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Part of this volume is a chapter named
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in the glossary is first used in the story it is shown slanted like
this. These are bookmarked to take you to the word definition in
the Glossary. 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
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Each miniseries can be read in its own
right.
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have an enjoyable reading experience.
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CHAPTER 1


NEW HORIZONS LATE 1069 BS

Jaron stepped out onto the balcony
overlooking the expansive subterranean cavern. He deeply breathed
in the cool air. It had been seven years since he and his tutor,
Letone, had been rescued off Sequetus 3.

His life was now spent in the catacomb
of subterranean caves of Yaltipia, the sister twin planet of Orbat
of the Pleiades. Yaltipia was the larger planet with a higher
specific gravity, one that the Pleiadians of Orbat found difficult
to tolerate, over long periods of time.

The Pleiadians on Orbat were an
immigrant race settled with the blessing of the Aaron, the native
and stronger race of the Pleiades. Over the millennia the Aaron had
vanished from the surface of the planets, to assume a self-bestowed
destiny of incognito control, over the galaxy. The Aaron left the
apparency of a nomadic few on the surface, which gave the
impression that the Aaron race had not been lost completely. They
continued to trade and perform duties for what appeared to be the
more technically advanced Pleiadians of Orbat. The Aaron traveled
through the galaxy, unknown to the Pleiadians of Orbat, who saw
their native landlords as more, an enigma than an ally or a threat.
Often the Aaron was called upon to maintain the fields and mine
machinery for the Pleiadians, on Yaltipia.

The Pleiadians, in fear of being
persecuted and found by an ancestral predator, had now long
vanished in time, from other parts of the galaxy, and were
reclusive, to the point of paranoia.

On the surface of Yaltipia, grew
fields of meticulously mechanically attended crops, for Pleiadian
consumption. Living below those crops was a race actively and
desperately mapping out the future of humankind, for a
galaxy.

Jaron stretched. Letone entered the
room. He seemed not to age. They both pulled up a seat, at the far
table. The room was plain, small, devoid of much furniture, and
seven levels below the ground surface. The walls were bare,
revealing only the hardened natural calcified rock.

Jaron opened a file and spread out its
contents. He looked up at the old man. “I understand that the
Temples have contracted the Malukans to construct a Warp Drive
Fleet. Are there any military craft included in the latest
order?”

Letone smiled. “No. They still have
only the obsolete traditional drive military craft, which they
inherited when they assumed governmental control of Jilta six years
ago. Most of the military craft are still stationed around Jilta or
its nearby systems. None have been moved to the outer
systems.”

“Hmm. Will the Jiltanians survive
another year without being forced to arm themselves?”

“Unlikely. I expect the Centorians
will finally have the numbers, this year.”

“We can’t intervene?”

Letone looked away. “We have
interfered too much already. It is not the way of the Aaron to use
the Boguard to control the minds of their patrons, even if it is
for their own survival. We came close to corrupting our own
self-determined proclamation for humankind, fifteen years ago when
you and I were salvaged from the Sequetus System. That was a
necessary exposure of the Aaron.”

“The mistakes made in manipulating the
minds of the nineteen Cordellos, after the last three Sortets can’t
be repeated.”

Jaron stood and looked out over the
view. “Yes, I understand. The plan and control of the galaxy is in
a delicate balance. One small push against the real desires of
mankind can whiplash backwards, with terrible force. What we need
is one more year, and then the Temples will have the strength to
survive a military attack by the Bank plus the Palboan
Federationists.”

Letone nodded and looked through the
files on the table.

Jaron was caught in reverie about
Jilta, the great planet that had been his home, many lifetimes ago,
under the guidance of Hymondy III. It was now the first Federation
planet, to come under the direct rule of the Temple.

Jilta now had a duly elected
government, of both short-lifers and Federationists, alike. The
majority of that government belonged to the Temple. Jilta was the
proof that both short and long-lifers could cooperate and live in
harmony. Added to that, was that the economy and quality of life on
Jilta was continually improving. Once again, its Academias were the
most sought after, typifying the resurgence of knowledge, which was
now so common on Templar planets.

