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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS SERIES, the JUGGERNAUT
MINISERIES and JUGGERNAUTS 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’s
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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Capor Sea, of Tors, where Jaron is
marooned.


CHAPTER 1


JARON‘S WORLD

Jaron stood, at the edge of the balcony and
peered down, to the busy street below. Here, in the lofty altitude
of his private quarters of the largest Temple in Palbo, Tarj Himble
was the ecclesiastical center of Palbo and its sector. It was now
thirty-eight years since the rebellion, which Jaron led to
overthrow the tyrant Brandon Mirak and his enclave of
psycho-surgeons.
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Tarj Himble, Palbo C.C.

Jaron sighed. It hadn’t been easy, watching
the passing of the years. He was now a fifty-three year old,
short-lifer.

He looked down across the bay, as the
floaters were loading, at the markets. The people appeared so
small, down there. Jaron reflected upon the tragedies that seemed
to contaminate his life, since he had arrived. It was almost
immediately after the rebellion that his trusted friend and mentor
Letone, who had brought him out from the villages of Sequetus 3,
had passed away on his home planet, in the Pleiades. Jaron was
prepared for that loss but wasn’t ready for what was to evolve
further. As the years had rolled on, his contact with the Pleiades
and the Aaron lessened and his role was to gradually become
Protector of the Temple.

As Protector, he had taken his assigned duty
of uniting the Temple of Jilta with its newest Temple, Palbo. This
was the most important step in Temple history, since its exodus
from Sequetus, to the planet Jilta.

Palbo was the old time original home of the
old Federation. Since the Temple and the subsequent taming of
Palbo, the Federation had evolved from a series of feudal styled
space-opera states, to ecclesiastic market-styled democracies.
Whole sectors of the Galaxy were now run, using the market
theories, from the source of the Temple philosophy, Goren Torren.
Templars and civilians alike, upheld his magical ability and way of
life and behavior. By following his teachings, individuals and
civilizations seemed to expand ethically and healthily, throughout
the Galaxy.

It was the Palboan Empire that had spawned
the original Federation and the Royal Families, who ruled through
the then known sectors of the Galaxy. That was over two-millennium
ago.

However, Jilta had become the center of the
Federation and with its own Royals, had overthrown the Palboan
Empire, and thus, the psycho-surgeons that had controlled them.
That was a thousand years ago.

The influence of the psycho-surgeons since
then had been strengthened, with an export from Earth – Sequetus 3
– of a similar mental culture. The Palbo Empire was on its way up,
again.

The new control exerted by the
psycho-surgeons, together with the psychrons, soon stretched, to
control all the known realms of the old Federation and the Palboan
Empire. That was, until the Temple arrived. It was the Temple that
had grown, and it hadn’t opposed the Warp Drive Bank that
controlled the monopolies of transport in the Galaxy. The Bank was
based also in Palbo. The Temple merely used the Bank, to expand its
own control to outreach, to create new Outer-Worlds, to populate
and colonize.

It was from these worlds that the Palboan
Empire felt threatened, and it was these worlds that the tyrant
Brandon Mirak had tried to wrest control of. He, and his
psycho-surgeons, through the use of mental implants, had managed to
undermine the Temple control of the Outer-Worlds. This was being
followed, by an almost successful military assault on Jilta.

It was here, in this soup of galactic
turmoil, that Jaron appeared. He had been transported from
Sequetus, the adopted home planet of Torren, to the Pleiades, where
he became part of the Boguard. From there, as a Boguard leader, he
had been sent, to follow pirates that Brandon Mirak had inflicted
upon the Temple worlds. This in turn, eventually led Jaron, via
other planets, to Palbo. It was here, that he was victorious.

It was now here in Palbo City Centrum, the
capital city of the planet, that he had found the grizzly reality
of what the Palboan psycho-surgeons had been planning for the
Galaxy; total thought-control of all.

It was in this last ditched defense of an
invasion, that Jaron had rescued the daughter of the Master
Templar, the once most powerful man in the Galaxy, the man who
oversaw all Temple growth, from the planet of Jilta. It was here,
in Palbo, that Jaron stared into the eyes of the daughter of the
Master Templar, felt her mind, and realized the horror of what had
been done to her.

The psycho-surgeons had believed, that in
controlling this girl, Anki, her father would give up his seat on
the Temple. However, the Master Templar had refused to falter from
his post, and she also, had refused to be controlled. The
psycho-surgeons had, in their turn, removed part of the lower
frontal lobes of her brain.

Anki had been bright and fiery, until her
internment on Palbo. Jaron knew what would follow, an inquisition
of unrestrained anger, from Jilta. It would also see an influx of
short-lifers, from Outer-Worlds. They would avenge with long-life
Palboan slaughter.

