTORS 

 

 

Goren was seated on the bridge of the Flagship Nebulus with 

the Defense Marshal Zeto Bul.  In front was a large screen 

relaying the events, from the holographic board in the 

maproom.  First, he saw the approaching enemy armada.  

Then, a defense force column went out to challenge.  Next, 

Malukan interceptors were issued with fighter cover.  They 

quickly crossed the field of asteroids and were headed for 

the inner space of the system. 

Zeto Bul was sitting with his legs crossed, his fist under 

his chin with eyes glued to the screen.  He had been this 

way for hours. 

“Withdraw column one to half the current distance 

between us and the enemy.”  The marshal's eyes did not 

waver from the screen; nor did his body or any mannerisms 

display emotion. 

The Malukan fleet split into two; the larger portion 

advancing fast over the asteroids. 

Silently, the asteroids twinkled, with pinholes of light.  

Goren knew this would be the miners firing their cannons.  

Each cannon emitted a firing impulse that was coded for the 

receivers on board the flagship Nebulus. 

Some enemy ships changed screen color.  The color 

represented the state of the ship, green meaning the ship 

was in normal operation, red meant the ship was under fire, 

and blue meant the ships were burnt out, with human 
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activity still present.  When the ship disappeared the ship 

was dead. 

Enemy ships were altering colors.  Many were changing 

to red, and some to blue and then disappearing altogether. 

Goren watched, as the enemy issued new fighters.  

They swarmed the asteroids, causing much of the firing to 

stop. 

Both miners and fighters were moving amongst the 

asteroids, while the rocks obstructed the images.  Lights 

amongst them flashed on and off.  Goren saw that the 

enemy fighters were flashing off more often than on.  The 

enemy was being beaten. 

The two battleclass rose from the field.  The civilians 

then swarmed to the large green lights.  Goren squirmed as 

he saw the overall picture.  More fighters were being issued 

from nearby cruisers. 

Goren tried not to watch, as in moments half the small 

mining craft vanished from the screen. 

The enemy interceptors and fighters, that had already 

passed the asteroids on their way to attack the 

Expeditionary Forces, had begun to wheel back. 

The civilians were now fleeing from the battleclass, with 

fighters in the chase.  All the small craft buzzed into the 

asteroid belt again.  The commotion ceased. 

Goren could see the enemy moving with stealth hunting 

the hidden miners.  As the enemy slowly moved amongst 

the asteroids the fighters changed color and disappeared 

from the screen. 

The battleclass were green; they flared under a direct 

hit, then another and another.  Soon there were a string of 
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direct hits on the battleclass.  Each time it resumed its 

familiar green. 

The enemy fleet was now beginning to take a new color 

around the battleclass.  Ship after ship was being struck.  A 

few were changing to blue, and a few more vanished from 

the screen.  As though on cue, the civilian craft moved from 

their hiding places to chase the Malukan ships. 

In response the Malukan fleet emitted another cloud of 

fighters that turned the screen a milky green.  There were 

now over three thousand individual craft in the battle foray 

before Goren. 

The marshal clenched his fist and cursed to himself out 

loud.  “Forty interceptors with two hundred fighter escort to 

intercept enemy cruisers.” 

The marshal was shaking his head slowly. 

Hymondian interceptors were seen leaving the defense 

fleet.  The marshal could see that they would be too late 

with their escorts as company. 

“Interceptors to afterburners,” he calmly instructed. 

It was not long before the Hymondian interceptors were 

amongst the fight.  The defense fighters were a long way 

off. 

The battleclass were still getting a beating, as were the 

enemy ships.  However, while the enemy changed color the 

battleclass retained its familiar green. 

The civilian craft were disappearing from the screen 

fast while three Hymondian interceptors vanished amid the 

center of the flaring colors.  Another two disappeared. 

The marshal gritted his teeth.  “Interceptors return, 

afterburners!” 
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Within minutes the interceptors had reunited outside 

the battle.  The civilian craft were trying to get into the 

battleclass. 

Goren watched one solitary light as it traversed the side 

of a destroyer, a civilian craft.  Goren thought it strange 

that his attention should be brought to this lone craft. 

Both lights went out together. 

Goren then watched in amazement as the light of the 

Battleclass Tyron changed from green through to blue to 

vanish from the screen.  The invincible was gone. 

The Expeditionary Forces' interceptors and fighters 

were returning.  The enemy fighters were searching out the 

last of the mining and civilian craft.  Occasionally they found 

a target; it winked out.  The enemy fleet had created a wide 

distance from the one remaining battleclass.  Goren 

wondered how many had made it to refuge. 

The enemy lay motionless, now inside the asteroid belt 

with the Hymondian interceptors returning. 

Zeto Bul watched long enough to confirm that the 

enemy would stay and attend its wounds. 

It did and he stood, stared at the screen and nodded to 

Goren. 

Goren walked over to head the marshal off before he 

had left the bridge.  “It appears that you have done well, 

Marshal.” 

Zeto shook his head.  “Appearances only.  We lost the 

advantage.  We had it, and it was recognized by that brave 

undisciplined rabble.  My Lorde, how they fought like 

demons.  They saw the advantage, and when they pressed 

it, we, the military, were not even near them.” 
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The marshal turned to Goren.  “If we were there when 

they needed us we would have had this entire battle won by 

now.  As it is, all we have done is improve our odds.” 

“Yes, but to date you haven’t lost an Expeditionary 

Force ship.” 

The marshal looked tired, but he continued.  “No, but 

we lost some of the best and most gallant fighters I have 

ever had in a command.  Those civilians were the bravest 

people I have seen in many years.  They saw the tactical 

time to move, where I missed it.  I had previously 

underestimated their daring and ability.  Added to that, we 

lost a battleclass, and a string of interceptors.”  The marshal 

hesitated and then continued.  “We have now also lost our 

great tactical advantage of covering the asteroid field.  That 

now belongs to the Malukans.” 

Goren had nothing to say.  To boost his own spirits, 

Goren then made his way down to the flight decks. 

Four of the interceptors in the raid had come from the 

Nebulus. 

The crew was crazy with the excitement of success.  

The returned were eager to tell of the events they had seen 

and been a part of.  Goren could hear the tales of burnt out 

hulks and dying cruisers.  Goren just watched; glad to be in 

the winning team.  He sought no one out, only wishing to 

observe.  He tried not to think of the Malukan wives, or 

children who would weep when they heard the news.  There 

were no victors of war. 

The numbers tally droned out on the flight deck 

speakers for the third time.  “The recent battle figures to 

hand show that eleven cruisers were hulked, twenty-two 
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destroyers hulked, six enemy interceptors and seven 

hundred and ninety-two enemy fighters gone!” 

More cheering came with each repeat of the figures. 

“Additional fires are burning, in disabled enemy craft 

not already listed.  It’s expected that the enemy will soon 

abandon or withdraw some of these from battle.” 

Further cheering rose from the crowd. 

An hour after the last interceptor had arrived, the 

crowd began to thin from the flight decks. 

Finally, Goren found that he was almost alone on the 

deck.  The crowd had gone, and he looked through the open 

bay doors to the stars beyond; he felt humbled by the 

magnitude of the universe.  There are no victors. 

Looking to his right he saw another figure also looking 

to the stars.  She returned his glance. 

Goren could see that she was young, pretty and 

medium height.  She looked to his eyes as though wanting 

to be asked something. 

Goren stepped over and looked at her tear stained face.  

She looked away back to the stars.  Goren followed her 

gaze, and stared into the blackness of space with only the 

star studs to give any reality of time and place. 

Slowly Goren said, “Fio,” as he read her name tag, “Is 

there someone you love that you’re missing?” 

She turned to face him, glanced into his eyes and 

swung her gaze to her right and back. 

Goren followed her eyes to an empty interceptor bay.  

Fio opened her mouth, but the words wouldn’t come out.  

Tears formed in her eyes.  They then ran down both cheeks 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  141 | 267 

 

before she could say, “How can you love someone you have 

only known for a day?” 

She did not finish, but ran away. 

Goren watched as she disappeared.  What could he do 

or say?  He stared back out into space. 

 

Ω 

 

Goren spoke to Anqi before slumber time on the 

internship viewers.  He had waited an hour for his turn. 

The viewers were available to be booked to crew 

through Security9.  Finally Anqi's face was on the screen in 

the booth with him. 

Goren smiled.  “How is the Destroyer Aliza?” 

Anqi leaned forward and took up the whole screen.  

“It’s big, not as big as a cruiser but very large.  Also it’s a 

new ship inside.  Good condition considering its age and all.” 

“And your quarters?” Goren asked. 

“Smaller.  I share a room with three other young girls.  

They are fun.  A bit wild, though, but fun.”  Anqi stared at 

Goren. 

Goren said looking intense “Anqi I’m worried....” 

She cut him off before he could complete.  “Goren, 

don’t start to get serious.  Tomorrow is another day.  The 

only difference is that the chance of either of us not being 

together at the end is greater than they were.” 

She stared at him and waited.  He said nothing so she 

continued.  “Live for life today, not in the fear of tomorrow?” 

                                                           
9 Definition: Security: All communication between craft during a time of war 

was put through fleet security.  There were no exceptions.  Searfinders Military 
Almanac p.  398 
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Goren answered a bit sheepishly.  “Yes...I....” 

Anqi leaned a bit closer, and said softly, so she 

wouldn’t be overheard.  “I love you, Goren Torren,” she said 

with a smile. 

Goren stared at Anqi and slowly said.  “Anqi...  I....” 

The screen went blank.  Goren's allotted time was out. 

He continued the rest of the words to himself.  “I love 

you.  I really do.” 

He sat back in the chair, and sighed.  After a moment 

he rose and stepped from the cubicle, making room for the 

next occupant. 

He walked away thinking.  Why did he not explain 

himself?  There were things he had to say.  Why did he let 

her take up all the time talking?  Why did he not say what 

he wanted her to hear, without stopping like an idiot?  Why?  

So many whys. 

Goren had spent much of his life searching for other 

peoples’ whys, yet he had never thought of searching for his 

own.  He had never sought the greatest WHY of them all. 

He pushed through the hundreds of troopers trying to 

get to their last minute calls. 

Goren began to wonder why he had never searched for 

this WHY.  Had anyone found it? 

Goren's head started to flounder in his thoughts.  What 

was happening to him now? 

He had to lean against the wall and let the surging 

crowd pass. 

Goren thought to himself that it was strange, life.  It 

was so irrational. 
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Were the pagan subcultures right?  Could everything 

that couldn’t be explained be put into an infinite black box 

marked “This one day will be explained” or “No one ever 

knows”.  Goren amused himself.  He moved on up the 

corridor. 

Goren wondered if he was going to die.  He had heard 

that people became very concerned with the question before 

they died.  Goren smiled as he walked; he was not about to 

die, and he knew it.  But how did he know? 

Damn the questions, he needed sleep.  Quickly he 

paced the hallway to his quarters.  He promised himself; if 

he survived he would answer these question. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 14 

 

ARLON 

 

 

During the next shift Goren wandered up to the bridge and 

nodded to the defense marshal, Zeto Bul. 

As Goren took his seat the marshal pointed.  “You had 

better look to the screen.” 

Goren looked up and saw the focus on a small dot 

moving in from the third quadrant.  “Any ideas?” asked the 

marshal. 

“Marshal Erin Torb returning?” 

Zeto shook his head.  “No.  Too small for an ore carrier, 

and too slow for a military.” 

“Messenger craft?” asked Goren. 

“There is no irregularity in the approach pattern to 

avoid optotronic mines10.  No standard procedure for a 

hostile area.” 

Zeto shook his head. 

“Is it coming this way?” 

“So it appears.  We picked it up two hours ago.  It will 

have been in the system for a while before that.  The craft 

                                                           
10 DEFINITION: Optotronic mine: Military mines, laid out in space, using 

visual sensors have the mine veer to its target.  Relatively obsolete due to the 

ease of deception.  The mines use changing phototronics to arouse them.  The 

mine lies dormant, until the photosensitive cells are activated by changing 

optical sources.  When activated the mines draw on any major energy source.  

If evasive action is taken by the pursued craft, altering direction fast and often, 

the optotronic mine has been known to aim towards another alternative light 

source.   Often the system solus has become the new target.  Searfinders 

Military Almanac, pp.  1232-38. 
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hasn’t identified itself, but is making straight for our fleet 

without any veers.” 

Goren was puzzled.  The craft was not following simple 

standard procedures.  Goren watched for a few moments, 

and then saw the Malukans send out six interceptors, with 

fighter escort. 

Zeto spoke to his battle aid, quietly.  “Send out forty 

fighters.  We may not be able to stop them intercepting, but 

we’ll be able to give them some worry on their return.” 

After the Hymondian fighters left the defense fleet, two 

of the enemy interceptors separated from the other four and 

began to swing toward the fourth quadrant.  The remaining 

ore carriers were nearby, and the two interceptors were 

bearing straight for them. 

Zeto stirred.  “If the enemy wishes to have certainty on 

whether those ore carriers are loaded with ships, that 

certainty is going to cost him two interceptors; a cheap 

price for such knowledge.” 

Goren agreed.  “Still, you only need to give him what 

data that you need to.  While the carriers are in the system, 

even if they are empty, they are still useful as a source of 

misinformation.” 

Zeto laughed.  “Quite so, young independent.  Still, I 

believe it’s time that we do expose part of our special fleet, 

and bring them into the arena. 

“To date the enemy has been depleted, but not 

destroyed.  We must destroy the enemy and prevent it from 

escaping.  If it escapes it will return later and ruin that 

planet of yours, and our mission fails.  For that reason, I 

won’t expose all of our newly acquired fleet, but enough to 
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bolster our strengths, though not so much to scare off our 

opponents.” 

Goren nodded, and then drew his attention to the small 

craft, in the path of four of the six enemy interceptors.  For 

seventy minutes, Goren watched the enemy closing in on 

the little craft. 

The two other interceptors were on a different line, only 

ten minutes away from the ore carriers. 

“Now watch,” remarked the marshal, confidently. 

As the words rolled from his mouth, the screen showing 

the carriers became a sea of activity. 

The carriers gave way to new lights.  They multiplied 

and then multiplied again.  Emerging was a fleet of 

Quantum Drive destroyers and cruisers. 

The new ships in turn gave birth to a smaller swarm of 

tiny lights.  Goren recognized these: fighters.  Quickly they 

advanced to cut off the two advancing enemy interceptors. 

The earlier forty fighters began to form a direct line 

between the interceptors and escape. 

The interceptor lights began to pulse.  Afterburners 

thought Goren.  They were fleeing. 

“We’ll have about fifteen seconds to get a shot in.” 

As the marshal's eyes were glued to the screen Goren 

could feel the man's excitement, perhaps similar to that of a 

child, with a new game.  Still, thought Goren, he was the 

best in their sector. 

The communications officer turned about.  “Sir, the 

small craft has just identified itself as Pegasus, belonging to 

the independent.  It’s being piloted by one called Arlon.” 
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Zeto took his gaze from the screens.  The two enemy 

interceptors had escaped, unscathed from their sortie over 

at the carriers. 

Goren nodded unbelievingly.  What was Arlon doing out 

here?  He said to the communications officer, “They haven’t 

altered course to evade the interceptors.  Haven’t you 

warned them?” 

“I have tried sir, but they are not responding to me.” 

Goren sat there, quietly.  Arlon shouldn’t have been 

aware that his craft had a name.  Normally he would have 

used the identifying serial number, as would any of his staff.  

That meant Navia had to be with him.  All the others that 

knew the name Pegasus, were with the Expeditionary 

Forces. 

The four interceptor-dots were closing fast. 

“Get out!  Get out!” Goren was slowly and quietly 

repeating to himself. 

“Rockets launched,” said Zeto as a matter of fact. 

Goren felt helpless.  There were only seconds 

remaining.  How could he help?  Move away, his mind 

screamed.  He watched as five enemy rockets zeroed in on 

their target.  Then all dots vanished.  None were left. 

Goren was speechless.  Words were lost.  He couldn’t 

believe what he had just seen. 

It was Arlon with Pegasus, but why was he here?  Was 

Navia with him?  How could Arlon have found out the craft's 

name, if Navia had not supplied it?  Goren had never 

mentioned it.  No.  Navia would never have left Jilta, unless 

the enemy was destroying the planet.  Even then, that did 

not make sense.  Why escape one war zone for another?  
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Yet, Pegasus was the name affectionately used by the Earth 

troop, and Navia was the only one not immediately 

accounted for. 

Now they were gone.  Arlon, his devoted friend and 

staff, quick with the tongue and wit, was now gone with one 

of the closest friends Goren ever had. 

Goren did not know what to feel.  The loss was nibbling 

slowly inside, and beginning to hurt.  It couldn’t be 

accurately isolated but pain was there. 

He felt himself rising from his chair.  All were quiet 

around him as he glanced back at the screens.  Goren could 

see the Hymondian fighters returning to the defense fleet.  

He turned to slowly drift out the door.  His head was 

confused, while pictures of Navia and Arlon raced through 

his mind. 

Goren continued his bewildered way down to the flight 

deck, to watch the return of the fighters.  He found himself 

on the wrong deck, the interceptor bays. 

Goren could see a figure standing, staring out into the 

black abyss.  It was Fio.  Goren noticed the armband she 

wore depicting the planet Earth.  It read LIEUTENANT 

LIONEL ADAMS.  Goren walked over and stood beside her, 

watching the vastness of space.  Fio was not crying any 

more. 

She looked up at Goren with an innocent face, which 

had hardened from scars of hurt.  She searched his eyes.  

“It’s only good people who feel the pain.” 

Goren did not reply, he only nodded and stood staring 

into space. 
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Ω 

 

Arlon called to Navia from the bridge.  “You had better 

look at what we have on the screens, Miss.  Looks like silver 

bees coming in for honey.” 

Navia walked over to the viewscreen.  “What is it?  Are 

they from the Hymondian fleet?” 

“No, Miss, Malukans!” 

Navia looked surprised.  “We haven’t identified 

ourselves as Hymondian; they should be seeking no quarrel 

with us, yet.” 

“I agree, Miss,” replied Arlon.  “But the way these craft 

are closing, I don’t think they are the Sequetus Transit 

Authority.” 

“Can you identify the type of craft?” 

“Not positively...  wait...  yes...  interceptors.  Positive,” 

said Arlon.  “I believe some evasive action would be in 

order.” 

Navia straightened from the screen.  “On the contrary 

Arlon, I have a better idea.  How long until we’re in their 

firing range?” 

“About an hour.”  Arlon was not looking too pleased at 

where Navia's line of questioning was taking him. 

Navia looked delighted.  “Hold present course.  I’ll call 

you from the hold in about thirty minutes.” 

Navia disappeared down the steps whistling. 

To Arlon she seemed happy.  To Arlon she seemed 

definitely weird. 

“Well, shall we humor her, and keep the craft steady 

for the time being?” asked the dark haired, slightly built 
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Kimonu Huro, the head of household security.  She was on 

the bridge. 

Arlon would never endanger the independent’s craft, 

but it wouldn’t be wise to upset Ms. Navia either.  Arlon's 

task was to deliver his message to his independent, and 

currently they would maintain course. 

“I believe so.” 

After thirty minutes Navia's voice came over the 

communications.  “I’m ready, Arlon.  How far away are 

those interceptors?” 

