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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the EARTH SYNDROME
MINISERIES and MALUKA RISING 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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The Santonia Galaxy, stylized version
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Santonia Galaxy, real shape version
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Jilta Planetary Centrum
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Jilta Planet
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Maluka Planet


CHAPTER 1


MASTER TEMPLAR

The Master Templar sat in his stateroom,
looking over the courtyard. Beyond the Royal Palace of Jilta, to
the west, were the mountains. He was waiting for his next meeting,
with the Commissioner of the Hallowmen. He considered this one of
his best actions, developing such a corps. They were pulling in
results, otherwise unseen before.

There was a knock on the door.

His aide entered, a Boguard. “Sir, the
Marshal Commissioner of the Hallowmen has arrived to see you.”

“Show him up.” The Master Templar stood. He
was a powerful older man, possessed with a reason for ensuring that
his world, and many others, were protected, well into the future.
It had been a year and a half since they began to expunge the
remnants of the Talkron and their agents, throughout Jilta. Still
he felt them though, or he believed that he felt them. He just
couldn’t get the thought of them out of his mind. It was as if they
were still there, unseen, planting ideas in him, and watching them
grow.

The Hallowman came up several flights of
stairs, through the rear entry, as it was this man’s custom.

The Hallowman delighted in seeing the same
Boguard each year, when he presented himself to the Master Templar.
Now, he was worried. The Master Templar had survived many attacks
on his life, lived through the death of Anki, his daughter, and
much more. However, for all that, the Master Templar wasn’t about
to survive the death, of his short-lived body. That was as
inevitable as it got.
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Palace Corridor

One more corridor, and a flight of stairs,
then, he would be there.

He entered, and stood the official pac
distance, in from the doorway, with the Boguard aide behind him.
The Marshal bowed low, as was the tradition. The Master Templar was
standing in the room’s center, and gave a reciprocal short nod, of
acknowledgement. That over with, the Hallowman entered, and looked
at the old man. The Master Templar looked stronger, than ever.
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The Palace State Room

The Master Templar nodded. “I seem to think
you approve of my health, Grant.”

The Marshal smiled. They had been friends,
for a long time. Marshal Grant Tagora had been the first choice, by
the Master Templar, to head the new Hallowmen division. He was the
most distinguished Corduke, and the only person who refused the
offered position of Cordello.

“Please,” the Master Templar indicated,
pointing to the seat.

The Marshal moved closer, careful to make
sure that the Master Templar sat down, before he did. This was the
palace protocol.

Grant looked around the room, as he always
did. The Master Templar nodded to the aide, who closed the windows
and swept the air, with his instruments. He wanted to make sure
that there was no eaves dropping, beams, aimed at the building from
afar.

“What have you got?”

The Marshal handed over a pile of papers,
made of real paper, a sign of important information. Such
information was difficult to copy. In a world of computers, paper
and copying machines was now an ancient technology; which only the
more sophisticated spies knew how to deal with.

“This here, sir, is my intelligence
estimate, of the situation. In essence, Sequetus 3, or planet
Earth, was made toxic, deliberately. Many people knew about it, but
their greed and fear stopped them, from doing anything. They
thought their planet was an infinite resource, like their expanding
population. However, all planets are finite. They outstripped it,
and the planet life folded.”

The Master Templar sat and listened.

“Back then, they had a money-model as their
most important standard. While they had old religious texts telling
them to be careful, and that even the love of money is the root of
all evil, they somehow ended up with a democratic system,
controlled by monetary power brokers. The Talkron, in turn,
controlled the brokers. The monetary people owned the media. The
media convinced the people that money was the only real issue,
which needed solving, and that until the people had enough, there
was simply not enough money. They even gave a name to their
monetary system, and called it the economy, which by implication
meant not enough money. The democratic parties then pushed the
concept, that the party offering the most money, should be given
power. That is what happened. That was the social mechanics of
Sequetus 3 - money.”

“Did that cause the fall of their
democracy?” asked the Master Templar.