Ω

The head psycho-surgeon looked down at
his patient. He sighed. He had been recently highly commended, for
his work. To him, his work was an art, as beautiful as any that he
had seen in the city galleries.

The patient writhed, terror evident in
his eyes. The straps that held him down were firm. The
psycho-surgeon plunged the long needle, deep into the patient’s
trembling arm. He watched the man's eyes lose their fear, the
eyelids flutter, his eyes dilate and the body relax.

The psycho-surgeon smiled. This was
the fifth military commander this week, to need his services. He
stared at the body, which was still experiencing a slight spasm,
every twelve seconds. There was no feeling sorry for this man. Like
the others, he had to return to slay their enemies. Still, he knew
exactly what he was doing to the wretched person, in front of
him.

Secretly, the psycho-surgeon had
studied the forbidden recordings of Torren. They were outlawed to
the lower ranks of psycho-surgeons, but he had a friend who had
managed to get hold of the Recorded-Lectures of Sequetus, while
visiting one of the Outer-Worlds, on a raiding vessel.

The psycho-surgeon swallowed as he
concentrated and swung the man into the psychrat-chamber. He
watched on the screen, as the patient's eyes opened to the
subliminal commands.

The psycho-surgeon thought of the time
when he had put his own wife and children in the chamber, when they
had been subject to the implanting of thoughts and ideas, which
were not really their own. Still, he knew that it was done for the
good of the Bank and the Federation, which was now otherwise slowly
losing its power. This was the Warp Drive Bank’s last chance to
regain their former great authority, over the galaxy.

Macy was this psycho-surgeon's name.
He swallowed and fought the thought that what he was doing could be
wrong. He thought that it might help himself, if only he could
scream sometimes. Perhaps that could rid him, of the haunting
images of the people he had treated.

Macy pressed the image focus, which
projected into the rear of the patient's retina. He knew this
image. It was the same for many of the high commanders, a series of
sequential pictures, showing the patient’s own wife and family
being tortured, by Templars. One scene showed the patient’s wife
being raped, by a short-lifer. Accompanying the video imagery was
the subliminal sounds, and story of the images. Whether the patient
liked it or not, these computer constructed pictures, would now
form part of his memory. This would now be his new reality. This
would now be the world which the patient knew. He too would soon
hate the short-lifers and the Templars. He wouldn’t allow them even
faint mercy in battle.

Macy watched, as the military
commander in the psychron chamber was injected with a very light
hallucinogen, which would make the memory seem more solid, more
lasting, and more real. Slowly, Macy turned up the voltage and the
patient began to stiffen. His whole body was being put through an
electric field. The patient would be feeling pain, and the pain was
increased, to the median level. The patient’s body, and mind needed
to associate the pain with the images. The body began to writhe
again. Slowly, Macy turned the power down. The image showed the
wife being beheaded. A sharp short jolt of electricity ran through
the commander’s chest. The images began to blur and then fade away.
The sound explained that this had occurred while the commander was
on his last mission. The recording further said: “Totally forget
his treatment by the psycho-surgeons, who are good; the
psycho-surgeons are here to help the people of the Federation; the
long-lived Federationists must take revenge on the short-lifers,
for what they have done to the families and the galaxy of the
long-lifers.”

Macy tried to smile, as he removed the
commander, from the chamber. He wondered what really happened to
the man's wife. He supposed that she was in another retreat getting
a similar dose of the psychrat-chamber. It seemed so unfair, that
they would never see each other again, but this was the way to
salvage the Federation.

Macy tried to reassure himself that
soon there would be no need for the chamber, and that soon the
Federation and the Bank would be strong again, and that the galaxy
could live in peace.

Macy looked at the next patient. His
eyes were also in terror. Macy glanced at the record on the base of
the mobile bench. “You have seen action at Sequetus 3,” Macy said,
with high admiration. He bent down and stared at the man. Another
commander, but this time it was a fleet commander.

