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DISCLAIMER 

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the NEW EARTH 

MINISERIES and SAVIOR OF SEQUETUS 3 are works 
of fiction.  Names of individuals and companies used 

in the book, unless historical fact, are pure fiction. 
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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 

file:///C:/Users/Nick/Desktop/SEQ%202018%20Amazon%20New%20Files/SEQ%20BK%202%202019%20Amazon%20Edition.docx%23GLOSSARY
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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, the story is packed with 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 story.  By its nature it is big.  There 

are twenty-three books. Each book deals with a 
specific aspect of the story.  The Sequetus Series is 

broken up into four miniseries: 

THE NEW EARTH MINISERIES 
Books 1-8 

THE TEMPLAR MINISERIES 
Books 9-12  

THE JUGGERNAUT MINISERIES 
Books 13-17 

THE EARTH SYNDROME MINISERIES 

Books 18-23 
 

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

pictures, maps, notes, credits, and so on, to assist 
the reader to have an enjoyable reading experience. 
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Escape from Six Worlds through the time of 86,000 

years in the future to the portal at the then Earth site, 

to back to the present. 

  



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  10 | 309 

 

 

Map showing the relationship of Six Worlds to the 

Federation Realm, Sequetus and the rest of the Galaxy. 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

THE  TIME  GATE 

 

 

Independent Goren Torren studied the 

viewscreens.  As they took on their familiar deep 

purple shimmer, the image of the Mexican 

desert below, disappeared.  Goren rechecked the 

coordinates and then nodded for Captain Nykol 

to proceed. 

The violet static remained for three 

seconds.  Screens flashed an incandescent 

green.  A slow whine reverberated from their 

engine.  Vision began to blur.  Goren blinked, 

trying to focus on the console by his seat.  

Pegasus was wavering, the images becoming 

transparent.  The objects within the craft lost all 

solid form, followed by the whole craft appearing 

less than real.  It became translucent.  Light 

permeated the walls of Pegasus.  A pale misty 

green light in the distance became stronger.  

Pegasus was glowing brightly from outside, and 

within.  The walls lit up with a bright iridescent 

green. 

Just as quickly, the transparency and light 

within the craft faded.  Goren looked at the 
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others on the bridge.  Was that the experience 

of traveling the portal? 

Pegasus was loaded with instruments 

recording every known phenomenon.  They had 

been in this alternate existence for seconds.  

That was enough.  They needed to disengage 

their drives in order to observe momentarily 

what was there, and return the same route they 

had come through. 

Goren punched in the co-ordinates and 

nodded to the captain. 

“Disengaging drives, sir.  We are at the co-

ordinates,” said the captain deliberating over 

each word, not lifting his eyes from the screen. 

The Warp Drives disengaged.  The screen 

began to shimmer, and died to a dullness, which 

soon turned black. 

The familiar blackness of space took over 

the screens.  Goren searched for Earth.  Felice 

felt his anxiety and said, watching the overhead 

screens.  “No Earth, and this space doesn’t 

conform to any astronomical records that we 

have.  We are on the other side.” 

Goren looked at the captain.  “No Earth,” he 

responded.  “However, the element analyzer 

shows the outside universe is the same, but 
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where are we?  There are no recognizable 

reference points.” 

“At least it is our physical universe,” said 

Felice, sighing slowly. 

Mepat nodded agreement. 

Goren sort of agreed.  It was time to get 

back.  Twenty seconds had been plenty of time.  

They needed to leave, before they lost 

polarization within Pegasus.  Rebooting 

polarization would take an additional half hour.  

Their data was needed aboard the Impeel now. 

The Warp Drives did not re-engage. 

They tried again and watched the 

compuscreens roll on with data.  Finally, the 

data on the screen stopped scrolling. 

The captain looked up at Goren and then to 

Felice.  The Boguard remained quiet in the 

background.  The captain said.  “The computer 

confirms it.  We are a relative 0.32 from the 

center of the galaxy, as distinct to Sequetus, 

which lies 0.937 off standard center1, and space 

itself, is now a quarter of a degree warmer.” 

                                                           
1 DEFINITION: Standard center: A relative measure from 

the center of a galaxy. 0.0 is absolute center. 1.0 is the 
absolute outside the rim. The measurement is decided on 
the proportion of mass within the galaxy nominated, not 
distance. Example 0.3 has 0.3 of the mass of the galaxy to 
the center of the orbital position nominated. Searfinders 
index pp. 3421-5 
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“Any systems here?” queried Goren.  They 

were stuck, and in trouble. 

The captain shook his head, keeping an eye 

on the screens.  Space here was brighter than 

the space they had left behind at Sequetus.  He 

was beginning to make some sense of it, “There 

is a red dwarf, about a light-year away....” 

The captain began to adjust the scanners 

and then rose from his seat.  With intense 

interest he walked up close to the screen.  

“Independent, please amplify this image.”  He 

pointed to a blur in the bottom left corner. 

Goren enhanced the magnification and 

squinted at the image.  “Is that the gate?” asked 

the captain. 

“I believe so.  Interesting...  See how these 

objects keep fading in and out of the screen...  

There...  They...  have disappeared 

completely....  Back again now.... 

What do you think?” asked Felice. 

Goren stared at the six round objects.  The 

largest was the size of the Earth satellite Moon, 

while the others were smaller.  “According to the 

small amount of data, which is being analyzed 

by our computer, they seem to be small planets, 

natural compositions....  It is interesting that 
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there is no solus, yet they are following an 

orbit.” 

“The orbit of Earth, or around Earth?” asked 

the captain. 

Goren tapped out something, on the consul 

and then looked up, startled.  “Yes....  I believe 

they likely are.” 

“Are there any transmissions being 

received?” asked the captain of Felice as she 

monitored communications. 

“No, sir.  It’s all quiet.  What do we do now?  

Signal to the satellites?” replied Felice looking up 

from her monitors. 

Goren shook his head.  “This is already of 

enormous importance to the Federation.  If we 

don’t return immediately....” 

“If we sent probes we would get more 

data,” suggested Felice. 

“No,” replied Goren.  He was beginning to 

feel edgy.  He let her feel his mind and the 

strange sensation he was getting.  “Our 

predetermined plan was an immediate return.  

We have to follow it.” 

Felice understood.  Goren gave the order 

again to return.  “Engage Warp Drives again 

captain.” 
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Captain Nykol acknowledged a short salute 

and engaged the drives.  The screens went 

through their shimmer-to-violet routine this 

time.  The captain then thrust the craft to 

reverse its trajectory through the portal.  In a 

few moments they should be re-emerging back 

into the universe position, which they all knew 

so well. 

They waited.  The captain nodded to Goren 

and then disengaged the warp systems.  The 

screens began their familiar shimmer to re-

emerge and then the full star studded blackness 

of space returned. 

“No!” called Felice, as she looked at the 

coordinates, “we are in the same region.  The 

stellar pattern is the same!”  She swiveled in her 

chair, her alarm obvious. 

The Boguard looked concerned for the first 

time.  “My Lorde, there was no repeat of the 

green light phenomena.” 

Goren checked his instruments and monitors.  

His face showed what he had found.  They were 

nowhere near Sequetus 3.  He focused the 

screen on the shimmering objects, around the 

portal. 
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Beyond the portal 

 

Mepat of the Boguard said, “Lorde Goren.  

It appears that the Zone portal may be a one-

way entry from the other side.  I suspect that we 

need to find an entrance from this side, in order 

to return.” 

“We projected where the Earth would be, 

when we came out of the portal, and where we 
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must return from, after taking into account the 

distance the Earth would have traveled, in the 

moments that we were here.  There must be 

more governing the portal than what we saw 

from the other side.  From Sequetus we could 

only see the gate operate when a craft came 

through, but perhaps there is a time when the 

gate opens and then closes.  Perhaps, it is open 

from the other side permanently, yet opening 

and closing from this side at some controlled 

time.” 

Goren listened.  “So then, how to return?” 

Mepat rose from his contoured swivel seat 

to take a closer look at the screen.  “With not 

enough information, our choices are limited.  

The items that appear to alter out there are the 

six planetoids.  They fade in and then out.  I 

expect that they are within a Warp Field.  My 

guess is that, at the ebb or flow of the Warp 

Field, the portal opens.  I suggest that we 

attempt another traverse of the portal and then 

another, and another, until we strike the right 

timing and break through.” 

“Luck?” asked Goren. 

“That may be our only option, good luck,” 

offered Mepat. 

“Very well,” said the Goren, “we will ....” 
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He stopped in mid speech.  A tremor ran 

through the hull of the craft.  It increased into a 

high frequency rocking. 

Goren’s eyes flicked from one monitor, to 

another.  “Traction; it’s magnetic.  Check the 

drives.” 

The tremor began to rumble; the screens 

began to flicker.  The captain called, “Get a 

Boguard to check the drives, we are losing 

power and being dragged towards the center of 

the six planetoids.  I have the standard-drives 

on maximum hold, but we are still losing 

ground.”  Pegasus was shaking as the standard-

drives pulled hopelessly against a greater power. 

Mepat half fell over the intercom and 

ordered Boguard down into the lower deck, to 

man an interceptor.  “Lorde Goren,” he called, 

“one way for us to escape this, is to attack.  We 

cannot defend to ourselves, here.” 

Goren's hands vibrated on his armrest, as 

he tried to stand.  He kept his footing but 

staggered to the screens.  “Captain, how long 

until we are pulled into the center of those 

planetoids?” 

“Twenty-three minutes, at the current rate,” 

replied Nykol. 
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“Apart from capture, does there appear to 

be other danger to life?” 

Nykol shook his head.  “Capture is their 

probable intent.  If they wanted to destroy us 

they could have done so moments ago.” 

“My Lorde,” suggested Mepat, “If launched, 

the interceptor could attack.  We must launch.” 

Pegasus lunged to one side.  The lights 

temporarily dimmed.  The ship then lurched in 

the other direction.  Goren scrambled across the 

floor, to regain his seat. 

“Try Warp Drives” cried Goren. 

“Inoperative” called back Nykol. 

Mepat seemed to sway with either direction 

of the movement of the ship, unaffected.  “My 

Lorde, it is possible that their intention is to have 

us in a position for more certain destruction.” 

The craft lunged again and then a wailing 

sound began to run through the ship.  Quickly, it 

became a shrill noise. 

Goren screamed at Nykol.  “Warp!  Get us 

out of here!” 

“Cannot...  No response!” cried Nykol. 

Goren read the Boguard mind.  He nodded. 

Mepat yelled through the intercom.  

“Interceptor out!  Go!  Go!” 
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Ω 

 

The Boguard's name was Leader Bren.  He 

was young and strong.  His shocksuit was 

Boguard slick black and reflected the lights 

overhead, as he climbed into the cockpit.  He 

slammed the canopy back down, and locked it.  

“Systems go, Von?” he called to his navigator, 

who instead of being at the rear of the craft, was 

ordered to remain on Pegasus. 

Bren heard the muffled confirmation behind 

him.  Interceptors were a tight fit for the crew, 

and were nothing but a cockpit sitting on huge 

drive thrusters, fuel, and weapons. 

Bren strapped himself in; looked at the 

instruments, checked that all was ready.  There 

were seventy-six instruments in all.  On his left, 

were the communications systems and in front, 

the missile panels. 

He waved to the Boguard next to his 

cockpit, in the hull bay of Pegasus.  They 

gradually nudged the interceptor to the door.  

Slowly they pushed, edging it sideways, and out.  

Finally, it drifted past the doorway. 

He counted down; saw the doorway to 

Pegasus close.  He looked to the opening of the 
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hold doors and saw the blue light was on; so he 

pressed the launch button. 

The interceptor slowly came to life.  The 

Boguard looked back through the plastiglas 

canopy, revealing the jewel studded void called 

space.  The stars were bright, more densely 

compacted than Bren had ever witnessed before.  

He was awed.  Before him, was an uncertain 

universe.  To his knowledge no other humans 

had seen it before. 

The stars twinkled on the other side of the 

plexiglass, and Bren saw Pegasus drift away 

behind him, as he turned to the controls, 

engaging the thrusters. 

His controls then closed down, they had 

locked, the finger response was frozen, and he 

was now slowly accelerating, towards the enemy 

planetoids.  A traction beam was on him, as 

well. 

The communications to Pegasus were down.  

Strike?  He thought to his leader. 

Confirm strike, Mepat replied.  Fast. 

Bren had just enough control; to check his 

instruments.  Lining up the six planetoids, he 

fired a volley of six Class B non-atomic missiles; 

one missile at each planetoid.  He watched, as 
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the six flared, racing towards their mark.  Their 

burners becoming only white dots of light, in the 

distance. 

After twenty seconds, the traction beam 

was still firmly there.  Bren let loose a second 

volley, of Class J atomics.  He waited, as they 

too, sped towards their mark.  He began to 

count down the final seconds.  Both he and 

Pegasus hoped that the approaching rockets 

would force the enemy to release their beam, or 

choose their own warp drives in order to escape. 

Bren could feel Von's thoughts behind him. 

How soon?  Came Goren into the Boguard's 

mind. 

Soon friend Goren...  10...  9...  

8...  7... 

Six rockets exploded, out of sequence.  

Bren nodded, the rockets had detonated 

prematurely.  Now, wishing with all their might, 

he and Von waited for the next volley to 

continue.  As though on another cue, the six 

missiles exploded in space, again many seconds 

prematurely. 

Bren’s hopes began to wane.  Now?  he 

thought to Mepat. 
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Outrun traction at the enemy, came 

the answer.  Bren grinned.  Yes, he engaged the 

controls of the interceptor and accelerated to the 

center of space, between the six planetoids.  It 

was working, it was freeing them; the thrusters 

were engaging and the controls became 

responsive. 

Goren and the crew of Pegasus watched, as 

the interceptor slowly accelerated.  After seventy 

seconds, the screens burst with an explosion of 

light.  The interceptor had engaged its 

afterburners.  Goren began to count.  One 

hundred thousand Ks and still accelerating.  One 

hundred and ten, twenty, thirty, he was almost 

there; forty, fifty and then a hundred and sixty-

three thousand Ks per hour and the interceptor 

was through, to the other side of the planetoids. 

Immediately, the screen showed the image 

of Bren.  He had broken free of the traction 

beam and was streaking out the other side.  

Bren smiled, “My Lorde, you are correct; it is 

possible to outrun the beam.” 

“Remain well out of effective range of that 

beam.” 
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Goren turned to Nykol.  “Ready the second 

interceptor.  Have two Boguard and Felice 

crammed aboard, within three minutes.” 

The captain nodded.  Moments later, the 

flare of the interceptor burned bright across the 

viewscreens.  It would be free in moments. 

While the second interceptor was on its way 

to a precarious freedom, all the other Boguard 

crew were assembled, in the Rangercraft.  They 

would escape the traction beam, along the 

shadow of their mother craft, Pegasus.  As the 

traction beam gripped Pegasus it cast a shadow 

behind it that was devoid of the beam.  Goren's 

intention was for the Rangercraft to exit into that 

shadow and escape beyond the range of the 

beam. 

“Ready Captain?” asked Goren. 

“Ready.  The interceptor is now passing 

through the center.  The traction beam on us 

has decreased, maybe enough for a rotation 

maneuver.” 

“Sixty-four degrees port, Captain.” 

The captain complied and the screens 

showed the stars revolve around them.  Ten 

seconds later the Rangercraft drifted out from 

the hold of Pegasus and accelerated outwards, 

within the safety of the beam’s shadow. 
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At least, away from the beam, they had an 

opportunity. 

Goren looked at the captain and Mepat.  

They were drawing closer to an enemy, which 

they had vowed to find.  “How long will we take, 

to reach the source of the beam?” 

The captain looked up.  “Fifteen minutes.” 

“How long will the three craft survive out 

there, without Pegasus?” 

“Three weeks, if they link up with the 

Rangercraft,” the captain replied. 

“Then, our only escape is for us to meet 

that enemy.  Pegasus cannot reach the terminal 

velocity of the interceptors.” 

 

Ω 

 

Goren watched, as his three craft 

rendezvoused well out, from the influence of the 

traction beam.  There was little time remaining.  

The viewscreens magnified the craggy surfaces 

of the planetoids.  They approached their 

obvious destination. 

The beam had now become three beams, 

emanating from three separate worlds.  None of 

the planetoids appeared to have any 

atmosphere, and their gravities were slight.  
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Heat escaped them, at irregular intervals.  As 

Pegasus drew closer to them, their surfaces 

were seen marked with occasional spots of light. 

The computer data showed that the 

planetoids were rotating as a single group, in a 

twenty-four hour orbit around a common axis.  

The whole system was like a cartwheel web, with 

Pegasus being drawn to its center.  Each 

planetoid also rotated on its own axis. 

The six worlds appeared to pulse a rhythmic 

magnetic force, each pulse lasting seconds. 

Pegasus was drawing to the center of the 

hub, to become stationary.  There had been no 

attempt from out there, to contact them. 

The captain had a theory.  “Goren, maybe 

the planetoids each go into warp drive, in a 

sequence that maintains contact with Earth and 

here, at the same time.” 

Goren again tested the drives, “If so, then 

the Warp Drive portal could be opening - 

rotating - in various places around Earth, at 

different times.” 

More data was coming onto the screens.  

The mass of the worlds varied.  The larger 

planetoid was low in standard specific gravity.  

Pegasus’s scans showed it to be hollow.  



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  28 | 309 

 

Possibly, bases were on the inside of the 

planetoids, not the surface. 

Goren's thoughts were interrupted by the 

voice of Captain Nykol.  “Independent, with the 

exception of our bridge instruments, Pegasus 

has just totally powered down by itself.” 

Goren had no further ideas.  “Keep life 

support batteries alive, powering the bridge, 

close down the remainder.  We will wait.  They 

did not pull us all the way down, to kill us now.  

It is their call.” 

Goren remained vigilant, keeping an eye on 

the screens.  The others armed themselves, 

ready for an enemy boarding. 

It was an hour, before the first real sign of 

alien intelligence emerged.  Three light-craft 

drifted out, to settle at the edge of Pegasus.  

Pegasus slowly started to move. 

The captain reported.  “We are drifting 

towards the smallest of the planetoids; it is 

three hundred and eighty-four Ks across.  It 

looks like we are about to go down a chasm, 

inside it.” 

The planetoid was less pockmarked than its 

neighbors, probably younger.  There was a 

littering of space debris over its surface; some of 

its craters were over two Ks deep. 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

THE  ENEMY 

 

 

Finally, the string-beam ceased and Pegasus 

hovered pacs above the surface, in a small 

shallow valley, with a less rugged small plain.  

Goren's attention was on the screens, as all of a 

sudden the ground opened under them, with 

light streaming up from within it.  With no 

control of Pegasus, Goren could only observe, as 

they now descended into the chasm. 

Light-craft followed, appearing as a red 

glow.  They looked similar to the craft seen at 

the earlier crash-retrieval site, in America. 

Pegasus was slowly being swallowed down a 

vortex, descending three Ks below the surface.  

The far screen on the left, showed a new source 

of light, two Ks ahead.  A small opening was 

visible, light streaming from it.  The circular 

aperture was too small for Pegasus to pass 

through. 

Goren braced.  There was no intention of his 

ship to stop there.  It was descending fast. Just 

as they were about to be crushed against the 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  31 | 309 

 

tunnel’s end, the opening widened, like the iris 

of an eye, and Pegasus slipped through safely. 

Goren stared unbelieving, as light from the 

screens flooded the bridge.  Pegasus was now 

rising from the ground, from an internal surface 

of a hollow world.  Somehow they had flipped, 

and gravity had reversed.  They were going 

down and now they were rising. 

There, outside was a vista of mountains, 

plains and a far off small sea. 

Goren poured over the ship's sensors.  The 

air was breathable, with an oxygen nitrogen mix.  

Atmospheric conditions were saturated with 

water vapor, visibility at fifteen Ks, and had an 

air temperature of sixty-eight degrees 

Fahrenheit. 

Goren looked at Nykol and Mepat.  “It 

appears we are in an inverted livable world.” 

Goren checked more instruments.  “The 

void seems to be all but the fifteen kinopacs, 

which comprise the planetoid crust.  Gravity is 

point four specific, and is mainly created 

centrifugally.  The sea out there is fresh water, 

and the plant life is carbon oxygen life forms.  I 

believe to that degree, it is safe.” 

Nykol nodded.  “The shaft we arrived 

through, has closed, sir.  Our systems are still 
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failing and soon inside Pegasus, will be total 

darkness inside.” 

Goren looked at Mepat. 

He responded as he watched the power 

slowly disappearing from the screens.  “My 

Lorde, we have been brought here.  There have 

been no overt hostilities against us.  If we stay 

inside Pegasus much longer, then we will lack 

the power to open our hold doors, in which case, 

we would eventually suffocate.  Added to that, if 

we shut the ship down totally, now, there might 

be sufficient reserve power when we return.  If 

we stay, our life support systems might deprive 

the central computer of power within six hours.  

We will need the computer operating, if we are 

to get back to Earth.” 

Goren nodded.  “Agreed; power down the 

hold doors so that we can get out.  We need to 

find who brought us here.  Suit up.” 

Goren was the first out.  The air was clean 

and they were overlooking a large valley, from a 

rocky outcrop.  Pegasus sat atop a large metal 

platform.  There were mountains to their left.  

Slightly down was a sea.  There was no 

perception of the ground continually sloping, and 

nor was there far to see.  The source of heat and 

light seemed to be coming from a central point, 
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above them.  Goren could only guess that it was 

unnatural.  There was no evidence of civilization, 

no buildings, craft, people, or farming. The light 

craft had gone. 

After one last glance back and the three 

began their walk through the tall tufted grass, 

down to the sea.  Their aim was to get to it 

before the light faded, whenever that was.  

Jointly they had reasoned that any greater life 

would be down by the water. 

A fog was growing denser and visibility was 

down to three kinopacs.  Mepat checked his 

small instrument again.  There were no major 

life forms ahead.  The trees were about six Ks 

away.  The fog was soon giving way to a fine 

moist spray that was beginning to glisten on 

their shock suits. 

It was almost an hour and a half before 

they reached the first of the trees.  Goren threw 

his survival pack to the ground.  He was 

drenched from the thick fog.  In ten minutes 

they had a temporary shelter erected and some 

food heated. 

When they finished the meal, Goren stood 

by Mepat.  Staring out into the darkness, from 

the trees, they both could feel it.  A numbness of 

mind was seeping into their psyche.  It pervaded 
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them slowly, by ever increasing smaller degrees.  

Mepat found mindspeak difficult and Goren was 

beginning to be touched by a fear, which 

seemed to have no analytical foundation.  There 

was something out there and it was powerful.  It 

had them as its prey and was feeling them, 

touching their thoughts.  Goren found his ability 

to reach out, to touch any other mind out there, 

rapidly receding.  They turned in for the night, 

with each taking a turn at watch. 

 

Ω 

 

They started to wake with the full light of 

day around them.  The sky was clear blue with 

the fog from the previous evening lifted.  Goren 

opened his eyes.  Quickly he looked around.  

Nykol was still asleep, while Mepat was sitting on 

a large log, opposite. 

Mepat nodded.  “My Lorde slept well?” 

Goren felt embarrassed about sleeping past 

first light.  “Good morning, Mepat.  Yes, I did.” 

Mepat slipped down from his perch and 

looked about him.  The light above was reaching 

through the leaf canopy, vaporizing the water on 

the ground.  The trees trunks were up to six 

pacs wide, towering one hundred pacs into the 
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air.  Goren stood.  The underbrush in the wood 

was high and thick.  It seemed to Goren that 

there was something dangerous about travelling 

towards the center of the forest. 

“My Lorde, there are flashes of life forms in 

the wood.  They read strong and appear to have 

retreated upon the onset of light,” Mepat said. 

Goren looked towards the center of the 

wood.  “Any idea of what species?” 

“No, my Lorde.  I only feel that this whole 

place is watching us.  I feel danger, both in the 

wood and outside of it.” 

Goren looked around.  “I too.  Wake Nykol.  

We will make for where the wood meets the 

savannah.” 

It was Nykol's voice, already awake.  “I will 

ready the packs.” 

Goren nodded, and after helping to break 

camp, he hauled his pack onto his shoulders and 

began to go forward, into the forest. 

While walking, he pulled out his hand laser 

and shot to a far tree trunk.  There was no 

reason he did it, only the need to ensure that 

the weapon still functioned in this environment.  

The short tight shot of light and energy struck its 

mark, and seared a hole in the trunk of the old 

tree. 
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Instantly Goren received a shock to his 

firing arm and dropped the weapon.  Shaking his 

arm violently, he stared at the gun and then the 

tree.  Slowly, he turned to Mepat, with a look of 

surprise. 

“My Lorde,” said Mepat.  “I felt the mental 

energy of pain, and it was not yours.  I believe 

the tree struck back at you.” 

Goren stared at the tree and then at Mepat.  

“Are you trying to tell me that the tree attacked 

me, psychically?” 

“No my Lorde, I believe it may have been 

defending itself.  I feel we should hurry.” 

Goren looked at the tree again, and winced.  

Yes, he wondered.  The tree felt pain.  He stood 

there and thought that he was sorry at the tree. 

The tree seemed to sway towards him.  

Goren wondered more. 

Goren then nodded, putting the laser back 

into his holster.  He now began to feel a deep 

mild headache.  He still looked upon the tree 

suspiciously as his enemy, and hurried.  They 

would be out from this wood soon, he hoped. 

Pleased to see the full sky, upon leaving the 

wood, Goren stretched and smiled.  As Mepat 

and Nykol stood near him, looked up to where 

they had previously left Pegasus.  It was gone.  
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Goren strode off, in the direction of where the 

ship should have been. 

Mepat caught up to him, with a hand on his 

shoulder.  “Sir, the ship has gone.  Please don’t 

lead us back there.  I have a feeling of danger, 

which is making me....  Please, the craft isn’t 

there and has been removed for a reason, which 

suits the enemy.  To go up there, and be out in 

the open...”  Mepat shuddered. 

Goren looked at his most senior Boguard 

who was visibly shaken.  “Hmm, we’ll stay close 

to the tree line and follow it, down to the shore.  

Perhaps we shall find some clue to this place, on 

the way.” 

Mepat looked at his hands, which were 

shaking.  He wondered at what he had just felt.  

It was fear; fear that he had not known before.  

He now felt angry, but at whom he was not sure. 

He bounded after Goren.  With the lower 

gravity the energy expended by their bodies was 

minimal and they could make a good pace for as 

long as the light held.  Through the haze, he 

could see the shoreline, but it would take several 

hours to reach.  Mepat looked about him, behind 

him and into the air.  That awful feeling of fear; 

it was beginning to return. 
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With the trees well to their left and traveling 

through the open tall grasses they made good 

time.  A seashore lay directly in front of them. 

Goren stopped and held his hand up.  The 

grass was waist high.  The sky was a hazy blue 

and the sound of water could be heard; small 

waves were gently lapping against a rocky 

shore. 

In front of them was a small, one pac tall, 

large headed alien, up to his knees in the water.  

Goren watched his surroundings.  On the stones 

of the shore was a small basket, two small nets 

and three rolls of line.  The alien was fishing.  

Goren watched him cast a hand line, out into the 

water, its end plopping ten pacs out.  The small 

humanoid paid the three behind him, no 

attention at all. 

Goren looked at Mepat, walked up to the 

small alien and coughed slightly to announce 

himself.  Still the little grey man didn’t pay them 

any attention. 

Goren turned to Mepat and shrugged.  With 

urging from Mepat he now waded out further, to 

the small grey form, as it pulled another line 

from his tattered green cloth jacket. 

Stretching out, to touch his shoulder, Goren 

stepped closer.  As though sensing something 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  39 | 309 

 

strange, the little man turned, to see the large 

form of Goren almost upon him.  Immediately, 

he shrieked.  He threw his hands and line into 

the air.  Trying to run through the water, his 

legs caught into his line and he tripped, falling 

headlong, into the small waves. 

Goren lunged, to haul him out of the water 

and lifted up the grey thrashing body.  The alien 

screamed again, as he stared at Goren, who had 

a firm grasp of him. 

In a split second Goren dropped the grey 

man in the shallow water, as a searing pain 

slashed through his mind.  Goren shook, his 

body quivered, his knees began to buckle and he 

felt his body falling.  His eyes fluttered open as 

he saw Mepat's face above him. 

As quick as it had arrived, the pain 

vanished.  He found himself looking clearly up at 

Mepat. 

Mepat was kneeling.  “My Lorde, I felt the 

pain.  It was strong.” 

Goren looked around; he was on the shore, 

lying face up.  He felt the pebbles beneath his 

body and stretched an arm to Nykol, to help him 

up.  “That small person shot a thought through 

the base of my brain; it seemed almost strong 

enough to start a Rangercraft.”  Goren shook his 
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head and looked down the shoreline.  He now 

had a headache that numbed his senses. 

“He ran on that way, my Lorde,” said Mepat 

pointing down the shoreline. 

Goren stared hard ahead and then looked 

around.  “Collect up his nets and the rest of his 

belongings and follow me.”  Goren set off in the 

direction of the alien. 

They did not have to jog far, as the small 

alien had set out his line again, only two Ks 

further along the shore.  Goren waited for his 

comrades to catch up.  The alien, again, had not 

seen them and Goren kept about twenty pacs 

back this time. 

The little grey man cast out a line, totally 

oblivious or caring about the regrouping 

company, on the shore.  Goren indicated for the 

nets and basket to be placed behind the alien, 

on the pebbles. 

Goren stepped well back, picked up a small 

rock and threw it.  It landed with a splash 

behind the small grey man.  It did not rouse 

him. 

“Deaf?” asked Goren looking at Mepat. 

“No, but I think he may be hard of hearing 

and his attention isn’t on us.  He is trying to 

catch a meal,” answered Mepat. 
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The pair watched for a while, until the small 

alien had caught something on his line.  He 

tugged and pulled until he almost went under 

the water.  He regained his footing and began to 

haul the catch in.  Finally, after a three-minute 

struggle, what came to surface appeared to be a 

form of kelp.  It was brown and thick, with no 

apparent head or tail.  As the alien reached 

down for it, he jumped as the thing on the end 

of his line came to life, wriggling.  He stared at 

the thing, until it became limp.  Slowly, he 

unhooked it from the line, his small lips 

revealing a tight smile. 

He turned and saw the three on the shore.  

He dropped his catch and looked for a way of 

escape.  Goren pointed to the nets on the shore, 

and the alien stopped for a second.  Looking at 

the three, he slowly waded out from the water.  

Carefully, he inspected the baskets and grabbed 

them.  Slowly, stepping back into the water, he 

grabbed and stowed the kelp. 

Watching him, Goren thought: Friends? 

The small alien eyed the three, suspiciously; 

glanced at the kelp he had caught and then 

broke into a small smile.  Friends, he thought 

to the three. 
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No pain?  thought Goren. 

No pain friends, came back the 

thought. 

The small grey humanoid stepped slowly 

onto the pebbly shore.  “Do you vocal speak?” 

he asked in a squeaky, but gruff sounding voice. 

“Yes!” answered Goren, totally surprised at 

the alien's grasp of Standard Galactic.  “My 

name is Goren, and these are my friends Mepat 

and Nykol.” 

The little man nodded.  “My name is Vila.  

Are you Masters?” 

Goren looked at Mepat and then shrugged 

at the alien.  “I don’t think so.” 

“Of course not!” said Vila, “You have 

traditional fundamental-form.” 

Goren was indeed puzzled.  “What is that?” 

“What you have, as you stand, as you 

are....  You know, look at you.  You have 

fundamental-form.” 

“My Lorde....”  Mepat addressed Goren.  “I 

believe our friend here means as we stand tall, 

as we are larger and as we have bigger bodies.” 

“Is that correct Vila?” asked Goren. 

Vila shook his head.  “You certainly are not 

Masters.  You are too stupid.  You must be a 
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product from the Historical Research Laboratory, 

but when they made you, they left out some of 

the brain reconstruction.  Right?” 

“No!” said Goren indignant at the thought 

that he had been created in a laboratory.  “We 

are from Sequetus, and originally Jilta.” 

“Ha,” called the grey alien as he went about 

tendering his line.  He waded into the water and 

threw out a new line.  “Those places are for 

children's stories.  They may have existed once 

but they are deserted wastelands now.  That is 

why our worlds were created.  Still, I don’t think 

you lie, but rather your creators have 

programmed you, so that you believe what you 

say.  That is to your credit; to have such 

creators.  I suppose you have no knowledge of 

this place?” 

“Of course not!  We are not from here.”  

Goren was becoming frustrated. 

“Please pass me that bag,” requested Vila.  

“I think this will be enough.  You’ll join me for 

some food?”  He walked out from the water.” 

“Thank you Vila.  We would be delighted,” 

answered Goren. 

“Good.  Follow me, then.”  The small alien 

walked off towards the trees.  “I suppose you 
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have been well programmed with many 

memories of this Sequetus and Jilta?” 

Goren caught up with Vila.  “Of course, but 

they are memories, not programs.” 

“How can you be so certain?” asked Vila 

calmly, as he walked. 

“Because...”  Goren was becoming more 

intrigued.  “We did not choose to be here, and 

this entire stupid place is new to us...!” 

“All right...fine...  I understand.  I have no 

intention to run against your program.” 

“I’m not programmed!” snapped Goren.  He 

turned to Mepat.  “You explain....  This alien is 

making my head spin.” 

Vila looked at the three.  “If I upset you, 

you can leave.  I only asked you to a meal.  I 

don’t necessarily feel obliged, to require your 

presence.” 

“My friend Vila,” said Mepat, “We enjoy your 

company.  If our memories only consist of times 

foreign to here, then we beg of you to familiarize 

us about here, for we genuinely have no 

memories of anything in this sector of space or 

time.  Please help us.” 

Vila stopped.  “Help, you say, Mepat.  Yes I 

can help you, and your friends, including that 
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strange one called Goren.  The Masters certainly 

made him strange.” 

Mepat smiled.  “Perhaps he was difficult for 

them.”  He noticed that Goren did not think his 

comments were funny. 

Goren was now following.  “I can prove 

where we are from.  Help us find our spaceship 

and I will prove who we are.” 

Vila began to laugh.  “Spaceship?  What do 

you think I am, as stupid as you are?  If there 

was a spaceship, then how is it that you have 

lost it?” 

Goren balked at the question.  To think of 

an answer in a hurry, made his head hurt.  How 

did he manage to lose Pegasus?  He answered 

slowly.  “If you help us find it, I will show you 

anything that you wish about this place.  What 

do you say?” 

“Where did you leave it?” asked Vila. 

They were almost at the tree line.  The 

place they had left, the previous night, could still 

be made out, in the distant hills, through the 

haze.  “Up there.”  Goren pointed. 

“You would expect me to go up there and 

help you find it, I suppose?” asked Vila. 

“Well, yes,” answered Goren. 
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Vila shook his head.  “You are already crazy 

and need no help from me, if you think I’m 

about to go over there.” 

Goren shook his head.  “What is so wrong 

with helping us out there?” 

Vila stared at the three.  All of a sudden a 

flash of fear was read on his face.  “Perhaps you 

really are Masters, trying to fool old Vila...” 

“No....  No....”  Goren began to say and put 

his hand out, but the alien had ducked down and 

fled behind a tree.  Goren ran after him, but 

there was no sign of the small grey humanoid.  

He had dashed into the thick undergrowth, only 

pacs beyond, and gone. 

Mepat caught up to Goren, by the edge of 

the tree line.  “Vila is a strange person, but his 

help is necessary if we are to get out of here.  

We should begin a search for his home.  We 

need information about this place.” 

“Remain together.”  Goren led the way.  

