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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the
EARTH SYNDROME MINISERIES and GALAXY 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. When a word in the
glossary is first used in the story it is shown slanted
like this. These are
bookmarked to take you to the glossary definition, which expands
with each subsequent volume

MEASUREMENT

In the Federation there is
Standard Measurement, such as kinopacs, or Ks and pacs, but those
who have left Earth may still use kilometers.

HOW THESE BOOKS ARE
NUMBERED

This is an epic story. 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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The Santonia Galaxy, stylized version
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The Local Group of Galaxies

​



CHAPTER 1

​


TRIANGULUM

GALAXY

 


 


​​ Jaron was looking out at
five hundred members of the Boulan. He
had been asked to explain firsthand the reason for the impending
war.

​​​​​​ “This has to be a final war. It will be like nothing that we
have experienced before.” Jaron looked out over the faces. “I can
see many of you, who were with me on Palbo.
Some of you were even with me in Sleebo, and
before that, Rambus.” He looked at two, on his
right, “One of you here was on the Man-o-War that lifted Captain Letone and
I from Sequetus 3, Earth.” He smiled. He
saw many familiar faces out there. They all knew who he was, who he
had been.

​​​​​ “Imagine fighting alongside of someone who you have known, and
respected; someone whom you trusted and relied upon. You are about
to turn to this person in battle, but they are no longer there,
because they were removed from your memory and repositioned in
space, with a very different memory. That is what the current war
with the Talkron is about. It is changing
the map of the universe, and changing who is in it. However, most
of you are experienced chrononauts by now. I don’t need to tell you this. You are already engaged
in this battle. It is truly insidious, and we are babes in its
experience, compared to the Talkron. If we stay still, and fight
only this war, which I have described, the war we are currently in,
we’ll lose. Right now, we are losing, though the recent wins
in Kantee, Sequetus and Maluka may make us feel
otherwise.”

​ Jaron
turned to the huge sixty-pac wide image
of himself now hovering above the Boulan members. “Currently we
have a fleeting advantage. We need to take this advantage to the
Talkron, and fight it on their home ground, not ours. Fight on
their worlds, not ours. We need to fight this war with our
advantage, not theirs.”

​​​​ Jaron looked out to the faces watching. “Our galaxy
is one of three major galaxies, in a group of
galaxies, known as the Local Group. Our galaxy, which I knew as the Milky
Way, has a series of other smaller
galaxies associated with it, and which gravitationally bind each
other. The other similar major galaxy in this Local Group, is the Andromeda Galaxy. It has dozens of smaller
galaxies bound to it, also.”

​
The image changed and Jaron continued. “You can
see that there are fifty-four galaxies, in the Local Group. I want
to draw your attention to the third largest galaxy, known as the
Triangulum Galaxy.” He pointed to its relationship with the Milky
Way.

There are around forty billion stars in the
Triangulum Galaxy. It is 2.7 million light years from Sequetus,
which is why we have an interest in it. We are certain this is the
home galaxy of the Talkron.”
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Triangulum Galaxy

 


​ Jaron paused a moment, due to the mental and verbal murmur,
through the underground canyon. He waited for it to subside. “The
Talkron appear to have taken control of the Andromeda Galaxy, as a
step along, out from Triangulum. However, we don’t know in what
time frame they did this. It would appear that after this, they
reached out to our galaxy, via the Small Magallanic Cloud, and then
the Large Magallanic Cloud galaxies. Then they appear to have gone
on a straight line to the Milky Way, or as we call it, the
Santonia Galaxy.”
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Jaron was pointing to the hologram. “Their
first stop off point was my planet, Earth, in Sequetus. Our sun was
a direct line beacon for them. It had a rare blue planet; and it
was the closest blue planet, in a direct line from their galaxy,
into the Milky Way. Look at the map here”

​​​
Jaron looked around. “It appears
that their efforts have been about thirty thousand years in the
planning, up to now. From Sequetus they spread out, and took Palbo,
Kantee and Maluka. From there, they have been using their
mental implanting, to soften up
the Federation, prior to a full-scale
physical invasion. The Confederated Council of
Planets was the first to fall, when the
Talkron ceded to our galaxy warp drive technology, via Palbo and Kantee. They took over the
Confederated Council of Planets, system by system, by using warp
drives.”

