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Avalon, Britannia
[bookmark: _GoBack]The dozens – if not hundreds – of conversations that the people who are inside the Throne Room did not die down when she walked into the room, but if she were being honest, she would have to admit that it was something that she had expected. Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that the smile that she was wearing on her face widened even as she remarked to herself that it would have been more remarkable if the people who were already inside the room had stopped their conversations just because he had entered the room, especially when she then confirmed within another moment or two that most of the people who are already inside the room were going out of their way to ignore her.
If she were being honest, she would have to admit that she would have allowed the smile that she was wearing to widen even more – and here, she remarked to herself that even if her smile would have widened at that moment, it was not as if anyone was going to call her out on that, not when they are busy ignoring – but with a mental shake of her head, she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind before she then returned to the present. She focused her attention on the direction of the raised dais that was at the end of the relatively large throne room that she had entered.
This time, she did not bother to stop the expression that she was wearing from widening, but at the same time, even as she allowed the smile that was on her visage to widen, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but wish to shake her head as she thought to herself that for something that was the objective of dozens – if not hundreds – of powerful men and women, the most potent symbol of the Emperor of the Holy Empire of Terra looked small.
Of course, she was aware that such was her perception, but she also knew that it was a perception that was limited not only to her. She was aware that any person who would have seen the Golden Throne for the first time would have stared at it in awe, after all, it does live up to its name, with the whole thing giving the impression that it was covered in gold, but she knew better than to be convinced by appearances.
It was at that moment that the blond reminded herself that the Golden Throne was only covered in gold, it was not made entirely of gold, and a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that she had to ask herself if a lot of people who are unfamiliar with the history of the Golden Throne would believe her if she were to tell them that. 
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the blue-eyed blond shook her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – as she told herself that it was unlikely that there would be more than a dozen people who are gathered in the throne room today that would believe that story, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face to widen even more as she once more told herself that no one is going to call her out for wearing that expression that she was now wearing, not when almost everyone was still going out of their way to ignore her.
As the expression of amusement that she was wearing on her face was already as wide as possible, she did not think that there was a need for her to widen the expression that she was wearing anymore she then asked herself if the reason that most of the people who are inside the Throne Room are ignoring her is because of the uniform that she is wearing, or if it was because they recognized who she is, though as that question entered the forefront of her mind, she shook her head – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – so that she can return to the present.
The first thing that she did once she had returned to the present was to turn her attention away from the throne that was on the raised dais at the other end of the throne room, preferring instead to turn her attention toward the direction of the other people who are in the room. Within a moment or two of her taking the action that she had taken, the blue-eyed blond was already telling herself that even if there might be some people in the throne room who do not know her – and if that was the case, then she would have to conclude that they are ignoring her because of the uniform that she was wearing – it did not mean that she did not know them.
At that moment, the blue-eyed blond would readily admit that it took quite a bit of self-control to stop herself from laughing out loud as she remarked to herself that she was not even supposed to be wearing this uniform, but then again, those who are given the great honor of wearing this uniform had consented to let her wear it, and she doubted that they will withdraw it now, not when they stand – figuratively speaking, of course – at the precipice of the great victory that they had worked so hard to achieve.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that if she were to ask any of the other people who were gathered in the throne room at that moment when that march had first begun, they would probably say that it began twenty years ago, and with a mental shake of her head, the blue-eyed blond would have to admit that while that was wrong, she could not even bring herself to correct anyone who would have said as much, because they will be correct as well. It was twenty years ago – almost to the day – that the man would soon take his place on the Golden Throne had begun his campaign, but at the same time, that was not correct, because his campaign to become the Emperor of the Holy Empire of Terra had begun long before that campaign.
She fought the urge to sigh at that moment even as she told herself that she had known him for more than twenty years – and she had been his loyal servant since the day that she first met him – but it was not her situation – from which he rescued her from – that had been the catalyst for him wishing to become the Emperor. If she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but wish that such was the case, but she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she told herself that it was a woman who had caused him down this path initially.
