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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the JUGGERNAUT
MINISERIES and THE TALKRON HUNTER PART 2 are works of fiction.
Names of individuals and companies used in the book, unless
historical fact, are pure fiction.

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

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

MEASUREMENT

In the Federation there is Standard
Measurement, such as kinopacs, or Ks and pacs, but those who have
left Earth may still use kilometers.

HOW THESE BOOKS ARE
NUMBERED

This is an epic story. Its nature is big.
There are twenty-three books. Each book deals with a specific
aspect of the story. The Sequetus Series is broken up into four
separate miniseries:

THE NEW EARTH
MINISERIES

Books 1-8

THE TEMPLAR
MINISERIES

Books 9-12

THE JUGGERNAUT
MINISERIES

Books 13-17

THE EARTH SYNDROME
MINISERIES

Books 18-23

 


A lot of care has gone into creating this
epic, and everything has been done by way of glossary, pictures,
maps, notes, credits, and so on, to assist the reader to have an
enjoyable reading experience.
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Kantee Province shown with the surrounding
areas.
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PLANET KANTEE


CHAPTER 1


SEQUETUS

Polton Beel was in his conference room, with
the ships’ executives, at rendezvous point beta-sei. They had
warped out from Sequetus space, two hours earlier.

One of the executives was standing by the
holographic reproduction, of the Sequetus System. It was forty-five
pacs long, by fifty pacs wide, and fifteen pacs high. The model was
a three-dimensional light semi opaque hologram, for staff to walk
through, adjusting automatically to what they called out as
needed.

It showed all the Sequetus planets, moons,
asteroids, comets, and the sun. There were also 1,976 mechanical
ships, station ships and satellites in the region. It depicted the
planets as real, with their natural colors, and proportional size.
As the staff walked through the model, it didn’t change; only the
laser light did, as it reflected off their skin and clothing,
harmlessly. The advantage of such a model was that computers could
shrink or blow up any part or detail, depending on what was
needed.

Beel was walking over to the planet Earth;
so his executives followed. The planet grew on size, around them,
as well as its two moons and asteroid satellite.
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Earth and one of its moons

“What I don’t understand, is why this planet
doesn’t have the full attention of the satellites and ships, around
it.”

His second-officer looked at Beel. “Yes sir;
the two main regions of interest with these machines, are the moon
of Earth – its original moon, and Sequetus 2, locally referred to,
as Venus.”

Beel nodded. The model expanded, in scale.
The Earth, its moons, and Venus expanded, to take up the entire
area of the model. Beel walked around Earth, and then looked at the
original moon. He walked to the moon, and it expanded. He carefully
looked at the mining dumps, and the excavations. The hologram was
very detailed. The mapping of the system cost seven of his crew,
their lives. The Sequetus System seemed heavy with activity.

Beel could almost put his hand around the
moon, caressing it. “These dumps appear large, and they are by
hollows, either excavations or craters. These hollows appear deep,
and these here, look like dumping belts, and machines.”

Another staff member came over. “We never
really found out, what it was on the surface, which appear to be
mines.” He walked across, to the other side of the moon. “There are
at least a hundred orbiting platforms, around this other lunar
satellite. I don’t know what it is made from. There appears to be
part of a large machine here, recorded as stuck in space, out from
the moon. Our recording craft was destroyed, before it could get
the real identity, of what it was recording. Thus, we only have it
partly imaged, here.”

The same staff member walked over, to the
orbit of Venus. The size of the moon reduced, and Venus expanded.
“We also have a similar thing over here, around Venus. It’s also
only partly recorded, and again our scout ship turned off, assumed
destroyed.”

Beel nodded.

The staff member continued. “Sir, as there
are over four hundred defense satellites around Venus, it would
seem more logical, that this planet is of greater interest; to
us.”

Beel and the captains and crew walked over,
to Venus. Its image grew bigger, in size. The planet now was as
tall as a man. Beel walked around it, looking at it, watching it,
as though seeking inspiration, as to what this was all for.

