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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, and the
EARTH SYNDROME MINISERIES are works of fiction. Names of individuals and companies used in the book, unless
historical fact, are fiction.

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

Part of this volume is a
chapter named Glossary, a list of terms and words and what they mean. When a word
in the glossary is first used in the story, it’s slanted
like this.

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. 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 and fulfilling reading
experience.
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FEDERATION SECTORS AROUND
PALBO


CHAPTER 1

 


AMANDA

 


 


Jaron and Akeala disembarked, from the ship.
It had taken three months, to get there. The map they held showed
both the crater and the impact point, which they sought.

“Over there,” called
Akeala.

Jaron looked and could see the
ridge.

Akeala started to bound towards it.

“Careful Aki, it mightn’t be
totally safe,” called Jaron, as he watched his daughter leap over a
small crater. He turned down his internal helmet lighting, so that
he could see more clearly, and watch Akeala’s
torchlight.

Jaron received a message, across his visor. It
was Amy. She was worried about him, as their ship had orbited to
the other side of the moon and they had lost direct contact. Now,
however, she could see him.

Jaron smiled. “I think we have it; this time.
I can feel it.”

He could see Amy’s face plainly on his visor,
now. She replied. “I feel nothing. I also have a creepy feeling;
being here. It is like walking on egg shells, with the dead
sleeping, beneath you.”

Jaron laughed at the metaphor. “Perhaps true,
but she will be here, somewhere, and the fact that she can’t be
found by our sensors, means she is here; fully aware.”

Amy sighed.

Akeala called over. “Papa… oh hi Aunt
Amy.”

“Hi Aki… please be
careful.”

“Oh, Aunty, there isn’t a
thing…oh…” Akeala dropped from view and her sensors cut
out.

Jaron couldn’t see her. There was plenty of
light; to see by, and the ground where she just was, could be
clearly observed, and yet, she was gone. Jaron looked around as if
he was squinting. He had to turn down his visor, again, as Amy was
becoming frantic. “Stay there, Amy. I can sense her, both of
them.”

Jaron looked around and Belkron Blu was to his
left.

He could feel something. “It gives me the
spooks, sir.”

“Over there.” Jaron pointed. There
was nothing.

Belkron shrugged; inside his suit. He was watching, as Jaron walked
over to a small crater. Jaron vanished. “Oh, Amy, this is creepy,
now they both have gone! I’m going to walk
closer…”

Amy was watching; from their ship. It was a
standard Man-o-War. Its captain looked at Amy. He nodded. “He has
them.”

Amy wasn’t so confident, but she took some
solace, from his words. Still, she noted nothing.

Down below, Jaron could sense he was now out
of contact, with above. He could see Aki, beside the
ship.

Jaron checked his air and saw that he had two
hours left. “Aki, you found her. Very well done,
daughter.”

Akeala looked up, at her
father, and then along the hull of the damaged Man-o-War.

Jaron looked at her. “I can feel your
thoughts. What is it?”

“Papa, I can see the ship, but I’m
not convinced that the ship was alive as you said. I mean, how can
hardware be alive? Ever?”

Jaron looked at his daughter, and then the
ship and then the blue world of Kantee above them. He loved space
and he loved his beautiful daughter. He could feel the ship,
watching and listening. He thought his daughter was so clever. He
smiled. “There is life, to a degree, in everything. However, when
you enable something to make a choice, even if otherwise
predetermined, more life will inhabit it. Cells in our bodies have
many choices and have lots of life. Well, with a ship, when it is
highly computerized, and I mean like a computer that could run a
planet, life will want to inhabit it. You know that, and that is
what we have; here.”

“Why did she crash then, if she is
alive?”

“She lost her
captain, after the battle of Kantee. He went down to this moon,
where he then died. He returned to the Pleiades as you know, after death,
leaving his crippled body here, but his ship went into mourning,
and well… here she is.”

“Why did she crash,
papa?”

“She will have to tell us that,
herself. For really, I might never know. Some ships can’t handle
the loss of their captain, as it is like losing a brother, sister,
mother or someone perhaps even more dear to them. Few make it
through, and they wish to die too, and return to where they came
from.”

“Why did she not go back then,
Papa?” asked Akeala.

“I think we will need to ask Amanda
that question.”

“How can we ask, if she won’t
accept our help? She has been hiding and did a good job. I had to
stumble right over her to find her. Her shroud was
magnificent.”

Jaron ran his glove, slowly,
over her hull. He knew better, than to try to talk to the ship. He
knew Amanda, from
days gone by. He also knew many ships were never resurrected, when
they went this far. Yet, he had argued that Amanda could be brought
back, and mightn’t go over, to the other side. They had searched
the Kantee moon for weeks, until Akeala found this one series of
craters, which seemed to have less impact points, than prior to the
battle of Kantee. Thus, she reasoned, this was the crash site,
shrouded with the image of the ground, before Amanda ditched her
herself, onto the Kantee moon.

This wasn’t unusual, for a grieving ship,
which had lost its captain. Jaron’s mission was to bring her out of
her grief; and cajole her back to the Pleiades.

Jaron thought to the ship. There was no
response. He did it again, and kept it up, for an hour.

By then, Akeala was looking about, showing him
the time, which remained, and the lack of air. Jaron nodded. He
motioned for Akeala to switch her spare air, to his, and for her,
to make her way out. The others in orbit would be
worried.

Akeala complied, farewelled her father, and
headed out, to the blurring edges of the shroud.

Jaron checked the tank, and noted that he now
had two hours of air left. He sat.

Back on the Man-o-War, Akeala
looked at Amy. They had noted the region covered by the shroud;
where Amanda had to be. Around them were other Man-o-Wars, all
equally alive, thinking to each other, compassionate in knowing
that one of their own was down, and hurting. They too, shared their
sister’s grief, but were powerless to do anything. It had to be
someone, who was human; who communicated to Amanda. Those were
their rules, for being there. They knew what Jaron was doing, and
what he wanted. He would be a good match, as captain for Amanda, if
she accepted, if she could come to terms with her grief, over
losing Captain Bigow.

Amy was getting worried. They had sent down
tank after tank of air; it had been eight hours now, and still
Amanda hadn’t responded.

Akeala was worried; too. “Are you sure that
she is alive, I mean there?”

Amy looked over.

She is there; girl,
came the thought from the ship, in which they
were.

Akeala smiled. “Sorry.”

Jaron caressed the hull, again. This would be
the twentieth time, which he had walked around the ship, feeling
her surface, feeling her pain. He could feel her loss, the anger at
losing her friend, her captain. She didn’t want another captain.
She didn’t want anyone else. She wanted Bigow.