“They are about thirty minutes, Miss.  What are you 

ready for?”  Arlon's voice did not show the concern he was 

really feeling.  “Warp Drives, Miss?” 

Kimonu Huro shook her head, as she looked at the 

security monitors by the hold door.  “You better fix this 

Arlon.  I don’t mind dying, but not this way.” 

“Certainly not, Arlon!  We remain here!” came Navia’s 

reply over the screens.  “I have opened the hold door and 

now I’m in the Rangercraft.  When the enemy is in the 

sights, I’ll open fire!” 

Arlon broke into protest.  “Now Miss, I don’t th....” 

“Shut up, Arlon!  Stop worrying, and do as I say!” 

Navia said forcefully. 

“But....” 

Kimonu turned to Arlon quietly.  “Arlon, she is your 

guest, fix her.” 

Before Arlon could reply, Navia spoke from the screens 

again.  “Listen!  I have made sure the magnaplates are 

secure, and everything else down here is strapped down, 

bolted down, or put away.  The hold is safe.”  She flipped 
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three switches and continued.  “What I want from you, is to 

point the hold in the direction of the enemy craft.  When 

they are close enough, I’ll fire the cannon.  Simple!” 

Arlon mumbled some sort of inaudible 

acknowledgment. 

Kimonu put her face in her hands.  “She is going to do 

it anyway.” 

Navia checked her instruments again.  All was secure.  

The hold door was wide enough to shoot through.  Navia's 

eyes cast through the viewscreens to the stars beyond. 

“How far now Arlon?”  Navia's voice was getting a trace 

of anxiety in it. 

“Three minutes,” was all she heard. 

Kimonu stepped out from the bridge. 

“All right Arlon.  You had better try to let Goren know 

we’re here.  Craft silence will serve us no longer.” 

“Already have done that, Miss.” 

“Good, now wait...” 

Arlon broke Navia's talk.  “Miss, they have just fired 

multiple rockets!” his voice becoming faster, and loud. 

“Good.  Hold on to the last possible moment and then 

hit Warp Drive.  Don’t wait for my command.  Got that?” 

“Got that, Miss!” was Arlon’s snappy reply.  He was 

beginning to sweat. 

Navia did not wait for his answer, before switching off 

Arlon's communication.  On her left, outside the hold, the 

interceptors had swung into view. 

The craft were still too close to the side of the doorway 

to fire at.  Just a little more to the center would do nicely, 

thought Navia. 
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Slowly they edged towards the middle of the view 

through the doorway opening, with the rockets plainly in 

view.  They were coming in fast, too fast. 

Five silver rockets in a single line, with four interceptors 

in a line behind them.  Such bad battle procedure Navia 

thought. 

A bit closer, a bit closer she thought. 

She waited a few seconds more.  Two seconds.  Closer. 

The rockets were almost on them. 

A second. 

Instantly the stars, the rockets and the interceptors 

began to quiver. 

Navia slammed the trigger down! 

The starry night sky took on a pale no-color. 

Little Betsie recoiled violently, and tore at its 

magnaplates.  A wrenching sound gave way to a loud 

crunch, as the plates lost their grip! 

Little Betsie began to move; very slowly drift towards 

the hold doorway! 

Navia's eyes opened wide when she realized where she 

was headed.  If she drifted out that door she and little 

Betsie would enter the physical universe at speeds in excess 

of the speed of light, and become a cloud of electron energy 

pulses screaming through space. 

Her hand dashed to the communications button.  

“Arlon, the Rangercraft has broken free.  Close the hold 

doors.  Quickly!”  She waited two seconds.  There was no 

reply, and the doors did not close. 

Little Betsie was only a breath away from the edge, and 

drifting closer. 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  153 | 267 

 

Navia began to panic.  “Arlon!  Close the doors!  Now!  

Please!”  Still there was no reply.  There was no time to suit 

up, and dash to the outside vacuum.  “Arlon!  Arlon!” she 

screamed.  She screamed again.  Now almost reduced to 

weeping she cried for Arlon's help. 

Little Betsie was beginning to exit.  It was at the edge 

of the quivering and still slowly moving out. 

Navia was about to accept death when a clunk rang 

through the craft.  The door, the door was closing.  It was 

closing and bumping against Little Betsie's hull, and pushing 

her back inside. 

Navia stared at the screen in disbelief.  The door slowly 

closed. 

There on the far side of the hold was Kimonu Huro, all 

suited up.  Navia wiped the tears of hysteria from her eyes 

as Kimonu bounded over. 

Navia sighed.  She looked at the gauges; the hold was 

quickly filling with pressurized air. 

Navia slumped on the console as she heard the crack of 

the seal of the Rangercraft. 

She pushed her head back, and swung in the direction 

of the steps and waited for Kimonu.  Her head popped up 

from down below, helmet off. 

She had a big grin on her face.  “Sorry to take so long 

Miss, but when you switched the hold doors to manual, it 

turned off the controls from up there, and I had to find a 

manual key....” 

Navia was not sure if she should laugh or cry, and 

showed both.  “I owe you Kimonu,” she said with tears 

forming in the corners of her eyes. 
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Kimonu nodded.  “I know.” 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 15 

 

THE  BATTLE 

FOR  SEQUETUS 3 

 

 

The enemy fleet began to fan out.  It had been two days 

since they received the drubbing by the miners.  Erin Torb's 

Celtron 4 Quantum Drive fleet had joined the Warp Drive's 

of the Expeditionary Forces.  Together they were standing 

firm in the path of a straight line between the Malukans and 

Earth. 

Goren found himself in the map room again when the 

first enemy interceptors were sent out.  Four hundred and 

fifty were approaching.  Arrival time was three hours. 

This was a frontal attack with the interceptors 

appearing as a blur.  They spread out in formation of five 

squadrons, ninety craft in each, as wide as the whole 

Hymondian fleet - two hundred Ks. 

Goren took a seat in the upper viewing gallery, usually 

reserved for important dignitaries, and young cadets.  The 

gallery had fixed tables and chairs with a full height window 

petition between it and the map room. 

A fuzz emerged from the Hymondian ships, eight 

hundred and fifty fighters.  Two minutes elapsed and a 

similar response was seen from the enemy.  The computer 

screen kept clicking away with the new correlating data.  

Eventually it stopped.  There were three thousand and 

eleven enemy fighters space-borne, heading in this 
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direction, with an estimated one thousand and twenty two 

enemy fighters in reserve. 

Goren swallowed.  There was not going to be any 

quaint testing of each other’s strengths.  The attack was full 

and frontal.  This was total space war, blunt and brutal. 

The size of the enemy's fighter squadrons was 

daunting.  One glance at the advancing squadrons showed 

Goren why the defense marshal had been reluctant to 

commit his interceptors during the height of the previous 

battle. 

Still, Hymondian marshals were renowned to revel in 

unfavorable conditions. 

Goren watched as the whole of the Malukan fleet now 

made its advance.  The old fleet from Celtron 4 would have 

little fighter and interceptor influence in this battle, but the 

enemy did not know this yet. 

The intent of the enemy was obvious.  As the fleets 

closed the enemy interceptors would wipe out most of the 

Expeditionary Force, with the large Malukan ships coming in 

to mop up the survivors. 

Ten minutes later Zeto Bul sent out two squadrons of 

Hymondian interceptors.  They were not to meet the 

oncoming enemy, but to go down the sides. 

The two opposing forces maintained their courses for 

thirty minutes, until the Malukan fighters divided into two 

groups.  They separated down the flanks of the two 

opposing fleets, to meet the Hymondian interceptors. 

Goren glanced at the compuboard.  It read: 
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Shortly Goren saw the Hymondian fleet advance 

towards the enemy.  It took forty-five minutes to attain 

maximum speed.  All the while Goren kept a special eye on 

the Destroyer Aliza, where Anqi was stationed. 

Twenty minutes before the Hymondian interceptors 

reached the Malukan fighters they began to gently arc away 

from the fleets with the enemy fighters being forced to 

follow, in order to prevent the Hymondian interceptors from 

having free reign. 

The reserve Malukan fighters were sent out to escort 

the Malukan fleet, as it advanced with its line spread for one 

hundred and fifty Ks wide. 

The Hymondian fighters then slowed until the main 

fleet caught up.  Goren wondered what the marshal had in 

mind.  The Malukans must have wondered also, as a portion 
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of their advance fighter squadrons now abandoned the 

Hymondian interceptor chase. 

 

 

Battle for Sequetus 3 – fighter attack 

 

The Hymondian response was to rearrange the 

Expeditionary Forces length ways.  Ships were slowing down 

and beginning to jostle for position behind each other. 

Zeto Bul watched the events from the bridge with no 

evident passion.  Slowly his forces took on the formation of 
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the not so well known battle formation, called the Vikan 

Torch. 

The formation was named after a master tactician, a 

Kallonian, Tilan Vikan.  The Kallonian came from 

descendants of brilliant battlemasters.  Zeto had lectured on 

historical battle tactics at the Military Academia.  The 

Kallonians had never won a war and thus their tactical 

philosophies were often lost.  To the theorist however, they 

had written much on how to win a war.  Zeto Bul had 

studied them endlessly. 

For those versed in the literature of the Kallonian 

marshals, they knew that the Kalanon battle creed relied 

heavily on their mystical gods.  For all but the most devout 

theorists Kallonian battle tactics was a misunderstood 

subject to avoid.  Zeto Bul however, thrived on their 

theories. 

The theory behind the Vikan Torch was for the battle 

pieces to arrange their formation into a series of six-sided, 

three-dimensional, lattice, or honeycomb. 
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The Expeditionary Forces arranged themselves in the 

three dimensional hexagonal lattice.  The distance between 

the fleet ships was governed by, that closest distance to 

each other which allied fleet ships could fire cannon on 

spray-mode at each other, and still survive. 

Each ship would be giving the other ships of the fleet 

protection within the lattice.  Any enemy vessel venturing 

within the Vikan Torch would theoretically be subject to the 

simultaneous destructive force of eighteen defense ships. 

Fighter cover would be concentrated at the outside of 

the Torch, covering those ships in the most need of fighter 

protection. 

The Torch was primarily a defense move, but should 

the enemy armada leave itself exposed, the torch could 

burn through it, leaving massive waste. 

The Hymondian interceptors were now arcing well back 

of the fleet, with some enemy fighters giving chase. 
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Goren studied the viewscreens as they scanned the 

depths of space between the fleets.  As each ship was 

spotted on the screen, the light that reflected the ship on 

the center mapboard glowed brightly. 

There was the Destroyer Aliza, with its letters standing 

out in the pale sunlight; the ship’s name was thirty pacs tall. 

 

Ω 

 

The enemy responded to the new formation of the 

Expeditionary Forces, with their own interceptors now 

drawing into a central attack formation to match that of the 

Vikan Torch.  They were to meet head on, seconds away. 

 

 

Battle in Sequetus 3 
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The Hymondian interceptors slowly completed a full 

circle, and began to give ground to the enemy.  They were 

behind their own fleet now, and gaining on it. 

With a burst of afterburner power the Hymondian 

interceptors entered the rear of the Torch.  The enemy 

fighters pursued. 

As the first of the enemy entered the Torch they ignited 

from a dozen different gun sources.  At first they duck and 

wove, but even those valiant efforts were wasted.  The 

fighter pursuit was soon called off, with the enemy 

squadrons regrouping at the rear of the Torch. 

 

 

 

For them, there was no immediate quarry, and for the 

Expeditionary Forces they posed little immediate threat. 

They had been successfully separated from their main 

fleet. 
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The Malukan interceptors attacked the front defense 

ships similarly. 

All Hymondian reserve fighters were called into the 

front.  After a minute the enemy interceptors began an 

attack into the fighterless center of the defense fleet. 

There were four hundred and fifty enemy interceptors 

amongst one hundred and seventy-five large ships.  Aboard 

the interceptors were two thousand seven hundred atomic 

rockets, twice what was needed to destroy the 

Expeditionary Force.  In recorded memory of the Federation 

there had never been two opposing forces so large and 

strong. 

The past had skirmishes, uprisings and pocket 

rebellions, but never had there been all out total war during 

or preceding the Federation.  Even the war against the 

Confederacy was a single sided one system at a time 

operation, calling for little tactical ability. 

This day, Defense Marshal Zeto Bul hoped would be the 

day of the tactician.  This was the first time to the marshal's 

knowledge that the Vikan Torch had been assembled. 

The Malukan interceptors were permitted entry well into 

the Torch before the first fleet gunners took action.  To 

begin with only the rockets were fired upon, with deadly 

accuracy, and success.  Wave after wave of the rockets was 

destroyed.  Eventually the order was given to destroy the 

interceptors.  They became great balls of atomic explosions, 

flashing though space. 

The second and third waves of enemy interceptors 

exploded with similar regularity. 
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The last wave of interceptors did not enter, but kept 

away from the lure of the fighterless ships within the Torch.  

They loosed their rockets on approach to the Torch instead. 

Goren watched in horror as seventeen atomic rockets 

sank home into the defense fleet.  The viewscreens flashed 

from one hit to another, accumulating data, and flashing it 

to the mapboard. 

Lights began to change.  Minutes later seven destroyer 

lights and one cruiser light, winked out.  Goren reflected on 

the lives that had just perished, and he wondered of the 

worth. 

As he pondered he saw that the Aliza was still strong.  

She was sending fighters to a bloody dogfight ensuing at the 

front. 

The Malukan interceptors were being harassed by the 

fighters, which were in turn protected by the larger ships of 

the Torch.  The enemy was being ground down with a 

minimal loss of Hymondian ships. 

The Malukan fleet proper loomed ahead.  Instead of 

their meeting a bedraggled defense force ready to be 

mopped up, they were now moments away from engaging a 

force head on, that had taken all, and wanted more. 

The enemy ships were slowing.  Their destroyers 

veering slightly, but the sheer mass of the cruisers was 

carrying the huge ships towards the waiting jaws of the 

Torch. 

As the seconds passed the reluctant Malukans 

experienced the merging of the two fleets. 

As the Malukan fleet was spread wide in traditional-

form, only a third of it was entangled in the Torch.  The 
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screens showed volleys of ship-to-ship rockets, particle 

cannons and the lasers ripping through shell steel.  Whole 

ships were being broadsided, torn apart, blown out, and 

becoming engulfed by atomic explosions.  The enemy was 

being hit the hardest, but the defense forces were suffering 

as well. 

The Hymondian interceptors that had passed through 

the rear of the Torch had progressed forward, and were now 

exiting the sides.  Their destination was the enemy beyond 

the Torch. 

Enemy fighters that had exited the rear of the Torch 

were now following the passage of the Hymondian 

interceptors from outside.  As Hymondian interceptors 

exited the Torch for the attack, the enemy fighters hungry 

for prey, set chase. 

Shortly, the enemy reserve squadrons of interceptors 

had joined the remnants of their fifth wave squadron.  Their 

tactics of attack had changed.  They were no longer 

attacking the Hymondian forces front on, but consolidating 

the attacks to the starboard side only. 

The enemy rockets found their mark, and set the 

starboard side of the fleet ablaze. 

The screen flickered from one Expeditionary Force ship 

to another, howling scenes of the whole starboard flank afire 

as careering ships merged into other ships. 

Goren caught a glimpse of two fiery enemy destroyers 

blundering into the path of a Patuan cruiser.  The cruiser 

kept veering slowly, but unable to avoid its fate, and 

exploded brilliantly with no chance of survival. 
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The Vikan Torch began to break up as a cohesive 

defense, after the third hour.  Surviving ships were no 

longer able to cover their comrades. 

The Malukans had lost most of their port side fleet with 

craft suspended in space, glowing ghost ships. 

The Hymondian interceptors were now being swamped 

after their initial destruction of the enemy.  The mapboard 

showed them being set upon by far superior numbers with 

most of their images now missing from the board. 

 

 

 

With the Hymondian starboard side all but gone, the 

enemy set a path into the center of the Torch.  As the 

enemy interceptors pushed their attack the Hymondian 

fighters took savage toll on the enemy.  The attack was 

being repelled. 
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Now it was the port side of the defense forces that was 

deteriorating.  Their ships' gunners could no longer 

concentrate on defending just one side.  More enemy 

broadsides were taking heavy casualties. 

It was on this port side that the returning Hymondian 

interceptor crews had taken refuge, for refueling and 

armaments.  Of the original defending interceptors and 

fighters that set out, only one in ten returned.  And as the 

craft set out yet again Goren had no doubt the crews knew 

they had little chance of return. 

Now rocket wave after rocket wave sank into the 

defending flanks. 

Hymondian interceptors were still finding their targets 

too.  The enemy was no longer concentrated; fighters only 

loosely defended ships.  But after releasing their deadly 

firepower, Goren could see the fate that awaited them.  

Returning they had to battle a wall of enemy fighters 

outnumbering the Hymondian interceptors twenty to one. 

Those that had fuel to burn applied afterburners.  Some 

made it.  Most did not. 

Goren felt a slight shudder though the superstructure of 

the ship.  He looked about.  For a split second some of the 

troopers were startled.  Quickly they returned to business. 

The last of the interceptors were sent from the flagship 

Nebulus.  Goren watched as the enemy set upon them too.  

Two of the six exploded within moments.  All others sent 

their rocket loads into the side of the enemy, but died upon 

their return. 

Still the defenders mustered thirty-three interceptors.  

They returned to the rescue of the starboard flank. 
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The battle continued to drag for two more hours as 

both fleets dwindled in strength and numbers. 

The fleets were beginning to separate. 

Goren watched, as the scene from the flagship Nebulus 

showed dead and scattered wrecks passing that were the 

early victims of the war.  Carcasses that were once proud 

Federation fighting vessels that controlled much of the 

Galaxy were no more than dying glowing hulks, 

contaminated with radiation for years to come.  The 

darkness of space was littered with the dead remains of the 

once all-proud powerful fleets. 

Finally Goren saw that the two sides had separated, 

and that the Aliza remained unharmed. 

The remnants of the Expeditionary Forces were now in 

full flight.  The enemy would push their advantage.  The 

Malukan fleet, though greatly depleted, was now regrouping 

and reversing, turning to consolidate one last final blow to 

their enemy, the Expeditionary Forces. 

It was obvious where the defenders were fleeing to, the 

vicinity of the battleclass. 

Goren read the compuscreen once again. 

 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  169 | 267 

 

 

 

As they neared the battleclass, twenty mining craft, 

and two interceptors emerged. 

The mining craft took to the defensive positions around 

the asteroids that had once been so successful.  The 

interceptors made for the Nebulus. 

Temporarily there was a reprieve as the enemy took 

time to reverse its direction, and wield their ships around for 

the chase. 

Goren wondered what the marshal's defense positions 

would be.  Certainly he would not allow the Warp Drive craft 

to escape, and let the Quantum Drive forces battle for 

themselves.  With nowhere to run the Quantum Drives 

wouldn’t last long out there. 
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It was obvious that the Malukans wouldn’t press onto 

Earth while the possibility of hostile forces remained in the 

system to witness their act of genocide. 

The defense marshal wouldn’t surrender. 

Goren watched the mapboard, and was relieved that 

the next encounter would be hours away.  At their current 

progress the enemy would take that long to reverse one 

hundred and eighty degrees. 

Goren had made his way down to the flight decks to 

watch the last incoming interceptor, and three fighters, 

refuel. 

There were only a few present in the observation area. 

Goren stared over to a familiar figure.  It was Fio.  