​​​​​​​​​
Jaron saw he had everyone’s
attention fixed on him. “On Jilta was an
unusual Federation lorde, who
didn’t succumb to his mental
implants very well. His name was
Lorde Hymondy, and while he was
from Talax, as all the
Royals based out from Kantee
were, Boguard surrounded him, and his
rule was benign. He; in turn was fed data about Sequetus by the
Boguard, and he sent his own personnel to investigate: headed
by Independent Goren
Torren.” Jaron lightly
nodded.

He continued. “On Sequetus 3, known as Earth,
the population was being pushed to develop their own warp drive
theory, under the name of unified field theory. This technology was
exported to Maluka. The Malukans fought over the control of the
Federation with Jilta. We, the Boguard, kept trying to tip the
balance in our favor, with Jilta. However, as soon as we succeeded,
that balance reverted to the Malukans. We now know the Talkron were
in the physical universe time-fields, altering time around
us.”

Jaron could see the five hundred present were
riveted to the information. “We now have new technology to correct
this. In essence, planet Earth was a staging point, for an invasion
fleet into our Galaxy. Its moon was once the tenth planet in
Sequetus. Being mainly composed from titanium, and chrome; these
became vital metals for the construction of interstellar travel
vessels, and housing warp drive compartments.

“The reason the Talkron failed
recently, is because of their distance from home, and the costs of
holding their territory. They must get some kind of agreement, from
others to hold it for them, otherwise they fail. The distance they
operate over is too great, to be highly effective, when they have
us as opposition. They are now holding two major spiral galaxies,
using force, and mental implanting; their own galaxy and Andromeda.
To do that, they must use people who are already implanted, to hold
newly implanted people. To control them in turn, more implanted
victims are needed, and they too need mental implanting. The
further down the line the control goes, the weaker the agreements
are, to hold the line. Fear and threats only go so far, and only
serve to weaken the spirit. Alternatively, the offer of genuine
freedom can bring about a resurgence of the life-force, and
well-being of the person.”

Jaron looked around to see that the crowd in
the canyon was still following him. “A person fighting for freedom,
will be able to draw on much more ability and strength, than an
opponent, who is being compelled to fight through fear, and mental
implanting.”

​ “We have a technology, which they don’t have. We have the
Man-o-Wars, and conversion. We have many willing, from this galaxy, who want to go
there, to settle old scores. However, in saying this, we don’t know
really know what to expect. We don’t know the extent of their evil,
their preparation, or their level of planning against a counter
invasion.”

​ Jaron looked around the great cavern. “You know that we are
the Boguard. The Aaron is
also a race, which comes from the Triangulum Galaxy. We are thus
the forefathers of the Talkron, or in my planet’s case, their
progeny.”

He watched and waited. There was silence and a
slight mental murmuring, throughout the crowd.

 


Ω

 


​ Jaron continued, after the crowd was ready. “I know that you
believe that you have a past there, and the Pleiadians do, too. If
you draw an imaginary line, out from where we are, in this Galaxy,
from our center, to the Triangulum Galaxy, the line passes right
through the Sequetus System. What we need to work out now, is from
which planet of that huge galaxy, did the Aaron and the
Pleiadians originate
from?”

​ “On Earth, there are many historical records, more than here.
Here you have the Early
Works. Your best minds have been
researching these works, and there is little information, other
than pointing to somewhere, not in this Galaxy, as our origins. The
Pleiadians have less information, than do the Aaron. The reason is
that when your races fled, you were careful to make sure none of
you, in the future would find your way back. That lessened the risk
of you ever being found. You were scared that if someone went back,
and then returned here, they would be followed. Thus all evidence
of where you came from has been obscured or
removed.”

