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Dedicated to my Dad

Acts 2:20
The sun will be turned to darkness and the moon to blood...

Chapter One

The moon; our bright light in the night sky, a cratered white orb shining on afield of stars. When
she shinesfull you can seetheglint of meta off of mankind’ s home on her surface, the main city onthe
moon, Lunar Prime.

The Moon, now home to more than amillion people. An independent state, not dlied with ether of the
factionsin the ongoing war between Earth and Mars.

Both sdesin the ongoing war seek Lunar Prime’ sfavor. Both sides respect and maintain the
peace of Lunar Prime. It's one of the few homes of mankind not involved in the war; one of the few
places the two sides can <till meet as they try to negotiate an end to bloodshed.

When they bother to try.

The Governor of Lunar Prime, Meredith McEntyre, is popular with leaders on both sides of the
conflict. She’ sused her position to gain power both for herself and for Lunar Prime. Her stature makes
her an attractive aly. And an attractive target.

She' susing her power to bring the opposing sides together with a peace conference on the
moon. A conference gathering representatives from al involved parties: The Universd Trade Zone, the
UTZ, who control most of Earth, Near Earth orbit, and who once controlled the moon itself. The
Universa Idamic Nation, the UIN, who control Mars and the maglev-shipping highway connecting Earth
space and Mars. The New catholic Church, dliesof the UTZ. The NcC, withasmal “c¢” to represent
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“cathalic” init's broader sense, the new church which includesal of Earth’s Chrigtians (except for the
Mormons) ever since the Great Reunification of 2104, five years ago.

Representatives from other faiths are a so present at the conference, invited to participate by the
governor. Many faiths are now based on Lunar Prime, forced or otherwise driven off Earth during
seventy years of fighting between the Christian UTZ and Modem UIN. The governor hasinvited the
representatives of these other faithsto attend to hopefully cool some of the heat between the two foes.
The war has been raging hot and cold since 2041, since the destruction of Jerusalem. It' s <till not redly
clear who was actudly respongible for the destruction of the Holy City, but each sde naturally sill blames
the other.

After Meccawas destroyed in 2070 there was no turning back.

Thewar has heated up of late, and for thefirst time threatens to spread to the Moon. The
governor hopesto stop this. This conference is astart.

The representatives are gathering in the main conference center on Lunar Prime, the great hall
used for the moon’ s affairs of state. The conference has al comers on their best behavior. People who
would otherwise shoot each other on sight St silently at tables across the auditorium from each other
awaiting the governor’ s keynote speech.

Some stare out the giant windows on the long side walls of the hdll, out at the gray lunar
landscape, at the other domes, tubes and buildings that make up Lunar Prime, and out at the infinite
carpet of stars. Some stare at the empty dais and podium and the giant picture of the moon that hangs on
thewall behind the dais. Some smply stare at each other.

The Modemsfrom Marsal wear red colored variations on their ancestors' traditional desert
garb. They have been driven from their homes on the Earth but maintain their ancient ways defiantly in the
face of those who destroyed Mecca and stole their home. They glare, ignore, and sometimes nod at
othersin the crowd.

The UTZ ddegationisal in busness suits. In away they, too, honor their own ancient traditions.
The auit, thetie, the ancient garb of the businessman.

The NcC ddegation next to them in the great hall isaso in traditiona dress, a Cardinal inred,
other priestsin black, dark purple, blue and green with clerical collars. Their group ddliberately ignores
the Modems across the way.

Thetensonispapableintheair, eectric, you can dmost smdl the ozone, asif lightning were just
about to strike.

The governor waitsin the green room for her cue. About aminute left before she' sto go out and
make her speech to the assembled crowd. To open the did ogue. She has engaged both sidesin less
public didoguesaswell.

The UIN have been very reasonable, nice people, shethinks.

They seemwilling to talk and work together. David deals with some of them, and they
seem sane enough. The UTZ are all business, no warmth. And the NcC Cardinal and the Vatican
delegation are almost a joke. You can't talk to him about public policy. Although they do have a
new man up direct from the Vatican. David says he's dangerous. A dangerous priest! He popped
in here by mistake just a minute ago and he seemed nice enough. Ah, there’s the cue.

The governor waks into the auditorium through a door to the right of the dais. The low buzz of
conversation fades as she' s seen, as she walks up the dais to the podium. She stands behind the podium
and looks out at the crowd.

Some of these peopl€’ s fathers and mothers fought each other. What chance does anyone
have of bringing them together? What chance do | have? Well, somebody has to try. Here goes...

“Welcome, everyone. Thank you al for agreeing to come here, for agreeing to see each other in
peace, arms put aside for the moment to talk. Attending this conference isthe bravest act yet on either
gdeinthiswar. | gpplaud you.”

The governor steps back and applauds. Her solo clapping isjoined by one of the rabbisin the
crowd, and then the applause spreads. The spontaneous ovation drops off after about a minute, asthe
governor smiles and again approaches the podium.



“We are right to cheer this hope for peace. We begin with hope. We put the battle aside for the
moment for this chance at peace.

“Lunar Primeisoftenin the middle of these battles. We haven't been hit physicaly inthislast long
round of conflict, but we ve been hurt by thiswar al the same. Hurt by both sdes. No side isblameless.

“Lunar Prime remains neutra in spite of our pain. Because we are o close to the Earth, the
Universal Trade Zone exerts untold pressures upon us. Astheir only refuge in Earth space, we aso fed
extraordinary pressure from the Universad Idamic Nation.

“TheMoon... “ Shestops. A puzzled look crosses her face.

Shefdls

She collapses like a puppet whose strings are cut. It happensfadt.

Governor Meredith M cEntyre looks up &t the moon, the picture of the full moon on thewall up
behind the podium she had just been standing behind. Standing on the moon. Her Moon.

Sheliesflat on her back, losing consciousness.

What was she thinking? The UTZ war with Mars and the Universal Idamic Nation putsthe
Moon in the middle too often. Her Moon.

My moon. The moon in the middle...

What?

She can hardly hold her thoughts, hardly keep her eyes open.

She looks up and sees the moon. Her moon.

Sheroalls her head from sideto side, seesless and less of her moon. There are people rushing
around her, grabbing her arm.... people are trying to help her assheliesonthedais.

She seesthe Moon onelast time.

Then nothing.

“The Governor isdown! Call amed squad! Get me more security! Close this place off, now!
Nobody leaves without answering to mefirst! No one getsin, either, without my say so!”

Lieutenant Governor Marc Edwards finishes barking orders and looks down at hisboss, his
friend, Madam Governor McEntyre, lying on her back.
Hisadeis checking her pulse.

“How isshe?’

“I think she'sdead, Mr. Edwards... there’ sno pulse!”

Edwards pushes his aide out of the way. He reaches down and fedlsfor a pulse dong
McEntyre' s neck. Nothing.

People are beginning to crowd in.

“C’mon, ¢'mon, alittle space, please!”

Two men in blue med uniforms rush up the stairs of the daisto the edge of the group gethering
around the Governor.

“Medics, Mr. Edwards...

“Makeroom! Let themin here!”

The EMTswork on the Governor. Edwards watches as they pound her chest, send tubes down
her throat, and scrambleto try to revive her.

Edwards looks around the room; diplomats, envoys from the UTZ and UIN, representatives
from every religion practiced on Luna. They look on in shock.

The Governor isnot responding to any of the EMTs minigtrations.

They defib her, but she doesn’t respond.

They keep trying... three, four, five minutes.

They dodl they can.
She' sgone.

Edwardslooks up from her still form at the crowd staring back at him. The delegationsare
looking a him and the scene on the dais, but they aso glare at each other asthey mill about, waiting for
news, waiting to leave the auditorium. Waiting for ittosink in.



