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DISCLAIMER

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

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

Part of this
volume is a chapter named Glossary, a list of terms and words
and what they mean. The glossary expands with new terms 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. By its
nature it 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 miniseries. Each miniseries is comprised of between four
to eight books.

The miniseries are

THE NEW EARTH
MINISERIES

Books 1-8

THE TEMPLAR MINISERIES

Books 9-12

THE JUGGERNAUT
MINISERIES

Books 13-17

THE EARTH SYNDROME
MINISERIES

Books 18-23

Each miniseries can be read in its
own right.

A lot of care has gone into
creating this epic, and everything has been done by way of
glossary, pictures, maps, notes, credits, and so on, to assist the
reader to have an enjoyable reading experience.
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CHAPTER 1

 


MATHEW




 


Pegasus
headed for the South Pole, being the sole entry
not patrolled by Earth's armed satellites, supposed remnants of the
Cold War. Down the axis, across the Antarctic ice lands the craft
skimmed.

The views were
entertaining, with stark white ice mountains, but breaking up, as
they reached the deep blue ocean. As Goren scanned the blue horizon he
thought how good it was to return to this beautiful small planet.
The blue aura permeated the bridge from the viewscreens. Goren
watched for the dark thin line that he knew was the continent of
Australia.

Australia soon
appeared to stretch both sides of the horizon. Pegasus flashed over its coast, and
headed into the desert. Light was failing, and the continent would
soon be in darkness.

Pegasus
slowed. Before them were the lights of their
launch base. The silhouette of the rocket was lit, with
carnival-like lights radiating its presence into the desert night.
As the Pegasus settled onto the ground outside the base the sky darkened.
The first stars were beginning to lighten the incoming threat of
darkness.

A vehicle turned
off its lights, and stopped fifty meters from the craft.
Colonel Johnson jumped
out to greet them.

Goren was the
first out from Pegasus to smell the clean air.

Johnson strode
over the sand, extending his hand. “Good to see you, sir.”
You have changed, came
the thought to Goren. Bigger stronger
different.

“You look well Colonel. Great work
has been taking place in my absence,” Goren said, as he gestured to
the rocket in the distance. “Ready?”

“Almost, sir. A
few technical problems, but it’ll be ready soon,” replied the
colonel. Early work. Complete. Problem
small hard work. Three month early. Hope likes.

Goren looked the colonel over. “It
looks as though the project is about three months ahead of program.
It’s a credit to you, Colonel.”

Johnson swelled
with pride. “Thank you, sir.” Great man,
work harder.

Goren turned
to Felice, “Felice, this is Colonel
Johnson, his project, and our first corporate venture into space,
using only Earth technology.”

Felice smiled,
as the thoughts came to her. Pretty lady.
Goren fortunate. Pretty lady. She looked
knowingly at Goren, and then back to the colonel. “It is a most
impressive project Colonel”

“You are kind, thank
you.”

Letone stepped
out from the Pegasus. Johnson stared. Senior
Boguard. Important
mission. Boguard special strong must be important mission.
Tentatively he offered his
hand.

Letone grabbed the man's hand in a
firm grip. “It is good to meet the man who is famous for this
historic project. I hope you find time to escort me over it
tomorrow.

More Boguard
stepped from the Pegasus, and the colonel stood
back. Fear military harm control
fear.

“Colonel,” said Goren, “These
Boguard are here to assist us. They’re from the Hymondian Court,
and were on this mission prior to me. They will protect this base
more zealously than themselves. Your mission is theirs, and they
will protect you.”

A new thought
flowed. Safe secure
good.

The colonel smiled. “I’m pleased
they’re here, sir.”
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The next morning Goren took the company
helicopter south to Melbourne. Accompanying him was Letone, a
Boguard pilot and two troopers. Felice remained at the
base.

