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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the NEW EARTH MINISERIES
and OVER SEQUETUS 3 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. When a word
in the glossary is first used in the story it is shown slanted.
These are bookmarked to take you to the word definition in the
Glossary. 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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Santonia Galaxy


CHAPTER 1




ARRIVAL

 


 


After leaving the moon, the first
twenty-five hours of travel to the planet was slow. However, it was
taken up observing media transmissions of Earth. They generally
consisted of war, real or imagined or hoped for, together with
transmissions of man's inhumanity to man, plus the plague of
disasters that never ceased to afflict the planet or its people.
Erin noted with interest that the broadcast news was generally all
bad news, and was generally presented to the population around its
three meal times.

 Mepat wondered if the unnaturally short life expectancy on
Earth, may not be through old age at all. The news telecasts,
movies and documentaries rolled on. Then there was a brief spell of
humor with a psychotic duck called Daffy.

For most of the journey Earth was a
brilliant blue. As they approached, the Antarctic ice cap appeared
as a large dollop of cream on a rich blue plate.

Little Betsie traveled down the authorized
line, making sure they did not veer. It had been impressed on them
that this was the only way down to avoid the indigenous killer
satellites, and the only way permitted by Moonbase. Once over the
Antarctic they were only allowed into the planet airspace via three
alternative routes. If they veered from those routes they would be
shot from Moonbase. That had been made very clear. They must not
stray over the Antarctic. There were other bases there.

In places clouds blurred the icecap. Goren
wondered how similar this ice-bound continent must have been to
Anqi's home planet of Sleebo. They were now bearing for the South
Pole. It was late summer in the Antarctic and the continent had
been in sun the whole day.

As Little Betsie entered the planet's
atmosphere the first speed reduction came when rarified atomic
oxygen was encountered one thousand Ks out. This was the exosphere,
reducing the speed of the craft to 25,000 Ks.

Soon the four layers of the ionosphere had
reduced the speed to 15,000 Ks. Then reaching the troposphere the
Rangercraft reduced its speed down to 5,000 Ks.
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Little Betsie leveled out at two Ks above
the ice. They were heading north to their first rendezvous point
with a Hymondian agent, if he was still alive. Agent Illtuck was to
meet them, in one of the most desolated parts of the planet, Lake
Disappointment in Western Australia.

The Rangercraft soared over the fairyland of
ice.

Goren shuddered. The temperature was minus
fifty-six outside, with twenty-nine million cubic pacs of ice two
Ks thick. The Antarctic wind was whipping the ice crusts and
furling the loose snow along the plateaus.

After eight minutes they crossed the
continent’s edge. They passed the settlement of Casey on their
right. Ice was still one K thick at the ocean edge.

Finally a large blue expanse of water came
up to greet them. Hundreds of icebergs dotted the screens, some
hundreds of Ks long.

Below them a blue whale spouted into the
air. After signaling its majestic presence the large lumbering
mammal dived to the icy deep.

The icebergs became fewer and smaller.
Suddenly all the ice was behind them, nothing ahead but blue waves
and white caps.

Goren felt free. Little Betsie skimmed the
wave tops for twenty minutes. Birds diving on a shoal of fish
flashed past in a blur.
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CHAPTER 2




JENNY WANTEN

 


 


The Australian coastline appeared as a dark
waver on the horizon of a blue world, and quickly loomed as a
quivering hot mass stretching east west. Little Betsie crossed the
flat land over Culver Point.

The small silver craft streaked across the
treeless Nullarbor Plain into the Great Victorian Desert. The
surface was red, with sparse tufted vegetation. The sand radiated
with shimmering heat on the viewscreens, creating false
horizons.

Goren loosened his collar in anticipation.
Below, the Great Victorian Desert became the Gibson Desert. Little
Betsie slowed, ahead was the dried saltpan of Lake
Disappointment.

The craft was traveling at only 50 Ks. Goren
examined the terrain for his contact. To the west were a tent and a
wheeled terrain vehicle, a car, as Mepat had pointed out
correctly.