Chapter Two

Thisisnot fun. Thisis not where | want to be right now!

Who would want to be here? Sunk up to my knees in sewerage, recycled fluids, and God
knows what else, in one of the waste transport tunnels under Reagan Station. Beautiful place, try
it on your next weekend getaway...

It smells like steaming, decomposing garbage, shit, rotting tomatoes, sulfur, urine, dirty
socks, disinfectant and vomit... what else do | smell? Shouldn’t dwell on it. A wonderful bouquet.

I’mtrying to keep remembering that it’s of vital importance that | be here doing this right
now. Trying to remind myself | do the Lord’ swork, right? Yeah right, that matters. That makes it
different, makesit special. The LORD’ Swork! Who's Lord? Who am | kidding? They’ ve got me,
so | do thisfor them, for whatever reasons and excuses they make up. Sure, thisis for the Lord.
Whatever. God thinks | should kill and then wade through this crap, huh? God' s pretty fucking
twisted, then.

The shit isfilling into my boots and seeping up the legs of my pants. Not only does it smell
like hell it’s burning my skin, too! It'satorture all its own. The Big Guy would probably say using
this tunnel as an escape route is my penance. Even though I’ m supposedly doing the Lord’ s work,
| must atone for my sin. Forgive me, Lord, for assassinating the governor of the moon. But | did it
for you...

It's supposed to be easy thistime, a quick hit, fast exit, quick change and back into the
hall before any grow wiser. It has to be flawless... the Governor isa major target for the OPO.

| got in and administered the toxin quickly and effectively. Arrived with The Cardinal for
the reception, ducked out to use the bathroom after establishing my presence, stepped past the
men’ s room to the green room where the governor was waiting.

“ S0 sorry, ma’am, just lost, new to the place... By the way, I’mthe new public relations
aide to The Cardinal, Father Bernard Campion...” extend hand with small killbots on fingertips,
shake her hand and exchange the killbots, send them off to do their work. * Nice to meet you,
Father. The men’sroomisright over there. You' re about the fourth person today to do that!”

She laughed, seemed nice. Too bad. She had to be eliminated, for the greater good, to save lives.
Thisiswhat they tell me, anyway. She's UIN, or at least a sympathizer. We can't |et her give them
the Moon

All the recent UIN attacks have been launched from Mars. The UIN only have a few stolen
Transpace ships that are powerful enough to make the trip between Earth and Mars fast enough
to be effective. If she delivers Luna to them, they can launch attacks from here. They could bring
a lot more of their less powerful shipsto the Moon from Mars, and use the moon as a staging base
for those ships. Then when they attack us, their ships won’t have to travel so far. And they’ Il be
able to use a lot more of them against us at once.

We can't let her give them the moon.

But as the Big Guy would say, oursis not to question why. | did as | wasinstructed. | did
the Lord’ s work.

After | left the governor, | went back out and into the men’s room, and dropped down here
through a maintenance hatch. Then it was supposed to be a quick trip down this access tunnel to
the next hatch. But where's the next fucking hatch?!

It's here somewhere... right here! No, just a random access panel. It’ s gotta be here
somewhere. It'sin the plan. I'll find it. The plan. Let’'s see...

When | find the hatch, I’ [l go up and out through a maintenance closet off the main mall,
near the rest rooms on the opposite end of the conference hall from where the governor was. I'll
change into my spare clothes | stashed near there and head back to the conference. I'll be seen



coming back from the opposite direction from where the governor was, for misdirection’s sake,
strike up a quick conversation or two on the way back to establish my presence. Then | walk back
into the hall into the chaos that has ensued. The Plan.

Man, this sucks. | made a fast exit, all right, nearly dlid under the surface of this gunk
when | dlipped down the access hatch out of the bathroom... | knew I’ d run into something down
here but thisis disgusting. Glad I’ ve got the change of clothes hidden near the other rest rooms. |
knew to expect some slime but this...

The next hatch should be right about here, should lead to that closet and those other rest
rooms, but | don’t feel it. Damn tunnel wall’s so smooth! Thistunnel is carved right out of the
lunar rock, marble-smooth walls, ceiling and floor, all rounded for easy dippage and falling on
one' s face or ass into the combined excrement of the Moon’ s largest settlement.

Ohjoy, Ohbliss.

The glorious life of an agent of the Office of Papal Operations, BC my boy...

| can almost hear the Big Guy, the Old Man, in my head, see himin the robes of his office
as he speaks words that seem somehow wrong coming from such a blessedly adorned figure:

“ She must be eliminated, my son, so that many more will not die. It is God’ swill, you see.
You, as always, Father Campion, are merely Hisinstrument.”

Instrument. Hmph. | am feeling pretty played right about now...

Light and sound bresk the dark silence. Alarms. Flashing white and red light. A voice saying
something unintdligible.

Shit, what’ s that? An alarm? Wonderful. Nice light show. Something’ s talking, too.
Amplified, but still muffled. Some kind of warning.

Great. Just great. Hallelujah everybody. Too far away to see it yet, but it sounds like an
automated security bug. No human Lunar Security Cop would want to come down here.

Ugh! The smell is getting worse! | didn’t think that was possible! The security robot is
getting closer. It's making a sizzling noise. Must be sweeping around the tunnel with lasers,
super heating the sludge whenever it fires down into it. Oh no. Oh man. | can feel the waves of
warm shit flowing down past my legs through the sludge, superheated by the security bug’slasers.
Heating up the shit. Thisjust sucks.

At least the announcement is getting clearer. There' s a positive, huh?

“ ...non-standard behavior, including unauthorized access to these maintenance tunnels, isto be
reported, investigated and resolved to the satisfaction of Lunar Security. Unauthorized accessto thisarea
iscovered under the Lunar Emergency Powers Act, and is classified as highly suspicious. Extremeforce
isauthorized, even automated extreme force, as provided under the War Codes . A Generd State of
Emergency has been declared by the Lunar Free Colony. Any nonstandard behavior, including
unauthorized access to these maintenance tunnels, isto be reported, investigated and resolved to the
satisfaction of Lunar Security. Unauthorized access...”

Therobot’s getting closer. | can see the white strobe flashing, the red laser sweeping a
webbed pattern around its perimeter. Man, | can hear the sludge bubbling and sizzing. It's
definitely getting hotter. Still can’t find the damn hatch!

“...highly suspicious. Extreme force is authorized, even automated extreme force, as provided
under the War Codes. A Generd State of Emergency...”

Finally! There sthe rim of the hatch. It s about chin-high.

Let’s see what the sign on the hatch says... “ Access 14/Lunar Reclamation System Tunnel
28-C.” Ahoy, me maties, thar she blows! In the nick of time, too, damn goo is getting too hot,
damn... where' sthe control panel? There!

Clicks. Good sound! Whirring gears inside the hatch. And another click.

The hatch swingsin. BC pulls himsdf up through the haich as lasers from the security bot start to
reach him. A red beam dicesinto the bottom of hisright boot before he pullsit through the hatch.

Damn!

Red and white light flashes and splays chaotically across the hatch as he shovesit closed behind



him.

He' sinasmal space, ameter and ahalf square around with no visible ceiling. 1t'sanother tunnel
carved right out of the lunar rock, thistime leading up. There' saladder carved into the wall in front of
him.

Hecdlimbsup easly inthelight lunar gravity.

There' sanother hatch in thewall at the top, just above the last rung of the ladder. Locked!

Hetakes out asmall silver cylinder. His handlaser. It glows red on the end as he firesit up. He
focuses a short, intense beam and runsit aong the seam of the hatch. The seam smokes as hislaser cuts
through it. He works his way around the hatch door.