Jaron looked out, to see if any had questions.
He paused, and then continued. “The solution was to cover your
escape, and hope that whoever was after you, wouldn’t want to, or
have a need to, follow you. After all, the other galaxies are big
enough, and perhaps your pursuer didn’t need this one. Basically,
you had no way to defeat them, so having their identity, and where
you came from exactly, only increased the risk, not lowered
it.”

​​ Jaron looked around. All faces were on him. He took a glass of
water, sipped, and continued. “That changed when several events
happened. When I was enlightened to my abilities, over a thousand
years ago, and lectured, it let a certain amount of free ideas;
permeate back into the Federation, via the Temple
religion. You decided to enhance
that operation, and that free will expanded.”

He sipped some more water. “Your enemy was
here in this galaxy. Before I came along, he had chased you well
away from Sequetus, your first home, and the first home to the
Pleiadians.”

There was a murmur, through the
group.

“You have been hiding, ever since.
However, now you have more abilities than before, and newer
weapons. That major weapon, has been the ability to change events
in time, by transferring ideas and concepts to your own self, in an
earlier time frame in the universe. That however; is fluky at best.
The Talkron are already there, in the time fields, and they are
making their future, in the same way. We’ll continue that battle,
somehow. However, I believe it is a battle, we may not
win.

​​
“You have a new ally, and that
is the life-force in the Man-o-Wars.
They have allied; to our cause. They appear to be pure life,
perhaps as we were, eons ago, before we transgressed, with the
killing, and all the hiding. They are like super-life, amongst us.
They seem to be able to tap into that eternal life source, on the
other side of broadmatter, beyond the physical
universe itself. With that, they have brought the technology of
releasing the trapped life, which is resident, in warp drive
travel. They are able to undo the harm that the Talkron, and then
us, have been perpetuating, in the name of faster than light speed
travel.”

​ He
sipped his water and continued. “When life is liberated from the
drives, it is given a choice to return to the other side of
broadmatter, from which it came. That may also be where we all come
from, or even where we still truly are. Alternatively, the
liberated warp drive life can stay with us, in the same ship it was
liberated from, having one of us, or a Corduke, as its bonded captain, to then liberate other trapped
life.”

​ “There is an armada of these vehicles now ready off from most
systems. Every one of the Federation sectors is behind this.
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Armada over Jilta

 


“Here: you see an armada over
Jilta. The planet has about three hundred ships on call. Its whole
sector has ten times that much, and the Federation in general, has
ten times that much again. That is thirty thousand ships to go
forward, into the uncharted domains of your past. Of those thirty
thousand, it was decided, that a quarter would remain behind, in
the Santonia Galaxy as a defense force. The total personnel
involved in this operation are twenty-five million crew and
marines. They all are now being readied. This force is perhaps
twenty to a hundred times the force the Talkron sent to Sequetus
and our galaxy.”

Jaron looked around. “The Talkron will not
anticipate this size, and they never thought it was needed to
conquer us. There will be no other reinforcements. This will be a
onetime hit on the enemy, and win the day. If we lose, we lose it
all. This scenario was carefully thought over, and it was decided
that we needed to act fast now, with volume, or we will
lose.”

Jaron looked around the faces. There were
those nodding, and those; who seemed to still have questions. He
felt the minds of those, who had questions.

He continued. “I have been on
Earth, exploring the death-zones, or the Earth Syndrome, as some of
you call it. Earth was the first place this phenomenon, was
discovered nearing its completion. Now, there are fourteen other
planets with this same syndrome. With no new cases found, in the
past four weeks, we hope this phenomenon is steadying. It is
totally life threatening. It is absolutely deadly, but can’t be
used as an excuse to prevent the invasion of our
fleets.”