Healesville was in a beautiful
autumn morning. The property below was dappled in sunlight, as the
eucalypt trees swayed gently to the hymn of the gentle north wind.
As Goren looked out he could see the completed house renovations.
The trees bowed in the rush of air, as the copter descended onto
the new tennis court.

Goren
watched Marline and Mathew peering out from the verandah. Excitedly, Mathew began to
wave, and Marline was doing all she could do to hold her son back.
The air swirled, and the trees whipped, as the copter blades
slowed.

Letone and Goren ducked low, and made a dash, as Mathew ran towards
them from the stairs. He was followed by a small group of excited
children who overtook him.

Goren stood
watching the children, as they milled around Letone and he. One of
the children cried out in a cruel taunt. “That isn’t your father
Mathew. You don’t have a father.” The other children
laughed. Mathew lies, hurt punish body
hurt Mathew stupid. Another thought
came: Ridicule awe no father, fantastic
helicopter. Mathew lies, no father.

Goren looked to
Mathew, who was at the rear watching, as he let out a whimpering
thought: Hide shame Mathew bad like man,
like father.

Goren looked to
Marline, as she now approached with a smile. Her thoughts ran
through him softly. Say yes, please not
hurt Mathew, only love please great man.

Goren nodded to Marline. “It is
nice to see you again on such a beautiful day, Marline.”

“Also, you too, Goren. See how the
house is finished?”

“Yes, it appears fine.” Goren then
turned his attention to the boy who had made the cruel remarks.
“But I’m Mathew's father, boy.”

“No you are not. Mathew has no
father.” The children burst into laughter.

In an icy stern
reply Goren held his finger to the child who made the remark. Then
Goren stretched out his arm, and swooped Mathew up to his chest.
Instantly Mathew had his arms around Goren's neck, holding tight.
Goren was warmed by the thoughts: Father
love father, like me, Mathew not bad.

Goren smiled, and turned to the
children. “Mathew is going to learn how to fly the helicopter. Are
you ready Mathew?” he said, looking to Marline for
approval.

Awe
surprise. Mathew
meekly answered, “Yes.”

Then a new
thought came to Goren: Mathew not learn to
fly, Mathew bad, us learn not Mathew. Goren looked to see the same boy, with the thoughts about to
raise his hand in objection.

Goren then felt
a warm thought, a kind, and gentle thought, soothing.
Go Mathew, learn how to fly, show nasty boys you
good. Mathew kind Mathew, do good, like Mathew.

Looking at the girl with these
thoughts, Goren said, “Cindy, if Mathew is going to learn to fly,
can you be our navigator?”

“Yes,” was the
surprised reply. Joy happy great man
Mathew’s father good surprise show nasty boys. Cindy ran over to the three, and turned towards the craft.
Goren nodded to the Boguard in the helicopter, and the rotors
whined into life.

Moments later they were soaring above the
trees.

“Mathew,” called Goren through the
headsets, above the scream of the engine, “Grab hold of the stick,
and I’ll teach you how to fly!”

Mathew's eyes
bulged, as he stared at the controls. Tentatively he put a hand to
the stick, and suddenly felt the power of the craft surge through
his body. Fantastic me strong control
great machine, love great man. Soon Goren
and pilot released the machine of all physical control. Only Mathew
held the stick. The two troopers in the rear shed thoughts of sheer
panic, as they saw only the young child, in control of the powerful
machine.

The Boguard and Goren were in touch with each
other, and exchanged glances as well as thoughts. They did not need
to hold the controls. They were in harmony, with the
machine.

Cindy had lost her fear, and pointed to her
house below. Mathew followed her direction, with a smooth movement
of the stick, and the craft followed.

“Where to Cindy?” cried Goren into
the microphone over the whine.

 


[image: tmp_2f483d44cfddfb35c1caacc39d188d53_4tzsrP_html_m4072b96e.jpg]

 


“There, over my home again,” was
her excited response.

“Can you get there,
Mathew?”