“Vila...  Vila....”  Goren began to call, as they 

entered the thick undergrowth. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

VILA 

 

 

The three searched for hours, gradually 

exploring further and deeper, into the woods.  

The underbrush was growing thicker; impeding 

their movements.  Vines hung from tree limbs 

beginning to make their passage through them 

almost impossible. 

In frustration Goren lashed out at the brush 

with his clife2. 

Instantly, he fell to the ground in pain. 

“No, no,” squealed a high pitch voice hidden 

from behind a tree.  It was Vila.  He quickly 

dashed to Goren's side.  “Never strike the life-of-

the-world, for it will destroy you.  The life-of-

the-world is our protection against the rytoen.  

Never strike the life-of-the-world for it will strike 

you back, with a vengeance. 

                                                           
2 DEFINITION: Clife: A long Federation military blade made 

from Magnopolop (a nonmetallic resilient compound) that is 

worn in a sheath of every shock suit. Clifes are either dress 

or combat style. Origin: from the days before Federation 

when the Royal race was planet bound, the clife was worn as 

an instrument of bonding of earlier warrior clans.  Searfinders 

Index pp. 1223-90 
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Goren glanced up at him, and then at his 

catch. 

Vila shook his head while looking at Mepat.  

“The life-of-the-world isn’t against the natural 

order of life, and you can eat what you grow, 

catch, or find on trees.  But unnecessary 

destruction gets a bad reaction back.  Maybe you 

really are not from here.” 

Before Goren could ask more, the small 

alien answered.  “You don’t have the power, for 

you are in fundamental-form.”  The grey alien 

had reached Goren's side. 

Mepat bent down beside Goren, looking into 

the alien's yellow eyes.  “Will he be all right?” 

“He will survive.  Help him, and follow me.  

My home isn’t far from here.”  Vila stood. 

Nykol and Mepat each put an arm around 

Goren, who was semi groggy. 

As the three followed Vila, he was heard to 

mumble something to himself about having to 

educate mutant experiments, before they were 

all destroyed by the life-of-the-world. 

 

Ω 
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Goren awoke, to find himself lying, in a 

corner of a small mud hut.  He looked over, to 

see Mepat and Nykol listening to Vila. 

Vila's voice seemed to barely carry.  “I now 

do understand, that you have no memory of 

here.  No Master or experimental creatures 

would attack the life-of-the-world.  It is 

forbidden by all law for intelligents to knowingly 

harm the life-of-the-world.” 

“The life?” asked Nykol. 

The alien looked at him as though he was 

really stupid.  “The life!  The green-life, short 

and tall.” 

Nykol nodded.  “The plants and trees.” 

Vila shook his head.  “You really did not 

come out of any program, here.  The life-of-the-

world is that life-force that controls the living 

things.  There is one life here, of this world, and 

it protects all the other living things here.  There 

are also other life-forces, which share in running 

the shoals of fish; a life-force can guard a whole 

forest or grove.  There are smaller life-forces in 

each tree too, but they are not the plants or 

trees themselves, as those are just what you 

see.  I’m speaking of the forces behind nature, 

those life existences that run whole groves or 
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schools of fish.”  He looked at Nykol who shook 

his head. 

Nykol said: “I thought it was one life for one 

animal.” 

Vila said: “Your creators were not very 

clever, were they?  Have you ever seen a shoal 

of fish all turn as though they had one mind?”  

Nykol nodded.  “Good.  That is, because they are 

under one mind.  How hard is that to work out?”  

Vila laughed at his own joke.  “What about a 

hive of bees, a flock of birds, and a nest of ants; 

they all work as one mind.  Have you ever seen 

that?” 

Nykol nodded. 

Vila smiled.  “Are they not in some way 

similar, to the cellular life of your own body, 

which also works under one mind?” 

Nykol looked at his hand, and wondered. 

Vila continued.  “Well, there is life and there 

is bigger life.  Senior to all this life is the life-of-

the-world.  It protects, helps and encourages all 

the life of this world, to stay in harmony.  It 

protects us from....”  Vila looked around, to 

make sure he was not being overheard, “Him.” 

Vila had everyone’s attention and 

continued.  “It is a law of the universe that if one 

strikes at the life-of-the-world such, life will 
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strike back.  Are you not familiar with such a 

law?” 

“We are subject to such a law, where we 

come from, but the law isn’t as severe there as 

here,” Mepat said. 

Vila smiled.  “You really are not from here, 

are you?” 

Mepat shook his head. 

Vila nodded.  “Having fundamental-form 

means you don’t have the power or the 

protection either.  Am I correct?” 

“The protection?” asked Nykol. 

“This,” said the alien tapping his skull.  

“There is a reason for this head being so large.  

Inside it, the Masters gave us a brain, so 

technologically advanced that it can amplify a 

thought, ten million times.  I can control the 

thoughts, of lesser lives than my own.” 

“What about the lives of those, greater than 

yours?” asked Mepat. 

The grey alien’s face appeared to change 

color.  Mepat believed Vila was blushing.  The 

alien cleared his throat.  “I’m also not a natural 

to this world.  I come from another, as you do.  I 

believe I was made as you were, but where I 

come from, there is a hierarchy of control, and 

that control is governed by what is built in up 
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here.”  Vila tapped his skull.  “Here, a senior life 

form can control a lesser life form's emotions.  A 

lesser life form can be made to feel love, anger, 

fear, hate and even great zeal. 

“I was made a middle life form and I had 

my place in our society.  I performed my tasks 

well and was given great joy by my superiors.  

Like my friends, I worked hard for the Masters.  

I enjoyed the life I was living, and all I lived for, 

was the joy of being able to serve.”  Vila was 

now looking out through the small door of a hut 

to the underbrush, outside. 

Recalling his past, he continued.  “Then, 

one day my life was shattered.  I was struck on 

the base of my skull.  All of a sudden, I found I 

had control of the lesser lives and that none of 

my seniors could control me.  At first, I thought 

that I was free, but it did not take long to realize 

that, without my Master's pleasure I had little 

purpose.  I no longer lived to perform my work, 

and any desire I had to enjoy life had vanished.  

Life soon became miserable.  I needed and 

yearned for their control and their pleasure.” 

“Why did you not report the damage?” 

asked Nykol. 

Vila laughed.  “I was free.  Free of my 

Masters and free of the anxieties and fear that I 
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would experience if I ever even dreamed about 

freedom.  That freedom was strange.  I enjoyed 

the dreams to be free and to avoid the fear, but 

what I was doing, which was purely a clerical 

operation, became so boring for me. 

“I couldn’t tell my mate how I felt.  I was 

able to keep my thoughts to myself, but 

eventually I felt that I had to get out.  That was 

on one of the other worlds.  I had never even 

thought of exploring outside, in my own zone, 

before.  I had to escape, and that was when I 

heard of this world; the world of the Masters.  

After a year, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to 

withhold my secret much longer.  I would be 

spotted as different, so I stowed away on a 

freighter and here I am.” 

“So, are you free now, Vila?” asked Mepat. 

The little alien shook his head.  “No my 

friend, but I’m at least free, to be what I want 

and not what others wish of me.  Still, I risk 

being caught here, by the Masters, or even 

worse, the rytoen.” 

Mepat looked at Nykol and then back at the 

alien.  He had felt a slight psychic tremor at the 

mention of the word rytoen.  “Rytoen?” asked 

Mepat.  The tremor again came, from Vila. 
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Vila withdrew slightly from the pair, as if he 

should never have mentioned the word.  

“Rytoen...” he started slowly, “Is the creature of 

the dark, which hides in the center of the world.  

It lives in the night, so that no life is safe, 

without the light.  Please don’t ask more.”  Vila 

had withdrawn, to the corner of the room. 

Mepat smiled.  “One last question, please, 

friend.  We need your help.  Does rytoen cry at 

night and live up there?”  Mepat pointed past the 

roof, to beyond the treetops. 

Vila had retreated and crouched on the 

floor, with his hands covering his ears, his small 

body beginning to shake.  Slowly, he nodded his 

head. 

Goren stooped, up, his head almost 

touching the thatched ceiling.  “Well, it must be 

late in the day, Vila.  Are there other friends 

here, whom you would introduce us to?” 

Vila stopped shaking, lowered his hands and 

stood.  He cocked his head slightly and then 

said: “Yes, I will take you to meet them.” 

“Good,” said Goren. 

Vila smiled and walked out of the small hut. 

Goren found out the name of the group of 

six worlds was simply Six Worlds.  Each world 

had a name.  There was Yildon, the world they 
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were in; plus Tibel, Vauxou, Paleno, Ferrow, and 

Julipor. 

Fifteen minutes later, after pushing and 

ducking through trees, they arrived at a small 

village.  Vila had explained that the previous hut 

was merely an outpost.  Apparently, there were 

others here, who had escaped, from the grip of 

the Masters.  Goren wondered why the masters 

did not retrieve their lost people; surely they 

couldn’t condone the escape of the people, they 

sought to control. 

Vila laughed.  “The life-of-the-world 

protects us.”  They were passing the first hut on 

the left.  There were four huts, all mud brick and 

thatched.  Another was seen in the distance up 

in a tree, with a sentry look out.  Six aliens were 

already on their way, to meet them.  “Simply, 

the Masters cannot find us while we are amongst 

the life-of-the-world.  The life is so strong here; 

neither Master, nor machine, can detect us.  

There is no way to detect us while we have the 

protection of the life-of-the-world.  They need 

this world, because they need the air it makes.” 

Vila ran forward, to greet two other aliens; 

they must have been good friends, indicated by 

the tight embraces. 
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“It would appear, my Lorde...” said Mepat.  

“That there is no way for this life-of-the-world to 

differentiate human life; from the tree life that 

surrounds us.  From your experiences with the 

vegetation, it doesn’t surprise me.  Perhaps that 

is the reason why our own abilities seemed to be 

blocked.  Possibly, the vegetation gives out 

some form of psychic jamming or overload, 

which dampens what we can think and feel.” 

Goren nodded and then bowed his head to 

the first villager, who was about to greet them. 

Vila said, “Her name is Rimo, and she is my 

partner, but she doesn’t vocal-speak.  She came 

from a different world to me, and was never 

taught how.” 

Goren nodded.  He already had heard how, 

in the hierarchy of the Masters, those lesser able 

beings were given menial tasks, with simple 

mental soothing as the major reward.  Servants 

were never educated. 

Welcome, came the thought to Goren. 

Friend, thank you, Goren replied. 

The alien looked at Mepat and Nykol, and 

the pair politely smiled and bowed.  The small 

alien blushed to a pinker grey.  She turned and 

beckoned them all, to follow. 
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Moments later, they found themselves 

sitting around a small table, legs crossed, with 

Rimo serving them a very small meal.  It 

seemed to Goren that there might have been a 

mental quarrel ensuing, about the volume of 

food to be served to their guest.  Goren tried to 

ignore it but realized it was already settled when 

Rimo brought in a large plate of cooked kelp, 

and placed it in the center of the table.  Her 

smile told all.  She was a proud person wanting 

to please her guests.  Goren stared at the kelp 

and tried to smile.  He caught a mental glimpse 

of Mepat who was beginning to feel strange.  

Nykol looked at Goren and wondered if his face 

was about to take on the color of their alien 

hosts. 

 

Ω 

 

That evening, fed, Goren lay down.  After 

an hour of sleep, he woke to the screams of an 

animal overhead.  He shuddered each time the 

screech echoed through the hills.  Goren looked 

up to the treetops, hoping to see past the foliage 

into the night and glimpse the shrieking beast 

that flew the plains. 
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Another scream, and Goren rose and walked 

over to the fire.  He saw Vila looking into the 

flames.  Alone, Goren was surprised that no one 

else was woken by the screams of the animal. 

Vila slowly smiled.  “It is an animal that 

glides on extended skin.  In one gulp, it can 

devour me.  That is why we seek protection of 

the wood.  The life-force of the wood protects 

us. 

“Is that the life-of-the-world?” asked Goren, 

making conversation. 

Vila rolled his eyes, and looked up and 

sighed.  “No, it is the life-of-the-wood, like I 

said.” 

Goren thought he might slowly go mad. 

“As you were repelled, when you wanted to 

harm the wood, then that same life-force 

protects us from that menace out there.  It is 

the life...of...the...wood,” said Vila slowly to 

make sure that Goren understood him. 

Goren nodded.  He could now understand 

how the beast could suffer pain, if it were to 

crash through the trees above. 

Vila continued.  “It could enter the wood if it 

were not angry.  If the beast were not hungry 

for prey, then it could live here, too.  The wood 

would welcome it.  That is why we build the fire 
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at night, so the beast knows we are here, so 

that it will be angry at its past failures to trap 

us; then it cannot come in.”  Vila stacked more 

dead wood on the fire.  “The forest doesn’t like 

anger.” 

“Where is the beast from, and are there 

more than one?” asked Goren. 

Vila looked up, as the screeching was now 

directly overhead.  He showed no fear.  “They 

were bred in the laboratories, to hunt us down.  

It is my friends and I, which the beasts are 

after.  We here; are renegades from our society.  

We wish no harm to our society, but we are seen 

as threatening the Masters.  For that reason, we 

are hunted down by that flying animal.” 

“We did not get attacked by them last night, 

when we slept.” 

Vila nodded.  “The fog, it keeps them away.  

They don’t like watered air.  You were lucky.” 

Goren understood.  He had been told 

earlier, that the purpose of this small planetoid, 

was to provide a source of oxygen, for the other 

five worlds.  Goren stared up into the darkness.  

It seemed difficult to realize that the whole of 

what he saw around him was for the purpose of 

oxygen generation.  “Do your Masters produce 

grain in this world?” asked Goren. 
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“There is some, but that is for the exclusive 

use by the Masters and their favored helpers.  

For the masses of us, there are the yeast bins of 

Yildon that are on the other side of this world.  

Yildon is our smallest world and most of us 

never get to see inside it, like we have.”  Vila 

smiled as he remembered the feelings of 

pleasure he used to receive, when he ate the 

yeast produce.  Those memories were all faded 

now.  Gone were conditioned thoughts of 

pleasure, for food.  Now their only meal was 

kelp, from the depths of the sea.  A rubbery 

tasteless edible compound that did not strike 

back when caught. 

Goren yawned, stood up and apologized for 

being so suddenly tired.  He had felt a growing 

weariness for a couple of hours, but now it 

seemed to overwhelm him.  He just needed 

some sleep, he explained.  He left his host, to 

sleep some. 

 

Ω 

 

After four hours Goren awoke in a cold 

sweat.  He looked at the thatched roof which 

was so close to his face.  Crouched down, he 

staggered from the hut. 
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He stretched and looked up, what was it he 

had been thinking?  A dream, a dream so 

horrible he would want to forget it already.  He 

wondered what it was.  Immediately he raised 

his right palm to his forehead, a severe pain ran 

through his head and it almost felled him.  He 

took another step, swooning, and then he 

dropped to his knees. 

Mepat saw him stumble, drop, and was at 

his side in seconds.  Holding his shoulders, he 

urged Goren to awaken.  “Please, open your 

eyes.” 

By command alone, Goren opened his eyes 

for a second, vaguely.  Goren's lips began to 

quiver and the Boguard leaned closer.  Slowly 

Goren whispered, “The eyes,” and dropped 

unconscious. 

Vila was also now at their side.  He put a 

hand on Goren's forehead, looked at the 

Boguard and said, “He has the fever.  Few live 

through it.  Though, if he is strong, maybe there 

is a possibility.  We won’t know for three days.  

He may not die.”  Vila continued watching 

Goren's body, as it began to twitch and jerk. 

The little man stood; he beckoned to be 

followed back, into the hut.  Immediately, he 

waved for his female companion. 
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Goren was carefully moved and lowered 

onto straw floor matting.  Vila looked at Mepat.  

“The water contains a virus.  The Masters have 

contaminated it, so that some humanoids cannot 

survive beyond a few days.  I thought you must 

be immune. Fortunately we have, for some 

reason, bred immunity to the virus, as have the 

animals of this world.  For some outsiders, 

however, it can deadly to be here.  This world 

exists for the Masters and not for any others.  

I’m sorry, I assumed that you must have been 

immune like us, as...  but then...  you Mepat...  

you have also been in contact with our water.  If 

Goren has fallen to the fever then it stands to 

reason that you too, and your comrade Nykol, 

will also fall to the disease.” 

Mepat looked at Goren and then back to the 

small Vila.  He sensed something was different, 

but couldn’t put his attention on it.  He couldn’t 

really see what the difference was, and it 

concerned him. 

Mepat thought a while longer, and realized 

that they had lost their desire to return to 

Sequetus 3.  They seemed to be seeped in 

lethargy.  Mepat wanted to shake his head, to 

wake himself up.  Yes, they had made no 

attempt to leave, and they desperately had to 
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get back to their comrades beyond the reaches 

of the traction beams.  Their comrades would 

soon run short of supplies.  Wake up, my Lorde, 

he thought.  Goren was the Magi and Mepat 

couldn’t leave without him.  It was Goren who 

was prophesized to be the Magi, not the 

Boguard.  It was all in Mepat’s ancestors' 

prophesies about the coming of the Magi, the 

liberation of the Boguard, and of all humankind.  

This prediction had been in folk law of various 

civilizations in the Galaxy, for many millennia. 

Here was the Magi, at death’s door, eighty-

six thousand years into the future.  If Goren died 

here, would anyone know, or care.  If he died in 

the future, how would that affect the prophecy?  

Mepat looked at Vila, who responded with a 

smile. 

Vila spoke softly.  “It will take days to 

determine if he will live, and then we must 

prepare for you two.  You have the virus in you, 

also.” 

Mepat heard again what Vila said.  If he 

capitulated to the virus, would he be able to lead 

himself and Goren out?  Mepat began to feel the 

world dim slightly about him, as though his 

awareness had lessened, like a night fog settling 
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in.  He squinted at Vila and slowly said.  “I shall 

not be affected by any virus in the water.” 

Mepat left the hut, looking for Nykol.  One 

thought stuck in Mepat's mind, and it was 

Goren's mention of the eyes.  Mepat imagined 

something so frightening, the idea of it made 

him sweat.  Had he seen the eyes in his own 

sleep?  Images had flooded into Mepat's mind, 

haunting eyes that he seemed to know.  How did 

these images get into his mind?  Were they 

recent or old?  Why were they haunting them, 

and whose eyes were they?  Mepat couldn’t 

quite reach them.  As he grasped at them, they 

disappeared, to only reappear when he was not 

ready. 

 

Ω 

 

Mepat spent the next three days hovering 

over his lorde, who had slipped into a coma.  His 

breath was barely detectable. 

Mepat propped up Goren's head and bathed 

his face with fresh water.  He did not believe 

there was a virus in the water.  In order to be 

certain, he had put his attention into the fluid.  If 

there were organisms in the water, he should be 

able to sense them, being this close.  There was 
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no life-force he knew about that was truly 

beyond his ability to sense, even here. 

To his surprise, there were bacteria, but it 

was friendly, not dangerous.  There was no 

virus. Mepat looked up and wondered. 

Mepat handed the mug back to Nykol and 

placed his lorde's head back on the straw 

matting. 

What was it that bothered Mepat?  Was it 

the lack of aliens he found in the village?  Was it 

that he never saw the rytoen, only ever hearing 

its blood curdling screams, through the night? 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

JOURNEY 

 

 

Two days later Mepat was down at the small sea 

with Vila, on what he termed a food-run.  

Several basket loads of kelp had been caught.  

Mepat asked why he used the line, instead of 

diving for the kelp.  That was when Mepat 

learned of the tahean, that lurked in the sea, 

making its cousin, the rytoen, appear tame. 

Vila looked up, and in the distance he had 

sighted a light-craft.  They had caught enough 

kelp and so dashed back to the woods.  They 

most likely would have been sighted, and dared 

not risk exposing themselves again, for a few 

days. 

Upon their return to the village within the 

wood, Mepat found that Goren had come out 

from his coma and was awake.  In another five 

hours, he had slowly fully recovered. 

Goren, Mepat and Nykol met at the outside 

of the village.  They watched from a distance, as 

three elders picked over the kelp for cooking.  

Goren said, “It is difficult to explain what I 

experienced while I was unconscious.  It was as 
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though I was not here, yet I knew I was here.  It 

was as though neither my body, nor I continued 

existence.  Then...”  Goren's face took on a dark 

shade, and he began to shake.  “I...  I...  

nothing.”  He tried to look up to the trees. 

Mepat spoke comfortingly.  “My Lorde, 

please, what did you see?” 

Goren looked at his friend and slowly began 

to narrate his experience.  “I believe I was given 

an opportunity to see the future, even from this 

time.  I don’t know if I was there, in the future, 

or if I only was given the sight of the future, or if 

what I saw, was only an imagined future.”  

Goren shuddered.  “All I will tell you, is that the 

future, and the past from this place are jammed.  

Like a dam the future and the past is jammed, 

here and now.  It could be that what I saw was 

the future of what happens, if I succeed, or 

possibly the future, if I fail, and I have the 

ability, or at least the opportunity, to unravel the 

jam.”  Goren looked at Mepat.  “Do I make any 

sense?” 

Mepat sighed.  “That is, as it is written.  

There is a future, by our scriptures, but it stops 

at a point in time, as you explained.  It does say 

that there is a secure path mapped out by the 
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Magi.  My Lorde, what was the future, which you 

foresaw?” 

Goren shook his head.  “Mepat...  I...  don’t 

think that I should repeat it, but it is enough to 

say, that every being in the Santonia Galaxy and 

other galaxies, is at risk.  The future I saw 

involves the greatest mass destruction of life this 

galaxy, will ever see.  I have to work out if that 

is the path we are now on, or if that is the path 

I’m about to set us on.  It is possible that I could 

be creating that future, not preventing it.  That, 

Mepat is my fear.” 

Mepat look at Goren as though there was 

more. 

Goren swallowed. “Perhaps I have been on 

Earth too long, stuck in their mythology, but it 

seemed I was being shown this by a large 

humanoid with wings, or a humanoid with 

winged features.” 

Mepat nodded.  “That creature or being is 

not normally associated with destruction, on 

Earth.”  He turned away from Goren and looked 

back towards the village, through the trees.  The 

wood canopy covered the village, blotting out 

direct light from the sky.  It would be dark soon. 

He looked at Goren, “You’ll guide us on the 

correct course, and if we die in the attempt, so  
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it is.  Now, we better leave before anything more 

happens, to stall our progress.” 

“Yes, I know, and I also know how and 

where we must go.  We were not brought into 

this planetoid to meet Vila.  That was just good 

fortune.  Others out there, who brought us here, 

are searching for us.  There is a lake, a 

mountain and a building near an island, which I 

saw in my dreaming.  We can leave tonight.”  

Goren added: “After a meal, I will have enough 

strength to leave.” 

That evening, the fog began to settle down 

over the wooded village.  The cold and slippery 

feeling touched everything, inside and outside.  

Even the fire seemed to lack the heat it should 

possess. 

Goren had wanted to leave immediately, 

but Vila pleaded with him to stay through the 

darkness.  The alien argued that they needed 

time to prepare for the journey.  Vila knew 

where they wanted to go.  It was a dangerous 

place, but he could take them there if they really 

wanted. 

Nykol never got ill, and not once saw the 

eyes during his sleep.  He was a trooper from a 

Jiltanian Out World; not Boguard.  He couldn’t 

mindspeak. 
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At first light, they left the forest.  Goren 

scanned the horizon.  There were no light-craft 

visible.  They would walk along the shoreline, 

keeping close to the wood on their left. 

They traveled almost the whole day before 

the wood began to thin and recede further from 

the shore.  Goren could see in the distance, only 

plains of long grasses, leading up to the far 

mountains. 

Vila breathed the air deep into his lungs as 

though he was about to do something that 

required courage.  He turned to the other three.  

“Where you want to go, is the control center of 

this world.  It is run by the Masters.”  Vila looked 

away and continued walking.  It was getting 

dark, and they would camp in the wood, for the 

last time. 

Later, as they were pitching camp, Vila 

looked at the three again.  “If you are not from 

the Masters then why is it you wish to be with 

them?  Are you drawn there?”  He looked at the 

three, suspiciously. 

Goren sighed.  “We three, Vila, have a 

purpose; to change the destiny of the peoples 

within your world and ours.  If you don’t want to 

accompany us further, I understand the danger 
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for you.  Please return to your village, in the 

morning.” 

Goren continued to explain the world that 

they had left, the Battle of Sequetus 3 and their 

successful jump into the future.  Briefly, they 

touched on Goren's experience into the Pleiades 

and the prophetic scriptures. 

Vila then talked of his people’s traditional 

beliefs that had been handed down by word of 

mouth, that said one day; an outsider would 

come to their worlds.  This outsider had no 

name.  A few believed that this help might come 

in the form of an invasion, or liberation, by 

another civilization, from beyond the galaxy. 

Vila stopped them from lighting a fire.  The 

wood was too thin at the edge and no longer 

offered them the protection they needed.  He 

also explained that the three would have no idea 

how to cross the plains, without being seen or 

eaten.  Vila could still help; he insisted. 

In between the screams, that continued 

overhead that night, the four waited and tried to 

sleep.  Goren felt a chill run down his body every 

time the beast swooped above them.  Goren 

knew the animal could sense their presence and 

was determined to find them.  Goren could also 
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tell that the beast knew that the protection 

offered by the trees’ life-force was less. 

Finally, light returned, ending the sleepless 

night.  Goren rose to prepare hot kelp.  He 

looked to beyond the trees.  Out there, the 

plains stretched until they disappeared, into the 

misty atmosphere.  A fire was now welcome.  As 

was usual, only dead wood was burned. 

The four made good ground, over the next 

three days.  The plains proved to be easy to 

travel.  With minimum effort, they bounded 

through the grasses at high speed. 

 

 

Journey to the Masters 
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Mepat carried Vila on his shoulders for much 

of the journey, and Vila, in turn, showed them 

how to burrow beneath the topsoil, so as to 

avoid the beast at night.  As Vila put it, the 

beast knew generally that they were there, but 

as long as they did not move or show 

themselves, they would be safe.  The beast 

knew its prey was present, due to thought, but 

relied on hearing, to locate it.  Dirt offered a 

protective layer.  None of their weapons would 

be powerful enough to hold the animal off.  Even 

though the trees’ life-force would protect them 

from the rytoen in the woods, the life-force that 

interconnected all living things, the life-of-the-

world, would protect the rytoen if it were 

attacked, as well. 

Vila also warned that if any member of the 

troop poked out more than the breather tube 

through the soil, then the beast may hear the 

heart beats of their bodies and that would be the 

end of them. 

Now was the last evening, before they 

would reach the mountains.  Vila had found 

another soft ground spot to dig into.  Goren slid 

under the nylop sheet.  Slowly, he moved the 

soil over his body, attached the nozzle to his 

mouth, and pushed the last of the soil over his 
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face.  Two hours later, he could hear the shrill 

scream of the beast as it circled overhead.  To 

the sounds of the terrifying animal he slowly fell 

asleep. 

Through the night we would wake in terror, 

and if not to the sounds of the animal, the terror 

in his mind awoke him.  The ground was like a 

tomb, and he dreamed he was being buried 

alive. 

Goren's eyes flickered open at the sound of 

his alarm, ringing in his ears.  It would have to 

be light above ground, now.  Goren slowly 

pushed his hands to the surface and cleared the 

soil away from his face.  He stood up, from his 

shallow grave, to see his comrades doing the 

same. 

The four looked towards the mountain 

rearing up before them.  The air was clear and 

the rising rocky landscape reached for the blue 

sky.  Goren stared over his shoulder up to the 

center of their world, where the blue air became 

an intense white source of light, fired by ten 

thousand lasers into a crystal, which then 

dispersed light uniformly, throughout the world. 

Indicating the mountain, Vila pointed the 

way to go.  They would climb the ridge through 

the far trees, then go over the nearest 
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escarpment, and then finally, down a steep 

ascent to the far spur on the mountain.  From 

there, they should be able to see the township of 

the Masters, nestling down by a lake. 

After a brief dried kelp meal, the four set 

off.  It took only half the day.  Goren had his 

first glimpse from over the bluff and caught his 

breath.  The other side was beautiful, a mass of 

patchwork plains and woods, intersected with 

streams that flowed into the sea.  The air was so 

clear, that Goren felt he could touch the scene, 

like a visionplate, of a Federation cruiser. 

From this altitude, Goren could just make 

out the upward curvature of the world. 

Below them, was the building that Vila 

spoke of.  It sat firmly, on a peninsular into the 

lake.  Goren could see several rooflines.  It 

would take a few hours to descend and reach it. 

Going down was fast.  With stops every 

fifteen minutes the troop checked any activity 

near the buildings.  Goren was certain they were 

being monitored.  Somehow, he knew.  Still, 

they descended, with the lake spreading out in 

front of them.  Goren held his face up to the sky.  

The air was fresh with a slight breeze.  The heat 

from the center radiated a gentle caress. 
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They were almost to the lower levels of the 

hills, when Vila stopped and pointed to the sky.  

Black clouds were forming and swirling over the 

lake, as though they had just formed out of 

nothing.  The air was saturated with evaporation 

from the sea.  The formation of heavy clouds 

would soon soak the grounds with rain.  Seconds 

later, lighting and thunder reverberated up the 

valley.  They hurried. 

The winds swooped in from the lake, 

whipping up the crashing water.  As the clouds 

captivated its audience, the group descended, 

but they did not notice the fading light. 

 

 

Township of the Masters 
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As they advanced, Goren could see more 

clearly, the outline of the structures below.  

There were many buildings; in fact it was a small 

well-constructed township, with mainly their roof 

vents above the ground. 

With no warning, a series of lights flickered 

on around the buildings.  It was getting dark, 

the time was late and little Vila began to shake.  

“G...Goren,” he stuttered, “This place is 

dangerous to me.  I don’t know any of my 

people who have been this close, and survived.  

If the Masters take me, I shall never see my 

friends again, and if I’m captured, I will lose the 

right to think for me.” 

Goren nodded, and knew Vila was correct.  

Goren had no similar concern for himself, as the 

size of the cap in Vila's skull was too large for 

someone to put into Goren’s head.  This offered 

some security.  Still, a feeling of dread began to 

close in on Goren as well. 

Vila began to back away.  “I must go.  It 

will be dark soon and the rytoen will be up there.  

I must run to the plains that are soft, so I can 

hide beneath the ground.” 

Goren, Mepat and Nykol said farewell to 

Vila.  If successful, they would meet him the 

following morning, back up on the ridge.  
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Moments later the outline of Vila was gone, as 

darkness became as heavy as the mist.  Only 

the brilliant flashes of lightning showed the 

outlines of the buildings now.  It was almost 

black. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

MASTERS 

 

 

Goren felt shivers slam his spine, every time the 

vivid white slashes struck death blows, at the 

ground.  Twenty pacs away, an explosive boom 

threw the three sideways.  They ran towards the 

buildings. 

They were almost there, when the lightning 

died away.  There was now no sound but the 

thumping of their three hearts, and it powered 

them on. 

Lights surrounded all the tall buildings, and 

flooded a welcome path to the center of the 

structures.  As they passed the lake, Goren 

could see that the walls were metal, some barely 

higher than Goren. 

All of a sudden above them bellowed the 

shriek of the all too familiar rytoen.  The 

screams were coming closer.  The three looked 

around; they were amongst some domes.  There 

was no corner, door or retreat to hide behind.  

They were trapped in the light of the open area. 

As the sound deafened over them, a dome 

cover to their right, rolled back to expose a set 
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of stairs, leading below the ground.  There was 

no question of whether to enter or not; they 

dashed for it.  Halfway down the stairs, Goren 

looked back.  The cover closed automatically, 

enclosing the three.  If there was any doubt as 

to the reality of the beast, their skepticism had 

vanished.  The dome reverberated with the 

pounding and scratching of huge talons.  The 

clawing at the thin steel dome did not stop.  The 

animal was trying desperately, to enter. 

 

 

A Rytoen 

 

Slowly, at the base of the stairs, a door 

swished open.  A mellow voice called, from 

within.  “Please enter, visitors of the outer other 

world.  You’ll be safe here.” 
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Goren knew that they must push away fear, 

to leave this place.  Boldly, he entered first. 

The room was big, extending in a circular 

form, windows stretched to the far side, showing 

the blackness that must be the lake and the 

night.  There was furniture in the room, sofas, 

tables and a wall that seemed to be a small 

control center with dials, vision screens with 

three men standing at the far end. 

They would have been fifty years old if they 

were from Earth, but they were not.  Their 

height was somewhere between that of Goren 

and their friend Vila.  The heads of these three 

were not exaggerated as Vila’s, and their clothes 

were refined, woven suits. 

The eldest stepped towards Goren.  “Your 

name is Goren, and your time of coming has 

been predicted and determined over by our 

scholars.  My identity is Kaltras.” 

Goren felt a flood of warm existence enter 

his knowing.  It lasted only a second, until a 

twinge of hate filtered through and the sensation 

ceased.   

Kaltras spoke again.  “I can tell you are 

worried.  You think that, perhaps I’m evil?” 

Goren tried to hide his surprise; he had 

thought that.  How could Kaltras tell? 
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“I can tell Goren, because I’m one of the 

Masters.  My mind knows all.  I knew that you 

would arrive, granted, I was not certain as to 

which specific day, but we knew you would come 

here.”  The man turned, and motioned his hand 

towards a screen.  It burst to life, with images 

from outside of Earth. 

Kaltras continued.  “Here, is where our 

Fathers are from.  Here is where all civilization 

came from.  It is our ancestry, where the control 

of mankind has been handed to us, by our 

farsighted Control-Fathers. 

“In your time there, our forefathers worked 

at controlling the population, and your meddling, 

Goren will bring to absolute certainty, our 

existence.”  Goren looked confused.  “Your 

mission, Goren, ensures our survival.  In fact, 

only with your intervention, can we be certain 

that our destiny to control mankind, which is 

ourselves, is assured.  For you were created a 

long time ago for that purpose.” 

The information bit deep into Goren’s heart.  

He felt numb.  Could it be true?  Could it be that 

these Masters had gained control of Earth 

eighty-six thousand years ago, because of his 

own interference?  Or, was it because after this 

meeting, he no longer offered resistance, to 
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whatever these Masters had planned, and that 

led to their success? 

 

 

Kaltras, Master 

 

Kaltras chuckled, as he read Goren's 

thoughts.  “Yes, we control the past, the present 

and with your help, we shall retain control of all 

humanoids, in the Galaxy.  Actually there is 

none other, than those in this system, now.  No 
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other humanoids exist. Finally, we have been 

able to control all, by finding the correct place 

for them all, and that, Independent Torren, is in 

the past.” 

Kaltras looked at Goren, and added, "And 

that includes all those others from not of this 

realm who you will discover between your time 

and now, no matter which lifetime that will be. 

We send them all back to Earth, your time." 

Kaltras smiled. 

With all his will, Goren wanted to resist this 

being, this man who stood in front of him, the 

person that made him feel so helpless.  But 

Goren couldn’t move.  He willed this man, this 

enemy, to collapse to the ground.  Nothing 

occurred, but a gurgling noise, from his friend 

Mepat. 

From the corner of his eye, he could see his 

friend fall to his knees.  Nykol also fell.  Kaltras 

laughed.  The other two Masters by his side 

slowly smiled as well. 

Kaltras' laughter ceased and he stared at 

Goren.  He then circled him; with Goren's feet 

riveted to the floor.  No command from Goren to 

his body seemed to be obeyed.  Every muscle 

was frozen. 
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As Kaltras came around, into view again, he 

began to slowly speak.  “A long time ago, in your 

time, and just after, our Control-Fathers 

discovered the methods of controlling vast 

crowds, then civilizations and finally every 

humanoid being in the galaxy, all through simple 

methods that were first developed during your 

time.  Certainly, there was resistance, but then 

we found the time portal, an unusual and 

unrepeated overlapping anomaly, of the past 

and the future.  As you know; that was where 

galactic civilization started from, the planet, that 

you call Earth.” 

