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      The Serpo Gambit is book three in the series. It mixes contemporary fantasy elements with science fiction, supernatural mystery, and young adult themes—creating a multifaceted environment ripe for exploration. The narrative reveals a powerful villain to set up intense confrontations between good and evil.

      There is a tantalising blend of fantasy, YA, sci-fi, and the supernatural and a fresh canvas that stands out from most typical genre conventions.

      Arthur Templar’s personal journey to save Elderberry Valley from an elite gang of Nibiruan criminals and bring his parents home in book one, is intertwined with family secrets and ancient powers.

      In book two Arthur and his friends combine their powers to uncover secret hidden destiny parchments. These deep mysteries position him as both a victim and a chosen one, adding depth to his character.

      The unexpected twist revealing Arthur's ancestry in the final book infuses the narrative with a captivating duality in motivations.

      This element of family legacy, paired with advanced Pleiadian technology, like dimension jumping, creates an intriguing intersection of old magic and new science.
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      The novels are dedicated to my beautiful brothers, John, Frank and Anthony, who Dimension Jumped too early. And to Steve and Jean, who prepared the way - eternal gratitude.

      Frank Finn (dec), Leigh Steedman, David Freeman and Michael Drenth also breathed life into my dream of writing.
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      These wonderful people live in my memories. I value their thoughts and support. They whisk me back to the days of my Gaelic ancestors.

      

      For hundreds of years, generation after generation gathered around a fire somewhere, shared good conversations and humour, and invented stories that tickled the brain, tugged at the heartstrings or were rich in symbolism and mystery.

      

      The ‘Craik’ still lives on in those ancient, mystical lands to this day.

      

      Stories are forever.
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        Arthur Templar is thrust into a world of danger on the war-torn planet Serpo, but his enemies have scores to settle and want to kill him.
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        His parents could die if Arthur tries to rescue them. But, if he does not rescue them, they will certainly die at the hands of Zardaq, Serpo’s evil Nibiruan dictator.

        When Arthur dimension jumps to Serpo, the fate of his parents and an entire planet rests on his shoulders.

        A dead librarian and a gang of Rebels turn out to be unlikely allies.

        Will he face the powerful Nibiruan dictator alone to save his parents even though he knows he will die if he does.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            SPRING REPRISE

          

        

      

    

    
      Arthur Templar was enjoying a well-deserved break from the Academy. He spent time with his cousins at Aunt Dotty’s home. Arthur, Torin, Erin, Darcy, and Sophie indulged in delicious treats at the Watering Hole, a quaint café known in many star systems for its delectable Portuguese custard tarts, and Blue Moon milkshakes. Blue Moon Milkshakes are now an intergalactic delight. Millie found most visitors tolerated milk from cows. For those who did not, she made a special Blue Moon Milkshake from the milk of the Lyrian Water Crester.

      A meeting place for intergalactic visitors is a coin with two sides, a sword with two edges.

      Elderberry was a place of renown across the galaxy for the good, who had to eat, and the nefarious, wicked, criminal and corrupt, who also had to eat. It drew tourists, spies, and criminals, all at the same time. It gave many people with good and bad intentions a chance to learn the geography and key places in and around Elderberry Village. Elderberry had become a spy’s holiday village where once it was a cradle of quiet and anonymity.

      Places like the Watering Hole and the Dew Drop Tavern made it into the travel brochures of people all over the galaxy who needed a safe place to view, enjoy, and monitor the Earth.

      The Watering hole and the Dew Drop Tavern had attracted Nekros and the gang of criminals who were now facing charges before the Elders.

      Elderberry was a place of great interest to Zardaq. He came close to mining the Core once before. It would not be the last time, either. His spies were as fond of Blue Moon Milkshakes and Portuguese Custard Tarts as Arthur, Erin, Torin, Darcy, and Sophie were. Arthur and his cousins were Pleiadean and Lyrian children, born of the Seven sisters. They were profoundly psychic and perfectly disguised as inoffensive, well-behaved kids. Zardaq’s spies were not too bright and did not know how to mask. They were easy to read. Elderberry Valley’s two Intergalactic Marshals Robert Hunter and Harold Pettit, were kept busy because a bunch of nephews and nieces had easily identified the spies as they planned and plotted their crimes. The criminals never worked out who dobbed them into the Marshals and the justice of the Elders.