The young child
nodded, as his face showed intention. He stared at the stick, and
scenery outside. Yes concentrate, house
fly machine over trees, concentrate.

It did not take long for the children to work
out that they could project their thoughts to the copter, and have
it respond accordingly. What was happening, was Goren and the
Boguard were channeling the children's thoughts through their own
minds, and amplifying them to control the copter. Goren was
surprised at the clarity of these children's thoughts.

The navigation of the hills and valleys
absorbed the children, as they thundered over the countryside.
After thirty minutes they gently began lowering over the tennis
court again.

As Mathew and Cindy dashed out, from under the
blades to relay the experience to their friends; Marlene ran from
the verandah.

Mathew was mid
stride to the other children, when he halted. “Where is Scampi?” he
cried in alarm. Scampi fear alarm
compassion Scampi.

Goren sent out a
mental thought to the small dog. Scampi?
Scampi?

Soon the reply
came. Scampi joy fun birds, fun
call.

Goren sent the
thought. Scampi Mathew needs you protect
Mathew help.

To that Goren
added the afterthought: Now
immediately.

Scampi began to
run. He dodged trees, panted heavily, as he raced to the open
clearing. Help master Mathew protect now
fast.

“Over there!” Goren called out to
Mathew.

“Scampi!” cried Mathew in elation.
He ran to the little dog, but quickly froze.

Scampi ran to
his small master. Call master Scampi
thought? The little terrier cocked his
head, and looked at his master. Danger?

Goren could feel
something wrong. He looked to Marline. She sensed it, as well.
Goren could feel the young boy's feeling of fear. There were many
thoughts around, and most he could analyze, with his awareness. He
put out a feeler, and found the source. There amongst the children
was an evil thought, powerful, and deliberately harmful, and it was
aimed at Mathew. Mathew hurt enjoy hurt
harm make Mathew cry wait hurt Mathew with words.

Goren put out a
thought to Scampi. Scampi.

The little dog
turned his head. Call Scampi
man?

Yes Mathew protect Scampi, you
protect master, Scampi strong bad boy there, protect Mathew master,
scared of boy, Scampi protect good, Scampi ok?

Yes great man, Scampi protect
Scampi bite boy, Scampi bite? Please Scampi bite boy? Protect
master.

Goren thought
back. No Scampi, no bite boy, anything
else but no bite boy, anything else no bite boy, don’t bite Scampi,
if you bite Scampi lose master ok?

Fear no lose master, other
way.

Goren watched the boy that had Mathew in such
fear. Scampi could see him moving around behind the other children.
Scampi trotted into position, as Cindy told the crowd how she and
Mathew controlled the great powerful machine.

Make boy go away?

Yes but no bite ok?

Yes.

Scampi stood at the feet of the
boy. The boy looked down, and Scampi growled. The boy looked at the
little dog. He was not afraid. This was a stupid dog that belonged
to a stupid boy, who had a stupid friend Cindy. Mathew was a stupid
fatherless little boy, and he would tell all the children when this
dumb man goes away. The boy was now listening to the Cindy's stupid
talk of how they flew the helicopter. He would tell them later that
it was a lie, but first he wondered why his leg was feeling warm,
and wet too. Quickly he looked down to see Scampi scratching grass
into the air at him. The little dog promptly trotted
off.

“Oh,” he cried, “Now look what
your stupid dog has done...my leg.” The boy shook with anger, and
drew away, and then began to run.

Scampi, good?

Okay.

Cindy described how Mathew flew, with the
controls, by himself. Only Mathew touched the controls, but they
did it together. The children listened, and Mathew listened. It was
exciting.

Soon the conversation had changed, and they
ran to the house, Scampi beside them.

Scampi...

The little dog
turned to face the originator of the thought. Yes? He replied.

Protect master Mathew, protect his
friends, never forget this.

Yes, protect
master Mathew, fun play joy, and Scampi
chased after the children.

Marline watched her son happy in
the company of the others. She turned to Goren. “I hope that Mathew
did not embarrass you, about being your son.”