​​​ Jaron looked around and could see more questions forming in
more minds. He continued again. “There are basically two battle
fronts. The first is the obvious front; to where our fleets are
headed. My son, Yandra will
be in this fleet. He will be my thought-line into this armada. I
will not be going to this theatre of war. I am staying in our own
galaxy, to defeat the Earth Syndrome, or there may be no worlds
left for our fleets to return to. With me, will be my
daughter Akeala, and the Man-o-War known
as Amanda.”
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Chapter 2

​


BRIEFING

 


Jaron next turned to Macrod Curr, standing
behind him. Macrod stepped forward. He had never been in the
Executive Council cavern of Ataran, let alone addressed
it.

​​
Macrod breathed deeply, and
started his part of the presentation. He looked around at very wise
faces. “You know that the Master Templar
has been aging fast. He is a short-lifer, and is almost at the
end of his illustrious life. He is perhaps one of the greatest
short-lived Earth descendants we will ever know. He is a friend and
confidant to me, and has survived many assassination attempts,
purges, and has seen his lineage killed.

​ “The Temple, or House of
Torren, as it is formerly known,
divides into its Federation sectors, and has a hierarchy in those
sectors. It also crosses into networks, such as the Corduke
network. The Cordukes are their toughest network, which do all the
dirty and hard tasks for the Temple. It is their military elite
arm.

​​​
“They also have a
Kangas
Squad, which is purely attached to the
Jiltanian Cordukes. It is similar, in purpose, to our
Boguard
Fronts. An additional network is the
recent Hallowmen network, which is also
run from the Jilta, but not limited to that sector. They were
extremely successful recently, in preparing for the invasion of
Maluka. All these networks have their own separate intelligence
arms.”

​ Macrod flicked on an image, for all to view. “The Master
Templar has been searching for an heir. There has only been one
person, who really stands out, above all else, and that is his
grandson, Lorde Tubin.”

 


[image: tmp_4794a45e7448c96c97c4ffdc8459c9bb_WyHxjh_html_15711a2c.jpg]

Lorde Tubin, Corduke, and Cordello

of the Palboan House of Torren.

 


“As a successor to Lorde Jaron, as
Cordello of Palbo, he has been extremely successful, in both his
deeds and dreams. He has courage, and his work, in expanding the
House of Torren has no peer.”

​ “The Master Templar has finally nominated him, as his
successor. That almost certainly means he will be voted in, as the
Master Templar elect, next month at the biannual Cordellos’
Conference.

“He is a Corduke, has completed
their basic training, is a master at intelligence, a basic natural
at public relations, and isn’t Boguard. He has the hearts of the
Palboans, and is popular in Jilta. Even if the Master Templar were
not his grandfather, there is a good chance that he would win the
ballot without his grandfather’s help. He has been nominated to
remain behind, with the defense fleet. He protested strongly, but
the insistence of his grandfather, the Master Templar, was so
strong, that he was refused permission, to leave.”

Macrod Curr looked at Jaron. “It seems his
recent Earth lineage also is a reason why he is so popular. Being
only one generation removed, since leaving Earth, means a lot to
the Templars, and Torrenists.

“The Cordellos meet in 17 Jiltanian
days. The Master Templar feels that he isn’t likely to live out
another year to the next Cordellos’ conference, so he wishes to
hand over all the power he can, while still alive, as that makes
the transition smooth. His intention, after his power is
transferred to Tubin, is to tend his roses, which are an aromatic
flower from Earth, which he is so passionate about. He is a great
man, and deserves to be allowed, to retire in dignity. I and our
team of Boguard at the Jiltanian Palace, are doing all we can to
assist him to make his last dream come true.”

Macrod Curr had not finished. “We
are also encouraging Tubin’s nomination and selection, as obviously
he works well with Boguard, and has an insatiable dislike of the
Talkron, who once mentally manipulated him.

Macrod turned to Jaron and bowed low. “Sir, it
is your lectern, now. Thank you for the honor.”