The Master Templar mourned his daughter, but
he knew that revenge on the long-lifers, the original inhabitants
of the Galaxy, would serve only to split the Galaxy further, and
replace an oppressive militaristic regime with a repressive
theocratic one. This was not the way of the Torren, or the
Temple.

Neither, was this the way of the Boguard.
They had worked silently, for thousands of years, behind courts and
governments, ethically threading and weaving the Galaxy together,
though without its knowledge.

The Boguard were often in inner centers of
government, and even the Temple court itself, but none knew of
their connections. Their goal was a galaxy with no war, and a
civilization that could expand and be at peace with itself. These
were the unstated aims of the Boguard, whose origin in the Pleiades
had been successfully kept secret, from outsiders.

The Boguard also foresaw what was about to
eventuate. For them, the future was just another memory which,
hadn’t been recalled yet. So, searching the future for what had
happened, but not yet been presented, enabled predictions and
solutions to problems not yet realized. Nevertheless, this
knowledge and skill was in the hands of only an elite few.

Jilta was now very distant from the center
of the Temple movement, as it spread slowly to the other side of
the Galaxy; new colonies were being settled, further away. The
Boguard foresaw a religious junta, that one-day would likely take
the lives of billions and trillions, splitting the Galaxy into
warring religious factions. This, they now strove to prevent, but
for every act, that they committed, which altered time and its
path, a multitude of differing results for the future were
presented. These needed constant monitoring, so as to bring the
correct future into being.

Jaron had accepted his instructions from his
old mentor, Letone, and married Anki, the daughter of the Master
Templar, thereby consolidating the power of the Temple, in the
inner sectors of the Galaxy on Palbo. This gave the short-lifers
and the Outer-Worlds security, and as predicted, the oncoming
foreseen junta had been delayed.

Jaron loved Anki. Though she couldn’t speak
much at all, he could know her thoughts which formed a
communication bond, between them. The Boguard surgeons had worked
miracles, and after what Letone had called mind-healing, Anki was
able to regain some of her former life. Generally though, she was
unable to offer anyone, more than pleasant company. Then again, she
knew what her role was now, and she presented the Galaxy three
sons, followed by a daughter.

Ω

Jaron looked at the horizon, of far hills,
outside the city. The patchwork of agricultural land played tricks
with the eyes, as clouds’ dark shadows danced, like puppeteers.

Jaron could also see some heavy darker rain
clouds, coming in from the coast. They reminded him of the turmoil
that he had felt, when he had discovered his eldest son was dead,
at the bottom of the Temple walls. He had fallen from the very
window, which Jaron now stood at. That was twenty-seven years ago,
not long after the birth of their second son, Tubin. Tubin was only
three years old at the time, and had been playing on the other side
of the room, when his older brother fell to his death.

Jaron cursed himself, as he recalled again
what had happened. Normally, the children were never left
unattended, but on this occasion, all had left the room for some
inexplicable reason. Jaron himself had exited for a reason, which
he couldn’t fathom. He recalled finding himself outside the room,
wondering what he was looking for there; then having turned, he
stepped back in, only a few seconds, later.

Jaron recalled what he had seen. As he
opened the door, there was Tubin playing, exactly where he had been
left. Jaron looked around for his eldest son and asked Tubin, who
looked up surprised, and pointed to the open balcony door, twenty
pacs away. Jaron stared, in disbelief. Instantly, he knew what had
happened. He ran to the open door, which could only be opened by
his own personal key. How could the doors have been opened and how
did he fall? His key was in his hand.

It was still a mystery, today. For a
fleeting moment, Jaron looked at Tubin, and realized that even if
he had wanted to, he couldn’t have made the distance and back, in a
few seconds, to push his older brother to his death. Besides, that
couldn’t explain how the door had somehow been opened, when Jaron
had the only key. It was a mystery, to be never solved.

Jaron recalled the profound grief that Anki
had experienced, followed by months of deep guilt and emotional
roller-coastering. She wouldn’t look up at Jaron; she felt as
though the whole episode was his fault. However, it was only months
later that she had forgotten all about the incident, and her life
continued in the land of memories past, fleeting in and out of real
existence.

Jaron recalled their joy, two years later
when she gave birth, to their next son. The Temple was alive again
and so was Anki. Jaron thought that there was a chance that she may
even be normal, again. He recalled at how she stared at the baby
that was now in her arms, as it fed from her breast.

Jaron recalled his horror, when their new
son was found dead in his cot, only three weeks later.

Jaron reeled, as the past events hauntingly
cascaded through him. The events that followed the autopsy revealed
that the child had died of asphyxiation, and the replays of the
videos in the nursery, showed the child to be alone in the room, as
he died.

Jaron recollected seeing their new child via
the screen simply lying there; its eyes strangely open, stare, and
then close. The cause of death? No one knew.