Goren drew back from his communication with
the dog.

“They taunt
him,” she said. “When he first told them that you were his father,
I did not have the courage to stop him, even if it was a
lie.” Please not scold Mathew, Goren my
boy only small.

“Where is his father?” Goren
asked.

Marline turned to watch the
children play. Her son had grabbed the ball, and was laughing, as
the other children tried to retrieve it from him. His shrieks
filled the still air. Marline sighed. “He left before Mathew was
born, and I have never heard from him since. He knows that he has a
child somewhere, and could contact me, if he wanted to.”

“So what is it you really want
Marline?”

Distantly she gazed upon her son,
as he chased the ball. “I suppose all I want is for Mathew to be
happy. Perhaps a father, someone that can give him the things, and
answers in life, that a woman can’t provide.”

Goren nodded. “I could be Mathew's
legal father, or shared guardian if you wished. I, perhaps, like
Mathew, need someone who can show me things that otherwise I don’t
experience in life.”

Marline smiled. “You don’t have
to. You are already so kind.”

“No. It has nothing to do with
Jenny. I could be Mathew's legal father by adoption so that he
would be a legal heir of mine. The choice is yours. I don’t want to
force myself on you, or Mathew.”

Surprise
happy. “The choice would be Mathew's, but
I think I know the answer. Let’s go inside, so I can show you what
the contractors have done. It is a wonderful house,
now.”
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Inside, after Goren, Letone and Marline had
exhausted the tea supply, Mathew arrived, with Scampi bouncing at
his side.

“Mathew,” asked Goren. “Would you
like to be my legal son?”

Mathew father
joy, his little mind
went.

“It is up to you Mathew. It is up
to you to answer,” Marline softly said.

A small tear
came to the boy's eyes, smiled, and carefully walked to
Goren. Great man father mine father, man
wants me, Mathew family happy.

Mathew looked
up, and said, “I like that. Will you come and play football, with
me?” Show children
father.

Goren looked to Marline, and shrugged and
walked out, with the small boy.

A moment later the children
surrounded Goren in a clearing. They were calling for him to kick
the ball.

“Kick it, as far as you can,” came
Mathew's instructions.

“Even if it goes over the trees?”
asked Goren.

“Yes, yes, a really big
kick.”

“I will, if you show me how. Kick
one for me,” Goren pleaded.

Mathew looked at
the ball, held it. He steadied it, with both hands, everyone
watching. Mathew stared at the ball; firmly he held it. He knew he
was not a good kick, he gritted his teeth. He would show his father
how to do it. Concentration, ball far,
foot, long way.

He took aim,
dropped the ball onto his foot, and kicked. His thoughts changed
from: Not failure please ball no
fail, to: wow
amaze wonder long, as the ball sailed into
the air. It just kept going, and going. Finally after forty-five
meters it crashed into some trees. Mathew was riveted.
Me? Ball? Kick?

Goren thought to
Mathew. With help.

Mathew quickly turned, looked at
Goren, and wondered. He then turned again, and ran to the trees
after Scampi.

The ball was returned quickly, and presented
to Goren.

“A long, long way,” yelled Mathew,
as he jumped into the air, arms stretched, “over the top of the
trees.”

Goren nodded, and kicked the ball, sending it
sailing up, up and over the trees, but it just kept flying, up and
beyond the next line of trees. It then it slowed, and dropped about
a hundred meters from the children.

None had seen a ball kicked that far
before.

Goren looked at the little dog.
“Scampi, will go and fetch the ball.”

Scampi will?
How? Thought the dog.

Goren
far-saw the ball, lodged
in between two trees, far away. Goren provided the little dog, with
pictures of direction, and location. The dog understood, and
ran.

I help get
ball. The little dog raced into the long
grass, and disappeared under the trees with image, and location of
the ball in his mind. After two minutes he found the ball exactly
where he thought it would be. The dog halted. The ball was twice as
big as he was. He wouldn’t be able to bring it back to the
clearing.

