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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the EARTH SYNDROME
MINISERIES and VIGIL 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’s
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

V I G I L

Jaron sat in the cockpit of Black Knight. He
looked at the instructions. They were old, older than Standard,
older than any known language of the Confederated Council of
Planets, and unidentifiable.

Amanda was the ship, beside him, there if
needed.

Black Knight slowly
responded, and turned, to Jaron’s command. He smiled.
It still understands me, he thought to Amanda and the Boguard in general.

Of course. Time is only
what you consider, which traps you. It will always work, if you
command without reservation, and give no power to time, at
all, thought Amanda.

Jaron looked over the instrument panel. He
then floated back, to the hold. He examined the writing on the
wall. He looked at the lines. He floated up, to the observation
port. He sat in the chair. It felt familiar, even comfortable, to
be there. After twenty minutes of observing, he returned his
attention to Amanda.

I do remember it,
he thought, to Amanda.

Of course. You did forget,
but really, you always knew. Don’t remember, as that strengthens
forgetting. Just know, my Lorde Jaron. Imbue its knowledge into
you, as you must, but know it.

[image: tmp_a1997c251fbd2b4eb43f3f93128d6341_q8vY1S_html_792d3324.jpg]

Black Knight

Jaron looked down at planet Earth, as it
revolved below him. He felt at rest. He relaxed and let his mind
drift back to times past; which he wished he might always know. He
thought of his wife, now dead, and her best friend, the greatest
fighting companion that he had known. He didn’t dwell on how they
died. Instead, he thought of his old home down below, in the last
of the Amazon basin. He sometimes wondered, if all this fighting
was worth it. Would it make a difference, in the end? At the end of
time, would it really matter? He just drifted with his mind. He let
it be and go where it would go. He wouldn’t resist it, his mind. He
would just let it be.

Ω

Jaron observed Earth; he observed the
ongoing Battle for Sequetus 2. It was a long and drawn out
protracted fight, which had already lasted ten days. He received
relayed messages, as the battle ensued, but really, he wasn’t that
interested. Others would win it without him.

The enemy had buried itself deep down into
the planet. His son, Yandra had cracked the great sealed door
there. The planet surface base was atomic bomb-proofed. However,
the ground underneath the base, wasn’t impenetrable.

More and more craft arrived in the Sequetus
Series, from the various Federation sectors, the Outer Worlds and
the far-Outer-Worlds. There were now over two thousand ships,
parked off, around, and through Sequetus.

The last of the enemy ships succumbed, one
by one. There was no great order, in their capitulation. They just
fell apart or surrendered. With each surrender, was an opportunity
of ship conversion. Consequently, the Federation numbers grew even
more.

By the third day, all craft in space and on
the planet’s surfaces, had given in. Whole ships surrendered, even
if the crew and Talkron aboard didn’t. It also meant that
hand-to-hand combat was again, part of war. With enemy ships
refusing to obey warp drive commands, from their masters, the
Federation crews were able to finish every battle; victorious.
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Station Ship in Sequetus

The three station ships in the system
surrendered. Talkron commanders were finding ships openly
rebelling, against them. Ship’s systems were being overridden as
targeted warp drive life entities were given direction, from the
Federation fleet outside.

Soon, it was only Sequetus 2, resisting
them.
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Sequetus 2 - Venus

Yandra sat in his orbiting ship, looking
down on the planet, which was well fortified, with many planet
defenses. The central base was three kinopacs, underground.
Effectively, that made one perfect defense. Yandra looked around,
at his other commanders.

“What do you see? We work by group
understanding. What do you see?”

The Boguard and Corduke captains, plus Beel,
Akeala and Lorde Tubin were present. The Man-o-War life-forces were
there, as well.

Akeala was the first, to speak. “If we can’t
bombard it, because we are concerned with what is inside, we must
come; from underneath. This is a siege; and we must use siege
techniques. “Wellum?”

“Yes, Captain Akeala,” said Wellum, another
ship, whose voice came through the air, as if from out of
nowhere.

“Will a siege work?” she asked.

“There is little else, Captain. If you
attack to destroy, you will lose the life, which is inside the
base. Please, don’t do that. The life-force in there is far too
important. Please.”

“Can you say, what is there?” she asked.

“Captain, we could be wrong. Nevertheless,
our sensors show that there is life captured down there, suspended
electrically. Moreover, there is a lot of it, it’s enormous; in
quantity. Whatever the life is in there, it’s vast, beyond any
phenomena that you’ve experienced in war, with the Talkron, to
date.

Yandra made a gesture to any others, to say
what they thought.