Slowly they approached, watching for their
man. Goren checked the computer screens. The desert was over 1500
Ks long. The outside temperature was locally, plus fifty-three
degrees Celsius. The illusion was of air-land-water-land-air. The
reality through the quivering heat was hot air and hot dirt. The
ground cover was barely alive, with small clumps of vegetation
clinging to the baked sides of the lake in anticipation of relief.
In Lake Disappointment there was little relief. It looked like
Mars.

Little Betsie settled, nestling onto the
scorching red dirt. The lower hatch opened. Goren and Mepat stepped
down from the craft into the burning heat. Goren gasped at his
first intake of air; it was dry, hot and seared the lungs, when
drawn too quickly.

They stood in the protective shade of the
Rangercraft. Goren half closed his eyes to keep out the sun's glare
reflecting from the cooking earth. Small beads of perspiration
began to form at the base of his hairline.

He squinted in the direction of a wavering
motor vehicle. A solitary figure appeared to be approaching. With
the heat distorting his vision Goren found it difficult to see
until the figure drew closer.

The figure wore a broad brimmed hat, a
sleeveless khaki shirt, shorts, and heavy boots with short socks.
As the figure neared Goren thought he saw a glint of a weapon's
barrel across the person's shoulder. Mepat stiffened to the same
realization.

Goren was unconcerned; Letone would be
covering from the rear in the Rangercraft.

The figure stopped. It was difficult to see
through the heat.

Goren stepped forward out of the shadow of
the craft. The sun bit deeply into his scalp, his hair feeling as
though it might ignite. The figure approached another three paces.
Goren edged forward. The figure reciprocated. Finally Goren could
see the face under the hat. It was a female.

“Agent Illtuck?” Goren
called out.

“Like hell I am!” and the
rifle lifted in the direction of the independent.

Another vehicle and a cloud of dust could be
seen approaching from the west, finally coming to a halt at Goren's
right. A short stocky man leaped out.

“Independent Goren Torren?”
he yelled from a distance.

Goren looked to the man shaking his head and
then back to the woman with the rifle.

Goren let out a small sigh. “Who are you?”
he called to the woman.

A shaky voice replied. “More to the point
sport, who the bleedin’ heck are you?”

Goren searched for the meaning of the
question and then answered it. “My name is Independent Goren from
the planet Jilta.”

“Like hell you are!” came
the reply. “Where you really from?”

Goren looked blank. He whispered through his
collar microphone, back to Letone, that the woman was frightened.
Though not necessarily harmless, she could be talked out of doing
harm.

Goren called across the hot sand. “Please.
What is your name?”

No response.

Goren watched an insect burrow into the hot
sand away from his feet. He called again, while his attention was
fixed on the barrel of the rifle for the slightest movement. “We’re
not going to hurt you. Don’t hurt us... Please, what is your
name?”

“Jenny Wanten,” came her
quivering reply. She pointed the gun higher at Goren and looked at
him sideways.

“Thank you Jenny. Behind me
is Mepat and to my right is Agent Illtuck. If you would lower the
weapon Agent Illtuck and I would feel less nervous. Poor Mepat is
feeling very jittery too.”

The rifle did not move.

“You Martians... commos...
or yanks?” Jenny called over.

“We have just come from a
visit to the first you mentioned, but the other two planets are
unknown to us. We’re new here.”

Jenny let out a slightly audible moan
looking to the Rangercraft.

Goren continued. “Mars, Jenny, is quite a
beautiful planet, much like this lovely country side of yours.”
Goren outstretched his arms to display the heat stricken desert.
His chest and shoulders were now getting quite damp. Pearls of
perspiration were rolling down his cheeks. Goren felt sure the skin
of his face would soon be burnt off. The sun felt like a
blowtorch.

Jenny's gun was welded in position.

Goren looked to Mepat. Tiny drops were
forming over the Boguard's cool eyebrows. Mepat held his palms out
to Goren as if to signal: What now?

