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             Chapter One

            Resignation

         

         It was the first Wednesday in March 2108, and the Australian National Defence Committee had just commenced its Annual Congress, this year in Perth, Western Australia.

         The country’s Defence Minister, Aub Ryman, 33, had just stunned the audience, half of whom supported him and half of whom didnt, by using his Keynote Speech to announce his resignation forthwith. Some of his supporters were now pursuing him as he left the conference and made his way to the hotel entrance.

         “You can’t walk out now, sir,” one of them said to him.

         “I just have,” Aub replied.

         “Some of us are loyal to you, you know that,” said another.

         “Yes, and I know who you are. You will be amply rewarded when the time comes,” Aub answered.

         He was in no doubt that the course of action that he was about to take was by far and away the best, both for himself and for others. It was to be a great step forward, for it was a fact that others around him possessed neither the knowledge nor the capability to do what was required. The others knew nothing of The New Game and what was about to unfold secretly and behind closed doors. That was why he was about to become The Prince Regent of what was fast becoming one of the world’s most influential and powerful entities.

         A Kamchatskiy Silver Shadow limousine conveyed him swiftly through Perth’s northern suburbs to the airport.

         “Good luck Prince Regent,” said the chauffeur as he alighted at the terminal building, his suitcase now in his hand.

         A pathway had been planned for him to by-pass airport security before boarding the supersonic plane otherwise known as the Hebden Three, that would convey him to his Atlantic destination. This, however, did not stop two less informed security officials from approaching him.

         “Excuse me sir,” one of them said to him, “You cannot go there. There are no flights from gate six today. I’m afraid you must return to airport security at once.”

         It was just as well, therefore, that he was able to remove from his jacket the small case that his bride-to-be had given to him a year before. He opened it and flashed the bright gold on blue hologram of Saturn at the guards. It was so bright that it almost dazzled them, but, more importantly even these two ill-informed guards, who had somehow managed to miss that this sole passenger was scheduled to proceed to gate six without hindrance, knew without hesitation that the authority of this badge was not in question. It could only belong to one person.

         “I’m so sorry. This way Your Royal Highness,” replied one of the guards, who then directed him along a short deserted passageway to the awaiting plane, which was parked discreetly by gate six.

         The plane was one of a fleet of thirty, but this one was special as it was owned by the girl that he was soon to marry, twenty-three-year-old Queen Katie of Kamchatka. It was sky blue and its tail bore the same Saturnian logo as his hologram badge. Inside it was much the same as the other first-class only Hebden Threes, only with a few more luxuries, as one might expect of a royal jet.

         As the aircraft took off it followed a north-westerly path before reaching supersonic speed some one hundred miles northwest of Perth. From there it followed a more westerly trajectory as it headed towards South Africa before following the west African coastline northwards towards its final destination, The Island of Dreams, a small eight-mile-long island to the north of the Azores, yet a place that had recently gained enormous worldwide significance.

         On The Island, from her sanctuary of The Great Dome, the slim, dark haired forty-one-year old Prime Minister Joanie Carmichael prepared to inform The Queen that her Prince would be touching down on The Islands beach runway, two miles northwest of The Town, shortly after two o’clock local time. The royal train, hauled by the aptly named steam locomotive Prince, would then bring her from her Royal Palace to meet him.

         On board the aircraft the petite Korean hostess Su Lin greeted him first with a commemorative bottle of Prince Regent lager, on the label of which was an imprint of his face, and then with a document, which he scrutinised carefully.

         He noted that the form had the effect of transferring ownership of the aircraft from The Queen to himself.

         “What if I don’t want to own the plane?” he asked.

         “Then too bad. Queen will transfer it to you anyway,” replied Su Lin.

         “So the form is meaningless?”

         “No. Form very important. It show Queen that you respect her wishes.”

         “I see. Then I suppose I had better sign it.”

         She offered him the pen and bowed her head. He noted the gesture, aware that should he refuse to sign the hostess would see it, rightly or wrongly, as a reflection upon her. He knew that, unlike with the budgets that he had been asked to approve a couple of hours earlier, he had to sign.

         Lunch followed with a good choice of options that reflected The Island’s fish and vegetarian tradition. No meat was served, but just about everything else was possible. Naturally The Princes favourite vegetable soup and lobster crepes were prepared in anticipation.

         “Prime Minister want that you have great flight to Island and will have everything ready for your arrival,” Su Lin continued. “If you look at screen you see coachman preparing horses for royal coach.”

         The viewing screen was revealed allowing Aub to see for the first time The Coachman carefully grooming the two black stallions that would pull the meticulously polished golden royal coach, with its star-studded black letter K, hallmark of Kamchatskiy Auto, clearly visible on the doors, just as it had been on the bonnet of the Silver Shadow that had conveyed him from the convention centre to the airport back in Perth. Then, presently, Joanie appeared on the screen, sitting at her chair in the centre of The Great Dome.

         “Greetings Prince Regent,” she said in her mild Anglo-Russian accent, “Her Majesty and I are so pleased that you have decided on this day to accept the new and great future that she has offered to you. You will know from our history what awaits you in the weeks and months ahead. You know that a lot will be expected of you, but we have every confidence that you are the man who can steer us forward. It is a decision that we are sure you will not regret, and we are honoured to have you. You are now officially Prince Regent and the band may begin to play.”

         The brass band on The Colonnade duly began to play the classic Entry of the Gladiators as selected members of The Island’s staff of 500 began to march around The Town military style, in their distinctive sky blue uniforms with tapered jackets that each bore The Island’s Saturnian logo embossed in gold on the back. They performed their ceremonial two-step, then, after three sequences, they all halted and turned their heads towards The Great Dome, and saluted The Island Prince. This then provided the cue for the outgoing setmates to leave their cottages and make their way towards The Square ready to greet their new hero.

         “Setmates have one more week,” Su Lin told him, “Then they will be leaving.”