Jaron saw that he had only twenty minutes of
air, remaining. He sat down; next to the hatch. “It is no use,” he
said to himself, looking out and up at the craft, which he could
now see hovering, a few Ks, above him.

He had only five minutes of air; left. He had
stopped anyone coming to him. He willed them away, but in a way, so
that Amanda wasn’t able to hear his thoughts. He wondered to
himself, if the risk here, was worth it, as he shielded his
thoughts.

He swallowed. What if there was no air;
inside? Even if she did open the doors now, he could still die. He
looked at his air meter. He was down to three minutes.

Akeala was pulling at Amy. “We have to go
down. Don’t you understand? That stupid ship is going to kill him,
and he is the only father, I have. Let me go, Aunty!” At that
point, Akeala pulled herself free and bounded to the doors, fully
suited up.

Amy raced after her to the steps.

She is lifting,
came the thought.

Who? asked Amy, not knowing whom this ship was thinking
about.

Amanda.

“He is in Aki, come
back.”

Jaron was inside the Man-o-War, Amanda. He had
only a minute left, of air. Amanda was still not answering his
thoughts, but she had coerced him to the bridge, and when he got
there, he was relieved to find it was pressurized. He removed his
helmet, and saw the door close.

“Thank you Amanda.”

“You aren’t welcome,” came the
reply, over the speakers.

Jaron smiled and was about to say something,
when Amanda said, “Don’t be so smug, as we aren’t going anywhere! I
just couldn’t let you die. That is all. Do not think it is anymore;
than that. This moon has claimed enough; from me.”

Jaron looked around.
I understand, he thought
to her.

There was no reply, so he sat; next to the
captain’s chair.

Good, you didn’t sit
there.

Jaron looked at the vacant captain’s chair.
“Yes, of course, I wouldn’t.”

There was silence; for the next twenty
minutes. Jaron said nothing. He didn’t touch anything. He just sat.
He knew he could stay alive in this ship, for the next month if
needed, without water, food or even sleep. Therefore, he just
waited.

“Are you just going sit there, like
that; for eternity?” came the voice, after an hour.

Jaron just looked up, and around the room.
“It’s nice to hear your voice.”

There was silence, for another hour. Then; a
single light came on, under a screen, then another, and after four
seconds, the entire set of screens, and then, the walls came alive.
Next, the floor and walls and the ceilings lit up. The lines
through the metal began to pulsate; with life.

“Are you just going to sit there?
Get in your seat,” commanded the ship.

Jaron moved; into the captain’s chair. “Yes,
Ma’am.”

He waited and started to feel the mind, around
him. He could sense her anger.

What is it you want?
She asked. I’m not
yours.

Jaron nodded.
I want to find those; who murdered Captain
Bigow.

Jaron felt the huge surge, of
thought and anger, towards him. He held it off. I’m not one of those, who did that, Amanda.

Sorry. You are right. Can
I? She asked.

Jaron nodded and opened his mind to her. He
wanted her to see that his motives were transparent, where he
wanted to go, where he had been and what he wanted to do with
her.

He felt Amanda smile.
And Amy, too? She
asked.

Jaron was surprised.
Do you know her?

Amanda knows her. She is good, and
a friend.

Amy is my friend. Can I invite her
inside?

Yes, came the thought; reluctantly.

 


Ω

 


Amy sat; beside Jaron.

Akeala was there, cautiously surveying the
ship. She asked, “Is this ship really alive?”

Jaron looked over, at Amy.

“Aki, that is a very rude comment,
to make here. It is like an animal asking if you, if you are alive.
Everything is alive, and all existence has a small measure of
created life, even those things, which others consider inanimate. A
Man-o-War? It is very much alive, and Amanda is alive, just as you
and I are also alive.”

Akeala looked around, at the walls and floor.
It didn’t look that alive; to her.

Jaron, feeling the tenseness in the air,
changed the subject. “We are going to turn on the computer, to show
us the circumstances of Captain Bigow’s death. Ready?” he asked
Amy.

Amy looked around, and nodded. Akeala
shrugged.

The screens came on, at
Jaron’s touch, and commenced showing their invasion of Kantee. They
saw Amy leaving, right on cue. Next, the others departed, leaving
Amanda and Bigow as the only ones, on this side of the moon. Bigow
was now outside inspecting some damage, which seemed to have
happened to the hull of the ship, during the confrontation with
the Kantee Space
Command. Suddenly, out of nowhere, came three rockets. Bigow jetted
away from the ship, ordering Amanda to leave, to warp out; now. She
refused. He ordered again. The rockets were almost upon him. He
dodged the rockets, and then three lasers struck out and somehow,
Bigow suffered injuries to his face and leg. Then; they hit again;
a huge bolt of bright light came from the left and the lasers were
smothered by a large shadow, which covered that section of the
moon. Bigow began to sink slowly down, onto the
surface.

Akeala stared incredulously, as his body
divided into two portions, then the laser was shielded away, by
some kind of … nothingness. Akeala could see the nothingness; being
hit, and hit again, by the lasers.

The ship began to heave. Akeala looked about,
worriedly. The ship heaved again, and again.

“Papa, what is happening? Are we
under attack? Please help; quickly.” Akeala called.

Jaron just held up his hand and indicated to
her, to be silent.

The ship heaved; again.

Amy leaned over and whispered, “Amanda is
grieving, child. Respect her. Please.”

Akeala held her hand, to her mouth and looked
around. The walls seemed to have a faint glow, to their
solidity.

Jaron reached over, and played the recording
again. It was the same, but this time, they saw the look on Bigow’s
face, as he saw something that caused him sheer terror. Then; the
lasers struck.

The ship again heaved, and heaved. A very loud
yowling noise came from the bowels of the ship.

Akeala was about to say that it was spooky,
when Jaron put his hand on her arm, and whispered, “Be Boguard, if
nothing else, Aki. Be silent, or leave.” He turned back, to the
controls and replayed the images; again.

The ship was reverberating
now, and the yowls were coming stronger, and louder and even more
deafening. Jaron played the images, another three times and then he
asked, Amanda, what did he communicate to
you, before he left?

The ship heaved again, and again. It seemed to
Aki, that the ship might even tear itself apart, and she wondered
how the structure was able to hold itself; together.

A whimper came; into Jaron’s
mind. He said…. The ship heaved, again.

He said…. He was sorry …. Sorry ….
That he couldn’t protect… me… me….

The ship heaved again, but it was less; this
time.

What did you not say then, that
you wanted to say; that you held back?

The ship heaved.
I wanted to say that I loved him. He was my
captain and I failed… I failed… I failed him.

The floor started to buckle up; the walls
began to push inwards.

