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CHAPTER 1


PALBOANS

Tubin stood. Omm was there. They looked at
each other, once the general had read out the news. It had been
confirmed that Jaron and his entourage had perished in space during
an explosion aboard a Corduke interceptor.

The general had been asked to leave them.
Once alone, Omm broke into a slight smile. He looked out of the
Palbo Temple Palace window, to the swarming masses below. "I think
it would be good, if I moved in here. What do you think?" he
asked.

Tubin looked at the man, which he now
despised so much, but felt so helpless against. Tubin began to
stutter.

Omm said, "Well?"

Tubin found that he had difficulty in
breathing. His windpipe seemed to be blocked, as though an unseen
hand was clasping it, tighter and tighter.

"I’m waiting!” Omm’s face showed hate and
impatience.

Tubin spluttered, "I...I...agree."

Omm relaxed and smiled. "Good. Now that is
clear, I will move in today. The Imperial Temple Guard will assist
me.” He turned from the window.

"As to Lorde Jaron, I suggest that you
declare a day of national mourning and leak out the information
about the Corduke involvement, in his death. It would be
advantageous to have it known that Lorde Jaron was kidnapped by
Cordukes. Regarding the Palboan Temple attempt to rescue him,
mention that Jaron was killed by them, so as to hide the Corduke
involvement in the crime. Add to that, the fact that the Cordukes
also killed every man, woman and child on Tors."

Omm stopped and thought for a moment, before
he continued. "I would then follow this up, with a call for a full
Temple Tribunal of Affairs, on the Tors massacre and Jaron's death.
I believe that we can safely say that the outcome will be to our
liking. With luck, we could impeach the Master Templar and bring an
end to the Corduke network. Do you understand?"

Tubin looked on blankly. He really didn’t
understand.

Omm shook his head. He knew he had Tubin
under his precise control. He cleared his throat and spoke clearly.
"I will put it another way, with the Cordukes out of action and
their exploits made public, and with the people against them, we
will be able to pass laws that will deny the Cordukes a right to
exist. That is, planetary governments can outlaw them. Then with
the Cordukes out of the way, we Talkron, and you, should have a
greater influence over the Master Templar. His reputation will be
destroyed, and you should be in the perfect position, to take over
his role. We can then, advance on the Aaron."

Tubin shook his head and said, "But the
Cordukes didn’t kill my father; we did."

Omm looked up to the ceiling above as though
he was searching for an answer. He lowered his gaze and stared at
Tubin. Could he have really been made this stupid? Had the Talkron
gone too far; in Tubin’s programming?

Ω

The Master Templar was in his courtyard
attending to his flowers. Like the royal forbears, who used to
occupy the Royal Palace a millennia ago he found that the Royal
Courtyard was tranquil, and assisted him in gathering his thoughts,
in times of worry.

[image: tmp_e5f45678d695d04ca35b24169f2dcfa5_hokwWS_html_559b3b86.jpg]

He had just received the news, that his
son-in-law, Lorde Jaron, was dead. It distressed him, as Jaron had
been an example to everyone in the Temple Empire that anyone could
rise to the highest posts, within the galaxy, if their heart and
actions were good. Jaron, who had come from Earth, had risen to
arguably, the most powerful secular Templar post in the galaxy, and
all in a space, of three decades.

The Master Templar trimmed a rose. This
plant, he was told, came from Sequetus 3, and was most admired for
its scent and visual aesthetic qualities. He understood why, for he
thought that the rose was much like the Temple. It was a thing of
beauty; that the beholder could enjoy in many ways. However, if
handled incorrectly it would draw blood. He smelled the fragrance.
It brought him pleasure.

As he watched the insects attend to his
garden, he could see that they were in harmony with their own
needs, and those of the plants and trees. The insects used the
plants for food and shelter, and in return, they ensured that the
plants were free of predator insects; they also performed a vital
service to the plants, by cross pollinating them. It was really the
good insects that ensured that the garden was there to be enjoyed.
The analogy between the insects and the Temple, and life in general
amused him.