He braceshimsdlf, his back against the tunnel wall opposite the hatch, and kicks the hatch in.

It fallswith a soft thud.

That’swrong. Clang, yes. Soft thud, no...

Helooksthrough the hatchway. The hatch haslanded on something.

On someone, actually.

It's hard to see. Dim emergency lighting in here. It’s a maintenance closet. A storage area,
toxicological suitsin lockers, broken old cleaners piled off to one side...

And a woman lying on the floor under the fallen hatch door.

Isshe all right? I's she unconscious? Why is anyone in here anyway?

He climbs through the hatch, dropsto the floor next to the woman. She' swearing auniform.

Wonderful! A Lunar Security Cop! All right, God... How about a little help here? Could
you work out a helpful coincidence for a change? 1’m not looking for a miracle, just a little help
here. C'mon.

| wonder if that security ‘bot sent out an alert. Shit! Why else would she be here?

He checks her pulse.

She's il alive, just knocked out. Should be fine. Looks like she took a good whomp on
the head from this thing, though.

That’ s good. | do try to limit my killings to just one a day. Any more than that and I’ d
begin to think it was becoming a bad habit... hmm, bit morbid...

She'spretty... like a leeping Latino angel... hope she stays sleeping for a while.

Damn, though, thisis not in the plan. I’ mleaving too big a footprint here, now. She's
bound to report this, even if she never sees me. And thisistaking time | don’'t have.

Gotta move.

He picks up the hatch and propsit back up initsoriginal position.. He puts the handlaser on a
dightly lower setting and runsit back adong the seam around the hatch, fusing it back into place.

The Lunar Security Cop on the floor beginsto stir as hefinishes. He dides past her acrossthe
room in his damaged shoes and soaked pants. She beginsto move her head. BC reaches the closet exit
and tries the door.

Locked!

He uses his handlaser again. The door’ slock gives agood fight but loses. BC burns through and
pushes the door open.

The door dides halfway open then stops.

Shit! Well, it’ll have to do.

He didesthrough.

If I’'m doing Your work, why won’t You cut me any slack? Huh?

He'sinasmall side corridor off of the main dome of Reagan Station. He edges down the right
Sde of the corridor toward the atrium, tries not to ook suspicious covered in sewer dudge and smelling
asbad ashelooks. He pulls his priestly collar off and pocketsit.

No need to look that suspicious.

BC leans out of the corridor to visualy scan the area ahead, the edge of the centra atrium for
Reagan Station. Groups of tall pinestower over, stretching to the starry roof of the dome.

Like aforest in a mall. Pine needles and plastic. My bag should be just over by the trunk



of that huge pine...

| don’t seeit from here. Good hiding job. Let’s hope.

He ducks out of the corridor and into the first stand of pinetreesin the atrium. Hetriesto
nonchaantly search around for sign of his bag.

It's not here! How can it not be here? Isthis the wrong group of trees? No, right trees...

He pokes around under the pines and walksinto a sprinkler hidden by the needles. Hefeds his
left ankle twist the wrong way and he gtartsto fdll.

Ouch! Damm!

He breaks hisfdl and plops down onto the pine needles and grass. He Sits, massages his ankle
and looks around for any sign of his bag.

Looks like it was stolen. There’s an indentation in the bushes under the treeswhere | |eft
it. It was here. It should be right here, these are the trees... ¢’'mon, any helpful coincidences?

Who would steal a priest’s clothes?

Chapter Three

Reagan Station began as amilitary outpost. Now, as Lunar Prime, it thrives as an independent
city-state, ahub of commercid activity, a cosmopolitan capitol and neutrd territory in the war, hometo
over two million people. More than just amoon base, Reagan Station isacity unto itsaf. Built off the
main dome are over fifty separate nelghborhood areas, engineered and designed to be aesthetically
pleasing and diverse aswell asfunctiond.

Most of Reagan Station was congtructed in the last half of the 21t century, after aUIN missile
srike back in 2062 destroyed most of the first Reagan Station, originally built by the old United Nations
asamilitary security and Mission to Mars base and later ceded to the UTZ. The UIN’smissle strike
gave them control of the Moon in 2062.

The UIN took over the moon after their attack forced the UTZ off. They began rebuilding,
making improvements and adapting the base to their needs. Nine yearslater in 2071, the war shifted, the
UTZ regained control of the Moon and reestablished Reagan Station.

Though il technically amilitary base, the rebuilt Reagan Station’ s entertainment facilitiesand
landing facilities became commercia ventures, subcontracted to corporate members of the UTZ. The
UTZ isdriven by commerce, and finds ways to make money in any venture. The facilities became
incredibly popular, agold minefor the subcontractors. The entertainment facilities' growth soon outpaced
the UTZ military’ s devel opments on the Moon. The Moon became “civilized”.

The employees of these facilities were the moon’ s new working class. Luna s new backbone.
Many of the workers were non-Christians from Earth, who moved to the Moon to escape thewar. As
this population increased, as Reagan Station grew, the independent nature of the people of the Moon
grew aswell. The moon became arefuge for those party to neither sdein the bitter conflict. An
interesting and independent place, intentionally diverse and tolerant.

In 2082, L una became an independent state under UTZ auspices. Reagan Station has been growing ever
snce. Though more city than station, the name has stuck. The Independent government calls Reagan
Station “Lunar Prime,” but just about everyone se dill callsit Reagan Station.

Reagan Stationislived-in. It slike any other city, with good sections and bad, old, broken-down
dark areas and shiny new construction.

Independent and united in their neutraity, Luna s populace segregatesitself into its own smdler,
separate areas. The Jewish Section, The Pagan Enclave, The Universal Temple, Chinatown. Their
separate sectors spoke off the central hub of old Reagan Station proper and the Main Dome through a
series of interconnected corridors and airlocks.

The Main Domeisat the center of the old station and the city, agiant atrium nearly amile across,



the centra hub for the ation. Three floors of residences and shops circle the atrium. The dome atop the
atriumisclear, dlowing a breathtaking view of the stars and Earth.

Artificia gravity supplements the moon’ swesk attraction on thefloor of the main dome. At the
center isawide, roughly circular pool dmost ahaf amilein diameter, ddliberately overgrown with
vegetation and teeming with aquatic life. It'sdesigned as a part of the environmenta systemsand so to
be “aesthetically pleasing.” The poal is crisscrossed by two broad wakways lined with trees and bushes.
Maples and pines, oaks, ms and Douglasfirs, and ferns, hedges and dogwoods, al can be found under
the moon’sMain Dome.

There arelilac bushes and stretches of grass surrounding the centra pool. Artificia breezes
circulate. Wetry to bring Earth with us, to recreate it best we can. It’' s been recreated well inthe Main
Dome of Reagan Station.

BCisin adeserted part of the Dome. There are cleaners and other maintenance robots around,
but no people. Thisispart of BC'splan. Thisimmediate area has no shops or residences.

And now, no bag. Not a part of my plan. And my ankle hurts!

| thought my bag would be safe around here. Maybe it was picked up by Maintenance.
That might be wor se than getting stolen. They' |l make a record of it.

| think | hope someone stoleit. Twisted. Huh, like my ankle. Bad pun. Isthat a pun? |
don’t know...

BC looks back at thewall of the Main Dome. The circular outer wall of thislevel of thedomeis
blank, but above him, on the second level, he can hear the din of people and commerce.

Where | need to be. The reception hall entrance is back up there, on the other side of the
dome.

| can’t go up there looking like this, all in black with my collar off, legs dipped in shit and
therest of me splattered. Real fine company.

Then there' sthe Lunar Security Cop | knocked out. She'll be waking up. | gotta get outta
here. Gotta get some new clothes, fast, too. Time to move.