Grant sighed. “Almost so. The democratic
countries fought hard, to get the world under democratic rule, that
is, under their international bank cartel. It worked. It meant that
the banking cartel, which owned, or had great sway in the
established media, could lead the thinking of the average person.
They ran the drug industry: pharmaceuticals, which helped keep the
population’s intelligence down. It was the votes of the
not-so-bright, which kept their democracy going. The less bright
always had the balance of power. They decided, so the decisions
were obviously flawed.”

The Master Templar had heard this criticism,
before, and was a firm believer in the voting process of
leadership. “Though, surely, they were able to vote in people, who
would reform their democracy?”

Grant shook his head. “Every country was
eventually established with a two party democratic system, with
both parties being almost identical. The media had sway over which
one they wanted, so the politicians did, as the media lobbied. This
in turn, was what the banking industry wanted, and that in turn,
was what the agents of the Talkron were pushing for. Understand,
that the average person on Earth wasn’t very intelligent, and so
long as the democratic forces were able to promise wealth and
prosperity, they ruled.”

“Did it change under Lorde Hymondy?” asked
the Master Templar.

The Marshal nodded. “It did, for a short
time. He too, was hamstrung; Lorde Hymondy needed to keep a public
relations profile. He had lost his original power base from here in
Jilta, and being only the administrator of Earth, placed great
pressure on him, to agree to what the locals wanted.”

The Master Templar nodded. “I understand
that pressure, here. So when did the planet turn? I can see
indications here, that we in Jilta are being pushed, to develop
similar ways. What were the critical points along the way, which
made large differences? When could they have turned back, and
didn’t, because of some kind of intervention?” asked the Master
Templar. He was genuinely concerned.

Grant nodded. “There was a time, when
Hymondy pushed for radical reforms on the planet. However, he had
by then, lost his seat of power of Jilta. He pushed to get Earth
cleaned up, but it didn’t work. The media told the populace that he
wasn’t thinking of Earth’s interests. There were seventeen attempts
on his life, back then.”

The Master Templar stood and walked around
the room. “Did he not work out that someone was clearly against
him?”

“He did. Nevertheless, he lacked Goren
Torren, our Lorde of Wisdom. He didn’t have the Independent, and as
a result, he couldn’t get the correct why, on what was happening,
or who was attacking him. That, in turn, led him to withdraw his
programs, and try to fight them, at their own game. He couldn’t
dictate what to do, or how to run the planet. He had an open
rebellion, at one point, and he erred on the side of being humane.
He wouldn’t crush those opposing him, with arms. He couldn’t, as he
wasn’t from Earth.”

The Master Templar poured Kalo.
“Marshal?”

“Thank you, sir. No sweetener.”

An aide handed Grant, his cup. He continued.
“There was a critical moment, when the planet was obviously running
short on oxygen. That was when it was exposed, that the number of
oxygen generating trees, plants and plankton had been reduced by
two thirds, while the machines and ways of using oxygen, had
increased twenty fold. That was during their year, of 2035. Many
governments tried to change the situation. None did more than cry
about it, though. The democratic process is that, it only needs a
majority to agree to do nothing, and nothing is done. This has been
the cause of Earth’s ruin, since their first empires.”

The Master Templar brightened up. “I saw an
educational program about that. There was one city, called Rome. I
know. In Rome, to get power, the politicians would give away corn
and games to the masses, and in doing so, become elected.”

Grant nodded. “Correct, and it was that way
on Earth, until its demise.”

“That’s until they ran out of air.”

“Correct, my Lorde. In addition, when they
had crossed the line, and gone too far down that road, to return,
it was impossible to pull back, without catastrophic effects. Some
wild schemers called for a culling, of ninety percent of the
population. Others called for mandatory sterilization of all people
over twenty-two years old. Some tried to prohibit mechanical
transport to every second week. Some simply wanted to overthrow
industry. In all, they were doomed to fail, as none received
majority agreement.”

“Correct. I read about it,” explained the
Master Templar. “Shall we move outside?”

The Hallowman looked around, and out to the
mountains, straining to see, if anyone out there could observe
him.

“It’s safe,” explained the Master Templar.
The aide opposite nodded to him.