Akeala was sure that they were close to death,
and would die. Yet, she couldn’t work out how the ship didn’t break
up, even if it was still on the moon’s floor.

Jaron asked the question, repeatedly. Each
time, the reaction of the ship became less. Then there was
nothing.

Amanda?

Yes Jaron?

Can you answer my daughter’s
question - what is life?

Amanda thought for a moment. Then the ship
started to shake; up and down.

Amy smiled, and seeing the concern return to
Akeala’s face, said, “Lighten up child, she is laughing at you,
now.”

Akeala looked around, and saw the floor and
walls getting brighter, that the lines and pulsating lights had
returned, which she knew indicated that the ship was
alive.

Aki? Came a thought, into Akeala’s mind.

Akeala stood up and looked around. Jaron
smiled.

Aki? I’m all around you. My name
is Amanda. Can we be friends?

Akeala had never interacted
with a ship; before. That was way above her training and
expectation. She nodded. Yes,
she thought back.

Can you help me?
Was the next thought, which came to
Akeala.

Yes, she answered, a bit wimpishly.

The ship slowly began to rise; from the moon’s
surface. The screens changed; to show there, under the ship, in a
shallow depression, was the body of Captain Bigow. His ship had
protected his body, in a shallow crater, for the past many
months.

Amy leaned across. “That explains why she
didn’t leave. She is still protecting - him. Aki, it is your honor
to go out and retrieve her bonded Captain. Do you want
help?”

Akeala shook her head. “I feel this
is a greatness I’m being afforded. I would like to take the
responsibility, of accepting that; alone.” Aki bowed her head to
Amy and turned. She slowly wiped a tear away.

Amy slightly nodded back.

As Akeala stepped away she
looked back at her father and Amy, a thought came to her.
Thank you.

 


Ω

 


Akeala was returning inside, with
the body of Bigow. It was frozen, lacerated and cut into pieces. It
didn’t feel heavy, as there was almost zero gravity. Amy was fully
suited, at the entry door; waiting.

Akeala looked up, at the ship. She looked at
it and then beyond. Above; were another four Man-o-Wars. She felt
something there, and it wasn’t the captains. It was a kindred
feeling; between the ships. They, the ships themselves, seemed to
be watching her; looking at Akeala, as well as Amanda.

It then dawned on Akeala,
that these ships were, what could be termed a race. They looked
after themselves, but worked with Boguard, and served with Boguard.
They were a race, and together they stuck. They above, were looking
after Amanda. Akeala felt their concern. She looked at them, and
nodded. They seemed to return her feelings, of admiration. In
addition, she thought she felt a faint series of
thank you, in
return.

 


 


Ψ


CHAPTER 2






RENDEZVOUS

 


 


After the farewell-ceremony
on Yaltipia, where
Captain Bigow’s body was laid to rest, and words read for him to
return, Akeala was looking around the cavern wondering, what she
was going to do, next. Being Boguard was exciting, or it should
be, she thought to herself. However, being in a boring old cave in
the Pleiades, hiding; might seem okay, but….

Jaron walked over,
with Sheril by his
side. “Aki, I can feel your thoughts. You need to keep up your
study and practice of The
Way, and you will get
there.”

Akeala shook her head. “I
think there needs to be a reason, a motivating force, which has
lost me; now. I wonder if I should return to Palbo, or even Rambus. I liked that,
and chasing after you, Papa. That had a reason, and the Cordukes
were fun.” She sighed.

“Aki, I’m going to the Sequetus
Series, on a recognizance mission. You have been named, as one of
the crew.”

Akeala brightened up a bit. She threw a pebble
into the pond and watched the ripples, move outwards. “What is the
point?” she asked.

Sheril kneeled down, beside her ex-husband’s
daughter. “Aki, can I call you that?”

Aki turned from her stepmother. “If you
wish.”

Sheryl pointed to the pond. “That one stone,
all it did, when it hit the water; was to cause the ripples to
travel, to every corner of the pond. We are like that, and the
ripples from us, are felt; all through the galaxy.”

Akeala nodded. “I know. I’ve been told that;
before.” She threw another pebble, to watch the splash.

Sheril sighed, “I suppose
I’ll have to tell Castano, to get a replacement. You
were to be; his second in command.”

Akeala stood up straight, hugged
Sheril, and then her father. “You are so mean, both of you. You
should have told me. When do we go to briefing? I will be ready to
lift off; in an hour.” She hugged Sheril again, and ran
off.

Jaron watched her leave, and
smiled.

Sheryl gave him a strong look. “She is right.
You are mean to her, sometimes in a fun way.”

 


Ω

 


Akeala met her father again, after
her first briefing. “You knew I wasn’t going straight to Earth. Why
am I going to boring old Palbo, again?”

Jaron straightened. “It isn’t my place to
replace your Mission-Ops. Do you not know why you are going
there?”

“To pick up someone for you, who
you think is important.” She looked at him. “That sounds boring,
Papa.”

Jaron looked upwards to the center of the
cavern. He looked back down. “I see. Who would be so important,
that I’d send my own daughter to fetch them?”

Jaron waited, and waited and finally watched
his daughter arrive at the answer.”

“Mother? I’m going to pick up
mother? Really? She is improving?” Her lips began to
quiver.

Jaron looked at her and said
nothing.

“Why? The psycho-surgeons damaged
her, when they passed all that electricity and knives through her
brain. Why, she can’t do anything.” Akeala waited a few seconds,
and asked, “Oh! What’s changed?”

Jaron looked away, again, still saying
nothing.

Akeala was watching him carefully now. “Unless
– do you think, that there is some way, to fix her? Is that
it?”

Jaron smiled at his daughter, and with a lot
of effort, he held back the tears, in his own eyes.

Akeala just jumped at him, and put her arms
around his neck, kissing him, as a tear rolled down her cheek. She
stood there, holding onto her father, and began to sob.

Soon, Jaron moved back, so that he could talk
to her. “I just have a theory, that’s all.”

“I love you, Papa.” He watched her,
as she ran away; down a path. She called back, “I love
you.”

He called back. “No promises.”

“I don’t care.” She ran inside the
corridor. “I love you.”

 


Ω

 


The five Man-o-Wars left
Yaltipia, for the world of warp drive space. It would be two
months, before they neared their rendezvous position. Out there in
the warp fields, they could somehow sense the destroyers of
Commander Beel and his
crews, even though they were hundreds of light years,
away.”

 


Ω

 


On another mission, was a single Man-o-War,
transporting Castano and his group.

Castano was a Corduke, and not
Boguard. He could still not quite get around the reality, that the
Boguard ship itself was life, as distinct from someone, just
running the computer section.

“It would seem feasible, if someone
said the computer was alive, but the hardware of the ship?” he
commented.