         “That’s good. At least I’ll have the pleasure of meeting them. It will also be good to see the ones I enabled to go there this year. It’s a shame I’m just that bit too late for the Carnival on Ice. Then I could have met last years as well. It will be a refreshing change, though, after the loons I’ve been cooked up with for the last five years.”

         During the second half of the flight Aub was able to watch the recording of Carnival on Ice, with its intricate turns and lifts serving to demonstrate the creative talent that ice skating trainer Jobine had nurtured and harnessed from the setmates during their time on The Island. He noted particularly the progress made by a certain Aborigine, Yvonne, recalling, as he watched her perform Silver Shadow, that fateful day just under a year earlier when he had given her his last Queen’s ticket to The Island of Dreams. The flight was too short to enable him to see the entire performance, but edited highlights were enough for him to see for himself the results that Jobine had achieved with the setmates. Suitably impressed, he looked forward to meeting them and congratulating them all on their achievements.

         At approximately 2.15 p.m. the plane touched down on the firm sand of The Islands southwest shore. The Prince thanked the hostess, pilot and co-pilot as he stepped out to meet The Coachman with his fine royal coach and horses as they stood at the edge of the dunes that peppered this stretch of coast. The Coachman approached the plane, ready to transport him in style along the winding single-track road that meandered its way through fields and orchards towards The Town.

         As the carriage passed through The Triumphal Arch that led from The Japanese Garden, he saw the crowd, by now the entire population of The Island, cheering and applauding enthusiastically on a scale that he had never before personally experienced. It took him somewhat by surprise, having been far more accustomed to jeers and heckles than a celebrity welcome.

         He looked eagerly for The Queen, but she was nowhere to be seen. She could see him, but he could not see her, as she looked down from her tiny observatory high up in The Bell Tower.

         The carriage came to rest at the foot of the steps of The Great Dome, down which the reigning King Neville slowly descended in his Island robes along with his principal Queen Mary, The Queen Mother.

         “Stand well back,” ordered The Chancellor, as the carriage slowly came to a halt outside The Great Dome.

         Dressed in his statutory top hat and tails he cleared a path through the throng to the base of the steps. The cheering intensified and confetti rained down as he shook the hand of The King and The Queen Mother. Then they ascended the steps and entered The Great Dome where Prime Minister Joanie stood ready to receive him, clasping his hands excitedly.

         “Prince Regent, so good to meet you,” she said, “After all this time it is really you, here on The Island. All the months of uncertainty are at last over. There is much to be done and I wish I was going to be here to see your great adventure.”

         “You’re not?” said Aub.

         “No. I thought you would have known. Now that you are here I have to resign and hand over my authority to The Queen’s Ministers in Kamchatka, who will, one by one, apply their tests to you prior to awarding their Royal Acclamation. When that has been done a new Prime Minister will be appointed from among their ranks, whom you and The Queen must then approve. This is what our constitution demands, but I have had a wonderful six years here as Prime Minister, and it is only right that at some reasonable time I should stand down and hand over to someone else. I have been very privileged to have served in what many would regard as the best job in the world.

         “It’s not quite over for me yet, though. I still have the pleasure of showing you around the magical world of The Island over the next week and, of course, have the honour of presenting you to Her Majesty The Queen. All has been made ready for you and I can assure you that all of my staff will do their very best to see that you are made welcome here and they will always be on hand to assist you. You already have more friends than you will ever know, and I know that you definitely will not regret making the decision that you did this morning. Your adventures are just beginning, and there is no doubt that you will have a very powerful and influential role in the future development of the world.

         “I listened to your brief speech in Perth this morning and was so proud you stood up at last and said no at last to those backward thinking individuals. You will be your peoples saviour in the end, mark my words. There’s nothing more important that you could have done for Australia.”

         “Some will still see me as selling out to the Russians.”

         “There’s no such thing as selling out, Prince. It is the others who will sell out when the bidding starts. You will be the man who will introduce Non-Capitalist Economics to the Australian people, and, when they see it working on Bathurst and Melville, more will want it, and those old fogeys in the Australian Defence Committee will be where they belong, as footnotes in Australia’s beleaguered past. So, come on then, tell me how much you enjoyed this year’s Carnival on Ice.”

         “I can’t wait to get my skates on myself.”

         “Well, I can tell you that The Queen herself has ordered her own personal maid to place a brand new pair of skates, tailored to your exact measurements, on your bed in Samurai Cottage, and ice time has been set aside for you.”

         “With the setmates?”

         “With or without. You choose. Jobine, our resident trainer is eager to meet you. Hopefully she will be able to help you and Katie to become the world’s first true skating King and Queen. Now that Carnival is over and the setmates have only one more week left here I have asked that she allows them to relax a little now.”

         “Then they go to Kamchatskiy, right?”

         “Right, but we still have social night at the end of the week.”

         “I’d better get some practice in then. I’m very rusty compared to what I saw on the plane. I am pleased for all of the setmates, but especially for all those from Australia to whom I have had the honour of handing over The Queen’s precious tickets personally. Yvonne was fantastic compared to when I saw her skate in Darwin. I’m so glad that I found the perfect person to give that last ticket to. I was getting seriously worried about what I was going to do with it. By the way, where is The Queen?”

         At that moment The Chancellor created a distraction by wheeling in his trolley complete with tea and petit fours. The King then winked at him, careful to conceal the gesture from The Prince, for outside The Queen had descended from The Bell Tower and was mingling with the setmates.

         “Sssh,” she whispered as she quietly crept towards the steps of The Great Dome, dressed in a Tudor-style dress that gave her all the appearance of a fairy-tale princess. She ascended the steps, whilst The King and The Queen Mother engaged in conversation with The Prince, until, abruptly, they stopped. This provided the cue for the door to open and for Queen Katie of Kamchatka to enter.

         “Now. I’ve got something to show you,” said The King, “The blindfold please.”