      Raymond Sharp lived at the academy full time since his father was arrested. He had no home to go to. He had earned the trust and respect of the others. He was their cousin and Dr Cleary’s grandson. That made them family. Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob set up a spare bedroom in an office Uncle Bob no longer used. It was a fair copy of Raymond’s bedroom at the Academy.

      Arthur’s parents were not there, and Raymond’s mother and father were also gone. They had much in common.

      Arthur thought it was like having an older, wiser brother in the house when Raymond stayed over. Raymond knew first-hand how Arthur felt. He understood the emptiness. He understood the longing and the pain. He ached for his mother and didn’t know if she was alive, let alone where she might be.

      Raymond said her name with love and reverence. Arthur learned her name was Kara.

      Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob created a safe place for the six cousins. They shared terrific meals and had long conversations that often went on into the night. The bond between them grew stronger.

      Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob often joined them after dinner. They spun wonderful and exciting tales of the exploits of the seven sisters and how Dr Cleary’s children acted with honour and courage no matter what happened to them. They reminded the children they had all inherited those traits.

      Raymond shared exciting stories about his mother. Arthur tried his best to make his own mother and father as vivid and alive as he could for Raymond. Sophie told stories about her father. Darcy told of his deep affection for his mother. Even though the cousins shared loss, they never complained. They told positive stories. The stories of their parents grew into legends of honour and bravery over those days as they waited for the Eternal Library to be put in order and the Academy to resume classes.

      They were sitting at the long table at Aunt Dotty’s place when the conversation turned to parents, as it often did. Arthur asked Sophie about her dad - she was young when he left, but she remembered a little about his appearance and a few memories. She recalled the aroma of pipe tobacco. Her mother confirmed that he smoked a pipe and his favourite tobacco was called Dr Pat. It was sweetly aromatic and drifted throughout the house. She felt safe and loved if she could smell Dr Pat tobacco. She remembered her father sitting on the verandah, smoking his pipe and singing old Gaelic songs and Pleiadean ballads. He often did a ‘call and response’ song with Uncle Bob. It seemed like the whole valley joined the chorus at twilight when the sun fell to darkness. The valley would echo with song.

      Uncle Bob sat at the head of the table. ‘Yes, Sophie, I remember that.’

      Aunt Dotty’s flute magically appeared. She nodded to Sophie to start the song.

      Sophie’s voice lifted their spirits and the humming began.

      Uncle Bob swayed to the music in his soul. He joined Sophie at the third verse.

      Arthur felt as if his brain had disengaged itself from the entire world and he had floated away with the song.

      Sophie closed her eyes and smiled as the memories flooded back.

      
        
        By Elderberry’s ways

        Out by the shore

        With flutes and lyre

        Dreams restore

      

        

      
        Old harps whisper 

        Pleiadian Lore

        Soft as the mist

        Our dreams restore

         

        Children laughing

        Their hearts all soar

        In Gaelic green

        Our Hopes restore

      

        

      
        Ancient ballads

        Of days gone by

        Where heroes lived 

        And dared to fly

         

        O’ sing, o’ sing

        With voices high

        The valley joins 

        Beneath the sky

         

        Seven sisters

        Weave tales of old

        Of love and loss

        And hearts so bold

         

        Pleiadian melodies

        Like threads of gold

        In every heart

        There’s stories told

         

        Our fathers fought 

        A noble stand

        In every song 

        They’ve left their hand

         

        The Valley Sings 

        Beneath the sky

        In unity

        Our spirits fly

         

        O’ sing, o’ sing

        With voices high

        In unity

        Our spirits fly

      

      

      There was a long silence as they all surrendered to the images and the emotions the lyrics evoked.

      It brought quiet tears to Raymond’s eyes. Where was his mum? Who was his mum? He thought he was about eight years old when his mum left. He remembered her reading to him and playing different instruments. He recalled she was a gentle, loving person who played the piano, cello, and sometimes the flute. She would love this. But that was all he remembered. He remembered the arguments and fights and how his father treated her and had taken away her music. Raymond Sharp’s father was a cruel, vindictive man.
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            LANDING THE TIGER MOTH

          

        

      

    

    
      Arthur was putting on his flying gear and collecting his log book from the bedside table, where he always kept it.