Goren began to sweat, as he fought for the 

control of his limbs.  Without warning, the 

mental grip by the man lifted.  Goren heard the 

gasps of his two friends and moved to help 

them.  As he looked up from the side of Mepat, 

Goren called.  “Why this?  What have my friends 

done to you?” 

As though he answered his own question, 

Goren thought of the destruction of the light-

craft back on Earth. 

Kaltras laughed.  “Those are nothing but an 

expendable army.  Those like Vila, are 

programmed to do our bidding in our wars and 

missions.  If they need to die for us, to maintain 
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our control, then that is their purpose.  It is the 

reason for their breeding. We allow them to 

breed, and it encourage it, just so they can die 

for us.  It has been that way since your Earth.” 

Kaltras approached Goren.  “Do you really 

want to know why?”  The question echoed hate.  

"Your planet that you love so much is a prison 

and we sent all humanoid beings there, in your 

time.  We have many entry points, such as 

Phobos, a moon of Mars that was made only a 

few thousand years ago. There are several time 

warping entry points to the Sequetus Series and 

we control them all, all their gateways." 

Goren felt pain.  He couldn’t move.  He had 

no time to present an answer.  His mind was 

being bombarded with images.  Pictures of war, 

destruction, agonized screaming and deaths of 

many, filled his mind.  It overloaded him; the 

dead filled him, until it felt they would cause his 

head to explode.  Slowly, Goren's eyes fluttered 

and he fell unconscious. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 6 

 

PROPHECY 

 

 

Goren felt a desire to open his eyes, but it 

weakened.  Again, the desire returned.  He knew 

that there had been several hours since he had 

felt it last.  It was the will to continue, and again 

it was waning.  Slowly, in the blackness, he felt 

a warm comforting voice, the voice of someone 

he knew calling him, searching for him, a tearful 

voice of a friend, he had once known.  It was 

passing and growing fainter again, and now it 

was gone. 

Goren did not know where he was, he was 

not even certain that he was alive.  He wondered 

and felt pain.  The pain was strong and it began 

to nag him, and almost apologetically, Goren 

withdrew deeper into where he knew he couldn’t 

be found.  He could be protected where he was, 

hidden away in the inner depths of his mind’s 

universe, so no one could find him, no one could 

touch him.  Here, he would be safe.  Again, the 

friendly voice came, reassuring and calm.  Goren 

almost wanted to reach out and answer it.  He 

really did want to, but quickly realized that 
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another voice was there, with others, that would 

harm him.  Now, the friendly voice was calling 

him again, asking him for help against the other 

voices.  He then realized that they were not 

voices, but the minds of others. 

Who were they?  What did they want?  Why 

did they seek him?  Goren felt himself cringe and 

withdraw further from what he knew was true 

for others. 

Now he could feel it, the good and evil 

minds doing battle, over him, around him, but 

where was he? 

He felt a sensation; it was all over him, a 

heat, and body sensation.  Yes, it was warmth 

on his skin, comforting; and then it was lost 

amongst the war of minds around him.  He knew 

where he was now; he was in his body.  The 

warm friendly mind cried out, in pain.  It needed 

help.  It was calling him, but how could Goren 

help?  He only wanted to withdraw, to leave the 

fighting to others.  Let them do what they must; 

he would be all right.  None could harm him 

anymore; he was in his own mind’s universe.  

He would pretend that he did not exist. 

Again, the mind that had befriended him, 

screamed out in terror, through Goren's 

darkness.  Instantly, Goren snapped into a level 
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of greater awareness.  He knew the mind; it had 

wanted to help him many times.  It went by the 

name of Mepat.  Goren wanted to help it.  He 

could hear the calls for help, but it was growing 

weaker.  Goren felt his own pain.  Why could 

they not leave him alone?  Why couldn’t all the 

others help, instead? 

Without thinking, Goren felt himself lunge 

out, in hatred, at the evil minds.  They shrank 

back.  He felt the venom of his hatred strike at 

them, and he enjoyed it.  He enjoyed the harm 

he could inflict on others.  The evil minds 

laughed, as though in triumph. 

A mind said: “You see Goren Torren, you 

are one of us.  Return to Earth and do our work.  

Release the terror.  It will ensure our existence.  

The memory of the past eighty-six thousand 

years you carry with you.  You, and only you, 

can bring about the destruction of all the 

humanoid races, and our real enemy.  We salute 

you, so noble a person.  You are our prophesized 

one.”  With that the minds vanished. 

Goren felt helpless.  Who was he?  What 

were those minds that bid him to do this?  

Slowly, the sensation of his body came back.  He 

could feel warmth.  It was on his face.  He could 
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feel hands on his arms.  His body ached.  He 

gradually opened his eyes. 

A little rasping voice squealed, behind him.  

“His eyes are open.  Rest him.  Rest him on the 

ground.” 

Goren felt his body being lowered.  He 

looked up and saw Mepat and said.  “Thank you.  

Where are we?”  The warmth of their sun 

caressed his skin. 

“My Lorde,” said Mepat.  “We are half way 

to the home of Vila.  I worried that we had lost 

you, as well.” 

“As well?” enquired Goren. 

“Nykol is dead, my Lorde.”  Mepat looked 

back to where they had come from, back to the 

mountain they had crossed two days before, 

over to the other side. He looked where they had 

left Nykol, as though looking, could bring him 

back. 

“When you passed out, at the hands of the 

Masters, Nykol and I also received the terror 

they had to reveal.  To me, they gave the 

answers of what they are currently doing to 

Sequetus 3.  It is terrifying.  They are the most 

sinister and horrific events, in the history of 

recorded time.  They informed me that you have 

been given the memory of the events of the past 
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eighty-six thousand years, since we left.  I was 

not shown that.  I was shown the history of what 

has happened in the five thousand years on 

Sequetus 3, since they found the time portal, 

and before we left.” 

Goren asked to be told Earth's history. 

Mepat looked up to the sky with sad eyes.  

“I’m also to believe, my Lorde, once I tell you 

what I know, then you’ll unleash and set in 

place, the dreadful certainty that the events will 

bring about.  They’ll no longer need the portal.  

I’m to believe that such knowledge and 

responsibility, is too much for one man.  They 

revealed me this, and to prove it, they granted 

Nykol the full knowledge that you and I possess 

separately.  Our friend Nykol went crazy, before 

my eyes.  I was helpless to stop him, or come to 

his aid.  He screamed as his eyes went wide in 

terror, at what he saw.  He pleaded with me to 

help him; to unburden him with what he had 

seen and been part of.”  Mepat wiped a tear 

away. 

“My body and mind was frozen.  I could only 

watch as Nykol, in a last attempt to save himself 

and mankind, began to repeatedly smash his 

head against the floor and wall.  The Masters 

watched and laughed.  Finally, they released me 
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so I could hold him, and he died in my arms.  

And as he did, he asked forgiveness from what 

he had seen and been all his lifetimes.  With 

that, he left his body and died.  I then collapsed, 

into unconsciousness.” 

Mepat continued the story of how they left 

the Masters, as they waited for Goren to regain 

his strength.  “I woke the next morning on the 

pavement outside.  Vila was by my side, urging 

me back to life.  He was able to bring me 

around, but you remained unconscious.  Nykol's 

body was rigid and had begun to bloat in the 

heat.  We had to leave, so I carried you away 

from the domed buildings, and for two days we 

have been heading Vila's home.  It seems Vila 

may be able to provide a way out for us.” 

Mepat looked tired and strained.  “They told 

me that I would tell you their current intentions, 

and that when I did, it would seal the fate of the 

universe, past and current, into the universe 

that exists now.  They said that I would be 

unable to resist the desire to tell you, and when 

that time comes, then I have doomed all 

civilizations to collapse, anarchy and 

destruction.” 

Goren nodded as he rose to his feet, looking 

in the direction of where they had to go.  “I have 
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been plagued by memories of my future and my 

part in it.  I won’t burden you, but if it is as they 

say, then maybe there is a way we can still 

prevent what is about to occur on Sequetus 3.”  

Goren began to slowly walk. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 7 

 

FUTURE  AND  KNOWLEDGE 

 

 

If one knew their future, and had been there, 

was it the past, and could it be undone?  Could 

one’s effort to change the future, make it only 

the future that one had seen?  Could one change 

the future, or was one’s foreseen future, really 

an unavailable forgotten memory of the past? 

Are you a mannequin playing on a stage 

called time, not able to choose but to be pulled 

by some outside force, beyond the reach of 

time? 

Goren continued thinking; he wouldn’t 

divulge what he had seen of his future, and the 

part he played.  He couldn’t tell Mepat who these 

Masters really were.  If he did, then this would 

be the end of their mission, and as the Masters 

said, it would make certain the Masters’ future.  

Still, Goren wondered at what these Masters 

were really doing.  What if this knowledge and 

memory was only a ruse to prevent them from 

completing their mission?  If so, this is, as the 

Masters said, making the future certain. 
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As they walked, Goren wondered, what was 

this thing time, the future?  It did exist.  He was 

part of his own future now, as real as anything 

that he had seen in his history, as an 

Independent.  So, if the future was real, then 

could it be altered or was it set on a one way 

course, which couldn’t be changed?  Did choice 

really exist? 

Once, Goren would have argued that man 

couldn’t know his future, and thus, he had a 

duty to better it.  Here he was faced with a 

future, which he knew was real.  He was here, in 

the future, but now.  He still had choice. 

They had crossed the plains and were now 

on the edge of the first wood.  The sky was 

darkening so they hurried further into the trees, 

to escape the attention of the rytoen.  By the 

time the first noises were heard from above, the 

trio had made camp.  For Goren, it was a 

sleepless night, as he drifted in and out of 

tormenting memories.  The guilt, the shame and 

the responsibility of the past and of the future 

past, now lay within him. 

Mepat slept lightly.  He wrestled with the 

idea, which the only certain way to seal the fate 

of the universe for good rather than evil, may be 

for him to die, before he had a chance to pass 
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on the information to his lorde.  Only then, it 

might be possible for Goren to complete his 

mission.  If Mepat died, it would show what the 

Masters had said was untrue, and that the future 

as they explained it, was a falsehood.  That 

would allow Goren total free choice.  However, 

what if the data they had been given was done 

only to get him to the point to make this choice; 

would that not demonstrate that the Masters 

were superior to the most senior of Boguard, 

and the Magi? 

The next morning the light filtered through 

the mist and branches.  Goren woke to the smell 

of frying kelp.  If for no other reason than the 

desire to eat a better variety of tastier food, they 

must escape this planetoid. 

Having eaten, they began the next leg of 

the journey, back to Vila’s home.  Goren and 

Mepat kept the tragic history of Earth's past and 

future, to themselves. 

As they marched out of the wood onto the 

next plain, Mepat began to play back in his 

mind, the memories of Earth's past.  As his mind 

recalled, he saw how the Masters reduced the 

Earth races to short-lived bodies, by using the 

same genetic engineering that they had used, to 

design the light-weight low-gravity bearing 
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bodies, given to Vila and his friends.  Vila’s small 

body took up less space and meant that more 

people with a smaller consumption of food and 

energy could do more work.  The Masters were 

not concerned for their own size. 

The billions of humanoids, crammed into 

the other planetoids. They were small and lived 

like underground animals, never knowing there 

was more than the mundane life for what they 

had been bred, and programmed for. 

Mepat found out that four planetoids, each 

contained about seven billion people; people 

such as Vila, content to get a soothing rewarding 

mental stroke, on a regular basis. 

The Masters lived here though, on this 

perfect little world.  Only half a million of them, 

here, in small towns, but more than enough, to 

control the minds of the masses that labored, 

fought wars, and conquered the galaxy for them.  

For, outside of these planetoids, the Masters 

could feel secure in the knowledge that there 

was none other than themselves.  All others had 

already been eliminated, over thousands of 

years and sent back into the past.  Civilizations 

were destroyed, the Galaxy conquered; and all 

other intelligent life vanquished. 
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That was when it was discovered, by the 

Masters that there was something more horrific, 

than they had ever imagined.  Their perfect 

world may not be forever.  In the mental 

laboratories, in the depth of the research 

planetoid, it was shown that all life existed 

separate from the physical universe, meaning 

that to kill the body did not truly extinguish life; 

it just stopped its manifestation in the physical 

universe in that body.  There was no permanent 

death.  This discovery sent panic through the 

Masters.  Not only did they need to kill those out 

there, which they called their enemies, but they 

needed to bring about the capture of the life-

force itself.  They needed to kill the dead. 

This is where the memory of Mepat had 

ended.  He knew that the burden, of how this 

was done, was now with Goren.  He also knew 

that for the Masters, there was only one 

solution.  That was: to send a life that was 

devoid of a body, into the past, and the only 

safe place for the Masters, was on Earth.  Only 

then, could they feel protected from the 

haunting of what they had done.  It was for this 

reason, that they had kept the time gates open.  

Earth was their prison, for the dead-life of all 
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past civilizations, which had ever existed. Earth 

was a real planetary prison. 

 

Ω 

 

On the fifth day they arrived back, at the 

home of Vila and his family.  As they approached 

through the woods, Goren was thinking about 

the memory he had been given.  Without much 

concentration needed he slipped into the 

memory of all the lives he was to lead, from 

when he returned to Earth up to until now.  How 

many lives were there, in total? 

The memory images were clear.  In front of 

Goren was the picture of a fleet of space 

cruisers, coming out of a system, which was in a 

sector of the galaxy that Goren knew now, was 

unknown to him or anyone in the Federation.  As 

they approached, Goren felt his urge to destroy 

the fleet.  Three large fireballs appeared on the 

screen, heading at the enemy.  The opposition 

cruisers absorbed the fireballs.  They seemed to 

falter, with no outward change in the hulls, then 

each cruiser began to glow red, to finally waver 

in space and vanish, before his eyes.  In four 

seconds, they had all gone.  Twenty cruisers, 
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back up craft and fifty thousand human beings 

perished. 

Goren could remember the feel of the cry of 

their minds, at the terror he had unleashed upon 

them, and the joy that he felt, at their 

destruction.  Instantly, his mind flickered to the 

mass destruction of three planets.  The first was 

large and charred, all over its surface.  It took 

two hours to destroy.  The next was a small 

water planet similar to Earth.  It slowly glowed 

as the cruisers had done.  The time passed 

slower.  The lives began to perish as Goren 

heard the now familiar spiritual scream of terror.  

They had no escape; no way out.  All life had 

finally gone.  Now, the planet slowly took on a 

red tinge, it began to glow and finally, it became 

transparent.  It vanished.  The darkness of space 

filled the screens.  Goren recalled the feeling of 

the joy and pleasure that he experienced in that 

life to come.  Seventy-three billion lives, 

destroyed in days.  A whole system of 

civilization, destroyed in hours.  His joy 

disgusted him.  He shuddered at the distasteful 

delight that the memories of his future had 

brought him. 

Goren looked ahead, to the first village hut. 
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Ω 

 

The next day, Goren rose from another 

night of sleeplessness.  Fortunately, a village 

messenger interrupted his morning meal, of 

boiled kelp.  Apparently, Pegasus had been 

sighted, where it had vanished.  Both Goren and 

Mepat saw this as a ploy by the Masters, to 

either send them back to seal their fate as 

conquerors of the Universe, or to out maneuver 

them mentally, into making errors. 

Within two hours of the news, Goren and 

Mepat were hiking, up to Pegasus.  There were 

seven in the party, all told. 

There waited Pegasus, its door open, with 

systems on.  Mepat stepped aboard, to signal 

the all clear, once he had checked that it was 

safe.  Goren entered next, followed by Vila. 

Vila had spoken to his partner the previous 

night, about Goren's offer and request for help.  

There was universal agreement in the village 

that Vila should go with Goren.  Vila was 

traveling to Earth, with seven large sacks of 

dried kelp. 

With help Goren stowed the sacks in the 

cold storage unit.  He was certain that Pegasus 

could synthesize the protein base and produce a 
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more palatable substitute for Vila.  As for the 

rest of them, they were looking forward to 

eating anything, but kelp! 

Minutes later, the ground opened up.  Vila 

watched the screens and saw his partner and 

three village-council members outside, waving.  

The little ship then disappeared into the ground.  

Moments later, they were into free space.  Goren 

felt fearful.  They were doing just as the Masters 

had intended. 

 

Ω 

 

“I agree that we cannot trust them,” said 

Kaltras. “But is it not us, who control what they 

experience?  They have no abilities of merit.”  It 

was the man who had spoken to Goren and 

Mepat.  He looked out, over the lake.  There 

appeared a swirling in the water as a shoal of 

fish attacked a swarm of insects, feeding on 

surface weed.  He spun around to face two of 

the five other leaders of their worlds. 

One of those leaders turned from his 

holographic projection.  They were playing back 

the events of the meeting between Goren, Mepat 

and Nykol.  “Look at how high he was able to 

raise his mind shields.  His mental ability to 
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resist our imagery was far beyond any that have 

come out of our laboratories.  His mind was 

never fitted with enhancers.  He is strong.” 

“The one named Mepat also was clever.  He 

seemed to possess a quality of clarity to his 

thoughts.  According to data on the screen, the 

surge of power is clean and free from 

underthought.”  The third leader pointed to the 

screen, showing the computer enlargement of 

Mepat’s thought patterns.  “The highs and 

troughs are not ragged.  That means that his 

purpose is singular.  Possibly this makes him a 

dangerous man.  He isn’t as strong as Torren, 

yet he is far stronger than any human in these 

worlds.” 

The first leader stepped forward.  “Agreed; 

he is strong, as is Torren, but you saw that they 

were no match when we turned them over to 

Centrecom.  He nullified any affect they had, and 

he has been keeping their ability in check the 

whole time they had been here.  They were 

never aware of him. 

“It also should be noted, that since their 

programming they aren’t able to use any of their 

abilities to fight us.  Again, Centrecom and we 

have outsmarted a slower and weaker species of 

enemy.” 
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The third leader stepped across to the 

window, to watch a bird fly down, and pluck a 

small fish from the lake.  “These people are the 

exception to our plans.  We all know that the 

populations of Earth have a lowered mental 

capacity due to our early intervention, and it is 

getting progressively weaker, with each 

successive decade.  They rebel less and less, 

each successive year. 

“Yet, we also have known that someone 

new, from that world, would arrive to challenge 

us.  We further know that we, the Masters, are 

the only hope for their mankind, as a species.  If 

it were not for Centrecom and us, the species of 

Man would have vanished.  We all know that.  It 

seems that this Torren is the beginning of 

something that never existed on our time path, 

till now.  He is unpredictable, and otherwise 

untraceable.” 

The first man turned away from the screen.  

“We all knew the risks five thousand years ago 

when we opened the gate to the past.  We knew 

that in our endeavor to speed up our conquest of 

nearby galaxies, particularly that other spiral 

galaxy, and the introduction of the short-lived 

bodies, that there was a chance for error. We 

knew that mankind could mutate and be lost 
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forever, that some foreign alien humanoid race 

could even arrive in our galaxy and defeat us.  

Our only chance has always been to accelerate 

the development of our material technology, to 

match our advanced state as mental beings.” 

The second leader shook his head.  “We 

defeated our entire galaxy.  We are free from 

any threat, for at least the next thousand years.  

I feel that this new endeavor is still a folly.” 

The first leader began to flush with anger.  

“You know that we have gone over this, a 

hundred times.  There will always be a risk that 

that alien race in that other galaxy, will possess 

the technology to arrive here one day.  We must 

develop the means ourselves to travel between 

galaxies at a speed, that enables us to control 

the destiny of all others, out there.  That is our 

own destiny, as mankind.  Only then, will the 

fate of our breed be assured. We must dominate 

them all." 

“With our intervention into the past, we 

have also now set in motion the development of 

short-lived bodies, that, with due care, will take 

control of this galaxy, spreading their prominent 

low-life genetic seed, wherever they go.  We 

know that short-lived animals breed more. As 

they breed more there will be an acceleration of 
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the arrival of higher minds. Thus we also 

accelerate our potential to beat the others in 

that other galaxy. So, as our galaxy becomes 

short-lived, our material technology shall 

increase proportionally.  It occurred in our 

experiments here, and again with experiments 

on Earth on a larger scale.  With only slight 

manipulation of that little planet, we have been 

able to spur their technological development to 

ten times faster than that of the Federation.  

That is success!" The Master looked pleased. 

He continued, “And only by using the 

protection of being able to manipulate the past, 

can we be adequately prepared for the future.” 

The others nodded.  They always agreed, 

though the same argument had been, and would 

be, debated over the millennia, past and future. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 8 

 

RELEASE  BY  CENTRECOM 

 

 

Pegasus rendezvoused with the Rangercraft and 

interceptors.  The crews were pleased to be back 

on their mother craft.  Goren agreed to a plan, 

to send an interceptor craft, back through the 

portal, without delay.  The coordinates were set. 

The single Boguard aboard the interceptor 

had memorized messages, to deliver to Navia 

when he returned to Earth.  Slowly, he pulled 

down the thrusting handle, checked instruments, 

gave one last look to Pegasus and drifted off, in 

the direction of the portal.  Increasing in speed, 

he drew closer to the coordinates which he knew 

would take him back eighty-six thousand years.  

He was seconds away from it. 

Goren realized, now being beyond the reach 

of the world of the Masters, that he had regained 

much clarity of his thoughts.  He had no idea of 

how dim his perception had become, until the 

clarity had returned.  It seemed as though he 

was exiting from a heavy mental weight.  Now, 

only light traces of mental fatigue remained.  He 
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watched the screens, as the interceptor 

disappeared into the blackness of space. 

That returning interceptor was only the first 

step of their current mission.  Goren was still not 

certain as to whether or not, to return through 

that same portal with Pegasus.  He felt that the 

mission now dictated he remain in the future, to 

guide a cruiser through the portal and bring 

these Masters down.  Without warning, Goren's 

head started to hurt.  Images of the destruction 

of billions returned, memories of his own 

destruction began flashing through his mind. 

The first mate turned.  “My Lorde, our 

interceptor vanished, four hundred and seventy 

Ks prior to its predetermined point of return.  It 

never reached vanishing point.” 

Goren scanned the screens.  The report was 

verified by the image replay of the interceptor’s 

departure.  The portal that Pegasus had come 

through was not where the interceptor 

disappeared. 

 

Ω 

 

“You are certain that this will work?” 

queried the second leader to the first. 
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“Certainly, all the portal banks are now 

open to receive the craft into the secondary 

gateway.  Anything will be accepted through the 

portal as long as it has originated from the past.  

And their ships originated from back then.  If 

something going through the portal doesn’t 

belong in our time, it takes very little effort to 

encourage it to journey through the gate, to its 

past.  Their ship’s crew will also have a natural 

propensity to want to be drawn through the 

gate.  All aboard their alien time ship will perish 

underwater on Earth in a misrelated time to their 

departure, never to reveal the secret of their 

journey to their future.” 

That brought a consensus of minds.  

Together, with the fact that the original portal 

was closed down, meant that Goren and his crew 

could soon, again, be at the mercy of the minds 

of the Masters.  The three leading Masters 

looked at their screen images of Pegasus.  They 

wondered if the humans from the past were 

becoming concerned at their predicament.  A 

gentle warm feeling pervaded over them.  It was 

Centrecom.  Yes he answered.  The humans 

were concerned; as this was the only place in 

the galaxy that now supported life of 

consequence, and as these humans meant only 
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harm to the Masters and Centrecom, they must 

be slowly and mentally destroyed, before being 

dumped back on Earth. 

The Masters glowed within; at the joy they 

had brought Centrecom.  It was so rewarding to 

please him.  It made being a Master worthwhile. 

Masters were thousands of years old.  

Extending a standard age, by a factor of ten, 

had perfected genetic engineering, as applied to 

Earth.  This had been done with the aid of 

Centrecom, who said that he was as old as 

eternity itself.  In all that time they had 

perfected their worlds, as their forefathers had 

done.  They had also perfected the mental 

abilities of their race, and altered those of any 

who would oppose them, even from other 

galaxies. 

The Masters had created a race of the small 

grey bodies and then had vanquished all other 

intelligent life.  When the great alarm came, five 

thousand years ago, it was found that, after the 

killings, life, in its bare essence, always still 

existed.  The Masters had not extinguished life, 

as they thought they had, they had merely 

stripped it of its outward shells, the bodies.  This 

to Centrecom was bad.  He never forgot.  It 

meant that what he had killed still needed to be 
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killed again.  Centrecom became fixed on the 

billions out there floating in space, which 

pervaded the ether of existence.  Centrecom 

could never be safe. 

This life out there had to be found, captured 

and removed from the Galaxy.  Centrecom then 

discovered the time portal.  Somehow, he knew 

it would be there.  The Masters searched the 

history of the galaxy, until they found the 

disused planets, known as Sequetus 3 and 

Sequetus 4.  The fourth planet out from its sun, 

already had life, a colony that had fled the 

ravages of an advancing civilization.  The 

Martians were removed and transported to 

Earth, being readied for when the time came to 

open the portal doors, to the many lives that 

they had to distribute around the planet. 

Since that time, the Masters had little to 

interest in them.  The possibility of controlling 

the past, in order to elevate the technological 

achievements of the present pleased them.  Only 

then, could they successfully find and attack an 

enemy, in a far galaxy, that they did not even 

yet know existed. 

Now, they had time to play and destroy the 

minds of the crew of Pegasus, who had 
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transgressed the time gate with only one real 

thought, to destroy the Masters and Centrecom. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

TIBEL 

 

 

Goren had no idea what to do.  He tried to warp 

drive, back into the past, but nothing worked.  

There was nowhere to run.  Also, to return to 

Earth may only serve the bidding of the Masters.  

If he was to stay, then he must handle the 

enemy without any care of how he effected the 

past.  Here was the evil.  When that evil was 

removed he could then return home, to the past.  

Goren's first plan was to wait for help, after 

sending back the interceptor. 

There was still the possibility that the 

Alliance would provide that military help.  Goren 

also considered warping out, but where to, and 

what would happen if help arrived and there was 

no one here, to direct them? 

Goren pondered Pegasus's immediate 

future.  A screen to his right caught his 

attention.  A message was coming through. 

Your passage has been cleared for 

your arrival on the planet Tibel.  

Time thirty-five minutes. 

Goren looked to Vila for an explanation. 
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Vila replied: “Tibel is the center of all the 

worlds.  It is the smallest and is the heart.  I 

don’t know much about that world other than 

you have to be of high standing, to be permitted 

to work there.  I never knew anyone from Tibel.”  

Vila looked downcast. 

Goren looked at the three Boguard and 

Felice, on the bridge. 

Mepat voiced, “We have little choice, than 

to wait.  Again, they could have killed us 

already, if they wished.” 

Goren had also thought that.  He easily 

recalled the death and destruction created in his 

memory, where whole planets had vanished at 

their whim. 

“Agreed.”  Goren called to the crew: “Ready 

the Rangercraft.  We are going in.  Mepat, is 

there any protection that can be offered, against 

their psychic probes?” 

Mepat shook his head.  “No, my Lorde, but 

it is possible to monitor the mental imagery 

adapted into special helmets, linked up to the 

Pegasus computer.  That way, we can see any 

images or mental impingement on the wearer.  

It can be recorded and reviewed at a later date.” 

Goren nodded.  “Can this be done in the 

next twenty minutes?” 
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“It would take four hours at least,” said 

Mepat. 

Goren returned the message.  “Planet Tibel; 

we will arrive in four and a half hours.  Be 

ready.” 

Acknowledged, came the answer. 

“Okay, Mepat, four hours,” said Goren, as 

he descended the stairs.  “I’m going to see if 

there is any other hardware we can take along.” 

 

Ω 

 

The planetoid Tibel, was only three hundred 

and sixty Ks in diameter, with a crater covered, 

pale ochre and brown surface.  There were no 

lights, structures or craft seen. 

Little Betsie powered down, into a tight 

orbit, around the low gravity planetoid.  A 

shuttle shot out from the surface and quickly 

docked with the Rangercraft. 

As Goren stepped aboard he was surprised 

at the shape of the alien, who greeted him.  He 

was tall and thin boned, of the same height as 

Goren, but no more than half Goren’s weight.  

The alien’s skin was pale yellowy grey; the eyes 

were wide, well apart, he had a small mouth and 

no hair.  His uniform was pale cream, loose 
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fitting with a wide grey belt.  A gold braid 

epaulette rested on his slim right shoulder. 

The alien spoke in a whispering high voice.  

“Welcome aboard.  My name is Charlan.  I’m 

here to escort you to Centrecom.” 

“Centrecom?” queried Goren. 

The gangly alien smiled.  “You’ll find out.  I 

see that you are curious about me.  I come from 

a developed race called the Garloid.  These 

bodies were designed, to serve in the low gravity 

spaces of Tibel.”  The alien's long arms spread 

out indicating the interior of the shuttle.  “As you 

can see, there is very little light here, by your 

standards.  Yet, our eyes are used to far less.  

This is a harsh glare for me, so I put on this 

visor to see clearly.” 

As the alien went to put on a dark visor, 

Goren held up a hand.  “Please Charlan; there is 

no need of this.  You can turn down the light to 

your normal operating level.  We can manage 

with the optical dilators in the visors of our own 

helmets.” 

“Thank you,” said Charlan.  The light 

dimmed until Goren couldn’t see anything, at all.  

He activated a button on the side of his helmet 

and the night scope displayed an accurate image 

across the visor.  Mepat followed suit and walked 
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across the craft, to inspect the instruments, all 

the time knowing the images were being sent 

from his visor, to the Pegasus computer. 

There were no protruding controls in the 

shuttle, but there were a series of console 

screens that the alien appeared to be speaking 

into, with a language of squeaks and chirps. 

Charlan turned.  “That is the language we 

speak in the planet Tibel.  More data can be 

transmitted faster, in the upper end of our 

hearing, than can be done with that tongue of 

yours.  Half our language exceeds the upper 

range of your hearing.” 

“How is it, that you then speak Standard 

Galactic?” asked Goren. 

Charlan nodded.  “We started that language 

thousands of years ago, and our administrators 

and historians have kept it up since.  We also 

need experts to be able to translate data coming 

back from Sequetus, both from the Federation, 

and Earth.” 

Goren nodded, as the alien went back to 

communicating in tweets and squawks, to his 

computer screen. 

After four minutes Charlan, called to the 

pair.  “We are in Tibel and decelerating into the 

planet.” 
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Goren looked around the cabin.  There was 

no furniture, only clean slick floor and walls.  

The images from the screens glowed dull. 

Soon the exit door swished open and 

Charlan beckoned them to follow him. They 

disembarked. 

They slowly loped along a long corridor.  

The gravity was exceptionally light, even with 

the powerdown boots that Goren and Mepat 

wore.  After two hundred pacs, they arrived at a 

terminal.  The corridor gave way to a large 

canyon containing a multi-level monorail system 

that crisscrossed in layers, with moving stairs, 

between. 

As Goren stepped into a carriage on the 

second level, Mepat looked down to the levels 

below. 

There were no obvious controls, speakers or 

extrusions, to indicate the form of technology 

used on Tibel.  The carriage was built without 

seams, welds or joints.  Light appeared to 

permeate, from the carriage itself.  Mepat 

guessed it was made from the phosphorus 

compound which Pegasus had shown was in the 

planet’s substrata layers.  Goren and Mepat still 

needed their night vision enhancers.  The rail car 

sped along. 
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They passed another canyon, carved into 

rock.  It was several hundred pacs deep, and 

flashed past in a blur.  Mepat had 

underestimated their speed. 

More stations flashed by.  Mepat counted 

thirty-seven, before the carriages began to 

decelerate.  Over an hour had lapsed, since they 

boarded.  Mepat surmised that they must now 

be close to the center of the planet.  Gravity was 

minimal. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 10 

 

CENTRECOM 

 

 

Charlan was the first to exit.  There was a 

waiting party of seven similar beings outside.  

One stepped forward and bowed deeply, while a 

flurry of chirps and squeaks emanated from the 

others.  The uniforms were similar to Charlan’s, 

but with less braid. 

Charlan turned to Goren and Mepat as they 

stepped from the carriage.  “If you place these 

pads over your limbs, you’ll experience gravity 

equalizers.”  Charlan held out the circular 

padded bands and continued.  “There are 

thousands of magnetic pellets within each band.  

They are monitored on a central computer 

system, which directs magnetic beams to the 

pads.  These in turn, give you a simulated 

gravity.  You’ll find them far more comfortable 

than free float, or the powerdown boots that you 

are wearing.  You don’t have to wear them of 

course, but your mobility will be otherwise 

limited.  We, the Garloid, have mastered this 

planet’s light gravity and don’t use them much, 
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but for most of the other races that are bred on 

our worlds, we recommend them.” 

Goren nodded, as he placed the first band 

over his left arm. 

Charlan adjusted it above the elbow and 

pressed a green button on a small panel of six, 

on the band's side.  It was the second button 

down.  Goren looked at Charlan, inquisitively.  

The Garloid replied: “I have given you the 

setting that is used for the Masters.  That will be 

the most suitable.” 

“The top setting is for what?” enquired 

Goren. 

Charlan gave a small sideways smile.  

“Garloid, of course,” he said with a hint of 

sarcasm.  “The grey body Togs use the button 

two down from yours.” 

“Togs?” asked Goren. 

“Yes, Togs.  Those small creatures that are 

bred by the billions, for the purpose of serving 

us, and him,” replied Charlan. 

Goren felt HIM must be referring to 

Centrecom.  “What about the other three levels 

of activity on the band?”  There were three more 

buttons that had settings for humanoids, which 

Goren wanted to know more about. 
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Charlan smiled.  “This way.  You may find 

out in time. Resist pressing them if you can.” 

Goren looked at Mepat as they followed the 

eight Garloids. 

The bands worked.  It took a little time, 

getting used to them.  It felt like walking, waist 

deep in water.  The armbands were not receiving 

as much downward thrust as the leg bands, or 

the belt around the waist.  After practice, the 

legs stopped splaying out before the hips turned, 

and Goren could walk with some dignity. 

They marched along the dimly lit corridor, 

with the Garloids almost slithering beside them.  

The Garloids made little or no noise, as they 

simply slid their feet lightly across the floor and 

seemed to effortlessly float forward. 

Charlan smiled as he spoke.  “You are 

studying the way of our walk.  As you can see, 

we float, barely touching the ground.  Our limbs 

are fragile compared to yours, but down here, 

we are quite fleet of foot.  A Garloid can exceed 

eighty Ks at this level.  Of course, that can be 

dangerous.  Down here, the network of rail you 

saw, is reserved for my status or above.  Those 

junior to me have to foot it.  A Garloid is 

expected to be able to foot from one side of the 

planet to the other in a matter of hours.  To 
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travel more speedily we have developed tunnels 

not dissimilar to transport systems found on any 

evolving world.  Here I will show you.” 

They were coming to an opening.  It was 

not as large as the centers that they had seen 

before, but Goren could see the tubes, shooting 

Garloids through them, at speed. 

“You of course, wouldn’t be able to 

maneuver in them.”  Charlan continued.  “The 

tunnels have fast moving air, so as to reduce the 

friction of the traveler.  The traveler enters from 

a side route, which has an air velocity less than 

the expressways.  As the traveler increases his 

speed he can then select the route with the air 

speed, which is supportive of his distance.  For 

example if I were about to go to the surface I 

would select a straight line route, and then 

travel by the highest velocity air mover.  The 

effort required by me is minimal.  The only time 

that I alter direction, is to select a different 

speed of air, and that is usually on entering or 

exiting the system.  I can pull out, at any of the 

many way stops.” 