Akeala sighed. “Of course, she is alive. The
ship is her body and she imbues it with her presence, the same as
you do, with your body. It has cells, but they are a different
creation than yours, different material. Yet; they are equally as
alive, as we are. The fact that she wants to take procession of a
ship, is no more questionable, as to why you would want to take
procession of a body, before or at birth, is it?”

Castano looked at this young fountain of
wisdom, bubbling away.

She continued, enjoying captivating his
attention. “Do you really know your own reason, as to why you came
into this universe and chose the body, that you have,
Captain?”

Captain Castano looked long at this young
woman, whom he admired and respected. He had seen her in action,
against the Talkron. She had ability. Castano put his hand, on his
allocated bridge section. He felt the metal, and it seemed to
pulse, as though communicating to him. “Sometimes, I wonder if I
can feel him; under this. It is a him, err, isn’t it,
he?”

Akeala smiled and pressed
Castano’s hand, onto the wall. “Yes, his name is Ginola. He is
quite old in our world, a veteran ship, of thousands of
Standard Years. He can
feel you, when you touch him. He likes your touch. He isn’t really
a he, however, as the Man-o-Wars don’t have a gender. But, they
amuse themselves and us, by presenting themselves, as
such.”

Castano looked at the floor and the pulsing
lights, which ran along the seams.

“You can try to think to him, if
you want. He is there and will receive your thoughts, and may
answer you.” She added.

Castano smiled. “Perhaps. Right now, I see the
commanders have us coming out from warp drives into the physical
universe, around the rendezvous point.”

They both looked at the screens, which had
changed from their warp drive purple color, to the blackness of
space, studded with stars.

Amy looked on, at Akeala. She
smiled to herself and wondered what it was like, to be young. She
reflected back to her early days on Rambus, and the fun she
and Anki used to
have, until the pirates came, and they had to take refuge on
Jilta.

That was when Amy found out
her friend Anki was actually the Master
Templar’s daughter. “We were a pair, in
that Royal Court,” reflected Amy. She sighed. That was taken away
from her, when she and Anki went back to Rambus.

They had to fight for their freedom, then.
While they won, out of sheer evil some crazed group of
psycho-surgeons had cut out part of Anki’s pre-frontal lobes, to
prevent her from being victorious.

Amy swore a dozen oaths, that
she would even the score, a thousand times over. She swore at the
image of Brandon Mirak, the images of the psycho-surgeons she had killed, and
their patsy psychrons. She also recalled the Talkron, those seemingly behind it
all, those she had killed, and those she still had interned, in her
own private mental universe.

A tear rolled down her cheek, as she reflected
her lost younger days, and how there was little room for fun, now.
The universe really wasn’t what it seemed; out there. It was an
illusion, painted over make believe. How long would it take, for
all sentient life to be free, she wondered.

Amy looked over, to see Akeala and Castano
watching her. They smiled. They somehow understood. She reached up
and touched the scars on her neck, from those days. She felt the
mental pain, as much as anything physical.

Akeala came over, and held Amy by the hand.
“Aunty, we will be there soon, and you will be with your old
friend, my mother.” Akeala couldn’t hold it back anymore, and she
looked away with moist eyes, while trying to watch the approach; to
Palbo.

Castano understood. He said
nothing. Down there, he also sensed the mixed feelings. There was
that old hostility of Palbo: to the rest of the galaxy. There was
still the underground network, of Talkron agents. He knew that the
Temple hadn’t found them all, and that the hunt still went on. He
could feel the anxiety of Akeala, for her mother. He even wondered
about his own capability, to lead a joint Corduke-Boguard mission. It was an honor to be appointed as leader,
but would it work? He wondered, at the similarities between the
Cordukes and the Boguard.

He wondered about the ship. He put
his hand on Ginola’s wall, feeling him, as though somehow sensing
him, through the metallic skin. He looked around slowly, as he
thought he could hear a distant voice in his mind, telling him it
would all work out; soon enough.

 


Ω

 


The rendezvous point for Jaron’s
small Man-o-War squadron, wasn’t near any system. It was instead, a
simple three-dimensional point in space selected, at random. It was
a predetermined point so that the Man-o-War squadron, and the small
Sandrist fleet under Poltan Beel’s command, could meet securely,
and coordinate their next strategy.

Jaron signaled.
Amanda.

Yes, Captain.

Sweep the area: for foreign fleets
and troops.

Yes, Captain.
There was a five-second wait. All ships have come up, with the same result. There is no
detectable other craft or life, within a light year all
around.

Thank you, Amanda. Prepare for
rendezvous.

 


Ω

 


Tubin was excited. He was waiting,
at the executive disembarkation gate. It didn’t matter that he was
perhaps the most influential person on the planet. He made a point
of following the rules, without favor. He had thirty Temple Guards,
surrounding him. The spaceport security had cleared away most of
the other personnel. There were an additional hundred City Security
staff, on alert, through the building. For Tubin, this was his
being there; without favor.

Finally, Amy, Akeala, and two other Cordukes
marched through the quarantine area. Amy and Akeala were Corduke
Templars, prior to joining the Boguard. They never renounced their
Temple fraternity, and why should they? They were still who they
were, and the two doctrines didn’t conflict. Rather, they enhanced
each other, they thought. Moreover, Goren Torren became Boguard,
and even if he did not found the Temple, he was its founding
source.

Tubin grinned, as his sister embraced him. He
thought he might suffocate, as she squeezed him so hard. He looked
sideways; as two photographers captured their image, immediately
sending their shots and a brief story of Akeala, back to their
editors.

Once, they had been hailed as the royalty of
Palbo, after Akeala and Tubin rescued their mother, and freed her
from the hands of the Talkron.

Finally, Akeala released her brother, but held
his hand.

Tubin looked at Amy. “Welcome to Palbo, Amy of
Rambus.” He bowed deliberately low. “Thank you for bringing me, my
sister.”

He looked around and the guards were closing.
Castano held back behind. Tubin looked back to him, and nodded.
“Thank you, too, sir.” Tubin gave him a knowing look, recalling the
time that they spent together, in the Southern Polar Region,
rescuing his mother.

Castano paid a deep professional bow. He felt
privileged to serve.

Amy looked around, at all the
faces; watching. There were not only guards and C-S’s now, but also many
civilians.

“I think we need to get you all,
into your floater,” advised Castano. “We can give you a short
briefing, on the way in. It is more secure. I’m beginning to feel
vulnerable.”

Tubin nodded. He waved his hand, the guards
packed in tightly and they formed a column, to the
exits.
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CHAPTER 3

 


ABOUT EARTH

 


 


Beel was in his flagship theatre
room. Jaron and his leaders were there. The room was illuminated
with, its three dimensional model of the Sequetus Series, and all
its new activity. The planets and ships were translucent laser
projected images, allowing the commanders to move around amongst
them.