         The Chancellor duly placed the blindfold over the Princes eyes.

         “Now turn round,” said The Queen Mother, who then removed the blindfold.

         “Oh my God,” exclaimed The Prince, “You look absolutely amazing.”

         “I now formally present to you, Queen Katie of Kamchatka,” said The King, “otherwise known as The Island Queen.”

         She embraced him fondly as The Chancellor opened a bottle of Two’s Company Island vintage champagne and dispensed glasses.

         “To our wonderful Island Queen and to our future Island King,” said The King, raising his glass and prompting the others to do likewise.

         Katie gazed into The Prince’s eyes, which had a distinctive sparkle and a strange penetrating quality.

         “Only The Good Lord Himself could have blessed you with such beautiful eyes,” she remarked.

         “Only the Good Lord Himself could have placed me in love with such a special person as you.

         Outside the horses that had pulled the royal coach enjoyed a well-earned drink as The Coachman and the crowd prepared for the re-emergence of the four royals, who would then be conveyed the relatively short distance to the railway station, opposite The Island’s ice stadium, where the royal train awaited to take them along the four-mile long stretch of track to The Royal Palace.

         Joanie hugged both The Prince and The Queen before leading the way to the balcony of The Great Dome. There they waved to the cheering crowd before descending to enter the magnificent gold Kamchatskiy royal carriage.

         Cheers were spontaneous as they emerged and kissed symbolically on the balcony. They might as well have been married already, such was the intimacy and the surety. After all, it was all but a foregone conclusion that they would be married in less than a year. The Queen’s Ministers in the Kamchatka Parliament would never dream of standing in the way of such a talented candidate for the throne, nor all of the people of the world who truly wanted to be part of the transformation that the second stage of The Island’s slow, but well-paced, revolution was destined to bring. This said, they did have a remit to educate and improve where possible The Prince’s capabilities for the unique and important role that he would have.

      

   


   
      
         

             Chapter Two

            A Royal Journey

         

         The train steamed at a leisurely pace along its four-mile long track from The Town to The Royal Palace, allowing the four royals to talk amongst themselves in the single royal carriage.

         “I want this marriage to be something really special,” said The King, “When Mary and I were married back in 2083 the event was hardly noticed. It took place in The Island Church, and all of The Island’s population attended. There was great celebration here and everyone had a wonderful time, but it was really just a local event. It didn’t have any real significance as far as world affairs were concerned. We had only just established the Kamchatka Parliament some six years before as part of Mary’s father, Ken David’s, early plans for our revolutionary transformation of the world. Kamchatka, of course, was targeted for its cheap land, and enormous economic potential, particularly with regard to its extensive geothermal energy reserves.

         “Everyone who threw their fortunes into the project had been at least an acquaintance of one or other of our great Founders. By 2077 their following was large and influential enough for the theory of Non-Capitalist Economics to be rolled out beyond the confines of The Island. The then Island King, Ken David, with his trusted Chairman Leo Harvey, who had devised the theory, formed the first Island Council of Kamchatka, which later became the Kamchatka Parliament following their brilliantly crafted deal with President Kasparov in Moscow in 2072.

         “The deal made Mary and myself constitutional monarchs of Kamchatka when we eventually married in 2083, but it was not really all that significant. We had no real involvement in politics, but in the 2090s things began to change. The Kamchatka Parliament had by then set up its now renowned Political Academy and the first Ministers had started to graduate. They then passed an Act that empowered them to set tasks for The King such that any future Island King would be assessed by them in certain key areas of competence so as to guarantee that such a King would be certain to be capable in playing a leading role in the transformation. This was also in accordance with the Founders’ original long-term plan.

         “This means that you, Aub, unlike me, will be subject to the provisions of the Act, known as the Royal Prerogative Act.”

         “You don’t have to tell me,” Aub replied, “That Parliament in Kamchatka has become a huge driver for change and the influence of The Island on the world stage is now very considerable. Someone like myself is bound to be under a lot of scrutiny. The thing that amazes me is how so many of the world’s politicians are still apparently oblivious to it. It’s as if none of them want to admit to themselves that it even exists. This morning when I left Perth the Australian Defence Committee was still demanding that I approved budgets for a form of defence that’s totally unviable in the modern age.”

         “You will face problems in Australia, there’s no doubt about that,” said Mary.

         “Oh most certainly,” Aub continued. “The people on Bathurst and Melville where I come from love Jacob Spence, the local MP and want him to represent them in Kamchatka’s world-beating parliament. But I know that there are many people in Australia who view that as anti-Australian, undermining Australian sovereignty, reducing the power of our backward-thinking government and instead giving Moscow a foothold in yet another nation. Kamchatka means Kremlin as far as they are concerned. The fact that the strategy will greatly help Australia in the long term hasn’t even entered their heads. I will have to prepare for some pretty vicious criticism in the Australian media.”

         “I wouldn’t worry too unduly,” advised The King, “Progress will be made one funeral at a time.”

         “I never thought of it like that,” said Queen Katie, “That’s probably the best way to look at it. Our revolution is at least slow enough to allow that approach to succeed.”

         “Absolutely,” said King Neville. “Once the Australians of today see life as just going on as normal, and their own jobs just staying the same, those politicians of today that you left behind will soon forget all about you and Jacob Spence. In the longer term Australia will share in Russia’s prosperity, as well as contributing to it and all will be forgiven. So you could say that the problems that await you as of now in Australia are nothing more than a storm in a teacup.”

         “Strange, isn’t it,” Katie added, “Russia is now by far the world’s richest nation, yet it has the least aggressive leader in its history.”

         “That’s because we helped save President Ulanov at a time when the Russian economy was failing,” explained The King, “He is indebted to us. That’s why he’s standing down as President next year.”

         “He’s what?” remarked Aub, astounded.