Goren felt for her in grief.  The pretty girl would be there a 

long time, waiting for the return of her fighting Earth hero. 

Goren walked over to her.  There was no emotion from 

her as she glanced to him.  Her eyes portrayed her as a 

shadow, as she looked away, and blankly stared into the 

bays. 

It was as though the battle did not exist outside for 

her, and perhaps it did not.  Goren wondered what he could 

say that would ease her numb feeling.  Goren stood for two 

minutes hoping that she would say something, but there 

was no sound.  Somehow Goren could feel her solitude.  He 

too was hurting. 

Goren then saw an interceptor crew, from the 

battleclass, emerge from their ship.  Fio grabbed his hand, 

and began to squeeze it tightly.  She began to tremble, and 

squeezed even harder.  Suddenly she let go and ran; slowly 

at first and then faster, and faster. 
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Goren could see where.  Lieutenant Lionel Adams had 

just taken off his helmet, discarded it, and was running to 

her.  In one swoop, he picked her from the ground, and held 

her tight. 

Goren could see the tears rolling down Fio's cheeks as 

she hugged her hero.  She would never let go of her Earth 

space fighter.  Now she openly cried softly onto his shoulder 

mumbling soft inaudible words her hero couldn’t 

understand. 

Goren recalled her earlier words.  “Only the good feel 

the pain.” 

A minute passed before Adams and Fio walked by 

Goren.  She was holding Adams' hand tightly.  Intently she 

listened to his adventures trapped inside the battleclass.  

Yes, he had shot out three fighters.  He was a hero. 

After Fio passed by she turned, and looked back to 

Goren, the tearstains shining on her soft cheeks.  Goren did 

not hear it, but thought she was going to say:  “I knew he 

would return.  He promised me.”  Goren smiled and 

watched. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 16 

 

BATTLE  CONTINUANCE 

 

 

Goren was back on the bridge.  The defense marshal looked 

unphased by his losses.  With his fixation still on his 

screens, he did not acknowledge Goren's absence during the 

battle. 

“I thought the enemy would try to take us one by one, 

starting with the stragglers,” said the marshal.  “Fortunately 

they have not, and we have been able to regroup.” 

Goren looked to the screens.  Both fleets had 

reassembled with the Malukans now pressing to catch them 

on the port side. 

“It will take them an hour to arrive, but by then we’ll 

have begun our escape,” Zeto said. 

Goren looked startled. 

Zeto Bul laughed.  “No we’re not about to leave our 

Quantum Drive fleet.  We need them to hold the remaining 

Hymondian, Siltonian and Tilkan sectors.  We must all 

escape to fight another day.  Look to the screens.” 

Goren could barely discern what appeared to be four 

very large craft pushing well into the system.  The ore 

carriers!  Goren's heart raced with the thought of survival.  

They could get the whole fleet out under Warp Drives. 

“We’re already under way, and with the battleclass 

remaining behind the enemy will have to detour widely to 

escape its terror,” said the marshal.  “Our rendezvous 
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should be in about twelve hours with good speed, and the 

fleet holding together.” 

Goren could finally manage a slight smile.  Not his 

entire world had gone.  He avoided the thought that Earth 

was lost. 

The marshal continued.  “Current status is that we have 

lost our two allied marshals plus many of our officers.”  The 

marshal turned to Goren.  “I need you to take command of 

the FSS Cruiser Cloud.” 

Goren did not respond.  He was not a military officer, 

but this was well known to the marshal. 

Zeto Bul watched the screens, taking Goren's silence as 

acknowledgement of the order.  “Their crew has been 

briefed.  All that is required of you is to pass on decisions 

from the Nebulus.” 

 

FSS Cruiser Nebulus 
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“The high-officers were lost in a successful ship defense 

of enemy interceptors.  Repairs have been affected, with a 

sub junior officer in charge.  His command experience is 

only fifty men while there are still over two thousand aboard 

the Cloud.” 

The marshal sighed.  “Other ships are in a similar 

condition, and what officers are left can’t be spared.  It’s a 

good crew, but they need direction, and a central figure of 

command.” 

The marshal kept his eyes fixed on Goren.  “You’re 

being appointed as the defense marshal's adviser, however 

you’ll command.  You’re being granted the full field 

authority to act as the ship's commander. 

“Report to the flight deck in seven minutes, 

Independent.  A fighter is waiting there to escort you to the 

Cloud.” 

 

 

Cruiser Cloud 
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Goren's mind was in a whirl.  He wondered if he could 

command two thousand men.  Ordinarily, he wouldn’t shirk 

from a request to aid and assist.  Goren thought of what 

Anqi would have advised. 

Goren boarded the fighter, and reeled at the full force 

of catapulted take off.  In a second he was outside the ship. 

Finally he could see the complete carnage of the fleet.  

The screen had not shown all.  The Nebulus had five great 

holes gouged into her side.  The armor plate of the hull was 

pock marked and scarred, from hours of battle, and entire 

internal sections had become exposed. 

Looking to the other ships he could see that they fared 

no better.  For some, the absence of light showed they 

simply struggled to maintain power and speed. 

Goren tried to see the enemy that on the mapboard 

seemed so close.  In reality they were so far out of view 

they couldn’t be observed with the naked eye.  All that could 

be seen beyond the fleet were the bright lights of the stars. 

“Your command, sir,” came the pilot’s voice, breaking 

Goren's thoughts. 

Goren looked ahead to see the Cruiser Cloud.  The 

entire bridge and administration sections of the ship were 

missing.  The entries to the flight decks were no more than 

tangled metal, and the side of the ship was covered with 

holes and ruptures.  Great sections of the ship hung almost 

free.  Goren wondered how anyone had survived. 

A series of lights went on from an aft flight deck.  The 

fighter now entered the only operational hanger door.  Still, 

the ship was huge by any standard, and to be operating at 

all must be a credit to its designers and engineers. 
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The fighter berthed.  The canopy detached, and Goren 

stepped down the landing. 

Three troopers saluted, and beckoned that he 

accompany them to the bridge. 

As they made their way to the monorail Goren looked 

back to see that the fighter was not to return.  An empty 

flight return would be a waste. 

Goren looked at the silent troopers who sat opposite 

him in the monorail car, and wondered what they expected. 

Moments later he was escorted to the commander’s 

chair on the bridge.  This was not a bridge that Goren knew 

of.  It was small with makeshift screens and chairs, with 

leads hanging out, and made from spare auxiliary command 

control panels.  It had a full emergency compliment of 

viewscreens hastily erected along the far wall.  The bridge 

now was operating out of an infirmary bay. 

The sub-junior officer greeted Goren with a salute.  

“Independent Goren Torren, sir.  Welcome aboard the 

Cruiser Cloud, a proud ship.” 

Goren saluted, and sat down.  “Thank you, Swaine 

Sturick.  Damage and control report please,” Goren said 

briskly. 

In a snappy reaction the swaine raised a board with 

hand written reports to Goren. 

Goren smiled, hand written! 

He studied the reports for several minutes, and looked 

up to the swaine who was patiently waiting his next order. 

Goren inhaled to the slight smell of smoke. 

Before he could ask the swaine spoke.  “Fire in the 

compressor rooms sir.  It’s under control, but the fumes will 
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take time to clear.  We have all emergency details that can 

be spared sealing damaged air exits to the outside.  For the 

moment most of our fresh air is being pumped into space.  

In about seven minutes this should be rectified, and the 

return stacks back to normal, sir.” 

“Thank you, swaine.  Have the crew and yourself 

proceed about your activities.  You have the ship in better 

than expected shape, and obviously know what to do.” 

The swaine relaxed, smiled and turned to the other 

sub-junior officers.  The bridge resumed a slow hum of 

activity. 

Goren was given copies of the current standing orders 

that the swaine had put into action, and wondered if the 

defense marshal might not have misjudged the young man's 

capabilities. 

The viewscreens were functioning, and showed the 

Expeditionary Force fleet leaving the asteroid belt, and the 

battleclass behind.  Goren had no doubt that the battleclass 

would fight well should the Malukans be foolish enough to 

attack it.  A battleclass could theoretically last years, under 

heavy siege, but who would bother to test it? 

Goren had heard that the Battleclass Tyron had, in the 

confusion with the miners, accepted an enemy craft inside, 

and it had unleashed its atomic missiles in the free bay.  

This was the only way it could be destroyed. 

To add to the remaining battleclass menace, the 

defense marshal had left four fighters, two interceptors, plus 

a gaggle of mining craft that seemed to have grown 

attached to the old ship.  Goren looked ahead. 
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The Hymondian flotilla had collected and reformed into 

a smaller Vikan Torch, and were making a run for the 

approaching ore carriers.  The estimated time of docking 

was now nine hours away. 

The Cloud was a cruiser of some fame being one of the 

original Warp Drives to conquer the Hymondian sector for 

the Federation.  It did not have the sleek hull lines of the 

Nebulus, but showed its age - bristling with small guns and 

cannons.  Its armor plate was thicker, and its superstructure 

stronger.  This was what Goren had been told held the ship 

together, during its inferno. 

Still, Goren listened to the vibrations that ran through 

the structure.  The engines set a slight shudder in the 

super-frame; and an eerie groan could be heard from the 

ventilation system.  Goren watched the crew, who paid no 

attention to the noises. 

Goren's attention now went to the crew.  They were 

different to those aboard the Nebulus.  The bridge crew here 

seemed more spirited.  To Goren they seemed more like 

people who had won the battle, not those who were fleeing 

the victor.  Still, perhaps that was due to being alive.  

Looking around at the condition of the ship Goren wondered 

if in these circumstances this crew was indeed victorious. 

 

Ω 

 

A young female trooper stepped onto the bridge, and 

approached Goren.  She stopped before him. 

“Yes trooper?” Goren asked. 

“High Command, sir,” she said after her salute. 
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“Go on.” 

“I have a view-play, sir.  It was beamed aboard a few 

minutes ago from the FSS Destroyer Aliza.  I understand it’s 

to be played to the whole ship.” 

“Very well, play it for the crew on available disused 

channels.”  Goren knew it had to be from Anqi, and prayed 

that there was not going to be anything embarrassing in the 

clip. 

Within thirty seconds the clip was playing. 

There as expected was Anqi in the center of the screen. 

“Well hello Cloud.  My name is Anqi Storm.  My friends 

and I thought you might be getting bored with the 

extravagant life aboard the Cruiser Cloud so we thought we 

would take you on a tour of the Hymondian Destroyer Aliza 

First Class. 

These are my friends, Dormta and Relene.  We would 

be happy to entertain you any time.” 

The three girls put on a staged wink for the camera, 

and pointed towards it. 

The girls then began to walk down a hallway. 

“Now this is the bridge.” 

There the commander gave a brief wave from the chair 

while the camera panned the small bridge.  It then followed 

the girls back outside, and down the corridor as they 

proudly strode away. 

The next scene started above one of the gunneries at 

the lower hull side of the ship. 

“Here is where we greet the enemy, in a very casual 

way.”  Anqi grinned and jumped down into the gunner's 

seat.  The gunnery screens flashed on.  They showed the 
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underside armor of the destroyer, three hundred and sixty 

degrees. 

Anqi climbed back out, and led the way down the next 

corridor.  They passed three more corridors until the girls 

stopped. 

“This gentlemen, is the ladies showers and change 

rooms.” 

Immediately three male troopers stepped out with one 

of them giving Relene a big hug, and he then walked off. 

Anqi shrugged, and then nodded knowingly at the 

camera.  She bade the camera to follow her. 

There were lots of female troopers in the next few 

scenes as the camera followed Anqi.  Obviously they were in 

the female dormitory. 

The girls stopped.  Anqi opened a door, stepped in, and 

then poked her head back out of the doorway. 

She looked at the camera.  “And this is where I shall be 

thinking of you Independent Goren Torren.” 

Anqi disappeared inside, the door shut, and the view-

play ended. 

Goren squirmed as the crew on the makeshift bridge of 

the Cloud tried to contain their collective smiles quietly...  

but not very successfully thought Goren! 
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Anqi Storm 

 

Yet it was funny in parts, and quickly looking over the 

crew in front of him, Goren could see that it did have the 

effect of lifting spirits. 

Some of the smiles were being converted to suppressed 

laughter.  Well if they wanted to laugh, good. 

Goren stood uneasily.  “Anqi and I first met on 

Sequetus 4, during my investigation of this system.  If you 

think she is lively, she is full of life.” 

The crew was attentive so Goren continued.  “Now, 

what I want is for three volunteers of the Cloud, to produce 
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a good view-play of the conditions of the Cloud.  Are there 

any interested?” 

Immediately, almost all the crew threw their hands into 

the air. 

Goren replied.  “Too much free time!  Well, you three.” 

Goren pointed to three near the communications 

section who had just entered.  “You’re charged to make a 

view-play, on behalf of the ship.  If it’s not better than that 

from the Aliza you’ll have the morale of this ship to deal 

with.  If it’s in the least way serious you’ll have me to deal 

with.  Understood?” 

“Yes sir!” the three answered in chorus. 

“Get going!” Goren said with the warmth of Anqi’s 

humor in his mind.  He felt good. 

The communications officer requested it again quietly.  

“Sir, permission to play the clip again?” 

Goren sat back and nodded. 

An hour passed and the clip was shown twice more, 

each time more enjoyable.  On the internal viewscreen 

Goren could see the Cloud's camera team in corridors, on 

the monorail, and filming the wreckage of the ship.  They 

were showing the difficult conditions aboard the Cloud. 

The communications officer cut in.  “Sir, reports of 

enemy interceptors bearing upon us.  Estimated arrival is 

eight minutes.” 

The overhead map screen showed the approach; ten 

interceptors with fifteen fighters.  The Malukan fleet was still 

well behind, and gave no indication that it was about to 

overtake them.  Yet they could still send out waves of attack 

craft to hinder an escape. 
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The attacking craft were coming in from the starboard 

side.  Goren wondered what their plan was going to be.  

Were the enemy interceptors to slow down the fleet, or 

were they out for a kill? 

It did not take long to find out.  The enemy had singled 

out the last two ships in the rear of the Torch, the FSS 

Destroyer Main, and the FSS Destroyer Aliza. 

The viewscreens from the mapboard showed the enemy 

were not about to enter the Torch, but were only attacking 

these two ships. 

The interceptors were coming in tight.  There were only 

seven Hymondian fighters left to defend against them.  The 

enemy side stepped the fighters, and loosed their first volley 

of rockets at the Main.  None struck home.  They then 

wheeled from the Main, and made for the Aliza. 

Goren could see the guns of the valiant destroyer 

blazing, defending grimly. 

A second wave of enemy interceptors and fighters were 

now upon the Cruiser Cloud.  The remaining defending 

fighters were launched.  The old vessel shook under the fire 

of its own particle cannons.  The screens around them were 

flashing as Goren felt an uneasy rumble roll through the 

ship.  They had taken a minor hit.  Damage indicators 

showed it in an area already closed off. 

Without warning the enemy departed.  All battle now 

raged only about the Aliza. 

“Can our guns have any effect on the enemy out 

there?” Goren asked the swaine hopefully. 

“Minimal sir.  We’re firing, but the distance is so great 

that the any result is more luck than good shooting.” 
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Goren nodded as the last of the enemy interceptors 

exploded harmlessly into the vastness of night space.  He 

breathed a sigh as if to relax, and then noticed a third wave 

of fighters that had kept out of the fight was now closing in 

on the Aliza. 

“Fighters with torpedoes sir!” cried the swaine. 

Goren leant forward staring at the screen not really 

wanting to watch.  Helplessly he saw that the swaine was 

correct, and that there were no defending fighters in the 

immediate vicinity. 

The enemy fighters closed.  The Aliza was gunning for 

her life.  Goren watched as the little enemy craft zigzagged 

with amazing refinement, and style. 

The bridge was silent; all eyes were upon the screen 

watching the Aliza.  There was no sound. 

One fighter was destroyed.  Then two, five, six, but the 

last four were still twisting, and threading their way in. 

The first of the four released its load.  It went straight 

for a few seconds, and exploded in a flash of flame that lit 

the darkness.  That left three.  The next to let go of its load 

also resulted in a blinding flash. 

No one breathed on the bridge of the Cloud. 

The last two fighters were only seconds away from the 

Aliza now.  Her guns were bursting frantically to score a hit 

on the weaving targets.  The enemy had twisted, twirled, 

and spiraled to get in this close, and were closing. 

In a feeling of dread Goren saw their target.  The 

hanger door was still stuck open with no net, most likely 

damaged during the previous battle. 
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Goren blinked.  The enemy was gone.  They couldn’t be 

seen.  It was as if the Aliza had swallowed them.  

Immediately the Aliza started to glow from within, and 

began to tear away from its sides.  Goren was too horror 

struck to say anything.  The bridge of the Cloud watched 

helplessly as the Aliza began to turn into a ball of flaming 

terror. 

Explosions were tearing great pieces out of the hull, 

flinging parts of the superstructure into space.  Flames 

lurched out in every direction with no hope for any of the 

crew's survival.  It would be doubtful that the shell of the 

Aliza would be recognizable when it cooled down. 

Goren's thoughts went to Anqi, and what must be 

happening.  In his mind he envisioned her last torturous 

second.  The agony of the flames and the incineration of her 

body were riveted in his mind. 

Goren steeled himself, as he could see her beautiful 

face in his mind laughing, scolding and encouraging him.  

His mind went to the last moments they had had on the 

Nebulus, the communications they shared between ships, 

and her shining face he had seen onboard the Cloud. 

Goren looked up to see the final death throes of that 

fine destroyer.  Her superstructure buckled, and exploded 

into a billion pieces.  After a few more moments there was 

nothing left, but a faint glow, and the darkness of space. 
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The Aliza explodes 

 

Goren sat stunned, not able to show any emotion; he 

just sat there staring up into the viewscreens not really 

aware of the events happening around him.  There was 

nothing he could say that would bring her back.  All he could 

do was feel numb.  Grief bottled up inside of him like a large 

knot pulling him in.  If only he could reverse time, how he 

could change the events.  Could he have changed events 

had he known?  He thought of nothing, but Anqi. 

The crew was silent.  No one stirred.  No one spoke, as 

they slowly and quietly returned to duty. 

Eventually Goren noticed the double doors to the bridge 

swish open as the young female trooper who had first 

brought the view-play entered.  She stood beside him, and 

without words handed up the recording from the Aliza. 

Goren fleetingly met her gaze, and attempted a smile, 

but couldn’t find any words.  It was as though time was 
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stuck.  His body was no longer under his control, and only 

his mind rolled ever so slowly forward. 

Goren looked at the view-play in his hands, and then 

back to the screen, as though it was all an unbelievable 

dream.  Somehow he might awaken to find his life back to 

normal.  Somehow all this was wrong.  Slowly he looked 

about him.  He was confused as he tried to work out what 

he was really doing in this ship.  Yes, he was here, and he 

was in command of the Cloud. 

He rose, and slowly left instructions with the swaine 

that he would be in his quarters.  The immediate threat had 

gone, and the enemy was well behind them.  The swaine 

would contact him as needed. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 17 

 

BATTLE  SURPRISE 

 

 

Staring at the ceiling from his cot, Goren went through the 

events in his mind, as though somehow he must have 

imagined it.  Perhaps remembering it could change it.  

Perhaps if he slept he would awaken from this awful 

nightmare. 