The Master Templar stood, stretched his back
and walked under shade of the old colonnade. He looked up and saw
that the blue sky was still unbroken by clouds. He sighed. He
remembered only last week the countryside had looked so parched.
This was unusual for Jilta, which abounded with its lakes, rivers
and small seas.

He sat down and pushed his robe to the side
and sipped on his gavii juice. The gavii fruit was grown in his
private orchard and brought to him each morning. It was clean
tasting nectar, which he felt he couldn’t go without.

He looked up as two Boguard entered the
courtyard. He wondered how much this group had changed over the
millennia. They still assisted whoever was in power in the Royal
Palace, and for the past hundreds of years it had been a palace of
Templars. The Master Templar wondered if it would be that way
always. He was not so bold as to assume that the Temple would be in
control of everything on Jilta forever. Forever was too long a
time. Still, in his time, things weren’t going to decline. In fact,
it was true to say that the Temple Expansion Program had trebled,
under his guidance. This was more than under any other, save the
founder of the Temple Proper, the Great Sharman.

He mused at the way the Boguard had changed
their style of dress; over the millennia. Once, they wore black
shocksuits, adapting to the military style clothing of the day.
Now, they worked in charcoal Temple Robes.

The Boguard made a short bow.

The Master Templar didn’t totally understand
the Boguard. He knew that they were aloof to the Temple, but that
didn’t bother him. He understood that they saw it as their duty, to
protect the occupants of the Royal Palace. The Master Templar
respected them for their actions. After all, they were recently
instrumental in saving the Temple, and they did save him from the
Palboan military dictator, Brandon Mirac three decades ago.

Yes, before the Palboan Invasion, he had
little knowledge for the Boguard. Once they had pulled him from the
palace dungeons, along with others, helping to restore the Temple
over Jilta, he had not a single doubt, about their purpose or
motives.

He understood that they had been provided
with a Palace Trust, which had been endowed to them by the last
Royal, Lorde Hymondy III. He also understood that it was their
purpose to care for the grand old palace, and as long as they
considered the palace occupants of good heart they would do all to
protect them; as well.

The Master Templar had researched the old
records and found that the Boguard had occupied the palace from as
far back, as the rule of the Confederated Council of Planets, long
before the Federation and the Royals.

The Master Templar nodded to the pair;
before him. They stood casually at ease. The taller was named
Barnell, the other Martone. Barnell was the Boguard, who reported
on a regular basis to the Master Templar. He was in charge of the
other palace Boguard.

There were about sixty-five known Boguard on
the planet. He didn’t follow the extent of their activities
exactly, but he knew that the Boguard had their secrets, and he was
not about to try to expose them. He owed them too much.

"My Lorde Master Templar," said Barnell as
he looked down at the terra-cotta paving. "We have further news.”
Barnell waited until he had the full attention, of the Master
Templar. He was receiving an update of their intelligence report,
which they gave him. He never asked where they got the data, but
rather then confirmed the report on independent lines. The Boguard
reports were never found to be wrong.

The Master Templar looked up. Barnell
continued. “We believe that Lorde Jaron's death is being blamed on
the Cordello network, with the person ultimately responsible being
yourself. We believe that your Palboan grandson, Tubin, is about to
call for a Templar Tribunal of Affairs. We further believe that he
is aiming to eventually control the Temple leadership. He intends
to do this by forcing the Cordellos to meet and revoke the
fifty-year mandate they granted you three decades ago to expand the
Temple boundaries unhindered. We also believe that he’ll eventually
seek to have himself accepted as a Cordello, and then be elected as
Temple Master."

The Master Templar sat there, not believing
what he was hearing. He thought for a moment and said, "Tubin is a
blood relative. He has been brought up to respect the Temple, and
its office. He would never lie, especially of such magnitude."

Barnell looked at the man. "My Lorde, Master
Templar. Tubin isn’t alone. He is being manipulated by the same
people that plotted to kill Lorde Jaron, when he resided at
Palbo.”