Jaron lamented that his life had slipped
through his fingers. Being from Earth, Sequetus 3, he was a
short-lifer. Anki was a half long-lifer, and would survive him, by
many years, but she seemed to have lost the zest for living.

They finally had one other child together,
and that was a daughter, named Albine. Soon after her birth, six
years ago, Jaron ordered that she be removed to a place, which not
even he knew about. His wife, Anki wasn’t to know the whereabouts
of this place, either. It was well away from Palbo and whatever had
haunted Jaron and his family.

Jaron turned from looking at the day
outside, to look around the empty room. He remembered when he had
promised himself and Anki that it would be full of laughter, and
children, and one day grandchildren. Now, it was so dead and
lifeless.

In addition, Jaron's senses had seemed to
dim, over the years. He recalled what his mentor had taught him,
which was that his mind was superior, to all that could be thrown
up, against him. It was superior to the material universe. Those
abilities that he had been taught, were but now, a hollow dim
memory. He could no longer perceive and no longer pervade the
material universe, with the ether of his own thought. The universe
was no longer a tool; for him to command.

His abilities began to diminish so slowly at
first, that he wasn’t aware of the change. It was as though those
things, which had been shown, were only a figment of his
imagination. They seemed as elusive now as the Boguard; who no
longer made contact with him. That last contact had been well over
a decade ago. Jaron wondered sometimes, if they were part of his
imagination, now.

There was a knock on the door. The person
knocking didn’t wait for acknowledgement, but opened it,
himself.

Jaron smiled. It was Tubin, his one single
great joy, in life.

Tubin entered, wearing full military parade
dress. He had just come from a full rehearsal and inspection, of
the Imperial Templar Guard.

Imperial Templar Guards were appointed, by
invitation only. They were selected from the larger Temple Guard.
Since the fall of the Palboan Empire, there were no more galactic
kingdoms or singularly great political entities. What remained, was
a fragmented group of interested parties, of which the Templars and
the Warp Drive Bank were the largest. Each had their own armies and
vehicles, to protect their own interests, which sprawled across the
Galaxy.

Politically, a thread of constitutions had
been agreed upon by the interested political, economic and
ecclesiastic groups, and they held the Galaxy together. These
included mining groups, large intergalactic ship building groups,
the Warp Drive Bank, the Temple and others, and they could all
lobby each other for power.

There was also a loose intragalactic treaty,
that planets agreed to and it was this, which enabled the Galaxy to
revolve, fairly. There was no longer the need for galactic
conquest, for the armies of planets were controlled commercially,
and powerful groups directly controlled the planets, who hosted
them. The Galaxy was now seen as a unique organism, in its own
right. It needed every other part of the Galaxy, to operate in a
self-determined way, for every other part to survive. Each planet
was like a small cell, within the body of a larger galaxy. There
was no longer a place for the self-destructive acts that had
preceded the overthrow of Palbo. For one planet to attack another,
was now unthinkable. To ensure this, it was unconstitutional for
any political body or government to bear arms, beyond the bounds of
defense. Otherwise, they lost their interplanetary trading and
travel rights.

Tubin was to inspect the Imperial Templar
Guard in two days hence; the Day in Remembrance, for those that
fell throughout the Galaxy, in defiance of the tyrant Brandon
Mirak.

Jaron smiled at his son. He was strong, bold
and was a good leader in the Guard. He would serve the Temple, and
his grandfather, the Master Templar, very well.

Ψ



CHAPTER 2

THE TALKON

Jaron and Tubin were being escorted back to
the Temple Palace. On either side of them, was the Imperial Templar
Guard, a guard of highly trained officers, whose sole purpose was
to protect the occupants of the palace. They were an elite version
of the Temple Guard, and very slightly different.

Jaron had always felt uneasy, within their
presence, but as it was his son who had embodied the idea, and
mobilized the unit, and as it was after the unusual deaths of their
other sons, Jaron found no justified objection. Still, there was
something odd about them, but he couldn’t find a solution, to
whatever disturbed him.

Tubin was edgy this morning and was arguing
with his father, over an old issue. “Father, I see no reason why my
own sister's location should be kept secret, from my mother and I.
How do I know that she is safe at all? How could I protect her, if
she was in danger?”

Jaron stopped mid stride, turned to Tubin
and said, gruffly, “The subject isn’t open for discussion, so
please don’t press this sore point, any further.”

“Well then, at least tell me why you won’t
share her location, with me!” Tubin was becoming more assertive in
his approach.

Jaron looked at his son. “No,” he simply
said.

Jaron could see an old friend, up ahead. He
smiled.

Tubin turned a dark shade when he saw her,
and quietly said with suppressed resentment, “Father, I thought
that we agreed that you wouldn’t be seeing this crazy woman
again.”