Goren watched, as hundreds of Garloids 

gracefully glided by, in the transparent tunnel to 

disappear back into the planet’s bulk. 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  124 | 309 

 

Before Goren could ask, Charlan said, 

“There are some accidents, but a Garloid needs 

to pass certain proficiency tests, before he can 

use the higher air speed tunnels.”  Turning into a 

side tunnel, they now approached a dead end. 

Suddenly doors closed behind them, and 

then another closed beside them.  The dimness 

became black.  Goren went to turn on his visor 

light, but found it inoperable.  Faint panic began 

to rise within him.  Goren knew this was the end 

of their journey.  They were about to experience 

Centrecom. 

Slowly before them, the wall began to light 

up, letting the light on the other side permeate 

and reflect off the floor.  For the first time, 

Goren was able to see without the visor.  He 

knew that this was his cue to move on, so he 

stepped forward, into the well-lit cavern.  It was 

almost as if he yearned to go, as though there 

was some greater knowledge there, which 

pleaded with him, to go.  Goren desperately 

wanted to go, to meet Centrecom. 

Mepat called: “My Lorde.  Don’t enter.  This 

is, a trap.  Resist.”  Mepat sprang towards 

Goren. 

It was too late.  The armbands were now 

flashing red.  The magnetic field that had 
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assisted Mepat in travel, now pinned him to the 

floor.  He couldn’t move. 

Goren saw the fear in his eyes.  It woke 

Goren up, as though the Boguard had known the 

horrible truth that lay in Goren's memory, all 

along. 

Goren resisted, but couldn't.  He no longer 

wanted to be at the side of Centrecom.  He no 

longer desired to know the unknowable, but still 

it did not stop Goren from moving.  The 

magnetic bands lifted his body gracefully from 

the floor and slowly, he floated into the cavern.  

Mepat found himself also raised from the floor 

and moving.  They were powerless to do 

anything.  Goren tried to reach the button panel 

on his armband but found his arms were being 

held away from each other. 

Slowly, the wall behind them opened and 

the Garloid were gone. 

Now, there was only the two of them in the 

brightly lit cavern.  The room was empty, save 

for Goren, Mepat and a source of light, a dull 

light that seemed to absorb the brighter light 

around it, rather than emit it.  The floor, walls 

and ceiling were a polished granular stone, 

making perception of boundaries difficult. 

“Where are you, Centrecom?” called Goren. 
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Here before you, around you, 

within you.  In here I’m you, came the 

answer. 

What are you? thought Goren. 

Where are you from? Mepat put in. 

The answer came.  I’m the protector 

of all humanoid species.  I was 

created by the humanoids to protect 

them from evil.  I was created by you, 

to protect you all. 

Then why are you destroying so 

many people, in your past and present? 

asked Goren. 

I was developed to protect mankind 

from all intruders.  I have been 

serving my function eternally. 

Are you life or computer? asked 

Goren. 

I’m a self-perpetuated 

intelligence.  I think, therefore I 

am.  I was created with the purpose of 

being the creator.  That is why I’m 

here. 

How do you know that you were 

created? asked Goren. 

That is what I recall. 
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Can you be certain that all you 

recall is what really occurred?  What 

happened to you, which you cannot 

recall?  Goren was attempting to outthink 

Centrecom.  Perhaps what it said was correct, 

but now it was delaying its answer. 

I have no answer for that.  I will 

have to introspect my memories. 

What do you want from us? thought 

Goren. 

Your memories, and experiences. 

Goren felt a chill go down his spine.  Before 

he could think of a single reason to object he 

found his eyes become heavy, and he felt 

dreadfully tired.  They closed.  In two seconds, 

he was asleep. 

Mepat watched Goren float horizontally to 

the center of the room.  The dark light moved 

closer, until it enveloped Goren in a dull grey 

dimness. 

Mepat wanted to scream, but found his 

throat uttering nothing but dry gasps of air. 

As Goren's eyes closed he felt the warm 

inner glow of non-attachment.  He felt a gentle 

wash of friendliness soak into his body.  Slowly, 

a voice came to him, it was a friendly voice; it 
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was Centrecom.  The voice wanted to share 

memories, the memories that plagued and 

harmed Goren.  Goren found that he was 

beginning to play back those memories, which 

had been given to him, by the Masters.  The 

horror, the terror and the cruelty was re-lived 

and offered to Centrecom.  Soon, those 

memories had stopped, and Centrecom was now 

delving into the real memories of Goren Torren, 

not the implanted artificial memories embedded 

by the Masters. 

Goren did not know at the time, that the 

memories he was implanted with by the Masters, 

were merely a ploy to compel Goren to agree to 

this moment, now.  So, Centrecom would 

expunge those harmful reconstructed memories 

of the Masters, and then flow into Goren's real 

mind, to tap into his natural recall of his past.  

This is what was happening.  Centrecom was 

getting to know all about Goren Torren and then 

more than Goren knew.  It was a perfectly 

orchestrated plan, which had been done millions 

of times over in the past thousands of years. 

Goren was recalling the Battle of Sequetus 

3, his time with ACI, serving Lorde Hymondy, 

their plans to attack this side of the time gate, 

the Pleiades, Goren as Magi, his early 
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adventures as an Independent of the Court of 

Lorde Hymondy III, his childhood and before his 

immediate life.  All his past-life adventures, his 

past-life loves, his losses, all the events in 

eternity that made up the personality of the 

person, called Independent Goren Torren.  Soon, 

Centrecom knew all that was of Goren.  

Centrecom knew what to do.  Goren Torren was 

no longer a threat. 

Mepat watched as his lorde was leeched of 

memory.  Soon, he found his own eyelids begin 

to draw closed.  He fought the feeling 

tenaciously, but soon the lights dimmed around 

him, his body elevated and the warm feeling of 

friendliness drew over him.  There was no 

resistance anymore. 

Centrecom reflected on what he had 

learned.  He reflected on who Goren Torren 

really was.  He reflected on who he was going to 

be, and who Goren was yet to meet in his 

future.  Centrecom knew that every person 

carried memories of the future, as well as the 

past, and it was these future memories which 

Centrecom wanted access to.  Centrecom was 

searching for someone in Goren’s future. 

 

Ω 
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Goren awoke to the worried eyes of other 

Boguard.  He was aboard Pegasus.  Vaguely, he 

recalled being taken away from the hall of 

Centrecom.  He recalled vividly, all that had 

been remembered.  Much fascinated him.  He 

felt relief that the pain of the implanted 

memories was gone.  All those haunting images 

were not his; they had been constructed and 

pushed into his mind, only to have him push 

them out again.  Goren mused over those once 

painful constructed memories and realized they 

were someone’s real memories, but not his, that 

they must have happened to someone else.  The 

destruction of the planets, the billions; they all 

did occur.  Goren wondered whom the person 

was that had suffered at having led the life or 

lives of those memories.  He shuddered at the 

thought. 

He realized that the experience he had 

undergone, was a two way data transfer.  To 

learn about Centrecom’s enemy, in this case 

Goren Torren, the Federation, Mepat and the 

Boguard, there was an exchange of data.  Goren 

had retained the reconstructed memories of that 

past and so would Mepat.  This was marginally 
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valuable as long as they could dissect it, fast 

enough. 

Goren met Mepat on the bridge.  Sitting 

down, he said: “Wow, prepare for warp-drive.” 

The Warp lights flashed.  The screens took 

on their faint glow and soon the universe 

vanished from sight. 

Goren instantly sat back, sighed and looked 

at Mepat.  “Do you feel it?” 

Mepat slowly sighed.  “I was not aware of 

how enclosed I felt.  I feel freer, now we are into 

warp-drive.” 

Goren left his seat and walked to the 

screens.  He activated a switch, and maps of 

various known sectors of the Galaxy flashed 

across the screen.  He stopped it after thirty 

maps and turned to Mepat.  “Here, is where we 

are going.”  Goren pointed to a spot in space. 

The crew on the bridge, had a perplexed 

look on their faces. 

Felice walked over to the screen, her short 

hair striking a sharp contrast to her slick dark 

grey uniform.  She was pleased to see that 

Goren appeared unscathed, physically and 

mentally.  She was already beginning to feel the 

resurgence of her own ability.  Now, things were 
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clearer and brighter.  Objects around her 

appeared more real. 

Felice looked curiously to Goren.  “Goren, 

this new position, it is Sequetus 3, Earth.  We 

cannot go there...  except through the Portal.  

We are still in the future.” 

Goren smiled.  He felt strong and agile 

minded.  “Yes, that is Sequetus 3, in this time 

period.  Currently, we are in the center of the 

galaxy eighty-six thousand years, into the 

future.  That means that there is a real present 

time Sequetus 3 somewhere...out there.  It may 

be an irradiated rock.  It may not even exist 

anymore, but out there, is the position in space, 

that a long time ago, we knew as Sequetus 3.” 

Mepat smiled.  He knew where they were 

headed.  He turned to the first mate.  

“Destination please?  Log in current expansion of 

that now Santonia Galaxy, compare it to the 

standard-expansion we used eighty-six thousand 

years in the past.  Extrapolate the difference.  

Compute the universal expansion factor, 

broadmatter expansion factor, and determine 

the current location of the Sequetus system.” 

The first mate nodded.  It took fifteen 

minutes to come up with the location.  The 
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Sequetus Series system position would be soon 

on the screen.  He looked expectantly at Goren. 

Goren nodded to the mate with a 

suppressed smile.  “When you are ready, engage 

please.” 

The first mate fed the coordinates in and 

signaled that they were on their way. 

“This is my theory,” explained Goren.  “The 

universe, as it exists here, has been bent from a 

spiral, along a time axis, into a ruptured helix, 

because of the intervention of Centrecom and 

the time portal that we came through, and the 

time portal back through the existing Earth 

eighty-six thousand years in the future.  Our 

next step, is to travel to future Earth.  From 

there I plan to portal back eighty-six thousand 

years into the past, from now. We will return in 

time to when we left, but instead of being in the 

vicinity of Earth, I expect we shall be somewhere 

inside the Far Federation.” 

Mepat tapped the desk, a small sign that he 

was computing a thought.  “My Lorde, that 

position could be significant, in the historical 

sense of the development of Federation history.” 

Goren smiled.  “Yes.  I believe that when 

the computations are confirmed, we might find 

ourselves in the sector of where the lordes of the 
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Federation originated from, the mysterious 

planet of Palbo.  What is especially interesting, is 

that this place has never been mentioned much 

in the historical records of the Federation.  It is 

known only well by the Boguard. 

Goren glanced at Felice who returned him a 

strange look.  “It is what I believe is now the 

headquarters of the Far Federation,” said Goren. 

Felice had a question.  Goren answered it: 

“Yes Felice.  I’m Boguard as well, which is how I 

know about Palbo.”  She looked at him and it all 

made sense.  Goren continued.  “I don’t believe 

that Centrecom would have permitted us to 

return alive.  He wanted us to use the portal 

over the Zone, to return by, and make sure we 

took you with us.  We would have died, like our 

Boguard brother, who returned recently.  I know 

he did not survive, as I now have those 

memories, but his craft did make it through.  I 

found the memory of his return within me, from 

the Masters.  Centrecom wants us all dead, but 

in the past, not now, in his time.  He wants us 

dead eighty-six thousand years ago.  That is 

why he won’t kill us here, now.  While he was 

finding out about us, I was also learning about 

him.  He is scared and wants us dead well in the 

past.” 
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Before Felice spoke he said, “If that place is 

Palbo and linked to the future by its own time 

portal, then indeed the universes are locked into 

an eighty-six thousand year convoluted ruptured 

helix.”  Goren looked, at the mate. 

“Expected arrival, seven months, sir,” said 

the mate. 

Goren nodded.  Felice looked at him; she 

was bearing bad news by the expression she 

wore. 

She had been in touch with the infirmary.  

“It is Vila, Goren.  He has suffered a fit and 

fallen unconscious, after we went into warp-

drive.” 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 11 

 

FLIGHT  HOME 

 

 

Goren found the small grey alien unconscious, 

on the table in the infirmary.  The operation took 

three hours. 

Goren emerged, with blood on his tunic.  

“Vila will be fine.  Have this washed and 

analyzed.” 

Mepat accepted the device. 

 

Ω 

 

Once again, Vila opened his eyes.  He had 

woken a few times, in the two days since the 

operation.  He looked around at his 

surroundings.  Yes he was in the infirmary.  He 

vaguely recalled some dizziness, a while back.  

As he looked at the clock, Goren walked in 

carrying a small package. 

He laid the device he took from the 

package, onto the side table.  “How do you 

feel?” 

“Well, thank you Goren.  What am I doing 

here?” squeaked the alien. 
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Goren smiled.  “As this craft left the 

influence of the universe, this small cap device, 

imbedded low down in your skull, activated a 

current that overwhelmed your nervous system.”  

Goren held up a small plate-shaped object.  It 

was brass colored, with tiny perforations.  

“Though this section underneath had ceased to 

be active, which gave you a certain form of 

freedom of thought, this other rear section has a 

small base, that was activated by the cessation 

of a signal that pervades the star system where 

you lived.  This I assume was designed to 

prevent an escape, to outside the system.” 

Vila blinked.  “What else happened?” 

“The signal triggered your nervous system.  

You collapsed and I operated.”  Goren held the 

thing up to the light. 

“It is a clever device,” continued Goren.  

“Not only does it enable a strong preset signal, 

to emit an electric current into various parts of 

the brain, brain stem and nervous system, it 

does something else.  It has an amplifier that 

emits its own signals.  We are still experimenting 

to find out the purpose of all this micro circuitry, 

particularly the minutely small honeycombed 

crystalline lattices, surrounding the transmitting 
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antennae.  Some of the layers are only 

molecules thick.” 

Goren flicked on the viewscreen.  Computer 

enhanced images of the device rolled down the 

screen.  “If you have any ideas....”  Goren 

looked down and saw that Vila was again, 

sleeping gently.  He turned the screen off and 

quietly left the room. 

 

Ω 

 

The journey continued for four months, with 

Goren unable to investigate the device.  It just 

could not be made sense of.  Not really. 

In the meantime, it was decided that two 

important Federation planets, Jilta and Peel, 

would be inspected in this current future time.  

They were on a line to Sequetus 3.  If Palbo was 

alive and had hostile inhabitants, they needed 

more data, and now was the chance to get it.  

These were planets of the past, which they knew 

and it would help them to judge the future. 

“Peel on screen,” came the call from the 

bridge. 

Pegasus had come out of warp drives, out 

from the center of the system. 
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Goren recalled his many adventures on the 

wild planet of Peel, one of the great large water 

planets of the old Federation.  He recalled when 

he was arrested, by the Duke of Kallon, and 

escaped, only to be caught, and finally rescued 

by Navia, in one of their earlier crazy missions.  

She was a great asset to his quests for Lorde 

Hymondy III, forever complaining about the 

risks, yet seldom spending more than a week in 

any recovery ward.  Those were good days, the 

pair of them risking all, for the good of Jilta.  

They were simpler times.   

The first mate turned to look at Goren, then 

Felice, Mepat and finally Vila. 

“No mistake, my Lorde,” said Mepat slowly. 

“Yes.  I can see it.  Record the data.  Stay 

three hours to collect what you can from the 

system, and then return to warp drive.”  Goren 

was disappointed, and retired below to his 

quarters.  He needed time to adjust to the 

future.  He recalled an image he received when 

being implanted many weeks ago, the 

destruction of planets, in an instant.  Goren now 

saw the same image he had seen then, the 

destruction of the planet Peel.  No longer was it 

a planet of water and life, but a small cloud of 

red dust, spread out over several million Ks. 
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Goren fell asleep, and awoke hours later.  

They were well clear of the system and on their 

way to Jilta.  The dust analysis matched the 

computer records of the composition of the 

planet Peel.  The date of destruction was 

estimated at about sixty thousand years ago. 

 

Ω 

 

A month later Goren had worked out the 

exact electronics of the metal plate, taken out 

from Vila's head.  The plate transmitted a low 

frequency pulse.  It expanded the messages 

through the brain, out to a receival point.  In 

short, it was able to amplify all the mental 

energies of a human being.  This included 

hearing, sight and the higher-than-normal 

abilities of Goren, the Boguard and the 

Pleiadians. 

Goren held the helmet up high, for Mepat to 

inspect.  It shone.  Mepat shook his head and 

said, “It is too risky, my Lorde.  If I place the 

input receptors in your brain stem, it is possible 

that I could kill you, or simply alter your 

personality, so that you may never be the same 

again.  The operation is too dangerous.”  Mepat 

continued to shake his head. 
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Goren smiled and placed the helmet back 

on the workbench.  He put his hands on Mepat’s 

shoulders.  Behind them, lay part of the 

Rangercraft drives, being overhauled.  “Mepat, 

this isn’t a request.  If I’m permitted to order 

you to do it, then this is how it is done, but you 

shouldn’t be concerned for me.  If I’m to beat 

Centrecom it will be using something, which he 

has developed.  We will add the technology of 

the Boguard to this device.  Combined it shall 

end the horror of Centrecom, both in this time 

and eighty-six thousand years back.  You must 

do this Mepat.  I doubt the skill of others.  I will 

be fully awake and conscious, during it, as to 

explain how the operation is to be done.” 

 

Ω 

 

A week later, Goren had Mepat pull back 

most of his scalp.  Microscopic holes were 

drilled, and large sections of his skull, were 

removed.  He was conscious the whole time 

staring into a series of twelve mirrors that 

showed him the delicate nature of the operation. 

Goren's head was restrained in a complete 

body frame harness, totally immobilizing his 

head.  Only his eyes and jaw could move.  Felice 
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was at his side, mopping the small amount of 

blood, which trickled down the side of his face.  

Two Boguard had cameras.  Above Goren, was a 

bacterial scanner for any bacteria leaks, which 

were in turn destroyed by an automatic mini 

microwave beam.  Those present had their own 

hair cropped, close to their skin. 

Goren stared in the mirrors at Felice.  “You 

still look attractive without hair.  I don’t know if 

the fashion will take on, in the Pleiades though.” 

 

 

Attaching the golden cap 

to Goren 
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Felice just mimicked him.  “I think there 

may already be something wrong with your 

brain, to attempt this Goren.  Tissue attached, 

Mepat.”  She pressed another receptor pad into 

a brain fold, joined the micro lead and grabbed 

another.  Mepat was exploring deeper into the 

tissue, with biobots.  They were finding the right 

nerves within the brain, to attach the 

honeycombed crystal lattice.  It was tedious 

work and took hours, threading a lattice, layer 

upon layer, which were only several molecules 

deep. 

Finally, they finished.  Felice looked at 

Goren.  “Any difference?” 

Goren smiled, thought for a moment, and 

stared at the mirror image of Felice.  The mirror 

fractured into pieces.  “Sorry, no real difference, 

perceived as yet.  Please continue.” 

Mepat nodded, attaching more micro 

threads. 

Soon, they had replaced Goren’s skull 

fragments, micro screwing on a series of thin 

cover plates.  Finally, Mepat placed the scalp 

back and then a thin inner nylop helmet-mould 

casing, over the head.  The outer casing still lay 

on the table.  Another hour passed, before 

Mepat had the inner part of the helmet all 
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circuited, and the pincushion plate that once was 

in Vila's skull was all connected up in Goren's 

head.  This time, there would be no part of the 

device, that had held captive, the masses of 

Vila's home.  This plate was purely an ability 

enhancer. 

At last, the outer casing was snugly fit over 

the inner casings, hiding all the intricacies of the 

operation.  Mepat undid the body harness.  

Goren sat up, admiring the handiwork and the 

shining gold cap that now covered his head.  It 

was a tight fitting cap that protruded only 

slightly beyond the hair line. 

“That is all there is to do, my Lorde,” said 

Mepat. 

“Thank you.  Please keep an attendee 

nearby in case of complications.”  Goren 

stretched his arms. 

Mepat smiled and ushered all others out.  

The attendee would supervise Goren's needs, 

while they all waited to see if the operation was 

infection free and healing well. 

Goren's recovery was remarkable.  After 

two days, a scan showed the healing process 

was almost complete.  The scars had 

disappeared after the third day and the scalp 

appeared normal.  The patient appeared 
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cheerful.  It was the third day when Goren was 

permitted to return to the bridge. 

Pegasus was holding position, waiting for 

Goren to check instrumentation.  “Precede, first 

mate,” was Goren’s first command, smiling. 

The slim dark haired mate pulled down the 

warp-drive lever on his console, as the crew 

watched the screens.  Gently, the paleness 

vanished from the screens, to be replaced by a 

striking star-studded blackness.  It looked as 

though one could reach out through into the 

voids and touch the stars. 

How beautiful they looked, thought the 

crew.  Even with the safety of the modern warp 

drives, there was still a slight fear in travelers of 

being lost forever in a nowhere land, outside of 

time. 

“Jilta located,” came the quiet voice from 

the first mate.  He swiveled in his chair to face 

Goren.  “Sir, the images are now coming onto 

the screen with an optical analysis, showing a 

planet consisting of water with plant life.  In 

three minutes we will have a more details.” 

Goren could feel the optimism.  Every race 

likes to feel that it has survived the tests of 

time, but what civilizations have stood up to 

Centrecom? 
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Goren already knew what had happened to 

Jilta the moment they re-entered the universe.  

It had come to him as all knowing knowledge.  

In a split second, he knew of the barbaric use of 

atomics on the planet.  All life had been 

eliminated, except a few plant and insect 

species.  In the oceans were small shoals of fish, 

plankton and large volumes of seaweed.  There 

was no longer any civilization. 

In his mind, Goren searched for the site of 

where Residence would have stood.  It was the 

original home-site of Independent Goren Torren.  

He found it; leveled, below fewer than seven 

pacs of gravel.  The whole of Jilta PC, had long 

ago perished.  Goren could perceive a few 

building footings, the odd basement wall fallen 

in, but there was no sentient life. 

His mind searched over the surface and 

through the crust of the planet, but he found no 

intelligence.  It had been exhausted, forty-eight 

thousand years ago.  This was not in his 

memory, but in the memory of the plants and 

insects that still existed.  By imbuing his being 

into the memory of other living things, Goren 

was able to piece together, the horrific holocaust 

of Jilta. 
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The atomic wars had forced the 

administrative organization of Jilta to capitulate 

to their conquerors.  Goren assumed the 

surrender had been accepted, for there was 

another eight months before the devastation of 

the planet really took place. 

After the surrendered peace, came the slow 

introduction of radioactive hydrogen, into the 

upper atmosphere, by the conquerors.  All 

scientific equipment had been confiscated, 

destroyed and banned from the planet's surface.  

When the quantity of airborne hydrogen was 

sufficient, it was ignited along with the planet's 

atmosphere.  Not one person survived.  All 

animals died.  Not even the atmosphere 

survived.  Almost all the oxygen turned into 

radioactive water.  Three years later much of the 

fish had vanished as well, but not the ocean 

plants.  It was from the carbon production of 

these, which the current land plant and insect 

life had slowly recovered. 

The first mate turned again to Goren.  “Sir, 

the planet is devoid of most life.  The 

atmosphere has only an oxygen content of five 

percent, not enough to sustain human life.” 

Goren turned to the mate, barely able to 

hold back the dismay.  “War,” said Goren.  
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“Thousands of years ago.  The oceans are 

replenishing the oxygen supply and the plant life 

will regenerate, but there is no human life here.  

Our mission is to prevent this.  Warp drives, 

please mate.” 

Goren looked over at Captain Mepat.  “The 

Pleiades?” 

Yes, he too wanted to know about the 

future existence of his home.  For Goren and 

Mepat, this visit would be the most important of 

them all.  The Pleiades had been the secret 

guiding force, behind the Federation.  What had 

gone wrong? 

It was the Boguard, who had set about 

battling the unknown enemy.  It was the 

Boguard who had sought out intelligent benign 

members in the royals, and strengthened their 

reign.  It was the Boguard, who had initiated the 

Pleiadian interest in planet Earth.  It was the 

Boguard, who had developed the mental 

technology that returned to them abilities, far 

beyond their mortal cousins, in the Federation.  

It was also the Boguard who had rescued the 

Royals and turned the tide on Maluka.  And 

again it was the Boguard, who had selected 

Goren as their lorde, their reluctant Magi, to 
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rescue all sentient life, from the fate of 

Centrecom. 

Goren knew all this and felt the tide racing, 

pushing him along to a destiny, which must have 

been planned long ago. 

Mepat nodded.  “Home.” 

The first mate looked at Goren.  

“Coordinates sir?”   

Goren said, while tapping his head.  “Not 

necessary.  The coordinates are set.” 

Goren looked at Felice.  He gave the 

message that they were traveling to the 

Pleiades.  She understood.  Goren was surprised 

that now he no longer thought in words or 

conversation, to other people, but rather in ideas 

and knowing.  He looked at Mepat and they both 

knew what each other were thinking.  There was 

no exchange of thoughts as there would have 

been in the past, but just understanding of what 

each other knows, at that moment. 

 

Ω 

 

The journey took a month, adding time onto 

their journey. 

Goren felt the crew’s anxiety slowly mount, 

as Pegasus drew nearer to its position, to 
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disengage out of warp drives.  Even Vila had 

sensed it.  He had asked Goren what the 

significance was of this place and why so much 

interest in it? 

Goren was surprised at his own reactions.  

He really did know what each member of the 

crew was thinking.  At first, the thoughts came 

through loudly, interrupting Goren’s activities, 

but he soon discovered he had the self-control to 

set aside inbound thoughts, so as to place no 

attention on them.  He did not feel right about 

intruding into his crew’s thoughts.  Goren found 

that he had amplified the background thoughts 

of people, but they were not meant for him.  

Normally, these thoughts would go undetected 

within the Pleiadians or Boguard, but now these 

thoughts of others seemed loud and clear.  This 

took time to control. 

Goren also found that the merest idea of a 

desire within him, was sufficient to bring about a 

change in the universe around him. 

He was embarrassed one time, when he 

wondered where Felice was and was duly 

informed by the bridge that she was showering.  

Goren had agreed that Felice was indeed 

showering, while in fact she, had actually been 

firmly fast asleep.  Within two seconds of Goren 
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agreeing that she was in the shower, he heard a 

scream from the habitation area.  It was Felice, 

emerging in her sleepwear, soaked, and enraged 

that someone had played a trick on her.  Goren 

calmed her down and promised to explain what 

had happened.  Upon hearing the story, she 

laughed and then asked to see more. 

“Do you see that vase?” he asked. 

“Certainly,” she replied, putting her 

attention on the vase.  She had it drift through 

the air, from her dressing table to nestle 

comfortably in her hand.  She handed it to 

Goren. 

“Thank you.  What you did was to arrange 

agreements with the physical universe.  You had 

the ability to move the vase from there to here, 

but what I can do now, is beyond that.  I’m 

capable of total realignment of the physical 

universe.  Here is an example.  This vase is back 

on the table.”  At that instant, it was no longer 

in Goren's hand, but on Felice's side table. 

Felice blinked.  The vase did not move 

through the air.  She stared open mouthed at 

Goren, with her sleep clothes still dripping on the 

floor. 

Goren looked at Felice.  “You are dry,” he 

said and smiled. 
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She was dry; she felt her clothes and joined 

in the laughter.  “What else?” she pleaded.  

“What else can you do?” 

Goren thought for a moment then turned 

his attention back to the vase.  “There are three 

vases.” 

“There are,” she cried and stepped over to 

pick them up.  Her mouth dropped open, in 

shock.  “Goren, there are no backs to the vases.  

Why?” 

“As I said, this is the ability of molecular 

realignment, but not the creation of matter.  I 

can realign but not create.  Of course, I can 

decide that the vases should be all complete.” 

Felice looked at the vase in her hand and 

then at the others.  They were now complete.  

The backs were no longer missing, but the vases 

were only a third the size of the original, as 

Goren could only use the material contained in 

the original vase.  She looked at Goren and said, 

“I think I prefer the original.” 

“Agreed,” said Goren.  The vase reappeared 

in its original form.  “I must return to the bridge.  

Again, I apologize for what occurred, Felice.  I’m 

mastering and discovering.” 

“Apologies accepted, Goren.  Now I need 

my sleep while you go and work out how to save 
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the galaxy.”  Felice grabbed both Goren’s arms 

and began to push him slowly backwards, out of 

her berthing space into the hallway.  

“Goodnight.” she said and kissed him softly, on 

the cheek. 

As the door closed, Goren said with a grin.  

“You are beautiful.” 

The door swished closed and Felice was at 

her mirror in two seconds.  She studied her skin; 

her hair.  With disappointment, she saw that she 

was still the same.  A thought came to her. 

You have always been beautiful, 

that has not changed. 

Thank you, replied Felice.  Let me 

sleep. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

ARRIVING  HOME 

 

 

Pegasus arrived at the coordinates.  The 

anticipating crew waited to warp down.  Slowly, 

the screen returned to its familiar starry 

blackness.  Without delay, Mepat scanned the 

heavens for the Pleiadian system. 

“There,” pointed Goren.  He stepped up to 

the right hand screen and cast his hand over a 

series of dots.  “This is them.  Set course, 

please.” 

The first mate followed his instructions.  

They would be amongst the planets in several 

hours.  First, they needed a small warp-drive 

jump, to get closer, which would take an hour, 

and then they could enter the system. 

Goren was already smiling, when he saw 

Mepat flash a knowing expression his way.  They 

both knew that there was intelligent human life 

in the system.  Their mission was now to decide 

where and whose it was; Pleiadian or Boguard? 

 

Ω 
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When the ship came out of warp-drives all 

the planets were there, on the screen. 

But so were also four series of asteroid belts 

and a lot more. Goren looked at the screens and 

felt around, outside of the ship. He located ice 

particles now where once there were none. He 

showed these to the others on the screens. The 

entire Pleiadian system was now shrouded in a 

thick blanket of ice. 

Felice nodded.  “It’s an ice cloud, like the 

Oort Cloud we placed around Sequetus ten 

millennium back.  Its purpose is to look natural, 

not invite curiosity from outside, but to appear 

difficult to travel through and warp into.” 

Mepal looked at the new maps the ship’s 

computer was constructing.  “It does that.  A 

billion objects the size of this ship and a million 

trillion pieces of ice.”   He smiled.  “Any grain of 

ice will destroy a craft that warps into it.” 

Goren nodded.  “The same as the Oort 

Cloud around Sequetus.”  He remembered back 

to how Anqi Storm, the female Malukan trooper 

on Mars Base had risked her life to get them the 

key logs of the Oort Cloud and Kuiper Belt, 

enabling the Federation to enter the Sequetus 

Series to defend it.  Goren came out of his 
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reverie.  “We have no keys to get through this, 

but I have an idea.” 

Mepat showed what else was within the 

system.  As expected, there were a quarter of a 

million planetoids, the size of Earth’s moon or 

smaller.  “There less here than in Sequetus,” 

explained Mepat. 

Goren nodded.  “But many here have been 

pulverized to make metallic dust, a natural 

transmission broadcast insulator.  And, if we 

look here we can see that space is unnaturally 

devoid of ice beyond the Cloud.  Also, outside of 

the third series of asteroids, which is also similar 

to the Kuiper Belt on Sequetus, there is an 

depletion of solid matter further out.” 

Felice smiled and nodded.  “We built the 

defense of Earth long before the Federation 

arrived.  It was built to keep intruders out.  And 

if they did get in, there are so many planets, 

planetoids, dwarf planets and moons – almost a 

million in and around Sequetus, that it was very 

hard to find Earth.  It defended us for a long 

time.  Obviously it was put here too.” 

Goren nodded.  Earth had fantastic defenses 

and its solar system became was well known for 

its natural fortifications. 
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Mepat sat back in his chair.  “Without a 

supercomputer, or a key, I do not think we can 

get in.”  He looked at Goren. 

Goren nodded stepping over to the screens.  

“There are three paths in, and yes, I have the 

ability to guide us to and along the paths.  And I 

sense them all. Take it slow but follow my 

sensing. I will guide you all with my mind. We 

need to see the paths together and remove any 

obstructions we may find on the way. 

 

Ω 

 

It did take long.  Weeks in fact. But 

eventually they found their way in, through the 

last major asteroid belt. There the asteroids 

seemed to have been ground to dust, and the 

trip hazardous and extremely slow. But Goren 

was still able to guide them. 

Finally, when in through the last asteroid 

belt they could pick up all manner of wave 

transmissions from a modern civilization.  They 

were coming from the far side of the system, but 

before the first mate could fix the location, their 

receivals jammed. 

A gruff hard voice quickly came over the 

speakers; Mepat tuned the transceivers.  “Your 
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ship is to halt.  Don’t engage, or you shall be 

removed from space.  Open for boarding.”  The 

message repeated itself, three times. 

Mepat shrugged.  “What do you think?” 

Before Goren could reply, a shudder ran 

through the hull of Pegasus. 

The first mate reported, “Sir, the hull of 

Pegasus is caught in a traction beam.  I hope 

this is better than our last venture.” 

“Can you disconnect it?” asked Goren in a 

cursory manner. 

The mate shook his head.  “No response 

from any of the drives, including warping.” 

“The source of it?” enquired Goren. 

“All around us sir.” 

Before Goren could ask more, Mepat drew 

his attention to the screens.  Coming out of 

warp-drive were spacecraft, all around them.  

First ten appeared, then twenty, fifty and finally 

they counted a hundred and sixteen; the ships 

were all around them. 

Goren was not so concerned, with the 

thought of one traction beam.  In fact he 

relished the challenge, as he had no new 

experience over forces of that magnitude.  To 

date all that Goren could test his abilities on, 

were in the confines of Pegasus.  However, with 
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over a hundred craft out there, an attempt to 

break the beam could be construed as hostile. 

He looked to Mepat.  “Open the hold door 

and greet our guests, Mepat.” 

Mepat nodded and stepped down the spiral 

stairs.  Five minutes later, he returned with an 

additional party of four. 

Goren was pleased to see four very human 

guards.  They were wearing dark grey uniforms.  

The male guard, with two gold stripes on his 

uniform, stepped onto the bridge.  He was pale 

skinned with short dark hair. 

“Welcome aboard, gentlemen,” said Goren 

raising his hand in a friendly gesture. 

“Stop there,” bellowed the guard while the 

others stepped onto the bridge with weapons 

drawn. 

Goren shook his head and began to speak.  

“Those won’t be...” 

One of the four from behind him, aimed a 

gun down on Goren and said, “No smart talk.  

This vessel is impounded, so shut up.” 

Goren could feel his crew becoming 

nervous.  Their thoughts were ringing through 

him.  Attack. 
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Goren tried to permeate a feeling of peace 

through his crew, but the real trouble was with 

the four in front of him.  He could feel their fear; 

with weapons drawn they were almost totally 

rigid with fear.  They had been found out; their 

secret hiding place in the galaxy had been 

discovered.  Their influence as a force, had 

diminished, to one of hiding in a secret place, a 

place that, if they were found out, then they 

would be subject to the fate of all the other 

civilizations, that they had once vowed to 

protect.  Goren read their fear well. 

He turned to the first man, “We are not 

here to harm you, but to help.  You are in 

danger.” 

The first man eyed Goren, suspiciously.  He 

had heard that there once were humans out 

there, but he had also heard that they had 

perished, fighting wars.  “Where do you come 

from?” he asked timidly. 

Goren thought that these people were not 

ready for the truth, yet. 

Vila stepped out, from behind the Boguard 

crew.  He tugged on Goren's sleeve and 

squeaked.  “What are these people doing here, 

Goren?” 
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The four members of the boarding party 

froze.  One of them quickly aimed his weapon to 

fire a volley into the small alien. 

Mepat dove across the line of fire and 

crumpled into a heap on the floor. 

Before a second shot could be unleashed, 

the weapon had disintegrated to powder, 

followed by all the other weapons.  At the feet of 

the four visitors, were small, separate piles of 

dust. 