Illtuck had remained still the whole time.
Finally he spoke, “Jenny, these are my friends. Either shoot us or
do what you want, otherwise let's get the hell out of the sun and
talk in the shade!”

Keeping the rifle trained on Goren, Jenny
turned to Illtuck and stared. “I might as well shoot you, no one
would know!” She then sighed. “What the hell,” and lowered the
rifle.

Goren took a deep breath of relief.

Illtuck spoke. “We apologize Jenny, but we
did not expect you here.”

“Nor I you.” Jenny nodded
to the space ship. “You got anything in there decent and cold to
wet the throat, mister?” She called to Goren.

“If you mean a mind-drink,
no. Against Federation policy. However, could I offer you citrus
drink instead, very cold?”

“You could. Hell I'm
outnumbered anyhow.” Jenny marched over the hot sands past Goren to
the shade of the craft. Passing Mepat she tossed the rifle to him
and winked. “Not loaded. Don't believe in guns.”

Mepat caught the barrel and gingerly juggled
the hot iron until he held the butt end.

Jenny called back from the shade by the
craft's entrance.

“Well? You Martians going
to just stand there?”

Goren raised his eyebrows to Mepat. Mepat
shrugged, uncocked the double-barrel shotgun; no cartridges were in
the breach.

Goren went and stood by Jenny. The shade was
relieving.

“Would you be interested in
coming aboard? It is far cooler.”

“You twisted my arm,” she
replied, and then added, “You aren’t gon’na mug me are
you?”

Goren unsure of the meaning of the words had
to work out what could have been said. “No,” he replied carefully
and stepped up aboard.

As Jenny clamored into the tight little
craft Goren gestured. “Welcome to Little Betsie.”

“Thanks, sport.” Jenny
looked around at the inside with mixed amazement and
curiosity.

After a moment, Goren drew Jenny's
attention. “Please let me introduce you to Instructor Letone.”

A brief hello, then she spoke more. “So this
is a real flying saucer, eh?”

Goren smiled. “If you say so.”

“I do! And you’re
Martians?”

“Not strictly speaking,
Jenny, but as I said, we have recently been there.”

“Oh,” Jenny said, still
gawking at the instruments. “You gon’na take me for a
spin?”

Goren's mind drew blank on the understanding
of what was asked.

Letone stepped forward. “I believe sir, the
young lady has requested a demonstration of the crafts
capabilities, in flight, sir.”

Jenny's eyes readily agreed.

“First,” Goren said, “a
refreshing citrus drink is in order, and I feel dehydrated by my
introduction to your desert.”

Jenny agreed. It was hot. Actually, Goren
wasn’t all that thirsty but rather wanted time to assess the
situation. Mepat poured the drink and passed it around.

Jenny hesitated and looked at Goren before a
sample sip, then decided that should they have wished to harm her
they would have done so before now. She sipped and then gulped the
remainder of the container. Mepat refilled.

All thirsts quenched, Goren continued.
“Well, that wasn’t strictly citrus, but a very similar fruit, from
another planet.”

“Delicious, my host! Now
what about that ride?” Jenny's manner of speech seemed to become
slightly more sophisticated. Some of her Australian parochial
dialect had disappeared.

Goren would rather have talked more about
his homegrown Jiltanian fruit, but he would play the part of host.
Letone enabled a small grin to ride his face.

Goren was about to agree to the request when
Illtuck reminded Goren of the Moonbase rules on native contact and
codes of conduct.

Jenny's accent returned. “Really, Illtuck!
You're a real spoil sport, aren't you?”

Illtuck shrugged as though to indicate he
was only doing what he had to do.

“Illtuck is also
considering you, Jenny,” Goren said, “But... rules are there for
independents to break. Right everybody?” Only Jenny's eyes agreed.
The other three seemed to be on a contrary thought pattern. Still,
the decision was Goren's.

“Start your engines!” Goren
called to Mepat. Goren received four strange expressions.
Apparently none of the others saw the black and white movie on the
viewscreens a day ago. Still, Mepat motioned the computer to
prepare for flight.