Beel looked up. “I feel it too. This planet
has more to offer our mission.” He called out, “Earth,” and the
planet changed, to one of blue and green. He looked at it. He
wondered at some of the spots or blemishes, which it seemed to
sport.

“They are the remnants; of its cities, sir.
Once it was very heavily populated, with about thirty billion or
so, before the so-called resurrection. Those blemishes are their
cities. They are only a few hundred years old, and now without
human population. They will take time, to recover.”

Beel nodded. He looked very closely, at one
of the blemishes. “I can almost see the buildings.” He looked up.
“Expand,” he called.

The image of Earth swelled, so it was bigger
than the room. Beel walked over, to the edge of the model. He was
standing by a city; partly obscured by cloud. He looked closer and
called out, “Expand.” It became larger, and he called again. The
picture had reached its maximum size. The buildings and streets
were now visible, in a three dimensional hologram.

Beel looked closer, and asked the technician
to somehow expand it more. It was hard to tell what was there.

“Sir?” asked his second-officer.

“This rooftop,” said Beel. “Is that people,
on top?

The other captains came in, closer. They
murmured amongst themselves. Some shrugged, but the consensus was,
that maybe; it was.

Beel looked up. “They aren’t meant, to be
there.”

There was more agreement.

“Venus” called Beel. “Shrink scale.” Beel
then walked, around the model. “Here; is part of a spaceship.”
There are fifty satellites, just over this region here, and the
others have their orbits, centered on the planet. Whatever is
happening is centrally located, on this part of Venus. That becomes
our point of interest, I think.”

The others concurred.

“Send a copy of the model, to Jilta. It must
go to the Boguard, and they will relay the information, to Lorde
Jaron. In the meantime, we need to decipher for ourselves, what is
going on, in that system. Play it, again, but in motion,” said
Beel.

Next, the planets begun to move, the
machines in orbit, started to turn. The resolution was far less,
and the details had gone, but the phenomenon, was of a vibrant
system, full of life. Beel was now especially interested in
Sequetus 3, and he watched the city, the one, which he had blown up
in size, before. This time, he watched only the cities, and he
could sense movement there. Then, he saw a streak from above, and
one of the satellites shot a white pencil, light down in the city,
and it went quiet and still. Beel looked up.

“Laser,” said a captain. “From a satellite.
Killers.”

Beel nodded. “Yes, not friendly. How many
are there, like this, around the planet?”

“Twenty-six, sir,” answered a junior
officer, from one of the other ships. “None of those satellites are
around Venus.”

Beel looked at the man. “Hmm, valuable data.
What else do you see?”

“Assuming that these satellites are killers,
they are trying to repress the population, but only, to intimidate
it. They don’t want to war with it, but they want to keep it still,
stagnant and quiet. Venus and the moon, they have other satellites,
which seem to follow the pattern of communication satellites. Now,
this means they don’t want the Earth, except perhaps for its
natural resources of air, and water. They seem to want Venus, and
it looks important. They also appear, to want these three places,
around the moon. The second lunar presence is of interest as it is
being mined, as well.”

“Any heat signatures?” asked Beel.

Another officer came over. “Moon.” The moon
replaced Venus, to fill the room. “There are three large sources of
heat. These three, radiate heat, from the lunar presence.”

Beel looked at the old Moonbase. Then, he
could just barely peer into several hollows, on the moon. “They’re
mining something, from inside, and it’s being hollowed out. These
dumps appear very large.”

Ω

The fleet had left, two months ago. He
wouldn’t get a response from it, for another two months. It had far
to travel in the warp fields, before it reached its destination,
and any messenger craft would take weeks, to return with any
replies. Nevertheless, he had a report, from Poltan Beel. This was
the second report. It was disturbing, as it wasn’t the planet he
had left, only decades before. Something was changing; in Sequetus,
and he had no idea what.

Jaron looked at the report, and then placed
it next to the one he had of Maluka. It too, was bizarre.