“Sir, we know that Moon 2 was a headquarters
of the Talkron, for their Sequetus operations. There was over
twenty thousand staff there. In addition, we found sixty-five
thousand Talkron, agents, troopers and administrators on the moon
proper, scattered over it, in pockets, and we are still finding
more.” It was Castano. “Really, we don’t know what is down there,
on Sequetus 2. That’s what we are being careful about. We found
their ships, and thousands of them, on the asteroids, in various
stages of construction. They were building an armada, much larger
than anything we have here, but not finished. We also found four
more partly built, Station Ships.”

Beel added, “We heard yesterday, that
another of their Station Ships converted, to our side, out past
Palbo.”

“Excellent,” concluded Castano.

Akeala added, “So, we need to know what they
have been doing, down there, so that we can use the right tactics.
We mustn’t just blunder forward, to enter.”

“That’s correct, sister,” explained Yandra.
“It looks like they have been building an armada, for an invasion.
We can see now, well over a thousand ships in various stages of
construction. Moon was a mining base. It has the titanium needed;
to make the ships. Moon 2 seems to have supplied the personnel, for
the labor to build the ships. Some of those ships built, are
possibly already out there, such as those Station Ships, around
Palbo. However, they need a crew and that crew has something to do
with Sequetus 3. If I’m right, they have used Sequetus 3 to lure
crews from outside of the physical universe. When those crews took
residence on Sequetus 3, drawn in by the bodies born there, these
Talkron depopulated the planet, by removing the life from the
bodies, similar to what we found, on Kantee. Now, they mightn’t
need Sequetus, because they have enough life sources, for their
crews.”

Yandra looked around. The others nodded, in
agreement, at his train of thought.

“That’s possible,” added Beel. “If that’s
the case, then they will need access to many fast short-life
bodies, and I don’t see those; down there.

Akeala butted in. “No, we found those, or
experiments with them here, on the moon. They have grown fully
mature adult bodies, in only seven years, from birth! From the data
in their files, it seems they were attempting to have fully grown
mature adult bodies developed for this galaxy, after four years,
which then lived only twenty-five years and died. These were purely
expendable invasion humanoid bodies; being grown.

“From the notes, the bodies were inserted
with DNA, to make them extremely reproductively active, so that
they could begin a mission on a ship with a smaller crew and within
a few decades, have a fully-manned crew, which they trained
themselves. The only drawback they hadn’t worked out, was how to
get the reproductive drive to cease, after a selected number of
generations.” Akeala looked about, to make sure her audience was
paying attention, to her.

She continued. “On Earth, for example, they
couldn’t stop that reproductive drive. This caused the population
to grow too fast. It in turn stripped the planet of the resources,
to support itself. My guess is that this hadn’t been thoroughly
worked out.

“It looks like these bodies on the moon were
slightly smaller, so more of them could travel faster, more
economically.

“The Talkron, were also experimenting, with
the existing populations on Sequetus 3, to make those bodies more
perfect. The Talkron wanted the population to expand, at a fourfold
rate. However, they also knew, that if these body types were
allowed into the galaxy, they would populate, beyond what their
fighting armada could conquer. The Talkron wouldn’t then be able to
keep track of them, as they lived such short lives. Consequently,
the Talkron were scared to let them travel, into the galaxy. In
fact, they couldn’t let them go, uncontrolled, until they had
developed a DNA program, to limit the number of generations a body
could reproduce for. Their records indicate that they saw seven
generations, as the ideal reproduction limit.” Akeala look at
Beel.

“Why was this not done, in the Andromeda
Galaxy, where they come from?” asked Beel.

Akeala turned. “That’s simple. They were
using Earth DNA. Earth DNA isn’t all native to this planet, and it
has bits and pieces, from many other sectors of the galaxy,
inserted into it. It’s a well-advanced DNA. It is a highly-strung
body, and goes anywhere in the galaxy, but it seems it might only
work, here in this galaxy. Otherwise, Beel, to answer your
question, we don’t know why not.”

Yandra nodded. “We know that short-lifers
can adapt to almost any planet. While long-lifers might suffer, the
short-lifers seem more resilient, to handle bacterial and viral
strains that might attack long-lifers, out there. It’s a very well
constructed humanoid, for here.” He smiled.

The other commanders and captains watched in
inspired awe, as these three siblings worked out what was
happening, and what they would do next.

Wellum broke their thoughts. “You should
know that a small fleet of othersiders, as we’ll call them, our
equivalent of the other side, have just left the system. These, are
the volunteers, which Amanda referred to earlier. We haven’t been
able to track them, which makes me suspect that they have left
space, for another galaxy, all together.”
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Othersiders leaving Moon 2

Yandra looked around. “Then, they will be
seeking help and reinforcements, and restructuring their strategy.
If they have a galaxy, that’s already converted to their way, then
they could have access to a million times more ships, than we
have.”