         “That’s what Vice Chancellor Bogodan told me yesterday. He’s going to step down and become just Prime Minister of Russia, excluding Kamchatka, of course. Joanie Carmichael is Prime Minister of Kamchatka if only in name. This means that you, Aub, will become King of all Russia when you are crowned, just as my beautiful daughter Katie will be Queen of Russia as well as The Island Queen and Queen Katie of Kamchatka. It’s a smart move really. By all accounts the Russian people have asked for it, as part of handing more power back to the people. In practice he won’t be giving up any power at all.”

         “He may not be the most aggressive of Russian leaders,” said Aub, “But he certainly knows how to roll the dice.”

         “Which brings me back to what I said about the wedding,” The King continued. “It’s going to be the most spectacular royal wedding ever staged. You will be married in the ornate St. Basil’s Cathedral at the southern end of Red Square. This will then be followed immediately with the coronation, something that the world has never seen before. Then, outside, after the service, a spectacular ice show is to be staged in which you and Katie will form the star attraction.”

         “Oh my God!” exclaimed Katie.

         “It’s fine. It will be fantastic,” her father assured her, “Jobine is going to be your exclusive trainer, and you know how good she is.”

         “I know the results that she gets from the setmates are outstanding,” Katie agreed, “It’s just the thought of all those people, millions of them, all over the world, all staring at us, not to mention all the expectations that the world is going to have of us.”

         She was slightly perturbed at the thought, but deep down, she was bright and confident enough to be one of those people who could easily grow to relish such a challenge. After all, who else in history had ever had such a fantastic opportunity?

         “There is nothing to be afraid of,” The King reassured her, “We are behind you, and Aub will be beside you. You have the world at your feet, as I’m sure you are aware. Both you and Aub will have to learn to be bold. The second stage of the revolution is almost upon us.”

         “And, after the ice show, what happens then?” Katie asked.

         “That’s something else,” said The King.

         
            *

         

         As the train gently chuffed through Sabfelt, the memories of his last visit to The Island in December 2106 came flooding back to Aub. In the distance he spotted the outline of The Gun Inn and recollected the memorable evening that he had spent there enjoying Christmas fayre with The Island’s Concierge, Patrick O’Rourke, and his accomplice The Reverend Duncan McIntyre, learning about the vital role that the pair was playing in shaping the second stage of the revolution. Thanks to them terrorism had not been forgotten, but had instead been reduced to mere theatre that served to educate rather than destroy.

         “Everybody has a flash point,” Patrick had asserted, “but it can be controlled and rendered harmless.”

         Aub remembered how he and Katie had watched and marvelled at the achievements of the pair in Chechnya. When Ulanov had been elected he faced a huge problem in Chechnya. Now, he was the President who could do no wrong, because Patrick and Duncan had wanted it so. All it took was the world’s first true implementation of a Quality Supersystem that made life better for all.

         A few minutes later the train passed slowly through Aldebaran station, where the Opera House and Astronomical Observatory could clearly be seen, prominently set back from the hamlet’s single street with the visitors accommodation blocks beyond.

         “Hey, there’s the lovely Opera House, a mini version of the one in Sydney,” Aub remarked to Katie, “I remember all those children queuing up for our autographs at the end of ‘The Nutcracker Suite’. They were from The Leonovo School if I remember rightly.”

         “Yes,” said Katie, “This year it’s the turn of The Karaginsky School. They’re going to come and perform Swan Lake for us.”

         “They’re off into space next week aren’t they? I wonder what The Concierge has in store in his lecture this year. I would still like to hear his 2107 lecture to the Leonovo School on The Electron-beam Probe.”

         “That is worth listening to, I agree,” said The King, “I’ll arrange for you to have a recording.”

      

   


   
      
         

             Chapter Three

            Romantic Encounters

         

         “I wonder if she knows,” Aub said to Katie as they sat alone together over a special candlelit dinner that Bob, the royal chef, had prepared to order.

         “I don’t think she knows, but I think she suspects,” Katie replied, “Not that I think she is really that bothered. My parents know some of the details of our romance, but they’re not the type to want to pry into everything, despite my mother’s strong adherence to traditional values.”

         “They know about our time on Bathurst?”

         “They know you took me twice to your villa to meet your parents, but no more than that.”

         “And about how we first met three years ago at the Macquarie Ice Rink when you came to Sydney and we dined with your friends at the Deming Society luncheon?”

         “Oh they know all about that. It was extraordinary really. I remember it well. There we were, two total strangers on a quiet morning session at Sydney’s most famous ice rink. I had no idea you were a government minister. You had no idea I was a Queen. Yet it was as if we had been touched by angels on that fateful day. It was funny when the handful of mostly retired individuals seemed to all stop skating when we did our combined upright camel spin, our side by side pivots and three jumps and that European Waltz that just somehow worked. From that moment on I knew we were two people who were destined for each other. I liked the way they all stood by the barrier and applauded us as if they had never seen anything like it.”

         “I wonder if any of those people will still remember us when they see us in Red Square, and say to themselves Oh yes, that’s that couple we saw that day at Macquarie?”

         “That would be interesting. Maybe we’ll get a tweet.”

         “Why did you take so long, though, before revealing to me who you really were?” Aub asked.

         “I had to be sure about you, given the potential importance of the relationship, and how far our joint responsibilities were going to extend. I think that is where my parents’ real interest lies. What we did on Bathurst and what we might do unchecked in our master bedroom is rather trivial by comparison, you have to admit. And besides, this is The Island of Dreams, and we can afford to have a few secrets. We aren’t setmates, even though my mother might like to think we are. “

         “So, what made you decide to reveal all and make the proposition to me that I should resign and come to this remarkable place, knowing that it would be impossible for me to refuse?”

