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CHAPTER 1


JARON

“The ground-world is
reclaiming it now. From mountain to mountain, the land was sick.
The over-ground dwellers, lived as far as the eye could see. That
was, until the resurrection.”

The class of juniors looked on as the
old-one spoke about the history of the world. They did not miss a
syllable, of how the world retook what once the over-ground
dwellers’ land, and it was being returned intact to their
village.

The old man was going through the same
story, he so often told before. He looked out, from his cave and
stared towards the mountain ranges, beyond. The day was temperate,
and clouds scudded to the east. The old man smiled. Every few years
he was given a new crop of youngsters, from the village. He told
the same old stories, year in and year out. Some of the villagers
said he was as old as resurrection itself. He said that he was over
a thousand years old and spoke only from memory. Few believed
him.

He looked down at the wide attentive eyes of
the children, who were, temporarily away from the village and its
petty squabbles. It was here, that he taught the children to
survive the world. It was here that the village sent their children
during the day, to learn of the world, as they had done and their
ancestors, before that. In three years, the old man would teach
them how to survive a world that grew more deserted, with
neighboring village populations simply disappearing overnight.

This group had twelve boys and nine girls,
the eldest being sixteen. They all sat around him, in their scant
native garb. Their black hair and dark brown skins were silhouetted
against the light, at the entrance of the cave. They were a captive
audience.

The children looked at him. Some said that
he was crazy. Most did not believe him, but his stories were hard
to turn away from. The old man spoke slowly and deliberately. “Yes,
it’s hard to picture,” as he extended his arms. “From the land of
the eagle in the south, to the ice in the north, the land was dead.
It festered and grew upwards, from the ground to the sky as a
disease, and peopled dwelled within that disease.”

The old man continued with his riddled talk,
trying to get the children to understand what he had seen. The
jungle had long ago taken over the desolate and wasted land; a land
where the world couldn’t survive, but teemed with human life. “The
world was dying, until the resurrection.” He hesitated, remembering
the hell that came with that term. “With the resurrection, came the
eyes; the eyes of the night, that could see as far as the
mountains. If they spotted you, they would come for you, and you
would disappear. You won’t be of this world anymore. They’re the
eyes that saw all, that created the resurrection. They’re the eyes
that created the destruction, and changed the world. Ground folk,
be careful of the eyes, or you too can vanish.”

The children stared up, at the old man. The
sun had fallen behind the distant hills, and the last of its rays
were still breaking over the horizon. The old man looked down to
the valley, now blanketed in darkness. There was no fire, no sign
of life. Down there, was the village that supported him; that he
protected, with his knowledge. In return for his teaching, he was
provided with food, and any personal needs. In exchange, the
village still existed, where others had vanished overnight, while
their campfires still burned. The old man knew when the village had
to move, when to stay, and when to find a brand new location.

Night was rapidly approaching. The old man
thought back to a time when the valley was strong and villages and
people were common. That had changed, with time. Now, they were the
only village, and even the numbers within it, had diminished over
the years.

One of the boys, an inquisitive fifteen year
old pointed to the first stars, up in the sky. “Why are they always
there? They never change their position.”

The old man scratched his long grey beard.
“They have always been that way. They’re part of the greater
creation. Those are stars, and are the ultimate creation. Like this
world, they’re permanent.”

“What about that star; which moves?” The boy
pointed to the dark horizon, over the mountains.

The old man strained to see through the
gloom, to see over the valley. He paled as he saw it. A small light
rose from the horizon. “That isn’t a star! That is an eye, an eye
that is looking for you, and if it finds you, that will be your
end. Run! Run to your mothers! Hurry, before the eye sees you!”

He raised his arms, to show them the way and
the children ran, in fear of the rising pale light, in the far
night sky. Down the track, into the cover of the jungle blackness,
they ran. In moments, they had vanished from sight. The old man
looked about, the blackness of the cave offering security from the
scanners, now overhead. He watched, as the tiny dot of light passed
over and began to recede, to the other horizon. He sighed; they had
not been detected, so he turned, to seek refuge, deeper into the
cave for the night.

As he turned, he saw one of the children was
still with him. It was the bright fifteen year-old Jaron, who
smiled at the old man, and looked out at the sky. “Don’t be angry
at me, old man. I told my mother that I would be late tonight.”

“I see, and why will you be late?”

“I need to talk more, with you.”

“Why?” asked the old man, stroking his
beard.

“I need to know, more.”

“Why?”

The boy shrugged. “I don’t know why; I just
need to know more, and I know there is much I need to learn.”