Three minutes later Little Betsie was once
again headed northeast over the red hot sands of the Gibson
Desert.

After watching the screens for some minutes
Jenny asked, “Where are you really from?”

“Planet Jilta, from the
Hymondy sector,” replied Goren, becoming a little exasperated at
having to repeat himself.

“I suppose I’m meant to
believe we’re really off the ground?” Jenny asked with a tinge of
sarcasm.

“Of course. Where do you
think we are?” asked Goren in reply.

“On the desert floor. These
screens of yours don’t fool me for a minute. I haven’t felt any
evidence of leaving the ground.”

“You’re not meant to. You
cannot travel half the Galaxy and expect the sort of technology
that would give a craft a bumpy ride!” Goren's patience was drawing
short. The viewscreens showed a greener landscape racing beneath
them.

“I’ll put the craft down;
you can step out and inspect for yourself.” The scene below was of
white sand and surf. “It is safe to exit now, if you
wish.”

Jenny trotted down to the exit stairs. She
peered out at the pounding surf, tentatively stepped down and
walked a few meters onto the bleached sand. A wave thundered up the
beach and splashed up her legs. She froze still.

Goren heard a whimpering voice from the
bridge over the surf.

“Where... are we?” came her
weak call.

“Twenty Ks south of
Darwin!” Goren yelled down over the sound of the surf.

Goren watched her on the screens. Her legs
buckled, a small moan and she collapsed into a ball on the
sand.

Goren cursed himself as he dashed down the
stairs onto the beach. He was with her in seconds. Mepat was half a
stride behind him.

When Goren arrived Jenny was face down in
the sand, gently sobbing. Goren knelt, unsure what to say. He took
both her hands. Jenny looked up and Goren brushed some of the sand
away from her face.

“That machine,” she said,
between sobs, “Isn’t a movie prop?” Her eyes were reaching for some
reality to share in Goren's face.

Goren shook his head, slowly.

“Am I having a mental
breakdown?” Jenny's eyes pleaded for a yes.

Again Goren slowly shook his head. “No
Jenny. You’re quite sane. We only had citrus to drink, and all of
us here are real.”

Jenny moaned and began to sob. She clutched
onto Goren's arm and quietly wept. After some seconds she looked up
with uncertainty. Goren recognized the fear in her eyes.

Goren did not wish to hurt her. Why had he
not listened to Illtuck when he had the chance?

Jenny looked around at the surf, propping
herself into a kneeling position. This wasn’t the Gibson Desert.
Wherever it was, a few minutes ago they were over a thousand
kilometers away. Jenny's head was spinning.

Goren said nothing. He was there should she
want to speak.

Jenny looked at the pair of them. “You
really were on Mars?”

“That is correct, Jenny”
said Goren.

Jenny sat back on the sand, staring to the
water, into the waves as they thundered down and then up the
beach.

Minutes passed and Goren could sense the
thoughts racing through Jenny's mind.

“But no one will believe
me,” she said, shaking her head.

“That isn’t my problem,”
laughed Goren quietly.

“Nor mine!” reflected
Jenny, as she slowly joined in the laughter.

Mepat broke into the train of both thoughts.
“Sir, Australian military surveillance air craft headed this
way.”

Goren looked in the direction where Mepat
was indicating. An airborne craft was in the sky, most likely sent
out to investigate them. That was the risk in putting down so close
to Darwin. Goren wasn’t however, prepared to land elsewhere in case
Jenny wouldn’t reboard the craft. From here she could walk to
civilization.

“Jenny, are you with us or
staying here?” barked Goren, who was already standing up to leave.
“It is alright for you to stay. Darwin is twenty Ks up the coast
that way.” Goren pointed edging away.

He did not know if the aircraft was armed,
nor did he wish to find out.

Jenny looked up the coast, then back to
Little Betsie and then back along the beach again.

“Jenny!” called Goren.
Mepat had already begun his sprint for the Rangercraft. Goren began
his run too. The jet craft could be seen to be armed with rockets.
It was closing fast. Jenny sat there as though in a
dream.