He reached over to the view-player, and inserted the 

clip.  The lights dimmed as the doors parted above the 

shelves, and a screen pushed out. 

The image came to life.  Anqi's face appeared as she 

introduced herself, and her friends.  She was happy, and a 

free spirit, a young woman who knew how to get something 

out of life.  As Anqi's little charade went on, Goren's eyes 

became moist.  He wanted to purge the pain inside.  He 

retched, and cried. 

As he watched the screen his mind was full of her with 

beautiful thoughts.  He loved Anqi, and his feelings were 

deep.  He played the clip twice, the grief lessening, more 

until the tears ceased.  Finally he found himself laughing 

with her as she said behind her bedroom door.  “And this is 

where I shall be thinking of you Independent Goren Torren.” 

With the view-play off Goren slumbered with pleasant 

memories of Anqi.  His grief had passed. 

 

Ω 
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In two hours Goren woke.  Immediately his eyes darted 

to the ship's timer, and then to the ceiling.  He smiled at the 

good times he and Anqi had shared.  Feeling stronger he 

quickly cast his eyes around the room orienting himself. 

With revitalized resolve he swung on the cot, and 

slipped on his nylop boots.  Standing he looked into the 

mirror, and stretched.  Yes, two thousand men and women 

depended on his alertness, and there was little time.  The 

door opened, and he strode out for the bridge. 

The crew was quiet as they avoided his gaze.  

Immediately Goren spirited a snappy request to the swaine.  

“Status report.  What has happened in my absence?” 

“Very little sir.  The damage details have rectified all 

since the last attack.  The enemy has made some ground on 

us, but we have seen no further attack craft.  We’re two 

hours from our destination.”  The swaine held out the board 

to confirm his report. 

“Thank you Swain.  The verbal report is sufficient for 

now.” 

“Command, sir,” a female trooper called from 

communications. 

“Put them through.”  Goren was in control, and the 

crew was responding.  The tension in the air had lessened. 

The message was received; they were to reduce speed. 

Goren looked at the mapboard images.  The enemy was 

close. 

The crew looked uncertainly to Goren.  Goren gave the 

order to reduce speed as instructed, but also gave the 

instruction to question the order.  The reply from High 
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Command was that the order was correct as stands.  

Reduce more speed. 

None of the crew responded.  Goren gave the order 

again.  Still there was no immediate response. 

Without hesitating Goren stood from his chair, pointed 

to the swaine.  “Swaine Sturick, … ?” 

The swaine hesitated sheepishly.  “No...Sir, it’s only....” 

Goren was certain of his authority, and looked about 

the bridge.  All eyes were fixed on his.  “Crew, there may be 

several reasons for this ploy.  One I can think of is that our 

comrades in the Quantum Drive craft may be losing speed, 

and I for one, am not about to abandon them.  I would 

rather stand and fight than flee and leave my friends 

behind!” 

Goren slowly cast his eyes about the room.  Who was 

with him? 

The head engineer turned to him in a deep strong 

voice.  “Sir!  Speed reducing to match the Nebulus.  Sir!” 

“Thank you, mister.” 

The swaine snapped to attention.  “Sir!  My inattention 

has endangered the ship.  Please accept my apologies, and I 

shall place a report on my action to the Armsman.” 

Goren smiled, the ship was his.  He fixed his eyes on 

the swaine slowly, and directly.  “To date your actions are 

exemplarity.  You’ll place no report on anyone on this bridge 

under my command.  There will be no report, and return to 

your post.  Your apologies are not needed, though thank 

you.” 

A suppressed smile swept over the swaine’s face as he 

returned to his duties.  Morale lifted. 
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Forty-eight minutes to rendezvous, and the enemy was 

closing.  Under current speed they wouldn’t escape without 

battle. 

As though the enemy had read his mind, Goren 

watched the Malukan fleet spend the last of its attack craft.  

Twenty-eight interceptors were speeding their way, 

accompanied by eighty-three fighters.  This was the final 

assault.  The Malukan fleet had formed into its own version 

of a Vikan Torch. 

Goren knew their destination.  The target was not the 

fleet, but rather the ore carriers.  With the carriers gone, 

and the Expeditionary Forces slowing, the Malukans could 

grind them down, destroying them all in the end. 

The enemy interceptors passed outside the defense 

fleet on their way to the carriers.  The rendezvous time was 

seven minutes away.  Goren checked the screens.  The 

enemy fleet was only moments from combat range, and 

their interceptors were afterburning to gain speed on the 

carriers. 

Goren wondered if this was meant to be, their whole 

efforts summed up in a last moment of pitiful battle, a one 

sided slaughter? 

The enemy fighters quickly overtook the defense fleet, 

chasing their comrade’s tails for last minute glory. 

With the enemy before them, and the enemy fleet 

behind, Goren gave a command that might be his last. 

“Crew: this is Independent Goren Torren, your 

commander.  It appears that the enemy is about to buy out 

our return ticket from the Sequetus System.  If we are to 

perish, I wish our cause to be expensive on that enemy.  
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May your aim be straight and true, and may the Galaxy 

record your efforts for what they really are.  Don’t let those 

that want to enslave free people overcome us cheaply.  May 

good fortune, good aim, and good fighting be with you!” 

Goren turned to the communications officer.  “Can you 

play music through the ship?” 

“Yes sir!” snapped the reply. 

“Then play some battle music, very loud and very 

strong.  I don’t want to hear my thoughts.” 

The officer grinned.  “I have been saving this.  It’s from 

Earth, sir.  Wagner....  called, Ride of the Valkyrie, sir.” 

The music began, stirring, loud, powerful, beautiful, 

victorious and from Earth! 

Goren smiled.  “Yes, I know it.  The handmaidens take 

the fallen heroes from the battlefield to Valhalla, their hall of 

heroes.”  He felt the adrenalin flow, the power surge 

through his limbs as the music stirred.  He watched the 

battle begin.  “Let us pray that the Valkyrie are not coming 

for us yet.”  The enemy had closed, and the two fleets were 

now exchanging fire. 

The enemy attack craft were almost upon the carriers. 

Just as Goren began to lament the events beginning to 

pass before his eyes, he felt a stir within the crew.  He saw 

it also.  The music crescendo pitched higher. 

On the screen, it was true, not a dream.  Just as the 

enemy had reached the carriers, but before they had loosed 

their rockets, hundreds of fighters and interceptors began to 

fly out from the carrier holds.  Goren couldn’t believe it.  

There were hundreds, and hundreds of them, now attacking 
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and destroying the enemy with relish.  The music gained 

speed. 

The communications officer spoke above the beat.  

“Orders sir!  We’re to reverse direction, and engage the 

enemy fleet head on, at once.” 

Goren felt himself leave the chair.  “Follow that!” 

The mysterious allied interceptors were now passing 

through the center of the Expeditionary Forces, and bearing 

down on the enemy fleet.  The fighters from the carriers had 

overwhelmed every Malukan interceptor with ease, 

destroying the last of the enemy fighters. 

Goren watched as the mystery interceptors slammed 

into the front of the Malukan Vikan Torch, and then took to 

their flanks, leaving the center to the Expeditionary Forces.  

Goren shook his head at what sector these craft could 

belong to.  He couldn’t recognize any of the two sets of 

different markings on their sides. 

The compuscreen showed eighty-four interceptors 

attacking, with over five hundred rockets, and no enemy 

fighter resistance to oppose them. 

Through swept the allied fighters, whoever they were, 

over three hundred of them with torpedoes.  These 

unknown saviors also avoided the center of the enemy 

Torch, and took to the flanks. 

Within six minutes the enemy had six cruisers ablaze 

along with twenty-seven destroyers.  Within another ten 

minutes the enemy's losses had doubled. 

Goren watched as the enemy all around them was 

caught helplessly in the confusion.  They were dying fast. 
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The battle raged for several more minutes before a 

message was issued from the Nebulus.  All hostilities were 

to cease.  The remaining Malukans were seeking 

unconditional surrender.  Their flagship was gone.  Goren 

relayed the order to ceasefire, and that the Expeditionary 

Forces defense marshal had accepted the surrender of the 

remnants of the enemy fleet. 

Goren looked around.  The crew was as equally 

dumbfounded as he was, and looking to him to provide an 

answer that he did not have. 

Applause began to ring through the ship’s intercom.  

Goren turned it up.  There lay the answer, on the 

viewscreens. 

From the carriers were emerging cruisers and 

destroyers. 

“How many swaine?” Goren asked calmly. 

“Eight cruisers sir...and thirty-five destroyers,” came 

the reply. 

“Source?” queried Goren. 

The swaine pushed some buttons on the console.  He 

was listening on his earphone, and looked up.  “A bulletin is 

coming over now sir.  Celtronia cruisers number four.  

Penetia three, and Kalanon one.  All allies sir.” 

Goren sat there quietly.  He had no emotion.  He was 

not sure what he could feel. 

For the next hour the fleets picked through the 

wreckage as the enemy was boarded, their weapons 

disarmed, and new commanders and sub officers placed 

amongst their ships.  Very shortly their Warp Drive 

capability would be disarmed. 
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Ψ 
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CHAPTER 18 

 

GOING  HOME 

 

 

The communications officer turned to Goren.  It had been 

several hours since the end of the battle.  “The defense 

marshal has requested that you report to Flight Deck 6 of 

the Nebulus, sir.  The order carries no explanation.” 

Goren knew that his time of command had ended.  He 

fare welled the crew, and realized that he would miss them.  

He gave his last order for the swaine to take command until 

another officer relieved him.  Goren wished Swaine Sturick 

well. 

After a quick ride on the monorail Goren found himself 

again in space.  He was able to witness a third of the new 

allied fleet fade into the blackness of space.  As silently as 

they had arrived, they vanished. 

Soon he had disembarked aboard the Nebulus.  

Standing on the deck he heard a woman’s voice called out. 

“Goren Torren,” was the call.  He turned to try to find 

the owner of the voice.  At first he thought of Anqi, but the 

voice was not hers. 

Again it called.  “Are you deaf Torren?” 

Goren swung around, and there was Navia Charlton, 

thirty pacs away, with Arlon by her side. 

Goren's knees did not work.  He was frozen to the spot. 

As Navia ran towards him, Goren found himself 

trembling.  She rushed into his arms, and hugged him 

tightly.  “Life has been so boring without you!” 
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Goren couldn’t believe his good fortune.  Some he 

loved were still alive. 

Navia stepped back, and looked at him while holding 

his hands lightly.  She saw the confused expression he 

wore, like a helpless child, not knowing what to say. 

“Come with us, and we’ll explain how we came to be 

here,” she said softly. 

Arlon smiled at his boss, and greeted him with a hug, 

an informal Jiltanian greeting amongst close friends.  “Sir, 

please go with Miss Navia alone.  I wish to feel out my 

freedom.  Another moment with this wild person will drive 

me to retire my services.”  Arlon laughed at his own private 

joke, and strode off to the Pegasus. 

Goren and Navia were seated in a VIP room off the 

cruiser bar.  The room was small with only a few tables.  

The decor was wood paneling and fine plush furniture.  To 

their rear, was a small bar, and on the walls were large 

framed photographs of Jiltanian seascapes. 

Navia had just finished sipping at her long cold kalo, as 

she continued explaining the events that led up to her, and 

Pegasus entering the Sequetus System. 
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Navia Charlton 

 

Goren was silent as he gazed thoughtfully to her.  His 

mind was oblivious to all but Navia's words.  He felt quiet, 

and at rest.  He did not notice the waiter that served them, 

nor the defense marshal who gazed from the door, to 

ensure his guests were being well attended. 

“No,” said Navia.  “What you saw was Pegasus going 

into Warp Drive.” 

“But I saw the interceptors vanish,” said Goren quietly. 
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Navia nodded in satisfaction.  “That was the cannon of 

Little Betsie firing through the hold door.  That was when 

Kimonu saved my life.” 

Goren slowly shook his head in amazement.  “Why are 

you here now, with us, in the fleet?”  The thoughts of 

Navia's near death were gradually fading. 

“I’ll come to that, but first I’ll tell you about the allies. 

“When we cut the Warp Drives we were well outside the 

heliosphere of the system.  It was out there, that we began 

to pick up the images of other vessels, which turned out to 

be Erin's ore carriers.” 

“Then what happened?” Goren asked impatiently, 

fidgeting with his kalo. 

“After being with Erin for two days, we decided to see if 

we could take the facilities at Dockside.  We approached in 

Pegasus, under Quantum Drive, expecting to find Dockside 

still in the hands of the Malukans.  To our surprise they had 

already surrendered to a Kallonian cruiser.  The cruiser had 

waited until Sequetus 5 - Jupiter, shielded the space station 

from the Malukans before taking it.  When we boarded we 

found the Duke of Kallon formulating some way of getting 

into the battle without being detected. 

“This was when Erin came up with the plan to use the 

ore carriers.  As we were preparing to depart Dockside, 

another fleet arrived outside of the system.  They were the 

allies you saw attack the Malukans.  They then 

rendezvoused with us at Dockside. 

Now we really did have a fleet.” 

Goren shook his head.  “Why were they there in the 

first place?” 
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“That is a little more complicated, and Arlon will be able 

to explain it better than I, but basically, when Jilta was 

attacked it seemed to Lorde Hymondy that the Farsenians 

who attacked Jilta were merely taking the opportunity of a 

sector grab, without any support from the Malukans.  When 

they attacked Jilta, they left their own defenses 

undermanned, and did not expect anyone to do the same to 

them.  Lorde Hymondy merely let the Farsenian’s 

neighboring Lordes have that data.  Subsequently, the Qilto, 

Penec and Pilik Lordes did a three-way sector grab.  As a 

Federation Sector, Farsen now no longer exists. 

“The other neighbor, Lorde Celtronia, did not go in for 

the grab, but allied with the Penetians.  They formed two 

columns, one of which you saw here, and the other that 

went to the aid of Jilta.  Now knowing of the column that left 

here for Jilta before the battle, there can be little doubt of 

the outcome.  The Farsenians are no longer a threat. 

“Once we all mustered outside of the Sequetus Series, 

the only problem was to get into the battle without the 

Malukans knowing.  Fortunately for us the system at 

Dockside is one very large listening post with relay points 

orbiting various planets.  That meant that we could view 

you, but not the other way around. 

“We began our move at the beginning of the battle.  By 

the time we had reached Sequetus 6 it was obvious that you 

were losing.  Thus, by concealing the fleet in the carriers, 

once again, we felt we could hide our intent, but this time 

disguised as your escape.  The Malukans wouldn’t expect 

the Quantum Drive fleet to be abandoned, and so, it was 

natural that their enemy would escape via the same way 
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they had come into the system.  Thus, we had a way to 

bring the new allied fleet within a hair’s breadth of the 

enemy. 

“As you have likely worked out, the slowing of your 

fleet during the escape was only a feint to get the enemy to 

separate its attack craft from its main fleet, and it worked.” 

Goren thought, and still had questions.  “When did the 

defense marshal know of the carriers’ contents?” 

“When we came within range of your ship’s sensors.” 

Goren turned his thoughts to another tack.  He did not 

want to find out if the loss of the Aliza could have been 

avoided. 

Goren forced a smile, relaxing slightly.  “Then why are 

you here, and not on Jilta?” 

Navia laughed.  “I thought I explained that.  It has to 

do with some mysterious document Arlon has from Lorde 

Hymondy.  It must be delivered to you personally.  Arlon 

knows its contents, but is very tight lipped about it.” 

Goren rose from his chair.  “Well then, we better find 

Arlon.” 

 

Ω 

 

Eight minutes later they were aboard Pegasus at Flight 

Deck Four.  Arlon had been patiently waiting for them.  The 

document was still rolled up, lying diagonally across a table. 

On the bridge of Pegasus the five of them sat.  Goren 

was flanked by Zeto Bul and Erin Torb.  Arlon had insisted 

that the marshals be present as they were already privy to 

the document’s contents, and had verified its authenticity. 
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While Goren wondered at the events that had taken 

form around him, Arlon smiled.  “Sir, I believe all will be 

explained in here.”  He handed over the document. 

Carefully it was unrolled.  Navia peered over Goren's 

shoulder: 

 

 

______________________________ 

ROYAL  ORDER 

Hymondian Realm 

562 9/M 

ATTENTION:  INDEPENDENT GOREN TORREN 

The fee of three million Galactic Credits for which you 

were commissioned to find out the why of the Planet Earth 

has been revoked. 

You failed.  The correct WHY was not found.  Your 

mission is however not over.  In the place of your deducted 

fee you’ll now find 3500 Milliard Galactic Credits. 

My Lordes and I have funded this venture.  The WHY 

of the planet Earth is still elusive. 

We plead with you to help us Goren.  We’re unable to 

help ourselves for fear of failing.  Remember that it pains 

me to offer that thing that I once did before.  You may need 

more.  We can’t help. 

Royal Palace 

Jilta PPC 

Examine this message 

SIGNED AND SEALED:vbnD 

Lorde Hymondy for the Free Galactic Federation 

___________________________ 

Goren was confused.  He did not understand the 

contents.  Certainly he knew what it meant on the surface; 

his mission was in force, with enough credits to buy his own 

province. 
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Zeto Bul spoke.  “Goren, I have researched the 

contents of this document.  Under Lorde Hymondy’s name is 

a series of symbols, which have no apparent meaning, but 

when put through the ship's computers we found an account 

linked to them.  For some reason the account does have 

your name on it.  Without those symbols the account 

wouldn’t have been found.” 

Goren looked to Erin. 

Erin spoke softly.  “There are enough credits to own 

systems, even perhaps, to control sectors.  It indicates 

there must have been more than two Lordes, by the 

expressions used.  Also it would indicate that the account 

was set up in your name prior to the invasion of the 

Malukan fleet, otherwise the account data, and amount it 

linked to, wouldn’t appear in any ship’s memory banks.” 

Goren turned to Navia.  “I concur with Erin.  Perhaps 

it’s linked with the meetings of the Lordes of the Council 

before the attack on Jilta.” 

Zeto nodded, and glanced up from the document.  “To 

date, our Lorde Hymondy and several other Lordes may be 

missing, but that is unconfirmed speculation by two 

messenger craft, that have just recently entered this 

system, over the last three hours.” 

Goren turned to Arlon. 

Arlon shrugged his shoulders.  “Perhaps it’s time to 

review salary payments for the staff?” 

Goren looked to all; slowly spoke, choosing his words 

deliberately.  “It appears from the text of the document that 

the future of our Lordes is their concern.  The term Free 

Galactic Federation is new to me.  Also, there seems to be 
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an undercurrent of wanting to say more in the document, 

but for some reason it doesn’t happen.  I suggest that a 

fleet wait here in the Sequetus system for some weeks.  

That will give us some time to find out what is happening on 

Jilta.  We don’t want to send all our victorious fleet home, 

into another trap.  Earth is still the central key to all this and 

we need to establish a cordon of system security around it.” 

All agreed.  In the meantime, Goren would try to 

examine the document in other ways. 

 

Ω 

 

After another week, information came into the system 

that verified that all the Lordes of all allied sectors had 

mysteriously gone missing.  There was also no sign of the 

Boguard on Jilta, and from querying the officers, and the 

enemy prisoners; they also were agog with rumors of 

change within their own royal court.  The only known living 

royal Lorde was the Duke of Kallon, who was still aboard his 

cruiser; the FSS Cruiser Kalanon, in the Sequetus Series.  

