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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the TEMPLAR MINISERIES
and THE BOOK OF WAR are works of fiction. Names of individuals and
companies used in the book, unless historical fact, are pure
fiction.

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

Part of this volume is a chapter named
Glossary, a list of terms and words and what they mean. The
glossary expands with new terms with each subsequent volume.

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. Each miniseries is comprised of between four to eight
books.

The miniseries are

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

Each miniseries can be read in its own
right.

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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CHAPTER 1


THE RAVAGES OF WAR

Brandon Mirak stood looking over a large
wall screen of the galaxy. The red covered his New Territories. The
black represented the worlds he had yet to conquer. He mused as the
red sections grew, to overtake the black.

A rap on the door interrupted Mirak.

“Enter!”

The door swished open and an officer smartly
marched in. “My Leader Mirak, I have news from Base Commander
Balgoss.”

“Yes?” Mirak turned away from his map to
glance up at the guard.

“The news is that they have captured the
daughter of the Master Templar. The message goes on to say that she
will be delivered to you, as soon as she’s assessed by the
psychrons at his base.”

Mirak nodded and turned away, as a gesture
of dismissal. He wanted to enjoy that feeling, that inner glow of
success. The next step was to use this news, to place an emotional
grip on his adversary in Jilta. He would do it slowly, taunting the
Master Templar at first, before sending him the image hologram of
his daughter in captivity. It was so good to be the victor.

He looked from the window of his office. He
had changed his abode, on the suggestions of the psychrons, after
their assessment of the typical rebel profile. They found that the
rebel was intelligent, highly motivated, and would die rather than
be captured. The rebel's devotion to the overthrow of Mirak, meant
he could expect suicide squad attempts on his life. Thus, Brandon
Mirak accepted their advice and surrounded himself in a fortress,
protected by guards that had been programmed and approved by the
psychrons.

He looked from the window of his fortress;
he no longer saw the people moving about in the park below. He
couldn’t see the traffic buzzing around, from the pickup terminals.
Now his only view, was of walls surrounding him, his protection. He
could see three guards standing on the perimeter wall and no doubt
there would be many more beyond. Mirak sighed; sometimes he
wondered if he was a prisoner and not a ruler. He guessed that was
the sacrifice he had made, for greatness. Palbo and the Federation
would once again rule the galaxy, as superior specimens of the
human race. Brandon Mirak had no other purpose.

Ω

The short cold mid-winter day was drawing to
a close. Three generals stood at close attention. The tallest
general was attired in a black spartan uniform, dagger and laser
hanging from his black wide belt. He stepped forward and pointed to
the map of Palbo, the planet.

“My Leader,” he said. “The rebels seem to
vanish into thin air and then appear in another part of the
world.”

Mirak’s face reddened, as he seemed to be
trying to control his ferocious wild temper, which he had become
known for. He strolled over the hard baked terracotta floor, and
stared the general with ice blue eyes.

Mirak began to feel the growing heated rage,
trying to burst from him. Finally, he let out the tensely
controlled words. “My life and my regime are not safe. Either you
find the rebels, or… else....” He turned and walked away.

The general had inherited the rank from his
predecessor, who was hanged for non-dutiful acts of not fulfilling
Mirak’s orders, to dismantle all rebel opposition. The general left
the room.

Mirak drew the ornate window curtains. He
looked at the harsh yellow light on the black walking compound, and
tall grey stone fence beyond. He wondered whether he was really the
master of the New-Age, or a victim of his own paranoia. He shook
his head. Such thoughts were counterproductive to the aims and
needs of the Federation. Yet, he wondered if it was possible that
his whole existence was nothing, but a manufactured dream. How did
he really know that he ruled over the Outer-Worlds? How could he
really know that he now ruled, unconditionally over a third of the
old Federation? He could never get to see the limits of his
New-Age. He had to rely on the reports of persons, who he never
knew.