Ω

 


​ Jaron nodded and smiled. “Thank you Macrod Curr. Your work on
Jilta is without rival. When the planet seemed lost, it was a
Macrod with two others, who saved it from the Palboan
dictator, Brandon
Mirak.” Lorde Jaron then bowed very
low, in deep reverence to Macrod’s dedication.

​ The Executive
Council stood and applauded Macrod
Curr, as he left the podium, him bowing slightly several times on
the way out.

Jaron smiled and looked at the members. “I
have no doubt that you have a myriad of questions, but please allow
me to continue my address, until I have exhausted myself. There is
more I must tell you.”

Jaron looked around and saw the Council agree,
so he continued. “Before I get onto the Earth Syndrome itself,
there is more that I must tell you, about Earth.

“Firstly, is about their
short-lived genes. Their short-lived genetics isn’t native to them.
The first human race on Earth was the Neanderthal. They existed a
lot longer than the current Cro-Magnon version, as Modern Man. The
Neanderthal had a larger brain, and a bigger pituitary gland than
in modern man. Of the primates on Earth, at that time, he was more
advanced. He had thought abilities; he had social networks, speech,
writing, art, and cultivated crops. He lived alongside of
Cro-Magnon man, which had a smaller brain, and which had less
thought ability. For Cro-Magnon, life was only what he saw, heard,
or felt.

“For many on Earth, until Goren
Torren came along, it was still that way. However, with Torren’s
enlightenment, many people saw they were not this altered
physical-form, but a spiritual life-force, in their own right, with
their own life-force abilities.

“Both these primate versions
existed on Earth, for many tens of thousands of years, together.
The Neanderthal was the most suitably adapted to the environment,
and the more social of the two races. Cro-Magnon was the weaker of
the two species, but Neanderthal had no need to remove Cro-Magnon,
from its environment. There is also strong evidence the
Neanderthals protected the lesser Cro-Magnon species.”

Jaron showed a picture of both species. “The
Neanderthal was however, hunted out to extinction. There was a
reason for that. The Talkron needed Earth, so they could
manufacture short-lived bodies, to man-up their ships. The Talkron
didn’t really want an intelligent human with natural spiritual
abilities.” There was a murmur, though this data was known about
generally already.

Jaron looked out. “The only problem with
Cro-Magnon, though less suitable for Earth, and less intelligent,
was that it also lived a long-life of hundreds of years, and the
Talkron wanted a short-lived body, with faster short-life breeding
habits. Therefore, they altered the pituitary gland, and in place
of the normal Cro-Magnon gland for this species, they replaced it
with a spliced version, of an Earth hog’s pituitary gland. Instead
of living three hundred years, the species now evolved to live for
seventy-five years.”

Jaron continued. “This gland is the shape of a
pea, between the optic nerves, seated at the base of their brain.
It has a frontal lobe that regulates their body’s growth hormone,
and the hormones that regulate the speed of reproduction,
fertilization, and sexual desires. With the desire to mate often,
like hogs, humankind was sexually oriented, so that much of its
activities were centered around this one desire.

“So; when Goren Torren came to
Earth, he found mankind engrossed in materialism, selling and using
sexual desire. Reproduction was laced all through their culture,
from sales to war, and it predicated many criminal acts.

“The gland also secretes the growth
hormone, which regulates growth, for hogs. Now humans were no
longer living their natural three hundred years, but rather more
the life expectancy of a hog. This created social problems, as the
population had a feeling they should be able to live longer, but
could not. How this works is that basically, the pituitary gland no
longer gives out the human growth hormone, which is an inhibitor to
the aging program of the DNA. Normally the hormone keeps the body
young, by stopping it aging. However, the current human body simply
grows old and dies, which is what it is programmed to do, in the
absence of its normal hormone. To some degree, some of this data
was already discovered by the human race by the time Goren Torren
arrived. However, it was suppressed, by Talkron agents.”