The Master Templar straightened up in his
seat.

Barnell continued. "Lorde Jaron was being
drugged by the same persons, who have been drugging your grandson,
Tubin. We now have strong evidence that the same group killed Anki,
your daughter, and are the same who killed your first-born
grandchild. It is they, who are pushing for the Templar Tribunal of
Affairs."

The Master Templar thought for a moment.
Finally, he spoke. "Drugging, is the art of psychronics. It has
been banned from practice, for the past thirty years, on most
planets."

Barnell looked at Martone and back at the
Master Templar. "My Lorde, psychronics has been in this galaxy for
a long time. The use of drugs under its many guises has existed, to
control the minds of populations, for almost as long as humankind;
itself. There have been societies, where drugs have been in such
common usage, that entire societies have gone into raging fits of
crazed crime and violence. The strange thing, is that every member
of those civilizations was drugged, without ever noticing the
changes. Those that did see the changes, were convinced that the
change was due to something else, bad security, bad education or
bad parenting. However, it was drugs and psychronics."

The Master Templar rose and paced over to
the garden bed and back. "What types of drugs could affect my
grandson, to behave this way?"

Barnell looked at the plants in the garden.
"Most of these, if digested, would cause you lose part of your
memory, and a lot of your reasoning. These plants are the basis of
many psychotropic toxins, one of the building blocks of
psychronics."

Martone added, "The effects of the toxic
drugs are difficult to observe, but when they’re mixed with the
effects of hypnosis, the results are multiplied many times. With
correctly administered doses of drugs, and the correct sessions of
hypnosis, a controller can totally control his subject.”

The Master Templar shook his head. “Didn’t
we place in Palbo government departments to ensure that psychrons
didn’t return? And if they did, how could they have been this
effective in the Temple?”

Martone looked directly at the Master
Templar. "In Palbo the most probable scenario was that the hypnosis
of Tubin started, shortly after birth, so that no one related to
him would observe the changes. After that, we believe that they
began to drug his father. Lorde Jaron would then, not observe
changes to his son, as both were growing older, and because he was
being drugged into a world of forgetfulness.

"We suspect that Tubin has been hypnotized
to think and react in a certain manner, in the company of certain
people; namely his controllers. His desire to take the leadership
of the Temple would be one such example. It would seem perfectly
natural to him, as the necessary emotions would be instilled into
him at an early age, probably from the age of ten.”

“As for the rest of Palbo, we are certain
that Tubin’s controllers have selected certain controlled persons,
to sit on the panel of the Templar Tribunal of Affairs. We believe
that should you permit this unjust action to run its course, you
will lose, and the Temple itself will slowly fall, into the hands
of psychrons."

The Master Templar looked up, to the sky. He
detected a series of small clouds. Perhaps it might rain, this
afternoon. "How then, do I bring about a correction of this
situation?" he asked.

Barnell looked at Martone and then at the
Master Templar and said with a suppressed smile, "My Lorde has the
Corduke network, at his disposal. It is the only group that you can
rely upon, to represent your needs. From our Boguard sources, it
would appear that they’re the only part of the Temple, not
penetrated by psychronics."

"From your sources?" asked the Master
Templar, raising an eyebrow.

Barnell smiled and nodded. "Yes, my
Lorde."

The Master Templar thought for a moment and
then nodded. "So; they intend to remove the Corduke network. It is
the only defense against them, which makes sense. Make it
non-operational. Then, through my grandson, Tubin, they intend to
take over control, of the Temple. What then?"

Barnell looked directly at the Master
Templar and said dryly, "At this stage, my Lorde, we have no
confirmation of their following move, but we anticipate that it
would involve the control of the populations of the Temple, for a
purpose that we don’t understand…yet."

The Master Templar stood there and thought.
He was a tough person. There had been many, who had tried to have
him removed; before. There had been seventeen assassination
attempts on him, in the past thirty years. He was a survivor, and
as the psychrons had failed before, they would continue to fail,
again.