      His uncle had given in to Arthur’s request for some log book time on the Tiger Moth. It was a perfect spring day. The air was mostly still, with a steady five knots drifting in from the West.

      They said ‘Cheerio’ to Aunt Dotty.

      ‘It’s been a while since you had a flight in the Tiger. Better make the most of it. What would you like to try today, Arthur?’ Uncle Bob had asked at breakfast.

      Arthur seized the moment.

      ‘Well, there is one thing I would like to master if you have some time, Uncle Bob. Two, actually.’

      ‘Can I guess?’

      ‘Go on.’

      ‘Take off and landing.’

      ‘Exactly!’

      ‘Well, you’ve certainly put on the body weight and muscles to handle it. You still have to sit in the front, though, for weight distribution.

      ‘OK, so you’ll do the Magneto and Starter?’

      Uncle Bob said, ‘Fair enough.’.

      Arthur did a check around the Moth and removed the wheel-chocks.

      Uncle Bob took on the instructor role as if he had always done it. ‘You never hop in and go except in an emergency. All flights start with your logbook and paperwork.’

      Uncle Bob made sure Arthur got the paperwork right. He confirmed that Arthur’s logbook was up to date. He signed the last entry exactly as an instructor would do.

      Arthur had done well on the paperwork. He checked the weight and balance were within the limits for the centre of gravity. Uncle Bob sat ‘aft’ as the paperwork said he would.

      Arthur said, ‘Wonder why they say ‘aft’ instead of back seat.’

      Arthur sat in the front seat. It was called the ‘forward’ seat in the paperwork.

      Uncle Bob became fed up with fuel spilling on his shoes each time he primed the Tiger, so he installed a modern magneto switch and starter on the left side of the fuselage forward of the Cockpit. All he had to do to start up was three turns of the propellor to suck the fuel and air mixture into the cylinders. The magnetos were off. He climbed on board and toggled the magneto switch to the up and ‘on’ position. Then he pressed the starter. The Tiger sprang to life and it was ready to go.

      He reminded Arthur that he wouldn’t always have a helper to turn the prop. ‘So, you always treat the propellor as if it’s live because magnetos cannot be shut off; they can only be grounded. If there’s a problem with the switch or the grounding, they’re alive, no matter what the switch says.’

      Arthur said, ‘Check.’

      Uncle Bob swung the prop from behind so he wouldn’t have to walk around a spinning propellor.

      He talked Arthur through the preparation procedure. He had always done the flight preparation himself, but now it was time to help Arthur master the essential details before taking the Tiger Moth, or any plane of any kind, into the air.

      Arthur was itching to get airborne.

      ‘Right. Let’s get the old girl up where she belongs. You tell me what to do, Arthur. In your time. I’ll only interrupt if safety is an issue. If you give me the wrong instructions, nothing will happen. The aircraft is yours, Captain Templar.

      Arthur grinned, probably a little too much. He had heard Uncle Bob repeat the start-up sequence so many times it was like a recording in his brain. He only had to press ‘play’.

      ‘Magneto switch up and on.’ Arthur said.

      Uncle Bob reached out and a little forward of the left-hand side of the cockpit. He flicked the magneto switch up, ‘Magneto up and on.’

      ‘Column fully back.’

      Uncle Bob had seen Arthur pull the column back to make sure the Tiger’s Moth’s light tail stayed down.

      ‘Press the Starter.’

      Just below the magneto switch was the starter button. He pressed it and the engine fired.

      ‘Check the oil.’

      ‘Check.’

      Arthur could feel the throbbing engine as he listened for any odd sounds. ‘We’ll let it warm up for four minutes’.

      Even though Uncle Bob had modified the Tiger since Arthur last went up in it by replacing the tail skid with a small wheel and installing a set of disc brakes. Now, he could operate the brakes with individual pedals. He said it helped to turn the aircraft on the ground.

      It was important for Arthur to get the feel of the aircraft on the ground. Since they were on the grass, Uncle Bob suggested Arthur do a figure eight.

      Arthur enjoyed that. Feeling the engine and the controls was all part of the experience. He relied on the rudder. Uncle Bob assisted him by tickling the brakes.

      ‘That was impressive, Arthur. Let’s head to the button at the top of the runway. Talk me through what you are doing as you do it.’