Jaron looked around. “For us on Earth, the
real problem was always the rapid rise in population. Along with
that galloping population rise, was the seeding of technological
advancement from the Talkron. The Talkron, seeded humankind
technology, so as to speed up its development. This would have
enabled humankind, to quickly engage in mining and ship
manufacturing, on its moon. This would have been obscured, from the
rest of the Federation, if it were not for the Templars, and the
fall of the Palboan regimes.

​​
“Goren Torren noted at the time,
that the Earth race didn’t follow the Matheson
Hypothesis, and in this,
Torren’s intelligence estimate back then,
was correct. That was the odd point. Races that lived short lives
barely prospered, as their creative geniuses died at relatively
young ages, before they had time to fully develop their work. Alien
technology, was seeded to Earth, through various Talkron means,
such as crashed alien craft, direct gifts and treaties. By keeping
these things secret, and by instilling fear into the planet’s
leaders, those leaders were told, that they could have the
technology, but only so much.

“Mankind stayed on that planet, and
after a brief sortie to their moon, they never returned to it. Even
after intervention, Hymondy was unable to get the programs he
wanted, set in place to mine and export from the moon.”

Jaron took another drink and paused. He began
again after a ten-second break. “Lorde Hymondy tried to get this
corrected. He didn’t have resources from outside, as his previous
power base, Jilta, was being denied. The Talkron were soon all over
him, and his planet. He was a rogue to them, and they needed him
out of there. His notes of what he was trying to do, were later
lost, or destroyed. However, we did find evidence that he attempted
to alter their status quo of short lives.

​​ “However, in saying this, it was obvious that
the Talkron agents amongst them, started
scare mongering, and thus his projects to make long-lifers of them, were
thwarted at every opportunity. Even his scientists, were subjected
to shootings, and bomb plots, under the cover of religious
extremism.

​ “What
he tried, we have now replicated.” Jaron stopped and looked around.
“We have now developed a long-life pituitary gland that originates
from Earth, early man. It doesn’t belong to a hog or another
animal. It was cloned from those with the so-called affliction
termed Syndrome
X. These people are extremely rare, who
have glands, through misfortune, but fortunate for us, to be mostly
a genetic Neanderthal gland. The Modern Man of Earth has a three
percent Neanderthal DNA content. So every now and again, there are
people who have a developmental lifespan of four times normal
Modern Man. We have used this to synthetically, create a DNA
strand, which has this new gland as part of its building program.
In effect, after a small medical operation, an Earth short-lifer
can become a natural long-lifer, with no adverse
effects.”

Jaron could feel questions, so he
explained more. “The Neanderthal lived over three hundred and
eighty years. This information comes from the Pleiadians. So by
using their real gland, Cro-Magnon can now live that long as
well.”

Jaron showed some images of what he was
speaking. “The reason I am explaining this is because, as part of
the war on our galaxy, the Talkron have unwittingly unleashed the
short-lived humanoid amongst us. It will eventually out-consume its
environment. The prediction is that both short and long-lifers are
threatened; as a result. While this wasn’t the Talkron’s intent, it
is what we have. It happened on Earth, so will happen on every
planet. So we needed to solve this, and here is the
solution.”

“Due to the region of this gland,
the operation isn’t pleasant, but the actual entry to the tissue
where the gland is, isn’t at all painful. The operation takes only
fifteen minutes. The new tissue is installed, in amongst the
existing tissue. The cells in the body now have a choice from which
to take their commands. The existing gland was chosen from hogs,
whereas the newer tissue is cloned from original humans, which go
back to Neanderthals. The short-lived body simply rejects the older
existing hog tissue, for the more compatible newer Neanderthal
tissue. The human body slowly over a year imports the long-life
genome into all its cells, while rejecting the short-life program,
as foreign. The operation and aftercare is complete, during an
afternoon. The patient is asked to stay for a couple of hours for
observation, and after that, he or she leaves to return home. The
white cells in the body do the rest.”