Jaron stood by Earth. “Enlarge,” he commanded,
and the image enlarged. “Bigger.” It did again. The scale was
finally so big, he could observe people, on its surface.

“I can see; what you say. These
Earth people have the freedom to go about their daily lives, for
some reason. They have a small degree of technology, with
animal-drawn transport.” He looked over to Beel and his commanders.
“Do you have any guess, as to why they are there, not lifted off,
and not part of an overall scene; here?”

Beel shook his head. “They are primitive, but
not unobserved. It seems that there are visits by out there, but it
is seldom. I cannot see why they allow them to exist there, and
non-intervened.”

Jaron nodded. “That sounds familiar. Why, I
wonder? What are they allowing to happen?”

Beel answered. “We have no idea, without going
down. However, as there are over fifteen hundred spacecraft around
Earth and the inner planets, we cannot get near it.”

Jaron stepped over to Mars. “There’s no
interest here?”

Beel shook his head. “It is vacant, I think.
There are no ships going and leaving, that we can see.”

“What about Sequetus 2, Venus?” The
second planet out from the sun appeared, and enlarged. It was a
planet with a noxious gaseous atmosphere.

“There are corrosive elements in
its atmosphere. However, there is a lot of activity around it,
which we cannot explain. Most of it is here; around this region.
Small ships go in; ferry craft go down, into the atmosphere, and
then return, after a day. It happens regularly every hundred hours.
I can only guess that there is a base there; being supplied. I’ve
no idea what the purpose would be for the base. It is however, the
most heavily guarded planet and has at least thirty attack
satellites around it, which is three times that of Earth. These
satellites are very mobile. They will be hard to get
around.”

Jaron nodded. He looked at Belkron Blu.
“Belkron, have you have seen this; before?”

“No, my Lorde, I
haven’t.”

“You have a sense for the Talkron
melodrama, and how they think. You’ve been hunting them;
successfully. So; what is their motive, when they leave alone this
society here. They also have protected another planet, which they
almost never visited, and a mining camp on these two moons, one of
which recently arrived.”

Belkron looked around, at the holographs. He
commanded various enlargements of the model. He walked, quietly
asking for different planets to appear, and others, to
vanish.

He looked up. “They are related. They need
these people. Perhaps, they are harvesting them, collecting them,
to use in their mines, on the moons. They are taking something from
these moons. The moons are both non-natural, to this planet. Earth
originally never had a moon, until eleven thousand years ago. It
came to Earth for a reason. It is being mined now, and it is
possible that it was being mined, then. History said that the
population of Earth wasn’t welcome, there. The terrestrials of
Earth first arrived on their moon in 1969, and a few years later
were forbidden to return.”

Belkron had been studying all the available
materials on the subject, for months. He walked around. “Sequetus 3
wasn’t allowed to be intervened, but was, on the other hand, seeded
technology that sped its development fast, through to their atomic
age. They developed warp drive travel seemingly accidentally, and
exported it to Maluka. The planet was also used to manufacture drug
resin, used by the Talkron for decades, to keep vat-grown bodies,
drugged semi-conscious, so they could be controlled.”

Belkron looked up. “We know it has to be a
Talkron base, and likely has been, since the early days of its
civilization.”

Belkron didn’t know of the Pleiades and their
attempts to colonize the planet, thousands of years before. Jaron
knew about it, but let Belkron continue.

“The planet has had various
civilizations. There was an ancient electronics civilization,
possibly the Talkron were responsible, based on an island in their
Mediterranean. I believe they referred to it, by the same name as
the outer ocean. However, that civilization collapsed and the whole
island vanished for some reason. There was also an even earlier
civilization, in what is Australia, going back before fifty
thousand years. It also vanished.”

Belkron walked around Venus. “Speed up,
please,” he commanded. He could now see a spaceship. A ferry left
the ship, and descended. “Faster,” he called. The ferry returned;
after a third of a revolution of the planet, went into the ship,
and then, the ship vanished, out from the system.

Belkron walked around, more. He looked at the
new arrivals. “If we could work out where the ships are from and
going to that would help.”
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Venus

 


He asked for the planet to rotate, so they
could see more clearly, where the ships were operating. He shook
his head. “The carbon dioxide heats the surface up to uninhabitable
temperatures, and the sulfuric acid in the atmosphere eats most
metals. I can’t think of any reason why they are there. It isn’t
mining, but it is something.”

He looked up, at the commander. “Our job, is,
what, to get more data?”

Jaron looked around and closely observed each
person. “Please, commanders, lock the doors, and turn off all
communications.”

The room sealed; Jaron looked around, having
scanned all the minds; of those present. He looked at his fellow
Boguard. “This is strictly confidential. No one, outside of this
room, must learn of this. If there are others, who must know, I
will personally brief them. You mustn’t discuss it amongst
yourselves. Any questions must be asked now. Do I have your
agreement?”

The Cordukes and Boguard looked on;
impassively. Those with Beel, swallowed. They nodded. “We agree,”
they said, one by one.

Jaron inspected all their minds, as they said
so. They were clean, and honest. He leaned towards Beel. “You
recall what Goren Torren was wearing, in his last days?”

Beel took a sharp breath
inwards. “Yes, of course. The Golden
Cap.”

Jaron looked at all of them. “Our task is to
find it and bring it out, from Sequetus.”

Poltan Beel whistled, to release the emotion,
which was running through his mind. “This is fantastic. After the
removal of his exalted body from the United Nations General
Assembly Hall, where he was assassinated, the cap went missing.
That was where it ended; there is no story, after that. On
Sandrist, we have all speculated, on ways to find it.”

Jaron smiled. “That is right. His body was
hidden. Our job now, is to find it.”

Beel looked around to the others. He felt
goose bumps, going, up and down his spine. “It is a big planet,
Lorde, but where do we look? There are so few of us; how can we
know where to start the search?

Jaron looked over, with a wide smile. “I have
the whereabouts; up here,” he said, tapping his head with his
forefinger.

Beel nodded. “I see. I know
many have tried to find the corpse, the remains, and searched for
the Golden Cap. It
has had a mystical quality, for hundreds of years, and there are
big rewards for its retrieval. We had thought that someone must
have the cap, and hidden it, for their own
purposes.”

Jaron looked at Beel. “The reason I was on
that planet, those many lifetimes after I was assassinated, was to
find the cap. It has enormous value.”

Beel thought about that. “From what I recall,
the wearer, Goren Torren, you if you like, could do amazing things,
using that cap. He could read thoughts, move objects, and
more.”

