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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the TEMPLAR
MINISERIES and ESCAPE FROM FEDERATION 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 like
this. 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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CHAPTER 1


GREENDALE

Rigrano couldn’t recall much, but then
he felt there was no need for recall. All his needs were satisfied;
here. Where was here? Sometimes he never really knew. He looked at
the hills; beyond the windows. It was another perfect day. The sun
shined and the green hills were so attractive. He sat back on his
bed and sighed. Life really was so good to him. Why? The psychrons
tried very hard to make it that way.

Rigrano looked at the clock. Soon, it
would be dinner time. He enjoyed that. That was the time when the
kind psychrons came and helped him to the table. They were so kind.
He had only good things to think about them. If it were not for
them, he wouldn’t be here, and if he were not here, then where
would he be?

A sharp pain ran through his skull. He
winced and thought a nice thought, about the psychrons. The pain
suddenly vanished. He smiled. The psychrons told Rigrano that his
pain was related to his past and that they would help him. They
must have helped as he couldn’t recall the past and the pain had
mostly gone just as they promised. He was grateful for
that.

The door opened and two white coated
males stepped inside.

The larger one of the pair smiled,
“Are we ready?”

Rigrano nodded and they helped him
from his bed.

They placed him in a wheeled chair and
they were soon moving down a corridor, when, without warning two
other white cloaked psychrons passed by, and the pair helping
Rigrano then lay on the floor, in a pool of blood.

Rigrano stared at the blood and then
at the two men, by his side. They were carrying knives.

The one with the blue eyes said, “Come
on, Commander, we are leaving here.”

Rigrano was confused. The word
commander seemed familiar to him, but they were his friends, there,
on the floor. They took away the pain and now the pain was coming
back. Rigrano tried to speak, but found the words stuck in his
throat. He felt his body being lifted from the chair. The men were
talking to him, but he no longer could understand them. They talked
about ships and evil things. He wanted them to stop, and leave him
alone. He was happy here. He didn’t want to leave.

The pair dragged him to the outside
food elevator. It took them to the surface of the underground
building. All around were dead psychrons and psycho-surgeons.
Rigrano was dismayed at the deaths of his good friends.

He smiled, as he reached the outside.
This was the view to which he had become accustomed to. The hills
and serene surroundings were his, to soak in again. He looked and
there were another seven that were in patients’ clothes like his.
He did recognize some of them, but it only increased the
pain.

Overhead was a floating craft. Rigrano
stared at the machine, as a small car descended from it. He became
anxious, even panicky, and started to scream, at the sight of the
car. He couldn’t leave Greendale. He would die; he knew he would.
Rigrano screamed; his arms flayed at anyone that tried to stop him.
He would run away, the psychrons would save him, they had
to.

As he ran, he saw three forms move
behind him. Something pricked his arm and he collapsed to the
ground.

Once aboard the craft, it shimmered
and vanished from view, Palbo and the universe.

Ω

Brandon was enjoying himself that fine
day, on Palbo. Palbo City Central was the hub of a small planetary
empire, which ruled much of the Federation, with the economic might
of the Federated Warp Drive Bank behind it.

Directly within this small planetary
empire, were thirty-three inhabited planets. This may have been
small, compared to the rest of the Federation, or even the Outer
Worlds, but it was still large enough to stage a fight back, for
Federation supremacy.

After all, it was only a millennium
ago, when Palbo fought off the rebels of the so called Alliance,
which was sparked off by a crazy Jiltanian dissident who had
intervened in the Malukan mess. Yes, and that ended in… in… that
woman…F...F… and the pain made him think of something
else.

Brandon recalled the data, which he
was privy to. Yes, Lorde Maluka had wanted to set up in opposition
to the Warp Drive Bank. Maluka had engineered the puerile planet of
Sequetus 3, into developing the warp drive theory necessary, in
order to manufacture his own ships.

Unfortunately, the Royal on Jilta,
Lorde Hymondy III, had found out Maluka's scheme and intervened. By
this time, the Bank had disposed of Lorde Maluka, but there was no
way of ridding the sector of the excess number of ships that he had
built.

This was handled in the end, by a war
between the Alliance and the Malukan sector.

To make things better for the Bank,
several other Royal sectors had thrown in, with the Malukans. They
lost out to the Jiltanians and their Alliance. The Alliance in
turn, seemed to have been headed by a singular entity called Goren
Torren who in turn was assassinated, a millennium ago.

Well, it mattered far less now; the
Alliance fell after only a decade, and its control had passed back
to the Federation and then again to the Warp Drive Bank. In fact,
the war had served a great purpose. Boundaries had altered and new
ships had to be constructed, to replace those lost in war, meaning
great rewards to the Bank, and the small planetary empire of Palbo,
in particular. In the last five hundred years, great prosperity had
befallen this small group of planets. Of course, there was that
woman and her fanatics… but the pain stopped those thoughts, and
Brandon Mirak thought of something else.