Macy knew that the man couldn’t speak
in reply. He was far too sedated; but his eyes could communicate.
“You must have slipped up badly,” Macy said. He filled the syringe
and stared at the man. “What was it like, on Sequetus 3? Was it a
desert, as they say? Was it all but destroyed by the
short-lifers?”

Macy looked at the card. He then
looked at his patient. It seemed that the man knew something, which
had to be forgotten. His program plan said that he was to have no
memory about the past twenty years. In its place, he was to have
the memory of being a clerk for the Ministry for
Surgeons.

Macy put down the card. “If only you
could talk. I want to know so much, about the planet Earth. Is the
ghost of Torren still there?” He looked at the man's eyes, which
seemed to be pleading with him, to let him go. This man obviously
knew so much. “You saw what happened to the commander before you,
didn’t you?” Macy seemed to perceive a slight quivering from the
patient's eyes.

Macy swallowed and plunged the needle
into the man's arm. He watched the familiar fluttering of eyes. He
did not put him into the chamber this time, but placed him beside
the previous commander.

Immediately, a door behind opened and
three orderlies entered.

Macy smiled. “This one is ready for
the recovery ward, along with the others, over there. Transport
them. I’ll be up later, to see them.”

Macy left. The fleet commander was
never programmed.

Two days later, Macy was reported
dead, in an accidental laboratory fire. Only a few charred remains
of his body were found, along with his metal pass-card.

Ω

Jaron's tunno-car was swiftly
descending to the lower shafts, dropping twenty-three levels, to
emerge in a small cavern, which only a handful of Aaron knew
about.

Quickly, he strode to the central dais
and stopped. Letone and several other Boguard, were already there.
Slowly, the body of one of their brothers was being carried from
the dais to lie beside those, of his companions. Jaron did not need
to ask. They were all dead, seven Aaron, dead before their time.
They had died, unannounced and accidentally.

Letone motioned Jaron to move, into
the center of the dais. Jaron had only ever been here, once before,
and was slightly familiar with the operations. It was from these
caverns, that the Aaron searched for higher life forms, which they
believed existed. They had reasoned, that all sentient beings had
the inbuilt belief, in a higher life form. Some cultures worshipped
and had assigned it, total responsibility for their lives and all
that happened, while others simply believed only in its
presence.

The Boguard were a race and culture,
of the latter. They believed that somewhere out there was a higher
infinite existence, something that had existed beyond man, and was
possibly even still, evolving. It was possibly greater, than all
the human forms put together. It was in these rooms that they
searched for it. Letone stared at the seats, which the seven had
sat in. They were unmarked, yet the bodies were burned, beyond
recognition.

Letone thought to his young
charge. There will be no further search
until the cause of this misadventure is explained.

Jaron answered.
I don’t understand.

Simple. The Aaron is not
only searching this universe for a higher life form. There are
other universes; universes without matter and energy. That is where
these Aaron were searching when they vanished.

Vanished?

Vanished. Only the charred
bodies remain. There is no life presence here. It is as if all life
was sucked from their bodies, and their bodies then slowly
combusted. Even the cellular life existence seems to have been
sucked away, in order to achieve this affect. Our brothers are
still some place however, but far removed from here and
now.

Jaron nodded and the pair
left.

Ω

Mirak stood in front of the Warp Drive
Bank Board of Directors. The most senior psycho-surgeon on Palbo
was standing, in front of them.

Mirak's face was red with anger. It
seemed about to explode.
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Brandon Mirak of Palbo

Mirak screamed. “What do you mean that
you lost him? How can you lose a patient? Do you know what that
Fleet Commander knows? He knows every piece of our military
operation. He has begun to feel sympathy for the enemy, and you
want to treat him. All right! Instead of demoting him, as would
normally be the case, and shipping him to who knows where, you
convince me that he can be programmed to forget and then become
better, more useful, and more hateful of the enemy than ever
before. So what do you total incompetents do? You lose
him!”

Mirak drew for breath and began his
torrent of abuse again. “If you don’t have him in three days I’ll
personally begin dismantling your program! You know what I
mean!”