“Now, people,” Goren smiled.  “Let us not 

get too alarmed at what you see.”  Goren could 

feel the fear in them.  They had attacked this 

unknown ship, one of its members lay on the 

floor, as a result, and they stood there 

weaponless.  They tried to move and found that 

their feet were now riveted, to the floor. 

Felice stooped to Mepat's aid, and helped 

the Boguard to his feet.  He shook his head and 

then touched where the wound should have 

been.  It was gone.  Not a mark on him. 

The four stared at him, then back to Goren.  

Their minds were in a quandary.  What had 

happened?  Who were these people? 

The leader was reaching for another 

weapon, slowly, without anyone noticing.  He felt 

for it and then looked down, at the ground.  It 
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too, had been turned to dust.  Sheepishly he 

said, “You are all under arrest, so don’t move.”  

His attention caught sight of Vila, and his eyes 

became then riveted only on Vila.  He was 

scared of the small alien; it was beyond any 

fear, which he had of the others. 

“By whose authority?” asked Goren. 

“By the Pleincil, the Democratically Elected 

Rulers of the Galaxy,” the leader retorted back, 

in defiance. 

Goren thought to himself, a democracy of 

hot air.  “Very well then, we will consider 

ourselves, under your protection.” 

The thought of protecting these aliens was 

too much for one of the four.  Her hands moved 

fast and she leapt at Vila with all her strength, 

breaking the bond that held her to the floor.  

She crumpled in a heap in front of the feet of 

Goren, without touching Vila. 

“Who are you?” cried the leader of the four, 

as he stared at his comrade, sprawled over the 

floor. 

Goren looked at the three, in front of him.  

He motioned to the one on the floor, and she slid 

involuntarily back to the others, who helped her 

up. 
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“Who am I?”  Goren laughed.  “See me, as 

no other has!” 

Goren's mind opened up to them, flooding 

them with images of past and present, showing 

them who he was.  They wouldn’t recall what 

was being shown, but they could know who he 

was. 

After eleven seconds, all had fallen on their 

knees, with shock and awe.  The girl wept while 

the males held their heads in their hands, in 

shame. 

One by one they rose, and stood.  The first 

extended his hand to Goren.  “You are the 

Torrel, the foretold, who would arrive to help the 

peoples of the Pleiades.  You were written about, 

long ago, as a prophet.” 

Goren smiled.  “I’m Independent Goren 

Torren, serving the Imperial Lorde Hymondy III. 

I am not a prophet.” 

The girl blurted out in a frenzied voice, 

“Then he must be The Great Manapet.”  She was 

pointing to Mepat. 

Mepat smiled.  “Apparently so.  Captain 

Mepat of the Boguard.” 

The girl stared and said, “Ohh no!  I shot 

The Great Manapet.  Oh god; no.  I cannot face 
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going back.  I shot The Great Manapet.  Oh 

no....” 

Goren signaled to Mepat, to do something.  

The poor young woman was falling apart. 

The leader of the four stepped forward, and 

said to Goren: “He said, Boguard?” 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 13 

 

PLEIADES  AGAIN 

 

 

“Yes,” said Goren.  “Boguard.  Why do you ask?” 

The leader looked puzzled.  “The Boguard 

were an original sub-race of the Pleiades, which 

became extinct, fifty-three thousand years ago.  

The story is more a myth, but it says that they 

were the destiny holders of the galaxy.” 

“So, what happened?” enquired Goren. 

“As the myth goes, they declared who they 

were, and what they were trying to achieve.  

They were outlawed and exposed, for what they 

were.” 

“Which was?” asked Goren. 

Mepat listened intently. 

“Well, they were manipulating the 

Pleiadians and using us for their own purposes.  

That had to stop, so that we Pleiadians could 

maintain sovereignty over our own populace.  

The Boguard secrecy was outlawed and they 

were generally absorbed into the population. 

“Now, please,” said the man, “I must 

introduce us.  I have forgotten my manners.  My 

name is Leader Pel.  This here, is Second Mar 
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and this is Second Pore and lastly, here is 

happy-trigger, who shot The Great Manapet, 

Second Teer.” 

The female trooper blushed.  “I really am 

ashamed.” 

“Well, perhaps you can take us planet-

side?” asked Goren. 

Leader Pel nodded, he reached into his vest 

for a transceiver, and called to his waiting ships, 

that the craft was not hostile.  He had no idea, 

as to how to explain the presence of the Torrel 

and The Great Manapet. 

The message was well received, with the 

parties asked to report to the station of 

Telkabar.  They would arrive in twenty minutes. 

 

Ω 

 

The station they were to report to, was a 

city.  It rotated around the planet Orbat, which 

in turn rotated around its larger sister planet 

Yaltipia.  Goren looked at Mepat, as they peered 

up, at the vast city, in space.  Never before, had 

he seen anything made so big.  It must have 

housed millions.  Goren's first estimate of its size 

was about one hundred and fifty Ks, in all 

directions.  As they came to within eighty Ks, 
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Goren noted the outer edges of the structure 

were no longer visible.  They were shrouded in 

vagueness.  Perhaps a giant proposhield, 

thought Goren. 

One side of the structure glistened, in the 

light from their sun.  Goren's quick insight into 

the structure, was that it had evolved to its 

current size from a series of smaller satellite 

stations.  Each one having being tacked on to 

the next, to create a newer and larger city.  

Goren saw it silhouetted against the reflecting 

light of Orbat. There were construction cranes 

where new forms were being erected, and arc 

welding lights from building crews, at work. 

The surface was not smooth but as irregular 

as any Jiltanian downtown cityscape.  The 

enormous structure was creased, crevassed and 

protruding with angles, irregular shapes, lights 

and surface craft.  In some areas, there were 

great flat and curved surfaces of opaque 

plasglass, a material that permitted polarized 

light to filter through, to the inhabitants. 

Goren realized that this was not just a city 

in space but the whole Pleiadian population.  

Why, thought Goren?  The answer was obvious.  

If the population remained on the planet then 

the enemy could locate them.  In time, their 
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electromagnetic radio waves would give them 

away.  That was, if they stayed there, long 

enough.  Obviously, the city Telkabar could warp 

out of the universe, for most of its existence, 

and return, when it needed supplies and re-

stocking of its solar absorbing batteries. 

 

 

Telkabar City, in orbit around Orbat 

 

Scanning the surface of Orbat, for life, 

Goren found that there was much activity.  He 

could see in his mind, the fields being harvested, 

the manufacturing and asteroid mining plants in 

operation.  But he could only find a scattering of 
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human life.  There was little outward 

communication.  Goren assumed that the 

surface was mined and harvested, mostly by 

machines, with a few humans; careful not to 

issue any outward signs to the Galaxy. 

As they drew in closer, Goren was able to 

discern the slow rotation of the city.  There were 

four sections, the inner part, that was fixed, and 

three outer sections that rotated at differing 

speeds.  The outer were moving slower, than the 

inner section.  Obviously the centrifugal 

gravitational affects were reflected in the 

speeds. 

Pegasus drew up under the second section.  

Goren's mind could no longer assimilate the data 

that was pouring in.  He estimated that there 

were probably over three billion people in the 

structure, functioning as several cities, and 

maybe as even different nations. 

Goren looked at Leader Pel.  “To whom are 

we being received by?” he asked. 

Leader Pel looked at his comrades, as if 

someone else may be able to answer for him.  

“Ahhh...no one, Lorde Torrel....” 

“Then, you had better get someone ready, 

who is of the authority and altitude to greet us, 
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or we won’t go in.”  Goren had a wry smile on 

his face, as he glanced at Mepat. 

Leader Pel squirmed, not knowing what to 

say.  “Sir, the only person that could greet you, 

would be the Assistant Chairman of the Pleincil, 

or....”  he looked around to his comrades.  “The 

Chairman...but I doubt that either would be 

willing as...they don’t know you as I do.” 

“Simply get the Chairman, on the 

communicator.  I will do the rest.” 

The Leader shook his head.  “I will try.”  He 

turned to the ship’s communications console.  

“Leader Pel to Mission One Base, I need to have 

a direct link-up to the Chairman.” 

“What have you been consuming out there 

Pel?  Check your oxygen ratio.  It must be too 

high,” came the response. 

The leader looked up and shrugged.  

“Listen, I have an important guest aboard and 

you had better get me the Chairman, or else 

there will be trouble!” 

“No way.  I’m not about to be busted 

because you have received too much O2.  Enter 

the standard route and get off my frequency.” 

“Listen, get hold of the old man and tell him 

that if he doesn’t come to the communicator, 

then someone here is going to get awfully upset 
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and we will park this craft on his front lawn.  Got 

it?”  Leader Pel was getting very agitated. 

Goren leaned over the console and said 

calmly to Leader Pel.  “Would you like to see 

Pegasus on that lawn?”  

Leader Pel looked at Goren, and a grin 

broadened on his craggy face.  “Can you do 

that?” he asked, in disbelief. 

Goren nodded. 

“Well, let them have it,” Pel said quickly. 

With that, the room took on a grayish tinge, 

Goren looked distraught for a moment, turned to 

the female and said: “You don’t wish this, do 

you?” 

Second Teer looked down, at the floor.  “I’m 

already humiliated, by shooting the Great 

Manapet.  I don’t wish to add to it, by upsetting 

the Chairman.  My career could be ruined.” 

“I understand,” said Goren nodding soberly.  

“Who then, who do you think, should meet us?  I 

mean, of what level of importance, should our 

greeters be?” 

“Oh, the highest, Lorde Torrel.  You and 

Manapet should have none other than the 

Chairman,” she replied and looked towards the 

others, for agreement. 
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The voice came over the radio: “I have 

been listening to you idiots, over the 

communicator.  You can stop that now.  I shall 

be making a misuse charge, complaint...  no...  

You have not,...  oh no..,” and the voice drained 

away. 

The screens showed a scene outside, of a 

lush tropical garden, with a small stream running 

to the right, into large ferns and bamboo.  To 

the left the scene was more of a county garden 

estate, with little flowerbeds in full bloom.  The 

colors were vibrant and alive. 

“I believe we are here, Leader,” said Goren 

as he looked at the screen. 

Leader Pel blinked and swallowed hard.  He 

felt his stomach drop as though this was to be 

his last day, alive.  He stared to the figure on 

the right of the screen, attending to the garden.  

He knew who that was, and Pel’s face went pale.  

He looked at Goren. 

The radio came on again.  “Pel, please tell 

me this is a trick, please...  don’t....” 

“Oh shut up!” Pel called over the 

communicator and turned the thing off. 

Goren smiled.  “This is where you said we 

should be, and I believe you know the man 

outside, so are you going to introduce us?” 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  173 | 309 

 

Pel swallowed again.  “Follow me,” is all he 

could manage to say. 

Two of the Boguard remained in Pegasus.  

Being outside, was the first relief the rest had 

received in months.  The space and the air felt 

good.  There was even a breeze, with the 

fragrance of flowers in the air. 

Goren looked overhead as he heard the 

trees rustle.  Three hundred pacs above him, 

could be seen a great plasglass roof, filtering the 

light from the sun, down to the garden.  Fifty 

pacs in all directions, was lawn.  Beyond that, 

were gardens and tiered walls, which reached 

up, to meet the plasglass.  Goren noticed some 

windows on the left and supposed those to be 

the Chairman's residence. 

It was good to feel ground beneath their 

feet, the grass gently buffeting their step.  

Goren looked at Pel, as they walked over to the 

man, who was still hunched over some flowers. 

Felice looked sad, as she realized that to 

escape the enemy; her successors had chosen to 

hide.  She glanced to Goren.  I tried to 

contact the man.  They have lost the 

gift. 

I know, Goren replied. 
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Goren realized the inhabitants had lost that 

gift, as soon as Pegasus arrived in the system. 

They were only twenty pacs from the man.  

Mepat sent a thought.  My Lorde.  The 

Boguard live! 

And they are strong...  Waiting...  

Old friend...  Waiting for the Great 

Manapet.  You’ll meet them soon, Goren 

replied after receiving a return call, from outside 

Boguard.  However, he couldn’t locate them. 

Slowly, the elderly man turned, holding a 

small spade and a shallow basket of flowers.  He 

stared at the intruders, one at a time.  Next, he 

looked back to Pegasus and then at the plasglass 

roof.  He was puzzled.  He noticed Vila behind 

Goren, and stumbled backwards a bit, regained 

his composure and looked at his four officers.  

“Are you in command Leader Pel?”  The 

Chairman read the name tag on Pel’s tunic. 

Pel felt awkward.  He began to say, “In a 

fashion....” 

Goren stepped forward.  “With the 

encouragement of Pel, I have taken charge.  My 

name is Goren Torren, and this is Captain Mepat 

of the Boguard.” 
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Pel stepped forward.  “And this is my 

Chairman Ginlaw; Lorde Torrel and Great 

Manapet.” 

The Chairman viewed them with suspicion.  

He knew of the ancient legend of the returning 

Torrel, who would supposedly free them from 

the grip of their enemy.  Personally did not 

believe it.  They were stories told by old 

teachers, to schoolchildren.  They were the same 

stories that abounded about ten thousand years 

ago, of extraordinary feats of their ancestors. 

The stories were banned, to save the feeling 

of failure, which the populace felt.  The stories 

then had been traced back to a group, several 

hundred years prior, who were trying to begin a 

following, in preparation of the coming of Torrel.  

The records showed the group, were caught, and 

served the rest of their lives in prison, on 

charges of treason.  Was this, another such 

group?  How did they manage to get past the 

security, and how were they able to get that ship 

into the Chairman's garden, through the 

plasglass roof? 

The Chairman did not have to wait long; a 

contingent of green uniformed security guards 

had run out, from near the right wall, weapons 

drawn, in the direction of Goren and his friends.  
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The Chairman felt more confident, as he saw 

that none of the persons in front of him, carried 

arms. 

A voice called over from the guards.  

“Surrender, or we fire!” 

Goren looked tiredly at the Chairman.  “We 

came all this way from Earth, through the time 

gate, confronted Centrecom, saw that the 

beautiful planet Peel had become dust, my home 

planet, Jilta was devoid of human life, and now 

this?  The first chance of human communication 

in this galaxy and you want to kill us.  I’m 

disappointed, Chairman Ginlaw.” 

The order came across the grass once 

again, to surrender. 

Goren turned to face them and called back: 

“Drop your weapons!” and with the command 

went the thought: Drop your 

weapons...now!  They all did so. 

The Chairman looked at the men, at the end 

of the garden.  They were terrified, trying to pick 

up their weapons, but continually fumbling 

them. 

Goren also looked over and said to the 

Chairman, “Their weapons are dust.” 
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The look of surprise showed on the 

Chairman's face, as he saw what had occurred.  

The guns lying on the grass had plainly 

disintegrated, into small piles of dust.  The look 

the Chairman had now was, how? 

Goren smiled and looked at the flowers.  

“They could be dust also.”  In the basket was a 

fine powder; the flowers were gone.  “However, 

I prefer flowers,” and the flowers were back in 

full bloom, not a petal damaged. 

“I see,” said the Chairman.  “I think you  

had better come inside with me, er, 

Mister...Torrel, before our guards get themselves 

any better ideas.”  The Chairman then called 

over to Leader Pel.  “Bring two of your seconds.  

Send the rest to hold outside.  No one is to 

enter, and get some more arms, for out there, 

not here.” 

Leader Pel yelled: “Okay happy-trigger, you 

better stay here, with The Great Manapet.  

Second Mar, you’re invited.  The rest of you, 

outside.  Lock this place up.  I don’t want an ant 

to get through.  Not until they are finished.  Do 

you understand?” 

The Chairman invited his guests inside his 

residence.  He wished to know more of this 

bedraggled band of unknown, self-proclaimed 
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warriors of the Galaxy.  It certainly amused him 

that there should still be others in the Galaxy, let 

alone someone with the audacity to claim to 

have challenged the infamous Centrecom.  They 

had mentioned Earth as well? 

The Chairman had read of Centrecom in his 

library, many times.  It was supposedly a being 

that was eliminating all human life, from the 

Galaxy.  Certainly, it was admirable that this 

enemy should be defeated, but to date, the 

successful way had been to hide, and only this, 

allowed humanity to continue. 

The Chairman listened patiently and was 

convinced that Goren and his troop were no real 

threat to him, and the abilities Goren possessed, 

certainly were real.  If Goren and his troop 

wanted a place to stay, well fine, they could do 

that here.  However, their stay would be 

confined, and some areas would remain off 

limits; meeting and conversing with the public 

would be forbidden.  They could leave, and 

tackle Centrecom, at their peril, and the 

Chairman and all Pleiadians would wish them 

well. 

Goren accepted those conditions and 

thanked the Chairman. 
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Later, Goren, Felice, Vila and Mepat met in 

the special library they had been granted access 

to.  Goren indicated with a sign that they 

shouldn’t talk. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 14 

 

PARTING  OF 

THE  BOGUARD 

 

 

The four were seated in plush deep chairs 

around a circular table with a plasglass top.  The 

walls were pale ochre with scenes of Orbat.  

Each person had several books in front of them, 

even Vila, who couldn’t read.  For the cameras 

and the listening devices in the walls, all seemed 

normal, as the four perused the past history of 

the Pleiades. 

Goren glanced at the three.  You are 

aware that the Pleiadians intend to 

kill us to contain the secret of their 

existence. 

Mepat confirmed that he knew this thought.  

He had already put Pegasus in a more suitable 

landing bay, for a fast exit. 

Vila began to squirm.  It was very well for 

these people with their big bodies to talk about 

killing, but he was not bred for these 

adventures, and his small thin body was having 
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difficulty coping with the gravity.  Goren felt his 

thoughts and tried to sooth him. 

Then why are we here?  enquired Felice. 

Mepat, or the Great Manapet, has a 

mission and won’t be returning to the 

past.  He must be with his people here 

now.  It is they who have called us 

here and yearn to have him be with 

them, answered Goren. 

Who are these people queried Felice. 

Goren looked to Mepat who answered: The 

Aaron, who are the home people of the 

Boguard. They, are the native people 

of the Pleiades, before the Pleiadians 

were given sanctuary from their 

persecutors, long before both our 

times.  The Aaron has been guiding 

humankind to a destiny of peaceful 

galactic rule for thousands of 

millennia, until the being Centrecom 

trapped the galaxy in its ruptured 

helix time warp.  The Aaron, or the 

Boguard as outsiders know them, was 

responsible for preventing the loss of 

Sequetus 3.  But they have only 
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managed to slow the advances Centrecom 

has made into our time. 

Lorde Torren will take you all 

back to Earth safely where you must 

battle Centrecom’s influence.  I, on 

the other hand, must remain behind 

with my Boguard companions, to assist 

the Aaron in this time in the future, 

Mepat thought to all. 

Felice looked at Goren to refute the story, 

but he only nodded.  Does that mean that 

all the time you were on the Pleiades; 

you kept this secret from me? she asked. 

Goren replied: No.  I learned of this 

secret, with you. 

Felice thought: How do you make 

contact with the Aaron, and when do 

the rest of us leave? 

Goren thought for a moment.  The Aaron 

will contact us.  And I believe that 

we shall be safe for at least as long 

as we can continue to give our 

Pleiadian hosts information, about 

where we came from. 

They all agreed to wait.  Goren led the way 

by asking if Mepat had seen any books on the 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  183 | 309 

 

landscape of Orbat, as it would be good to relate 

to where all the old buildings were, that he once 

knew.  Mepat followed and continued to discuss 

Orbat, Earth and Jilta for the remainder of the 

evening. 

 

Ω 

 

It was now four days after that discussion in 

the library.  They were still safe.  A sign of the 

Aaron appeared.  First it was a gentle whisper in 

the mind.  Goren noticed it and then it became 

apparent to Mepat, and finally to Felice.  Felice 

felt honored.  It was a warm feeling of being 

welcomed, and understanding that their help 

was needed and accepted.  The feeling generally 

made the troop feel at ease. 

The following day, Goren thought he saw an 

image of a person in the hall, as he left the 

library; however, it faded back into the 

background, to become nothing.  Mepat was 

there but did not see it. 

The next day, Goren was walking down a 

corridor, with Mepat behind, who said: “Did you 

see that Lorde?”  

What? 
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An Image of a person in front of 

you.  It faded after two seconds. 

Saw nothing. 

Oh. 

Two days later. 

In the library the image appeared again, but 

this time it was seen by both of them. 

The image was that of an old man, with 

white hair, and wrinkled skin, wearing a black, 

loose fitting uniform with six gold stripes on his 

sleeves. 

He looked at both of them, while they in 

turn, watched through him. 

Aaron? queried Goren. 

Correct.  I’m the supreme Shalar, 

the being answered. 

Mepat immediately bowed.  I’m captain 

Mepat of the Aaron, from the past. 

We know. 

I’m independent Goren Torren. 

Ahh, went the old man.  Lorde 

Torrel, or Lorde Torren the Magi.  You 

have come a long way already in 

fulfilling your part.  However, you 

have much to do. 

What do you want of us? asked Goren. 
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Mepat, came the man's answer. 

Me also? asked Goren. 

You shall return to earth.  That's 

your path.  You have to fulfill the 

destiny of the Magi. 

What will happen when we return? 

Mankind will explode upon the 

galaxy.  The short-lived mankind will 

spread across the galaxy like a swarm, 

breeding and destroying in all forms 

of insanity, seeking revenge for 

atrocities committed on them by the 

Federation. 

Is there a way to prevent this? 

asked Goren. 

One can never be certain of the 

future.  I’m only speaking of the 

past.  You can change that future. 

What can you tell me of this 

destruction and plague of short-lived 

mankind? 

It is done in your name, Goren 

Torren. 

No, cried Goren.  He wouldn’t be the cause 

of that destruction.  There had to be another 

way. 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  186 | 309 

 

Nothing is ever certain.  Remember 

that. 

Goren turned to Mepat. 

Mepat looked at his old friend, his face 

showed his torment.  It is time, friend.  

We will meet again.  I will leave now, 

to chase my own destiny.  With that, 

Mepat's body began to adopt the same 

translucent character of the old man.  Soon, 

they were standing side by side.  Goren was not 

prepared for what happened, next.  He was not 

ready to lose his comrade so quickly.  Soon, the 

pair of Aaron was almost gone; they looked at 

Goren, who was now looking through them.  

Quickly, there was nothing.  Both had vanished.  

Goren looked around, as though expecting his 

friend to return at any moment. 

What do I do now?  He cried out to no 

one but himself. 

A reply came.  It was Mepat's thought.  My 

Lorde.  The Pleiadians have organized 

for a raid on your party.  Their 

troopers are preparing to seal off 

Pegasus, and there is an armed guard 

of two hundred, moving in, on your 

library.  Please leave now! 
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Understood.  Goren immediately touched 

out, to the minds of his crew.  Each was given 

instructions to rendezvous by Pegasus, forget all 

else; just arrive; extreme danger.  Not all the 

crew was used to having Goren communicate on 

this level, but they recognized his thoughts and 

followed them.  There were no more native 

Boguard on Pegasus.  They had gone with 

Mepat, on a different path for the same purpose. 

Goren ran with Felice.  He knew that they 

would be only minutes away from defending 

themselves from being gunned down.  In the 

thirty seconds it took to reach the lounge by the 

garden, all the others were there; Felice, Vila, 

the first mate, the second mate and the mission 

engineer.  That was all.  Goren found them 

waiting, as he arrived by the gate.  He listened 

and heard the heavy footsteps beyond, getting 

louder, pounding closer. 

Goren rushed out first, onto the landing 

pad.  The others followed and dashed the 

seventy pacs to Pegasus.  From above, came a 

hail of laser and particle fire.  Goren looked up 

and saw fifty troopers, at the far right, emerge 

from the upper levels, raining down death upon 

them.  Another fifty appeared, from the opposite 
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side position.  Then, an additional fifty came in 

from behind a garden, followed by fifty more. 

It was a nightmare.  They all fired at 

Goren’s group.  Goren saw bullets, pellets and 

lasers going, in many directions.  Firstly, he put 

his attention on shielding his people, secondly, 

he made the weapons hot, then he turned his 

mind to shielding, back to finding the weapons, 

then to turning them to dust, then back to 

shield, then to search for more, then back to 

shielding and so on.  It was becoming difficult, 

as more weapons seemed to be appearing.  Now 

there were hundreds, and explosions ahead of 

them. 

Was Pegasus booby-trapped?  No.  The 

Boguard had held it until just seconds before; 

they were safe.  Just then, more Pleiadian 

troopers, from behind arrived.  Their weapons 

got hot, they froze in place, their feet seemingly 

stuck to the ground.  The crew was aboard.  

Goren was aboard.  The noise of the shots 

striking Pegasus was frightening.  Goren quickly 

made a decision. 

He raced up to the bridge and the screens 

came on.  They were now suddenly, two 

hundred Ks out from Telkabar.  Armed ships 

were buzzing out from the city, towards them, 
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by the hundreds.  Goren knew where they were 

going.  He thrust his craft out, as fast as he 

could while he waited for the polarizing to bite 

and then for the drives to kick in.  The enemy 

was gaining, but the craft faded into the security 

of warp-drive space.  Pegasus vanished from the 

Pleiades. 

Goren sat back and stared at his crew.  

They were now so few. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 15 

 

ENEMY'S  LAIR 

 

 

The journey to the new Sequetus system took 

nineteen standard-days.  The time was spent 

going over what they had learned.  Goren 

wondered if there was a way to prevent the 

slaughter of a populated galaxy.  Was it 

inevitable, or was there a way to stop what 

already had occurred in the future?  Was Goren 

pushing, or correcting, those events of the 

future, to a predetermined conclusion? 

Goren was troubled, as to what his future 

should play.  He knew now, that his role was 

pivotal in shaping the Galaxy, but was there just 

one universe, set like a mechanical walkway, 

propelling puppets on display?  Or could there be 

multiple universes, like unlimited ethereal layers 

occupying the same time-space?  After all, the 

physical universe was really just a thin three 

dimensional layer stretched out over a vast two 

dimensional plane. 

For the first time in months, Goren thought 

he saw a familiar shimmering to his side, but it 

was faint and vanished so fast he was not sure if 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  191 | 309 

 

it was not a flicker of a memory.  He gave it no 

thought.  He realized he had never seen it in 

warp drive travel before, anyway. 

Could it be, that there were many variable 

universes within that flat plain, which changed 

with the decision of each human being?  Was 

time set on a path of greatest probability, within 

an array of infinite universes?  This theory, at 

least, gave purpose to the idea of correcting the 

wrongs that he saw. 

Felice was monitoring the tests that Goren 

was doing.  The results were startling.  On a 

small scale, Goren was able to determine the 

characteristic makeup of a DNA molecule, 

without the aid of instruments.  He could 

perceive the reproduction of living cells and the 

forces that were at work, within the atom.  He 

was even aware of micro fields in the universe, 

beyond quantum perception, not discovered yet. 

It was not that he could actually see the 

quantum forces within atoms, but rather that he 

could know their presence, and imbue himself 

amongst them.  He could see the up quarks, the 

down quarks, the quasars, and the random 

appearances of gravitons pushing out from 

broadmatter, the very bare forces of nature, and 
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the very agreements, that were the soup of the 

universe. 

Goren recorded all his data.  Soon, it might 

even happen that he might even stumble across 

the very essence of life, itself.  Goren was 

captivated with the prospect of breaking the 

ultimate riddle of existence. 

 

Ω 

 

On the thirteenth day after their flight from 

Telkabar, Felice was routinely examining Goren's 

health.  This time, the results shocked her.  She 

was pacing around the infirmary.  She did not 

know how to explain the news to him.  She 

looked up in surprise, as the door slid open, to 

see Goren standing there, his golden thin scalp 

gleaming like a halo. 

She ushered him in and presented the new 

spectrograph photos.  She swallowed.  This was 

hard to say.  “Goren, the tissue on the surface of 

your brain is losing its shape and sensitive 

nature.  What were once irregular folds and furry 

tissue are now becoming smoothed over gel.” 

Goren smiled.  “Is that all?” 

“All?” she said and burst into tears.  She 

stood facing the other way.  “Your brain is 
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turning into that of a senile seven hundred year 

old man and you say; is that all.  Do you realize 

what is happening to you, while you wear that 

hideous contraption?” 

“Yes.  I’m aware of the effects on me.  The 

price I pay for its use, is the shortening or 

burning out, of the brain tissue.  It is as though 

cellular life within a brain has a quantified 

livingness and this device uses up that quantity 

in great gulps.  My body can reproduce brain 

cells, but nowhere near as fast as I’m using 

them.  What I want to know is, how long do I 

have?” 

Felice turned.  “If you persist in wearing 

that thing, you’ll probably not notice any effects, 

for two years.  After that, you’ll deteriorate the 

brain to such a degree, that your mind won’t be 

able to make itself known, or communicated 

with.” 

Goren nodded.  “Anything else?” 

Felice looked into his compassionate eyes.  

“Yes; your body is now aging at the same rate of 

short-lived Sequetarians, Earthlings.  Even if you 

survive your brain deterioration, your body will 

age and die within the next fifty years.” 

Goren smiled at her concern.  “Well, at least 

I shouldn’t be a burden, for too long.” 
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Felice’s eyes were full of moisture.  She 

slowly shook her head.  “Goren, please let me 

remove that cap.  I could do it, with your 

assistance.  Is it worth it, to lose your life this 

way?” 

“Sometimes, Felice, people are forced by 

situations, to make unpleasant decisions.  It is 

as though the choice isn’t mine to make. There 

seems to be a greater need of me, and I have to 

follow it.” 

Felice held him tight.  She looked sideways 

to the floor as a tear rolled down her cheek. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 16 

 

THE  NEW  ORDER 

 

 

They were ready to come out of warp drives.  All 

eyes were on the screens.  Goren had the mates 

scan the system for stations and craft, before 

entering.  They were at the edge of the future 

Sequetus system. 

Goren looked at the data, coming through.  

The oldest station, Dockside 1, was no longer at 

its position in the system.  Their course was set; 

to firstly inspect Pluto with its lunar satellite 

Charon.  Not surprisingly, they soon found the 

remains of the Federation Station Dockside 1, 

lying ruined, on the small lunar surface. 

There, Goren ordered Little Betsie to be 

readied.  They needed all the data they could 

gather, as they entered the vicinity of Earth.  

Vila pleaded to accompany Goren, as he longed 

for weightlessness. 

The Rangercraft drifted to a partly opened 

hold door of the Dockside.  The bright light of 

the Rangercraft glared eerily through the large 

open chamber which once had housed freighters 
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and interceptors.  The screen showed their 

silent, moving shadows, as they progressed 

down to the docking bay.  Goren noted that 

there were three large fissures, through the 

outer sections of the hull. 

As they were coming to rest, Vila asked,  

“Why are you interested in this station 

Goren?” 

 

 

Dockside 

 

They had almost touched down.  There was 

no locking mechanism.  “The station has been 

lying here dormant, it isn’t scattered into a 
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million pieces.  That could mean it was hidden 

here.  This moon is only one hundred and fifty 

Ks across, with almost no gravity, so I suspect 

that they landed this station slowly and 

carefully, so as not to destroy it.  I’m hoping it 

still has records, particularly the handwritten 

commander’s logs.  It was once Federation 

tradition that an abandoned ship would have a 

handwritten record, for later discoverers to read.  

I’ve seen no bodies or major damage so far, so 

this station was likely abandoned.” 

They docked.  Vila donned his temporary 

suit and helmet, as demonstrated by Goren.  

They slowly walked from the hold of the 

Rangercraft, into the blackness of the gangways 

of Dockside.  Their powerdown boots were on. 

Their torchlight ran along the walls, to disappear 

into a black abyss.  There were no craft, no 

bodies and no air.  They continued. 

“Where are we headed?” Vila squeaked over 

the communicator.  The echo of his voice, in 

Goren's helmet, sounded strange. 

“I have the old plans of Dockside on 

computer and I’m having the images fed 

through, to the face plate of my visor.  We turn 

right, up ahead at the elevator.  We then go to 

the Captain's quarters.” 
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“Oh,” said the alien, as he looked up 

through the glass of his helmet, at Goren's 

illuminated face. 

The pair of them floated gently, through the 

dark hallways.  Most of the doors had been 

closed, but a bulkhead ahead, was ripped open.  

They passed through.  On the other side, were a 

collapsed ceiling, hanging wires and tubing.  

Goren held the mass apart, for Vila to slip 

through and followed. 

They inspected two rooms.  One was the 

galley.  Plates, pots and foodstuffs rested on the 

floor.  Goren wondered what had happened.  Up 

ahead was the elevator.  A small push and they 

floated up.  Next, they passed through the 

bridge.  There was little out of place, as though 

there had been an effort to maintain its 

readiness.  Down another corridor and they 

arrived. 

Goren tried the door.  It gave way, and he 

stepped in.  The darkness enveloped them.  On 

the far side, their torchlight revealed a sofa, 

desk and three chairs, all fixed to the floor.  To 

the right, were book cabinets, the doors open, 

with some of the books on the floor.  Goren 

slowly bent down and picked them up.  Three 

were manuals, another was in a language that 
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he found hard to distinguish.  He wondered 

about it.  Inside the cabinet were another two 

books, large and tied to the inside of the door. 

Goren slowly freed them and perused the 

inside cover.  The light shone out from his 

helmet, exposing the commander’s handwritten 

log. 

“Time to leave, Vila.  We have what we 

came for,” said Goren. 

 

 

Goren Salvaging the Commander’s Logs 

 

“Glad to hear it,” said the small alien as he 

kept looking over his shoulder, into the 

darkness.  He was certainly jittery.  “This place 

seems bad to me.  Something awful happened 
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here.  It is like there is still life here, wanting to 

be heard.” 

Goren looked around.  He agreed.  The 

silence was getting to him, too.  He could feel it, 

as if he was being watched.  He checked his data 

recorder.  There was no one here.  Perhaps the 

place itself possessed a memory, of its own, of 

some sinister happening, which only the walls 

could tell.  All the people were gone, all the 

other craft gone.  Goren scooped up the rest of 

the books. 

 

Ω 

 

Hours later, aboard Pegasus, the riddle was 

partly solved.  In the year of 2050, Earth 

exploration expanded, to reach the stars.  Those 

explorers settled on Mars and its own System's 

planets.  Due to the nature of their short-lives, 

Earthlings needed special permission to travel 

beyond, into the Federation.  Earth was 

permitted to trade with Federation members, but 

it had to contain its own people.  They were 

quarantined, like a plague. 

The Sequetus system's population grew to 

127 Billion and then, in the year BS 684 the 

Federation fleet arrived, Operation Juggernaut.  
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The vastly under populated Federation sectors 

attacked the Sequetus system.  The result was, 

that Earth humanity struck back with a force, 

which none of the Federation states were 

prepared for.  Earth, through paranoia, had over 

six centuries, built up a massive secret armada.  

The planets of Jilta and her allied states were 

attacked and swarmed over by the Earth billions.  

Millions of Earth troopers stayed to administer 

their conquered planets.  They bred fast. 

Operation Juggernaut was a misguided 

fiasco, totally turned about, along with the 

reverse control of the Federation.  Earth next, in 

turn, ruled supreme in the Galaxy.  It had 

expanded well beyond the old Federation 

borders.  That was until BS 5789 when civil war 

broke out within the known planets.  Again, it 

was short-lived humans versus long-lived 

humanity.  Long-lifers were then rising up, 

against the injustice meted out by short-lifers. 

The result was, that the forces of Earth 

itself were overthrown and the massive Empire 

of Earth was broken down to local provinces; 

into tens of thousands of provinces across the 

Galaxy.  Earth, however retained control of half 

the original Malukan sector. 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  202 | 309 

 

By the year BS 9199, the Earth sector had 

stopped trading with the other sectors, and over 

the next thousand years much knowledge of the 

outside Galaxy was lost. 