         “Well, there’s a small word called love that springs to mind,” she said, stroking his cheek, “But there’s more to it as I’m sure you know. I knew quite early on that you are someone whom my father would be pretty certain to approve, and that was never going to be a given. I was under some pressure to make a choice somewhere and nobody compared to you. You also told me when we met the second time that you knew of The Island and its legendary status. You obviously were fully aware of the twentieth century teaching of Deming and Juran, very important to my father, and how The Island’s Founders shaped it. It took a few romantic encounters, but love for me grew alongside the rational side. You were the perfect Island Prince in every way. But what did you think about me during our romantic encounters?”

         “I loved you for who you were, the anonymous student of business and politics that just happened to like ice skating, and just happened to be The Island Queen.”

         “Skating has always been central to our culture as you can see from the murals on the ceiling of all of the great Torvill and Dean’s twentieth century classics, beautifully painted by the wives, or should I say principals, of the Founders, representing the pursuit of excellence that has subsequently been built into all our consciences. And that’s another attribute that I loved about you. It’s still all too rare to see that quality in people. Yet the more romantic encounters we had the more evident it became.”

         “What made you choose to do your studies at Macquarie University?”

         “I don’t know really,” Katie explained, “The Island’s strong British connection played its part, but I didn’t think I would fit in too well in the UK. It wasn’t relaxed enough and its government is far too right wing, although I think I can do something about that. I had automatically been educated from age seven at the prestigious Kamchatka Academy of Political Science, and could have stayed, but I wanted something different rather than more of the same. The Kamchatka Academy is for people who intend to serve as Ministers in what is effectively my Parliament. I was expected to do more, so I chose Macquarie, mainly because it had its followers of Deming and Juran.”

         “Yes, I studied there myself for more or less the same reasons some nine years earlier. Then my father persuaded me to enter Australian politics, having no idea what I was letting myself into. The defence industry is awful, although at least with you by my side there should be some chance of one day wiping it out. Those romantic encounters on Bathurst were enough to convince me that now was the right time to get out. Tell me, why do the setmates have to wait until they are off the planet before they are permitted any romantic encounters?”

         “That’s largely down to my mother and her traditional values. But it’s also down to the fact they have all come from different backgrounds and we just want to be sure that the couples are appropriately matched before such things develop. I don’t see any of them regretting it when they see how stable and harmonious marital relations are in Kamchatka compared to places like the UK and America, not to mention your own country. On the surface it looks like a strict convention, but it works out for the best given that they know little if anything about our culture when they arrive. The total trust and cooperation that we have all known and respected for years still comes as a shock to them, even though they are the best candidates. As royals people like my parents expect that we should already be adapted and not need to go through that learning curve.”

         “Before Bathurst I know neither of us had experienced any romantic encounters,” Aub continued, “I know that because we were both following the Founders’ doctrine of right first time. And even then it was only one time and by then we knew where we were heading anyway.”

         “And where’s that?” Katie whispered suggestively.

         
            *

         

         After the meal Katie led Aub by the hand to the front entrance of The Royal Palace directly facing the mile-long lake that lay at the centre of The Island of Dreams. There they held hands as they gazed across the calm waters that rippled in the moonlight. Aub looked to his left and saw what looked like a mysterious shape with a serpent’s head raised from the shoreline. They walked towards it, and as they came closer he could see that it was in fact a gondola, carefully moored on a jetty beside a wrought iron gate.

         “This is the gate to The West Garden,” Katie explained, as she pushed the gates open, “Commoners are not allowed in here. That rule dates back to the days of King Ken and Queen Justine, when it was decreed that this special place should be reserved exclusively for The King and Queen’s romantic encounters, but it also allowed for a few others. All of The Founders, for example, were granted limited access with permission from the King or Queen, and today a similar provision exists for my chosen monarchs and world leaders. My father made that declaration in 2100. Tonight, of course, it is here exclusively for us.”

         They walked together hand in hand along the winding wooded cobbled path into which butterflies, nymphs and cherubs had been embedded in a variety of colours, not that they could be viewed with clarity in all their splendour in the semi-darkness. It came to an abrupt end in the centre of the Garden, where there stood a life-sized marble statue of Hermes and Aphrodite, which was surrounded by still water. As the couple approached Aub was startled as, all of a sudden, the statue became illuminated in a dusky pink light and sprays of water shot into the air.

         “It turns itself on when people approach,” Katie explained, “It’s called The Fountain of Dreams. The water’s very clean and pure enough to drink, and a few sips of it are supposed to bring you good health according to our legend. The water’s also warm enough to allow for bathing unclothed.”

         Tempting though it was they decided that they would save the latter luxury for some future occasion, but they did each take a couple of scoops of the fine water. Then they continued along the path on the other side of the Fountain. Unlike the first path, this path was steep and even more winding than the other as it led down to a green where it branched out into several smaller pathways, each of which led towards an erotically themed statue. These were mounted on plinths of varying sizes and glowed in various colours as The Queen and The Prince approached.

         “These, like the statue in the Fountain, were carved by Queen Justine’s stonemason originally as an expression of freedom and liberalism hidden from the world,” Katie explained.

         They walked around for a while, watching the colours change as they approached each statue in turn. Then they returned to the centre where again The Fountain lit up and sprang into life. This time they paused and embraced as the moon cast the statues shadow over them. As they did so the surrounding trees rustled and Aub thought he could hear what sounded like laughter that came not from The Palace but from the woods.

         “Did you hear that?” asked The Prince.

         “What did you hear?”

         “I don’t know. It sounded like a strange deep laugh.”

         “Perhaps its Leo Harvey’s ghost,” she said, smiling as they kissed.

      

   


   
      
         

             Chapter Four

            Affairs of State

         

         The following morning The Prince took the service train to The Town alone to meet The Prime Minister as had been planned. With the euphoria of his arrival now over, a standard driverless Kammie conveyed him the last quarter mile from The Town station to The Great Dome. The door opened automatically and Joanie was sitting predictably in her chair facing him across a plain oak table, with the illuminated screen behind.

         “Greetings and good morning,” she said, rising and pointing to the single chair in front of her, “Please be seated. I trust you had an enjoyable evening last night?”