Jaron nodded.
That is so, Commander.

The commander’s pocket’s button undid by
itself, and his room pass slowly exited, from the pocket, and
drifted over to Jaron, who then pointed back to the commander,
whereupon the pass returned: to his pocket.

Beel stood there, transfixed, then pulled out
the pass and stared at it. “Then… why do you need the cap?” he
asked, as he turned over his card to inspect it.

Jaron watched the card, as it grew, and then
began to shrink, in size until it was no longer there, and then, he
held open his hand, and it appeared.”

Beel stood: with his mouth open. “That just
teleported itself, without moving. That isn’t possible.”

Jaron was watching them all. Everyone was
watching him. “All is indeed possible, because everything is
spiritual. Spiritual presence, created every piece of matter. There
isn’t anything, that isn’t spiritually created, anywhere. Every
piece of inanimate matter has some life in it, to some degree. It
is all life. Nothing is absolutely dead. Not even broadmatter. All
I am doing is communicating with matter; letting it decide it wants
to do what I’m asking it to do. I remind you, that you are bound to
that agreement of silence, which you all pledged, a while
ago.”

No one spoke, so he continued. “Knowing this,
I imbue that matter with more life, so it is able to decide itself,
what it wants to be, where and how it is going to get
there.”

“But…” stammered Beel.

Jaron smiled. “This, is also the power of the
Talkron. This is my power. It is merely being able to communicate.
This was very common on planet Earth; in its founding days. There
were real magicians, down there. Many legends wrote, of their
ability. This is how they worked. I know it looks like I’m doing
the moving, or I’m making things vanish. However, it isn’t me. It
is the life, within the matter, itself doing it, upon my
suggestion.”

“What about the cap,” asked
Beel.

“That enhances the wearer’s
ability, anything from up to hundreds times, maybe thousands. That
is all. Enhancing the wearer’s ability, to communicate with the
physical universe, does it. People normally have veers when they
communicate, but the cap tends to remove the veers, enabling the
wearer to push his communication through the veers. With that,
brings the understanding of the inanimate physical universe, to
want to comply.”

Beel swallowed. He was living in the greatest
time of all, now. He knew it. His dream as a young boy was to be
here, in this moment.

Jaron nodded to him.
It was that dream that led you to me, and brought
me; to you.

Jaron continued. “I can feel
many of you asking, why there are no more Golden Caps. The answer is that this
cap came from a technology: from the future. That technology
itself, originated from this cap. The cap was taken by the Talkron,
perverted to their use, and it somehow ended up in a program
matrix, we know as Centrecom. Goren Torren and the Boguard fought
Centrecom thousands of years from now, in the future. Goren brought
the cap back, through time. We removed it from a small gray alien
in the future, who also came back through time. It is a loop, as
time is on a loop. There was an anomaly in the physical universe,
right here, over this planet. It connected the past and the future.
The Talkron need that cap, to create their future. They can see the
future and the past, just as I can, too. However, to have any
lasting permanent effect, they need this cap, with its technology,
from that future.”

Beel sighed, to everyone’s relief.
“Then that means whoever has that cap, will have control of the
future, more or less. If you had a thousand times the ability you
just displayed, or if they had it….” He let out another deep
sigh.

 


Ω

 


Akeala watched, as their floater
passed over ninety-story buildings. They were in the top most
level, the fourth floater level up, which only important
dignitaries used. She just kept hold of her brother’s
hand.

“I just get
excited, being here. Palbo is such a lively planet, full of people
moving, huge buildings above and below the ground. It’s not like
stuffy old Jilta,
which has so many regulations that you can’t do
anything.”

“You can study, Akeala,” said
Amy.

“Oh, Aunt Amy.
You are so awful. That horrid academia on Jilta. It is so old. Even
the professors seem as old as the buildings, and about as
lively.”

Amy looked out the window and chuckled. Akeala
was so full of life.

They could see Tarj Himble,
coming into view. Its towers stood two hundred pacs high, with six
corners. The floater was slowly descending. The buildings seemed to
grow.

Tubin looked at all three of them, squarely.
“So; why are you here? This is an important mission. The three of
you, in just one ship? What is it?”

“We are here, for Mother.”
explained Akeala. “Papa is going to fix her. It is
simple.”

Tubin looked around, as though the floater may
have had ears. “You think that he can?” he asked very quietly, with
his eyes getting moist. He looked out of the window.

Akeala nodded excitedly. She squeezed his hand
again, and he looked back.

Tubin glanced to Amy. Had she gestured to him?
“We are here, to transport her. That is all.”

Tubin sat back. “That makes sense. You are her
best friend, Amy, and Aki, her daughter.” He looked at Castano. “A
top Corduke. It makes sense. When?”

“Now,” explained Akeala. “We must
lift off, within an hour. No choice, brother; those are our
orders.” She looked to Castano, who slowly nodded. “We cannot even
stay the night. We cannot risk it.”

Tubin sat back, comprehending everything. “I
suppose you cannot tell me, about where you are going?”

Amy leaned forward. “If we could, and it got
out, you would be in jeopardy. So; no.”

Tubin straightened. “I understand. Let’s go
down to the west wing. She is there. We can collect her now, put
her on this floater and be back at the departure terminal, in an
hour.”

Amy looked at Akeala and Castano. “If we do
something like that, it will be fine.”
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Palbo: Taj Himble arrival
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Tubin looked at her; sideways. She wasn’t
telling all. He just smiled. He loved Amy now like his
mother.

The floater slowly came down, through the
city, and nestled onto its private landing pad. The hatch opened
and they all alighted.

“Follow me,” called Tubin, as he
led them inside, and then down a series of corridors.
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CHAPTER 4

 


ANKI

 


 


Tubin led the group in, to find Anki standing
at the window. She just looked out, at the traffic
below.

“She does that, a lot,” explained
Tubin.

He turned to Anki. “Hello, mother.
Guess what, Akeala is here again, and so is your friend, Amy. They
want to take you, to see Papa.”

Anki just looked out, and watched a floater,
going by.

Amy stood beside Anki and held her hand. “It
is me, Anki. Remember Rambus, how you saved me, from the
pirates?”

Anki looked at her sideways, and gave a small
hint of knowing.

“We are going on another adventure,
to see Jaron.” Amy looked over towards Tubin and said. “Have
someone pack her belongings. We have all of ten minutes. No more.
Please, hurry.”

Tubin waved at the guards and called in a
woman, who tended Anki. She quickly gathered what she could. Anki’s
clothes were spread out on her bed fast.

Amy was getting irritable. “This isn’t good. I
can feel it. Hurry. Quickly, Aki. Get out of here. Take what we
have, no more.”