Brandon looked out of the window of
his car, as it floated over the surface-way. He leaned forward and
asked the driver to open the top. Yes, the breeze did feel
better.
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Brandon Mirak’s floater over Palbo
CC

As he looked ahead, he could see there
was a jam of vehicles, up ahead. “Flash the diplomatic lights,
driver, and take the upper level.”

The driver did as requested, and the
car soared to the upper level stream of traffic, away from the
vehicles below.

Car expressways had four levels. There
was the lowest level for prime movers, which floated along only two
pacs above the surface. Next, was the transit class, which was for
the general public transport. Above that, was private transport,
for those who could afford their own car floaters. The top level
was for the exclusive use of diplomatic and governmental
vehicles.

The top level was clear today, and
Brandon was able to look downwards, at what was causing the
congestion, below. It was a prime mover that had capsized and
spilled its load. It then had been hit by another vehicle,
travelling too close behind, resulting in confusion for other
drivers, and smoke billowing, blocking visibility on the second and
third level, thus creating further congestion.

Brandon sighed, as he looked ahead
again. There was no sign of the traffic-patrol, yet. In the
meantime, Brandon could enjoy the view, as he passed over the
countryside.

The sky was a cloudless blue. The sun
felt good on his face, as did the warm wind, as it wafted past.
Below, the fields were almost ready for harvesting. Such was the
joy in the abundance of the Palboan Empire. It was his to control,
and his to enjoy. Brandon sat back, closed his eyes and let the sun
warm his face. He was content. Perhaps it was the first time, this
season. In fact, this was the first time he had left the office, in
eighty-three days. Yes, he deserved a break, and a small trip like
this would help him to unwind.

He didn’t know why he had felt so pent
up in the past year. Perhaps it was that stupidity on Sequetus 3,
which had started it all. No, maybe it was the Rambus fiasco. Yes,
that was it. Those stupid pirates had missed out on grabbing that
girl. He opened his eyes again. It was as if all his concerns had
returned. He knew what he would do, just look out the window, enjoy
the scenery, and he calmed down.

As Brandon turned to his right, the
car-floater pitched and rolled. It dove with a speed that left
Brandon hanging on, to avoid being thrown from the
vehicle.

Terror struck his heart. What the
blazes? The car top was closing over, but his wild ride was not
finished, as the car now rolled to the other side. It banked back
and then raced forwards, up into the sky.

“Are you crazy?” Brandon snapped on
the voice phone and screamed at the driver.

A tort fast reply came back, “Ground
rockets; fasten your belt!”

Brandon snapped his belt buckle
locked, and he stared out of the window, in bewilderment. The
driver was right. There went another rocket, as the driver swerved.
It missed and continued into the upper atmosphere, where it
exploded harmlessly.

The car banked and dove again, as
another swished past.

This was lunacy, thought Brandon. He
couldn’t be attacked here, not on Palbo, and certainly not just
outside Palbo City Centrum.

The driver switched on the intercom.
“Sir, the attacks appear to have ceased. I’ll be accelerating to
our arrival point, and I have notified the authorities.”

Brandon sank back into his seat,
stunned. “Thank you, driver; carry on.” This had never happened
before. Why should it? The people here loved him, and why shouldn’t
they? Palbo was wealthy. The living standards here, were the
highest in the galaxy, and he, Brandon Mirak, was about to return
them to being the supreme rulers of the Federation and
beyond.

Brandon was indeed badly shaken. He
would have to travel now, with an escort. Luckily for him, those
rockets were primitive, without seekers, otherwise he would be
dead.

Brandon sunk low in his seat, and was
pleased to see a military patrol arrive, from over the next hill
tops. Twenty minutes later, he had arrived at the Greendale Health
Center.

A tall man stood apart from all the
others, and shook Brandon by the hand. “My dear sir. What a
horrific experience? I hope you were not harmed.”

Brandon put on his best made-up smile.
“I’m fine. These...rebels, are they prevalent? I had never
heard...?”

The tall man spoke while pointing the
way. They began to stroll towards the outer doors. “No. They are a
new force. I say a force, as they do need to be reckoned
with.”

As they passed into the outer wards,
the staff welcomed Brandon, but his attention was still on the
attack, “Doctor Craz, am I to understand that this has happened
before?”

The tall man nodded as they strolled
the wards. “The attack which you experienced is a new thing here on
Palbo, but it has been rife on the other planets of our sector, for
some time.”

Brandon shook his head. “I was never
informed.”

“Understandable, sir. It would have
been seen as nothing, but a civil manner. However, now it seems to
me, that there is a combined force behind it. A
conspiracy.”

“A conspiracy, here on Palbo? You must
be wrong,” Brandon said, incredulously.

“I wish I were, but please, come with
me.” The doctor led Brandon over, and through another ward.
Stretched out before him, were seven bodies, on tables. Brandon
looked up, in surprise.