“Correct,” added Castano. “That’s the exact
reason, why we must secure this Sequetus System. This was their
beachhead. It’s apparent, that this was a galactic invasion. It was
well planned. We exposed them. They have run. We need to push them
out, completely. If they return, it might be fivefold, a thousand
fold, or a million fold. If we don’t do this, for fear of the
unknown, then we could be beaten, by a smaller force.”

Castano looked at the screen, which showed
the fleeing ship. “A smaller force and our fear could overwhelm us,
but if we’ve no fear… we are extremely potent.”

Akeala nodded. “Agreed. We need to move now,
get into their bases, learn what they have, and how to use their
technological advantage, against them. An invading army only wins,
by technological advantage, superiority in size, or surprise.”

Yandra looked at his sister. ”We will make
it our business, to know all about their technology. To invade,
from a long distance, also requires a much larger sized support
crew, at home. They may not have that advantage; anymore. We are
speculating, but if we’ve driven them out, then they underestimated
our resistance, or lacked the resources, to meet it. Let’s hope,
that it’s the latter.”

ψ



CHAPTER 2

SEQUETUS 2

Yandra was watching the machines, bore down
through the rock. It was difficult, with the planet’s atmosphere
comprised partly of sulfuric acid, making mechanical parts wear
faster.
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The surface of Venus

It took a week, to bore down fifty pacs.
Akeala was already concerned at the lack of speed. The othersiders
had left, twelve days ago, and the Federation Alliance was nowhere
near, getting into that base. The Talkron on the other hand had,
sent out skirmishes from the base, to raid the alliance, as they
were now calling Jaron’s group. They were the Boguard, IFFCo, and
the Temple, combining forces against a technological superior race,
but one, which was now on the run.

“Wellum?” asked Akeala.

“Yes, Captain?”

“How long will it take the othersiders, to
get from here to Andromeda?”

Wellum paused, in silence. He considered.
Yandra expected, that he might have been asking Amanda. Finally,
Wellum answered, “It could take a year, perhaps three.”

“Why so long?” asked Akeala. “I thought that
travel for your kind, was almost instantaneous, like thought, just
a consideration, and you’re there.”

Yandra sensed that he perceived a chuckle
from the ship, to his sister’s question.

“Yes, and no, Captain. I expect it would
take…hmmmm… hours to days, for us to move a Man-o-War from here to
Jilta, for example. A Man-O-War is fast, as it was built with its
speed understood. Its molecules are imbued with that fundamental
idea.”

Akeala stopped him. “I thought you could get
here within minutes to hours.”

“There are many variables. Let me explain
them. If it’s just the Man-o-War ship and me, yes, minutes to
hours. If I’m bringing along a team, it depends on their
consideration, and belief, that it’s possible. If I was taking a
group of civilians from Jilta, I could take months, and the more
passengers, the slower I can go. I can’t take anyone anywhere, if
they think it’s impossible. The travel speed depends on the willing
agreements, of the people traveling. What life considers; life
gets. That’s the universal law.”

Wellum continued, after allowing time for
that concept to take hold. “As for reaching another galaxy, it’s so
much further. It’s perhaps several hundred thousand times the
distance than crossing one. One must also take into account, the
fact that the maximum speed of travel would have to approach the
speed of light squared, which no ship can travel. Nothing with life
in it, except for Jaron, when wearing that headpiece, can approach
it. Moreover, he only approached that speed because there were
Man-o-Wars, at both ends, and we used admiration particles, to move
him out from the universe and bring him back. These same particles
are the basis of gravity. Therefore, I make a conservative
calculation that it could take between one to three years; before
they get there and return. In addition, the more they return with,
the longer it will take to prepare. Furthermore, if there is a
reason why their invasion force wasn’t a hundred times its current
size, it was this alone. People who kill and torture, have heavy
considerations about life, have a low source of admiration, and
won’t travel fast.”

Yandra understood. He relayed the estimate
to the other commanders, who subsequently reaffirmed the expected
time return time.

Ω

The burrowing continued, for another two
weeks. There were five new entry points, which they had made, under
the Sequetus 2 base.

At the same time, there were smaller bases
and outposts that were in the process of capture. The result was
mostly one large mega base, left to subdue.

Yandra looked at the screens, which he had
erected.

Beel was watching along with six others.
“I’m not sure that this siege is working. We’ve lost seven craft,
in the last week, to the planet’s 400 K winds. We’ve lost over
three hundred personnel by simply trying to get onto the planet. If
our craft aren’t blown to bits, by enemy rockets, crushed by the
wind, then the sulfuric acid in the atmosphere eats into what is
left. Our suits are dissolved away, and we’ve an operational time
of only two hours out there.”

Yandra looked at them all. He understood
Beel. “Well, we can’t use atomics, because of what’s in there.
We’ve five machines, under two of their tunnels, now.”

Beel nodded. “Correct, but that cap rock is
fantastically hard, and wearing out our machinery.”