Tubin felt flatfooted. “What…”

Amy dived at them and screamed. “Down,
everyone down.” Explosions erupted outside, and light flashed past
the windows. “That floater, out there, just fired missiles, and
more are on their way. They are after Anki. You have Talkron in
your neighborhood, Tubin. Grab what you can, and get to the lower
levels, to the courtyard, outside.”

Three more missiles exploded, prematurely. An
anti-missile battery, which Tubin had installed, was working
furiously.

Anki’s carer was already outside with the
bags. She was part of Tubin’s intelligence corps. “Follow me,” she
cried, and pushed Anki and Akeala, hard ahead. “Don’t stop until I
say so, but run, Akeala run. Lorde Tubin, I have three armed
details on their way now, to specifically protect you.”

The walls took an explosion, but held, behind
her. The rooms shook, but were heavily reinforced with steel to
withstand much of the impact. Then, again and twice more the
explosions happened.

Akeala heard firing, overhead, and explosions
in the air, outside too.

Tubin called out, “Marie, get them all down,
below. The anti-missile batteries are failing. There are too many,
out there.”

They were in the courtyard, when a bright
light appeared overhead.

“It’s ours,” called Amy.

Castano was speaking to someone, using his
collar microphone.

A hundred and fifty Templar guards quickly
surrounded them, waiting, looking up and around. It
calmed.

The light slowly descended past the walls, to
the courtyard. The glow lessened, to reveal the small Man-o-War. A
hatch opened, and the landing stairway exited.

In seconds, they were inside.

Amy was on the bridge with Captain, Mahn.
“Like old days, Amy of Rambus, Goddess of War.” He
laughed.

Amy smiled.
I like your ship, and your style,
Captain.

Thank you, Madam. Our next
stop will be at the rendezvous point, near Sequetus.

Amy nodded, as she watched Tubin, barking
orders, in the dust, and running his defenses. She could feel that
he was in his element. She envied him. They just shot down the last
three floaters, with three Templar destroyers still overhead. The
number of green lasers from above finally eased off.

Tubin had been waiting for an
excuse. The Temple was under blatant attack by the Talkron, again. There was
going to be another purge in Palbo, and Amy wasn’t going to be
there.

 


Ω

 


Jaron was pacing the modeling room,
of the Sequetus solar system. This was an amphitheater, bigger than
the previous room. In this room, they magnified holographic images
of planets to become the equivalent, of three stories high. The
resolution was excellent, and like before, built of lasers and
holograms.

“See here, the Martian pyramids,”
he said softly.

Beel shook his head. “Lorde, they were
searched, by parties from Earth, many times. There was no evidence,
of your earlier body being there.”

Jaron nodded. “I understand
that. However, how did they search? One of the last images I
recall, was watching the large pyramid from space, and followed by
the face at Cydonia, and then; nothing.”

Beel looked at the planet. He stepped closer,
to the pyramid. It enlarged. It was big, especially by Earth
standards.

Jaron walked over to it. There was only he and
Beel, in the huge amphitheater. “You have to get me and one or two
others, down there.”

“Aye, that’s a hard one. Get’n you
down, is easy. Unseen isn’t possible.”

Jaron looked around the Sequetus System for a
clue, but found none. “There is a way. We just have not thought of
it; yet. In my mind I see us there, in the future, so keep
thinking, Commander.”

“They are alert to us, and I have
lost good men, already. I can’t think of a good disguise,”
explained Beel.

Jaron looked over, at the asteroid belt. “What
about, as a meteor?”

Beel looked at him puzzled. “What do you mean;
disguised as a meteor?”

“Yes, or a comet, disguised, so we
can go down; onto Mars.”

Beel rolled his eyes. “A comet? A ball of ice?
To go crashing onto Mars? How would you survive? That is
ridiculous, but something they wouldn’t suspect.” Beel thought for
a moment. “We would need to get a comet that was so far out; one
that wasn’t suspected and seen, by all that inner activity. Then;
you would need to get into it, wrap it around you and then…. This
is so good. You’d hurtle your way towards Mars; on a natural
trajectory.”

Jaron liked Beel.

“How will you stop, but still
create the effect of impacting.”

Jaron smiled. “As I explained about
communicating, it will work. I can do that, with my
ship.”

Beel shook his head, smiling. He
felt excited again, about the mission. He had stopped in space, for
too long. He was calling up all the Sequetus comets, and their
trajectories on the computer, looking for just the right one. If
they found one, which wasn’t being tracked, it was going to have to
be close to a collision course with Mars.
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Amy was looking around and saw Akeala watching
her mother. “Is something bothering you, Aki?”

Akeala walked over. “No, just the opposite. I
think my mother is calmer here, more present, and less … down the
road, if you know what I mean.”

Amy looked affectionately, at the young woman.
She saw she was still growing up, becoming wiser, more observant.
“Yes, that is to be expected, in a Man-o-War. There is a lot of
life around, everywhere. It’s in the walls, the air, and the
benches. Your father was right; to bring her here.”

They both watched Anki, as she seemed to be
caressing the ship wall, looking at it, maybe looking at the
molecular structure, or something. Anki was now putting her face,
against the wall.

Castano was watching her now, too. He spoke to
Amy. “She is aware of us, more now, and now knows that we are
watching her. She wasn’t like this before; she never really noticed
others, around her.”

Akeala stopped next to Castano. Amy looked at
the pair of them, together. Akeala liked this man and looked at
Castano.

“Oh,” Amy said, “The captain wants
you to know, that we will be coming out from warp drives soon and
will be rendezvousing; with the fleet.”

Akeala’s heart jumped. They were getting
closer, to action. She stepped over and held her mother’s hand.
“You will be seeing Papa soon; Jaron.”

At the word Jaron, Anki turned and looked at
Akeala and nodded. Her mouth moved, as though she was trying to get
something out, and then gave up. She nodded and smiled.
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CHAPTER 5

 


COMETSIDE

 


 


Jaron was outside. It wasn’t black. The stars
shone so brightly, like distant beacons, all calling for his
attention. There was no twinkling, like on an atmosphered planet.
The stars just shone, brightly.

Jaron could see the sun in
the distance, like the brightest star. Amanda.

Yes, Captain?

Do we need more?

Yes, Captain. I can feel out
there, and that means they can feel in here?

Talkron? He asked.

Yes, it is a two-way
process.

Jaron looked towards the four other Man-o-Wars
and their crews; outside. They had been collecting micro comets,
and crews of Boguard had been assembling them, around
Amanda.

The theory was that all the smaller comets,
which collected, would congeal, into one large comet. It would hide
Amanda completely. It would travel to Mars, over the next months,
arrive and fall, into the Martian atmosphere. It would then break
up and crash, onto the surface, around the Cydonia
region.