Ω

Pamela looked at Philip. “Do you think this
will work?” she asked.

“I’ve no idea,” responded Philip. “Here,
pass this information back to Richard, over there.”

They were on the one hundred and tenth floor
of a building in Manhattan, New York. The island offered an
excellent defense, against the other nations out there, and the
buildings were easily defended.

Philip and Pamela had a theory. They
believed there were similar like-nations, out there. Philip had
also discovered what he termed touch-talk. It was in those old
books, and it was a series of raised dots, imprinted into what was
termed paper. It wasn’t the patterned paper with horizontal black
and colored patterns, but a simpler, easier and more stable form of
communication. It was on some of the buildings, too. He found it
when he was inside, where it was dark. He felt the walls, and the
raised bumps, with his fingers; so even if it was dark, the
building could talk to him.

Philip had then gone to another building,
where he had found whole books of these. He had worked out how to
decipher them. It was strange he thought, why people from back
then, had communicated with each other, with a non-visual form of
communication. He had a word for it and it was writing. He had
worked that out. Moreover, the word was writing, but he called it
touch-talking.

Philip found no other evidence of
touch-talk, as he called it. Perhaps it was because, of where he
was, it was so dark and non-visual, that people found it necessary
to communicate by touch-talk, as they couldn’t see each other, for
much of the time.

Well, now Philip had worked out how to
touch-talk, by making similar raised dots, on other surfaces. If
wasn’t easy, at first. Sometimes, people came to him, from his
nation with what were also called books. However, these were
usually the covers of something a lot softer, which had turned to
dust centuries earlier. It seemed, that it was only touch-talk
books, which had stood the test of time.

Philip had really scratched his head, when
he came across a term in touch-talking, when it described what was
a computer and electricity. He could never get his head around what
they were.

Pamela waved her flag symbol, across from
her building top, to the other buildings. The whole of Manhattan
was connected, from roof to rooftop, with this defense system, so,
if someone from the outside, tried to cross the water, there would
be an alert, which would go across the island; fast.

Richard was seen waving the blue flag of his
tribe, to the next building, and so the message went on, through
the Manhattan nation.

Pamela was looking outwards and then up to
the sky, when all of a sudden, a piece of sky shot down at her and
exploded the flooring, which she had just moved from. She screamed
and ran for cover. The concrete roof collapsed behind her. Philip
wasn’t far away. It was a phenomenon of their island, which in the
areas where there were once people. The touch-talking called them
cities.

This, from above, was death. They couldn’t
stay visible for very long, and if they did, they could die. This
was also a blessing, from the gods, not just a curse, because
anyone trying to cross the river, to get to them, was almost
certainly going to die, as well.

Someone had told Philip, that in the land of
the trees, this didn’t happen. It was only here: in the buildings.
Some of their tribe said it was to keep others away and a
protection, for them. Philip wasn’t so sure. It killed them, too.
Maybe, it wanted all people, away from this area, which was
obviously once home, to thousands. Maybe, Philip reasoned, this was
still a home, and who belonged here, put the death bringers in the
sky, to protect their homes, for when they returned. He could only
guess.

Ω

Beel looked at his executives. “I see them,
like you do. There is a continual arrival and entry into the
system, of a series of ships, as if this system has some kind of
superhighway traversing it. It isn’t totally normal, however.”

“Furthermore, sir,” added an executive, “The
ships’ coming and leaving, are unrecognizable. They are not
Federation, Outer-World or far-Outer-World, in origin. They are
definitely warping in and out, though. The signs are obvious.”

Beel watched one, using fast-forward, go
through the model, materialize and then it traveled to Earth. It
waited there, for three days, and then traversed, using standard
drives, to Venus, waited one more day, and shimmered out. “We have
seen a dozen, do this. Any ideas, anyone?”

“Some appear to be blowing some kind of
atmospheric phenomenon, into the atmosphere of Earth, and then
leaving for Sequetus 2. Perhaps they repeat the operation,
there.”

Ψ
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