Mirak felt a slight prick on his arm
and looked down and then at the psycho-surgeon. He couldn’t believe
it. His vision began to blur and his muscles began to tense. He
tried to scream but only gagged on his own breath. He felt his legs
begin to lose strength and give way. At the same time the far door
opened and three white-cloaked orderlies entered. They grabbed
Mirak and escorted him out of the room.

The psycho-surgeon smiled at the Board
of Directors and said, “Don’t be concerned for Director Mirak. He
only needs rest. I understand that he has been overworked. We will
give him a check-up at the Noble Retreat, where we can assess his
health and he can recover in a peaceful environment.”

The psycho-surgeon looked around at
the Board of Directors and smiled once again. He produced a scroll.
“Of course, for us to assist our leader, we will need fully signed
consent.” He passed around the paper to each of the Board members.
They in turn applied their seals of approval.

The psycho-surgeon thanked them, and
strode out of the room. He smiled to himself. The operation had
been simpler, than he had imagined. Each of the Board had
previously been conditioned and programmed, in earlier times. The
disappearance of the Fleet Commander from one of their hospitals
was a coup. Mirak really went insane there, for a moment. His fit
seemed so natural; there was so much authenticity, in the final
moments.

The psycho-surgeon exited the building
and stepped into the ground floater, awaiting him. It was he, who
was the most powerful man in the galaxy, at this time. Now, it was
time to move into the next phase.

The psychron technician, who was
listening to the events in Brandon Mirak's office, nodded, as the
whole operation obviously went precisely as planned. All he had to
do now, was to speak a few words of peaceful condolence and the
Board Members would be satisfied that Brandon Mirak was in capable
hands.

The technician reached for one of his
favorite speeches and turned it on. Its subliminal message reached
the Board instantly and from the screens; the technician soon saw
them disperse, quietly and happily.

Ψ


CHAPTER 2


ATARAN

Jaron stepped from the elevator car,
onto the third level. Here, he could see across to the second tier
of the Aaron Library. He turned; the gold embroidery of his flowing
black uniform sparkling as he strode down the granite floor,
towards the far shelves.

He looked about him. This library was
the largest of all the Aaron academic facilities. Jaron was in the
city of Ataran, which housed the Boulan, the ruling class of Aaron,
which predicted and controlled much of the future, of some of the
galactic civilizations. There were five hundred Boulan, out of two
million Aaron, of which ten percent were in faraway parts of the
galaxy serving as Boguard.

Jaron glanced down, towards the ends
of the Great Library. He had been admitted to the Boulan himself,
only just three years ago. This was evident as extra braid, on his
robe. He pulled his hood back.

Being Boulan, meant he had access to
data on the second tier, of the Great Library. It was here, that
the prediction and manipulation of broad galactic events took
place.

All Aaron could access the third tier
of the library. It was the intention, that all the information of
the entire known galaxy, would be stored here, eventually. From
here, events could be predicted and then to some degree,
controlled. The third tier was available via computer, while it was
the second tier that took up shelf space. There was no electronic
access, to this level of data. Everything in it was in hard copy,
only.

Jaron looked down the rows and rows of
shelves, which stretched for hundreds of paces in both directions.
He had heard that if the third tier were in hard copy, then it
would have taken up half of the planet's surface. The only data
that Jaron was not permitted access to, was in the first tier. This
was reserved to only fifty Boulan. He had been told that one day,
he would be entitled to First Tier Library rights.
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Part of the Aaron second tier
library

Jaron shook from his thoughts, and
looked around. There were approximately another seventy Boulan
currently in the second tier. His mission was to add to the
library, more of his memories of Earth. In the past twelve months,
he had been compiling a seventh volume of his experiences, on the
small planet of his birth.

Jaron sat back in a wicker chair,
pulled out a pen and began to write down more memoirs, in the
current volume.

Letone, Jaron knew, might need a lot
more time before all the knowledge he had regarding Earth, would be
written down. The rules of the Library were that no one left
Yaltipia, until their mission at the Library had been
completed.

Jaron leaned back. He had been at it,
for seven hours now. He rose from his desk and stretched, closed
the folder and walked over, to a nearby shelf. Moving a rolling
ladder into position, he stepped
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