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DISCLAIMER

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

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

There is a chapter named Glossary, a list of
terms and words and what they mean.

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. Its nature 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
separate miniseries:

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

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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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?”
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Akeala, Kantee, and Luna 2 above

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.”
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Outside the crashed Man-o-War

“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
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