He walks through the pine trees and heads for the center of the dome, towards the central poal.
Hewalks along the pool’ s edge until he seesaline of shops ahead on the dome' s outer wall. He scans
the Signs of the shops until he sees the one he needs. Men'’ s clothes. Just ahead.

Men'’s Shop. Perfect. Now, I’ ve gotta kind of casually walk out of the trees and into the
open, covered in shit. Hum Dee dump Dee dum...

He ducks out of the wooded section and heads for the Men' s store. There are afew people
around, but most don’t notice him or try not to notice him.

| haven’t been here long enough for anyone to know me yet, thank God. Most of these
people seem pretty calm, too... | wonder if the job is done? Should be by now. Should be mass
pandemonium, people running crazy... well, maybe not, but some kind of reaction, anyway. Maybe
they're just keeping it quiet for now.

BC makesit into the men’ s clothing store without incident. The sales assistant eyes him warily as
hewalksin. He syoung, impeccably dressed. He arches an eyebrow as he tries to look down his nose
at BC. Hisnose wrinkles as he beginsto smell him.

“Can| helpyou?’ Hisvoicevirtualy dripswith disdain.

“I need anew auit. I d like to have these clothes I’ m wearing incinerated in your recycler, too.”

“QOur fitter is down, should be back up later on. Why don’t you come back later?’

| don’t have time for this...

“I thought you asked if you could help me?’

“wdl, I...”

“...Didn't redly meanit. | see. Tdl you what, you help me out with something off the rack, burn
these clothes, and | won't lose my temper. How about it?”

The sdles guy triesto says something but just sammers. BC continues.

“You don't want meto lose my temper here, do you? Not dressed likethis. What if | loseit and
run al over the store, rubbing mysdf al over these nice clean pretty suits of yours?’



“Uh, look, gr, uh, wah...”

BC gtares him down, then tries to reassure him somewhat.

“Look, I'm gonnapay for everything, so just it back, I’ll find what | need, you take care of my
old stuff, and I'll be gone. And then you can forget al about me...”

...And you'd better. I’ d hate to have to come back and tie you off as a loose end. Or maybe
| wouldn't hate it so much, little prick... Just doing the Lord’swork... You'd rather not find out...

Thisis already taking way too long, and I’mlosing patience fast.

The sales assistant weasdls out of the confrontation, “Y ou just go ahead. I'll help with those
clothes of yourswhen you're done.” Hewrinkles hisnose again a BC and his soiled suit.

BC findsadark suit. Not black, but close enough for off the rack. He paysfor the suit with an
OPO secured credit card, untraceable. He changesin the store after cleaning himself up inthe store's
refresher. The sales assstant incinerates the remnants of his sewer crawl in the store s molecular recycler
and doesn't speak to BC again.

Fine by me. Seeya.

BC walks out of the store anew man.

Much better! Mmmm, clean clothes... Just wish | could do some mind trick and make that
little prick forget | was ever in there.

Not the right clothes, though. This suit won't pass. | still gotta get into dress blacks.

And get back to the auditorium.

He headsfor the center of the dome, crossing over one of the walkwaysto get to the dome's
other sde. He steps nonchdantly out of the Main Dome, but then gingerly runs down the corridor
towardsthe Vatican's Lunar Holdings, still favoring hisleft ankle.

Sight modification of plans...

He getsto hisroom. Asthe door closes behind him, he kicks off his shoes and rips off the new
auit. Thetiedmost chokes him ashe pullsit over his head.

He grabs asuit off hisrack, the traditiona black, an identical suit to the one he wore eaxlier. He
pulls on the pants, the shirt, fixesthe collar... helooks at the clock. Timeisticking avay, and he sway
off plan.

Time pressure. Got to get back to the reception hall. Gotta cover tracks, too.

BC dumps suit hejust bought through the waste panel in his room and incinerates his brand new
clothes.

Some tracks covered.... Aslong as that sales guy forgets. Figures|’d find one of the few
places on Reagan Sation with a human attendant. Too bad | couldn’t have killed him right off.
Would' ve look suspicious. His lucky day.

BC runs back down the corridor, till limping alittle. . He saunters briskly out of the Vatican
holdings, through the Main Dome again, then up aleve to the reception hal, whose doors are blocked
by Lunar Security Cops. A crowd isforming outsde the hall.

Good signs. It must have worked.

He makes hisway to the front of the crowd. A guard blocks hisway when he triesto walk past and
intothe hall.

“I’'m sorry, Father, | can't let you in there.”

“What?’ BC plays dumb.

“Nobody’ s alowed to enter or leave the reception hall for right now.”

“Oh, but I’m supposed to bein there. | just lft to go to the bathroom.”

The guard thinks for asecond. “I still can't let you in there, even back in there. Orders.”

“Why not?1’m with The Cardinal. He may need me.”

The guard thinks again. Hard.

Straining with the effort. C’ mon, buddy.

“C’mon, Buddy. Y ou help apriest, you go to heaven...”

“Aw, Father, I’'m Jewish. I’'m not sure we even have the same heaven.”

“Same God, same heaven... Jesuswas Jewish! You still get credit.”



The guard laughs, “Hold on a sec, Father.” He opens the doorsto the hall and ducks half inside.
BC can hear him talking to someone. The guard leans back through the door and looks at BC.

“Okay, Father, you'rein, but you might not wannabe.”

“What?’

“Goaheadin. You'll see”

BC waksthrough the doors into some of the chaos he' s been expecting. People running around.
Other people, important-looking people, milling about. Med techsal over the stage. The Cardinad is
being escorted back down from the dais.

BC makes hisway through the crowd, to The Cardinal. The Cardinal looks up asBC
approaches.

“Wdll, Father Campion, you picked afinetimeto heed nature' s call. Just asthe Governor began
her speech, she collapsed. She passed away on the spot, poor thing. | offered last rites but her husband
seemed amost offended. Said they weren't Cathalic, ‘ not even new catholic withasmall “c”’. Hewas
distraught, of course.

“Y ou should have been here. They’ re younger, he might have responded better to you.”

“Of course, Sir. My apologies.”

Mission complete.

Chapter Four

BC gtares out the window of the Cardinal’ s office, zoning out on the sharp contrasts of light and
shadow in the monochrome gray lunar landscape as The Cardina drones on. He seesthe lights of severa
ships streak up and away from the surface into the stars. UIN ships by the ook of them, their diplomats
leaving Lunar Prime. The peace conferenceis over before it began. The governor is dead.

So far, BC has pulled off the nation without detection despite setbacks.

Sofar.

So far the most hazardous part of thisjob is avoiding being bored to death by the
Cardinal. | guess the sewerage ranks a close second, though...

“The Governor’ s death could jeopardize our entire misson...”

The Governor’s death was my entire “ mission” , Cardinal, but | do enjoy the double
meaning. | suppose I’'ma mission-ary of a different sort...

“Areyou listening to me, Father?”’

BC turnsto face The Cardindl.

Cardina Andersen glaresup at BC from behind hisludicroudy large, fakewood desk.

Everything about the Vatican Misson on the Moon is sort of large and ludicrous and fake.

The entire enclave of Vatican staterooms and offices on the Moon is bedecked in arich gold and
red color scheme. Ornate iconography decorates most of thewalls, amishmash of imagesand relics
from al the different Christian strains now unified in the NcC, from Eastern icons to the New Risen Lord
of the NcC and every revisonist view in between. The Cardind’ s own decorator touch, BC had been
told when he' d cracked ajoke about it just after arriving. The Cardindl, though not large, certainly was,
in BC'sopinion, fairly ludicrousin hisown right, and usually bedecked in red and gold himself.