They had been building the comet, for several
weeks, and it looked authentic. It was seventy meters across,
brown, with ice all around Amanda.
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Jaron looked at the other four Man-o-Wars. He
was ready, with little more that could he do. If it didn’t work,
the attempt would expose them, and they would have to warp out.
They now waited.

It wasn’t long before a sixth
Man-o-War arrived. It jostled for position, closer to Amanda. Jaron
could feel the thoughts, of Amy inside. Her thinking was always
very direct and easy to feel. He smiled at the flickering thoughts,
of his daughter. Yes, he could feel the presence of Anki, too. She
had grown mentally outward.

Jaron was back, in his captain’s
chair.

Now? Came the thought from Amanda.

Yes now.

The two ships docked. The airlocks
synchronized. The passengers, from the new ship, passed to Amanda’s
ship. Then, the air locks separated and resealed, and Amanda took
prominent position again, as the large dirty snowball. The Boguard
next set to work covering Amanda’s docking bay, with the last of
the ice and comet debris.

Captain.

Yes, Amanda.

The ships have separated, and we
are on our way: destination Mars.

Thank you.

Just then, Amy and the other three arrived, on
Jaron’s bridge. They were his full complement of crew.

Akeala stepped over and hugged her father.
“Papa, it is good to see you, but what are we doing:
here?”

Jaron smiled. “You will learn, soon enough.”
He looked at Amy who came over and shook his hand.

He smiled, looking at her, eye to eye. “Well
done again, my friend. You are amazing. I felt that you had to
fight your way, off Palbo?” he asked.

Amy shook her head. “I’m afraid we had to
flee, and your son Tubin is having all the fun, fighting Talkron
back there.”

Jaron looked towards Castano. Castano saluted.
“Sir.”

Jaron extended his hand. “No need, Captain,
not with just my family present. You have completed a successful
mission.”

“Thank you, sir,” Castano
responded, shaking Lorde Jaron’s hand.

Jaron then turned, to see one other. He stood,
looking at her. She looked at him. He took a step closer. She also
moved closer to him.

Akeala held her hand to her mouth, clenching
her jaw tight. She saw that her mother recognized her husband,
perhaps the first time in decades. She was about to say something,
when Amy put her own hand on Akeala’s arm and whispered. “Keep it
closed, child. Watch.”

Jaron could feel the thoughts, building up in
her mind. He watched Anki’s eyes.

She looked at him, and a tear formed, and
rolled down her cheek.

Welcome back,
he thought to her.

Thank you, and it is so good to
see you, too.

They embraced. They looked at each other. Both
were in a mild release of grief.

Akeala wiped tears, from her own
eyes.

Jaron and Anki continued staring, looking and
exchanging thoughts. For Anki, it was like being freed from
prison.

Akeala could feel it, too.
She thought, Mother?

Anki turned, looked at her
daughter, and fell to her knees; crying and hugged her daughter for
the first time, since she gave birth. I’m
so sorry, so sorry. I’m so sorry, my little Aki. So sorry, I
couldn’t be with you, to see you grow up.

Akeala wiped tears from her
eyes, sniffing. I too Mama. I had aunt Amy
with me. She told me about you, Rambus, and Jilta. You had many
adventures…. And …. I wasn’t there with, you. Mama,
and Akeala started crying, again. Anki started to
cry, as well.

Amy watched and smiled, wiping her
eyes.

Akeala eventually pulled back, turned to Amy
and asked, “How?”

Amy looked sideways, at the
ship. “Amanda is translating the thoughts, to Anki and her
thoughts, to us. She has strong penetrating communication
abilities. She tunes into Jaron, and can sense him millions
of Ks away. He
cares for you Anki, and me, therefore Amanda can tune into us. She
is translating, in a sense. You think to your mother, Amanda picks
it up, she intensifies it and passes it on to Anki. Anki thinks
back, which only Amanda is strong enough to pick up, amplifies it,
and sends it to us.

That is right, Amy.
It was Anki. Anki knelt down in front of
Akeala. You look like me, when I was
young. I was wild, too. Here, give me your hand and feel the side
of the ship. She put Akeala’s hand on the
side.

It tingles.

Yes. Now, feel Amanda.

Akeala put her hand on the side of the ship,
and ran it over the console. “It feels warm, like it belongs with
me. I like the feel of it; very nice.”

Anki looked up. “Thank you. Thank you,
Amanda.”

“Mama,” cried Akeala. “You are
cured, Papa was right, you can talk!”

Jaron slowly stepped over. “Anki can speak
here, and probably close to the ship, but that is all, correct
Amanda?” Jaron looked up.

That’s likely so. I can bypass the
burned out circuitry, in her body’s brain. The circuitry is what
enables her to see and experience all the senses. Without it, none
can experience this universe fully. I receive and relay the
thoughts for her and you at speed. When a brain is cut up, and
burned out, it doesn’t function properly. Victims of
psycho-surgeons are lucky, if they know they are alive, because
really, they aren’t. However, in my ship, I can help.

Akeala looked at Castano. He and all the
others were able to experience Amanda.

For the next months, they traveled
on, to Mars. Akeala tried to learn to thought-talk better. She had
a new admiration for her father, her mother, Amy and even herself.
She seemed to be older; more mature. As her mother was able to
communicate to her daughter, both released burdens, which they had
been keeping bottled, for decades.
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The comet hurtled inwards, on a collision
course with Mars. It had passed the asteroids, and was closing in,
on its target.

Jaron was the only one on the
bridge. The others were researching the planets, specifically Earth
and Mars. Amanda had been supplied with Boguard historical data,
about Sequetus, prior to the mission. There were also the
recordings, which Beel’s group had found.

Finally, it was impact-day. All were on the
bridge. They settled themselves into their seats. Akeala didn’t
think she would ever overcome the concept, of having a chair wrap
itself around her.

Ready, Amanda?

Yes, Captain. Disengaging the
first bundles, now.

They began to enter the Martian atmosphere.
The comet’s tail was over a million Ks long and Jaron knew that
they were being observed.

They could feel the shudder, as the first
layers of ice evaporated. It was minus-ninety degrees out there, in
the atmosphere, but the friction burned the ice,
regardless.

From outside, the comet looked like any other
bundle of ice and disintegrated into streams of separate tails, as
the ice balls fell apart.

Amanda noticed a satellite,
watching, repositioning itself, as the comet thundered through the
atmosphere. While the comet went further down, into lower levels,
it broke further into many fragments, and Amanda put on her
inertial brakes, to decelerate her decent. They soon
stopped.

Inside, the crew felt nothing
unusual.

They were now on the Mars surface.
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