The year BS 10,560, brought about a state 

of civil war again, but within the Earth controlled 

regions.  This was followed by a series of 

invasions, by an unknown enemy.  The enemy 

was terrifying, not seeking control but rather to 

destroy all living things.  One planet after 

another fell.  There was no communication with 

it, only destruction.  The enemy was reported to 

have a superior material technology and used 

humanoid bodies of small monkeys as its army. 

Dockside was a last bastion of humanity.  It 

had crash-landed, at a speed of a quarter of a K 

an hour onto Charon, Pluto's moon.  It did 

survive, but had ruptured.  Their life support 

would only last a year, but they were found 

before that year was complete, after the mass 

destruction of Earth and all its system's colonies.  

On the twenty-seventh of September BS 10,765, 

the enemy found Dockside.  A last stand was 

decided to be held, on the planet Pluto.  It was 

hoped that one day humanity could rise again 

and the historical remnants of Dockside would 

tell their tale.  The Captain Commander, J.  L.  
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Reynolds wrote this hurried story, on his last day 

on Dockside.  An hour later, all life support 

would be turned off, when the ship’s personnel 

was evacuated. 

 

Ω 

 

A quick scan of the surface of Pluto, found 

the wreckage of several shuttles, six interceptors 

and three small familiar disc shaped craft.  

Pegasus managed to bring one of the small disc 

shaped craft aboard. There were also the 

remains of three crew. They had been 

preserved, being in space, but their skull devices 

had been destroyed. That destruction was likely 

programmed into the death of the body. Acid 

seemed to have seeped out from the cap's 

containers and dissolved most of its contents. 

The alien bodies were placed in the Pegasus 

freezers. Goren decided that there was nothing 

to be gained from exploring this historic 

gravesite further.  It was time to move on. 

 

Ω 

 

Pegasus passed many of the outer lying 

planets.  All displayed evidence of having once 
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supported prosperous civilizations.  There were 

small mining camps and larger townships, but 

the most ambitious of them, was above the 

lunar surface of Titan.  There sprawled a now-

dead settlement orbiting Titan, as though it was 

built only years ago.  No life could be sensed on 

it. 

Mars was dead, but its civilization was on a 

grand scale.  Its cities sprawled across its 

equatorial landscape, for hundreds of Ks.  Goren 

estimated that possibly there had been a billion 

inhabitants, once, with its open expanses of 

space attracting many pioneers. 

Goren searched for the pyramids he knew.  

They were partly there, along with a spider web 

of buildings, dotting the surface.  The Martian 

transit system had vast networks of sealed 

surface shuttles, long ago ruptured, by the 

fantastic storms scouring the planet's surface.  

The dead ruined cities told a sad story of a 

civilization, which had vanished quickly. 

Goren scanned for life and movement on 

the red planet, with only the dust storms 

returning his call.  He looked down, 

remembering times with Anqi, feelups, and the 

Federation scientists.  Those were times when 

the Federation was young and naive.  Today the 
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Galaxy was gripped by a darkness, obliterating 

all. 

Pegasus next had to cross the Sequetus 

system, in order to reach Earth. 

 

 

Π 
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CHAPTER 17 

 

EARTH 

 

 

It took three days to reach Earth, its vivid blue 

surface looming up on the screens, as a bright 

light in the black sky.  The surface was all but 

dead.  The polar caps had shifted from north 

south to now be located over where the North 

Pacific and the South Atlantic oceans had been.  

Water now covered over eighty-two percent of 

the surface, while land life-forms were 

comprised of small plants, small reptiles and 

insects.  Great cloud covers swirled over the 

skies.  In the oceans were large shoals of fish, 

squid and seaweed.  Whales and dolphins were 

the only mammals existing on Earth.  There 

appeared no evidence of human life.  Nor was 

there evidence of concentrated radiation.  Goren 

decided that they were going down to visit the 

surface. 

First, they would check Moonbase.  Was the 

base operational, fallen into disrepair or was it 

possibly still inhabited? 

The moon had remnants of a few mining 

camps, but unlike Mars, there was little evidence 
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of any great civilization.  Most of what had 

existed once before, had since been obliterated 

by meteor impacts. 

Goren surmised that the one installation 

that shouldn’t have fallen, was the defense 

headquarters of Earth on the moon.  Goren 

could mentally trace the circuits of the great 

computer defense systems.  From there, he 

could see a series of atomic silos, strung across 

the lunar surface, like a gossamer web.  Many 

still had their payloads intact.  It appeared that 

for Earth, the enemy never came, to battle in 

space.  Somehow, the enemy simply 

extinguished the lives on Earth and its colonies 

without a fight.  There were a few scattered 

battle fighter remains on the lunar surface, but 

none that told a story of great space battles or 

conquest.  The Battle of Sequetus, this time, 

was certainly not fought over or on the moon. 

Quickly Pegasus left the moon and traveled 

on to Earth.  Earth was gone, as a seat of 

humanity, but Goren wanted to replenish their 

water and natural food supplies, prior to 

journeying back through the planet’s time portal.  

Beyond the portal, was another long journey 

across the Santonia Galaxy, to the Earth of 

eighty-six thousand years ago. 
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They chose to descend down into the warm 

climate, of what was once Sweden.  A lush 

rainforest swept down to the fertile plains, 

meeting the coast, well away from where was 

once the Baltic Sea.  The Nordic Peninsula was 

now an island, in the warm waters of the Arctic 

Sea.  The northern coastline of a shrunken 

Europe was hundreds of Ks, away to the south. 

Pegasus dropped down below the cloud 

cover, over the slopes of the mountains to the 

south, and headed for the coast.  The outside 

temperature was registering as twenty-nine 

degrees Celsius.  Goren sighed, watching the 

screens, as he skimmed the coastal sands.  The 

waves invitingly lapped on the sandy shores. 

Up and slightly in, from the sand's edge, 

Pegasus landed.  Goren gave one last scan of 

the area with his instruments and foresight, 

before locking the craft into rest.  The second 

mate remained behind, and the others departed, 

taking small weapons, as a precaution. 

The ramp lowered, and the first waft of 

fresh planet air brought pleasurable memories to 

Goren.  The smell of the salt caused him to think 

of Jilta and his early cadet days, with his then 

young wife, at the time.  He recalled the 
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memories of other visits to water planets, times 

of rest. 

They stepped down and all Goren wanted to 

do was relax, sit in the grass, and maybe swim.  

He looked over the scene.  Behind him was 

Pegasus, gleaming in the sun, now not 

shadowed by clouds.  To his left were hills, 

covered in lush vegetation, rolling upwards to 

seemingly disappear into the mist.  On his right 

was the small surging surf.  Effortlessly, it fell 

onto the sand with a crash.  In the distance, 

could be heard the hum of insects.  With a quick 

scan, Goren could tell that they were harmless, 

simply buzzing around hunting for pollen and 

food. 

Some of the trees sported small flowers.  

This was where the buzzing was strongest.  It 

was so relaxing.  The first mate said he was 

going to inspect the nearby trees, for fruit. 

Vila and Felice had followed Goren down to 

the water.  He took off his boots to feel the wet 

surf on his feet.  The sensation brought relief, 

like a weight shed from his shoulders.  Others 

followed suit. 

Vila staggered beside Goren, with Felice 

behind.  “This isn’t so, where I come from,” said 
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the little alien.  “In our world of the Masters, 

there is nothing as nice as this.” 

Goren, absent minded, looked out to the 

sea, half listening to the small humanoid.  “Yes, 

it is fun.  The sand is very soft.” 

“Whoever made this world certainly had 

better details on their plans.  It is far more 

perfect than the world of the Masters.  The 

smell, the sound and even the sky have a 

vastness, which I never experienced before.  

Goren, who made this world?” 

Goren’s attention was brought back to the 

small alien.  He stood looking down, as a wave 

raced up the beach, almost knocking Vila over.  

Goren smiled.  “I don’t know Vila.  I really wish 

that I knew.  Perhaps that is a question that has 

plagued humankind, more than any other.”  

Goren stood and looked into the waves.  He 

missed the world that he knew. 

To the surprise of Felice and Vila, Goren 

impulsively stripped down to his under suit 

clothing, revealing his ultra-white body, to the 

sun.  He dashed into the waves.  The cold water, 

flowing over his flesh, seemed to bite deep into 

him, and he plunged down into the water.  The 

sensation was exhilarating. 
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“Felice!  Felice!” screamed the little alien.  

“His head, his head.  Something has come loose.  

We must save him.”  The small alien raced down 

to the water's edge, completely oblivious to the 

fact that he couldn’t swim.  He dashed into the 

first wave and was sent crashing back on up, to 

the top of the beach. 

Felice quickly grabbed the small man and 

laughed.  She pointed to Goren, as he swam out, 

past the waves.  “He is fine Vila.  This is called 

swimming.  It is common, in our part of the 

Galaxy.” 

“It isn’t an illness?” he squeaked. 

“No.  It is a pleasure, like walking bare foot 

in the sand, but far more so.” 

“Will you swim with him?” he squeaked. 

Felice thought for a moment.  “I will.”  She 

stripped out of the Nylop suit and plunged into 

the waves as well.  Her curved frame was 

highlighted by her undersuit, exposing some of 

her white skin. 

Felice swam under two waves and her head 

broke the surface.  She called back to the shore, 

“Come on in.  You’ll love it!” 

Vila stared at her.  They both must be ill.  

Perhaps she was talking to someone else.  He 

looked around; he was still the only one there.  
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He swallowed.  “Me?” he squeaked, pointing to 

himself. 

“Of course you,” Goren yelled.  He had 

joined Felice.  He splashed and dived away. 

Vila shook his head.  Where he came from 

the water was something that killed, yet here 

were two people that had confronted and beaten 

the Masters, and they appeared fine, enjoying 

themselves.  He thought that he should trust 

them, so slowly he removed his bulky oversuit, 

to reveal a short skinny torso with spindly legs 

and arms.  He straightened his undersuit, and 

waited for the last wave to recede, and he began 

to wade out into the water. 

He now got the idea that this was fun, but 

the water was too cold for his body.  Slowly as it 

rose to his chest, the temperature began to 

numb his body.  This was not pleasure, but 

torture he thought.  They were definitely ill.  Just 

when he decided to return, his eyes widened in 

horror.  Ahead of him, was the next big wave, 

bearing down on him.  He realized that he did 

not know how to swim.  He couldn’t get out of 

its way as it rose towards him, sucking him into 

it.  It was bigger than a village hut! 

He tried to scream but his voice couldn’t cry 

out.  Meekly, he knew this was the end; this was 
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his time to die.  He prepared for the wave and 

death. 

It rose well above his large head.  It was a 

second from crashing down on his small body.  

Down it came.  Vila closed his eyes. 

Two hands grabbed the small man and 

hauled him clear up, above the wave.  The 

hands belonged to Goren.  “What are you trying 

to do, kill yourself?” 

“I’m alive!” cried the alien in surprise. 

“Of course you are alive, but you won’t be if 

you hang around, in front of the waves.  Join us 

back here.” 

Vila watched, as the wave crashed into the 

sand pushing all before it.  He shuddered at 

what it would have done to his small body.  

Slowly, he was being towed to a slightly deeper 

place, where the waves did not affect the water 

as much. 

Felice, her short hair stuck to her head, 

joined Goren.  Goren stared at her.  He had 

realized how beautiful she was, before, but only 

now saw how much he liked her.  Why now, he 

wondered?  Was it because he had never wanted 

to involve himself with someone after Anqi?  Or, 

was it because he wouldn’t live much longer?  
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Perhaps he did not want any complications, in 

his path of the destiny. 

“Vila,” Felice said in a soft and close voice.  

“What do you think of swimming?”  Her smile 

was infectious. 

Vila was still clinging to Goren's back, like a 

monkey.  “I think it is cold and dangerous.” 

Felice shrugged.  “You need to actually 

swim.  You’ll stay cold unless you move around.  

Look.  Spread your arms out and tread water 

like me.  It is very simple.”  Felice showed Vila 

how. 

“Well, that looks simple.”  He held his 

breath and let go of Goren.  His arms and legs 

did a good job.  For Vila, it was a relief to shed 

the feel of gravity on his body.  The strain had 

been severe.  His muscles relaxed and Vila 

began to smile. 

Goren could feel the joy coming from the 

alien.  He watched as Vila began to speak and 

lean back.  The smile vanished, and the bulbous 

head disappeared beneath the water, the legs 

rose to the air and his huge bony skull led him 

down through the water, like a brick. 

Goren looked and Vila was gone, he blinked 

at Felice, who was just as shocked as he.  Goren 

dived, and found the small alien sitting on the 
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bottom, his eyes wide open, arms flaying in all 

directions.  Goren grabbed the body and burst 

up to the surface.  When Vila reached fresh air, 

his mouth could barely open wide enough.  He 

spluttered and coughed. 

He held onto Goren's shoulder while he 

calmed his breathing.  With a great deal of effort 

he said.  “So, that is swimming?  I don’t think it 

will be popular.”  He coughed again. 

Felice sighed with relief.  “Well, it will be 

fine for you to hang on to Goren.”  She 

continued to tread water and soak in the sun. 

Vila nodded.  “The action of being totally 

submerged in water does feel therapeutic.  

There is much to enjoy. I have almost died only 

twice,” he said trying to be polite. 

They remained in the water for a further ten 

minutes, when Vila said.  “Do you think we could 

get kelp?  I’m hungry.” 

The thought almost made Goren dunk the 

alien, but Goren also thought he should pay 

attention to his guest's needs.  If there was 

fresh kelp available, then why shouldn’t they 

harvest it?  “There may be.  We will return to 

use Pegasus to search for it.” 

As they turned, Felice pointed to the horizon 

of the sea.  “That must be a fog rolling in.” 
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CHAPTER 18 

 

POISON  ATTACK 

 

 

Goren looked.  There was a thin cloud, 

developing to the east.  Goren looked north, 

where the sun was beginning to set.  How the 

world had changed.  As Goren glanced east 

again, he noticed that the cloud had risen 

quickly.  He stared for a moment and yelled.  

“That isn’t a cloud.  Quickly, back to Pegasus.  

We are in danger.  Hurry.” 

Goren did not wait for the order to be 

understood, he just grabbed Felice by the waist 

and sent her surging in front of the next wave.  

He looked behind and saw the cloud becoming 

black.  It was only a couple of Ks away and 

closing in on them. 

Goren set off after the next wave, with Vila 

on his back.  It carried them into shore.  He 

called the other three crew, to be ready for an 

emergency lock-down.  They acknowledged the 

message. 

Goren dashed up the beach, overtaking 

Felice.  As she bent down to grab her clothes 

Goren screamed.  “They won’t do you much 
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good, dead.  Leave them and run.”  He hauled 

on her arm and sprinted. 

A glance behind him, saw that the leading 

edge of the dark cloud was not far behind.  He 

could hear a humming now and it was growing 

louder.  Goren tried to concentrate on what was 

behind, but it was not possible. 

Lasers flashed out from Pegasus, above 

them.  Green light pulsing and crackling, as it hit 

its mark. 

They were almost at Pegasus, when the 

buzzing noise drummed out all other sound.  

Felice was aboard, Vila was in and Goren was 

scrambling up the ramp.  Goren winced at the 

jab and pain in his right forearm.  He scrambled 

aboard, sealed the ramp and Pegasus rose.  He 

looked at the thing that was attached to his arm, 

still pumping venom. 

Goren used all his will power to have it drop 

off.  It fell to the floor and began to buzz, as 

though trying to attack.  The first mate quickly 

scooped it up, in a glass flask.  Goren took his 

attention off the insect and almost collapsed 

onto the floor.  Slowly he said, “Are all aboard?  

No insects inside the ship?” 

“Affirmative on both accounts,” said the first 

mate.   
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“The bite is venomous.  That is the male 

insect.  It paralyses the animal for the females, 

which then devour the prey, while it lives.  That 

cloud out there, is a swarm of them.”  Goren 

looked at the insect.  He now remembered it. 

“This is how they destroyed life on Earth.”  

He collapsed; the pain becoming so great, he fell 

into unconsciousness. 

Felice rushed him into the infirmary.  The 

mates placed him on the table as Felice wound 

on a compression bandage, firmly around the 

affected limb. 

“Scanning for venom characteristics,” she 

said, as she plunged a needle deep into Goren's 

other arm while the second mate washed the 

bite.  The first mate had the blood transfer 

banks open, and removed eight sacs of blood, 

that was compatible to Goren’s.  Felice checked 

Goren’s pulse in the bandaged arm, to make 

sure they had not constricted the blood flow. 

Antivenin was ready.  They added it to the 

sacs of blood.  Felice connected the sacs to a 

vein in Goren’s other arm.  Soon, Goren's blood 

would be drained out and replaced with new.  

The old would then be filtered of venom and 

stored.  Goren would be fine.  A small amount of 

new antivenin was shot into his right hand, 
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below the bandage, where the bite was.  This 

returned some color to his body. 

After twenty minutes, Goren opened his 

eyes.  He saw the tubes leaving his arm linking 

up to the machine beside him.  Felice and Vila 

were sitting nearby. 

He smiled.  “You should both get some dry 

clothes on; you must be feeling cold.” 

Felice felt relief flow through her.  She 

clasped his hand tight and stared into his eyes.  

She so desperately wanted to be a part of his 

world, she almost cried.  Goren returned the 

gaze.  For him, it was as though for the first 

time, someone was caring for him.  All his life he 

cared for others.  Here now, was a person who 

really might want to help him. 

As Goren felt himself drifting off, into a 

peaceful sleep, he took a long last glimpse of her 

soft skin, her brightness burning like a quiver, 

into his soul. 

Vila was not as attuned in matters of the 

mind, but he had felt this in others.  Quietly, he 

said, “It is my turn to help in the galley.  I think 

we are having kelp tonight.” 

He stared, as both seemed out of touch with 

his talk.  He slid the door closed, behind him.  
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He wondered if there was kelp, left in the 

freezer. 

 

Ω 

 

Fifteen hours later, Goren was on his feet, 

much recovered.  He was looking out, over at 

the tranquil water scene.  The first mate was 

outside, collecting dead carcasses of the insects 

that they had shot, for research. 

The crew was also outside, when the cloud 

reappeared, now coming down from the 

mountains.  It swarmed out from the trees.  This 

time, the crew returned safely inside, before the 

swarm hit Pegasus. 

Goren stared as the insects smashed into 

Pegasus, trying to get to their prey.  Often, they 

would die in the attempt.  Goren shuddered at 

what this would have done to the human 

population.  No wonder no mammals were alive 

on land. 

Tests on the live insect showed little effect 

from insecticides.  At best, it only slowed it 

down.  It seemed that the insect could withstand 

high voltages, and radiation did not seem to 

affect it, either. 
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The first mate returned with three more 

dead insects.  They were the length of his hand.  

It was a well-designed predator.  Felice took 

them to the laboratory. 

The second mate had collected the clothes, 

left behind on the beach.  He held them up, for 

Goren to see.  They were now only rags, as the 

insects had been puncturing them, searching for 

the humans that they thought were still inside. 

Goren wore gloves as he checked the 

garments, and said to the mate, “From memory 

it is called a dwatt.  The female secretes a fluid 

that dissolves flesh, and carbohydrates.  Look 

what it has done to nylop which is supposed to 

be impervious to damage.” 

“It seems that dwatts find their victims by 

sound or scent,” said the second mate. 

Felice returned, a few moments later.  She 

handed Goren one of the dead insects, in a glass 

flask.  “The male is the smaller and there are 

fewer of them.  It goes ahead of the female 

swarm.  It attacks and paralyses its victim.  

There, it will continue to inject venom along with 

other males, until the larger and heavier females 

arrive.  They then secrete a fluid, not unlike the 

digestive fluid in your stomach, over the live 

animal or person.  The fluid then dissolves the 
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body of their victim, while the insects then drain 

the body fluid, back into themselves. 

“At the right time of the year the male then 

mates, and within seventy-two hours, the female 

has laid tens of thousands of eggs into the 

victim, who sometimes is still alive.  The male 

will mate with many females during this time.  

The eggs hatch a week later, and eat the carcass 

for two weeks, before they evolve for flight, into 

a new swarm.” 

“Additionally, males can place a victim in a 

state of suspended animation, and the swarm 

dissolves the body over a period of weeks.  The 

victim’s body wouldn’t last that long, if it were a 

human, but the male also has an anti-coagulant 

that reverses the dissolving process, when they 

are finished dining. 

“Given an adequate food supply, this insect 

could reproduce at a rate of about a ten 

thousand times, every three months.  If a batch 

of a thousand were released, then it would only 

take a year to wipe out all animal land life, on 

the planet.” 

Goren looked out over the tranquil setting 

from the screens.  This was some paradise that 

had been created.  No human could survive in it. 
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“Please, first mate.  Get rid of these insect 

carcasses.  We are not transporting them.  Take 

us up, over the Mexican desert; we are heading 

home to our own time.” 
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CHAPTER 19 

 

THE  OTHER  SIDE 

 

 

They had located, what they thought would be 

the gate's entrance.  It was not over the Mexican 

desert, but rather, through a glacier, running 

down to the coast.  The Americas were 

separated by a series of islands. 

Directly below them, was a slight magnetic 

pulse.  It matched what they had recorded, 

eighty-six thousand years ago.  The warp drives 

were on.  Goren nodded, and the bright blue 

planet on the screens began to shimmer; soon 

the screen was a familiar pale purple.  Goren 

pressed the forward drives, and Pegasus shot 

into where the center of the Earth would have 

been. 

As in their original journey through the 

portal, the lights dimmed, inside became 

transparent.  All around them began to take the 

tinge of green and time seemed to drag forever. 

Vila started to fret, but then time seemed 

not to matter.  If he had time, he would have 

begun to worry, but there was no time, and soon 

it was over.  That was the portal. 
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Pegasus then became more solid, as did the 

people.  The screens returned to their pale tinge 

of purple.  They were back in the year 2008 or 

BS 19. 

Next, came a choice.  Should they 

immediately exit warp drives, or continue on 

their supposed route, to Sequetus 3? 

If they returned immediately, to where they 

believed Earth should be, then they may wildly 

stray off their path.  On the other hand, the data 

they could learn about where they were, in the 

Santonia Galaxy now, in date BS 19, would be 

valuable.  None from the Federation Alliance had 

penetrated the Far Federation and returned.  No 

one knew who this shadow enemy was.  Was it 

worth the risk? 

Goren stopped Pegasus, a million Ks out 

from where they had traversed the portal and 

pondered the answer.  They were still in warp 

drives. 

 

Ω 

 

Goren stared at the dull screen.  It had 

been hours, since his decision to stop.  Now, he 

had become aware, of another sort of danger. 

“Do you sense it Felice?” he asked. 
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She nodded.  “I feel as though I’m being 

hunted.” 

“I, too.  It is a strange feeling, for being 

stationed in warp drives.” 

Felice nodded.  “Warp-drive is only being in 

a place, which has a different time to the other 

universe.  It doesn’t mean that technically, we 

cannot be found.  We still have a position, 

relative to out there.” 

“That is right,” said Goren.  “We are being 

searched for, now.  If we are in the vicinity of 

the enemy, then there has to be a reason why 

this gate isn’t being used, and maybe they know 

of our coming.  Word from Centrecom would 

have been here a month ago, due to the detours 

we made.  It is possible that on this side of the 

portal, they have scanning abilities into warp-

drive time, and warp-nets, to locate a ship in 

time and space.  This could explain why not one 

of our ships has returned from these sectors.  

Not even a scout ship.” 

Goren turned to the first mate.  “Get us out 

of here fast.  Keep a random zigzag course, until 

we reach the Alliance sectors.” 
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FIRST CHAPTER 

 

EXPEDITIONARY  TASKFORCE 

 

The time since Goren first slipped through the 

portal had stretched into weeks and then 

months.  Now, it was over a year and a half.  An 

Alliance taskforce had been readied and fired 

through the portal.  That taskforce included a 

cruiser with five destroyers; a full fleet3 and 

sufficient force to quell any rebellion in the 

Alliance, in a matter of hours.  The Marshal Erin 

Torb sat at the bridge of the flagship; the 

Federation Alliance Ship Cruiser Lotta.  He had 

been one of the greatest marshals in all the 

history of the Jiltanian Sector, being decorated 

three times personally by Lorde Hymondy III.  

Having retired, the Marshall was brought back to 

active service for the Battle of Sequetus 3, 

bringing victory with him. 

                                                           
3 Military Note: Fleet Command: IFFCo tradition is that 

when there is a fleet, the Flagship of the fleet is the most 
powerful of the fleet ships. The fleet commander is in charge 
of the fleet of ships, and the captain of the cruiser where the 
fleet command is set up, is in charge of his own ship. The 
fleet commander does not run the cruiser, which is his 
flagship. The cruiser captain or cruiser commander does 
that. Searfinders Military Manual pp. 789 – 795.   
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The flagship bridge was standard, with 

banks of officers and administrators, and with 

the accent on communication.  From here, all 

other craft were contacted, messages relayed.  

Data surged through the bridge so that the 

Marshal could plan his course of action.  There 

were seventy commscreens, viewscreens, and 

datascreens4, linked to other ship and station 

commanders. 

Seated beside the Marshal were Eltonn, and 

his son Zyke, both from the Pleiades.  Eltonn 

had been head of the Pleiades Executive Council 

for a century and Eltonn had decided that there 

was a need for change.  He vacated his council 

seat, in order to be able to strike out at the 

enemy.  He recognized that younger contenders 

had the needed leadership qualities he 

possessed.  He discerned that none would 

prosper or excel in his shadow, so he vacated his 

leadership role in the Pleiades. 

                                                           
4 Military Note: Screens, ship: Aboard battle craft are 

different screens. They are not linked to a central computer, 
but rather are run as completely isolated computers with their 
own separate attendants. These are datascreens, which 
access data; commscreens, which access communications 
going in and out and around a ship; viewscreens, for general 
display of information, briefings and so on. There are 
mapscreens showing overlay, ground enhancement and 
positions in space. For security of data these systems are 
physically never linked. Searfinders Military Almanac p 356.   
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Zyke had little interest in politics and 

willingly accepted the invitation to travel outside 

of the Pleiades. 

The Pleiadians were a race successfully 

hidden from the eyes of the Galaxy, for 

millennia.  Unauthorized travel outside their 

system was forbidden and almost all travel to 

outside worlds, had ceased over fifty years ago. 

The Pleiadians were aware of the force out 

there seeking them, and their civilization, and 

the Pleiadians had been withdrawing their 

sphere of influence ever since.  Up until fifty 

years ago, they were still on Earth, trying to 

locate that force.  However, it eluded them. 

The arrival of the Magi, Torren, had 

changed things.  He would be leading the 

Pleiadians to a rightful position of strength in the 

coming new age of civilization.  To do this, 

further data was needed of these other worlds, 

beyond the portal.  Eltonn and Zyke were part of 

that Pleiadian data mission. 

Though they were Pleiadians, they had 

arrived in Sequetus under a guise as commercial 

travelers, from Jilta.  Few knew their real 

identities and the abilities. 

Also, aboard the taskforce were fifty 

Boguard, spread amongst all the ships. 
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As the six ships’ engines dropped out of 

Warp Drive, the stars began to take shape on 

the screens. 

The Marshal looked about at his 

communications officers.  He shook his head at 

the youth that surrounded him.  Some of this 

crew were no more than young cadets, yet they 

wore the uniform of the Federation.  They were 

enthusiastic young Federation volunteers.  The 

Marshal wondered if those women, to his right, 

were not better suited for an academia.  Such 

was war.  The Marshal sighed. 

It had been a frustrating and useless war.  

There seemed little the Alliance could do to win.  

There seldom seemed but a glimpse of the 

enemy.  All efforts to have spy ships penetrate 

its sectors resulted in the disappearance of the 

spy ships and crew.  When the enemy advanced 

on an allied sector, the sector was lost to 

oblivion and darkness.  All communication was 

lost, including to old allies; to the advancing 

conquerors.  Perhaps it was this feeling of 

helplessness that seemed to drain one's soul.  

The Marshal was feeling a little happier now, as 

at least this seemed a way to strike back.  He 

waited for the screens to show what was on this 

other side of the time portal. 
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A young woman looked up at him from the 

data banks.  "Sir, the probes are now revealing 

that we are somewhere nearer the center of the 

Santonia Galaxy.  Ahead are six planetoids.”  

Each small spec grew until they filled the 

screens.  She continued.  “There is life within the 

planetoids sir.  Our scanners are picking up 

exhaust emissions departing, including 

civilization waste.  There appears nothing on the 

surface of the worlds, indicating life, so I assume 

all life is beneath the surface." 

The Marshal Erin Torb knew the real identity 

and abilities of Eltonn; so he leaned over and 

asked quietly, "What do you think?  Is this why 

we are here?" 

Eltonn slowly nodded, making sure that he 

was not going to be overheard.  He answered, "I 

have tried to push my thoughts into those rocks, 

to see if there is any response.  I don’t get 

nothing, but rather, a repulsion of my interest.  

It is as if there is someone there who doesn’t 

want my prying.  There is intelligence, but it also 

has similar abilities to my own, perhaps 

stronger.  I don’t feel too at ease looking at 

those small planetoids.  I experience fear.  

Proceed with caution." 
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The Marshal nodded slowly and sat back.  

He called to the communications section.  "Have 

you received any message?" 

"No sir." 

"Then send out a greeting from us and 

wait." 

The six ships held their position; a million 

K's from the planetoids. 

Finally, a call came over the bridge.  "Sir, 

we have contact." 

“Excellent.  Put it through." 

A large grey face began to take shape on 

the central screen.  Its skull was big and out of 

proportion to the rest of the head.  The eyes 

were large, cat-like and yellow.  Erin felt they 

radiated a sense of doom.  It spoke.  "Marshal 

Torb.  I’m told of greetings from the old world.  I 

return the greetings.  My name is Jonathon." 

The Marshal was disconcerted by this 

comparatively well spoken, very Standard 

Galactic being, as well as having a common 

Earth name. 

The grey image on the screen continued.  

"You have entered, through a gate that doesn’t 

belong to you.  The gate is ours, and is used 

only upon invitation." 
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The Marshal looked at the image.  "My 

apologies, Jonathon.  We were unaware of the 

ownership." 

"That indiscretion can be overlooked.  The 

gate is expensive to maintain.  Its use is a 

burden.  For its use, we usually expect an 

exchange of payment." 

The Marshal nodded carefully.  "And what 

would that payment be, Jonathon?" 

The image gave a smile from its tight grey 

lips.  "Three billion Galactic Credits." 

"I’m sorry Jonathon but we don’t have the 

credits, and I believe you know that.  What is it 

that you really want?" 

The smile widened.  "You’ll have to pay in 

kind, or service." 

"Which is?" asked the Marshall. 

"Surrender all your ships to us; that will be 

sufficient payment.  We will of course, transfer 

you back to your time." 

"Not possible.  As Commander in Chief in 

this expeditionary taskforce, I deem surrender 

an unacceptable solution." 

"It isn’t surrender Marshal, but payment for 

the use of something for which you had no 

authority to use." 
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"The authority vested in me is from the 

Military Alliance of the Federation.  I need no 

other authority." 

"I see.  Well, the other solution is for you to 

be destroyed.  Believe me, when I tell you that 

is a simple matter.  Your destruction and all your 

craft can be terminated in less than a few 

hours." 

"Turn this off!”  The Marshall turned to his 

crew. 

The screen did not respond.  "I still remain 

Marshal.  You cannot be rid of me that simply.  I 

control your ships now.  You can surrender and 

give in to me agreeably, or I will destroy you." 

"Turn the screens off and position 

destroyers for an immediate strike." 

"I warn you Marshal," said the image. 

"No response sir," called communications. 

Then, all of a sudden, all of the ship blacked 

out.  All instruments failed.  Some internal 

instrumentation returned.  The Marshall stopped 

and looked at the screen that still glowed of the 

grey image with the yellow eyes.  It smiled. 

"Sir, reports are coming through that the 

Drives are not functioning." 

“Then; warp," called the Marshall. 

"No response sir." 
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"What power?" 

"Auxiliary is mostly down as well sir." 

The Marshal stared at the image that 

seemed to be in control and was almost laughing 

at their antics.  The Marshal gave one more 

command.  "Have interceptors converted to 

chemical drives.  How soon can they be ready?" 

The captain from the tier below the Marshal 

stepped up.  "Sir manual chemical drives can be 

readied in about three hours.  We will have the 

craft fitted with atomics." 

"Indeed," said the Marshal.  "Do we have 

contact with the other Commanders?" 

"No sir." 

The Marshal looked, as the image seemed 

to be turning, and understanding, who was doing 

what, on the bridge.  "Get rid of that image." 

As the captain walked up to the screen 

Eltonn whispered into the Marshal’s ear.  "The 

other commanders are doing as you are.  They 

are readying their interceptors with manual 

chemical drives and atomics.  It appears that 

your team is receiving the same image of 

Jonathon and is anticipating your moves." 

The Marshal knew of the old man's ability to 

perceive thought.  "Please continue to monitor.  
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Can you reinforce certain actions that we need 

done here?" 

Eltonn nodded. 

"Good then.  Please stay in touch." 

What neither of them knew was the 

Boguard were also anticipating the actions of the 

Marshal from each of the ships they had 

stationed themselves on, and were conveying 

the ideas, unknowingly to others, from one 

ship’s commander to another. 

The captain of the Lotta threw a chair into 

the screen of the image.  It crashed into a 

shower of harmless plasglass pieces.  Sparks 

and light burst through the room, but instead of 

the image disappearing it burst from the screen, 

like a wild phantom.  In front of the sparks of 

hanging leads and shredded screen, a new 

image took over, in three-dimensional form. 

Now, it emanated fury and force.  The 

captain was thrown backwards, to the rear of 

the bridge and all objects not permanently 

secured, flew as missiles, in a whirl. 

The Marshal watched, saying nothing, 

computing, and waiting for an idea to come to 

mind.  This thing called Jonathon was being 

dangerously theatrical, for a purpose, but why? 
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Eltonn leant back, holding his seat and then 

as though from nowhere fifty minds were with 

him, strong minds reassuring, yearning, urging 

Eltonn to attack.  It was the Boguard. 

Eltonn felt strong, as though his youth had 

returned.  He stood in the swirling air, ducking 

flying debris, and threw his right arm forward to 

the image and screamed, "Goooo!”  A flash of 

light arced out from his hand and connected to 

the image. 

The face of the grey being contorted, in 

surprise and pain.  It vanished from the bridge.  

The air became still, and Eltonn collapsed into 

his seat, staring blankly ahead. 

The bridge was almost totally dark, when a 

trooper pried the door open, and carried in four 

phosphorous lanterns.  He stared around at the 

debris and damage.  The bewildered and 

stunned look on the faces surrounding him, told 

him something very strange had occurred. 

With the pale lantern glow the bridge at 

once came to life.  Officers were putting order 

into the surroundings, runners were being 

organized to dispatch messages, and medics 

were tending the few slightly injured. 

It took five minutes to confirm there was no 

power, laser, nor proposhields.  The reports 
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were that the other ships were in the same 

condition. 

Confirmation was received that the manual 

chemical drives were being installed into the 

interceptors. 

After three hours the image of Jonathon 

returned to its previous position.  Its message 

was broadcast from the speakers.  "Marshal, it is 

pointless to resist.  Your petty weapons are 

useless against us.  Atomics will prove harmless.  

I now propose a second solution to pay your 

tribute." 

The Marshall looked up.  "And, what is 

that?" 

"Obviously, there seems little point in killing 

all the personnel in your ships.  As we said, we 

are happy to receive a payment in kind.  What 

we would accept in return for the safe passage 

of yourself, your crew and your vessels back 

through the gate, would be simply to turn over 

to me, the Pleiadians and the Aaron." 