It was not something that she wished to think about at that moment, and it was for that reason that she soon pushed that thought completely out of the forefront of her mind as she then returned to the present. The first thing that she noted when she returned to the present would be the sudden pregnant silence that descended inside the throne room within a moment or two before she had returned to the present, and because she could not stop the curiosity that she was feeling at that moment, she would have to admit that she turned her attention toward the person nearest to her.
The expression that the man was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the man in question was rather surprised by what it was that he was seeing, and because that was the case, she also turned her attention toward that direction that the man was looking. Rather than echo that surprised expression that the man was wearing on his visage, however, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was one of amusement, and realization, even as she told herself that she could understand why the man that she had been looking at were now wearing that expression that he was now wearing.
Four beautiful women walked into the throne room in lockstep with each other, and though it was true that everyone was looking in their direction at that moment, they went out of their way to not even acknowledge the fact that there were other people in the throne room when they entered, keeping their gaze focused toward the throne instead. As they walked toward the direction of the raised dais, she noted how the people who had been in their way parted to allow them passage, and she wondered if those same people had realized what these four women were doing at that moment.
After all, the four of them were walking toward the raised dais on the same red carpet that their new Emperor was supposed to walk on his way to his throne, and thus, the four of them were simply clearing the path that the Emperor was going to use to make his way to the throne.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that the smile that she was wearing widened, and it was also at that moment that she could not help but remark to herself, even if only mentally, ‘How typical of his most fanatical of followers to insist on doing this,’ she said before she then acknowledged that it might not be appropriate for her to label herself as a fanatic.
While the smile that she was wearing did not widen any more than it already had at that moment, the blue-eyed blond would have to admit that she felt no small amount of amusement at that moment as she then told herself that she was wearing the same uniform as the four women who had just entered the room, and because of that, as far as the other people in the throne room are concerned, she is a member of that regiment.
If she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have wanted to propagate that misconception, but with a mental shake of her head, she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she then reminded herself that she lacks something to become a full-fledged member of this particular regiment, though a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she pushed it to the corner of her brain.
As she did so, she reached for a small notebook that she kept in the inner pocket of the navy blue great coat that she was wearing before she turned her attention toward it, and the smile that she was wearing on her face widened even more. Perhaps there were one or two who would have commented about how worn the notebook that she was holding at that moment was if only they had bothered to look in her direction, and she wondered if there was someone who would have wondered why such was the case.
Yet again, there was nothing mental about the next course of action that the blue-eyed blond had taken when she shook her head at that moment, but again, no one even bothered to watch what it was that she was doing. Of course, she soon told herself that this suited her just fine, and a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was able to take a pen from her other pocket before she then flipped her notebook to almost the last page.
She wondered if that should have meant something, but with a mental shrug, she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she then pressed the tip of the pen that she was wearing against the otherwise blank page of her notebook.
‘Some men,’ she began to write in her notebook, and for a few moments, she wondered if anyone would even bother to read whatever it was that she was writing in some future time. Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to ask if what she was doing at that moment was even worth it if no one was going to read her notes in the future, though she soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she told herself that such should not of concern to her, and because that was the case, she simply continues with what she was doing, ‘live simple lives.’
In the real world, some snippets of conversations were finally resuming as the four witches – for that is what they are, and calling them witches on their faces would not be seen by any of them as an insult – finally arrived at the foot of the raised dais. 
If they were to attempt to climb up the same, there might have been a backlash of sorts, and perhaps it was because they understood that such would be the case that they refrained from doing so, though if she were being honest, the blue-eyed blond would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that these four women would probably be the ones who would have reacted the most vehemently and violently if someone were to climb up the dais where the man that they practically worship would soon be seated.
The smile that she was wearing on her face widened at that moment as she then reminded herself that she was just like them, not only in the sense that she would have reacted vehemently and violently if someone were to attempt to sit on that Golden Throne but also in the fact that she practically worships the man who would soon be seated on that throne. Indeed, she had realized that her thoughts were straying at that moment that she soon forced herself to return to the present and because she had realized that she needed to think about something else, she turned her attention back toward the direction of her notebook.