      ‘Ok. I’ve completed the cross-runway check. It’s time to go. Takeoff routine… straight stick, hardback. Running the engine up smoothly. Making sure we’ve got the 1850 RPM we need to get lift.’

      Arthur took the Moth onto the runway, heading into a gentle breeze.

      ‘Running smoothly down the runway.’

      ‘Accelerating. Count three seconds. One and, two and, three and. Raise the tail. Keep it straight.’

      ‘Let it fly off when it’s ready.’

      Uncle Bob was pleased as Arthur continued to talk through the sequence, ‘Double check for traffic and keep checking the RPM and oil pressure. Tap the airspeed indicator. Check the paddle blade indicator out on the left strut is working. I prefer that anyway. I’m flying out to the coast.’

      He gentled the aircraft higher.

      ‘Picking up a light crosswind from the southwest. Heading into the crosswind and gaining altitude. Climbing up to 4000 feet.’

      Uncle Bob came over the intercom. ‘Take heart Arthur, that was perfect. Could not have done better myself. Take her for a bit of a spin and think about the landing.’

      Arthur looked around. He could see the islands off the coast. ‘I’ll take a couple of minutes to get the feel of the old girl. Then I’ll take her back in and land.’

      They headed south. Arthur let the Moth drift along the Rockingham shoreline at 4000 feet. He guessed he was not the only one in a holiday mood. He could see people messing about on the beach below. They probably thought it was a shark watch aircraft. He looked around. There were no sharks, as far as he could tell.

      ‘Accelerating now, Uncle Bob. Coming around to head back to the strip.’

      The few people on the beach watching the Moth saw it bank to the left and head east, inland, away from the beach.

      A few minutes went by with Arthur practising some gentle side slips and a couple of gentle yaw turns with gentle taps on the rudder.

      ‘If I were going into an airport now, I’d coordinate with any other traffic and get ready to bring it in.’

      ‘I’m comparing the paddle blade airspeed indicator on the left strut with the ground speed on the panel indicator. Looks all up-tight and together. I’m looking at the socks at each end of the strip. It’s a steady breeze now, so I’m going to wait until I’m high on approach, then power down to idle and then slip left to lose altitude.’

      Uncle Bob would have brought her in on a low and slow ‘wire’ landing over the houses, but he could see the merit in Arthur’s approach. Arthur’s approach eliminated the risk of a downdraft over a house. He thought, I’m going to try that first chance. ‘Roger, Captain Templar.’

      Captain Templar. Arthur liked that.

      His uncle maintained hovering hands over the controls ‘just in case’.

      Arthur did exactly what he said he would do. Uncle Bob was impressed as Arthur settled the Moth from a gentle left slip onto the grass runway. It touched down like a butterfly. The slip landing reduced the runway he needed.

      Arthur said, ‘I’m going to turn around, then taxi back to the hangar and see if anything leaked or fell off.’

      Uncle Bob couldn’t help laughing. This kid sounded like a veteran test pilot.

      When Arthur brought the moth up to the hangar, he could see all his cousins and Aunt Dotty waiting.

      Uncle Bob spotted them. ‘My treat at the Watering Hole.’

      Arthur held the stick back to keep the tail down, gave the moth a quick light burst on the engine, and then called, ‘OK, Uncle Bob. Switch her off.’
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            MUSCLE MEMORY

          

        

      

    

    
      Arthur spent many quiet hours alone, practising the skills his father taught him. He honed his targeting skills by throwing a knife and small pebbles at a tiny target attached to the pepper tree. It relaxed him and eased his anger. He felt that the exercise bonded him to his dad. It was a wonderful way to practise focusing his mind. He imagined different scenarios in which he fought to rescue his parents while an intergalactic villain tried to kill him. He could see himself leaping to one side in a roll as the imaginary villain fired a weapon at him.

      He was thinking more often about his parents these days, as if they might never return. He knew he was also exercising his writer’s creative muscle memory, which was adequate justification for doing crazy things and developing useless skills. Nothing was ever lost. He could write about using those skills in a battle and use real muscle memory to help him describe the flow state he found he had to be in to hit the target.

      He spent several hours on the judo mat practising Kata exercises with Darcy and Raymond. It was the best of all the exercises he did. Raymond was a Second Dan Black Belt and taught him and Darcy all sixty-eight judo throws and judo moves in the Katas. It freed his spirit. He worked technically on the Katas and each move for an hour or two nearly every day during the break.