“Wadll, are you listening to me, Father?’

“Absolutdly, your holiness. How is our mission jeopardized? The Vatican Mission hereisfairly
well established by now. Y ou’ ve been here, what, five years yoursdlf, right?’

“Almost five. And we were starting to get somewhere here, Father Campion. The Vatican
Mission just being hereisin itself testimony to that. We had been discussing anew aliance between the
UTZandLuna..”

“Don’'t you think it was natural causes?” BC asks.



The Cardinal shakes hishead.

“She was s0 young, just afew years older than you, Father Campion. Doesit seem natura to
you?’ The Cardina looks down and briefly distracts himsalf in some of the scattered sheets on his desk.

BC presseson.

“Who would want her dead?’

The Cardind, agitated, looks back up at BC and continues.

“Wall, she was negotiating with both the UTZ and the UIN. And she alowed usto beef up our
mission here. The UIN might see that asathreat.”

“Redly? Arewethat threstening?’

The Cardind stops. Helooks down hisnose a BC.

“Someof usare”

Dangerous ground you're on, Cardinal. There's stuff you really don’t want to know
anything about. Guessiit’s time for some of my famous spin...

“Wedo the Lord swork, Cardinal Andersen, even the OPO. The Holy Father sendsusas his
persond emissariesinto the world. Do you find the OPO... dangerous, Cardina? We but serve God' s
representative on Earth, Pope Peter the Second. We are only ‘ dangerous’ in our devotionto The Lord.”

“So wasthe Inquisition, Father. Torquemada said much the same thing as you, you know.”

Better watch yourself, Cardinal. You don’t want to be on the wrong side here...

“WEe re on the same side here, Cardina. Please don't forget that. Pope Peter assigned you to
Lunapersondly, didn’t he? Aren't we al the Pope’ smen?”’

The Cardinal nods. “We are at that, Father Campion. Maybe some more than others, though,
eh?’

Careful there, Cardinal...

“There are those who could view your assgnment here as my new Public Relations Officer from
the OPO as, well... athreat. Y ou know they spread rumors about the OPO. Those people could have
very well reacted to your arriva with thispossble nation.”

“ | redly don't think my arrival would have even drawn their attention, much lesstheir anger. I'm
not nearly so important. I’ d be surprised if they even noticed. And, till, it' sonly possible foul play, your
eminence. We must trust in God. Maybe it wasjust her time.”

“Perhaps. But | don’t know whether God had anything to do with this. I’m aso not the only one
thinking there may be moreto this, Campion. Governor Edwards and his people are very suspicious. It
did look like a heart attack to me at first, but you never know. They do let those Mudlims wander the
halls here, fill, even with thewar. The price of neutrdity, | suppose. Maybe you should watch your
back, Father Campion.”

“I will, trust me, sr. We should dl bedert. Itisatime of war. After dl.”

“The UIN may very well have killed McEntyre to derail our negatiations. If they’ll kill her, they’ll
not hesitate to remove those they find threastening who are less visible. Be careful. | don't trust them. Bad
enough we have to live among them here on the moon. They’re naturdly violent, and they seemto hate
absolutely everyonedse”

BC nods.

Jeesh, the guy’ s almost rabid.

Theintercom dings.

“Cardina?’ His secretary on the com.

-

“Governor Edwardsis hereto seeyou.”

“Sendhimin.”

The door opens. Edwards enters.

“Helo Cardind.”

Luna snew governor isvisibly nervous as he walksin and shakes hands with the Cardind and
BC. Hishandshake is quick and uncertain. BC takes quick stock of him.

In hisforties, probably. Stocky, about 6’2", short dark hair... looks military, or at least



recently ex-military. Maybe he was Lunar Security, a cop, before moving up. Have to do some
digging.

He looks like a man suddenly in over hishead... like | wasin that tunnel, | suppose.

“I would guess you' re Father Campion?’

“Yes... oryou cancal meBC.”

“Father Campion isNew Unified Reform,” The Cardind interjects, explaining BC'sinformality.

“And aso aranking Vatican officid, | understand,” Edwards said.

Hmmm, maybe he' s sharper than he looks.

“Nice to meet you, Governor Edwards’

Edwardsflinches.

“I"'m not used to that, yet. Sorry. The‘governor’ thing, | mean...”

Edwards|ooks down for amoment then comes back to himself.

“I, uh, have some news that may concern you.”

Uh oh.

“UIN warships have been detected just a short distance from us here on Luna. We ve never
seen them get this close, even before...” He stops, thinks a moment.

...Before, when they wer e attacking us back on Earth. Right, Mr. Edwards? Sill, | didn’t
expect that that was his news.

“What | meanis, before, they stayed pretty far from uswhen they hit Earth targets. They have
people here, too.”

| wonder how many of them are still here? No wonder they were so keen on getting out of
here after the shit went down.

“Would that redly stop them from attacking?’ the Cardind sneers.

Edwards seems surprised by the Cardinal’ s bitter contempt for the UIN. BC isaswell, though
less so after their earlier exchange.

“I don't think they’ d risk their own peopl€ slives...” Edwards says.

The Cardind stands, visbly shaking.

“Of coursethey would! All glory to Allah and dl that! They' d just be martyrs and cel ebrated
back on Mars, likekilling them did them afavor! And they’ll twigt it so it soundslike wekilled them,
you'll see”

Edwardsistaken aback by the Cardina’ svitriol. He stares at The Cardina asif seeing him for
thefirst time. BC watches Edwards, watches hisreactions.

The Cardinal’ s getting all fired up! Christ, he'd applaud my mission, if he only knew.
Wonder how he got so bitter? Even | don’t hate the Moslems like that. God is Love? Over the
fucking top. Could freak out Edwards. I’ ve got to find a way to moder ate the situation.

“Our holdings have never been attacked here on the Moon, but we' ve been hit repeatedly by
UIN forces back on Earth and in orbit, Governor Edwards. How close are the UIN ships? Should we
worry? Heed for shelters?’

“We don't know they’ re athrest, yet, but with the governor dying so suddenly and the ships
showing up at the sametime, well, | just worry it’stoo connected to be a coincidence. Do UIN ships
behave a certain way before they attack? Do they get into any formations, or assume any telltale flight
patterns?’

BC and The Cardina look at each other, then back at Edwards.

“I’'m afraid you' re asking the wrong people about starship battle tactics, my son,” The Cardind
says and smiles, falling back into his patronly pastord mode. He sits back down and wipes his brow with
ared kerchief he pulls from an unseen pocket somewhere in hisrobes.

Time for meto buy a little bit of confidence from Edwards with a little bit of knowledge.
Help reinforce the idea that we're on his side.

“Governor, I’ ve been told they gpproach singlefile, spreading out in four directions asthey
reaching optima firing range. Then, they rotate whilefiring, like the blades of alethd pinwhed. Or at least
that’ swhat I’ ve heard. Something like that.”



Edwardsis surprised.

“Oh. Okay. Thank you, fa, um, BC. Wdll, yeah, these shipsare forming up singlefile”

“Arethey moving thisway?’

“Not yet.”

“If they do comethisway, governor, and they stay singlefile...”

“Yesh?’

“...we should probably hit the shelters. Reagan Station does have emergency shelters, right?’

“We have some, but they’re old. | don’'t know what kind of repair they’rein. And there’'s
nowhere near enough space for everybody in and around Lunar Prime. Ther€ |l beriots, panic, people
getting crushed to deeth... Thiscould get ugly.”

The Cardina clears histhroat and fixes his stare on Edwards.

“They’ re taking advantage of your inexperience, governor. Because you' re new, they threaten
and test you. Arethesethe actions of friends of Luna?’ the Cardinal asks.