         “The best in years,” replied Aub. “But beautiful though this place is, nobody comes here for all play and no work.”

         “Well, I’ll give you an update and I’ll start with the worst bit. Here’s a copy of this morning’s Sydney Herald. I don’t think there is anything in it that you didn’t expect.”

         The Prince scrutinised the front page and was not surprised to see his face alongside that of his trusted friend Jacob Spence, with the caption beneath that read ‘Behold the traitors’. He continued to read the supporting headline article, which spoke of him and Jacob betraying Australia and selling out to the Russians. The article launched a savage attack on both of them for failing to respect Australian sovereignty, but it could have been worse.

         “I’ll give the paper its due,” said Aub. “At least the article isn’t entirely one-sided. I notice that in its latter stages that it acknowledges the fact that every country that has supplied MPs to the Kamchatka Parliament has ended up better as a result, and cites Trindade and Rocas with Brazil and The Falkland Islands with the UK as examples. I also see that The Australian Defence Committee has appointed Bernie Hamilton to my old job. I expected them to appoint someone far worse. I might even be able to work with Bernie.”

         “In the end they were forced to appoint a compromise candidate. It shows the old guard is crumbling and that they can’t just appoint whoever they like anymore. You obviously have enough of your own supporters to block hard-line traditionalists and yes men. “

         “The article is bad, I can’t deny that, but it’s far from disastrous. True, Jacob and myself are being accused of acting illegally and against the Australian constitution, arguing that we have a duty to serve our people from Canberra, not Kamchatka. It’s not that long ago that it would have been impossible to serve our people by sitting in what is effectively a foreign parliament, but times are changing as we know.”

         “The article also seems to overlook the fact that it really is a great honour for any MP to be invited to serve in the Kamchatka Parliament,” Joanie added, “Only representatives that have our approval can enter it from outside, and Vice Chancellor Viktor Bogodan, who is the person with the real power rather than ourselves, will be sure to keep it that way, because, for all its prosperity, it only has limited resources to share with other lands.”

         “I definitely agree with that,” Aub replied. “Allocation of resources is and will remain a key issue. That’s one major reason why the revolution goes at the pace that it does. The more prosperous a place gets the more it can use to help others, but this can only be done at a steady and controlled pace. Go too fast and it all collapses. Total Quality Management programmes were well-known for failing in the past because of this.”

         “I’m glad you see it like that,” replied Joanie, “because Vice Chancellor Bogodan was most keen that I ascertained your absolute assurance that that you would be at one with him on that issue. Another problem is that of growing civil unrest in Northern Kamchatka where our territory interfaces with capitalist Russia. A similar situation is feared in Alaska and Baja California where our supporters continue to band together to purchase land and fly The Island flag.”

         “I know there are problems, yes.”

         “There’s pressure on both sides. On our side we can only absorb small numbers of suitable people at any one time. On the other, people are amassing on the border, trying to cross from poor capitalist regions to our starkly contrasting non-capitalist side. To accompany this there is also the matter of soaring property prices and land values in the areas that are in close proximity to the flexible border in anticipation that the border will shortly move and allow residents in these areas to become absorbed onto our side and enjoy huge benefits as a result. I’ll show you some of Sylvia Smith’s latest footage.”

         The ensuing scenes on the screen were not a pretty sight. The Greencoats, far from being the gentle force that Aub had hitherto perceived, used some considerable force to drive back several hundred individuals from the thirty-foot high fence that separated capitalist Russia from the non-capitalist Island-owned territory. Russian soldiers, who were supposed not to exist, then acted from behind to round up those who were attempting to cross the line and remove them for sentencing.

         “Sentences are getting necessarily stiffer,” Joanie explained, “And you are going to have to sign the document that will place these people in detention for up to eight years in place of the present eighteen months.”

         “I understand,” said Aub, shaking his head and appearing slightly tearful.

         “Policing the world is never easy,” Joanie said, “And I know that will be one of the hardest things that you will have to do once the crown passes to you. The argument of both Bogodan and Ulanov is that unless these people can be suitably deterred, there is the risk of total anarchy in the area. We cannot afford to allow our precious system to become destabilised. You will have to sign it and it’s going to hurt.”

         “It will hurt because I have always devoted my life to improving the quality of life for others, not making it worse.”

         “More people will suffer a loss of quality if you don’t sign. So you will have to, but, like the article, it need not be as bad as it looks.”

         “What do you mean?”

         “Well, I have had a talk with our noble Concierge, and he is certainly open to a discussion on how to tackle the need for a deterrent with a combined strategy for improving the quality of life on the Russian side that will reduce the incentive for civil unrest.”

         “But I’m still going to have to sign a document that could potentially make me responsible for getting a lot of people locked up for a very long time.”

         “Nobody said that being The Island King would be easy,” Joanie continued, “but now that’s out of the way I’ll show you something a bit more cheerful. What you see now is the debating chamber of the Kamchatka Parliament. You will note that there is no left or right, just a semi-circular arrangement with a single despatch box where Vice Chancellor Bogodan stands to read out the daily agenda and the levels of approval reached on proposed Bills and Action Plans. There are currently 676 MPs, of whom twenty-one, if you include the Parliament’s newest member, sit on the Foreign Bench, which is located on the right hand side of the front row.

         “You will see that the Ministers are taking their positions, except for one on the Foreign Bench between the Right Honourable Member for the last acquired territory of Tierra del Fuego, Emmanuel Ricardo, and Mike Harris, the Right Honourable Member for The Falklands and South Georgia.”

         When all of the Ministers were seated the slim, pale faced Vice Chancellor, his blond hair neatly swept back, entered and faced them at the despatch box. With one stroke of his mallet he summoned the House to order. With a mild, slightly effeminate voice, he spoke first in Russian, then in English.