He turned away from the pair and asked,
"What of Akeala?"

"She is safe, on Rambus, my Lorde," said
Barnell. “You were correct in suggesting it, years ago.”

"Good. I will have the Cordukes move her
further to a safer place.” He turned and asked, "I don’t suppose
you know of one?"

Barnell smiled, "I do my Lorde. Shall I
arrange it? I can."

The man smiled. "Yes, and don’t inform me of
where...just in case. Our enemies are getting too close to us
now."

"We understand."

The Master Templar left them and walked from
the courtyard.

Ω

Akeala stood there in front of the
base-leader, in his office, two stories underground. It had been a
month since her return from Tors.

The base-leader glanced at her, and noted
how she had grown.

She looked back at him, and said sternly,
"Base-Leader Caraday, it is my duty to look for my father and the
friend of my father, Amy. For one, I don’t believe that my father
is dead, and nor do I believe that Amy is dead, nor that silly
Captain from Jilta."

Caraday was genuinely fond of the girl, but
he didn’t like the idea of a thirteen year old telling him what to
do, no matter who she was. He leaned over his desk and said, "No
Akeala. You’re not going back to Tors. For one, I cannot spare the
manpower, or the ships. Secondly, the search party that went down
on that planet is dead. There are no survivors, on Tors."

"You mean, like this planet?" she responded,
curtly.

Caraday sat back, and looked over, at the
girl. Someday, she may become his boss, but that was a long time
off - yet. "I have given my answer; Akeala. I have work to do."

She was upset and turned away.

Caraday called out, as an afterthought,
"Akeala, if I could help, I would, but there are things going on
right now, that have my attention. Also, you’re grounded, from
going topside."

She glared at him and said, "That isn’t
necessary!" and stormed out.

Ψ



CHAPTER 2

CHELO BADE

Chelo Bade walked, out along the far
colonnade. She had just then received a doctorate for her thesis
research: into the effects of faster-than-light-speed effects on
micro organic plant life. As she walked, she admired the grand old
buildings of Academia Alson. This had been her learning ground, for
the past eleven years. For the last two years, she had been working
solely on her thesis, which was at first thought to be a waste of
time by her peers. Only in the latter months, was there sufficient
data to prove correct her initial beliefs and put paid to her
critics. Her research proved conclusively, that that micro-organic
life did undergo changes as it traveled in the state known as
faster-than-light-speed travel.

She breathed the clean Jiltanian air deeply,
satisfied in knowing that there were many wishing that they could
be in her shoes. Her thesis opened the doors, for much further work
and she had only this morning, received a job-possibility from the
Federation Warp Drive Bank itself, the greatest commercial
enterprise, in the galaxy. She had hoped that her discoveries would
bring her some fame; previously she thought that she might wind up
working for a small mining company somewhere in the Outer-Worlds.
She never expected an invitation, to work at the Federation Warp
Drive Bank!

She mused, to herself, as she walked through
the tropical garden, of Alson. The Warp Drive Bank had stood at the
initial expansion of Federation, seen the fall of the Royals, and
witnessed the collapse of the Palboan Empire, along with the rise
of the all-influencing Temple. Each new turn in galactic events,
only seemed to serve the Bank, which in turn consolidated itself,
as the cornerstone of galactic commercialization. Chelo never
dreamed that they would be interested, in her.
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Chelo Bade

Chelo's initial studies were brought on, by
her belief that as an organism went into warp drives, it would act
differently at the precise point, when the warp fields drew around
it. In fact, this is what Chelo discovered. Her hope was that the
fields might be able to be used, in developing hi-speed vegetable
growth; for food. She hoped that the worlds, which were barren and
needed to develop food resources artificially, would be eager for a
technology that could provide food in a shorter growing time. Her
experiments aboard transport ships proved her hypothesis
correct.

Chelo was excited and she ran through the
events of the next two days, in her mind. She fantasized about
being offered a top position within the Bank. If only her dreams
could come true.