“I see; and how much more do you want to
learn?”

“Whatever it takes... anything you need... I
will do anything there is to learn.”

“Hmmm... What do you think there is to
learn, Jaron.”

The boy looked out to the stars, and turned
back to the old man. “I have this feeling that there is much to
know ...of out there. Not the jungle. I’m a good hunter, and that
is important, but there is more that needs to be known about. You
must teach me.”

“Why must I? Are you not satisfied with
being a great hunter and helper; for your family?”

Jaron smiled. “Maybe this is strange, but I
somehow feel you owe it to me. Perhaps this is because you’re
getting old, and you need to teach a new one. I believe I’m that
one, and I want to know what you know.”

“Which is?”

“What is it that I see and feel about this
place? What is it I feel about you, old man? What is it that I
sense, that I can’t see, feel or hear?”

“Hmmm...,” mused the old man, “Well, if you
must learn, then you must. Get back to the village now, Jaron. Be
here at mid-morning. I will give you my answer, then.”

Jaron looked into the tired grey eyes of the
old man. They seemed to know so much, feel so awesome, powerful.
Jaron nodded and backed away. He turned and disappeared into the
night.

As he ran, he avoided the trees and vines in
his path. Fleetly, he passed through the nocturnal forest that had
now come to life. Around bends he ran, over two creeks and finally
down the last path, until he saw the first silhouette of the huts
through the trees.

The old man looked down and watched the boy,
as he was engulfed by darkness. Wearily, he turned and walked back,
to the rear of the cave. He thought to the echo of voices, which
seemed to surround him, in his mind.

After a moment, he squatted on the rock
floor and looked at the food, which the children had brought him.
He smiled, and the cavern immediately filled with a dim light,
which simply emanated within the hollow of the cavern itself. The
old man picked up some food, which had simply already been heated
by his thought. He broke off a piece, put it into his mouth and lay
back contented. The cavern darkened and warmed slightly, to guard
against the outside chill, which would soon descend over the
jungle. He fell into a pleasant slumber.

Ω

The old man awoke, startled. Light shone in,
through the cavern entrance. He heard a voice and headed out of the
cavern, to be greeted by the brilliant day and young Jaron hopping
around, shaking his hand in the air, obviously in pain. The old man
smiled in his torn tatters, which the village had provided for his
services. “Jaron, am I to believe you tried to enter my dwelling,
without my prior approval?”

The young boy jumped around trying to
withhold the pain. “Yes old man. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.
The pain in my hand is.... great.” His eyes winced as though he was
about to cry.

“Jaron, look at me. The pain has gone.”

The boy stopped and stared at the bearded
old man. He then looked at his hand. It was true; the pain had
gone. He looked at the old man suspiciously. “How did....”

“Come inside, boy. I will explain.” The old
man stepped back into the cave and glanced back to Jaron, who now
was motionless a pace from the entrance. Jaron stared at the
rock-face; then he looked around him; he could find no evidence of
anything, which could have inflicted him with such pain.

“Come on, boy!” called the old man.

“How do I know that it’s safe?”

The old man laughed. “You were not welcome,
then. You’re now. It’s safe.”

The young boy tentatively pushed his arm
forward. He felt nothing, and then looked towards the old man.
“It’s safe!” he called, and walked into the cave.

The old man looked up and shook his head.
Can this be the one he was to teach? He turned, to see the skinny
Jaron catch up to him. He said to the boy: “You believe that you
must learn, what I have to teach?”

Jaron nodded. “More than life itself. How
did you do that, back there?”

The old man squatted, looking out towards
the entrance. He motioned for Jaron, to do the same. They both
stared to the valley below. “If you want to learn from me, you must
get used to doing as I say, without question. That is, until I tell
you otherwise. Do you understand?”

The boy nodded his head.

“Tell me; what you think is out there,
Jaron.”
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Looking from the cave

The boy peered at the horizon. “I don’t
think that the world is empty, as village lore would have us
believe. I think there are people out there.”

“How many?”

“Many villages, old man. More than I could
count.”

“How far away are they?” asked the old
man.

Jaron thought for a moment and said, “On the
other side of the world and then beyond. Maybe even in those
stars.”

“In the stars, you say. What makes you think
that?”

The boy shrugged. “Just a feeling, is
all.”

“Have you ever seen any other tribes?”

“No.”

“Have you ever heard of other tribes,
outside of the world?”

“No, but I know that they did exist and that
they’re still here, if smaller.”

“I see. Are they good or bad?”