They moved, and made their way, to the
outside courtyard. As they moved Grant spoke of how some of the
crazier schemes to solve the planet were really the work of the
Talkron, to make the more rational schemes seem ridiculous. He gave
the example of the Rationale Party, as it was called. It was
established in most democracies. They were secretly funded by the
banks, and promoted that people should be forbidden to spend and
carry out financial transactions every second day, and thus
supposedly cut industrial waste and pollution by half. Of course it
was nonsense, and most people knew it. However, it enabled these
crackpot ideas to be lumped together by the media, with intelligent
solutions, and for anyone who was concerned with the obvious
deadline of planet Earth to be labeled, a crackpot. “It was a
clever subversion.”

“Tell me more,” requested the Master
Templar.

Grant moved closer to him, and they walked
between some trees, as three Boguard aides trailed, behind. Grant
had been told, not to worry about them, but that wasn’t his way. He
always worried. He said that was his job to.

Grant looked around. “Sir, there are
similarities to here, and many of the planets are populated by us,
short-lifers. I have information here, that our exodus, out from
Earth, is possibly part of an earlier attempt, to subvert the
Federation, with short-lived bodies.”

The Master Templar, himself a short-lifer,
like Grant, was intrigued. “Continue, please. It’s dangerous ground
for the Temple, but we must know. How is it that we got here? Was
there an overall plan to do to the Federation what had been already
done, to Earth?”

Grant nodded and looked around. “When our
races from holy Earth were evacuated, it was on humanitarian
grounds. Our short-lived races were stuck on that planet, dying or
forced to die, are my thoughts. By dying, I mean there were
billions dying. Therefore, mankind of Earth had been given approval
to migrate, to the Federation’s other planets. We went out in
waves, and because of that, the economic climate, on all the
Federation planets changed.”

“How so?” asked the Master Templar.
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From the Royal Courtyard

“Well, sir, have a look. The long-life
economies are based on endurance, saving money through hard work.
There is no frantic hurry. These endurance economies have been
slowly replaced, by the Earth-styled economies of borrowing. The
banks and financial institutions that we have now, didn’t exist
until short-lifers settled here. Before we came, banks were nothing
of importance. They were just a business where you placed saved
money and valuables, for safekeeping. They were relatively
unimportant. Now, as lending institutions, they have power over all
who borrow.”

The Master Templar stopped walking. “We have
rid ourselves of the Imperial Federation Warp Drive Bank. It’s now
a relic. As of a year ago, the government of Jilta appropriated it.
So, how does that fit in?”

Grant nodded. “You have power. You’re not
democratic. You’re theocratic, but benign. So, therefore, you’re
tolerated by the people, and this newer styled democratic
government can’t challenge you or the Temple… yet.”

The Master Templar looked at the
Marshal.

Grant continued. “Sir, I believe that if the
banks had the power, and they had the media, similar to what they
had on Earth, they would do to you what they did to every rising
religious institution there. They would make it ungodly to belong
to.”

The Master Templar looked at Grant. He then
looked over to a flower. “Do you think I could be tossed, thrown
out?”

Grant laughed. “Every few years they try,
and you outsmart them. Yet, that’s the illusion of time, right?
Nothing good lasts, they say; not even a Master Templar.”

The Master Templar looked up and nodded
slowly, while holding a rare flower and smelling it, before letting
go. “A rose,” he said.

Grant deeply breathed the air. He almost
smiled. He had spoken much to the Master Templar in the past, about
the Master Templar’s passion for Jilta to be a true democratic
institution. Nothing would sway the Master Templar from it. He
always would simply say that it was up to good-minded people and
groups, to better the education of the not so bright, and raise
them, so they could make good decisions.

Grant looked at the Master Templar, who was
smiling at him now. “I think it’s time for me to head back to
Earth, sir. I need to get more data again, before anyone gets the
idea of closing our investigators down. I have fifty Hallowmen on
that planet now, and they are still searching for clues, as to what
went on, and what went wrong, there.”

The Master Templar nodded and looked back to
his palace. “Please take me back, Grant. I’m a long way from
inside, now.”

Grant nodded and held his old friend’s arm,
and slowly guided them back, along the winding path.