It was that afternoon. She was due to meet
her boyfriend, Ardan Keote. They had been together, for over
twenty-three years now, and her friends kept asking why they
weren’t legally permanently bonded. For Chelo, she was happy with
life, as it was. For Ardan, he seemed not to want the permanency,
that bonding implied; so both were happy to fend off taunts by
their well-meaning friends.

Ardan was a hard-working construction
engineer. He had graduated three years ahead of Chelo, also at
Alson. He of course was snapped up by the corporation Geodeck Att.
El., one of the largest mining exploration groups on Jilta. His
employment was steady and reliable.

Ardan worked hard, and was often away from
Chelo, which was expected of him, in the early years after
graduation. They both knew that the most trying time of a
relationship was after graduation, when they would be serving their
respective employers.

Chelo had caught the underground shuttle
home early, before the peak-rush crowds. She rose on the escalator,
to the surface and walked in between the little rows of houses,
which were her neighbors.

She smiled as she inhaled the scent from the
garden, on her right. That belonged to her neighbors, the Bancrets.
Their flowers glistened brightly in the sunshine. It was a fine
day, and the sun had just ducked behind a cloud. She watched, as
its shadow meandered over the dwelling tops and gardens. She looked
up to see her own home closely. She turned up her garden path and
hurriedly pushed in her security key.

Ardan had installed a new security camera
and Chelo smiled at the door. It slid open and she entered.

"Ardan?" she called, tossing her bag onto
the sofa.

She walked into the galley and reached into
the second opening above the right-hand bench. A glass
automatically dropped down, into her hand, containing iced citrus.
She glanced at it, disapprovingly. The ice had been crushed too
small; again. She sighed, and once again, re-set the controls on
the wall.

She then walked over to the sofa and
unzipped the sides of her trouser-nylops, while sipping on her
drink. That felt better she thought, as she lay down and closed her
eyes. She put her hand on her head.

She looked up, realizing how tired she was
and yawned.

She glanced at the time, on the wall. It was
just before midday. She yawned again and decided that it would be a
good idea to read, so she sat up and reached for the wall monitor.
She turned the wall screen on and then sat back and yawned again.
She really was tired, so she put the glass down and lay back and
turned to the holographic-news. There was something about the
Temple and some form of atrocities in the old Palboan regions of
their former empire.

She yawned again and closed her eyes. If she
was that tired she reasoned then there was no point fighting it,
she may as well have a quick nap.

Ω

Ardan walked in. He called, "Chelo?" and
turned towards the lounge.

Chelo sat up, and blinked and shook her
head. She really had been tired, and still felt half asleep.

She looked at Ardan and in a weary voice,
asked, "Ardan, why are you home so early? Was there something you
forgot?

Ardan looked at her and shrugged. "Forgot? I
have just come home, from finishing my shift."

Chelo glanced at the wall clock and then
back to Ardan. "I don’t know what happed.” She looked out, at the
black night, through the window. "I only dropped off for a nap and
ten hours passes...” She rose and stretched. "Hmmm. I must have
needed the sleep. Strange though…. Never mind, what would you like
for dinner?"

Ardan walked over to her and looked at her
face. "Are you certain that everything is all right? You look
washed out."

She walked to the mirror on the wall, rubbed
at her face and smiled back at Ardan. "I do look tired. Well, I
guess some food will remedy that."

"Sure," said Ardan as he sat down, opposite
the wall screen. He added, "I see they fixed the security on the
door. About time too."

"Yes," she called from the galley.

A moment later, Chelo returned with two
steaming plates of brightly colored food, and they sat down, to
eat, while watching the news.

Ardan pointed up, at the holographic vision.
"I think they’re after the old-boy."

Chelo looked up, surprised.

Ardan nodded at the screen, "The Master
Templar. They will impeach him. I believe it's a power play by the
Palboan Temple. Whoever is worried about some stupid backwater
planet, in their old stupid empire anyway? I mean, they were only
savages, from what I can tell."

Chelo didn’t have her attention on what
Ardan had to say
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