Whoa, you're spinning it harder than me, Andersen. Easy there, old man, don’t ruin it.
Edwardsiscloseto losing it on the Cardinal.

Edwards shakes his head.

“Look, your holiness, you're not helping. Save your hate, okay? | just need some helpful advice.
| thought that’ swhat you,” he looks back and forth at both of them, ” are supposed to provide. Am |
wrong?’

Got to turn Edwards our way. The Cardinal isblowing it completely.

“I’'mtrying to help, gr. If thereis anything the Vatican can do for you, Mr. Edwards, let me
know. And please, let me know if those ships move thisway?’ BC triesto reassure him.

“Yeah, I'll try to.”

Edwards turns and movesto leave, “I"ve got alot going on right now, please excuse me.”

After he sgone, BC turnsto the Cardind.

“I don't think you helped our cause there any, your eminence.” BC laysalittle sarcasm on the
last word.

“Eminence? Please. | haven't been cdled that Sncethe reunification.”

“Actudly, | like saying it. Eminence. Em-ih-nence. EMINENCE! Sounds powerful, doesn't it?
We must maintain appearances, musin't we, your eminence?’

“Please stop that! The Mudims are a dangerous and angry people, Campion. They don't think as
wedo! | know they say they count Christ as a prophet, whatever they mean by that, but they do not
respect life aswe Chrigtians do.”

How do | answer that? Sure we respect life. Sure we do. Me, especially, that’swhat | do
for the church, respect life. Best not to think about that too much, huh?

“Do you think they killed the governor, Campion?’

“Wadll, gr, we still don't know that she was killed. Maybe we shouldn’t make that assumption.”

“I wouldn’t put it past them. Thiswhole thing stinks of the UIN. Kill the governor, creste chaos,
then move in and take advantage. They' reinfidels and they want us, you and |, Father Campion, they
want usdead. Make no mistake. | wanted to emphasize that for our new governor. | think he could be
onour Sde”

“Wel, hemight be, if you don’t scare him away.”

“He needsto know the danger in the Situation.”

Time to build some confidence with the Cardinal. Let himin alittle.

“The OPO heard rumors that Governor McEntyre was holding secret talkswith UIN
representatives here on Luna”

“Redlly?1 saw no evidence of that. Still, it al makes a certain sense, though. And those who think
they can bargain with the devil dways get burned,” the Cardina chucklesat hisown wit. “Areyou
ceatan?

“That' swhat we heard. Just rumors.”

“Isthat why you're here, then?’



“Do you redly want to know? Do you want to question one of Peter’smen asto hiscaling?’

“No. | suppose | don't want to know. I'm sureit’sdl in, ahem, God's Name?’

“Absolutely, your eminence.” BC laysalittle sarcasm on the last word.

Theintercom dings.

“Governor Edwards on the line for you both.”

“Y es, put him through. Governor?’

“They’removing in closer, singlefile, just asyou said, Father Campion. Could you both meet me
inmy officeimmediaey?’

Chapter Five

The governor’ ssuite on Lunar Primeis strategically located, positioned to catch “ earthrise” in most of the
windowsinit'souter wall ong the long strip of meeting rooms, offices and staterooms. BC and the
Cardina now gt in the governor’ s main office and conference room as the Earth hangs on the short
horizon outside.

BC gares at the Earth, large in the window behind Edwards, who stands &t the end of along
table shuffling through some papers.

Thereare officidsfrom the UTZ at the table, and, judging by their uniforms, some Lunar Security
people aswell, people BC hasn’'t met yet. Conspicuous by their absence are any members of any group
affiliated with the UIN.

Edwards clears histhroat and begins.

“Thanksfor coming with no notice”

Edwards|ooks nervous. He keeps adjusting histie. He fidgets with hiswristband. BC notices
he' s changed his clothes.

Probably sweated right through his last set.

“Luna has attempted to stay neutra in the war between the UTZ and the UIN. We have opened
our armsto both sidesin hopes of being peacekeepers and unifiers.

“With our arms open, and the M oon vulnerable, one of the parties we had thought to be our
friend now seemsto be showing different colors, showing themselves, maybe, to be our foe. As| spesk,
Transpace warships from Mars, from the Universa I1damic Nation, are closing in on the Moon in attack
formation. The war may be on itsway here.

“WEe ve never asked for the UTZ or the Vatican to join in our councils before. | thank you for
joining us now. We may need allies. We seem to face a clear and present danger from the UIN at this
time, which | believe warrants reeva uating our policy of neutraity.”

Wow... Jackpot! We couldn’t have hoped for better! He's sold already, or playing a very
clever game.

Is he that smart?

Edwardsisinterrupted when a Lunar Security Cop entersthe office. BC recognizes her. She's
got abruise on her forehead. She’ sthe LSC he knocked out earlier, getting out of the tunnd! He
pretends not to notice her.

Shelooks at him strangely, but quickly moves on and over to Edwards, presenting him with a
sedled report. He opensit, grimaces.

“Shewaskilled.”

Edwards starts shaking. He brings his hand to his brow, pinches the bridge of his nose, and takes
adeep breath. Composing himself, he continues.

“Someone, um, nated Governor McEntyre. There were neurotoxic traces on her skin and
in her blood. Someone murdered her.

“I think, maybe, we can see now who.” Edwardsisamogt talking to himsdf. Then helooks up at



the group around the table.

“Hey, um, | need aminute or two, okay?’

Edwards sits down, motionsto the LSC. “Could you, uh, get me the latest reports on the
position and disposition of the UIN ships? And could everyone take five?’

The group around the table mumbles and nods assents. They get up from the table and head for
the office door.

Asthey leave the governor’ s office, the Cardina turnsto BC.

“I told you. They killed her! Now they’ re coming in to finish thejob! Y ou wait here and help Mr.
Edwards, Campion. I’'m going back to the mission. If the governor needs me, let me know, but | think
thisismore your area of expertise.”

“So I'll be @bleto reach you in the mission’ s shelter, then, Cardind?’

“Yes Ah... | see, you got me there, Campion. Excuse me.”

Just outside the office door the L SC from before taps him on the shoulder.

“Excuseme?’

“Y e’

“You look familiar, father... have we met?’

“I don’t think s0. You are?’

“Nita Bendix, Lunar Security. Y ou sure we ve never met? Do you go out a al?’

“No, not redly,” BC says, gesturing at hisoutfit. “I'm apriest.”

“Y eah, but you' re New Reform, right? Y ou can party and everything, right?’

“Well, sort of, but no, | just got here recently.”

“Y ou're kindacute. Do you haveto stay celibate?’

Man! Didn’'t expect this...

“Wil, not technicaly.”

“| see. Seeyou later, father. Father... 7’

“Campion. Bernard Campion, but you can cdl meBC.”

“Okay, Father BC.”

“Just BC.”

“Okay, just BC. Bye, for now, anyway.” She gives him another strange look, turns and takes of f
down the corridor.

Little flirt! Probably hasn’t been right since that clunk on the head. Nice body, anyway...

A tall, blond haired man in a beige suit stcorms down the corridor towards BC, past Nita Bendix
asshewadks away. He brushesinto BC, amost pushing him out of the way, and begins hitting the
greeting buzzer on the governor’ s office door repeatedly.

A fixed look of anger scrunches up hisface. Hisred-rimmed eyes don’t seem to be looking at
anyone or anything. He keeps pounding on the buzzer.

The door opens after about the fifteenth buzz. The man surgesin before the door even opens
halfway.

BC hears, “Danid!” asthe door closes.