Strolling over to the banks of computer
screens, he glanced at the reports that were flooding in, on the
states of the various planets. His ground forces were now in
control of the last resisting movements, on four Outer-Worlds, and
two defiant Federation sectors had capitulated, in just the last
two days. He sighed as he realized the data was three months old,
at least. News could only travel as fast, as warp drive craft could
carry it.

The lack of being in total control of all
events simultaneously, seemed to make him nervous. Was he becoming
paranoid, really?

He looked at the screens, showing the most
recent locations of the Templar forces. It seems that they would
soon disclose their strengths. It mattered little. He knew about
their secret separate Cordello fleets. The fact, that these fleets
were now about to join made little difference. Every moment he grew
stronger, larger and his own forces unassailable. Mirak smiled, as
he realized his gamble to stall, which was accepted by the
Templars, was their undoing. Smugly, he moved to the next screens
to read how his plans to destroy their fleets, without mercy,
without survivors, was proceeding.

Mirak had already gained the upper hand, and
fighting from planet to planet had gained him many victories. He
was not interested in fighting great space wars. It was, who
controlled the planets, controlled the galaxy. With the advent of
warp drive travel, the distance between planets was irrelevant. It
was planetary war, which was winning the galaxy. He now had the
forces and numbers, to overcome the remainder of the Templar
controlled sectors. The newly designed Templar frigates would have
no impact. These latest ships of the Templars were known for their
deadly accuracy and killing power, but they couldn’t fight a ground
war, nor could they destroy planets. They were designed to kill
cruisers and destroyers, and as long as those forces were not
committed too long in one place, then that weapon of the Templars
was impotent.

Yet, it seemed that the real war was about
to begin. The Palboan fleet outnumbered the Templars, seven to
two.

Mirak stepped back. He had full faith in his
generals and turned to view the jewel of the galaxy, which had
eluded him and his forebears. On the other side of the room, was a
tall hologram of the planet Jilta, revolving, in all its
magnificent glory.

Jilta was a sister planet to Palbo. It was
watered and culturally similar, but it had never been tamed into
the fold of the Warp Drive Bank, as Palbo had. When the Alliance
fell over a millennium ago and the Royals had vanished from rule.
The Warp Drive Bank had taken control of their financial affairs,
but the planet was individualized. It seemed to refuse the role as
second sister, to the greater planetary culture of Palbo.

Now, the destiny of Palbo would befall it,
as ruler over Jilta. Mirak smiled, as the holographic impression
turned with glistening waters, under its sun. Under Mirak’s
New-Age, Jilta would be his second seat of power. From there, he
could rule the far side of the Federation, as Jilta now did with
its Templar influence.

Mirak felt the pounding within his head. He
wondered if he should call the psychrons. He seemed terribly
anxious.

Ω

The Master Templar had received word from
the Outer-Worlds a week before, that his daughter and Amy had
escaped captivity of the pirates on Sleebo. Three days ago he got a
message from Leader Mirak, who said that he had his daughter
captive, and would return her unharmed should he decide to submit
the rule of Jilta, to the merciful reign of the Palbo military. The
Master Templar had not acknowledged a reply, yet. It seems that the
Leader of Palbo was not in control of all the data, yet. Perhaps
the Temple could exploit this flaw.

Ω

It was an emergency summit meeting of
Cordellos, or what was left of them. Many had vanished, as the
Palboans plundered their planets. There were thirteen Cordellos at
the meeting, with seven of those no longer having sectors to return
to.

The Master Templar stood at the head of the
long dark timber grained table. Their attention was fixed on him.
In times of emergency, he had broad sweeping powers, over the
Cordellos. The Master Templar couldn’t be disobeyed. His decision
was final, and not open for a debate. No longer would democracy
govern within the Temple. With war, it would run as benign,
theocratic military governance. It was strength in leadership,
which would bring the Temple through this crisis, not popularity.
This was the way of the Torren, as it was written.

The Master Templar threw back his hand to
indicate the screen behind. His deep voice boomed about the room.
The tall arched stained windows showed little light as Jilta P.C.
entered its winter. The great slender yellow lights that hung
halfway down from the ceiling flooded the room with an amber
hue.