         “Please be upstanding and extend a warm welcome for our new Member. Number of votes cast 675. Number of votes of approval 675. Ladies and gentlemen your approval is unanimous and I have great pleasure in welcoming to our Foreign Bench the Right Honourable Member for Bathurst and Melville, Jacob Spence.”

         “That was fast work,” Aub remarked, as, surprised, he observed his colleague take his seat.

         “This is happening live,” Joanie emphasised, “As soon as you gave me his name I ordered a Hebden Three to be despatched to Bathurst Island to bring him to Petropavlovsk Kamchatskiy. He’s about to be sworn in.”

         The Parliament building echoed to the sound of Waltzing Matilda as the small haggardfigure of thirty-five-year-old Jacob Spence emerged to be escorted to his seat.

         “It gives me great pleasure and it is a great honour,” he said, “To be the first Australian to serve in this, the world’s greatest parliament. I am looking forward to working with all of you and I thank you all for approving my invitation to represent Australia here with such dedicated efficiency. I know our future King, whom I also thank for nominating me, will be watching as I speak. Ladies and gentlemen, Vice Chancellor, this is a massive leap forward for Kamchatka and for Australia. Thank you so much.”

         “Well, there he is,” said Joanie, as she turned off the screen, “Your man now installed. Now I can tell you that the House has now approved the final selection of Ministers that are going to apply their tests to you. I can say that gaining unanimous approval from the House to become King and marry the Queen is not going to be in doubt. It’s more the results that they will be interested in, to demonstrate the level of capability to solve problems that are of concern. The Island King always has to be seen as a key problem solver, acting with both credibility and integrity.

         “I will now tell you a little more about what is going to happen. As you know next week I will be leaving The Island with the setmates for a land far away. In the meantime the selected Ministers will each set you a task. These will not necessarily be easy, but it’s how you complete them that counts. There is no such thing as failure, just by how much you succeed. Remember that we are driven forever by constancy of purpose and a desire for continual improvement, and that it will be down to yourself and The Queen to guide us into the second stage of our glorious revolution. I will now bid you farewell. Lunch awaits you later in Government House. Then Jobine will invite you to take to the ice and show her what you can do.”

         
            *

         

         Before lunch Aub had a little time to reacquaint himself with The Town and take in some of the fresh sea air. Then he took a look inside Government House, noting some of the portraits of famous British Liberals, including David Lloyd George, Jo Grimond, Paddy Ashdown and Vince Cable. He followed the time trail to the last portrait, that of Leo Harvey in 2036 and concluded that something significant must have happened to the party at that time as the year was clearly highlighted and, next to this particular portrait, was a jacket in a case that corresponded exactly with that in the picture. He noted the Liberal Democrat emblem of 2036 that had been carefully woven into the outer jacket pocket. Then he read the inscription beneath as follows:

         ‘This jacket is one of the few surviving special commemorative Liberal Democrat jackets from the famous Cardiff conference of 2036. It belonged to the late Leo Harvey, first Prime Minister of The Island and Founder of the modern-day British Whig Party in that year, which later played a major role in the establishment of the now world famous Parliament of Kamchatka in 2077.’

         Well I never knew that, Aub whispered to himself, as he began to realise that The Island held far more secrets than he could ever imagine. He walked around and peered through a door that led into a somewhat smaller room which contained a large table and a number of chairs. He approached the window and looked across the bay towards the west coast of The Island. The layout of the room told him that this was the signing room where The Prime Minister would be seated with delegations from various countries to sign treaties and conduct international affairs of state. Her position may have become merely symbolic, but the formalities were real enough to show that The Island really had become a truly powerful political entity despite the prominence and authority of the Kamchatka Parliament. He was moved by the extent to which this tiny room could change the destiny of the world, quite apart from being somewhat intrigued by its unusual British connection. Yet it was in here, most certainly, that he was going to have to sign the new Civil Disorder Act which in his heart of hearts he did not want to sign. Unlike with the Australian defence budgets, this would be a signing that was going to be unavoidable.

         From Government House he walked past the statue of Atlas and Angel Cottage and on to The Town Hall steps, where another open door caught his eye. It was the entrance to The Wax House, which he had seen before, but now had one or two subtle changes. Straight away he spotted the newly added portrait of Joanie Carmichael, which now stood with the other past Island Prime Ministers, and the plaque underneath which read ‘Joanie Carmichael, Prime Minister of The Island Territories 2102 to 2108’.

         He then stepped towards the waxworks of The Founders and gazed at them, contemplating their achievements. He never ceased to be amazed at how such a small group of eccentric individuals could have come together and succeeded in making such a profound change to the world. He observed particularly Patrick Carmichael, The Actor and his principal Georgina, grandparents of Joanie Carmichael. Then there was the great Clifford Hebden, grandfather of the present Managing Director of Kamchatskiy Aerospace, Charlie Hebden. Then he looked to the first King, Ken David and the accidental Queen Justine to whom he owed his present position as heir to the crown, and Leo Harvey, architect of the system of Non-Capitalist Economics.

         “How lovely to see you again,” remarked The Curator, slightly startling him from behind.

         “Geniuses all of them,” The Prince replied. “If someone had said a hundred years ago that these people were going to achieve all of this nobody would have believed it. It’s an honour and a privilege to be a part of it.”

         “They would be proud of you. You have all the qualities that they would have hoped for, especially that true desire and determination to make the world a better place in line with the plans that they envisaged. Come, I’ll show you something new,” said The Curator, leading him into the second hall, where he saw to his surprise a waxwork of himself standing next to Queen Katie.

         “Well, do you like it?” she asked.

         “A perfect likeness,” replied Aub, noting that although the waxwork was not a perfect resemblance it did look very lifelike. “Where did it come from, as I don’t remember posing for it?”

         “The Queen commissioned it from a photograph that she took of you apparently on Bathurst Island. Lots of our waxworks are sculpted from still pictures.”

         “I see Joanie Carmichael has gone, not to the melting pot I hope.”

