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Barison had no idea what to call his Rememberer Log of the funeral, it was missing the title, something he hoped wouldn’t cost him his job. That’s why he was here.

As Barison took a seat on the cold wooden bench at the back of a grand stunning cathedral, he tried not to move so much because the last thing he wanted to do was annoy the other people sitting next to him. They were all packed tightly together like sardines from Old earth.

Trying to ignore the annoying warmth and movement from other people sitting next to him, Barison focused on the stunning cathedral since he needed every little detail for his Rememberer Log.

The main part of the cathedral was made from true solid gold that rose high in the sky with breath-taking symbols and dragon heads on all the pillars, and the ceiling was utterly stunning. Made from pure diamonds and other precious gems, the ceiling was shaped, carved and forged into the amazing depiction of the glorious Emperor himself.

Barison wasn’t sure what he thought about the hanging chandeliers that burned sweet orange scented candles (that reminded him of delicious orange tarts as a child) that occasionally dripped down onto the worshippers below. He hated the idea of sitting under dripping wax but apparently some people loved it. He wasn’t sure how true the rumours were but apparently the wax was blessed by the Emperor and those who were Believers got blessed with good fortune by him.

Rubbish, of course. But Barison needed it regardless for his Log.

Listening to the rumble and jumble and mumble of all the hundreds of thousands packed into the cathedral (they were packed into the main part where Barison was and a couple of side chambers), Barison wiped his warm forehead from the sweat that was starting to form on him.

It was too hot in here.

At least as a Rememberer, who travelled all over the Human Empire to witness and record events for the future, Barison had access to some of the best tech the Empire had. 

Carefully reaching into his black coat pocket, Barison got out a tiny contact lens and placed it in his eye. He smiled as it hummed to life and allowed Barison to see what others this far back only wished they could see.

The lens zoomed in and Barison smiled as he saw the reason why they were all here, and the reason why he was struggling to create a title for his Log.

At the very centre of the cathedral where the altar used to be was a very ornate casket covered in gold, diamonds, bronze, velvet and more. If it was expensive it was somehow incorporated into the stunning design. 

But even with the contact lens Barison struggled to make out the little designs and carvings in the casket. He hoped he might be able to talk to the Queen later to get a closer look at the casket. Surely she would want to make sure all the details were recorded for the future.

And that’s why they were here.

Barison still felt a little weak after hearing the Royal Consort was dead after 200 years of life. Prince Phillip the 45th had died a few days earlier from a heart attack, a great man, a truly great man. 

As soon as Barison had heard of the death, he had cancelled all his appointments, double checked with Earth and got permission to start working on the Rememberer Log. He was sure there were more qualified Rememberers to note down this occasion but apparently none were in the system.

Barison knew the occasion was sad and everything but this was his favourite part of his job. He loved researching all the little pieces of someone’s life and Prince Philip’s was hardly a boring life. 

Barison admitted the entire system was actually interesting.

At first Barison had been confused and almost felt sick trying to understand it all, but when it clicked, he admitted he never wanted to leave this system.

It turned out the Britannica System was the only solar system in the Great Human Empire that didn’t have Planetary Governors that ran each planet who reported to a Solar Commander, who reported to the Emperor. 

Instead they had a Monarch who had absolute power over the system and they reported to the Emperor. 

Barison loved reading about some of the history. Some of the past Queens were horrific and even more of them were arrogant. Barison had no idea who his favourites were but he did like reading about Bloody Mary the Sixth and Victoria The Second. 

Thankfully what Barison could tell and read these current Monarchs were good people, kind, cared about their subjects and honestly wanted the best for everything no matter their class nor strain of abhuman.

Over the past few days Barison had developed a soft spot for the Royal Consort Prince Philip, sure he had heard of a few points during his time here. The Prince was a keen fighter, a commander and an environmentalist. 

At the time that all sounded okay and interesting, but when he died. Barison changed his opinion and read more, the Prince was amazing. 

He had won major invasions and defences for the Empire, he had met the Emperor and actually dined with him. That in itself was a stunning achievement, especially considering Britannia was a backwater system. 

There were even a few entries from different Royal Rememberers about the Prince defending the system against Superhuman Traitors, but the real records were sealed.

Barison would have loved it all to be true. 

The sound of royal piano music filled the cathedral as everyone stood up and started singing the System’s Anthem. Barison’s stomach filled with butterflies as he knew the Queen would be coming soon.

He had only ever seen her in pictures and read various accounts from his fellow Rememberers. The entire idea of seeing this amazing, stunning woman scared him, almost.

Like a wave the front started to bow their heads as the rest of them followed and Barison smiled as he heard the characteristic tapping of the Queen’s staff.

There were two taps and everyone rose their heads once again and Barison tried not to smile too much as he focused in on the Queen.

Considering she was 190 years old, Barison couldn’t believe how amazing she looked, she didn’t look a day over a hundred. Her hair was beautifully long with hints of grey running through the brown. Her face was full of life and she was actually pleased to be here. 

Barison half expected her to be gaunt and frail but she was inspiring, he could have sworn the more he looked at her the more inspired and proud he felt. It was like she was admitting some kind of hopeful aura.

That was definitely going in the Log.

Focusing on her stunning long shiny black dress, Barison wondered how old it was and if any other Queens or Royal Consorts had worn it. He knew the Queen’s wedding dress had been worn by her Mother and her Grandmother before that. 

He was sure some people would have found that disgusting but in the Britannia System they believed royal clothing was close to divinity. So it would have been a major insult to not wear the clothes again.

With another tap of the Queen’s heavy golden staff, everyone sat down and Barison rolled his eyes once again as he was pressed against hot sweaty people. 

For a moment Barison tried to think about his title again whilst everyone else sat down, he knew the content for his Rememberer Log off by heart. He could and would easily write it in a day, but the title was critical.

All the famous Logs had amazing titles, true titles and titles that stood the test of time. Barison had read many breath-taking and even gripping ones during his time at the Order of Remembrance during his training on Earth. But they didn’t become famous if the title was lacking.

Barison knew he was a great Rememberer, he was rather well-known in the Order, probably why they allowed him to write the one for Prince Philip but he wasn’t famous. Barison needed to be famous so badly. 

The royal piano music started again for a few seconds before going silent to make sure everyone knew the Queen wanted to speak.

As the Queen welcomed everyone to the funeral including sixty Empire diplomats, some from other worlds, some from Earth and even the Emperor’s Palace itself. Barison felt his eyes wetted as he focused on the Queen, this was cruel for her.

He had focused on too many funerals in his long life and recorded too much not to know that the Queen was in pain. Barison knew she had to be using every
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