Jaron’s body began to tremble. “I don’t
think that they’re all good. I don’t know why.”

“Hmmm.... What is it, which you expect to
learn from me?”

Jaron stood and paced to the entrance and
back. He looked at the old man. “Somehow, I feel that there is bad
out there, beyond where I can see. I feel you can show me
something, which can help me fix the wrongness, but perhaps you
can’t. I don’t know anything else.”

The old man smiled. “You’re correct. I’m the
one to teach you. I too, am looking for something. I’m looking for
one to teach, so that he may correct the wrongs out there. Tell me
if you’re he.”

Jaron went onto his knees by the old man.
“I’m he, the one you want to teach, the one that has to correct
what is out there. Please old man, I beg of you; what is it that
you have to teach me? Why am I here? Where am I going?”

The old man smiled under his pale grey
beard. “I will show you, if you will promise never to reveal it,
and what you’re to learn here, is to be used in the demise of our
common enemies.”

The boy’s eyes pleaded the answer. He said
nothing and the cavern began to fill with light. Jaron’s eyes
opened wide with excitement. He looked at the old man, who was
smiling as pieces of fruit, from the far corner of the cave, began
to roll across the floor, to the feet of Jaron. Three pieces of
fruit rose in the air, rotated and fell into the boy’s lap.

Jaron held one piece up, for a closer
inspection. “Is this wizardry, old man?”

The old man smiled and sat back. “In a
fashion. I believe this is more an exact science, than magic. If
this is what you seek, then I can teach it to you. However, the
teachings don’t come without responsibility. There is also the
learning to be battle ready.”

The boy nodded. “I need what you have to
show me. Yet, I believe that I’m already battle ready. It was only
three days ago, that in single hand combat, I defeated the
great-spirit snake, anaconda.”

“So I heard. Many of the children have sung
of your courage. To defeat that great snake, is worthy of the best
of poems. Those, who you will battle, will have the skill of a
hundred anacondas. Will you be ready for that?”

“I will try. There is another hunting party
going out, tomorrow, and I will be in it. I will run harder and
faster than before. I will get these muscles and bones ready, for
the hundred anacondas.”

“Good, Jaron. When you’re ready, then we
shall begin. Now, hurry outside. Sheril is coming up the hill,
looking for you. It seems that you did not tell your mother that
you would be here, this morning. You should go, now.”

Jaron stood. He looked towards the entrance.
He did not hear her, until a moment later. Off in the distance, he
heard her voice singing. “How did....”

The old man smiled. “You will also learn
that, later. Now, go.”

The boy turned and ran from the cave, to
greet the pretty Sheril. She was pleased to find him, and they
descended the hillside, together.
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CHAPTER 2

HOUSE OF TORREN

1053 BS

AFTER BATTLE OF SEQUETUS
3

The Great Hall of Jilta was full. Over two
thousand Temple leaders had thronged to the annual speech of The
Master Templar, the sixteenth in the line of succession. The center
of the greatest religion in the Federation was on Jilta, having
left Sequetus 3 less than a millennium ago. Jilta, it was promoted,
was the holy home planet of Lorde Torren, who died over a thousand
years ago. It was Jilta that had sent out the expeditions, to
liberate Sequetus 3 and in turn the Galaxy. It was Jilta that had
spawned the religion of Torren, not Sequetus 3. That small planet,
Sequetus 3, Earth, had only been a local battleground, though the
events there had changed the Federation and the Galaxy.

Since the early days of Torren, his name and
glory had spread to the far Outer-Worlds of civilization. At first,
the Temples were a curiosity, while the fervor their short-life
Earth followers created, was looked upon with scorn. Now, there was
at least one Temple, on eighty percent of all civilized planets.
That did not mean that the religion’s growth was slowing, as its
followers comprised only a small percentage of any planet’s people.
The religion was expanding, but in its own estimation, it needed to
have a greater impact, more followers, more influence.
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Planet Jilta

Keeping with tradition, the Master Templar
was a short-lifer. He stood before the massive thronging crowd.

The Royalty of Jilta had vanished with the
exodus of Lorde Hymondy, and the prior fall of the Federation
Alliance, over a millennium ago. Now the Royals, what was left of
them, were no longer a united elite race, of their own. Most had
disappeared, prior to the Battle for Sequetus 3. Earth had been
saved, but it was the beginning of the end, for the known
Federation. The Royals no longer ruled. On some of the planets,
they still held a position of status, but their ability to wield
power had diminished. They were often being only a Head-Of-State,
as an antiquated rubber-stamped institution.