Goren made it to the stair ramp. The ground
legs had already been withdrawn and the craft was hovering.

Goren leaped inside and yelled to the
bridge. “Right! Go! Go!”

The craft did not move; the stairs did not
retract.

“Go!” bellowed Goren as he
bounded up the steps to the bridge. That aircraft would be upon
them any second now. He made it to the bridge and saw the problem
and in three strides was on the lower floor again.

There was Jenny, half up the steps from the
beach, but losing her footing.

Goren screamed. “Hands!”

Jenny flung her arms up to the voice. Goren
caught them and lifted her through the air as though no gravity. He
pulled her to the side away from the door, and held her while the
stairs retracted and the Rangercraft fled.

By the time the pair had made their way to
the bridge the aircraft was a distant dot in the sky behind
them.

The Boguard were impressed.

Jenny looked at the screens. The landscape
receded at a speed that hurt her eyes. She looked to the three of
them in bewilderment, and she said: “Wow!...Oh, Wow!”

The others watched as amazement dawned on
her.

Jenny shook her head slowly. “Are you here
to invade us?”

“No,” laughed Goren.
“Observation, only observation.”

“Why?”

“Your species has been
under observation since its beginnings, and your planet has
developed differently to others in the Galaxy. We’re here to find
out why. That is all.”

“There is something wrong?”
she asked.

“Not wrong, but different,
Jenny,” Goren answered.

“In what way
different...Goren?”

Goren felt good. “Well, how old are
you?”

“Twenty-seven.”

“I’m more than three
hundred years older,” Goren said.

“Do you mean that all of
you who appear as your age are over three hundred years
old?”

“That is correct,” answered
Goren.

“So you’re here to find out
why?”

“Correct.”

“Genetic interference?”
Jenny asked, her Australian accent all but gone again.

Goren thought for a moment. He liked the
speed of her computation, and breadth of thinking. “Possibly,” he
said slowly.

“Hmmm. I see,” she
said.

Goren's thoughts were ahead of him now.
“What were you doing in the desert when we found you Jenny?” he
asked tentatively.

“I’m an anthropologist,”
she answered. “I have been studying old aboriginal camp sites for
my doctorate thesis.”

Goren couldn’t withhold the small chuckle
that let go. Jenny did not understand it, but who knew alien
humor?

They had arrived back over Lake
Disappointment and the Rangercraft was settling down.

Jenny watched the viewscreen as her campsite
came into view.

Rather distantly she asked, “Do you guys
need a hand?”

Goren recognized the offer of help. He had
spent hours studying the Earth broadcasts. The English classes
however, never catered for this form of informal speech. Goren
looked to the face of Agent Illtuck, which read that you almost
made a fatal mistake once jeopardizing the Rangercraft, its crew
and Jenny's sanity. Goren looked to the Boguard. Their eyes were
impassive, but Goren felt a sense of agreement emanating from them,
or at least he imagined he could feel it.

“We accept your offer,
Jenny.”

Jenny beamed.

After a second, an amber light began to
flash from the console along with a recurring beep, Goren pressed
one of the visios to life.

Navia's face came on screen.

“Navia, good to see you.”
Goren was all smiles.

“You too,
Goren.”

“What have you learned of
this planet since our departure?”

Navia quickly glanced at notes she had on a
lower screen. “It seems the planet has been in a state of constant
war over the past millennia. There seems no period in the current
recorded history when a war somewhere wasn’t active. More recently
there have been two global conflicts splitting the planet into
alliances, each bent on the destruction of the other.

“The amount of technical
knowledge appears to accumulate at a hyperbolic rate doubling every
fifteen years.

“Staggering is it
not?”

Navia did not wait for a reply. “The planet
is still answering to the dictates of two super powers, as they’re
called. What is interesting is that this super power status changes
from one nation to another over the centuries, but the fundamental
two sided conflict between them continues. Only once has a nation
recently almost attained planet conquest, or at least to become the
major influencing power. What is curious here, is that power,
called the British Empire at its height, went to war against a
league of enemies, won the war, but lost control of the planet,
plunging Earth again into a two sided duel. That nation now has a
role as vanquished victor.