“One last question, Grant,” said the Master
Templar. “What did the governments of Earth do, when it was obvious
their climate change was going to affect the planet, so
dramatically?”

Grant stopped for a moment. “In the United
States they built prisons. This period in their history, was also
after their so-called terrorist scares, at the turn of the new
millennium. It was also after the Kyoto Accords, to which that
country said they couldn’t adhere. However, in essence, they built
prisons, tightened laws, so that if the population got too
out-of-control, they could swiftly imprison two million
people.”

The Master Templar looked up. “That was a
lot of people. What did that nation’s allies do?” he asked.

“They did the same, and the funny part was,
the people didn’t even know their nations were passing laws,
stripping the population of their freedoms, so that if they ever
woke up to it, they would be locked away.”

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

The Marshal shrugged. “I’m not really sure,
but that’s how it happened.”

The Master Templar nodded. They were now
back, inside the stateroom. “Then, you need to go back there, find
out what was happening, and why the planet didn’t avert a disaster,
which was so obvious. I believe that the Kyoto Accords were the
first major attempt, before intervention, to stop the catastrophe.
It failed. I want to know why, and what happened. I want to know if
there are any similarities to our worlds, and I want to know what
the solution is. I intend to keep power. However, if I fail, I have
a successor, but that successor isn’t ready yet.”

Marshal Grant Tagora knew when his meeting
had finished. It had been exactly one hour, since he had arrived.
He bowed low, and stepped backwards, towards the door. He slowly
turned, nodded to the Boguard present, and started to leave.

“Grant,” called the Master Templar.

“Yes, sir?”

“The Temple, the House of Torren, and I,
personally, all owe you an enormous debt. We will never be able to
repay it. I just want you to know, that you’re absolutely vital, to
the cause.”

The Marshal stopped, and smiled at his old
friend. “Master Templar – Elysis Morander, I remember when they
used to call you The Fox, when you were young, before you took this
office. Both you and I are a pair, Elysis.” The Marshal raised his
hand, in the form of a casual salute. “Until we meet again, and
when I bring you the conclusion of the estimate, which I have been
promising you.” The Marshal then assumed a formal stance, bowed
deeply again, turned and promptly strode out.

The Master Templar chuckled to himself,
about having been reminded, of his earlier days. She smiled. The
Fox was a short story given by Goren Torren during one of his
staged events on Earth. He sat down in his large sofa, and looked
out, of the window thinking about the past. He signaled one of the
Boguard aides.

“Sir?”

“Can you get Captain Macrod Curr for me?”
asked the Master Templar.

Ψ


CHAPTER 2


SHERIL AND THE AMAZON

Sheril looked out over the small riverbank,
to the other side. “Who can hear what the trees are saying?” she
asked her small class.

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

Sheril nodded. “Yes, you’re tuned into the
trees. I can tell. I can hear them; whispering to you. They tell
you, that they like the rain.”

Megalin stepped back, and looked at the
trees, on the other side. They were so big. She looked at Sheril.
“That’s what they are saying. How did….”

Sheril nodded. “I can hear you, and I hear
the trees. They are alive; they have thoughts, like you. They also
have feelings and emotions like all life does.”

Megalin looked at Sheril, as if she was an
old time goddess. “You know.”

“Yes, Megalin. I know, and so do you. Now,
who else?” Sheril asked, as she looked around the rest of the
group.

A young boy put up his hand and said, “The
fish say that they are hungry.”

The other children laughed.

Sheril looked at the boy and nodded. “They
do, too. What about the trees, on the other side of the river Boni,
can you hear them?”
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Amazon trees

Boni was only seven years. He put his hand
to his head and stared. “Miss, they tell me that they are in pain.”
Boni started to feel a tear, pooling in his eye, and he tried to
look away.

Sheril walked over to him, knelt down and
put her hand on his shoulder. “You’re very awake, as a spirit
guide, Boni. Tell me more, about their pain. I want to know,” she
said, with understanding.

Boni looked around at the
others, and Sheril put her hand up, and said in mind talk:
The first person, who laughs, will go swimming
with the hungry fish.

There was silence.