The Marshal shook his head.  "I cannot do 

that." 

"Surely your lives and ships are more 

important, than the surrender of the two 

Pleiadians and the fifty Aaron you know as 
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Boguard.  Think of all the lives you would be 

sparing." 

The Marshal looked at Eltonn, who said in a 

whisper.  "I don’t think of myself when I say 

this, but if I’m handed over to this Jonathon, 

then the lives of billions of my own race are at 

risk.  You could save your own crew, but I’m 

certain it would be the end of the peoples of the 

Pleiades.”  Eltonn was visibly shaken by the grey 

image’s request.  This was their true enemy and 

with the location of the Pleiadian Series exposed, 

the Pleiades civilization would be destroyed. 

The Marshal stared at the image for a 

moment and shook his head.  "It is better to do 

battle." 

"With what?  You shall all perish.  As you 

prepare for battle, then all your ships shall 

perish before your eyes.  So be it!" and the 

image vanished. 

The crew on the bridge just stared at each 

other. 

A runner arriving from the outside of the 

bridge broke the silence.  "Sir, the observation 

ports show we are moving again, getting slowly 

closer, to the Six Worlds." 

The Marshal knew that the enemy 

possessed lasers.  He had no effective defense.  
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There had been no news on how the power 

systems were being held inoperative.  Missiles 

from the ship were being converted to solid 

chemical fuel, so as to launch an on board 

manual attack.  In hours, they would be in range 

of the enemy's lasers. 

Eltonn leaned over to the Marshal.  "I 

believe we have the location of Jonathon.  He is 

emanating that image from the small planetoid, 

to starboard." 

The Marshal nodded.  Now, they had a 

target.  He quietly gave orders to attack.  All 

resources were to fire at the smallest planetoid. 

The two lead destroyers were traveling 

faster.  All of a sudden, a screen came to life, 

then another, and finally another. 

The Marshal was optimistic, but it was 

Jonathon on one of the screens, with the 

planetoids and lead destroyers on the others. 

Jonathon smiled.  Twelve fighters took to 

space, accompanied by two interceptors, then 

another wave joined them from the Destroyer 

Farwar; six interceptors with thirty-six fighters 

carrying torpedoes.  The Farwar had sent its 

total compliment. 

Jonathon began to speak.  "If you think this 

will accomplish anything, other than the loss of 
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your crew, then think again, Marshal Torb.  I 

give you one last chance; to surrender the 

Pleiadians." 

The Marshal shook his head.  "We are not a 

race that surrenders easily, and we don’t sell our 

friends to appease enemies." 

"So be it Torb.  That heavy responsibility is 

yours.”  The screen went dead. 

The other images continued to monitor the 

attack craft and drifting destroyers. 

The first wave was closing in.  From the 

surface of the planet, a green light flashed 

through space.  The fighters and interceptors 

swerved and twirled to avoid contact.  A fighter 

burst into flames and engulfed the screen as its 

atomic payload exploded, then a second fighter 

exploded. 

The first to shoot were the fighters.  Four, 

then six torpedoes were sent on their way to the 

planet's surface.  After that, the two interceptors 

loosed their load.  Twelve chemically propelled 

Class J atomic missiles homed in on their target.  

Two more fighters were caught by the arcing 

green laser fire and disintegrated harmlessly into 

the night, and then an interceptor exploded, 

with all its chemical fuel, ablaze. 
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Still the torpedoes homed in, and then the 

missiles overtook them.  The green lights left the 

fleeing craft and started attacking the incoming 

missiles.  First, one missile was struck, then 

three more, and then the torpedoes.  One by 

one they exploded, lighting the sky, for 

thousands of K's.  Atomic fireball after fireball 

exploded harmlessly away from the enemy.  Not 

one strike went home. 

The destroyers were still being drawn in 

closer, while the remnants of their strike force 

returned for refueling. 

The lasers, from the craggy surface of the 

planetoids, lit up again.  Once more they struck 

out at the small craft.  One, two and then three 

more fighters exploded.  Now, the small lasers 

were striking at the undefended destroyers.  The 

destroyers shot solid fuel missiles at the smallest 

planetoid, volley after volley. 

The Marshal ordered that his cruiser also 

fire.  In all, seven volleys of two hundred and 

ten missiles, all carrying atomics, began to rain 

down on the planetoids.  The diversion worked.  

The small lasers were diverted from striking the 

destroyers.  The Marshal breathed a sigh of 

relief, but it was too soon. 
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In the flashing light of the atomic explosions 

over the Six Worlds, an opening appeared in a 

crater of the nearest planetoid.  The crevasse 

emanated light, revealing a bright space beyond.  

There appeared to be movement, then a flash.  

On the other screen without warning, the 

Destroyer Discovery was cut in half by a laser 

that took no more effort than a red-hot knife 

through butter.  In seven seconds, the laser 

dissected the great military craft.  In another 

twenty seconds, it had sliced the craft into 

quarters. 

The Marshall Erin Torb looked on, 

helplessly, in horror, as the craft finally exploded 

into an infinite number of pieces.  As the after 

image of the Discovery began to die away, the 

Destroyer Aneel exploded.  The total loss of life 

exceeded two thousand, in three minutes. 

The Marshal wanted to cry out.  He had 

known that the mission could well be impossible, 

but here was an enemy that he could see.  The 

enemy could be fought, but Federation weapons 

were hopelessly outclassed.  The last of their 

atomic missiles exploded harmlessly in space. 

What could he do?  He sent Eltonn and Zyke 

to inspect the Warp Drives and operational 

systems to see if they could help there.  They 
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reported back, that there was an overriding by 

minds more powerful than theirs on the warp 

drives.  If they were far enough away from this 

place, perhaps they could hold off the effects of 

Jonathon, but they were here and it was useless.  

The Marshal ordered them back to the bridge. 

Erin Torb watched in horror.  All the ships 

under his command were now within the range 

of destruction.  He gave orders to attack with all 

weapons possible. 

Jonathon appeared on the small screen.  

"Marshal, it isn’t necessary to have you all 

perish.  You have already butchered over two 

thousand of your own men.  That was needless.  

You don’t need to have the remainder of your 

crew die, to prove your point.  They are a good 

crew and obedient, but they too, have limits.  It 

is their lives that you are preparing to throw 

away.  Of course, offer your own life, as that is, 

but a token.  However, these young men and 

women need to go back to Sequetus, alive.  For 

you to decide that they should die is wasteful, 

and in our society would be deemed a criminal 

action by our courts." 

Erin wanted to speak but his body was 

numb. 
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"You, Marshal Erin Torb are actively trying 

to destroy your own craft and crew.  It is far 

easier to give up the pair of Pleiadians and 

Boguard and let your young crew live, in return.  

These people, I ask for, are not known allies of 

the Federation.  If they were, then, why is it 

they are not here with you, as a military force?  

No, they are using you to try to force an attack 

on a peaceful group; us.  We did not come to 

your planet to raid it.  No, you came here at the 

requests of the Pleiadians and Boguard.  Has it 

not been a tradition that having Boguard on a 

military craft of the Jiltanian sector means bad 

luck?  Were they not the self-appointed 

guardians, of the now vanished Lorde Hymondy?  

They remained, while he vanished.  Is that not 

strange?”  Erin's mouth wouldn’t move.  "It is 

because they are the enemy, of both of us.  The 

enemy of the Alliance and ours is the Pleiadians 

and the Boguard, and you are here, protecting 

them; dying for them.  They won’t get your 

Federation back; they won’t bring back your 

Lorde Hymondy.  It is their purpose to destroy 

you, as it is their desire to destroy us.  Please be 

rational and hand over our enemies, so that we 

all may live." 
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The Marshal looked at the screen and then 

at his crew.  They were in doubt of whom they 

served. 

The captain stood.  "Sir, look at the 

screens.  The Destroyer Galon has loosed 

missiles at us.  They’ll be here in three minutes,” 

cried the communications officer. 

The Marshall looked to the captain.  "My 

mind is set.  There is only one enemy here and 

that is the evil image in front of us.  Eltonn; the 

other commanders, are they all against us?" 

"No, Erin.  The Destroyer Galon captured 

their Boguard and they are negotiating a trade 

with Jonathon." 

"Very well, Captain, destroy the Galon." 

The Captain turned to three messengers.  

"Have all available fighters scramble, to 

intercept the missiles.”  He turned; as he 

watched the men sprint out from the bridge with 

their message.  He knew that the missiles 

dispatched at his ship wouldn’t destroy a cruiser 

outright.  They were Class B, used to disable the 

ship, so that it could be boarded.  The Galon 

commander would attempt to arrest Eltonn and 

Zyke, as requested by Jonathon. 
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The captain of the Lotta turned and faced 

the Marshal.  "Sir, with all respect, you and this 

pair are under arrest." 

The Marshal stood and withdrew a weapon 

and aimed it at the captain.  "You have five 

seconds to recount your orders or I kill you, 

Captain." 

The captain only stepped closer.  "Marshal, 

there are no operational weapons on this ship 

now.  You are under arrest." 

The Marshal pulled the trigger and blew the 

captain’s head off.  He turned to the crew as the 

headless body fell to the floor.  "If any others 

want to die before their time, then step 

forward.”  No one moved.  "Now I repeat the 

order.  Attack that ship, now!" 

The Marshal glared at his operations officer.  

The man hesitated.  The Marshall fired and the 

man's brains splattered the walls.  He turned to 

three more, who were staring, in fear. 

They jumped and dashed out with the 

orders.  A moment later, the Marshal saw the 

streaks of the tails of the missiles, as they drove 

home onto the other ship. 

Jonathon’s image appeared, smiling.  "You 

people should really know who your friends are." 
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The flagship Cruiser Lotta, was struck by 

the first atomic missile.  It was not Class B.  The 

bridge exploded in a fireball.  As the Marshal's 

world ended, he watched the Destroyer Galon 

also explode under the impact of twenty 

atomics.  After that the Destroyer Karrow was 

sliced up, exploding into space showering the 

eternal blackness with billions of pieces of a once 

great hope. 

Not one human life was spared.  Not a sole 

survivor remained.  There was peace around the 

six planetoids again, and Centrecom, alias 

Jonathon, was happy. 
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BUY YOUR NEXT BOOK IN THIS 

AMAZING SERIES HERE. 

 

Buy your copy of NEW FEDERATION: Redeeming 

Earth 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/B00BIJ8VGW
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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 means it is a 

terrestrial word from Sequetus 3 – Earth – and the 

definition is a terrestrial definition, or historical note.  It 

isn’t a fictional term or definition. 
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GLOSSARY 

Aaron:  Original name of the race on Yaltipia; 

otherwise known as Boguard. 

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. 

Aeroitek Corporation International:  ACI - The 
corporate vehicle used by Goren Torren on Earth.  It 

includes subsidiaries, of satellite refurbishment, Gold 
mines in Peru and New Zealand, Diamond mines in 
north-west Australia and Africa, Airlines, media 

enterprises, monorail, and banking.  ◄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. 

Alliance, Federation:  An alternative name for the 
Federation after the Battle of Sequetus 3.  ◄Return 

Allied Council of Jilta:  1.  After the Battle For 
Sequetus 3, and after the subsequent 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 power 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 
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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. 

Anderson, John:  After his assassination attempt on 
Goren Torren, he joined the army, was placed at 

Wright Paterson Air Base and then was “captured” by 
Letone.  Anderson was alluded to in the Early Works.  

He then became the Devout Coordinator for On 
Planet Operations, and after that began the world 

wide following of Torren.  While Anderson never let it 
be known to his followers, he was the one who fired 
the bullet that started it all. 

Anqi Storm:  1.  Malukan female trooper, former 
resident of Sleebo.  2.  Important early young woman 

in saving Sequetus 3.  Daughter of parents Nobus 
Mas and Reqel Storm 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 

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. Also known as the Battle 

for Sequetus 3  ◄Return 
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Batton, FSS Destroyer:  The second destroyer in 
Sequetus arrived BS 30. 

Bermuda Triangle:  (Terrestrial) 1.  That triangular 
region of the Caribbean, incorporating Bermuda, 

Miami, and Port au Prince as the third corner on the 
triangle.  It is said that ships, people and aircraft 
vanish; leaving mysteries, which cannot be 

explained. 

Biobots:  Surgical automated worms that are used 

to inspect, stitch and repair tissue during an 

operation.  Biobots generally are 10-4 pacs in 

diameter.  ◄Return 

Boguard:  1.  Guard at the palace to protect of Lorde 
Hymondy III.  2.  Race originating in the Pleiades, 

the original race. They are known to speak many 
languages, are trained in martial arts, physics, with 

beyond normal abilities.  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 read it, 

but it acts similar to a sea, supporting molecular-
matter that floats within it.  It transmits heat and 
ALL energy, and in this way is very different from the 

concept of dark matter.  Broadmatter makes up the 
bulk of the universe mass, and is the reason why the 

universe is expanding at an accelerated rate.  
Broadmatter ties in with space and time and without 

broadmatter there would be no space, no gravity and 
presumably no time.  Without it and all other matter 
would collectively condense.  Broadmatter has 

different properties to dark matter. See Broadmatter 
theory Addendum at the end of Book Seven for more 

details.  ◄Return 

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 
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Centrecom:  Either a life-force or a computer 
program that is programmed to act as a life-force, 

which runs the Six Worlds beyond the portal.  
◄Return 

Centrifugal Gravity:  (Terrestrial) Centrifugal force 
is that force created when an object is in orbit and is 
the force put on the object away from the center of 

the orbit.  That force is an artificial gravity. 

Charlan:  A senior official of the race Garloid beyond 

the portal. 

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. 

On earth she headed the Torren corporate empire of 

ACI.  That corporation collapsed under siege by the 
terrestrial forces.   

Class A rocket:  Non-explosive rocket.  No warhead. 

Class B rocket:  A non-atomic warhead, but packed 
with 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 war head 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.  ◄Return 
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Clife:  1.  A long Federation military blade made from 

Magnopolop (a nonmetallic resilient compound) that is 

worn in a sheath on every shock suit.  Clifes are either 
dress or combat style.  Origin:  from the days before 
Federation when the Royal race was planet bound, the 

clife was worn as an instrument of bonding for the 
earlier warrior clans. 

2.  An extendable machete, which is detachable and 

has one blade made up of three blades, sharp one 
side. It folds up small, and is tucked into a shocksuit 

belt.  ◄Return 

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. 

Confederacy:  Full title - Confederated Council of 
Planets.  (CCP) The loose and often extended term 
applied to the political attempt to bring the multitude 

of races, political systems et al together to end the 
warring of two hundred and thirty standard years in 

the Santonia Galaxy.  The Confederacy failed at total 
unification and was succeeded by the Federation. 

Control-fathers:  Those who implemented the 

program to go back in time to avert the catastrophe 
that happened in the Galaxy that originated in 

Sequetus 3.  They in turn became known as the 
Masters.  ◄Return 

Council:  1.  Another term for the Confederated 

Council of Planets, CCP.  2.  Confederacy, CCP, 
Council, Confederated Council of Planets. 

Credit:  1.  The galactic pronunciation of the credit is 
dahl.  Its subunit is dihlo, and takes ten dihlos to a 
dahl, and ten strake to make a dihlo.  However, 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 
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person earns about seven hundred credits (dahls) a 
week, but this varies upon the wealth of the planet.  

The value of credits remains constant and inflation 
and deflation are negligible with the Average 

Production Index system.  3.  Material assets only 
rose and fell against the Average Production Index, 
not credits. 

Cruiser:  The largest Federation military strike ship.  
It is half a Kinopac long of destructive power.  It 

houses between forty to sixty interceptors with five 
escort fighters for each interceptor.  Personnel are 
3,000 per ship.  ◄Return 

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 has been effected.   

Dates:  1.  As from fifteen years after the Battle of 

Sequetus 3 all dates were recorded from that data, 
which on Sequetus 3 was known as 1989.  So the 
year 2000 on Sequetus 3 was recorded as BS 11.  BS 

meant Battle of Sequetus 3.  2.  All dates before the 
battle have a minus symbol before that number.  BS 

-50 is a date 50 years before the battle, and would 
be 1939 local date. 

Destroyer:  An IFFCo military ship.  It houses six 

interceptors and six fighters per ship.   

Dockside:  Observation station at the edge of the 

Sequetus Series, set up under the Malukan reign.  
◄Return 
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Dwatt:  pronounced “dwot.”  A genetically 
engineered insect created to become a military 

weapon against Earth and its last colonies.  150 
millipacs long, and deadly.  They hunt in swarms, 

and multiply at an extraordinary rate.  Thought to be 
related to the Jiltanian Darlt.  The dwatt was used 
against several of Earth’s worlds.  Where it was 

engineered is not known.  ◄Return 

 

Early Works, The:  1.  The basic first historical 

record for the Pleiadians, which shows how they 
arrived in the Pleiades, and also how to develop 

one’s mental and spiritual potential.  2.  Historical 
record in full originated from within the Boguard.   

Earthside:  Local slang for being stationed on 

Sequetus 3. 

Element analyzer:  It analyses the physical 

elements for their various properties, a planet’s 
atmosphere, the temperature of space etc.  ◄Return 

Elypsom:  Federation destroyer parked above 

Sequetus 3.  Its orders were to position itself over 
wherever Independent Goren Torren is located on 

Earth, for his protection.  The Elypsom was a 
survivor of the Battle of Sequetus 3. 

Empire of Earth:  It lost in civil war to long-lifers, in 

BS 5789.  The Earth Empire which ruled the Galaxy 
for over five thousand standard years.  ◄Return 

Erin Torb:  A retired Reserve Marshal (Three Star) 
of the Hymondian fleet.  ◄Return 

Far Federation:  That region of space that was 
formerly the Federation, but which after the Battle of 
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Sequetus 3 was no longer accessible to the victors or 
the Federation Alliance.  ◄Return 

Far-saw, far-see:  The ability to see something 
remotely from a distance, well away from the object 

wishing to be seen. 

Fathers:  The forbears of the Masters on the other 
side of the portal.  They originated from Earth.  A 

branch of humanity that left Earth after the demise 
of Goren Torren, Control Fathers.  ◄Return 

FCS:  Federation Civilian Ship.  The title given to a 
registered civilian vessel within the Federation. 

Federation:  Stands for The Imperial Galactic 

Federation, The Lordes Of All Worlds And Vassals 
Within The Domains Of The Galaxy.  It was the 

governing body that ruled the Galaxy after the CCP.  
◄Return 

Federation:  1.  The Imperial Galactic Federation 
(IGF), The Lordes of All Worlds and Vassals within 
the Domains of Santonia Galaxy (Santonia - 

Quadrant 451f or New General Catalogue 9154 
Galaxy [Terrestrially termed Galaxy]).  2.  

FEDERATION - formally established in the standard 
year 13,576 upon cessation of the Santonia Wars of 
13,331-574.  Federation saw an end of 116,158 

separate intra galactic domains of varying strengths.  
3.  Galactic political unification through federation 

after 120,000 years of varying peace and 
interplanetary warfare. 

Federation Sectors:  The sixteen Federation 

Sectors are:  Hymondy, Maluka (Maluku), Pilik, 
Timbor, Penec, Centor, Qilto, Siltonia, Tilk, Patua, 

Serene, Penetia, Kalanon, Celtronia, Kantee, and 
Farsen.  Farsen did exist until taken by the 
neighboring hostile sectors of Qilto, Penec and Pilik.  

Each sector is made up of provinces.   

Feelup:  Small fury Martian mammals that live in 

trees.  They are black or brown with small bushy 
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type tails.  Similar to what would be a cross between 
a domestic cat and a squirrel on Sequetus 3.  They 

appear friendly, show affection, though timid, have 
communications skills to other species and have an 

apparent ability for mental reading.  While the 
feelups can be tamed, they are not a domestic 
animal.  ◄Return 

Felice Karo:  See Karo, Felice 

Fever, the:  A beyond the Portal term for a viral 

stomach infection that causes fever and vomiting.  
Potentially fatal.  The virus attacks the lining of the 
stomach and eats its way through it.  ◄Return 

Fighters:  1.  Fighters are the only real defense craft 
against interceptors.  They are non-atmospheric and 

short ranged, and very fast.  Usually, they are 
quartered on carriers, cruisers or destroyers.  2.  
Fighters have a complement of one pilot with 

sometimes a second co-pilot.  Two more of the 
fighter crew remain at the carrier, so each fighter has 

a tight assigned squad of four personnel.  Fighters 
further have allocated to them, a general staff of 

seven more crew (cooks, doctors, administration 
staff etc) on board a carrier, cruiser or destroyer.  
Thus each fighter carries ten to twelve personnel.  

Also see carriers for more data. 

Fleet Command:  IFFCo tradition is that when there 

is a fleet, the Flagship of the fleet is the most 
powerful of the fleet ships, it is 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. 

FSS:  Federation Service Ship, the title given to each 
military ship in the Federation. 

Fundamental form:  The original form that 
populated the Galaxy, long before changes that 
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adapted the body to environmental requirements.  
“People from Earth have fundamental form.”  ◄Return 

Galactic Council, Boguard:  It is the Council's sole 

purpose to guide the future of the Galaxy towards a 

path of greater survival. 

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.  Later, 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 

Gambeen, Cruiser:  Formerly Malukan, but after 

the Battle of Sequetus 3 the ship became part of the 
alliance.  It surrendered to the Jiltanians after a 
battle over the system Maluku. 

Garloid:  The long thin genetically engineered race 
working on the planetoid Tibel, where Centrecom 

exists beyond the portal. 

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.  After 

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 graduated with honors.  He once was 

married to Navia Charlton.  Other relationships 
unknown.  He inherited his family estate early in life.  

No siblings.   

2.  Torren comes from old Jiltanian, torre or torenza 
meaning heavy rain, and Goren comes from gore 

meaning to fetch.  The additional letter of n is to 
indicate it is a masculine word.  So Goren Torren 
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would mean the man who seeks to make the heavy 
rains, or the one who breaks the drought.  ◄Return 

Graviton:  (Terrestrial) Is the force of gravity, and 
for many, it is described in theory, as a particle. 

Ground Zero:  The center of The Zone, and the 
center of the mounds. 

Happy-trigger:  Otherwise known as Second Teer.  

Female Pleiadian, a guard from the floating city of 
Telkabar, who shot and wounded The Great Manapet.  
◄Return 

Helix:  (Terrestrial) A spiral, such as a coil in a 
spring.   

Historical Research Laboratory:  A reference by 
Vila to a place where alien scientists in the future try 

to make life forms more environmentally adaptable.  
They would experiment with different life forms, but 

also with various computer chips and different 
circuitry placed in the brain and nervous systems of 
those they experimented on.   

Hymondian Realm:  The sector of which Jilta was 
the center and Royal Planet.  Each sector was broken 

into a number of provinces (17 in the Hymondian 
sector), which were in turn broken into locats, local 
regions (often 15 to 20 locats per province).  They in 

turn may have been broken down further depending 
on size.  In each locat in the Hymondian Realm there 

could 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” 
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Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank:  The 
organization of the group of persons who controlled 

the transport regulations and lease agreements of 
the Federation Warp Drive systems.  They were an 

all-powerful body that predicted and plotted the 
expansionist policies of the Federation.  They were 
an instrumental power behind the Federation, 

because without it all commerce and military travel 
would effectively cease.  See also Warp Drives. 

Implant:  (Terrestrial) Here we mean a mental 
implant – not a brain implant.  It can be as light as 
telling someone to withhold a crime they saw, but it 

can be as severe as the MK Ultra experiments, 
whereby US government agencies were seeking a 

way to make assassins by using drugs and hypnosis.  
These experiments were exposed in congressional 
hearings in the USA in 1977.  The novel, The 

Manchurian Candidate is about a plot of a communist 
state which used mental implanting, called 

brainwashing, to get a captured serviceman to return 
to the USA to assassinate a very important political 

figure.  See the Notes at end for more information on 
this subject.  A lot of the terrestrial research for 
implants was to make people more susceptible to 

suggestions to do things that they would otherwise 
not do.  ◄Return 

Independent:  1.  A profession prior to the Battle 
for Sequetus 3. It consisted of intelligence gathering 
and sometimes actions amongst the royal families of 

the Federation.  2.  A license was required after a five 
year internship, in which it was possible to enter 

after completing a prior tertiary degree, independent 
schooling and apprenticeship.  The quota for 
independent licenses was low.  3.  Most independents 

had a non-military background, though this wasn’t 
mandatory, but they must have completed one 

year’s duty in an alternate defense force, prior to 
acceptance.  Most sectors had reciprocal exchange 
programs whereby independent students were 

permitted into off-world training programs.  ◄Return 
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Intelligents:  Those beyond the portal gifted with 
the mental programs to perceive and work out a 

better future from their perception.  Those sentient 
with awareness of a future outcome.  ◄Return 

Interceptor:  1.  A winged space craft that can stay 
in space or enter atmospheres.  It a prime attack 
craft.  It carries atomic warheads on its rockets.  

Manufactured by various corporations, most common 
was 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 

various ones had more or less rockets.  Various ones 
have more wingspan, and some less.  The variance 
depended on the gravity and the expected 

atmosphere the craft was to encounter. 

Interceptor bays:  Where interceptors land aboard 

carriers, cruisers and destroyers. 

J Class rockets.  There are many classes of rockets.  

J stands for Juggernaut.  They have atomic 
warheads. 

Jilta:  (pronounced Yilta in English) Jilta was the 

Royal Planet in the Hymondian sector.  It was the 
center of the sector and the residence of Lorde 

Hymondy III.  Population half a billion.   

Jilta is a water planet with oceans over half its 
surface, 11 continents, frozen Polar Regions, and 

some deserts. 

Before the Hymondian Realm, Jilta was a prominent 

hub planet of a small province of the CCP.  ◄Return 

Jilta P.C.:  P.C.  stands for Planet Center and is the 
capital city of the planet.  Population 1.2 Million.  
◄Return 
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Ks, K:  Kinopac, a thousand pacs, over a kilometer 
long.  Also used to mean kinopacs per hour.  ◄Return 

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 arrived in Sequetus to support 
Hymondy.  ◄Return 

Karo, Eltonn:  Governor General of the Karo Series 
of planets within the Pleiades.  Elected 27 years 

before, incumbent of office. 

Karo, Felice.  Pleiadian Daughter of the Governor 
General of the Karo Series of the Pleiades.  Travels 

the portal as the only Pleiadian to do so and return.  
◄Return 

Karo, Series:  A series of 27 planets within the 
Pleiades, otherwise unknown to the Federation or the 

CCP.  It has five of its 27 planets habitable; including 
those it is terra-forming. 

There are two races, the original Aaron, otherwise 

known as Boguard, on Yaltipia, and the Pleiadians, 
who arrived after fleeing Earth in their long forgotten 

history, and who set up on Orbat. 

Karo, Tellow:  Pleiadian.  Captain, son of Eltonn 
Oran, Governor General of the Karo Series of the 

Pleiades. 

Kinopac:  1.  It is exactly 1030.91 meters.  2.  A 

thousand pacs.  Kinopacs is abbreviated to Ks.  3.  K, 
slang meaning kinopac or kinopac per hour.  ◄Return 

Krellon, Commander:  1.  Elected second leader of 

the Boguard on Yaltipia.  2.  Leader of the Galactic 
Council of Boguard. 

Kuiper Belt:  This belt extends out from Neptune 
and has known planetoids, Pluto, Haumea, 
Makemake and others. (See: dwarf planets) The belt 

is about 100 times more massive than the Asteroid 
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Belt. The belt is stable. Comets do not come from 
this belt but originate from the scattered disk zone, 

where the dwarf planet Eros comes from. Some of 
the planets’ moons are thought to have originated 

from the Kuiper Belt. 

 

Last Battle, The:  (Also see Final Battle) This was 
the last stand by the Federation Alliance against the 
Far Federation.  There were no other battles after 

this.  The Alliance totally fell at this point.  Twenty-
three ships were destroyed in this battle, and it was 

the first time the Alliance had confronted the enemy 
face on. 

Life-force:  (Terrestrial) That spiritual singular 

existence that gives energy to a living organism and 
which does its computing and decision making. 

Life-of-the-world, life:  Also known as green-life.  
Beyond the portal are worlds, and within them each 
is known a singular spiritual existence for that world, 

cajoling it along, known as the life-of-the-world.  It 
has been passed onto earthly religions in the form of 

Shinto from Japan and others.  ◄Return 

Life suit:  A pressurized, helmeted space suit.  Also 
lifesuit.   
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The suit can be worn in space with no atmospheres, 

toxic atmospheres and even atmospheres such as 
Venus, which has sulfuric acid clouds.  The same suit 
can be worn underwater and is good to 180 pacs.  

Made by numerous manufacturers on many planets. 

Long-lifers:  1.  A slang term meaning someone 

who would normally live a long-life, as distinct to 
some planets, which produce short-life humanoids.  
2.  A long-life is 250 standard years or more.  Short 

life is generally less those 250 standard years.  3.  
See Genesis for a list of prior long-lifers of Sequetus 

3. 

Lorde:   1.  Lorde, meaning a title of trust, and 
honor, used by royalty and high ranking religious 

officials of the Federation.  2.  (Terrestrial)  Old 
English  1200 – 1300  The spelling of lorde was 

lorde, along with other spellings in England at that 
time.  From Hlaford means bread-keeper.  ◄Return 

Lotta, Cruiser FAS:  Federation Alliance Ship 

Cruiser Lotta from Peel, that took up station off earth 
to assist in the rescue of Goren Torren, date:  BS 15.  

Named after the Jiltanian mountain flesh eating 
predator, the lotta. 
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Lotta:  A flesh eating predator from the mountains 
of Jilta.  Protected species.  The most similar 

mammal on Sequetus 3, in size and habit, would be 
the Bengal Tiger. 

Magi, The:  From The Early Works, one who has 
redeemed his natural inherent abilities of life, who 
will lead the Galaxy away from a secret tyranny. 

Magi:  (Terrestrial) 1.  In the fourth century BC the 
Greeks saw the magi as being associated with the 

Zoroastrian religion of Persia and the term became 
synonymous with practitioners of magic, astrology, 
and higher knowledge.  The Gospel of Mathew refers 

to magi being the wise men of the east.  The number 
three (three wise men) was added perhaps a 

thousand years later to the English version.  2.  The 
Old Chinese word for magician, wizard, is m’ag, 
coming from magi.  The Old Chinese symbol for this 

is the following cross (A cross with serifs:  ☩),and 

can be dated back to the 8th century BC.  The point 

being is that the term has crossed from China to the 
far West and generally means people who have 

wisdom and who can perform real magic.  3.  The 
term illusionist, or one who performs tricks to have 
people believe the magician is performing a real feat 

came during the Hellenistic period of Greece, when 
the term magician was applied by skeptic thinkers.  

This term survives today in the English words magic 
and magician. 

Magians:  (Terrestrial) Old Persian magus, experts 

in Persian (Iran and Iraq) religious traditions.  
Possibly of the Median tribe, of which Zoroaster was 

a member.  Can be traced back to sixth century BC.  
They attended many religious affairs, particularly the 
Zoroastrian religion.  2.  When Alexander the Great 

conquered Persia he destroyed many of the Persian 
temples, texts and persecuted their religion in 330 

BC.  The Magians became part of his court.  
Alexander died mysteriously at 33 years of age. 
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Magnoripples:  (Also can be called magnowaves) 
The ripples are waves of magnetic ridges that 

emanate out from the portal when it is in use.  They 
are in wave patterns and are dubbed magnoripples 

by the crew. 

Magnoscanner:  1.  All machines have certain 
characteristics from all the different metals within it.  

They are like an individual imprint that can be 
scanned and recorded and matched later.  2.  All 

metals have magnetic properties:  iron, magnesium, 
manganese, gold, mercury and so on.  They are like 
machine fingerprints that can be measured for 

identification.  The magnoscanner measures these 
properties and characteristics. 

Magnowave:  The wave that holds the magnetic 
property characteristics within it, which radiates 
outwards.  See also magnoripples. 

Maluka, Lorde:  A Royal lorde who ruled the 
Malukan sector, originally from the Kantee Sector. 

Maluka, also Maluku:  The main central and Royal 
Planet of the Malukan Sector.  Famous for its 

industrial products, and engineering skills. 

Manapet, The Great:  In 86,000 years the Boguard 
Mepat becomes known as the prophesized Great 

Manapet. ◄Return 

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 downwards is:   

Defense Marshal - five stars 
Ranking Marshall - four stars 
Reserve Marshall – three 

Marshal - two and one stars. 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  274 | 309 

 

Masters:  The self-proclaimed creators of life, such 
as Togs and Garloids; beyond the portal. ◄Return 

Mepat:  Captain of the Boguard stationed at Jilta.  
His Excellency High Commander of the Boguard.  See 

also Manapet, The Great. 

Moon:  (Terrestrial) 1.  The Moon is 356,410 km 
from the Earth at its closest point, perigee.  It has a 

diameter of 3,473 km and has a surface gravity of 
one sixth of Earth, with a comparative mass of only 

one to eighty-one. 

 

The difference between the comparative mass of 
earth and the relative gravity is of unanswered 
interest.  Obviously, the moon is very unusual 

compared to the volume its mass takes up, meaning 
that the gravity of the moon isn’t in line with its 

mass. 

Here are photographs of the far side of the moon 
that have sparked comment.  In his book Alien 

Agenda, Jim Marrs presents evidence that the moon 
is much older than the Earth, and that the moon is 

hollow and was placed around the Earth 10,000 
years ago.  The far-side of the moon is constantly 
facing away from Earth. ◄Return 
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The top photograph seems to show the outline of a 

structure, from a Japanese spaceship.  The bottom 

photograph shows an anomalies that are difficult to 

explain as natural. 

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, built into the natural 

irregularities of the moon, underground, well away 
from the surface which is subject to meteor damage. 
◄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 hard copy 1987 dictionaries.  
The definition for natural used in the NEW-EARTH 

SERIES is:  1.  Belonging to a person or thing by 
nature, innate, inherent, natural to; hence ~ ly 
(established by nature). ◄Return 

Nature:  (Terrestrial) Oxford Dictionary (1987):  1.  
A thing’s essential qualities.  Comes from Old 

English, from Old French, from Latin, nat – born.  So, 
a natural ability could be that which you are born 
with.  (Note:  This is the definition used in this story 

which was first drafted 1989 – 92.  The new 
definitions of nature ignore the fact that life is what 

you are born with.  A study of nature isn’t a study of 
the physical universe.  One won’t learn a lot about 
nature from 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 Destroyer:  Cruiser with 3,240 

personnel, 45 Interceptors and ancillary fighter craft. 
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Nelson:  Boguard Leader. 

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. 

Not-agreement:  Means simply not agreeing, but 

not-agreement, like disagreement, makes the 
universe real and continues it. 

Nykol, Captain:  Federation cruiser captain, saw 

service in the Battle of Sequetus 3.  Most famous for 
his traveling the time portal with Independent Goren 

Torren in date BS 15.  Graduated from the Military 
Academy of Boreal in Jilta.  Served with IFFCo for 75 
years before Sequetus. ◄Return 

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. ◄Return 

Oort Cloud: (Terrestrial) Beyond the Kuiper Belt is 

another outer realm of the Solar System, and that is 
the Oort Cloud. It is proposed that it contains at least 

a billion comets.  It is hypothesized that it perhaps 
contains a brown dwarf sun, and perhaps a large 
single giant planet. These discoveries are yet to be 

realized. 

Operation Chalice:  There were six ships that went 

through the portal to rescue Goren Torren.  They 
were: 

FAS Cruiser Lotta - destroyed by the Galon. 