The doctor continued. “Two days ago,
we had an escape. It was the commander of the force, who had led
the fleet on Sequetus 3 seven years ago. He was the one that missed
the boy, who was thought to be the return of the Torren, the one
that the Templars talk incessantly about. If you recall, the
commander and his officers were turned in here for programming,
they escaped, but were captured again. A year ago, they were
reprogrammed again, but with heavier methods and it seemed as
though they were on their way, to a full recovery. However, two
days ago, we had a break-in. Six psychrons and a psycho-surgeon
were murdered. The intruders escaped with the commander and his
junior officers. It was conspired and enacted, from outside and I
suspect that the attack on you, was part of that same
conspiracy.

“Whoever is behind it, would also like
you assassinated. That is my theory sir.”

Brandon stood and looked at the man
and then turned towards the bodies. “Where was the commander being
kept?”

“Three floors; underground,
sir.”

“May I see it?”

“You may, but the area isn’t ready for
visitors and we would prefer to clean up, first. There was much
damage.”

Brandon nodded. “Perhaps another time.
What would you suggest next, then?

As they continued through the outer
wards, the tall man smiled. There were ten psychrons and two
administrators trailing, behind them. The doctor turned, and
pointed to some smiling patients and said, “Obviously there are
people out there, who are hostile to you and your administration.
We have the technology to change that, and create a better world, a
saner world. What we need, is approval to conduct a program of
search-and-find, in the populace. We have the means to find as well
as control the people, who are your enemies.”

Brandon studied the man, talking to
him. “Sometimes I think we have already gone too far,” he
said.

“I understand your concern, sir, but
what are you going to do when this whole planet is in civil war and
the power of the Palbo realm has diminished, to next to naught?
Whose rights are diminished when Palbo is destroyed and insanity is
rife? Don’t the people of this world deserve a sane system of
control? Don’t all who reside here deserve to live in peace, rather
than live in the constant fear of war and terrorism?”

Before Brandon could answer, a note
was thrust into the hand of the tall man. The tall man read it and
then smiled. “It appears from the first reports, that the accident
on the express-way was also deliberate sabotage. The same rockets
that were fired at you, struck the prime-movers. It seems that the
incident was staged, in order to manipulate your car to be in the
upper level, by itself.”

Brandon breathed deeply. He could see
what the tall man was getting at. There were troubles, out there.
“I see,” he said. “Please lead on. I would like to inspect the work
that you have been doing.”

The tall man smiled. “If it pleases
you, of course, but unfortunately, I’m the head administrator and
due to what happened here two days ago, and in light of today's
attack, I would like to personally see to the security
arrangements, of your passage home. The head psycho-surgeon will be
honored to show you around.”

Brandon nodded. “I’ll still be leaving
in four hours. Perhaps we could talk about the cost of your
program, over a meal.”

The tall man, the head administrator
of the Greendale Health Retreat, agreed, bowed and left. Brandon
continued on his inspection of the wards and the smiling successes
of the programmed patients. It was all very impressive.

ψ


CHAPTER 2


ESCAPE

The tall man looked at his second
administrator. “You what?” he said, incredulously, “You let them
escape? You blithering idiot! How did it happen?”

The other smaller man trembled, as his
superior flew into a rage. He had heard that sometimes people
disappeared, when this tall man was upset. The small man swallowed
and tried to answer. “We staged the accident… just as you said. We
fired the rockets, as you instructed....”

“Get this straight...Boris, I never
instructed and I know nothing about what you have been up to.
Understand?” The tall man was red in the face and standing
aggressively over the smaller Boris. If he was not so useful in the
administration of Greendale, he would have been replaced or
reprogrammed, years ago.

Boris understood his innuendo, nodded,
and continued in a stammering voice. “We took the Commander to the
site, where you...I mean, where I had decided the attack should
take place. We left him there, as you said, with his junior
officers, as well as others, who have been troublesome outside,
lobbying against us. They should have been unconscious from the
drugs we gave them, and the security patrol we sent in, should have
found them and been able to kill them, there and then.

“However, it didn’t happen that way.
When the security patrol arrived, they were fired upon, by
assailants unknown. Many of the patrol are dead, and the commander
and his junior officers have escaped or been freed.”

The tall man slammed his hand down on
his desk and menacingly spoke, with hatred. “That will be the work
of those Templar sympathizers, in Palbo C.C. We must be able to
arrest them.”

The tall man then turned and looked at
the scene, beyond his window. He knew that the only thing beyond
his window was another room, but the scene still appeared real. He
watched the wind rustle through the leaves, and then he turned. The
redness in his face had vanished and his manner was
calmer.

Quietly, he spoke. “How did our guest
take to our suggestions, do you think?”

The small man tried to smile. “I
believe that he was genuinely shaken by the attack, and will
probably allow our proposals for subliminal control of the
population, in a confined area, to prove the programming does
work.”

“Good, have preliminary proposals
drawn up. I believe there is a village nearby, which may be of use.
This will be the first time that it will be used on a full society.
We must not mess up, and those who oppose us must be terminated. We
may not get another chance, like this again.

“With regards the rebels that
kidnapped the Commander, find them privately. Brandon Mirac is
never to know, or else he may start to wonder what we really are
doing.”

The small man bowed slightly, and left
the room.

Ω

Commander Rigrano opened his eyes
every now and again. They were very heavy. He tried
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