‘Toward the end of the 21st Century, humanity’s numbers swelled past eleven billion people,’ and as those thoughts entered the forefront of her mind, she also wrote them in her notebook, ‘Combined with rapid, unplanned urbanization, unregulated utilization and exploitation of natural resources, and geopolitical factors, this event led to the peak of the warming of Earth and the eventual collapse of the arctic ice sheets which accelerated the rise of sea levels.’
In the real world, it would appear that the conversations had resumed in full swing, and for a brief moment, she found herself distracted by what was happening enough that she was forced to return to the present. The first thing that she did, however, was to turn her attention toward the direction of the main entrance to the throne room as she told herself that if their new Emperor was already here, then that was what he would use to enter the room.
The moment that she realized that it was just open, however, she returned her attention toward the direction of her notebook, and she resumed writing her thoughts, ‘the collapse of the ice sheets caused widespread flooding, drowning coastal cities and communities and displacing hundreds of millions of people around the world.’
‘Under such pressure, even the most authoritarian of governments cannot last, and by the beginning of the 22nd Century, only the smallest of nation-states have continued to exist with intact borders from before the Great Flood and even those countries are facing increasing pressure as resources dwindled.’
She returned to the present at that moment, taking the time to once more look around where she was seated even as she admitted to herself that what she was doing at that moment was trying to see if she would spot a familiar face from before her life had been drastically changed when she was just seventeen. The smile that appeared on her face at that moment may have been labeled by those people who do not know her as friendly enough, but for the blue-eyed blond, the expression that she was wearing at that moment was devoid of any warmth or friendliness, even as she remarked to herself that if she were to spot such a face, then she would probably lose her temper and ask why they did not come to her aid when she and her family needed that aid.
With a mental shake of her head, however, she forced herself to return to the present as she then reminded herself that no one from her past life would be here, after all, most of them had opposed the man that she had cast her lot with, and most of them had been destroyed because of that wrong choice. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that the smile that she was wearing became just a bit more genuine, though she once more returned to the present, and she once more turned her attention toward the direction of her notebook.
‘With the vacuum created by the fall of nation-states, ambitious and powerful corporations began to assert themselves,’ she thought before she then mentally sighed as she thought to herself, ‘The Super-Corporations Era had begun.’
Like most students of history, she is familiar with this particular phrase of human history, after all, this was the closest that humans had come to destroying themselves, with various super-corporations forming fighting among themselves for power and influence. Governments still exist, but they are mostly just fronts for the powerful executives that control the corporations behind the scenes, and when an important decision has to be taken, it is these executives who make the decisions.
‘No one knows who was the first person to order the launch of the missiles,’ she wrote that thought in her notebook as she once more returned to the present, ‘but it did result in what those who had lived through the era known as the Cold War had always feared, with more missiles launched into space, only for their nuclear warheads to fall back on Earth and devastate the surface of our mother planet.’
‘The time of the warlords, the Warlord Era, began in 2150, with various groups of people allowing themselves to become that which humans swore they would never become again,’ she continued to write in her notebook, ‘No one knows how many people survived the Nuclear Exchange, no one knows how many people lost their lives during the Warlord Era, when killing another human being is just as easy as killing an animal, and when the environment itself is hostile to life.’
She paused at that moment so that she could return to the present, and she turned her attention toward the direction back of the Golden Throne even as yet another amused smile appeared across her face, and at that moment, she could not help but remark to herself that some had labeled their new Emperor as a warlord straight from that era. 
There was a part of her, she would have to admit, that was indignant that there are people who would label him as such, but the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was one of amusement, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that those people did have a point. Of course, those people meant that as an insult, but as a student of history, she knew that while a majority of the Warlords of that era were only out for themselves, some looked out for their people, and sought only the best for those who are living under their protection.