Like the others, he could offer no explanation for the 

disappearance of his cousins, and so was not interested in 

returning. 

The fleet remained while more reports filtered through.   

The allied fleets which had left the system earlier had 

penetrated far into the Malukan sector.  They met no 

resistance.  From the scouts, no person could be found who 

had seen Lorde Maluka for eleven standard-years. 

At the end of two weeks, Goren, and the two 

Hymondian marshals, decided that it was time to disperse 
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the fleets; to put order into all sectors.  It was agreed 

however, that the key to unlock the answers was still planet 

Earth. 

Was the battle fought merely to save the inhabitants of 

Earth, or were there now higher stakes?  This now became 

part of Goren's new mission. 

A military alliance had been forged.  It would stay 

intact until answers were found.  The alliance was this band 

of military personnel that had fought to save the Galaxy, 

and they would retain the power within the free sectors until 

a solution was found. 

To control the military the Allied Council of Free Sectors 

was also formed.  Its members were the surviving heads of 

military, with the Duke of Kallon as its Chairman.  

Independent Goren Torren was named Executive Member; 

representing Sequetus. 

While Goren was to search the secrets of Earth, the 

Council of Free Sectors would look for who were the real 

forces that precipitated the Battle for Sequetus 3. 

 

 

Ψ 
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CHAPTER 19 

EPILOGUE 

 

 

The battleclass was permanently stationed a million Ks 

beyond, behind, and in direct line with the Earth’s moon.  It 

rotated the Earth in line with the moon, and would never be 

visually seen by any Earth bound inhabitant. 

Colonel Johnson and Murphy, elected to remain in the 

service of the alliance forces serving with Goren Torren, 

while Adams and Fio left for Jilta. 

The remainder of the Celtron 4 Quantum Drive fleet 

stayed within the Sequetus System, to ward off any possible 

attack from unknown forces.  Repairs to the damaged fleet 

would take years, and contractors were being brought in.  

Consorted Galactic Mining still had employees who survived 

the battle, and they were awarded the contracts around 

Sequetus, as was promised. 

Goren was assigned the rank of Military Chief 

Commander of all alliance forces that were, and would be, in 

the Sequetus System. 

The thirteen Boguard, including Mepat, transferred from 

the Nebulus.  They followed Goren, Navia and the household 

to Earth. 

Moonbase was taken without any resistance, and all its 

civilian staff were permitted to stay.  Those requiring 

detoxification from the effects of drugs were shipped out, 

with five-year farming contracts in the Jiltanian out-world of 

Nalpan. 

The scientists on Mars remained. 
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Fifteen smaller bases on the moon were discovered, 

and its crews surrendered.  A further dozen more bases 

were discovered, on other planets, planetoids and moons, 

scattered throughout the Sequetus Series system.  But upon 

discovering these bases, little additional information was 

found to answer what was truly happening in the Sequetus 

Series system. Not yet. 

Of the one hundred and seventy-eight miners who 

survived, those who did not remain with Consorted Galactic 

Mining, took up service under Goren as agents on Earth or 

other planets. 

Every person who took part in the battle, on either 

side, survivor or not, was given a stipend.  Widows, 

widowers, and orphans of those, who did not survive, from 

both sides, were treated well and equally.  Various funds 

and administrative boards were set up to ensure that people 

did not forget the names of those who fought in the Battle 

for Sequetus 3. 

 

 

Ψ 
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End of BOOK THREE 

 

CHARIOTS OF SEQUETUS  3 

Battle Line Earth 
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PREVIEW BOOK FOUR 

MAGI: The planet of the Gods 
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FIRST CHAPTER 

 

THE  WORLD  OF GOREN  TORREN 

 

 

It had been five years since Goren Torren had initiated the 

defense of Earth, or Sequetus 3 as it was known to the rest 

of the Galaxy. 

After the battle that split the Federation, Goren 

established his home in Beverly Hills, California: a three-

story mansion surrounded by three acres of garden.  The 

household consisted of Navia Charlton, Arlon and the home 

staff, Mepat and the Boguard. 

It was Goren's fortune, bequeathed to him by Lorde 

Hymondy III, and other unknown Lordes of the Federation, 

that enabled him to search for the solutions to the enigmatic 

planet Earth.  The fortune was so vast that it could buy 

planets in the Federation.  However, the fortune, like his 

mission, was a riddle, and came with an undecipherable 

document. 

Goren Torren was an independent, whose mission had 

been partly to find why Earth had been so important in the 

eyes of the Federation Lordes; important enough to be 

destroyed. 

In the Battle for Sequetus 3, over half a million 

Federation lives were lost.  With those lives, went the 

destruction of massive Imperial Federation galactic cruisers 

and destroyers, sent to destroy or defend Earth. 

Why was Earth so important?  That was Goren's 

mission.  He had almost stumbled across the answer five 
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years earlier, but since the battle any further solutions had 

eluded him.  He had thought that the Malukans had been 

using Earth as a laboratory, to develop Warp Drives.  They 

had, and had manufactured ships to take the known Galaxy, 

but they needed to destroy Earth, their laboratory; thus the 

Battle for Sequetus 3. 

After the battle, the Lordes who defended Earth 

vanished from their home planets without a trace.  The 

exception was the Duke of Kalanon, who attended the 

battle, but who refused to return to his sector.  He stationed 

himself cautiously on Moonbase. 

 

Ω 

 

December the fifteenth 1995.  Goren had just 

completed his annual Christmas address to the employees 

of Aeroitek Consolidated International, ACI; his corporate 

vehicle on Earth, legitimizing his Earth operations. 

To date, Goren and his household had kept their off-

planet11 identity secret.  Earth's inhabitants were still 

convinced of their solitude in space.  The Malukan agents 

who used to so freely walk the planet did not respond to 

recalls from Moonbase.  Mostly, they were never found, as 

they were roaming wild, or at best, when found they were 

dead. 

                                                           
11 DEFINITION: Off Planet: A vernacular saying from the planet Jilta.  It 

means off from the planet, away from the planet, or not on the planet.  Source 

unknown.  Ref: Searfinders Index, p.  1289. 
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Though it was obvious that the governments of Earth 

witnessed something during the time of the battle, agents 

on Earth were quick to point out that the skyward flashing 

lights were nothing, but ionizing of excessive solar flare 

activity up in the asteroids.  No, it was not a battle in space, 

as some irresponsible scientists had suggested. 

Aeroitek was a necessary subterfuge to give Goren 

access to the wealthy moguls who controlled the planet.  

Out in the Galaxy, Goren was possibly the wealthiest person 

alive.  On Earth he had no direct contact with the 

Federation.  His wealth could only be transferred onto the 

planet at a slow rate. 

Aeroitek began with very few resources, but with 

knowledge of a superior galactic technology it was able to 

trade with think tanks around the planet.  Some of that off-

world knowledge was now finding its way down to Earth.  

Aeroitek initially provided technology, and accepted royalties 

from it, but it was not long before the corporation had taken 

over many of its earlier clients. 

Once in control of small manufacturing firms, Aeroitek, 

via dummy corporations, was able to raid shares of some of 

its less profitable larger clients.  With the technology of the 

Federation behind him, Goren's corporation was soon 

controlling billions of dollars of trade. 

Goren looked out from his office on the seventy-ninth 

floor of the Aeroitek Building.  He scanned the horizon and 

the expansive view over the city, and ocean below.  He 

sighed with disappointment as another calendar year had 

ended without a hint of the why of the planet.  Certainly 

there was a lot more information, and several times they 
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thought they might have had a breakthrough, but really, 

they still did not have the answers. 

The Allied Council of Free Sectors of the old Federation 

was pushing him to wind up, and give up his search.  They 

were now stating there was nothing to find on Earth or 

anywhere else. 

He looked up to see a tall man standing in the open 

doorway.  “Lee, see you in mid-January.  Have a good 

Christmas,” Goren said. 

“Thank you, sir.  It has been a good year.  See you 

upon your return.” 

Goren watched him depart.  Lee Owen was a Vice 

President of ACI, in charge of ACI America. 

Like Goren's other Vice Presidents in Europe, Asia, 

Russia and Australia, Lee had no idea of his employer's 

background.  Lee had semi-retired two years ago at the age 

of fifty-eight, from MacDonald Douglas, and was swept up 

into the mercurial rise of Aeroitek Consolidated 

International.  Lee had never been a top executive at 

Douglas, and was surprised at the salary package offered to 

secure him.  He accepted the senior role in ACI 

management and within a year was appointed as a Vice 

President. 

Apart from the day to day running of the continental 

operations, the Vice Presidents were to look after all the 

media coverage of ACI.  As Chairman, Goren deplored the 

media, especially personal publicity. 

Standing by the two flags that hung at his desk Goren 

looked down over the choppy blue water beyond the city.  
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Earth was beautiful, but in such a hurry, and so far from his 

other beloved water planet, Jilta. 

Jilta was steeped in its historical past of academias12, 

and the administration of the Hymondian Sector.  It was a 

beautiful planet, of wonderfully old cultures, and vibrant 

people. 

Goren looked to the American flag on his right. 

Yet, five years on, his time on Earth had not been 

wasted.  As well as gaining galactic technology, the shock of 

the Battle for Sequetus 3 was still raw in those who were 

high in government circles.  They knew.  One American 

president had stood before the United Nations, and 

suggested uniting mankind in the face of outside 

intervention.  Then, the Iron Curtain fell, the Cold War 

finished, and the risk of planetary nuclear obliteration 

subsided.  Not all of Goren’s time had been wasted. 

With his reverie ended, Goren returned to his desk, put 

on his suit coat, and began to walk to the executive 

elevator.  The offices were now empty.  He took one last 

look as the elevator doors closed, and he was speeding 

down to the ground level. 

Goren walked over the granite floor, and fare welled 

Harry, one of the security guards.  As the doors closed 

automatically behind him, Goren stepped down to the 

awaiting open limousine.  Goren sank deep into the car’s 

rich leather interior.  His chauffeur slipped in behind the 

wheel. 

                                                           
12 DEFINITION: ACADEMIA: (Plural – academias) The institutions of the 

highest places of learning in the Federation.  Source, Standard Galactic: 

named after the gardener Academos who used to tend the gods in making their 

gardens a paradise.  Searfinders Index pp.  178-187. 
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“Good evening, Mr. Torren, sir.” 

“Evening Barlock,” said Goren as the front passenger 

closed the other door.  “Evening, Fernil.” 

Both Barlock and Fernil were Boguard.  Their purpose 

was to protect Goren on Earth. 

Beneath the civilian clothes were the trained protectors 

of Lorde Hymondy III.  The origin of Boguard was unknown 

to Goren.  Of the multitude of Boguard that had once 

protected Lorde Hymondy, only these thirteen on Earth were 

understood to have survived the Federation upheaval five 

years prior.  For these thirteen Boguard, the survival of 

Goren Torren was more important than their life. 

Goren looked down, and flicked on the small 

viewscreen in front of his seat.  Navia's face came to view, 

smiling. 

Goren relaxed.  “Did you locate any of Jenny's relatives 

yet?  I understand that two of our agents had traced a 

sister.” 

“Correct, Goren.  Finally we have the address of the 

sister, Marline, outside Melbourne, Australia.” 

“Excellent.  Let our Sydney offices know that we’ll be 

arriving in Australia in a little over thirty-five hours.” 

Goren watched as Navia acknowledged, and the screen 

blanked out.  He sat back, and looked out through the tinted 

windows. 

In a far off voice, he informed Barlock of their 

destination.  Goren watched the world go by, as the 

armored limousine sped along the freeway to the airport. 

His thoughts went to Jenny, the brave Australian they 

had met out in the Gibson Desert, who had given her life 
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defending the Boguard captain, Mepat.  Goren imagined that 

he saw her bright face in the limousine window.  It did not 

seem like six years ago. 

Watching the suburbs slip silently by, Goren wondered 

if anyone would miss half the houses if they vanished.  The 

same little boxes, surrounded by the same little fence and 

garden. 

Goren had promised himself that when Jenny's relatives 

were found, he would do something to ease any pain that 

they would have suffered due to her death.  Possibly it could 

even ease his own.  Too many good people had died, 

following him.  He kind of half laughed when the memory of 

another young female voice ran through his mind.  “Only 

the good feel the pain.”  What was Fio doing back on Jilta 

now, he wondered? 

It began to rain as they pressed on.  Goren remained 

silent, as he looked through the crisscross pattern the rain 

was leaving on the car's windows.  He could barely hear the 

elements buffeting the car.  Goren closed his eyes. 

 

Ω 

 

“So what do we know about our Mr. Goren Torren?” a 

deep voice asked from the rear of the room. 

The lights dimmed, and a large video screen came to 

life.  A large silhouette pointed to the figure on the left of 

the screen, and began a dialogue.  Goren could be seen 

leaving the ACI building, for his limousine. 

“Torren is thirty-eight years old, and lives a reclusive 

life.  He resides in this mansion in Beverly Hills.  His 
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corporate trading vehicle is Aeroitek Consolidated 

International, ACI.  This company began just over twenty 

years ago, making flight computer circuitry for the aviation 

industry.  The company always struggled for small contracts 

with a low turnover.  That changed five years ago, when 

Torren purchased it. 

“Since then ACI has consulted to industry, often buying 

out their less profitable clients.  Two years ago it diversified 

into the production of monorail systems winning many 

contracts in the big cities of Eastern Europe.  In Europe 

alone, it has current contracts exceeding twenty-six billion 

dollars. 

“More recently ACI began to manufacture large 

passenger aircraft.  Six months ago, the organization 

entered the field of satellite refurbishment.  To date, it has 

secured contracts for thirty satellites, and the business 

potential for this ranges into the trillions.  The center for this 

operation is Australia, where launch facilities are being 

prepared.” 

A new slide came on the screen showing the Australian 

head office in Sydney.  The voice continued.  “ACI claim that 

they can refurbish a satellite for only forty-five percent of 

the cost of new construction.  On top of contracts to 

refurbish, ACI has been making successful bids to purchase 

satellites now defunct, and with decaying orbits.  Some 

have already been resold on, as refurbished items at higher 

orbits.” 

“So, what is the problem?” asked a slow voice from the 

rear.  The silhouette continued.  “Up until now, we, as a 

group, have almost undisputed control of the wealthy, as 
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well as the poor.  There is almost no nation who either 

directly or indirectly doesn’t owe us.  Up until now, not one 

credit institution isn’t indebted to us.  Plus we have access 

to the financial history of every adult at our fingertips within 

seconds.” 

“So why do you say until now?” asked another voice 

slowly. 

“Simply that this Torren is different.  He makes no 

effort to get finance.  He no longer invests in public stocks 

or bonds.  It’s impossible to determine his worth.” 

“Surely some estimate is possible.” 

“Not really,” said the front silhouette.  “All his 

corporations are private.  He buys companies when they are 

useless, and a short time later they are profitable.  Added to 

that, we don’t know the extent of the number of companies 

he owns.  Furthermore, of the high technology corporations 

under the ACI umbrella, we know that he owns lucrative 

diamond, gold, and titanium mines in three continents.” 

A new voice coughed from the middle of the audience.  

“Can we transfer his assets without his knowledge?  It has 

been done before.” 

“I’m afraid not,” returned the silhouette.  “As I said, he 

owes nothing, and has no links with any of us.  We can’t 

even trace what he, or his staff, buy at a local store, as 

none of them use the plastic.” 

A man from the rear rose.  “There must be some bank 

or financial institution that he deals with!” 

“There is.”  There was a sigh from the back of the hall, 

while the silhouette continued.  “But he owns the bank, and 
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that is where the real threat begins.”  The audience went 

silent. 

“A little over a year ago ACI bought the failing 

Metropolitan Bank of America outright. 

 

 

Ψ 
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BUY YOUR NEXT BOOK IN THIS AMAZING 

SERIES HERE. 

 

Buy your copy of MAGI: Planet of the Gods here on Amazon.  Just 

click through on the picture of the cover below.  You will go 

straight through to your Amazon store. 

 

 

  

BUY YOUR NEXT BOOK IN THIS AMAZING SERIES HERE.
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Expeditionary Forces document 

<<Return 

Sequetus Briefing Sheet - 067 

Stores inventory from Celtron 4: 

1.  Battleclass: 

Data: 

Battleclass were obsolete well before Federation 

conquest.  Diameter - two hundred and fifty pacs across, 

spherical, never defeated. 

Lines of rocket tubes are at five-degree intervals, 

behind thirty pacs of laminated armor plate. 

Battleclass are like steel fortresses, virtually 

impregnable to atomics and laser, but easily avoided by an 

enemy.  By the time the first three battleclass had been 

constructed they were already an outmoded curiosity, taking 

tugs decades to transport them from one system to another.  

Space battle occurred in a much quicker time scale for them 

to be of use.  When first designed the battleclass were put 

into planetary defense orbits; but unless attacked directly 

they served little purpose. 

2.  CCP Quantum Drive Cruisers: 

Data: 

The CCP cruisers are smaller than their Federation 

counterparts.  Unlike the Federation model they possess no 

proposhield for protection against lasers or particle beams.  

Instead they are heavily armor-plated.  Though slower they 

are very maneuverable.   

Federation cruisers are twice their length, and built in 

gravity-free space.  Confederacy cruisers are planet 

constructed.  With the correct elevating tugs these cruisers 

can be lifted off-planet in compartments, with final assembly 

in orbit.  It’s for this reason that Confederacy cruisers have 

been retained on Celtron 4. 

While Federation cruisers have the support of sixty 

interceptors, the Confederacy versions have room for fifty.  

Like all Confederacy craft they were devoid of Warp Drives, 
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and the Warp Drive Bank refuse to consider the notion of 

fitting Warp Drives to these obsolete craft. 

3.  CCP Quantum Drive Destroyers: 

Data:  Each destroyer has provision for five interceptors 

supported by fifty fighters.  As these destroyers were not 

Warp Drive their ability to flee against a WD opponent craft 

is zero.   

Confederacy destroyers carry dense armor-plating, 

greatly reducing their maneuverability. 

All destroyers have particle cannons and lasers for 

defense and attack.  Against a planet-side city, destroyers 

use rockets with atomics, though microwave beams, aimed 

directly at a single multi story building on a planet can turn 

the building to dust in seconds.  A superrise can have its 

structure disintegrate instantly, leaving the building to free-

fall within its own footprint.  All by overhead microwave 

beam from a destroyer. 

A destroyer could take out a city of two million 

inhabitants, its service facilities, commercial centers, all 

suburbs, and satellites in day. 

4.  General: 

A.  Rockets: 

Data:  In space, rockets are risky from destroyer to 

destroyer.  A gunner can explode a rocket as it departs from 

the opposite destroyer.  Lasers and interceptors are the only 

form of effective attack from ship to ship. 

B.  Interceptors: 

Data:  Interceptors are effective attack craft in space.  

An interceptor carries six rockets, launching away from its 

mother craft.  The key defense against interceptors has 

been lighter short-range fighters that don’t normally carry a 

rocket payload.   

Interceptors wear mild armor; fighters wear none.  

Maneuverability is the fighter’s defense. 

Compiled:  Negino Quail 

Stores Master  

Under Authority: 

Marshal Erin Torb 
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Cruiser Issue Document 
<<Return 

 
Document # 12709 

Issued to:  Basic Troopers 

From:  Defense Marshal Werso Mell 

BASIC SPECIFICATION 001 OF CRUISER CLASS 

A:  To travel from one cruiser end to the other, crew 

ride monorail loops.  There are stations on three levels with 

interconnecting elevators at four stations. 