The screen showed the most recent state of
the Temple Empire. “This, fellow Templars, is all we have left. We
are, but a shadow of our former strength.

“There are now only three sectors secure,
and we have by no means the craft to protect them.”

A Cordello rose, his golden hood drawn back,
“My Lorde. What could we defend?”

The Master Templar turned to the screen and
spoke sorrowfully, “We could defend Jilta. That would mean
forsaking all other Temples, to the barbarian Mirak.”

There was a hushed brief murmur around the
room, until the Master Templar resumed. “What we will do, is
withdraw all military, to the bases at Jilta. We can’t defend any
other planet in the Jiltanian Sector, or any other sector without
risk of losing Jilta. Fellow Cordellos, we won’t risk Jilta.

“The other planets and sectors will survive,
under the lunatic Mirak’s reign, until Jilta regains ascendency. In
the meantime, we must prepare a resistance on each of our former
planets. We must have the Palboans keep as much military presence
on the other planets, as we can force them to. He must over stretch
his resources, as he reaches for Jilta. Then, and only then, we may
be able to strike a blow at our enemy and chase him as he withdraws
back to Palbo.

“What is needed is for all craft and
military, to travel to Jilta. There won’t be one craft left out
there. With the use of our frigates, I doubt that Mirak could
sustain a strong campaign on Jilta. Should he attempt it, then we
shall have the ground forces from the other planets here, to resist
him.”

The Master Templar looked around the room,
at the dour faces. There was naught else he could do.

He continued. “Jilta has had other invaders,
before. It won then, with the help of the Torren, and we will win
out again!”

The Cordello from Kalanon stood and threw
back her hood. Her voice was strong and distinctly feminine, in the
male dominated room. “My Lorde and fellow Cordellos, the Master
Templar is correct, we must save the Temple, or at least die,
trying. There is no purpose in throwing away defense forces that
will be defeated. My own forces from Kalanon shall be leaving, as
soon as I can get word. I shall send that barbarian Mirak, word
that my planet shall be undefended and left at his mercy, but the
people of Kalanon shall really resist them. My military forces, as
small as they are, plus the forces of the provincial government of
Kalanon, will soon be on their way the Jilta. I shall return home
to my planet to personally lead the resistance.

“May the grace of the Torren be with you, my
Lorde!” She bowed extremely low, and then strode from the room. All
eyes followed her.

Ω

Mirak was pacing back and forth. He had
recently returned from a rest week, on the instruction of the
psycho-surgeons. He had resisted going, but they insisted. Mirak
wondered how they could so easily have persuaded him when the war
was at its peak?

The latest reports indicated, that the last
of the Federation systems around Jilta were capitulating rapidly.
The end was in sight.

As Mirak paced back and forth, he couldn’t
find why he felt so ill at ease. He should be elated. The vermin of
the galaxy was being exterminated and he was the conqueror, but the
pleasure of conquest seemed to have eluded him, for the moment.

He recalled the pleasure he had felt in days
gone by, when he ruled only the Warp Drive Bank. Those were good
days, when it was safe for him on his own planet. He shuddered at
the thought of people out there, Palboans, who wanted him dead.
They were the dreaded rebels who had already slain three of his top
generals.

He thought back again, to the days when the
galaxy was run on commercial lines, not military. Suddenly, a pain
shot through his head. He fell to his knees. It was the same pain
as always. Whenever he began to reminisce about his former life,
with the Bank, as its Chairman, he fell victim to the pain.

Mirak managed to haul himself up onto the
large chair, by the window and sit, taking deep breaths. Was this
war about to take him as its next conquest? He held his temples, as
the pain cursed through his veins. He recalled how, when his wife
had died, only years ago, of a blood clot in her brain; he had had
all the directors of the hospital slain. It was then, that his
plans, for absolute military rule of Palbo, fell into place.
Finally, the planet administrators that had imagined him as a
threat to the Palboan sovereignty vanished.