Jaron was beginning to feel short fused with
his son, this afternoon. He turned, and keeping a hushed voice, he
replied. “This woman, as you put it, was one of the heroines of the
liberation, from the Palboan Empire. Without her, we would never
have won. She is welcome here, anytime. Besides, whether you
believe it or not, she saved the life of your mother, on more than
one occasion. Enough now, I’ll see you later.”

Jaron turned from his son, broke through the
guard, and stepped into open space.

He smiled into the tired eyes of his female
battle companion. “How are you, Amy?” he asked.

She took him by the arm, as they entered the
palace and were soon into its upper levels. Moments, later they
were in Jaron's ante-chamber, looking out over Palbo City Centrum,
away from the eyes of the Imperial Templar Guards. She opened the
window and looked down, to the streets of teeming masses,
below.

“I’m well, my Lorde. It’s out there, that
I’m worried about. I have been getting more premonitions of the
future, and they worry me,” she said.

Jaron turned and stared into the woman's
eyes, “You mean, like before?”

“Yes, my Lorde. I had the premonitions, six
times before your first son's death. I saw him falling and falling.
I saw him being pushed, but never by who.”

“And this time?”

A tear drop formed in her eyes, as she
looked at Jaron. “Burning, and I see the hands, but never who, only
the ring of the Talkron on the left hand. It’s still Anki, who dies
inside a big red triangle.”

“This new premonition, how many times
now?”

“Three times, my Lorde.”

Jaron stood looking towards the far hills.
It was a perfect day, out there. The air was gradually cooling, as
the afternoon's sun cast shadows, providing relief for those, who
had reveled too much, during the holiday.

Quietly, he said, “Do we have any more
information; on the Talkron?”

“No, my Lorde. The Talkron is a great wild
bird, from the northern continents of Palbo. It was thought
extinct, until three thousand years ago and has been growing in
numbers, ever since. As to any group, that bears the Talkron
symbol, on a ring, their existence has never been proven. Rumors
and myths still abound, as to the existence of their secret
society, but I haven’t been able to prove it. The unfounded claim
is they once ruled over Palbo, before it became a space faring
empire, and that it still rules in secrecy.”

Jaron nodded. He also had feared that such
was possible. For him, the Temple had grown to such a proportion,
that he no longer had much control, over it. To travel to its outer
most worlds, would take years. Who knew what was brewing, on the
other side of the Galaxy. Who knew what was occurring, in the
Temples of the far-Outer-Worlds?

Over the next two hours, Jaron listened to
Amy's tales of the far-Outer-Worlds. He heard how the word and
message of The Torren had been changed and perverted, to suit the
economic whims; of a few ruling bureaucrats. Amy warned him that
the Temple and its frontiers had grown so large, that it had become
impossible for the Temple to administrate them.

Amy gave Jaron a brief report on the
education of his young daughter, for it was only Amy, who Jaron
trusted with her care. Jaron knew that this hurt his son Tubin, in
not being able to see his own sister, but after the death of his
other sons, Jaron had decided that at least one in his family
needed to be away, from the planet Palbo. Jaron was even content
for himself, not to know of her whereabouts.

According to Amy, his daughter was well and
enjoying herself. Amy would show her the films of her father and
she was very proud of him. She was now twelve years old and soon
would become a young woman, a short-lifer, like her father. In
addition, she was well liked, by those who cared for her.

Jaron, by his own command, decided that in
her interests of safety, he shouldn’t know what she looked like; he
wouldn’t be shown or given images of her, for fear that they would
be intercepted by his enemies. These were hard decisions.

Jaron gazed beyond the city, to the hazy
warm hills, on the horizon. He turned to Amy. “So, you’ll be gone
for another eight Standard Months. There is no chance of you
returning, sooner?” he asked. Jaron looked at the fighting woman,
who had saved the Temple, decades ago. He didn’t know where she
would go and wouldn’t ask. She kept her own counsel, and though
many would say that she was crazy, Jaron believed that she was
ideally suited, to raise his daughter.

She slowly took his hands and looked at
them, and then into his eyes. His eyes seemed to be more distant,
this visit. “My Lorde, there are many other adventures that take me
away. I shall return, in the due time.” With that, she gently
dropped his hands. She didn’t tell him of her most dreaded
premonition, and that was that after Anki dies, Jaron would kill
her, Amy, by his own hand. She turned and left the balcony.

Jaron stood there silently, looking out over
his domain. He seemed only a shell of his former days. His memory
of his home planet, Sequetus 3, seemed to have almost gone. In
fact, he wasn’t certain of what he could remember, any more. It
seemed that with the passing of days, that life became more
predictable and dull. With the dullness, came an apathy, which
seemed to drain him of the will to do more for the Temple. This was
his
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