Must be McEntyre' swidower. The angry, grieving spouse. Daniel McEntyre. Just got the
news, | suppose. He' s in with the UIN, too, according to our reports. Possible future target. Has a
weakness for very young Asian women and very old scotch. Our reports are pretty damn
thorough... Know your enemy, one of the most basic rules. Too many skeletons to hold office
himself, so he worked beside his wife. Family affair, how sweet.

He' s all worked up. | wonder how much of hisgrief isreal and how much is himtrying to
salvage the situation for hisfriendsin the UIN?

He s probably in there trying to undo all the confidence and trust I’ ve been working to
build up in Edwards. The UIN doesn’t want him cozying up to the OPO!  Almost three minutes
now. 1’1l just mistakenly reenter early...

Danie McEntyreis shouting and waving with his back to BC as BC opensthe door.

“ Of coursethisisan assassnation, Marc! They killed her. She' sgone! They took her from me.



Took her away from me! From dl of usl And now you' retaking their sde?’

Daniel McEntyre doesn’t hear or see BC enter, but Edwards does.

“Father Campion! Please, excuse us, I'll let you know when we' Il reconvene.”

| don’t think so. Time to see what this McEntyre guy’ s all about.

“Mr. McEntyre? 1’ m sorry about your loss. I’ m sure you want to blame someone...”

“Damnright | do! Thistimeyou and your UTZ puppet masters have gonetoo far! Wasit you? It
probably was you! Y ou're Campion, right? | heard all about you. Y ou're OPO. Y ou're not redly even a
priest! Y ou used to bejust arip-off scam artist, afake minister until their so-called “ reunification”
legitimized you! | know al about you, Campion! Y ou and your type make mesick! You cal yoursdves
Chridian!”

“Clearly you're distressed, sir. And you must have me confused with someone else, certainly. |
can understand...”

McEntyre drowns him out, yelling and moving towards him with hishands bdling into figs a his
Sdes.

“Y ou and your UTZ butcherswon't get away with thisl Y ou won't!”

“Danid!” Edwardsfinaly triesto intercede, getting up from the table to move between McEntyre
and BC.

Best if | just say nothing at this point. Be the calm beside the storm.

“You bastards are all so smug!” McEntyre shouts at BC, face to face. BC doesn't flinch,
absorbstherage.

Edwards approaches, triesto calm McEntyre, pull him away from BC' sface.

“Danid, you' re overwrought, you gottacam down! Please.”

“That'sit!” McEntyre turns and charges BC.

Shit! He' scrazy!

BC drops under McEntyre' s charge, amsup in front of hisface. McEntyrefliesover him, into
the doorframe with aloud “dap.” He shakesit off, gets back up and turns and grabs BC by the collar as
BC getsup.

Edwards musclesin and gets his arms around M cEntyre from the back to pull him off BC.
McEntyre drops BC' s collar. When McEntyre' s arms come down, Edwards shifts hishold. He wraps
hisarms around McEntyre, pinning hisarms at his Sdes, holding him in a steady bear hug.

Wow, Edwards didn’t look that big at first. That looks like some law enforcement style
hold he's got on him, too. Let’shear it for proper training. And good reflexes.

“Let mego, Marc!”

“Danid!

“Let mego, Marc! They'rethekillersl”

“C’mon, Daniel, cdm down before | gottacall security...”

“Marc!”

Edwards doesn't say anything. He doesn't relax hishold on McEntyre, until McEntyrefinaly
relaxes and givesin. He stops fighting and sucks in some deep breeths.

“All right. I'm dl right, Marc. Y ou can let me go now. Just et me finish talking with you.”
Edwards relaxes his hold, and McEntyre steps back away from Edwards.

“I think you' re finished now, Danid. We Il talk more later, when you' re more together. Y our loss
has you digtraught. Y ou’ re not thinking right, right now, Danidl. We'll talk later. I'll cal you.”

“No! They'retwisting you with their lies, can’t you see that, Marc? Send me away now and they
win, don't you see? Listen to this priest,” he spits out the word with bitterness and sarcasm, * and they
win! He' sone of them! Why do you think here' s here now, why do you think he camein here when we
were talking? Huh? He didn’t want me exposing the truth! He' safake, a phony priest, and you' re buying
hisshit! He sthered enemy! They're the enemy! And you'reletting them win!”

Edwardsjust stares at McEntyre, eyes dead and emotionless.

“C’'mon, Marc,” McEntyre pleads again. Edwards cals out to his com.

“Security.”



“Shit. You'reletting them win, Marc,” McEntyre stares at Edwards but points at BC as heturns
togo. “You'resdling out Luna, Marc. Y ou' re betraying Meredith and al she stood for.”

An LSC guard entersthe office.

“Take Mr. McEntyreto the infirmary and see that one of the meds gives him a sedative so he can
deep tonight. He staking hiswife’ s death very hard,” Edwards saysto the guard. Then heturnsto
McEntyre, “I"'m sorry, Danidl. We can discuss this tomorrow. Please?’

McEntyre turns and storms out, the guard on hishedls. The other L SC reenters with the
requested reports.

What was her name? Nita something or other. Benzyne or something. Bendix! She's cute.
Looks like trouble. | like that. Good trouble.

Shetriesto both stand at attention in front of Edwards desk and look behind her at the departing
commoation.

“Officer Bendix, you'll pull amuscleif you twist yourself around any more than that.” Edwards
says.

BC smilesat her.

She blushes alittle as she turnsto entirely face Edwards.

“Sorry, sr. Here are the latest reports on the UIN ships, their disposition and their current
position. Commander Cushman said to tell you they’ ve stopped advancing and are holding position just
beyond our more sensitive scanner’ srange.”

Edwards takes the report from the LSC and looksit over. He dismisses her with awave.

“Thanks. Get the door, would you?’

Sheturns, gives BC alittle nod, and leaves, shutting the door behind her.

Edwards |ooks again at the report.

“I don’'t know. Maybe they’re not here to do anything but establish a presence...”

“A rather threatening presence, don’t you think? And maybe they’ re just waiting to see how
you' I react, governor.”

“Maybe. Hey, look, Father, I'm sorry about Danidl. He' s not himsdlf, what with everything and
dl. I’'msure he' ll cam down with what the meds give him. | hope it calms him down. I’ ve never seen him
likethat. Areyou okay?’

“I'mfine, redly. He' sjust lost hiswife. It'snaturd for him to lash out in hisanger and hispain.
The McEntyre sweren't catholic?’

“No.” Edwards gives anervous chuckle, “hmph, asyou’ ve no doubt figured out by now, we
won't be asking you to do the funeral tomorrow. They’ re agnostic. She was agnodtic, | mean. He dtill i,
| suppose, but, never mind, I’ m babbling. It’' sbeen one hdll of aday, if you'll excusethe“h” word,
Father. Let’ s hope those ships stay put so we can at least get some rest tonight.”

“I'm afraid | won't rest too well with them hanging out there waiting to pounce. I've beenin
places the UIN have attacked. | know what they can do. They can be merciless, Mr. Edwards. | don’t
think I"ll rest too well with them out there.”

“Sorry, Father. I'll let you know if there' sany change. And | want you to know, | do appreciate
your input about their tactics. But I’ ve dso learned not to trust either sidein thiswar. Y ou both have your
blinderson. And, Fether, if | may?’

“What?’

“All that stuff McEntyre was saying about you... was any of it true?

“Huh. Well, sort of. It was pretty distorted. He may aswell have blamed you for killing hiswife
S0 you could become governor, then called you atwo-bit security hack with no right to govern the

“Hey!"