As she kept her gaze focused toward the direction of the throne, she told herself that their new Emperor was of the same kind, but she was not interested in proving that – even to herself – which was why she soon returned her attention toward the direction of her notebook and she allowed even more of her thoughts to be translated to letters on the surface of the paper that she was writing on.
‘By the end of the 22nd Century, enough had recovered that humans once more tried to organize themselves into a functioning government with vestiges of liberalism and democracy,’ she thought, ‘and from these efforts came the Sol Consortium.’
It was, of course, not easy for any kind of government to reverse the damage that had been done to the mother planet and humanity, but the leaders of the Sol Consortium did exert their best effort, and as she shook her head, the blue-eyed blond could not help but remark to herself that it was also because those leaders only want the best for their people that they turn to a system that they should not have even thought of bringing to life, or at least, life as a machine understands it.
‘The Technocracy Act’ she thought to herself, and in the real world, she shook her head as she remembered the rationale behind the decision to hand over the bureaucratic functions of government to an artificial intelligence designed specifically for that purpose. At the same time, she knew that she would soon be remembering the consequences of that decision, though for the time being she remained in the first, and even she would have to admit that the decision did bore some results which even she would have considered as a boon.
‘In 2210, the first colonies began to be set up on the red planet’ she thought, ‘mining operations in the Belt opened to humanity a vast amount of resources that ensured that never again would be we are forced to destroy the very soil that we stand upon to get the resources that we need.’
‘By 2250, all four of the Galilean Moons had been occupied and the human population had finally recovered,’ as she continued to write in her notebook, she was forced to return to the present even as another round of impromptu silence descended around them. Before she had even realized what it was that she was doing, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of the door, and within a moment or two, she had realized what had caused the sudden silence, after all, the Grand Chamberlain was already inside, and he was already holding his symbol of office in the form of his iron staff, which he would use to strike the floor and make people look at him while he announced the arrival of the Emperor.
Of course, just because he was already in the room did not mean that the same was true for the Emperor, and it was for that reason that the blue-eyed blond once more returned her attention to her notebook.
‘Now we delve into the consequences of letting an artificial intelligence become the bureaucracy,’ she thought, ‘it did not take long before those who know how to game the system became the richest people in the Consortium, and as the gap between the rich and the poor widened once more, unrest followed.’
It was not the unrest that followed, however, which tore the Sol Consortium down, rather, it was the tension between the mother planet and her colonies in Mars, the Belt, and the Jovian orbit. 
‘In 2265, the Sons of Mars, having grown discontented at being treated second-class citizens, decided to take matters into their own hands, and declared their independence,’ she thought, and as usual, she translated that into words which she placed in her notebook, ‘it took them five years, but in 2270, even the mighty Consortium had to declare defeat.’
‘I’ve always wondered if they would have declared defeat if they had an inkling of what was going to come next,’ she thought, ‘because the defeat of the Consortium in Mars inspired the revolutionaries Jovian Orbit to fight for their independence, and by 2280, so weakened by these rebellions and unrest at the mother planet, the Consortium withdrew from Jovian Orbit.’
She had heard accounts of the celebrations that erupted in Mars and the Jovian Orbit when the Sol Consortium was forced to announce its withdrawal from those sectors of space. Of course, while it is generally accepted that unrest at home is one of the reasons why the Consortium withdrew, the action that they had taken did not result in unrest at the mother planet subsiding and, if anything, it caused even more unrest as the reality of the fact of defeat caused a massive shock to even the most ardent supporter of the Consortium. 
The blue-eyed blond paused at that moment before she then turned her attention back toward the Golden Throne, and she had to suppress the urge to sigh. ‘In 2310, a coalition of powerful families – who may not be nobles, but may as well be – rose in rebellion against the Sol Consortium and its increasingly extended AI bureaucracy after a decision was made to leave the governance of humans in the hands of a purpose-designed artificial intelligence construct.’