Yandra watched, as another two craft pulled
out from the atmosphere, after an aborted entry attempt. He shook
his head. The wind was the worst. It didn’t matter, that the
temperature was hundreds of degrees. They could overcome that for a
short time, but the wind was impossible, to fight.

He turned. “We’ve high atmospheric
temperature, due to the heating of the carbon dioxide atmosphere.
We have winds we can’t get through, and when we do, that acid eats
into our machines and suits. Therefore, the solution must be to
find out what they used, and how they did it. How did they get down
there and build it?”

They all stood, looking down at the planet.
They could see the plan of the base, on the screen. They had that
mapped out. The base they were trying to enter into had corridors
and passages, stretching at least a thousand Ks in many directions.
They had twenty levels, which they could find and monitor. There
were pockets of big open spaces, but mostly, the underground was
laced with a web, of thousands of Ks of tunnels. The question was,
how to get into them.

ψ


CHAPTER 3


NEW YORK

Polton Beel was back, in the old New York
library. They had slung wires into the building. Photosensitive
cells were put on the roof, and via satellites, the building and
its neighbors were being powered, every hour of the day.

“Have you been to Europe?” asked
Charlene.

Beel shook his head. “Yu Rup is really just
a place, in our stories o’ Sandrist. I read where it ‘s been dead,
for a hundred years noo, nothing alive at all, almost.”

Charlene handed Beel another book, on
ancient Sumerian history. “Do you really think you’re going to find
where these Talkron, as you call them, came from?”

“That’s what I believe. They were the first
here, if I’m right, an’ these books are our best clues.”

“What about just going there, to Sumer,
now?” asked Dianne, enjoying the chase, for data.

Beel shook his head. “The tablets that ‘re
once the pride o’ the Iraq museums; vanished at the turn of the
millennium. It seems a group o’ people stormed in on the museums,
on the heels of some invasion, and the tablets vanished. All ten
thousand vanished, in several trucks. The locals said it was people
from Yu Rup, who took ‘em.”

Dianne showed him a picture, of some of the
tablets. “How are you going to work out where they are and so on,
if you can’t find them. That’s impossible.”

Beel looked up. “Maybe. Nevertheless, if I
can get one or two, and take them to Jaron, maybe he can find the
others. It’s just an idea. Those Talkron came from somewhere, and
these clues you have here, on Earth, are from a long time ago, and
they may help.”

“What about their computers, up there?
Surely they are able to tell you,” suggested Dianne.

Beel laughed, not to ridicule Dianne’s
question, but because he thought it was a funny idea. “Nope. Those
‘n the moon actually melted literally, int’ a strange liquid, when
we stormed the moon bases. The entire moon network started t’ shut
down, before our eyes, an’ we had a heck of a time gett’n through
any doors, anywhere. Their security was good. Remember, we’re
dealing with people, who can traverse from another galaxy, an’ they
have technology, way ahead of ours.”

“Then; what is the point. How can we win?”
asked Charlene, holding the book closed.

“Please shine more light; here. I think I
see something.” The room brightened. “They may have that advantage,
but we’ve the necessity t’ become smarter, an’ that need is on our
side. Therefore, we’ll overcome them, if for that reason, alone. I
believe ‘n the goodness o’ mankind. We’ll win. Please pass me that
magnifying glass.”

Charlene handed him the glass.

“See here, this is the symbol of the
Talkron, ‘n the bottom left. It’s their star.”

“It’s broken. It shows nothing. What use is
that?”

Beel smiled. “I know, but the whereabouts of
this piece of clay didn’t come from Iraq, it was ‘n the Museum of
Sidnee, wherever that ’s.”

Dianne nodded. “Sydney is on the other side,
of the world.”

Beel smiled, and looked at them, both. “Have
ya’ ever been outside, o’ New York?”

Dianne and Charlene looked at each other,
shaking their heads, cautiously.

Ω

Jaron looked out, over the planet. He had
been in his ship, for six weeks, now. He hadn’t helped anyone. He
had just sat there, looking out over the world, and beyond. He
looked at his planet. Earth was once beautiful. It had been a ball
of blue and green. Now, it was brown, yellow and a small patch here
and there of green, but very small patches. He sighed.

Amanda was the ship, next to him. “You can’t
bring them back,” she said.

Jaron laughed, aloud.

“You think otherwise?” she asked.

“I know I could, if I really wanted to.”

Amanda knew it, too. “You aren’t going to go
there, are you?”

“Why not?”

“It’s immoral, to go against the agreements
of the universe.”

“Is it? Why is it immoral?” he asked.

Amanda thought about that. “Well, if anyone
could do it, they would, nothing would be the same, and everyone
would be changing it. Then; the game, and its rules, are lost.”

Jaron looked at a cloud. He loved the
clouds, but there were so few of them. “I’m the only one, who
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