Boni half smiled and wiped his eye, and
looked across the river. He could feel the trees. Sheril felt with
him, and she helped him feel, what the trees were saying. “They
can’t breathe, Miss. They are choking. They are in a lot of pain,
and….” Boni started to cry.

Sheril sat right down, on the sand next to
him. She looked at the young boy, face to face. “You can feel
something, which I can’t. This is important, Boni. You are getting
a message, which I do not get. You have an extra gift. I must know
more, please. Tell me: what do they have to say?”

Boni looked at her, and then across the
river. He looked up in the air, and then to the ground. He walked
over, to a small plant, nearby. He picked off one of its leaves.
“The tree said that I could give this, to you. Look inside, Miss.
Can’t you see it?”

Sheryl tried to see, what was there. She saw
the leaf, some veins and some life. She saw the aura, and the now
diminishing life of the leaf. She shook her head. “Tell me. I can’t
see it.”

As Boni held the leaf in both hands and
stared into it; he was able to put his attention, right into the
leaf.

Sheril felt the strength of his ability. She
was a little envious, but very grateful that the boy had it. She
saw into the leaf, following his thoughts, reading what he saw. He
could feel her too, and he went deeper.

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

Sheril gave a gasp, as though she had been
pricked, with a pin. It hurt, but on a psychic level. She looked at
Boni, searching for an answer.

He nodded. “That is happening to all the
life of the world, Miss. All the trees are experiencing this. They
are under some attack, and it isn’t from the physical world. They
are being attacked, and hurt, in another world, on another level.
They get hurt and hurt and hurt, so much so, that they can’t stay.
They leave.”

Sheril dismissed the others. She took Boni
to the side of the bank. Sheril permitted Megalin to stay and
observe.

Sheril was quiet. She sat, looking out over
the water to the tall trees. She looked at them. They were thinner
than what she remembered, as a child. She had thought the cause was
pollution; and had never suspected that the trees were under some
attack, from inside their own field, of life-force.

Sheril looked at the leaf, and imbued it,
with her own life. She cupped it in her hands, as if in a cup of
water. The leaf came back to life again. She then withdrew her
imbuement of life, and watched the cells of the leaf. Slowly, they
died. She could see them. They were being attacked; each cell, one
after the other was being punctured, causing all life, to leave the
cells.

She looked over to Boni, and asked, “Are my
pictures right? Am I seeing correctly?”

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

Sheril smiled. “Boni, really, tell me if I’m
wrong. I’m not as good, as you are. Do I see correctly?”

Boni looked at her and then at the leaf, and
then at her. “Yes, Miss. The life of the tree is being attacked by
another, a long way, from here.”

Sheril put her hand down, and placed the
leaf in a pool of water. “How?” she asked.

Boni shook his head. “I can only see. I
don’t know how, or why. I can only see.”

Sheril sighed. She wanted to know.

“Miss,” said Megalin, “I know.”

Sheril looked at her, with surprise.

Ψ


CHAPTER 3


JARON AND AMANDA

“Captain?” asked Amanda.

“Yes, Amanda?”

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

“No, Amanda. I just know that we decided we
would step through the time frames, of the universe.” Jaron
answered, as he looked around, feeling bewildered.

He stared at his hand. It was translucent.
He glanced at his feet, and he could just see the ground, through
them. He looked out and away, and saw some trees. They were very
clear, rustling in the wind. He looked around at the field beyond,
then the clouds. He looked at his hands again. He could see the
ground through them too. He clasped them together, to make sure he
could feel his hands. He put his hand onto the ground, and he could
feel that too.

He saw a tree. He liked the texture of its
bark. It was fifty meters away. Instantly, he was there, in front
of it. He hadn’t even decided to move there. He looked at his hands
again, and then placed them, up against the tree. He could feel it.
He pushed hard against the bark, and his hands slowly went into the
tree. He quickly withdrew them out.

“Amanda, what … where are we?”

“Sequetus 3, Captain,” answered Amanda.
“You’re on Earth. You can’t recall what happened?”

Jaron shook his head, pushing his hand
curiously through a tree trunk, and looking at it, on the other
side. He looked around and realized he couldn’t see Amanda. She
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