FAS Destroyer Farwar  
FAS Destroyer Discovery 

FAS Destroyer Aneel  
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FAS Destroyer Galon 
FAS Destroyer Karrow, which was the last to be 

destroyed in Operation Chalice. 

They were all manned by young volunteers of the 

Federation, and all perished in the first few hours 
beyond the portal. 

Operation Juggernaut:  The Federation operation 

aimed at the destruction of Earth by the earth year 
2050, or BS 61.  Led by Marshall Brit Cairns, and it 

was a complete failure.  The operation inspired Earth 
and its billions to rebel against them and then rule 
the Federation. ◄Return 

Operations, or Ops:  That section of the 
organization, which runs missions.  “He was mission 

briefed in operations aboard the Federation Cruiser 
Impeel.” 

Orbat:  the chief planet in the Karo Series in the 

Pleiades.  Standard gravity:  0.97, Water 68% of its 
surface, 267 million kpacs from its solus.  One of a 

binary pair of planets. ◄Return 

Pac:  1.  Officially 1.03091 Meters (Terrestrial).  2.  A 

length of standard measurement used throughout 
the Federation.  3.  One pace or step. ◄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%.  ◄Return 

Past-lives:  (Terrestrial) There is frequent mention 
of past-lives in the sixth book.  This phenomenon of 
a past-life is simply a person leaving his humanoid 

body, as a spiritual life-force, and getting another 
humanoid (baby) body at its next birth.  This is 

distinct to reincarnation, which allows for migration 
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of the spirit between species.  Past-life theory 
doesn’t subscribe to migration between species and 

this is the concept used in this book, past-lives.  For 
more data see Notes.  ◄Return 

Pegasus:  A Tollycraft owned by Independent Goren 
Torren. 

Pegasus:  (Terrestrial) 1.  Flying divine horse of 

Greek mythology that had many adventures.  2.  The 
God Zeus created the constellation Pegasus, in honor 

of Pegasus.  ◄Return 

 

Phobos:  (Terrestrial) Moon on Sequetus 4, Mars, 

discovered in 1877, measuring only 21 km across, 
almost zero gravity.  The second moon of Mars is 

Deimos, and is only one seventh the size of Phobos. 

 

Plasglass:  A translucent or opaque material of the 
Pleiades, used to filter light.  Used in construction 

works.  It is laminated with a mixture of silicon 
carbonate, silicon ribbon sheet, and toughened glass.  
◄Return 
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Pleiades:  (Terrestrial) 1.  Star cluster known as the 
Pleiades, or Messier object 45 – M45 – or the Seven 

Sisters.  2.  A cluster with seven stars, known as the 
seven sisters, containing middle aged B type stars – 

hot blue - in the constellation of Taurus.  They were 
formed around 100 million years ago.  The stars are 
440 light-years away and about 48 light-years 

across.  There are around 1,000 stars.   

 

3.  The name Pleiades comes from Greek mythology 

and the names of the seven sisters are the seven 
sisters in Greek mythology.  4.  The Pleiades are 
reportedly referred to, in the following ancient 

cultures:  Maori, Australian Aboriginal, Persian, 
Chinese, Japanese, Mayan, Aztec, Sioux and 

Cherokee, Babylonian, Hindu (six mothers of war), 
Revelations 3:1, and perhaps is the Star of Najm 
referred to in the Quran.  ◄Return 

Pleiades:  (Terrestrial) Swiss born Billy Meier 
claimed to be in contact with light ships from the 

Pleiades.  In the early 1990s he produced many 
photographs of the ships.   

 

Much effort went into discrediting the photographs 

and today there is a UFO culture around this case.  
Billy still supports his pictures and contacts as real.  
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There is credible argument that his photos are real 
and his accounts are genuine. 

Billy said that the race came to Earth with a message 
for him to pass on.  They called their ships, light 

ships. 

The photos above are two of the many that Billy 
produced in the early 1990s. 

Pleiades:   1.  There are three star systems with 
inhabited planets known by the Federation.  They 

are:  Thora, Lordal and Quintex, with about ten 
million people on each.   

2.  There is the Karo Series, a system with several 

occupied planets.  When someone in this story is 
referring to the Pleiades as a civilization they are 

usually referring to those in the Karo system.  3.  A 
relatively young set of stars in the Galaxy. 

Pleiadian Battledress:  The traditional dress 

uniform, worn by recognized members of the 
Pleiadian military, when going to war.  It is a 

recognized form of battledress and generally 
announces to all that the Pleiades is in a condition of 

war. 

Pleincil:  The Pleiadian Democratically Elected Rulers 
of the Pleiades, and self-proclaimed protectors of the 

Galaxy, of the Karo Series.  ◄Return 

Polarization:  The molecular state of reverberation 

direction where all molecules oscillate in unison and 
tailored 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 space craft skins, 
space suits, boots etc.  It is extremely strong, rigid 
and durable; depending on the ratio of nylop to the 

metal thread.  Its strength also varies, depending on 
the metal used.  Polynylop is watertight to over 150 
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pacs, and airtight in space.  2.  Polynylop 0 can be 
used in space suits.  Polynylop 9 can be tailored in 

wear as desert clothing.  The graded number 
represents how tight the thread is woven and its 

strength, with 0 being the strongest.  Polynylop rope 
and twine is the recommended material for tying 
down and securing loose objects in federation craft 

Power and protection:  Electronically amplified 
thought, 10,000 times greater than fundamental 

form.  It is artificially created and can control 
thoughts of lesser species. 

Powerdown boots:  They use magnetism to give 

traction.  They are a technology based on 
Broadmatter Theory, whereby the broadmatter gives 

atoms and molecules their binding attraction.  The 
boots stimulate the broadmatter in the boots to cling 
to the molecules of the surface they are walking on.  

Invented by Paramor Industries Kallon. 

Proposhield:  An electronic shield usually in the 

front of the ship that negates and or deflects laser 
fire.  See the Broadmatter Theory in the  Addendum 

for more working data. 

It operates differently to that of an Acron Shield. 

Pyramids:  (Terrestrial) 1.  The figures and statistics 

as regards the pyramids in the Book 1 story are 
accurate figures.   

2.  The two shafts from the King’s Chamber in The 
Great Pyramid aim at two separate star systems.  
One is Sirius.  (See The Sirius Connection by Robert 

Templar)  
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The other shaft is the tail star in the big dipper 
constellation.  The shafts don’t aim at those 

constellations now, but they did if one plots the 
constellations and the planet back to the time when 
the pyramids were built.  The earth rotates on a 

wobble called precession, once every 26,000 years, 
or 1o every 72 years.  Allowing for this, the shafts 

line up as described above.  ◄Return 

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 

Religion:  (Terrestrial) means simply the organized 
collective way to explain oneself, the universe and 

how one fits in the cosmos now, the past, and in the 
future.  Often answering the aged questions of who 
am I, what am I, do I have a purpose; and what 

happens after death? 

Residence:  The home residential name for Goren 

Torren’s home on Jilta.  ◄Return 

Rimo; A Tog, partner of Vila from beyond the portal.  
◄Return 
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Royals:  A tall humanoid race from the Kantee 
Sector of the Galaxy measuring up to 2.5 pacs tall.  

Royals as a race are olive complexioned, with strong 
foreheads and cheek bones, and wide shoulders.  

Usually dark brown or black hair.  They have a 
naturally high IQ.  Prior to the development of W.D.  
Royals had no expansionist policies.  Royals is 

sometimes capitalized – being a race; sometimes 
not. 

Rytoen:  A flying or gliding animal, with a loud 
frightening scream, said to be carnivorous.  Lives 
185 years, it is four meters long.   

It exists beyond the portal, and is used to hunt down 
renegades in the planetoid Yildon.  The Rytoen was 

DNA engineered on the Six Worlds by the scientist 
Yablin Markel.   

There are 25 Rytoen.  They don’t have the ability to 

reproduce.  When one dies, another is created in the 
laboratories.  ◄Return 

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 are in; as it is the name of our galaxy 
– Galaxy.  Galaxy and Santonia Galaxy mean the 

same.  Galaxy is terrestrial, and Santonia Galaxy is 
Federation.  ◄Return 

Screens, ship:  Aboard battlecraft are different 
screens.  They are not linked to a central computer, 
but rather are run as completely isolated computers, 

with their own separate attendants.  These are 
datascreens, which access data; and commscreens, 

which access communications going in and out and 
around a ship; plus viewscreens, for general display 
of information, briefings and so on.  There are 
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mapscreens showing overlay, ground enhancement 
and positions in space.  For security of data, these 

systems are physically never linked. 

Searfinders Index:  ® 1.  The two hundred and 

seventy-three reference volume set of books that is 
used to standardize galactic cultures and education, 
which had been missing under the Confederacy.  

Searfinders Publishing Industries Inc.  is 
headquartered in the Kantee Sector and has half a 

million staff on Santonia.  Searfinders publish over 
1,800 daily, weekly, monthly and quarterly 
publications through the Galaxy.  2.  Searfinders are 

a conglomerate of publishing divisions.  They have a 
mandate to accumulate and publish data for the 

cultural future of humanoids, to bring about an 
improving civilization.  3.  Searfinders are an aligned 
body of publishing houses. 

Sector:  The region of space controlled by a Royal 
family within the Santonia Galaxy.  A sector can have 

a million stars, of which only a few hundred are 
barely habitable.  Some Sectors; Duchies, may have 

only a thousand stars of which only a few may be 
habitable. 

Sequetus:  The solar system that includes Earth.  

The system is wondrous in all the different types of 
planets that are involved, and that Sequetus 3 and 4 

are or were habitable.  From Latin, sequi, meaning to 
follow.  ◄Return 

Sequetus 3:  1.  Earth (terrestrial name).  Fully 

colonized and expanding.  It is in pre-intervention 
stage of development.  6 billion inhabitants at time of 

writing.   

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 
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hundred thousand colonists.  The planet was 
terminated and colonists moved to Sequetus 3.  

Named after one of the early explorers of the CCP, 
Mares Bey who gained a ruthless reputation by 

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. 

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 for the title 
of Sequetus System to be upgraded to the title of 

Sequetus Series.  2.  A System is the title of a star 
with one habitable planet.  A Series is the title of a 

star with two or more habitable planets. 

Shinto:  (Terrestrial) Almost half the Japanese 

religions are Shinto.  Shinto understands there are 
perhaps many gods, and some say there are 6 
million such gods in Japan.  Some might say more.  

They would believe that there is a god of the wood, a 
god of the mountain, and a god of the river.  That 

definition of god is what we use in the sixth book, 
such as the “life-of-the-woods” in the woods.  For 
more information see Notes. 

Six Worlds, the:  The name given to the six 
planetoids beyond the portal.  The six worlds are:  

Yildon, the home of Vila and the Masters.  Tibel, the 
home of Centrecom.  Vauxou, Paleno, Ferrow, and 
Julipor.  ◄Return 

Soldo:  An inner Pleiadian colony planet, of the Karo 
Series.  Already, it has had human habitation and 

pioneers for 300 years; population 3 million. 
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Solus:  The center of a system, star system source 
of heat and light.  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. 

Spectrograph:  (Terrestrial) A photo or graphic 
representation of a broad spectrum of data. 

Standard Centre:  A relative measure from the 

center of a galaxy.  0.0 is absolute center.  1.0 being 
very the outside rim.  The measurement is decided 

on the proportion of mass within the nominated 
figure, not distance.  Example:  0.3 has 0.3 of the 
mass of the galaxy to the center of the orbital 

position nominated.  ◄Return 

Standard Galactic (SG):  1.  The language that was 

forcefully imposed upon Galaxy administrators after 
Federation conquest.  Local languages still represent 
most dialogue, and there are over a million different 

languages in the Federation.  2.  Standard Galactic 
has as its closest terrestrial equivalent Earth 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 held positions on 
the council in rotation.  They were given a mandate 

to establish a 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 
grade.  To be an officer in the Federation one must 

have a pass in SG II.  To hold any position in the 
Fleet, requires a minimum of SGIII.  SG I is the 

highest recognized grade.  Some Embassy positions 
require Standard Galactic I.  ◄Return 

Standard Gravity:  The gravity of the original royal 

planet is 1.0.  All other planet gravities are a 
comparison of this by the term Standard Gravity.  
◄Return 

Standard-year, Standard Year, standard year:  
1.  A standard-year is the measure of average time it 
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takes for all the Royal Planets to traverse one full 
annual cycle around their solus.  While each planet 

has its own local-year, and measures time on the 
planet in Earth-years, Jiltanian-years, and so on, 

there is a standard-year that all years can be 
measured against, and that is calculated by taking all 
the royal planets and making the average time of 

each of those years, a standard-year.  2.  By using 
this as a benchmark, it means that all planets have 

had an input into making the standards upon which 
the Federation is built.  3.  A standard-year is 1.0595 
earth-years.   

Storm, Anqi:  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.  She 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. 

String-beam:  A traction beam that pulls in an 
object like the object was on the end of a piece of 

string.  It will pull anything around obstacles and so 
on once locked in.  ◄Return 

System:  1.  See Sequetus series – (2).  2.  See 

system, warp drives. 

Tahean:  A savage water animal, dangerous, related 

to the Rytoen.  It has four legs, and measures nine 
pacs long.  It lives for three hundred standard years.  
It is a reptile and while it seldom comes on land, it 

can.  There are 35 Tahean in the Sea of Yildon. 

Taser:  (Terrestrial) A weapon that uses barbs 

attached to wires to induce temporary paralysis.  
From the initial letters of Tom Swift's electric rifle, a 
fictitious weapon, on the pattern of laser. 

Telkabar:  A floating city orbiting Orbat consisting of 
billions of people.  It has Warp-drives as its main 

defense.  A city still under construction 86,000 years 
in the future.  A full city under Warp drives.  ◄Return 
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Tibel:  The planetoid of Centrecom, where it 
inhabits, beyond the portal.  ◄Return 

Time and space.  Both time and space are 
properties of broadmatter.  Time needs space and 

space needs time.  They are invariably linked.  One 
cannot have one without the other.  Broadmatter is 
so small that it can move in space through time.  See 

Broadmatter Theory Addendum 

Togs:  The small grey aliens beyond the portal.  

They have a lifespan of two hundred and twenty 
years on average.  They are one and a half pacs 
high, and usually have one mate for life.  They don’t 

have offspring.  They are laboratory created, beyond 
the portal, in Six Worlds. 

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:  Independent of service to Lorde 

Hymondy, of Jilta, tenth generation descendent to 
Phil Torell.  Son of Betta Nick and Bil Torren.  See 

Goren Torren.  For more data read the NEW-EARTH 
SERIES.   

Traditional-form:  The traditional battle-formation 

of fleet versus fleet was cruisers at the center, 
destroyers on the flanks, with interceptors and 

fighters placed where needed.  Usually, this is a 
wide, flat approach.  At the Battle for Sequetus 3, 
this was found to be an ineffective fleet formation. 

Underthoughts:  Thoughts that are depraved, evil 
or non-survival for the species.  ◄Return 

Vila:  The first future-alien person met by 
Independent Torren upon passing through the portal 
at Ground Zero.  He became a traveling companion 

to Independent Torren and Felice from the Pleiades. 
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Vocal-speak:  the name given to speech beyond the 
portal, as distinct to mindspeak.  ◄Return 

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 

Yaltipia:  Karo 4, the larger of the binary planets of 
Yaltipia and Orbat.  Yaltipia is the home of the 

Boguard race.  It varies in gravity around 1.4 
standard.  It has 28% water coverage.  ◄Return 

Yildon; The second smallest world of the 6 worlds 

beyond the portal.  Yildon means little sister 86,000 
years into the future.  It is where the Masters reside, 

and where there is countryside, mountains, and 
lakes; where the oxygen is made.  The senior 
Masters live in these buildings overlooking a lake in 

the mountains.  ◄Return 

Zyke Zaran:  A Pleiadian who came to Sequetus 3 to 

rescue Independent Goren Torren on date:  BS 15. 

 

o0o 
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NOTES: 

These notes are observations, the author he found of 
interest, to the story.  Much is already in the story 

but here is more information, for the SEQUETUS 
follower. 

None of what is here, is written to convince the 

reader that the information presented in this story is 
true.  That is, the author isn’t saying a person can 

read minds, or that they can recall a past-life, or that 
a person really can move an object by thought.  
However, others have or are saying this, and this is 

what is reported here.  These claims are the tapestry 
of data that this fictional story is written upon. 

The following are the topics of the Notes: 

1.  On Mars: 

2.  Past-lives vs.  reincarnation: 

3.  Life-of-the-world: 

4.  Expansion of the universe: 

5.  Hollow planets: 

6.  Brain operations: 

7.  Implanting hypnotism and brainwashing: 

8.  People moving objects: 

9.  Telepathy: 

10.  Bermuda Triangle: 

On Mars: 

Ref:  The Martian Message by Goro Adachi.  See his 
book The Time Rivers 2003 for more data. 

Additional data about Mars is summarized briefly as 

follows: 
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The Egyptian capital Cairo, situated next to Giza, 

derives its name from Al Qahira, denoting Mars, but 

also meaning victorious. 

The ancient Egyptians called Mars “Horus of the 

Horizon” (Horakhti) which was the same name as 

given to the Great Sphinx.  Mars was also called 

'Horus the Red' (Hor Dshr), and for a long time the 

Sphinx was painted red. 

Just as the Great Sphinx is the hybrid of man and a 

lion, in the ancient Hindu myths, Mars is Nr-Simha, 

the 'Man-Lion'. 

The term 'pyramid' derives from the Greek term pry 

meaning 'fire', as in Mars the 'fire planet'.  (Mars is 

often referred to as pyroeis in Greek.) 

The apparent pyramids of Mars were photographed 

in 1972 by NASA's Mariner 9, the first spacecraft to 

enter the Mars orbit in history.  It flew over the 

region called the Elysium Quadrangle. 

Carl Sagan commented that these 'becoming 

pyramids' did 'warrant … a careful look.' 

In 1976 the Viking space probe photograph 35A72 

showed the Face on Mars, situated in the region 

called Cydonia.  The rock formation resembles a 

human face staring into space. 

In 1979, photograph 70A13 showed another 

peculiarity, a five sided pyramid near the Face.  Due 

to the geometric nature of the pyramid, many 

claimed this more indicated intelligence than the 

Face.  Then, other anomalous objects were found 

such as the Fort, Cliff, and City and Tholus.  When all 

these objects are mapped and interconnected 

intelligent geometric attributes become apparent. 
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While the data collected appears somewhat reliable, 

and involves some very serious research, backed by 

scientists, the results are always set up for ridicule. 

When this happens with sufficient force behind the 

ridicule, some suggest that there is a conspiracy of 

silence on the subject and that 'they' don’t want 

extraterrestrial artifacts on Mars taken seriously. 

Other recommended research books on the subject 

are: 

Graham Hancock, The Mars Mystery (New York:  Crown 

Publishers, 1998). 

Richard C.  Hoaglund, The Monuments of Mars (Berkley:  

North Atlantic Books, 1993). 

◄Return to Glossary 

Past-lives verses reincarnation. 

The concept of past-lives is that the life-force, the 
spiritual entity that is the person himself, you, leaves 

the body upon death and finds a new human body at 
birth.  The concept is that a person goes from one 
human life to another, and that he or she doesn’t 

transmigrate to other species. 

The concept of reincarnation is similar but broader 

than past-lives.  Reincarnation theory allows for the 
person to transmigrate to another species.  This is 
especially so that a person who has done something 

very bad during his/her life might be expected to 
transmigrate to another species, especially if it 

reflects the bad the person had done.  For example, 
a person who is a glutton may transmigrate upon 
death to taking control of the body of a pig.  This 

concept isn’t part of past-life theory. 

In the NEW EARTH MINISERIES the concept of 

reincarnation isn’t part of the story, but past-life 
theory is touched upon. 
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Religions that use the concept of past-lives might be 
Buddhism in particular with its billion followers. 

The concept of past-lives has also been found in 
many other religions.  For example, the Cathars of 

Europe, which were a Christian sect.  They believed 
that if their lay members did well during their lifetime 
they could come back next life as a Cathar priest.  

The Cathars were persecuted and wiped out during 
the Mediaeval Inquisition after an earlier Albigensian 

Crusade had failed. 

Many Cathars were tortured, burned and killed.  They 
were wide spread and lived as far as Holland, the 

southern Mediterranean and also North Africa.  
Mainly they are known for being strong in southern 

France.  By the 13th Century they were targeted by 
the Pope for Inquisition. 

It is said that Justinian II, in the Sixth Century as 

Emperor of Rome, of the Byzantine Empire, 
expunged all reference of past-lives in the Bible (545 

AD) scriptures after a fortune teller told his wife she 
had been a witch in a past-life.  His wife was very 

young.  She had reportedly been a prostitute; then 
the Emperor’s mistress, before marrying him.  She 
had great sway over her husband.  It was thought 

she may have had more sway over the empire, than 
the Emperor. 

Past-life theory had been around for five hundred 
years as part of Christian theology.  Before 545 AD, 
Pope Vigilius (the Christian pope at the time), was 

not against reincarnation or the concept of past-lives, 
and even ruled so, by refusing to outlaw a famous 

text regarding it.  The Pope claimed that the texts 
were within the teachings of Jesus.  The Roman 
Emperor Justinian had the Pope jailed.  The Pope 

managed to escape, but the ruling was then made, in 
his absence. 

Past-lives and reincarnation were consequentially 
outlawed and expunged from much of the Bible 
texts, though not from every line. 
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There are many who believe in past-lives, and there 
are many internet sites, explaining more about the 

subject, as well as past-life regression and past-life 
therapies, past-life references in the Bible, and more. 

The point here is that there is an overload of data 
and experience and writings on the subject, so it 
became an enjoyable part of the writing of this book, 

and the sequel volume set of books. 

◄Return to Glossary 

Life-of-the-world: 

This concept is that within a species, there is also a 
joint mind, run by a seperate life-force that runs or 

influences the entire species, not just an individual 
body of that species.  This concept isn’t new and 

finds itself in Shinto and other Asian religions.  This 
concept even goes so far, as to suggest, there is also 

a singular life-force over a planet, which has, as its 
purpose, the uniting of lower life-forces and medium 
life-forces, for a self-regulating surviving planet. 

There is a concept called Gaia, but this isn’t 
addressed in the NEW-EARTH MINISERIES.  

However, the term Life-force-of-the–world, comes 
from the same observed phenomenon. 

(The Gaia Hypothesis of scientist James Lovelock, is 

quite different to what is being used here.) 

There is evidence that such a concept of one life-

force, running many smaller bodies could be 
accurate.  For example, many lower life forms 
individually exhibit very low problem solving abilities.  

However, when the life forms are in a group, they 
solve problems of far greater magnitude. 

Bee hives, insect swarms etc., act as though under a 
group mind.  In Australia, the author has seen two 
meter high termite mounds, with perhaps a billion 

termites living together.  He has observed flocks of 
birds turn in midflight, in a second, one hundred 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  295 | 309 

 

birds turning instantly all at once.  Under the water 
he has watched a hundred fish all turn instantly, as 

though all are under one mind and one instruction. 
The author even used this hypothesis in the 

Himalayas, where he now lives, when an ant 
infestation of millions invaded his home. Without 
chemicals or poisons, but using some water, the 

author was able to persuade several hundred ants, 
and thus the total colony, that it would be more 

survival to move back outside. He estimated that 
when they did relocate, they transported at least a 
million eggs with them. The observation here was 

that it was not a just few hundred ants making the 
decision with others just following. The decision 

seemed to be from a higher order of mind. 

The author asked Australian aboriginals if a group of 
trees was a group of single tree life forces, or were 

they a group of trees run under a single command, 
one life-force.  He was always told that the group of 

trees was run as though they are one, and there is 
one spirit, in charge regardless of how many trees 

there were. 

The author scrutinized a swarm of wasps as they 
went after a single target, as though they were one.  

He beheld a pair of birds attack a larger animal, as 
though they had one mind working complex strategy 

and tactics, commanding both the male and female 
alike. 

In Japan, where the author lived for ten years, the 

religion Shinto means the way of the gods.  The 
Japanese Kami, or god, can be one that looks after a 

whole mountain, or a river, or a valley, or a forest.  
There is one life-force – being big enough to call a 
god that oversees all life in that area.  A figure that 

means either very many, that cannot be counted, or 
six million Kami, represents the number of Kami in 

Japan. 

This concept isn’t to be confused with the concept of 
the hive-mind or group mind, which implies that the 

group of individuals has a collective consciousness 
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when they are together and through that 
consciousness are able to act.  The concept used 

here, is different.  It is that there is one mind, or one 
life-force that makes decisions for all its parts. 

For example, in the human body we say there is a 
spirit and a body, but what there is really is a spirit, 
and a body made up of all these individual parts of 

smaller cells of life, and these smaller cells are 
capable of stimulus response actions, but the larger 

life force, you, the reader, is able to make 
complicated thought processes to make long term 
decisions, not just stimulus responses.  The concept 

used in this book is that there may be a hive of bees, 
and they are like the cells in the body.  However, 

they have one spiritual entity, like in a human, that 
instructs the cells what to do.  So, a swarm of bees 
will attack a predator, acting as one bee’s decision.  

A school of fish will turn as one, and so on. 

◄Return to Glossary 

Expansion of the universe: 

The universe was said to be expanding with a big 

bang. The theory was that it was going to expand a 
certain distance outwards, then, due to gravitational 
forces, it would slow down; start to collapse in on 

itself, contract to a pin head and explode out in 
another big bang. 

However, this isn’t correct.  The universe doesn’t 
exhibit this.  What is happening in the universe, is 
that the universe is getting bigger, and expanding. It 

is accelerating, in every direction on a flat plane, with 
no evidence that it is going to slow down.  The 

galaxies are drifting further away, and the stars 
within the galaxies are moving apart from each 
other, and the same applies to the molecules. 

Note that the universe is expanding out on a flat 
plane; it is not expanding three dimensionally. The 

infinity of the physical universe is in two dimensions 
only, not three. This phenomenon will be explained 
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further in Books 25. So will black holes, worm holes 
and more unconventional ways to traverse time. 

◄Return to Glossary 

Hollow planets: 

There used to be theories that this Earth was hollow.  
The author never subscribed to those, but was 
interested in the data presented by Jim Marrs in his 

book Alien Agenda, Harper and Collins 1998.  It gave 
support as to why the moon was hollow. 

Per his theories, the moon isn’t a natural satellite of 
Earth and the arrival of the moon could be what 
ended the last ice age only 11,700 years ago.  The 

moon is made from a very different composition than 
Earth.  It seems to be older than Earth.  Marr’s book 

is worth buying and reading, cover to cover. 

The moon is an anomaly.  We don’t get to see the 

reverse side of the moon. 

There are also reports of UFO sightings being on the 
moon, even by the astronauts themselves.  Also, 

there are UFO reports from people observing the 
moon through telescopes; too many to take up here. 

That the moon is hollow is not so unusual, in that the 
moon expels volcanic magna, and as it does so it 
hollows out parts of the moon. Phobos, the small 

moon of Mars, also has some scientists suggesting 
that it is hollow. 

◄Return to Glossary 

Brain operations: 

The brain itself doesn’t have pain sensors.  Thus, it is 

possible to operate on a brain while the patient is 
awake.  There are films on this in medical libraries.  

The scalp needs to be anesthetized, as it does feel 
pain. 

◄Return to Glossary 
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Implanting, hypnotism and brainwashing. 

Brainwashing a person by way of convincing him to 

do something by using persuasion is just plain 
marketing and sales techniques.  It is nothing more.  

Brainwashing doesn’t exist in this sense. 

What does exist is mental implanting.  This can take 
the form of hypnosis, but it generally is ineffective, 

trying to make someone do something that they 
wouldn’t wish to do of their own volition.  To get a 

person to do something against his or her own moral 
code drugs and or pain are used, along with 
suggestion.  Bringing reason and fear into the 

phenomena could make an assassin.  From the 
1950s to the 1970’s some world government 

agencies investigated how to work this. 

There has been some good material out there 
exposing the work of these agencies, such as:  In 

Search of The Manchurian Candidate by John D 
Marks 1979.  It is worth reading cover to cover, it is 

a full expose on the CIA and other US agencies, 
involved in mind-control techniques. 

Another recommended book is The CIA’s Control of 
Candy Jones, by Donald Bain, 1976.  It is about how 
the CIA, through hypnosis and torture, turned a pin-

up girl into an unwitting agent who would travel to 
Taiwan, do her work, and return back to the USA to a 

hypnotic debriefing, and forget all that had 
transpired.  This is a fascinating read and this 
technology goes back to the 1960’s. 

More recently in the 1980’s there were reports that 
magnetic waves were used in pulse form in the Gulf 

War 1990-91 with Iraq.  Enemy soldiers were 
reported to have fled the battle scene after hearing 
voices of the almighty in their head, telling them to 

run. 

Since then, we have had microchips no bigger than a 

pinhead to place in the body.  In the less mainstream 
media, there are reports that physical implants can 
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be woven into the optic nerves, so that they can 
transmit the signal of the nerve, to a receiver who 

could view the image of what the person was seeing.  
The operator could then transmit back into the optic 

nerve, by radio, what he wanted the person to see, 
even if the image was quite crude. 

The point here is that humanity is going down this 

road already, and it isn’t much of a jump from there, 
to what is in the NEW-EARTH MINISERIES. 

◄Return to Glossary 

People moving objects: 

It is commonly known that people have experienced 

having moved an object, or created an otherwise 
impossible situation into being.  There have been 

people in the past, who could claim to bend metal 
spoons at will and thousands of people would come 

to watch.  Others reportedly could repeat this.  
(There are also people willing to debunk this too.) 

There are many who have claimed to move objects, 

using their minds.  There are those who would say 
this isn’t a mental feat but spiritual.  For this book, 

we will qualify this and say it is the same thing, 
though technically maybe it is not.  The mind and 
spirit can be dissimilar separate entities. 

◄Return to Glossary 

Telepathy: 

(Tele Greek for far, apathe meaning feeling.) 

Who has not thought someone was thinking of him or 
her, only to find a moment later that they are then 

answering their phone, to that person’s voice?  Many 
lay claim to this ability.  It is claimed that people who 

have high empathy, who are sensitive to others, 
have a high range of this ability. 



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

S A V I O R  O F  S E Q U E T U S  3  

P a g e  300 | 309 

 

Then, there is a phenomenon of not allowing your 
emotions (or thoughts) to be transferred to another.  

That is called shielding. 

There is too much written on this subject for it to be 

gone over here, other than it is a valid phenomenon 
of life, and a suggestion for further research, should 
you be interested. 

◄Return to Glossary 

Bermuda Triangle 

More on: 

Continued from: 

From:  http://www.bermuda-triangle.org 

“The upshot is that hundreds, perhaps thousands 
have vanished and their names will never be known.  

They are forever in limbo, like an unsolved crime.  
Part of the purpose of Bermuda-Triangle.Org is to 

keep a record of these.  Neither NTSB nor USCG does 
this.  Often people place notices in newspapers or at 
yacht marinas.  If you live in and about the Triangle, 

take advantage of In Search of .  .  .  and submit any 
reliable information on a missing vessel, such as 

newspaper article, classifieds, or yacht marina 
bulletin.  It may help in locating the vessel.  At the 
very least, it will provide a record of their passing.  

The following list is compiled from various sources, 
mostly U.S.  Coast Guard bulletins and Lloyd’s List. 

For more data on the above, please go to this site: 

http://www.bermuda-triangle.org 

(This site has vanished since first writing, but this is 

retained for reference.) 

◄Return to Glossary 

Π 
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CREDITS (BIBLIOGRAPHY): 

Below are some very early websites that may help 
those curious on the background data of the New-

Earth Miniseries.  These sites and many others shed 
more color on the tapestry of history upon which this 

miniseries is written.  The following sites were also 
selected because they include the photos used as 
source materials in the Glossary and this also needs 

to be acknowledged. 

Moon: 

 

Site:  http://www.ozpolitic.com 

Notes:  What is best about this site is that there are two 

frames of this picture and the buildings are seen from 

different positions of parallax.  It is hard not to agree that 

these artificial looking shapes may not be buildings with 

some kind of landing bay to the front and left. 

 

Site:  http://www.thelivingmoon.com 

Notes:  More showing anomalies.  These shapes or holes 

in the lunar surface – if they were on Earth they would be 

accepted as mines.  It is difficult to think of natural ways 

for these shapes to otherwise exist.   

 

Phobos: 
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Site:  http://www.nineplanets.org 

Notes:  This moon is around 22 km across.  Mars has two 

moons and its second moon is about a third of the 

diameter of Phobos.  This is a straight look at what is in 

our solar system and has good photographs. 

Pleiades, star system: 

 

Site:  http://www.bibliotecapleyades.net 

Notes:  This star-system has been linked historically to 

most of the planets civilizations for some reason.  This site 

goes over much of that raw data. 

Pleiades, Billy Meir: 

 

Site:  http://www.ufocasebook.com 

Notes:  Billy Meir of Switzerland became a sensation in 

the 1990s when he said that he had been in touch with 

Pleideans who were visiting Earth in what he called light-

ships.  Billy photographed many of these ships, as seen in 

the above two photographs.  The above is a good website 

for data on him. 
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Zone (Of Silence): 

 

Key words:  zone, Mexico, silence 

Site:  http://www.altereddimensions.net 

Notes:  This site is professional and can show you more 

about the Zone of Silence of Mexico and much of the 

stories that surround it and its history.  The stories of 

unusual people/beings are found in the Zone, along with a 

lot of very unusual phenomena.  This is an excellent site, 

which allows the reader to get as much information as he 

can take. 

 

Key words:  zone, Mexico, cactus, colors, red 

Site:  http://www.crystalinks.com 

Notes:  Again this is a very good site and with the basic 

data of the Zone.  The site has a general good 

understanding of much of the entire subject of The Zone 

as well as other related subjects. 

◄Return to Glossary 
Π 
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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 

◄Return to Glossary 
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BUY YOUR NEXT BOOK IN THIS 

AMAZING SERIES HERE. 

 

Buy your copy of NEW FEDERATION: Redeeming 

Earth 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/B00BIJ8VGW
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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.  The artists and 

photographers and models that participated in these 

works are indeed very talented 

DIAGRAMS: 

The author has created maps and diagrammatic 

explanations to some of the events in these books.  

These works are copyright to the author.  

The author also needed these diagrams to refer back 

and continue writing.  So if he needed them, he 

expects you might also. 

The author has taken the philosophy that he has a 

story to tell, and it’s the story that is most important 

and he has to use pictures, as an aid to tell the story. 

The Glossary is the same.  He initially constructed 

the glossary so that he could keep track of the 

events, as he built up the world of the Federation.  

He has now included the glossary, as it evolved 

further in each book.  So in this book, you get the 

glossary, as it had evolved up until the end of this 

book.  Book 24 has an unabridged version. It’s free. 

The characters of the book seemed like real people 

to the author once upon a time, and so he wrote it 

that way.  They feel, bleed, drink coffee (or kalo) and 

they have emotions.  They have personality.  Given a 

certain situation the author felt they would act, as 

they had, because that was who they were.  He 

hopes this comes across.  But in saying this, no 

character in these books is designed around anyone 

the author knows or has read about. 
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Thank you for reading the SEQUETUS SERIES books.  

We hope you become a fan, so welcome to a good 

reading experience. 

Yours 

Nick Broadhurst 

◄Return to Glossary 
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We hope you enjoyed reading SAVIOR OF 

SEQUETUS 3, the seventh book in THE 

SEQUETUS SERIES, and THE NEW-EARTH 

MINISERIES.  We hope you found the book 

interesting, enjoyable, and maybe you learned a 

little.  The last and next book, of the miniseries, 

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?  Are those 

who are using Earth for their own purposes likely 

to win out?  But who really is using Earth?   

 
◄Return to Glossary 
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