B:  The bulk of a cruiser’s space is made up of 

proposhield engineering, gravity plates, and the racks and 

launch hangers for the sixty interceptors, and their three 

hundred fighters. 

C:  Up forward are the bridge and administration 

sections.  The flight sections are mid decks below the 

sleeping quarters.  Beneath the flight decks are the 

gravityplates; while at the rear are the Warp Drive Systems.  

The proposhield generators are up forward beneath 

administration. 

D:  Fighters and interceptors are launched, housed, 

serviced and received around the flight decks.  To launch, 

an attack craft has to be catapulted from the decks through 

an exit at the side of the cruiser, which opens only prior to 

departure.  Fighters and interceptors re-enter through 

continually open hanger doors.  These doors are wide, and 

protected by retractable nets. 

The nets keep out most physical intruders.  It’s the 

acron-fields that seal the atmosphere in the ship, within the 

open hanger doors. 

The acron-field is a stream of magnetized electron 

beams sent from below the door to the receivers at the top.  

The electron streams excite the broadmatter in their path 

causing it to heat and change polarity thereby repelling, and 

sealing, the inside atmosphere molecules.  Through that 
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seal can pass large matter.  However, dust and air is 

trapped either side of the field. 

E:  During battle the turnaround time for a fighter to 

reload and re-arm was slightly less than twelve minutes. 

F:  Those fighters unable to return due to damage, 

and adrift in space, are retrieved by remote robot-droids.  

The droids are sent out and attach themselves to targets, 

and then nudge them back into the hanger nets, to be 

rescued by the emergency crews.  The nets can stop a 

fighter in full flight and under such circumstances the 

emergency crew would quickly crane away the net and 

fighter, and a new net would be hastily drawn down into 

place. 

G:  Returning fighters land and are locked into a 

moving assembly line enclosure, re-armed and refueled, 

pilots sometimes replaced.  The craft is then bustled down 

to the launch decks and again catapulted into space.  This 

takes a twelve-minute turnaround. 

H:  Interceptors are treated similarly but take longer 

to refuel and reload. 

I:  Fighters are eleven pacs long, and take a 

maximum of two crewmen.  Interceptors vary, but on this 

ship are thirty-eight pacs long with a maximum crew of five. 

Interceptor armaments consist of stationary cannons 

and three gun turrets, while carrying up to six J-Class 

rockets. 

Fighters can, if stripped down, carry a single rocket.  

More often they might carry a non-propelled, and lighter, 

torpedo. 

Interceptors can range a great distance from their 

mother craft; fighters cannot. 

J:  The concept of the destroyer and the cruiser is 

the same.  The difference is scale, brought about by the 

introduction of the proposhield in the cruiser. 

The development of the proposhield can be mirrored 

with the Warp Drive System and works on the same 

Broadmatter Theory Principle.  Like Warp Drives, the 

proposhield is a time generated phenomena, but operates 

only around the front hull of the ship. 
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Just in front of the ship's proposhield bow the 

universe is warping time.  Canon and laser fire disappear 

into the shield, never to remerge to harm the ship.  Rockets 

are too massive to be absorbed into the future and past; too 

firmly entrenched in now. 

There is no polarizing effect of the shield, with only a 

few microns of space affected.  Without polarizing the hull of 

the ship, the power taken to drive the proposhield and keep 

it locked into another time is massive.  The power to do this 

is taken from the broadmatter itself – see Broadmatter 

Theory Addendum.  Note that if the ship was polarized the 

flight deck couldn’t operate. 

Massive recount coils surge power to the shields.  

They draw the power from broadmatter.  The coils need to 

be three hundred pacs in diameter to be effective.  It’s this 

that dictates the size of a cruiser.  The recount coils along 

with the proposhield are leased or bought from the 

Federation Warp Drive Bank, with the same stringent 

agreements as for Warp Drives leases. 

For more information, read 

BASIC SPECIFICATION 002 -007 OF CRUISER CLASS, 

available from all storemasters in your shift hours. 
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GLOSSARY, DEFINITIONS, HISTORICAL NOTES 

AND BACKGROUND DATA 

Editorial note:  When the term Terrestrial appears beside a 

word or term, or historical note, this indicates it’s a 

terrestrial word from Sequetus 3 – Earth – and the definition 

is a terrestrial definition, or historical note.  It’s not a 

fictional term or definition. 

 

 BACK MATTER  

CONTENTS 

 

1.  Glossary 

2.  Working Notes 

3.  Credits 

4.  Illustrations 

5.  Other Books in the Sequetus Series 

6.  Back Cover 
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GLOSSARY 

 

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 

making their gardens a paradise.  ◄Return 

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 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.  

◄Return 

Adams, Lieutenant:  United States Air Force - NASA astronaut 

turned Interceptor crew.  Survived the Battle of Sequetus 3.  

Born in Ohio, went to Caltech.  ◄Return 

Aeroitek Corporation International:  ACI – The corporation on 

Earth used by Goren Torren to legitimize his operation being 

there.  ◄Return 

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. 

Agent:  1.  Two levels below independent.  Starting at the top is:  

Independent, Junior Independent, Agent, Agent Junior Grade.  2.  

Malukan agents are on Sequetus 3.  They report to Moonbase and 

through the manipulations of world leaders are able to control the 

destiny of a planet.  3.  Agent and Agent Junior Grade are often 

referred to by the same title – Agent. 

Algon Sea:  The nearest sea to Jilta PPC, measuring 765 Ks 

across at the widest point.  ◄Return 
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Aliza, FSS Destroyer:  Jiltanian destroyer in the defense of 

Sequetus 3.  A Quantum Drive CCP ship that was resurrected 

from Celtron 4.  Lost in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  ◄Return 

Allied Council of Free Sectors:  The name given to the first 

authority controlling the new Federation Alliance.  It was made up 

of the remnants of the Federation after the Battle of Sequetus 3, 

and consisted of the military heads of all the known sectors, 

including Farsen, which was restored.  It was the forerunner to 

The New Federation. 

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 atomic war 

between three sides.  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 the Allied Council of Jilta.  

This shouldn’t have happened and for several years after the 

Battle of Sequetus 3, Torren traveled to Jilta trying to stop the 

wars and the fighting.  He was unsuccessful, and it continued to 

the almost total destruction of the former prosperous cities of 

Jilta.  As the other planets became embroiled in similar wars 

Torren found he was just as ineffective, so he concentrated his 

efforts on Earth, and hoped that when he found who was behind 

what was happening on Earth, it would lead to the same solution 

for the rest of the Santonia Galaxy. 

Allied Imperial Federation:  The full term for Federation 

Alliance.  Allied Imperial Federation Forces.  AIF, or AIFF all mean 

the same thing. 

Alphasee:  Purely a predetermined point in space.  No stars or 

planets or docking stations nearby, just a docking position to 

rendezvous with other craft between Jilta and Earth.  ◄Return 

Alson:  1. A suburb in Jilta P.C.  2.  Alson, Academia, most 

prestigious tertiary Academia in all of Jilta.  It supplies most 

degree doctorate courses and has forty five thousand students 
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enrolled per year including full time, part time and by 

correspondence. 

Anqi Storm:  1.  Malukan female trooper and former resident of 

Sleebo.  2.  Important woman in saving Sequetus 3.  From 

parents Nobus and Reqel Mas of Taronga PPC.  Educated in 

biophysics in Anst Academia at Taronga, joined the Malukan 

Guards shortly after graduation.  ◄Return 

Aquel:  A local length measure of stride from the planet Aqeliam. 

Arenic Alps, Jilta:  On the continent of Algorico, the Alps run 

through the center and are on the opposite side of the planet to 

Jilta PC. 

Arlon Doctrains:  Head of household staff of Residence of Jilta.  

Employer Goren Torren.  Has a degree in Business Management 

from Academia Alson, Jilta.  He moved with Goren Torren to 

Earth, and survived the Battle of Sequetus 3.  On Earth he 

headed the Home of Goren Torren.  ◄Return 

Armsman:  Federation for Master at Arms, MAA.  His prime 

purpose is to keep order on a ship.  ◄Return 

Automatic beam:  Simply means that weapons lock on target 

automatically and fire by computer programs.  The advantage is 

that they are not only accurate, but will continue well after the 

crew manning them is dead.  ◄Return 

Bank:  See The Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank.  Home 

planet Palbo. 

Barlock:  Boguard, one of the 12 to go with Goren Torren to 

Sequetus 3, driver of Goren’s limousine at ACI on Earth. 

Battle Bar:  1.  The saloon aboard a cruiser or destroyer, where 

alcohol is served.  2.  The name of the flight bar on the FSS 

Nebulus. 

Battleclass:  Early military vessel from the Confederacy era.  

They were effectively made obsolete with the introduction of 

Warp Drives.  Their major deficiency was that it couldn’t move 

from one system to another.  In their defense they were effective 

in defense around a system and were designed to be 

impregnable, but their immobility made them ineffective once 

Warp Drives came into existence.  Battleclass have about three to 
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four times the complement of a cruiser.  These ships were too 

large to be governed by Warp Drive engines.  While the 

technology within the Warp Drive engines is secret, it’s believed 

that there is a limit to the size of mass that a WD can effectively 

cover.  ◄Return 

Battleclass Realm:  The battleclass in the Sequetus Series 

remaining after the Battle of Sequetus 3. 

Battle of Sequetus 3.  The:  The Battle of Sequetus 3 is the 

official title for the battle between the Hymondian and Malukan 

forces in the Sequetus Series in 1990 local time. 

Battlemaster:  The Malukan equivalent of a marshal and 

commander of a fleet or armada. 

Battleroom:  A temporary make shift war room, CIC – Combat 

Information Center – inside the palace.  It was 50 by 80 pacs, 

with seventy staff, troopers or Boguard. 

Batton, FSS Destroyer:  The second destroyer in Sequetus 

arrived BS 30. 

Betsie:  Famous Jiltanian battle cruiser of the CCP.  

Decommissioned on Celtron 4. 

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 unknown.  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.  ◄Return 

Broadmatter Theory:  Broadmatter is that matter that is so 

small that current instruments can’t read it, but 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 
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would collectively condense.  See Broadmatter theory Addendum 

at the end of Book Seven for more details. 

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.  ◄Return 

Captain of the Yard:  At the Yard, Celtron 4, the Captain of the 

Yard is the senior officer.  See Yard.  ◄Return 

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, the term 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 slang word hive is used 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. 

Carriers, Ore Carriers:  Unarmed ships used to transport mining 

produce or spoil.  While they are big they have a very small crew. 

Cast-outs:  The term given to those who are cast out into space, 

unsuited.  An illegal act 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.  ◄Return 

Celtron Centrum:  The largest township on Celtron 4. 

Celtron 4:  Military storage planet in the Hymondian sector.  

Population 2 million.  Low water, little minerals.  The planet has 

six moons and both Celtron 4 and its moons are used as storage 
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yards for space ships that are now ineffective, can withstand 

gravity, and can be cannibalized for parts.  ◄Return 

Charlton, Navia:  Social anthropologist from Academia Alson; 

companion and associate in Sequetus 3 to Independent Goren 

Torren.  Torren and Charlton 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.  At 

the end of the Battle of Sequetus 3 Navia moved to Sequetus. 

Class A rocket:  Non-explosive rocket.  No warhead. 

Class B rocket:  A non-atomic warhead, but explosive.  ◄Return 

Class C rocket:  A non-atomic warhead, but packed with 

liquefied explosive gel.  Designed to explode and send the 

burning gel to other areas and set those other areas alight. 

Class D rocket:   The warhead is packed with explosive shells, so 

that when the warhead explodes it sends armor piercing 

unexploded shells through armor plate and they in turn explode 

on the other side of armor plate. 

Class J rocket:  J is the Juggernaut series, containing atomics of 

various subclasses. 

Cloud, FSS Cruiser:  A 150 year old defending Hymondian 

cruiser for Jilta, with 40 interceptors and 2,880 crew.  It was 

resurrected from Celtron 4, had Quantum Drives, survived the 

Battle of Sequetus 3. 

Cold Hype:  Death that results from exposure to subzero 

temperatures in space, freezing of the limbs and body. 

Colonel Johnson:  USA citizen with NASA who joined the 

Hymondian defense forces defending Sequetus 3.  He survived 

the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Has the large Johnson Crater named 

after him on Mars. 

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 be the largest 

interplanetary corporation in the Federation with 1.7 million staff 

in total. 
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Compubanks:  ® A collective name for viewscreens and 

computers, that plot a craft’s course and synchronize with Warp 

Drives.  Manufactured by Compu Systems Interplanetary Inc. 

Compuboard:  ® Often found in airports, these boards, are an 

instant tally board, displaying showing craft departures and 

arrivals.  In a space fleet they are used to show the tally of battle.  

Manufactured by Compu Systems Interplanetary Inc. 

Compudata:  ® Short for Computer Data or non-intelligent 

computer information, or in slang; a dry-computer – meaning no 

intelligence.  Manufactured by Compu Systems Interplanetary 

Inc. 

Compuscreens:  ® Computer screens manufactured by Compu 

Systems Interplanetary Inc. 

Computers, Intelligent:  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 

servile status, to computers.  Without the intervention of 

neighboring galactic civilizations, and the Medallian Rebellion, this 

social degrading phenomena of humankind would have spread 

throughout the Santonia Galaxy.  It’s 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. 

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. 

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 
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Galaxy.  The Confederacy failed at total unification and was 

succeeded by the Federation. 

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.  ◄Return 

Consul Agent:  The chief and legal representative of an 

intragalactic corporation to a planet.  Similar in status to 

ambassador.  Consul means an official appointed by a 

government to live in a foreign city to protect the government’s 

citizens and interests there.  – from Latin, of consulare – “to take 

counsel.”  ◄Return 

Consorted Galactic Mining:   Founder - Bin Gruff.  Peel, 

Kalanon.  Mostly it was mining titanium on Celtron 4.  It had no 

interests outside the Hymondian sector, and had 2,500 

employees.  Effectively dissolved at the Battle of Sequetus 3.  The 

miners remaining after the battle renamed the company and 

moved its corporate headquarters to Earth. 

Council:  Another term for the Confederated Council of Planets, 

CCP.  2.  Confederacy, CCP, Council, Confederated Council of 

Planets. 

Council of Lordes:  An informal gathering of royals who when 

decided, can make formal decisions as a group, no matter how 

few or where.  The decisions are for that group only, but other 

royalty may join.  Lordes or their royal representatives of their 

respective realms generally attend it.  Mostly only royals or their 

representatives are permitted to know the conclusions of their 

meetings.  ◄Return 

Credit:  1.  The galactic pronunciation of the credit’s dahl.  Its 

subunit’s dihlo, and takes ten dihlos to a dahl, and ten strake to 

make a dihlo, but 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 remained 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. 
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Cruiser:  The largest Federation military strike ship.  It’s half a 

Kinopac long of destructive power.  It houses between forty to 

sixty interceptors with five escort fighters for each interceptor.  

Personnel range around 3,000 per ship.  ◄Return 

Danel Lyll:  Miner from Kalanon, served with Galactic 

Consolidated Mining on Celtron 4.  Died in the Battle of Sequetus 

3, decorated.  Was middle manager at GCM.  Not married, 

parents Jane and Mel Lyll on Kalanon. 

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 its 

deadly sting.  In the myth the darlt wouldn’t stir until stirred.  A 

darlt hive was said to have killed the son of the god of Jilta after 

its hive was brushed 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 till the kill had 

been affected. 

Defense Fleet Destroyers:  This large class off Jiltanian 

destroyer bristles with guns, torpedoes, and single man defense-

sortie-craft. 

Defense Marshal:  The most senior Marshal ranking.  See 

Marshal.  ◄Return 

Defense Sortie Craft (DSC):  Craft likened to suicide capsules 

designed to singularly target an enemy incoming ship.  The single 

crewman may, or may 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 are then 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 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, 
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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. 

Delopacs:  Ten thousand pacs, 10Ks. 

Destroyer:  An IFFCo military ship.  It houses six interceptors 

and six fighters.   

Dispatchers:  Staff – Boguard – who would deliver messages on 

behalf of Hymondy and ensure they are understood by the 

recipients.  ◄Return 

Dockside:  Observation station at the edge of the Sequetus 

Series, set up under the Malukan reign.  ◄Return 

Doctor A.  P.  Minsk:  Soviet scientist in search of 

extraterrestrial life in the 1950s – 1970’s. 

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.  ◄Return 

Economy Drive:  1.  The name given to societies that exist for 

profit principles.  While economy drive is confused with 

democracy, non-democratic societies do follow and can be built 

around economic driven principles.  2.  Where principles of money 

and economics are the senior reasons for existence and decision 

making.  ◄Return 

Electromagnific:  ® Also Electro Magnific.  1.  A trade name for 

a visual entertainment machine package.  Often found in bars and 

sports venues.  2.  Trade name given to electronic holographic 

projection, usually in the form of visual arts and entertainment.  

Manufactured by EM Corp Inc.  Tell, Pilic. 

Electroware:  ® A trade name for spaceware that is heat 

regulated, often worn under Shocksuits.  Founded by A.  L.  

Bronal, industrial magnate based on Jilta. 

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 which has a specific gravity of 1.0. 
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Erin Torb:  A retired Reserve Marshal (Three Star) of the 

Hymondian fleet.  ◄Return 

Estimate, intelligence:  (Terrestrial) From the Free Dictionary – 

1.  “The appraisal, expressed in writing only, of available 

intelligence relating to a specific situation or condition with a view 

to determining the courses of action.”  2.  “The strategic estimate 

of the capabilities, vulnerabilities, and proposed courses of action 

of foreign nations produced at the national level and as a 

composite of….”  ◄Return 

Expeditionary Force:  The title given to the Hymondian defense 

fleet of Sequetus 3.  ◄Return 

Farsen:  A region of space with few planets, but ruled over by 

the Federation. 

FCS:  Federation Civilian Ship.  The title given to a registered 

civilian vessel within the Federation. 

Federation:  1.  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. 

2.  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. 

“The Federation's conquest and expansion across the galaxy was 

as much economical as it was a military venture.  Those royals 

leasing military craft from the WD Bank were able to fund 

conquest and expansion faster and more efficiently than before.  

The current Imperial Galactic Federation boundaries are really the 

mark of who leased and who purchased Warp Drives.  The Bank’s 

Charter Of Proclamation records that it shall not in any way 

violate or interfere with the wants or desires of any military, 

political or commercial group.  The Bank also proclaims not to 

align itself with any military, political or commercial group or 
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activity.  The Bank extends its service to all, regardless race, 

origin or creed.  Our motto is “WE SERVE SO THAT ALL MAY 

WIN.”  ◄Return 

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 doesn’t 

usurp the sovereign power of the royal sectors. 

Federation Sectors:  See attached map.  The eighteen 

Federation Sectors are:  Hymondy, Maluka (Maluku), Pilik, 

Timbor, Penec, Centor, Qilto, Siltonia, Tilk, Patua, Serene, 

Penetia, Kalanon, Celtronia, Kantee.  Farsen did exist until taken 

by neighboring hostile sectors of Qilto, Penec and Pilik.  Each 

sector is made up of provinces. Note that technically, Kalanon and 

Celtronia are Dutchies. 