“Almost all nations pledge
support for one super power or the other. The two powers now are
the USA and the USSR. They’re shown on this map. Both of these
powers have sufficient weapons to destroy the planet seven times
over, and they continue weapons manufacture. The main arsenal is
atomics.

“Another anomaly Goren is
that during the planet's major wars, when one side was about to
make an absolute resounding route of the enemy, they fell prey to
the most stupid of tactical blunders. According to what I have
gleaned from media transmissions, the status of this planet's
military and political alliances should just not be.”

“Unless...you mean,” Goren
said coldly.

“That is correct! Unless!”
agreed Navia.

“Economy?”

“Ha. Almost the same. The
planet's fortunes are won and lost by individuals in a predictable
cyclic manner. As a whole the planet's economy rises and falls
every thirty or sixty years without fail. But there seems little
attention on this by the natives. The political powers at the time
perform to the same tune as their predecessors without thought to
the past. It all points to the same thing, but this study is only
beginning.”

“Anything on religion?”
Goren asked.

“Not much. Transmissions
are weak in that area. But it appears that religions are dictated
by the geography of the area of religious founders, but in all
areas religion is relatively strong. In the less technologically
advanced regions, the religions are old but consistent. In fact,
these are not unlike some of our older galactic religions.
Interestingly, where this is the case the technological advancement
is predictable from a galactic viewpoint.

“In the areas of
technological advancement a new religion seems to be replacing the
earlier religions. This new religion goes by the name of
psychology. The meaning comes from an ancient language called
Latin, a taught root language of Confederate Galactic. The word
psych means soul or spirit, and ology comes from logis, to
study.

“Psychology means to study
the spirit. But that is where this new religion becomes
interesting. Psychology generally claims that there is no real
religion, which in itself isn’t unusual - one religion denying the
existence of another. However, this religion claims they’re not a
religion, but a science. That also isn’t new; many religions set
themselves up as the only center point of scientific
truth.

“The religion from which
psychology has wrested control is Christianity which I understand
was here during your last visit.”

Goren smiled. “Yes, that religion was very
strong then.”

Navia's face appeared to look past Goren.
“Goren, is that a native female I see there in the background?”

“Well, err, yes, an
anthropologist. I’ll explain to you later.”

“All right Goren, you and
your wayward friends. What is her name?”

“Jenny Wanten!” butted in
Jenny as she stood beside Goren.

“And I'm not a native. I'm
an Australian.”

“Nice to meet you, Jenny,”
Navia said smiling. “I must go now. Time is out. Be in touch
Goren.” The screen went blank.

Jenny turned to Goren. “Why did she leave in
such a hurry?”

Goren answered. “Navia is aboard our mother
craft, the Pegasus, which is adjacent to a galactic listening post,
called Moonbase. Both are on the moon.” Goren watched Jenny. She
gave no sign that he should stop. “Our signals are not transmitted
by broad wave, as yours are here on Earth, but rather by laser
pulse. We aim our message at the recipient. It is a very tidy
manner of transmission. However, there is still some atmospheric
reflection, which can be picked up by the Moonbase receivers. The
only exception is when we transmit in line with the axis of Pegasus
and Moonbase and Earth. Our computers tell us when it is time to
transmit. We still transmit at other times on matters of non
confidentiality to prevent Moonbase from becoming suspicious. If
necessary we can traverse the globe, in line with the poles, to
remain in contact, but that places our craft in jeopardy from Earth
surveillance.”

Jenny nodded with a blank stare. She had
tuned out.

“So Jenny, our task now is
to secure your vehicle, for we’re going east.”

Dusk was beginning to settle over the
desert. Illtuck, having completed his contact drove back into the
desert. His cover as an outback station manager needed to remain
intact. His job otherwise was to monitor media transmissions from
the southern hemisphere.

Jenny convinced Goren and the Boguard to
spend the night in the outback, and set to task to drum up some
outback supper.
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