Planet administrators were representatives
of the leading interest groups, on the planets. Most planets had
representatives from the military, the Warp Drive Bank, the larger
commercial corporations, people’s representatives, occasionally a
member of a Royal Family, and more recently, a representative from
the House of Torren of the Temple.

On Jilta, the planet had been swept up by
the teachings of Torren. It took little time before the House of
Torren safely filled the vacuum, left by the Royals. There were now
over one hundred and twenty-seven thousand Temples throughout
Jilta. The once Great Palace of Lorde Hymondy III, was now the
heart of the House of Torren. Such was the influence and power, of
this new religion.

The Master Templar stood on the podium in
the Great Hall, its stained glass windows reaching through the
fingers of intricately carved rock walls, to forty pacs above. Its
vaulted ceilings now had paintings of Earth scenes and Jilta, as
sister planets, in a sea of confusion.

The Master Templar raised his hands. His
garb was heavily embroidered with gold, on royal-blue velvet. Over
his left breast, he wore the ten-pointed star of the House of
Torren.
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He looked down on the thousands below. Not
all were local. Some had journeyed from the far Temples, of the
outer reaches of the Federation.

Behind the Master Templar, was that famous
picture of Torren, holding the bullet that had been shot at him, by
the assassin on Earth, over a millennium ago.

“Control is what was needed then, and it’s
needed now!” cried the Master Templar to his audience.

“More control!” the crowd called back.

“How are we going to get it? By becoming
bigger, assuming the void of power left to us, by the Royals. Only
then, can this Galaxy be at peace, with itself. It needs the
guiding hand and spirit, of a well controlled House of Torren.

“We’re what was prophesized; we’ll govern
all aspects of life, in the Federation. Already, we have seen
Temples flourish in the new worlds, well beyond the old sectors of
the Federation. Yes, this is a religion spawned on Earth and
carried on the migrating wings of the masses, from Earth to their
new worlds.

“However, this isn’t a religion of Earth
versus the Federation, as some protagonists would lead the
civilized worlds to believe. This is a religion for all people,
short and long-lifers alike. Only when enough see the light from
the House of Torren, will all of mankind be set free.

“We’re no threat to anybody. We wish all to
do well in life, to be honorable and good. We will, however, expand
our Temples, our followers, and the number of planets we’re on. Let
no one try to stop us, for we shall not be stopped. Until now the
only limit to our expansion is the limit that we have put on
ourselves. If you don’t agree with those limits on our work, then
may man finally be free. It’s in your hands, that freedom.

“Thank you, and remember, as was said by the
Torren, himself: Only we make our own future. Do what is right, and
good night.” The Master Templar raised his hands and waved. Music
began, after a short pause; he turned and stepped down from view.
Applause filled the air, and so ended the final service, of the
annual Sortet.

The Master Templar removed his golden-hood;
a symbol of the torment Torren had gone through in his final days,
to save all known civilizations.

The Master Templar hurried down a corridor
to his quarters, where he would refresh himself, before his next
meeting, with the Seven Cordellos.

The Seven Cordellos were the seven most
powerful Templars in the Galaxy. They were the Temple leaders of
the seven largest Temples. The size of a Temple was determined by
its income, generated from followers, the size of its membership,
plus the number of Temple Minors around it.

Currently, the largest Temples were three
from Jilta, one from Kalanon, one from the sector of Silto, and the
last two were from the sector of Centor.

The Master Templar was nervous. Until this
year, Jilta had held a majority of four seats of the Seven
Cordellos. Now, the fourth seat had changed, and was a temple in
the sector of Centor. There was little reason to believe that the
Master Templar’s position was at risk, as the Seven Cordellos had
never in the past broken from the tradition, to elect a Master that
was nominated by his forbearer. Traditionally, the Master Templar
was a short-lifer, a Jiltanian, who endorsed and ratified the
rulings of the Cordellos. As per the House of Torren’s own
constitution, the Master Templar was elected by the Seven
Cordellos, and gave the official approval to their plans and
projects. The Master Templar also had the power of veto, nullifying
the power of the Seven Cordellos, with the exception of his own
election.

The Master Templar waited, in the small
anteroom to his residence, where the Seven Cordellos would soon
appear. He drummed his fingers on the table. Had his speech been
powerful enough?

The Centorians were fanatics about
expansion. He knew what they wanted; military advancement. They
wanted to arm, to develop a galactic fleet that would go to the
rescue of any Temple under attack, for expressing its beliefs.
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