The pain went away, and with it came the
thought that all would come to pass, and even the unpleasantness
would be forgotten; for one day it would be recorded that Brandon
Mirak saved the galaxy, from the vermin short-lifers.

He stood and straightened. Outside, it
seemed that the bitter cold winds of winter were dying away. Soon,
there would be spring and with it the news of the New-Age.

Mirak seldom had visitors any more. It
seemed that they only upset him. All his news was sent via
viewscreens and via a few trusted aides. Last month, there was even
a failed assassination attempt on his life. The assailant was
caught before he had made it over the wall.

Mirak’s hands had begun to tremble
uncontrollably. He tried to hold them onto the chair, but couldn’t
grab hold. Like the war, Mirak knew this too would pass.

Ω

The Master Templar had moved his residence
from the center palace of Jilta P.C., to Belevak, the military
center for on-planet operations.

Almost all operations centers were
underground. He viewed the rows of viewscreens and computer banks,
seeing the hundreds of craft surrounding the planet and the
thousands of military stations, buried under its surface. On the
moons of the gas giants, of the system were attack craft, as well
as defending stations, mid-way between Jilta and its solus.
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The skies over Jilta filled with defense
craft

He looked at the screens and saw the variety
of craft that had shipped in, from the other systems. There were
hundreds of mining, and private craft, as well as government craft.
The results had surprised him. New craft were arriving every
hour.

The response to strip their allied planets
of anything military, and ship it to Jilta, was overwhelming. At
last, the Master Templar began to wonder, if there was a chance
that they might beat the tyrant Mirak.

Ψ


CHAPTER 2


TO WAR

The lead marshal and four other Palboan
fleet marshals sat abreast, staring at the Jiltanian planetary
system, watching from the fleet cruiser's bridge. The data, from
their scouting intelligence craft, was now beginning to be
displayed.

The lead marshal stepped over to the
screens. Their own five fleets were shown on the lower part of the
scene. The solus of Jilta was in the center and the planet of Jilta
lay in between.

As the lead marshal circled the floor he
spoke deliberating on each sentence. “The enemy is well prepared.
We can see that he has taken great aims to set his crown planet
Jilta, behind a screen of defenders. I’m surprised at the amount of
defenders, but then, one could expect this to be a response from
the other sectors, in light of their easy capitulation.”

One of the other fleet marshals stood, “My
Lead Marshal, it would seem from our reconnaissance, that the
planet is surrounded by many sizable objects.”

“Yes, this will mean that our campaign will
have to be one of stealth. We will need to be close in, carefully,
and only at such speed if we’re certain that the enemy has no
external forces deployed, on its outer unoccupied worlds. I
estimate this siege will be in the order of several months. This
won’t be a swift battle.”

The other marshals agreed.

The lead marshal studied the screen as it
displayed updated figures. “Hmm, it also appears that our opponent
has a wide variety of craft. Some of which, are unknown to us.”

The other marshal sat down. “Well… I have
heard that the destructive power of those frigates can cripple an
unprepared cruiser. Those civilian craft are an enigma and will
need further investigation.

“Their asteroids will be an obstacle.”

The lead marshal turned to the other four,
“The siege will start with their asteroids. We will take time, and
learn from the errors of the earlier large battle in space, the
Battle of Sequetus 3. Our opponents down there, will have learned
about that battle backwards, and how and why it was won. We have
time to study those tactics too, and should this siege extend into
years, then so be it necessary.

“To start, our five fleets will position
strategically around the Jilta solar system. Generally, we won’t
close in until we have checked on the whole system, thus ensuring
that we can’t be attacked from outside.

“Marshals; to your fleets now.”

Moments later, the lead marshal watched the
fleet marshals leave in their shuttles, followed two hours later by
the dividing of the fleets to reposition themselves around the
outer parts of the Jiltanian heliosphere.

Ω

The Master Templar watched the images of the
enemy, from his underground headquarters in Belevak.

Thirteen generals and eight Templar marshals
stood by his side. This was the time, when the enemy finally
revealed itself. This could be a turning point.

General Talbar asked, “Do you think he
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