Fighters:  1.  Fighters are the only real defense craft against 

interceptors.  They are non-atmospheric and short ranged, 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.  Each fighter has a tight assigned squad of four 

personnel.  Fighters further are allocated a general staff of seven 

more crew as backup, (cooks, doctors, administration staff etc) 

on board a carrier, cruiser or destroyer.  Thus each fighter 

represents ten to twelve personnel.  Also see carriers for more 

data.  ◄Return 

Fio Wran:  Hymondian trooper at Sequetus.  Served on the FSS 

Cruiser Nebulus in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Heritage unknown.  

Orphaned to the state, and brought up by foster parents on Jilta.  

Later she became a Jiltanian politician for ten years supporting 

human-rights issues in the New Federation. 

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 details such as finger prints, palm prints, foot prints, 
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iris recognition, facial recognition etc.  People are not always 

aware they have been flashscanned as these are used in docking 

bays, banks, stores, airports, trains, and even highways. 

Fleet Command:  IFFCo tradition is that when there is a fleet, 

the Flagship of the fleet is the most powerful of the fleet ships, 

likely a cruiser.  The fleet commander is in charge of the fleet of 

ships, and the captain of that cruiser where the fleet command is 

set up, is in charge of his own ship.  The fleet commander doesn’t 

run the cruiser, which is his flagship.  The cruiser captain or 

cruiser commander does that. 

Foil, Tibb:  Defense Marshal (Five Stars) of Jilta.  Absolute 

Supreme Commander who during times of attack technically 

outranks Lorde Hymondy in the defense of Jilta.  Educated at 

Warren Military Academy, Jilta.  Son of Violy Tibb and Ranie Surr, 

Jilta PCC.  See Book Two.  ◄Return 

Free bay:  The very center of the battleclass is free of gravity, 

it’s the docking bay for visiting craft.  ◄Return 

Free Galactic Federation:  A name given for the group that 

Lorde Hymondy signed his document on behalf of; authorizing 

Goren Torren, to continue his search for what was going on in 

Sequetus 3 and the known Galaxy. 

FSS:  Federation Service Ship, the title given to each military ship 

in the Federation. 

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 than this galaxy.  There is no other name for it than 

above, then other galaxies were discovered.  Thus you’ll read the 

term Galaxy as capitalized and it means the Milky Way, the 

galaxy that Earth is part of.  ◄Return 

Gangels, Mount:  The tallest mountain in Jilta, 250 Ks due west 

of Jilta PCC.  Height 4,289 pacs, said home to the gods of Jilta. 

Glyd, Tine:  Miner, worked as Deputy Executive Officer of 

Consorted Galactic Mining.  He died in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  

Son of Bora and Melo Glyd of Peel. 
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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…. 

Goldor:  Administrative Member of the Confederated Council of 

Planets. 

Gondal, Croan:  Midshipman, son of Toary and Prilo Gondal of 

Jilta.  ◄Return 

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 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 completed with honors.  He once 

married Navia Charlton.  Other relationships are 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.  n is 

for a male.  So Goren Torren would mean the man who seeks to 

make the heavy rains, or the one who breaks the drought. 

◄Return 

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.  ◄Return 

Groundflight:  ® A vehicle used on a planet’s surface.  

Groundflights can elevate two pacs from the ground.  A 

groundflight seldom carries more than eight persons or the 

equivalent in cargo.  Manufacture by Resilient Industries Inc of 

Jilta.  The Groundflight model was the centerpiece of their 

production.  ◄Return 

Gruff, Bin:  CEO of Consorted Galactic Mining, tier 2 mining 

corporation.  Never married.  Born in the Duchy of Kalanon.  Died 

in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Son of Meg and Bori Gruff, Peel.  The 

Gruff National Park on planet Peel is named in his honor. 

Guard Instructor:  A high field rank in the Boguard, below 

Captain. 
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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.  However, they 

can be found on ships and remote bases during times of low 

conflict.  See also Trooper. 

Halz:  The term to represent something bad.  In ancient Jiltanian 

mythology the son (Aqin) of God Zaltro of the mountains was 

kept captive in an underground prison in Mount Halz by Zaltro’s 

enemy, named Lansider.  Lansider kept Aqin alive for 25 years, 

some said under constant torture, till Zaltro 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 surrender.  

Lansider was never caught but was always there, potentially 

waiting to take what was important.  Therefore there are phrases 

such as hot as Halz, as bad as Halz.  ◄Return 

Hamish, FSS Destroyer:  One of the surviving Jiltanian craft of 

the Battle of Sequetus 3. Compliment of 500. 

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 the brain.  The heat seeker is accurate for 20 

to 30 pacs at 5 degrees.  Settings can be changed.  Standard 

trooper issue. 

High Parade Dress:  Parade dress with campaign bars, medals, 

honors, distinctions knives, and awards worn over Parade Dress 

of a quality shocksuit.  Parade Dress has gold braid for rank on 

top of a standard shocksuit white issue uniform.  ◄Return 

Hippocrene, fountain:  (Terrestrial) 1.  Comes from hippo – 

Greek meaning horse.  2.  The spring in Mount Helicon created by 

Pegasus at the request of Zeus. 

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 following  

additional purchases of neighboring properties. 

Household, the:  The staff, housekeepers, and important items 

of the residence of Independent Goren Torren.   
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Household security:  1.  Traditionally always female.  

Historically, Jilta nobles found that when surrounded by female 

security, the number of assassination attempts was less, and 

almost never successful.  Goren used this tradition within his 

household security staff.  2.  When the head of the household 

staff was not present, the head of household security was in 

charge of all.  3.  The head of household security couldn’t take 

orders from the head of household staff as regards security.  

◄Return 

Household staff:  There is five household staff.  Arlon Doctrains 

(M) is the head of staff.  Kimonu Huro (F) is head of security, with 

a deputy Morion (F).  Farboin Jules (F) is in charge of catering 

and stores.  Her deputy is Kanal Mirs (F).  Woliam Wilrim (M) in 

charge of vehicles and machines and their upkeep. 

Huro, Kimonu:  Head of the Torren household security.  She had 

been at the post for eighty years.  Trained in martial arts (black 

belts in kwakindo, baling and garato), security, communications, 

weapons (swordsmanship, struck fighting, and small projectile 

blasters), and with a degree with honors, in business 

management from Academia Alson.  From the outer world of 

Talon, Jaltan province.  Daughter of Kiwate and Tanate Huro, of 

planet Talan.  ◄Return 

Hymondian Coat of Arms:  The Hymondian Coat of Arms is set 

on a black background, representing space, from where the 

Federation came.  The shield itself background is deep blue, 

signifying the Jiltanian sky.  The cross in the center of the shield 

represents the four ancient religions of Jilta, which the Federation 

respects.  The arrows on the cross represent the outward 

individual growth these religions provide.  In the center of the 

cross is a blazing sun - of the Royal Planet of the Kantee sector 

from which the Federation came. 

The four emblems on the shield are:  1.  The industry of the 

planets of the sector.  2.  The ships of travel and trade.  3.  The 

inhabited planets of the Hymondian realm.  4.  The fields that 

supply the food.  Over these emblems is the banner inscribed:  

UNITED WE ARE.  Below the shield is a scroll, which has 

inscribed:  LEARNING AND KNOWLEDGE GIVES TRUST.  On the 

right side of the shield is a scene depicting the land, and farming 

of all planets.  On the left of the shield is a scene of the rocks 

and, waterfalls, of Jilta, the Royal Planet of the realm. 
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The star on the top represents the individual, and the five points 

of the star are for:  Knowledge, Trustworthiness, Achievement, 

Ambition, and Integrity.  The power surges below the star 

represent Compassion, and Loyalty. These are said to be the 

seven success-characteristics that are taught as a basis for life in 

all Hymondian Sector schools. 

Hymondian Sector:  The sector of which Jilta is the center and 

the Royal Planet.  Each sector is broken into a number of 

provinces (17 in the Hymondian sector), which are in turn broken 

into locats, local regions (often 15 to 20 locats per province).  

They in turn, may be broken down further, depending on size.  In 

each locat in the Hymondian Realm there can be 500 – 5,000 star 

systems or more, with usually one system supporting life per 

locat. 

Hymondy:  A Royal Lorde of the Federation.  With rejuvenation 

he has reigned over Jilta since its conquest.  Lorde Hymondy III 

of Jilta.  ◄Return 

IFFCo:  Intragalactic Federation Fleet Command.  See Federation 

Fleet Command.  Pronounced:  “if-co” 

IFFCo Panel of Investigation:  A disciplinary panel used to 

decide if an action has been committed, for which a military 

officer could be found guilty.  There are four on the panel.  The 

majority decision decides, and if the decision is hung, then there 

is no action. 

Impeel, Cruiser:  Federation cruiser of the Battle of Sequetus 3, 

and subsequently stationed in Sequetus Series. 
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Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank:  The organization of 

the group of persons who 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.  ◄Return 

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, 

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 isn’t mandatory, but they must 

have one year in an alternate defense force prior to acceptance.  

Most sectors have reciprocal exchange programs where 

independent students are permitted off-world training programs.  

◄Return 

Independent, the:  Short for the Independent Goren Torren.  

(Now capitalized as Independent) 

Innate:  (Terrestrial) What is basically inherent within the 

individual. 

Instructor:  A Boguard high field rank.  It’s below Guard 

Instructor, but above Officer.  ◄Return 

Interceptor:  1.  A winged spacecraft that can stay in space or 

enter atmospheres.  It’s the prime attack craft of the Federation.  

It carries atomic warheads on its rockets.  Manufactured by 

various corporations, and 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.  Some were wide-bodied, some 

narrower.  Some had more or fewer rockets.  The variance 

depended on the gravity and the expected atmosphere the craft 

was to encounter.  ◄Return 

Interceptor bays:  The area where interceptors land aboard 

carriers, cruisers and destroyers. 
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Internship viewers:  On most Federation vessels there are 

viewers, which those studying military training on board use to 

communicate with other ships.  2.  Interestingly, military vessels 

were also a place of learning when not in battle, so, in the 

internship rooms there were racks of communication viewers for 

between fleet communications. 

3.  A trooper might be a year away from home aboard a cruiser.  

To escape the confinement he was encouraged to study.  He did 

this on internship viewers.  He may study his assigned posting.  

He may study something totally different.  There were courses on 

munitions, cooking, writing, battle tactics, chemistry, music 

composition and a thousand more.  4.  A teaching aide.  ◄Return 

Intervention:  1. The predetermined date and time when a 

planet finds out it officially is part of a larger group of planets.  

The time and date for intervention is determined at the beginning 

of a planet’s culture.  The Planetary Intervention Board (PIB), 

which is a subcommittee of the Department of Worlds’ Cultural 

Affairs (DeWCA – pronounced dewca) – consist of academic 

scholars, military representatives, and Federation officials from 

the Kantee Sector.  They decide the time frame and program 

under which such intervention takes place.  2.  Intervention is a 

preset program that occurs over many hundreds or even 

thousands of years, as a planet culturally is nurtured along its 

path to maturity.  3.  Intervention is like the coming of age for an 

entire species of humanoid. 

Intervention Day:  The official specific day when a subject 

planet gets notified that it’s not alone  

Jenny Wanten:  Resident terrestrial anthropologist of Western 

Australia.  Instrumental in assisting Independent Goren Torren in 

his estimate of Earth.  Graduated University of Western Australia 

1985.  ◄Return 

J Class rockets:  There are many classes of rockets, J stands for 

Juggernaut.  They have an atomic warhead.  ◄Return 

Jilta:  (pronounced Yilta in English) Is the Royal Planet in the 

Hymondian sector.   

It’s the center of the sector and the residence of Lorde Hymondy 

III.  Population half a billion.  Jilta is a water planet with half its 
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surface saturated; 11 continents, frozen Polar Regions, some 

deserts. 

Before the Hymondian Realm Jilta was a prominent hub planet of 

a small province of the CCP.  ◄Return 

Jilta P.C.:  P.C.  stands for Planet Center and is the capital city of 

the planet.  Population 1.2 Million. 

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. 

Population 210,000 (Note; to pronounce Jilta it’s 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.  ◄Return 

Johnson, Abraham:  Colonel of USAF, NASA, of the manned 

space probe to Mars, survivor of the Battle of Sequetus 3.  

◄Return 

Ks, K:  Kinopac, a thousand pacs, over a kilometer long.  Also 

used to mean kinopacs per hour. 

Kalanon:  Reluctant ally of Jilta.  Kalanon is the Duchy of 

Kalanon, a relatively small sector.  Its royal is the Duke of Kallon.  

At the end of the Battle of Sequetus 3 he arrives in Sequetus to 

support Hymondy.  ◄Return 

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.  The soil conditions governs 

the taste and aroma.  Also, the ratio of ‘bean” to root ratio makes 

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, added to with 

sweetener, mixed with alcohol.  It can be put in 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’s said on Jilta 

that a drink of kalo a day leads to good health and long life.  

◄Return 
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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. 

Kimonu Huro:  See Huro, Kimonu.  ◄Return 

Kinopac:  1.  It’s exactly 1030.91 Meters.  It’s a length of 

measure of a thousand pacs.  2.  A thousand pacs.  Kinopacs is 

abbreviated to Ks.  3.  K, slang meaning kinopac or kinopac per 

hour.  ◄Return 

Kintecs Province:  A former industrial and technological planet 

famous for its intelligent computers before the Medallian 

Rebellion.  It’s now in the Hymondian Sector. 

Leader:  Boguard field rank below Officer and above Boguard.  

See Boguard rank. 

Letone:  A Guard Instructor of the Boguard, Commander of the 

Boguard.  He was assigned to Lorde Hymondy III of Jilta.  He was 

born on Yaltipia, date unknown. ◄Return 

Lieutenant Adams:  USA citizen, of NASA, who fought with the 

Hymondian Expeditionary Forces to defend Earth.  See Adams.  

He married Fio, and they resettled in Jilta for many years.  They 

both returned to Sequetus 3 upon the request of Torren and 

Johnson. 

Life suit:  A pressurized, helmeted space suit.  Also lifesuit.  The 

suit can be worn in space with no atmospheres, toxic 

atmospheres and even in 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. 

Little Betsie:  A Rangercraft Type III, owned by Independent 

Goren Torren. It’s quantum driven, has berthing for four, has top 

speed on Earth at 10,000 K, and in space 60,000 K. 

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 
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years or more.  Short life is less those 250 standard years.  3.  

See Genesis for a list of prior long-lifers of Sequetus 3. 

Lyl, Jim:  Storekeeper on Celtron 4, volunteered to fight at 

Sequetus 3.  Had a statue erected in his home town of Calcam, 

for his honor and bravery.  Statue was of Jim Lyl, and Danel 

Hardy, who also served alongside of Lyl. 

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.  magnaplating. 

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.  ◄Return 

Magnorail:  A system of rail transport, using two magnetic rails, 

powered electrically, that push the car to hover above the rail 

surface, so the vehicle doesn’t have friction with the rails. 

Main, Destroyer:  FSS Main, saw service in Sequetus 3, survived 

the Battle of Sequetus 3. 

Maluka, Lorde:  A Royal Lorde who rules the Malukan sector, 

originally from the Kantee Sector and of the Talaxian race.  He 

has been recorded as having four rejuvenations.  ◄Return 

Maluka, also Maluku:  The main central and Royal Planet of the 

Malukan Sector.  Famous for its industrial products, and 

engineering skills.  Second largest sector with number of 

productive habituated planets. 

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. 

Marshal:  The senior military rank in IFFCo.  The rank of Marshal 

in order, on downwards is: 

Defense Marshal - five stars, Ranking Marshall - four stars, 

Reserve Marshall – three, Marshal - two and one stars.  ◄Return 
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Melbourne:  (Terrestrial) The capital city of the southeastern 

state of Victoria, Australia.  Population around 5 million. 

Mepat:  Captain of the Boguard stationed at Jilta.  Survivor of the 

Battle of Sequetus 3. Later known as His Excellency High 

Commander of the Boguard.  ◄Return 

Metaphysical:  (Terrestrial) Transcending physical matter or the 

(physical) laws of nature. 

Moonbase:  The Malukan base on the moon, overseeing Earth.  

Moonbase consists of six interconnecting bases on the “dark-side” 

or far side of the moon, interconnecting via sealed underground 

tunnels.  The base is really a series of bases built over three 

thousand years.  The bases are built into the natural irregularities 

of the moon, and are underground, well away from the surface, 

which is subject to meteor damage. 

Murphy, Chris:  USAF, NASA, fought in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  

After the battle he worked for ACI in Australia setting up launch 

operations.  ◄Return 

Nalpan Province:  1.  An Out World, never formally conquered 

by Jilta, and like the other Out Worlds, was in treaty with 

Hymondy.  They received protection and autonomy for his 

support to be in the Hymondian realm.  2.  Nalpan was at war 

with itself for two thousand standard years before Federation.  It 

was never tamed by the CCP.  3.  Capital planet is Talon.  The 

planet has a great diversity of wide-open plains at the equator 

and deep thick forests near its poles.  Tolan PPC is near the North 

Polar region.  ◄Return 

Natural:  (Terrestrial) Editor:  There are 18 separate meanings 

of the word nature in the 1987 Oxford Dictionary.  There appears 

to be an attempt on the internet to redefine the word natural to 

mean to do with the physical universe.  That definition doesn’t 

appear anywhere in our 1987 dictionaries.  The definition for 

natural used in the NEW-EARTH MINI SERIES is:  1.  Belonging to 

a person or thing by nature, innate, inherent, natural to; hence ~ 

ly (established by nature). 

Nature:  (Terrestrial) Oxford Dictionary (1987):  1.  Thing’s 

essential qualities.  Comes from Old English, from Old French, 

from Latin, nat – born.  So, a natural ability could be that which 

you’re born with.  (Note:  This is the definition used in this story 
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which was first drafted 1989 – 92.  The new definitions of nature 

tignore the fact that life is what you’re born with.  A study of 

nature isn’t a study of the physical universe.  One won’t learn 

about nature studying a brick, for example.) 

Navia Charlton:  Resident of Jilta, occupation was lecturer of 

anthropology at the Academia Alson.  Also see Charlton.  

◄Return 

Nebulus, FSS Cruiser:  Cruiser with 3,240 personnel, 45 

Interceptors and ancillary fighter craft.  ◄Return 

Neculi, FSS Destroyer:  Hymondian Celtron destroyer class, 

retaining 6 interceptors, and over 432 personnel.  Was destroyed 

by rockets over Celtron 4. 

Nelson:  Boguard Leader. 

Nevaro, FSS Destroyer:  Hymondian Celtron destroyer class.  

Has 7 interceptors, and over 504 personnel.  Destroyed over 

Celtron 4. 

Nilthan, Jaroh:  Jiltanian Captain, survivor of The Battle of 

Sequetus 3.  Involved with IFFCo for one hundred and eighty 

three years; graduated Dora Military College on Jilta.  Parents 

Broa Niltan and Eilene Delton.  Served on Sequetus 3 with 

Independent Torren, captain of Pegasus and other craft.  

Executive of ACI. 

Nykol, Captain:  Federation cruiser captain, saw service in the 

Battle of Sequetus 3. Graduated from the Military Academy of 

Boreal in Jilta.  Served with IFFCo for 75 years before Sequetus. 