      He enjoyed practising the sacrifice techniques. He particularly liked the drop and throw, where he sacrificed himself by dropping on his back and projecting the opponent’s weight up and over the top of his own body.

      He was sure it would prove useful if he came up against a tall, pugnacious bully.

      It was satisfying when it was well done. Practise, and the exercise blew away the cobwebs of anxiety that had beset him recently.

      Arthur knew letting the situation drift along would change nothing. He knew he would have to rescue his parents himself. He knew his cousins could be called on if they were needed, but in the end, it would be up to him.

      It occurred to him that asking his cousins may put pressure on them to call up skills they were still struggling with, so he considered getting them together when he worked out how he was going to do it and asking them what they felt they could do to help. Asking was better than telling.

      His father had said, ‘Don’t be a wood duck bobbing up and down in the same spot doing the same thing again and again, expecting a different outcome. If you want something to change, Arthur, then change it, but start by preparing yourself.’

      That simple idea of his father grew in his mind. He wanted to bring his parents home, but didn’t know where to start. What if they didn’t want to come home? What if his cousins were reluctant to help? What if he messed up getting to Serpo, let alone back home again in Elderberry Valley? ‘What if’ after ‘what if’. That was a sure way to freeze his brain. 

      But then, ‘A prepared mind always finds a way,’ his dad said. So, he was going to prepare. He’d find a way. He was confident that opportunity would knock. Maybe only once, but it would knock. He was sure of it. He had an inkling, a feeling, a psychic sense of something growing, something that would require him to be prepared, courageous and act with purpose.

      The early days of the southern spring were chilly, but that didn’t stop Arthur and his friends from cycling to the beach and frolicking with the dolphins. Erin and Sophie were delighted when they met the baby dolphins Arthur had told them about. Arthur and Torin felt like surrogate parents. It felt strange, but pleasant. Darcy was in cetacean heaven. It reminded him of swimming with his friends at Warrnambool.

      Raymond kept a keen eye out for sharks. He was surprised at how cold the air was and how warm the ocean was. He wondered what that meant for climate change.

      Raymond was not entirely at ease in the ocean, but the experience was one for a lifetime. Maybe his father’s genes were at play. However, he was with his cousins, who would keep him safe. He knew that for certain. All his father focused on was money. But he felt other things were far more important. Maybe that was his mother’s genes at play.

      None of his cousins were wealthy and probably never would be. Still, his precognitive instincts told him that he and his cousins would live richer lives than any wealthy person could ever hope to, even if they had no money. They had each other. Money could not buy that.

      Raymond was intrigued by the differences in outlook people had if they were rich compared to those who were poor. He had done a well-researched social science paper in his class at Elderberry, where he had to interview people and found that if he asked rich people what they expected their wealth to buy them, they eventually landed on power and respect. They thought they could buy respect.

      Raymond thought they missed the point of life entirely. Love was given freely, it could not be bought. Rich people never seemed to figure that out.

      His essay won the Social Science Investigation and Research award, which made his father furious. He saw it only as Raymond turning into a sissy and a milk-sop. What offended him most was Raymond’s conclusion: ‘This agrees with the four precepts of the Pleiadian Elders. What are our duties to one another? Why are we here? How can we build a ‘just’ society? Can we leave a better world to future generations? No commandments. No edicts. Only questions.’

      When Arthur’s father read that, he felt as if Raymond had rejected him and what he stood for. His ego was frail at the best of times. When he found Raymond shared the values of his Pleiadian mother, his father demanded the award be withdrawn.

      Doctor Cleary dismissed his arguments in a long semi-legal response, telling him not to meddle with the EASE Academy charter of educational and teaching guidelines. He pointed out that Siegfried Sharp was not a qualified teacher and did not know what he was talking about. He said, finally. ‘If you want to work here, you must accept that the other teachers and students share a true north and values that bind them all. We don’t ask you to accept those values, Siegfried, but at least try to tolerate them. We have seen what happens when a society has no true north or binding values. I see the Nibiruans offer the world only empty, meaningless candy and warfare. Your son wrote a wonderful and erudite essay. Be proud of him. We are!’
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