Even then, it had been a controversial decision and the fact that the rulers back then seriously considered such an option had consequences that lasted even up until the present day. Even the successor states in Mars and the Jovian Orbit had been alarmed by such an option that they, like the Holy Empire, have completely banned artificial intelligence that is now under a certain threshold. 
‘Of the families who had rebelled, one – the House of York – soon rose to be the leader of the rebellion, with its head of family, William Richard York, becoming the first Emperor of the Holy Empire of Terra in the aftermath of the overthrow of the Sol Consortium.’
The revolution had neither been easy nor had it been quick. While the revolution began in 2210, it was not until the pivotal Battle of Geneva in 2230 that the last vestiges of the bloated body that the Sol Consortium had become began to implode. Geneva had been the location of the master server of the AI that the leaders of the Sol Consortium had handed their power to, and when Geneva fell, so did the AI in question, and it would appear that without this particular AI, the leaders of the Sol Consortium just did not know what to do. 
Once more, she paused and this time, despite her best attempts otherwise, a sigh escaped from her lips, though she doubted that anyone would have seen the action that she had taken at that moment as the hundreds of small conversations had now resumed. 
As she noted that, she turned her attention toward the direction of her notebook again, before she then continued to write, ‘The Holy Empire was founded in 2340, it is now 2743, and in the four hundred years between the founding of the Holy Empire and today, there had been sixteen Emperors and Empress, but this man that we are here today to see crowned, the seventeenth Emperor of the Holy Empire of Terra, perhaps he is the only one who would have an era named after him.’
Even she would have to admit that the smile that appeared across her face at that moment was wide and genuine, and she was not in a hurry to remove that expression that she was now wearing even as she told herself that, at that particular moment, she does not care if anyone were to see the expression that she was now wearing and comment about it. Indeed, the blue-eyed blond would have to admit that there was a part of her that was hoping that such would be the case and that perhaps it was for that reason that she kept the expression that she was wearing on her visage far longer than she would have wanted otherwise.
With a mental shake of her head, she forced herself to return to the present, and she once more turned her attention toward her notebook, though this time, rather than add more words to that which she had already written, she instead focused her attention toward the direction of the lines that were already written. 
There was no need for her to read the things that she had already written because she was the author of the same, and after another moment or two, she forced herself to one more return to the present as she once more remarked to herself that everything that she had written would be how an ordinary historian would record history for the consumption of those who would come after them, but she is not an ordinary historian, and while it is true that she had not been there at the beginning, she had been one of the closest and oldest companion of the man who would soon climb up that dais that is now covered by four of his most fanatical followers.
The blue-eyed blond returned her attention toward the direction of her notebook, and even though she had already earlier told herself that there was no need for her to continue writing, she was soon pressing the tip of her pen against that of the paper as she then allowed more words to be transported from the forefront of her brain, and upon the sheet in front of her, ‘All of these is how history would see the man who will one day be granted the epitaph of ‘the Great’, but all of  these is also how simple history will see him, and as one of his most devoted followers, I simply cannot allow those who would come after us to label him as ‘the Great’ simply because he was given that title by those who did not and never knew him.’
She was distracted at that moment by the sound of iron striking marble, but as loud as the sounds that echoed around the throne room at that moment may be – and she already knew why the chamberlain was doing what it was that he was doing at that moment – it was not enough to make her turn her attention toward the direction of where the sound came from. She kept her attention focused upon her notebook, as she then wrote even more words on the paper that was presented to her, ‘I need them to understand why he is the only one who truly deserves that epitaph of ‘the Great’, why he is the only one who should be known by that title.’
The words that were coming out of the lips of the Chamberlain at that moment were ritualistic and the tone that he used made it obvious, but even if that was the case, the blue-eyed blond refused to return to the present, as she transported even more words from the forefront of her mind and upon the paper that was in front of her, with her lines starting to turn from the neat script that she had been using earlier to one that would have advertised just how much of a hurry she was at that moment.
‘Throughout history, few have been given the power to control the destiny of their fellow men,’ she wrote ’Fewer still have wielded such power wisely.’
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