Help,
the thought came from the terrier. The ball
slowly rose in the air until it cleared the grass. Scampi nudged at
the ball, and it floated effortlessly in the direction of the
clearing. Scampi jumped, and pushed it again, and it would float
along more. So intent on the ball was Scampi, that he did not hear
the children calling, as they too were searching for the ball.
Scampi kept nudging the ball, and it continued to get closer to the
children. This you man?
Goren smiled, as he far-saw the dog and the ball,
getting closer to the clearing. Yes
Scampi. The little dog was almost in view
when a voice cried, “I have found him!” It was Cindy. Scampi looked
up and the ball fell to the ground.

Cindy bent down and picked up the
ball. “Scampi, you are a clever doggy. How did you get the ball
here?

The dog tried to explain. He
barked and jumped, but couldn’t tell about the great man’s help.
The girl laughed, and ran back to the clearing with the
ball.

The children played.

It was getting dark, and Mathew had already
been put to bed. It was time to go. Goren looked to the cool sky,
as the last light seemed to duck down behind the western horizon.
The rotors began to turn over, and start their whine.

Goren hurried,
but became aware of a psychic whimper. Parting cry hurt father pain parting. Goren could see Mathew in the dark at the side of his bedroom
window. He was waving, but hidden in the dark. Father not see me wave please see wave.

Goren looked to
the little dog sitting up on the verandah. Scampi go, needs friend master Scampi. Goren then waved to the small boy.

The dog stood
and looked, as Goren made his way to the tennis court.
Mission help master yes great man,
and he ran indoors.

Soon Goren had the image of Mathew's face in
the darkness, his tears being smothered by puppy licks.

Goodbye Mathew, goodbye
son.

Goodbye father, I love
you.

Marline did not understand, but
knew there was something special between her son, and this magical
man. She couldn’t explain it. Perhaps it was just the fatherly
figure, she did not know.

Goodbye
Marline. The announcement almost made her
stumble. The thought was so strong, and clear, and real. She
shuddered.

Goren yelled to her, as he was
entering the copter. “So we shall see you both in December
then?”

“Yes, of course,” came her barely
audible reply.

One last wave to the darkened window, and the
machine began to rise from the ground. Its spotlights were as
blinding as its engine roar was deafening. Slowly it began to clear
the treetops, and head away northwards.

Marline continued to look up at the stars. Who
was this strange man who had just entered their lives?

She turned to see her son, and his
little dog standing by the verandah palings. “Come,” she called.
“Young man, how do you like the idea of a warm chocolate drink, and
biscuits?”

Biscuits food Scampi
happy.
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CHAPTER 2

 


 PREPARING
FOR

THE ATTACK

 


 


The next three
days in America were hectic. The new Boguard had to gain entry, and
be issued with passports as American citizens. One of Goren's
priorities had been to establish his legitimate existence for the
courts. Aeroitek Corporation
International was under attack. The media
were running stories that Goren Torren had fled the country from a
toppling corporate empire, an empire built on straw, and
hype.

The press had claimed that Goren
Torren had been the fifteenth wealthiest man in the world before he
disappeared. He had once been hailed as a great hope, and now he
had betrayed them. He had gone missing for half a year. Some press
articles painted a more sinister picture of
assassination.

Inaccurate exposes of the ACI
Continental Vice Presidents were published, about them being the
real new gurus to the massive empire, which had crept up on Wall
Street, not Goren Torren. Other articles claimed that ACI was
corrupt, and riddled with drug money from South America, especially
Peru where ACI had established itself as a gold mining
operation.