Jaron was watching. There were going to be
questions, so he put up his hand, and smiled. “I’ll explain more.
The Temple or House of Torren has endorsed it, as Goren Torren was
a long-lifer. The governments we have spoken with love
it.

​​ “I sent Captain Beel to Sandrist, with a small medical
team. It seems there, the surgery is very popular. People are
briefed, about the source of the existing gland, told exactly what
the new gland matter does, and their questions are answered in
full. Generally, one hundred percent of the people wish to have the
procedure. They quickly arrange the time and funds, to get this
done. More doctors are learning about it. There are a few people
cautious about having the operation, but that is expected. We are
not forcing anyone to do this. However, as people get older, they
will see their relatives and friends only half their age, and they
will soon be recommending to their children to do this. For many
having this operation, who are middle aged, they start to regress
in age, and are delighted. People generally feel stronger, happier
and younger. For the planets out there, with short-lifers, it means
people will have four children over two hundred years, instead of
twenty years. This takes the burden off planetary environmental
resources.”

Jaron looked around. “That is the crux. People
are having the same number of children but over hundreds of years,
instead of decades. Population growth will fall to the stable
levels of long-lifers.”

Jaron breathed deep. “If Hymondy had been able
to utilize this, he would have saved the horrendous population from
overtaxing planetary resources to extinction. Within a generation,
pretty much everyone would have had the operation. The number of
births will be reduced dramatically. The economies of the
short-lifers will have to adapt to a shrinking population, but they
will adapt.

“The interesting thing is that many
people on Earth saw this smoking gun; before we did. It wasn’t just
the population expansion, as there were other indicators, as well.
For example, most mammals reach their adult full size in a set
number of years, and the mammals then live eight to ten times that
length of time. Mankind, as Cro-Magnon, would reach its full
physical stature, at around twenty-eight years, but its life
expectancy would only be three times, or less, than that length of
time. That did not make sense.”

Jaron next looked out. He asked for
questions.

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “The new
pituitary gland material seems to give the person a rejuvenation
effect, like ten percent of his years, and from then on, they age
at a four to one ratio.”

Jaron nodded, and then answered. “The children
of this new gland group will be long-lifers. Their bodies will have
the new long-life material, from conception. All decedents of
people having had the operation, will be long-lived.”

Jaron nodded to the next question. “The
surgical procedure is easily taught, and the medical industry will
power along supplying it, with simple economics. Those wishing to
perform the operation, will be licensed. Those wishing to receive
it, will pay for the privilege.”

Jaron looked at the next person and responded.
“Correct sir. No one will be forced to undergo the operation. Yes,
the population of a group originating from short-lifers will be
expected to halve in fifty years, instead of double. The
short-lived body will adjust itself, and the reproduction patterns
of Earth-based humans will slow down dramatically to approximate
long-lifers, instead of hogs. If this solution had taken root on
Earth, when Hymondy was there, the population would have reduced by
eighty percent in two hundred years. Of course it is difficult to
say, exactly.”

The next question was more difficult to
answer. “It doesn’t appear that the death-zones are related to
short-life activity. They exist on planets regardless of
short-lifers or not. We have found one zone now on Maluka, and
there were zero short-lifers there, until the Corduke network
arrived, prior to our invasion fleet, three months ago.”

Jaron smiled at the next question.
“Yes, we have been very scientific in our approach in the zones. We
have taken spores, and inserted them in radiation proof
vacuum-sealed containers, and all life dies immediately it enters
the zone. We have taken soil and put that in the zone, and all
microscopic life, dies immediately. However, there is evidence that
this can be reversed, and we have fully revived some animals that
were once dead, after being withdrawn from the
death-zone.”

Jaron continued. “As to what is causing this
dying zone, I have suspicions, and yet untested theories. This
audience isn’t the right place, for unworthy speculation. If you
wish to read about my theories, I do have them on record. However,
until tested, they remain speculative.”

Jaron looked around, and no one seemed to
indicate there was more they wanted to say. “If there are no
further questions, I’ll conclude this event,” he
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