         “Not at all. She’s being moved to a special place, I’ll show you if you like.”

         Presently he was led to the distinctive waxwork of Joanie Carmichael, which stood apart from the display of past Prime Ministers.

         “What’s with this space commanders uniform.”

         “Hasn’t she told you about her promotion?”

         “No. I know nothing of it. I only know she is leaving The Island with the setmates at the end of the week.”

         “She’s going to be the new Moonbase Commander, but sssh, don’t tell the setmates.”

         “Wow. That’s some job. I’d quite like that one myself.”

         With lunchtime approaching The Prince had just a few more minutes to wander around The Town a little more, and it occurred to him to perhaps visit The Church of The Founder Mary, where he had attended the Christmas service in 2106, but other than that it was one place on The Island about which he knew relatively little. He suspected that just maybe The Verger might be in attendance at this time so he made his way back past Government House to the somewhat flatter terrain beyond The Bell Tower.

         From the air The Church of The Founder Mary could be seen to have a tree-like construction, which was just about discernible as one approached it from the steep bank from which an old stone path led down. Internally the altar was at the base of the trunk, whilst branches led off from each side of the aisle leading to small spherical prayer rooms, which collectively accommodated all of the world’s major religions. The altar was bare save for the two-foot high brass statuette of The Founder Mary, which was mounted upon a three-foot high marble plinth in the centre.

         As The Prince meandered his way down the path, he spotted an elderly gent wearing a cloth cap tending to some graveyard flowers, who presently heard him, raised his head, and walked towards him.

         “The Church is open, please enter,” The Verger said, pointing to the open door, “Our Church is always open you know.”

         “Always, even in the dead of night?”

         “Certainly. Anytime anyone has time to pray they are free to enter. There are no thieves here. If someone really has a desire for something an agreement is always struck.”

         “Interesting,” replied Aub, “Like the setmates I’m learning new things about Non-Capitalist Economics all the time. No thieving, no vandalism, hardly any crime apart from the occasional mild drunkenness, and everyone more or less having a fair way to obtain virtually anything within reason that they might want. Nobody overworked, but everyone in work. Everyone taking pride in their work. What more could anyone ask for? I see this graveyard is immaculate. I must compliment you in your work. I don’t think I have ever seen a tidier cemetery nor a more pleasing arrangement of flowers.”

         “Well thank you, Your Royal Highness. I always try to make it presentable to visitors, and, of course, to Her Majesty. I know I’m very privileged to live and work in a place where Deming’s Twelfth Point is central to every aspect of government policy.”

         “Remove barriers that rob people of pride of workmanship,” replied Aub. “I know, I studied it at length, and in Kamchatka there is a whole Government Ministry devoted to applying it. Another reason why our Parliament is renowned as the world’s finest.”

         “Quite. I have met Viktor Bogodan a few times. I was especially struck by how humble he is, just as Joseph Juran was once reputed to be. Even he has a secret fear though.”

         “Oh, what on earth could that be?”

         “Being perceived as a dictator when he is anything but. People who are not acquainted with him only look at the power he has and are therefore fearful when there is no need. Others don’t like the thought of having their power undermined. You’ll have to watch for that yourself I’m sure.”

         The Prince knew exactly what he meant as The Verger led the way into The Island Church, where he counted a total of fourteen branches leading off from the main aisle.

         “The whole Church is rarely used as most of the services are Christian,” The Verger explained, “but all mayor religions can be found represented somewhere. The Christian prayer room is the largest, being subdivided into Protestant, Catholic and Orthodox. There are separate chambers for Mormons, Quakers and Presbyterians. Towards the rear you will see chambers representing Islam, with its sub-chambers, Buddhism, Hinduism and, right at the back, even atheism. I’ll show you that one as its quite interesting and we do have quite a few atheists in our population. Kamchatka has yet more.”

         Aub gazed up at the convex roof of this chamber, which was of navy blue and depicted planets and stars in their courses. The prayer mats faced a model of Stonehenge illuminated in yellow, and the walls were adorned with Gothic-themed paintings embraced in The Island flag.

         “Not as bare as you might have expected, hey,” remarked The Verger. “It acknowledges a collection of non-religious viewpoints and celebrates our place in the natural universe. You’ll even notice a prayer book, the first ever written specifically for an atheist congregation. You’ll note the picture of Charles Darwin on the far wall, and in the prayer book you’ll also find a section that prays for a healthy and kind evolutionary path for all humans and earthly creatures.”

         The Verger presently pressed a button on a remote device that he was carrying and soft music began to play, reflecting the style of the Druids.

         “Quite relaxing, don’t you think?” The Verger asked.

         “I never thought there could be so much in it,” Aub replied, “I’ve never seen a church with such an unusual feature.”

         “Neither had I until I came here. It’s strange, religion has been around for so long, but it is only since the inception of The Island that theologians have contemplated incorporating atheist beliefs into what is otherwise a House of God.”

         They returned to the altar where Aub looked more closely at the statuette of the woman who had largely been responsible for what had, in the late twenty-first century, become a new concept in religion, one of the world’s most ancient fields of study.

         “One religion for everyone that embraced all other religions, that was The Founder Marys’ vision,” explained The Verger, “Now most of Kamchatka has converted to it, and the modern churches there have been built largely as replicas of the building in which you are now standing. This was the very first one, built way back in 2067.”

         “If Jesus really has watched over this world since His passing, as many Christians would have us believe, He must have been horrified and dismayed at the appalling cost in human lives that has derived from religion over the centuries, and its use as a smokescreen for politics and power.

         “And we look to you to help us change it. Do read our Founder’s book Keeping the Faith if you can. Finest book on religion since The Bible. You will learn a lot about one woman’s dream of ending war caused by religion by preaching tolerance over bigotry. Through her we all keep our own faith, yet we acknowledge all others so that our Church is truly one body. A body over which soon you will preside.”
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