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. 

Off planet:  v.  1.  The term used to mean leaving or being away 

from the planet.  2.  Leaving to go into space or another world. 

Offplanet:  Meaning not from the planet one is on, from another 

place, off from this planet.  “Tomorrow I go offplanet on my 

holiday.”  ◄Return 
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Off-worlds:  A term used in the Karo Series, to refer to the 

habitable worlds beyond Orbat and Yaltipia.  ◄Return 

On planet, on-planet, onplanet:  v.  The term used to mean 

going onto the planet from out in space or another world.  “I’m 

going on- planet from the cruiser.” 

Optotronic mines:  1.  A class of mines that when activated by a 

predetermined light or energy frequency, will propel itself to the 

source of that energy, and detonate on impact.  2.  Military mines 

laid out in space, using visual sensors, which then have the mine 

veer to its target.  Relatively obsolete due to the ease of spotting.  

The mines use changing phototronics to arouse the potential 

mine.  It lies dormant until changing optical sources activates the 

photosensitive cells.  When activated, the mines draw on any 

major energy source.  If evasive action is taken by the pursued 

craft, altering direction fast and often, the optotronic mine has 

been known to aim towards an alternative light source.  Often the 

system solus would become the new target. 

Ore-carriers:  Vehicles used in space to transport raw materials, 

small asteroids and space debris.  They are generally slow, large, 

with few crew.  Made by many manufacturers of various types 

and sizes.  See carriers. 

Outspacer:  A term for people out from Earth, not born on Earth. 

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. 

Out Worlds:  1.  Each Out World is a province.  These are the 

eight outer provinces of Jilta:  Nalpan, Telagor, Koreo, Volitan, 

Maguen, Kratis, Belamore, and Iranda.  They are in the outer of 

the realm.  2.  The series of planets in the outer sector of the 

Hymondian realm.  They comprise dry or frozen worlds, but which 

support habitation.  The Federation never beat them in warfare.  

2.  Hymondy set up a political block so the Out Worlds had a 

larger say than was proportionally entitled by their population or 

what they produced.  Hymondy was known for his special 

treatment of the Out Worlds.  3.  The Out Worlds were 

traditionally very loyal to Hymondy. 
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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. 

Pagan:  (Terrestrial) The definition of Pagan used here is the 

original.  That is:  early religions.  The religions before the 

Christian era were together called pagan.  They were the religions 

used – successfully – up to this point by the Romans, Greeks, and 

its various populations.  Pagan means early or earlier religions.  

There is no other nuance.  Gods of the pagan religions included 

Venus, Jupiter, Mars, Neptune and others.  Most western days are 

named after pagan gods, and Christmas Day was celebrated as a 

pre-Christian pagan holiday.  Latin:  Paganus – civilian.  ◄Return 

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%. 

Patua System:  Hostile planet system nearest the Jiltanian 

System. 

Patu, Lorde:  Ruler of Patua. 

Peel:  Royal planet of Kalanon.  Population 18.1 million.  ◄Return 

Pegasus:  A Tollycraft owned by Independent Goren Torren.  

One hundred pacs across, has three main levels, can hold two 

other craft, was warp drive run.  ◄Return 

Planet Group Hysteria:  1.  This is when a race of individuals 

comes under a singular group mind when the group is about to be 

destroyed, and the only thing left to do to preserve the race is to 

destroy everyone and everything.  It’s a phenomenon that has 

been experienced when intervention is late.  2.  PGH happens 

after when a planet is able to spread the alarm of intervention 

through transmitted media faster than Intervention Forces can 

calm the populace. 

Planet Military Guard:  See PMG below. 

PMG:  Planet Military Guard is the military arm of the Federation 

that deals with on-ground and outpost forces, as distinct to 

IFFCo, which deals solely with the Federation Fleet Command.  
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Off-world transport of troopers and guardsmen still falls under 

IFFCo.  United Liaison is the coordination body between the 

various military Federation commands.  PMG is over the sub 

command of Marine Command (MaCo), which deals in naval 

matters, and PMG Flight, which deals in on-planet air command. 

Polarization:  The molecular state of reverberation direction 

where all molecule oscillate in unison and harmony before Warp 

Drives can carry occupants from the universe. 

Polynylop:  1.  A fabric made from twisted metal thread that 

when intertwined with nylop produces a material that can be used 

to cover spacecraft skins, space suits, boots etc.  It’s extremely 

strong, and rigid and durable depending on the ratio of nylop to 

the metal thread.  Its strength varies depending on the metal 

used.  Polynylop is watertight to over 150 pacs, and airtight in 

space.  2.  Polynylop 0 can be used in space suits.  Polynylop 9 

can be used in wear 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. 

Proposhield:  An electronic shield usually in the front of the ship 

that negates and or deflects laser fire.  It operates differently to 

that of an Acron Shield. 

Psychotronic mines:  The mines go into Warp Drive themselves 

and send out millions of signals in millions of time slots.  If any 

return, a signal is then plotted.  If there are any craft in the same 

time instant as the mine then it’s 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. 

Quadrant, Interceptor:  The interceptor, which Lieutenant 

Adams of NASA served on, during the Battle of Sequetus 3.  A 

highly decorated crew. 

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.  2.  

There are three terrain categories: Terrain Category I is for in 

space.  Terrain Category II is for in atmospheres.  Terrain 

Category III includes use under water.  ◄Return 
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Rapall:  1.  A Federation military tradition.  Two nights before 

battle, there is usually a feast, with toasting, storytelling and 

plenty of speeches.  Alcohol can be part of the tradition.  The 

following night, before battle, alcohol is forbidden.  2.  Rapall is a 

formal two-day Federation tradition before battle.  There is 

feasting, saying good-bye to friends, with the next day being 

involved in total preparation for battle.  3.  Named after the CCP 

Rapall, the cruiser that first introduced the tradition two thousand 

standard years before Federation.  ◄Return 

Rapid gunneries:  Guns that fire over three thousand rounds of 

particle fire from spacecraft per second.  Rapid gunneries work in 

space only, as they are generally inoperable on planets due to 

their excessive heat generation. 

Recount coils:  The coils used in broadmatter theory to bring 

about WDs operations.  They bring a unifying of the different 

physical fields to change time and space. 

Regeneration:  ® 1.  A process that Royals undergo when 

returned to their home in Kantee Sector.  2.  Regeneration is 

complete body rejuvenation.  3.  Regeneration is technology 

administered by the Warp Drive Bank.  Regeneration isn’t 

permitted on non-royalty. 

Residence:  The home residential name for Goren Torren’s home 

on Jilta PPC. It’s many levels, has a large estate, and has been in 

the Torren name for millennium.  ◄Return 

Rim System:  A star system close to the edge of the Galaxy, 

such as Sequetus. 

Royal Independent Status:  The status as appointed by a royal 

to act as an independent officially in an area, often observation 

and report duties only.  ◄Return 

Royals:  A tall humanoid race from the Kantee Sector of the 

Galaxy measuring up to 2.5 pacs tall.  Royals as a race have olive 

complexion, stronger foreheads and cheekbones, and wide 

shoulders.  Usually dark brown to black hair.  They have a 

naturally high IQ.  Prior to the development of W.D.  Royals had 

no expansionist policies.  The word Royals is sometimes 

capitalized – being a race, sometimes not. 
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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.  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’re in as it’s the name of our galaxy – 

Galaxy.  Galaxy and Santonia Galaxy mean the same.  Galaxy is 

terrestrial, and Santonia Galaxy is Federation.  ◄Return 

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 vaguely habitable.  Some Sectors, 

Duchies, may have less than a thousand stars of which only a few 

may have habitable planets.  ◄Return 

Security:  1.  Abbreviation for Fleet Security.  Also FS.  2.  All 

communication between craft during a time of war is put through 

fleet security.  There is no exception. 

Sequetus:  The solar system that contains 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.  ◄Return 

Sequetus 3:  1.  Earth (terrestrial name).  Fully colonized and 

expanding.  It’s 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.  ◄Return 

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 had 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.  ◄Return 
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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 so qualifies 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.  

◄Return 

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’s are designed to absorb blows and distribute 

the load of any physical shock around the body, so 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.  ◄Return 

Shout, my shout:  (Terrestrial) Australian slang for my turn to 

buy, for everyone here.  ◄Return 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  258 | 267 

 

Siltania:  Capital and Royal Planet of the Ranwick System 

Siltonia:  Sector, with Ranwick System as the Capital system and 

Royal Planet Siltania as its administrative planet.  ◄Return 

Sleebo:  Outer planet in the Malukan sector near the central rim.  

A cold planet, much of which is frozen. 

Sodium amatol:  (Terrestrial) A classic psychotropic 

pharmaceutical drug, used by psychiatrists in the 1970's and 

1980's.  Also known as truth serum.  Used in MK Ultra, mind-

control experiments in the 1960’s and 1970’s.   

Solus:  The center of a system, star system source of heat and 

light, sun.  Note:  a solus isn’t simply a star.  A star must have a 

system of classified orbiting natural bodies in order to be classed 

as the system's solus. 

Spec-mine:  A spec mine has no explosive charge.  They are just 

small magnetized particles, the size of a grain of sand, put in the 

region, they then prohibit Warp Drive craft from appearing within 

their field.  They are relatively harmless to traditional quantum 

speed travel craft.  They are magnetic and can be re-collected.  

◄Return 

Sportal, FSS Cruiser:  A Federation Cruiser under Marshal 

Torb’s command; 45 interceptors, and 3,330 crew. 

Stacy, Twi:  A Lieutenant of the Guard on Celtron 4.  Son of 

Hegas Stacy and Maggis Reel, of Celtron 4.   

Standard Galactic (SG):  1.  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.  2.  

Standard Galactic has as its closest terrestrial equivalent type 

language Esperanto.  3.  Standard Galactic evolved over a 

thousand years at the hands of the Federation Language Council 

(a body of linguistic scholars from many sectors, who hold 

positions on the council on rotation.  They were given a mandate; 

to establish the language so that Federation sectors could 

communicate with each other.  Government employment on any 

Federation post demands a Certificate of Standard Galactic IV, as 

the lowest level.  To be an officer in the Federation one must 

have a pass in SG II.  To hold any position in a Fleet requires a 
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minimum of SGIII.  SG I is the highest recognized grade.  Some 

Embassy positions require Standard Galactic I. 

Starion:  An animal for riding, burden and for racing, bred on 

Jilta. They stand two pacs high.  ◄Return 

Storm, Anqi:  A highly revered Malukan garrison trooper on 

Sequetus 4, daughter of Jarn Bulin and Maggri Bulin.  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. Died in the Battle of Sequetus 3. 

Suppressor-plates:  Plates to 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 absorb laser fire. 

Swaine:  A Federation middle to low rank in the imperial forces.  

Comes from early Jiltanian (before Federation) when a young 

Swaine was the assistant to the field battle commander. 

System:  1.  See Sequetus series – (2).  2.  See system, warp 

drives. 3.  The planets, moons, asteroids, meteors, comets, 

particles and whatever else is associated with a star in its space. 

System-alignment ports:  While 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. 

System Security:  The security personnel of a planet, a ship or a 

station. 

System, Warp Drive:  A Warp Drive system is the hardware of 

the drives plus the integration circuitry, as well as the intellectual 
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knowledge of WD making up the full workable Warp Drive 

product. 

Tema:  Administrative Member of the Confederated Council of 

Planets.  From this planet many planets were loosely governed.  

It was an administration rather than a governance. 

The way it is:  1.  Slang:  galactic term meaning that there is 

nothing one can do about it, so don’t waste the effort of trying.  

2.  Mild form of hopelessness or acceptance.  ◄Return 

Throne:  Slang.  The special ornately carved seat for Lorde 

Hymondy, at the end of the Great Hall.  While it’s used for 

meetings, it also has a military terminology, meaning to sink 

down into a battle mode of command.  ◄Return 

Tim, Alco, Commander:  In the Battle of Sequetus 3, he 

commanded the Battleclass Tyron.  Lecturer in Military Defense at 

the Institute for Military Learning of Jilta.  Graduated the same 

institute, with honors 103 years earlier. 

Tiffan, Lerry:  Jiltanian politician from Jilta PCC. A lake is named 

after him in Jilta PCC, though it has been filled and mostly houses 

superrise buildings. 

Tilk:  The administrative planet of the Serene System.  ◄Return 

Tinkly:  Garrison planet run by the Hymondian realm within the 

Malukan sector.  It’s a very dry planet with lakes and vegetation 

toward the poles.  It has a 0.4 standard atmosphere, which is 

breathable.  ◄Return 

Torb, Erin:  Battle tactician of Jilta, rank Three Star Marshall, in 

the Hymondian forces.  Military author, and recognized voluntary 

contributor to Searfinders Military Almanac. 

Torren, Goren:  An Independent, of service to Lorde Hymondy, 

of Jilta, tenth generation descendent to Phil Torell.  Son of Betta 

Gangels and Bil Torren.  See Goren Torren.  For more data read 

the NEW-EARTH SERIES. 

Torren, Bal:  Son of Jal Torren and Jany Swinth of Jilta PCC, 

Married Fi Wilth.  Father of Goren Torren. 

Traditional-form:  The traditional battle-formation of fleet 

versus fleet was cruisers at the center, destroyers on the flanks, 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  261 | 267 

 

with interceptors and fighters placed where needed.  Usually, this 

is a wide, flat approach.  After battles in Sequetus, this was found 

to be an ineffective fleet formation. 

Trans Galactic Ship Corporation:  Based in the Malukan sector, 

the corporation began developing Warp Drives ten years before 

the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Its founder Piro Huw died in a transport 

accident three days before the aforesaid battle. 

Trell:  Administrative Member of the Confederated Council of 

Planets. 

Trolly bus:  On cruisers and destroyers there are electric carts 

called trolley buses.  They carry weapons, parts and so on, but 

can also carry passenger. 

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 guardsmen, and the basic rank of trooper 

and guardsmen is alike.  ◄Return 

Tugs:  The space stations from which elevators work.  Tugs 

support ten elevators each.  ◄Return 

Turrik, Evo, Lieutenant:  Female lead flight lieutenant of the 

Interceptor Quadrant of the Hymondian force at Sequetus 3.  

Professional military career.  Graduated the Hymondian Flight 

Academy with honors.  Seen action three times in separate 

uprisings.  Daughter of Kalon Temul and Jerrif Dale of Jilta PC.  

Survived the Battle of Sequetus 3. 

Tyron Battleclass:  A J Class design, meaning it delivered 

atomics.  See Battleclass. 

Unified Field Theory:  (Terrestrial) Circa 1920's 30's.  

Attributed to Albert Einstein, but a classical unified field theory 

can go back to James Maxwell from 1864.  It can also be known 

as the Theory of Everything, but technically, they are not quite 

the same thing.  Sometimes called Uniform Field Theory.  Einstein 

attempted to unify the theory of relativity with electromagnetism. 

Valkyries, Ride of:  Also known as the Flight of The Valkyries:  

This is most well-known for the opera composed by Wagner, in 

which this story is set.  The story is of the 12 handmaidens 

(Valkyries) who take any heroes slain in battle to the Valhalla, the 
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hall of dead heroes.  This music piece, by the same name by 

Wagner, is used in several movies. 

Vatez:  Captain of Jiltanian Guards.  Later to be a Captain’s 

Second in IFFCo. 

Vatez, Corsio:  Celtron 4 Federation captain, who was 

posthumously knighted after the Battle of Sequetus 3.  No known 

blood parents.  He fought to the death against invaders. 

Vikan Torch:  An obsolete and theoretical battle tactic from 

Kalanon.  The ships of the Vikan Torch would form a six-way 

honeycomb defense formation; thereby each ship protecting the 

others much as is maximally possible.  ◄Return 

Visio:  Slang for visio screens on a craft or office. 

Viton:  Planet under Malukan control. 

Warp Drive:  The faster-than-light speed travel around the 

Federation.  Theoretically possible up to the speed of light 

squared.  See also Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank.  See 

Broadmatter Theory Addendum.  ◄Return 

Warm:  The term given to the state of Warp Drives as they 

become more operational, before commencing faster than light 

speed travel. 

Wanten, Jenny:  See Jenny Wanten 

War Footing Alert 1:  The first stage of war alert.  There are a 

total of three alert footings for war.  Alert 1 means preparing for 

war. ◄Return  

War Footing Alert 2:  The second stage of war alert.  There are 

a total of three alert footings for war.  Alert 2 means a declaration 

of war has been sent.  ◄Return 

War Footing Alert 3:  Active war is being engaged with troops, 

losses etc. 

WD’s:  Warp Drives  ◄Return 

Yard.  The:  The Yard is 145 square kinopacs of land, devoted to 

the setting down and storage of military vessels to be scrapped or 

left as salvage.  It’s outside of Centrum, Celtron 4. 



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

C H A R I O T S  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  263 | 267 

 

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  ◄Return 

Zeto Bull:  Five Star Defense Marshal, in the Hymondian forces.  

Served 158 standard years.  Graduated Quadrain Military 

Academy, with honors, served in three war theatres.  Son of Wan 

Algo and Zila Bull of Jilta.  ◄Return 

Zip Suit:  ® A bulletproof suit, also zipsuit, made in Tilk by Tilk 

Industries.  These are the preferred suits most government 

dignitaries wear.  For 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. 

Zovotinski:  (Terrestrial) A town in Siberian Russia. 
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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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BUY YOUR NEXT BOOK IN THIS AMAZING 

SERIES HERE. 

 

Buy your copy of MAGI: Planet of the Gods here on Amazon.  Just 

click through on the picture of the cover below.  You will go 

straight through to your Amazon store. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00BHF7K96
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NOTES ON ILLUSTRATIONS: 

Writing is a cultural art.  So is drawing and painting.  The artwork 
in this series is from www.dreamstime.com and others. The 

artists, photographers and models who participated in these 
works are very talented. 

DIAGRAMS: 

The author created maps and diagrams to explain some of the 

events in these books.  These works are copyright to the author.  

The author needed these diagrams to refer back to while writing.  
So if he needed them, he expects you may also. 

The author took the philosophy that he had a story to tell, and he 
uses pictures, to aid the story. 

The Glossary is the same.  The author initially constructed the 
glossary so that he could keep track of events, as he recorded the 

world of the Federation.  He has now included the glossary, as it 
evolved further in each book.  So, in this book now, you get the 
glossary, as it had evolved up until this book’s end. 

The characters of the book may seem like real people. The author 
wrote it that way.  They feel, bleed, drink coffee (or kalo) and 

they have emotions.  They have personality.  But in saying this, 
no character in these books is designed around anyone the author 
knows or has read about. 

Thank you for reading the SEQUETUS SERIES books.   

Sincerely yours 

Nick Broadhurst       

◄Return 
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We hope you enjoyed reading Chariots of Sequetus 3, 

the third book in the Sequetus Series.  We trust you found 

the book interesting to read, enjoyable, and maybe you 

learned a little.  The rest of the series expands on what you 

have read and experienced so far.  Goren Torren is to 

attempt to bring about a solution for the dilemma for Earth.  

Intervention has to occur, but when?  Or are those who are 

using Earth for their own purposes likely to win out?  But 

who really is using Earth?  One way you can find out is to 

continue reading.  Thank you for coming with us this far.  

We hope that you have enjoyed reading to date and will 

continue with our future books, and recommend these 

books to your friends too. 
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