Goren has answered his critics,
with an interview by a reporter that he had once held great hopes
for, but the result turned out to be a maligning insult. That
reporter was Miss Judy Jones. Goren now offered her the exclusive
interview of a lifetime. She was to be his campaigner, and his
voice, for he was going to help the world whether it believed him
or not. Judy believed in him.
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On his fourth
day back Goren held a conference, with those who were to be his
inner confidants, advising them of his coming plans. The meeting
was in the regally appointed study of the Californian residence now
known as Home.
Present was Felice, Navia, Mepat, Letone and
Arlon.

“As you are aware,” Goren
addressed them all. “We’re an organization that is under attack
from forces that we had assumed were terrestrial, until now. When
we find the attackers of ACI we hope it also leads to who is behind
what is happening elsewhere in the Galaxy. However, we must draw
our enemy in closer, invite him to attack more, for only then can
we see it face to face, put a name on it, and finally defeat it. We
must be able to face the target, before we can deal with it
correctly. Our enemy’s ability to stay in the shadows and appear
invisible and silent is what protects it. Our task is to remove
that protection. By standing for what the enemy wants to destroy,
we expect to draw him out from his shadows.

“To encourage our enemy to attack
repeatedly will provide valuable data. We need to expand our
operations, and become more prosperous, and larger. We must expand
on many fronts.

“Obviously Navia, we need to step
up research into who is behind the attacks. The end of the Cold War
has left plenty of intelligence agents without work. Find the best
of them, and set up a strong terrestrial Intel-unit under ACI. The
others of you, feed all the data of any attack – media or otherwise
- to Navia. Coordinate with Mepat.

“Arlon,
have Kimonu Huro of Household Security
to step up military grade security, around the
residence, and have her consult at ACI security. We’re going to
need a lot of her help.”

“Felice, I want
you to set up a following of me. I want you to promote me, as the
new Magi. A person of wisdom, common
sense, but do I have more? Create mystery.
You’ll need to promote a following that will self-perpetuate, which
will in turn draw the enemy out.”

Goren exchanged a few thoughts
with Felice, and smiled. He turned back to Arlon, his head
housekeeper. “Arlon, I want you to present me to the world through
the media, as a new political force in the United States of
America. Use a separate PR unit to that of Felice. Create a ground
swell that could get me elected as something.

“Letone, your part is to totally
oversee all of our further security, and military operations, here
on Earth. This will include ACI, as well as all our assets, plus
the organizations that will be set up by the others in this room.
Obviously you will coordinate with Kimonu Huro of the
Household.”

Goren turned his attention to
Mepat, his old friend, and leader of the Boguard. “Mepat, in you I
will trust the economic control of ACI, and its subsidiaries. Your
tasks will be many, but right now you will need to ensure that
there are no legal areas where the enemy can attack us. Under no
account are we to leave ourselves open to an attack over finances,
especially taxes. Cover every country we’re in, and be very
thorough, and look for accountancy infiltration and
sabotage.”

Goren looked back to all. “You’ll
find that the funds you need for your operations are available.
Should you require Boguard expertise for any reason, clear that
through Letone. Apart from those troopers already cleared for
terrestrial duty, no others are permitted on the planet at this
stage.

“Our plan ultimately is to free
Earth, have it become part of the Federation Alliance. That won’t
happen, while this planet is a war mongering risk to outside
eyes.”

Goren looked around, and after a brief flurry
of questions and answers, left the room.

The interview with Judy Jones went
as planned. Goren not only proved his existence to the world, but
also sowed the seeds of expansion. He gave great visions of ACI
entering space, entering the media, and helping the world. He told
her that three more rocket bases were being planned. The result was
that all eyes were on South Australia. Many dubbed the exercise as
visionary folly. They said business had no place in space. That was
the select domain of the benevolent government scientist, who
wished only knowledge and freedom. No, there was no room for the
hungry capitalist. Goren's drive into space was doomed to
fail.

Of course there were no other rocket sites in
mind, however, the enemy did not know this. The enemy grabbed the
bait, and exposed itself after this announcement. All attacks were
collected from the media, and analyzed. Statistically data was
being collated, and evaluated.
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