“It’' sthe same sort of distortion, see? | make no secret of the fact | come from the streets. |
wasn't atraditiond ‘priest’. | did the Lord swork in my own way, with asmall independent church that
joined in the reunification, thereby making me apriest, asal we men and woman of God in each different
variation of the faith cameto be called. Asfor therest, | work for the public relations arm of the Vatican,



The Office of Papal Operations, or OPO, as some call it. There are some who spread rumors about the
OPO, but we usudly disregard them. The pen ismightier than the sword or the laser. We re spin doctors
and diplomats, governor. There sthe kernd of truth in everything he said, but it was cruelly twisted and
distorted.”

“But why did he know it at dl?Why should he care about you at dl, Father Campion?’

“I hegtate to offer my guessasto why.”

“WW?’

“I don’t want to sound paranoid.”

“No, go ahead. Now I’ m curious.”

“I wasthinking of Shakespeare. Y ou ever read the Bard, governor?”’

“No, | don't read. I've seen some of his playsin short form. Why?’

“He protests too much, methinks...”

“What?’

BC mugters up dl the false modesty he can and triesto sound convincingly uncertain.

“Usudlly, those things he said about the OPO? The UTZ controlling the Vatican and such? You
hear that from UIN sympathizers. And to know details about anew V atican functionary seems strange,
unless he' sgathering information on al UTZ personnd on Lunaand just added my folder to hisfiles...
I’'m sorry, that just sounds paranoid...”

Edwards shakes his head.

“| don’t know, that does sound kind of farfetched, Father, if you' Il pardon mefor saying so. But
if hewaswith the UIN, why would they kill hiswife?’

“I don’'t know, Mr. Edwards. | just don’t know, and it doesn’t make sense. Unless you know
something ese, too. Thereis something else | know that | redly can't share too much of .”

“What?Don't get al mysterious on me now, Father.”

“Wadll, thereisaconfidentidity, atrust involved. To tell too much will expose the onewho told
mewhat shetold mein the secrecy and trust of counseling. Sufficeit to say Mr. McEntyreisnot, sorry,
was not, waysfaithful to hiswife. Nor was he aways kind and gentle with women... | fear | may have
said too much aready. Y ou may know the woman who | learned this from, and she cameto mefor
counsdl once back on Earth expecting anonymity, after leaving herein disgrace.”

“I think 1 do know the girl you mean. | heard what happened. I, um, won't say anything.”

The room grows qui€t.

Edwards mumbles, “But | am beginning to see your point.”

Chapter Six

BC leavesthe governor’ s office and heads for hisroomsto rest.

It won't be easy to sleep with those UIN shipsjust hanging out there. Well, at least I’ ve
got Edwards starting to think our way... gave him a lot of food for thought. Let him chew on that
all night. A little knowledge is a dangerous thing... I’ ve planted some dangerous seeds. Let’s seeif
they take root.

Back in hisrooms, BC reviewsthe file on Daniel McEntyre.

You sir, are scum. No matter whose side you're on. Ah, fuck this for now.

He lies down with the lights off, tired, and triesto deep.

| really don’t like the idea of those UIN ships out there. | wouldn’t put a surprise, sneak
attack past them. There's probably a target on my back, if McEntyre' s any indication of UIN
suspicions. Sure was handy knowing about McEntyre' s little flings. One of our men took that
girl’ stearful confession, and now I’ ve used her just like McEntyre did. | think | fedl like I should
feel worse. But, you know, | don’t want to think a lot about what | feel. | don’t want to think



about it so much, | just want to sleep, just turn it off... gotta try to get some sleep...

BC tosses and turns through arestless night. He rises early to get ready to face Danid McEntyre
agan, thistimeat hiswife sfunerd.

Hope he's all doped up. | know, not so Christian of me, sorry. The guy bothers me. Good
thing the church never took that love your enemies thing too seriously. | suppose if they did |
wouldn’'t have a job...

Most of the representatives and dignitaries on Lunafrom Mars and Earth, and severd orbital
concerns, wait in the governor’ sreception hall for the funeral. BC surveysthe crowd as he makes his
way to his seat. The crowd looks almost the same as the one yesterday morning, but the mood, the dress
and the whole general atmosphereis darker, subdued, more hopeless.

And most of the UIN reps are no longer here. Those who gathered for peace just aday
earlier now gather to bury the embodiment of that hope for peace, and most likely any hope left with her.

Sill, it had to be done. Otherwise the war would have gone the wrong way. The other way.
She provided only false hope, or hope for the UIN, | suppose.

Space in the reception hal isat a premium, so the generd public cannot attend, but severa
recorders carry the funera live to millions on the Moon, in orbit, back on Earth, and maybe even on
Mars. BC isprivileged to attend beside the Cardind. They watch as Edwards officiates ashort
ceremony, followed by aclearly drugged Daniel McEntyre being asssted by an LSC...

...That Nita woman again...

...as hetakesthe cylinder containing hiswife' s ashes over to the emergency airlock built into the
reception room. Its darms have been silenced for the occasion. He opensthe inner door, placesthe
ashesinsde, then closesthe door again and cycles shut the airlock. An LSC Officer out on the surface of
the moon opensthe airlock from the outside, removesthe cylinder and, closing the airlock behind him,
turnsto bound across the surface to alauncher of some kind set up on the surface and pointing out into
deep space. The LSC drops the cylinder in, and then bounds back to the airlock.

Daniel McEntyreisdirected to the launch switch, pressesit, and sends hiswife s ashes off into
the stars.

There are poems and music, but they al wash over BC. He' s studying the people, especidly
Danid McEntyre.

Edwards must have him on some hard stuff. Looks like we do win this one. Sill depends
on what they plan on using those ships out there for.

Edwards seems nervous.

| worry about Edwards. He' s not holding up so well. Not as hard as he'd like to seem.

After thefunera, Edwards callsBC aside.

“Father! Father Campion!”

“Good morning, governor. Not too much good about it, though, | suppose.”

“No. A sad day. Danidl was 4till not doing so well thismorning, so he' s <till under medical
supervison.”

So | noticed...

“Do you have afew minutes?'d liketo talk to you in my office.”

BC and the governor go into the governor’ s office. Edwards reassures him right off.

“The shipsare dtill holding the same position. That’ s not what | want to talk about.”

“Okay.”

“| contacted the UIN after you and | spoke last night.”

“Redly. Wasthat wise?’

“Hdll, I don’t know. Figured it wasworth atry. No offenseto you.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Anyway, | contacted them to demand justice, an explanation, or adenia over dl this. | thought
they deserved achanceto answer officidly to al this”

“I guessyou had to. What did they say?’

“That' swhat’ sstrange. They didn’t say much of anything, redly. They just about blew me off.



We' retaking amgor nation here, and they seemed, | don’t know, amost distracted.”

“That isodd.”

“They dmost seemed like they were too busy to bother to answer. Just said their diplomatic
office would send areply shortly, thanks, bye.”

“That’snot agood sign, Mr. Edwards. Governor Edwards.”

A low muffled boom shakes the room like amaraca

“Neither isthat!”

The com arts shouting.

“Governor, we are under attack! The UIN ships are spreading apart and firing at us!”

Edwards responds to the com, barking instructions, “Mount a counter offensive! Activate all
defensive batteries. All Lunar Security to duty posts now! Order dl resdentsin the direct path of the
attack into shelters. Inform al others not to panic. Let them know that only those in the path of the assault
are getting into the shdtersright now. Got that?’

“Yes, gar.”

Timeto bring it home.

“I guessthey’ ve just been waiting to attack. They were too busy getting ready for the assault to
eventak to you. Nicefolks. At least they waited until after the funeral.”

“Hard to know who your friends are these days, Father. Don’t start thinking | trust you yet,
ether. Y ou have been helpful, though, I'll give you that. Look, I’ ve got to get to my command center. I'd
likeyoutojoin me”

“Sure. I’d be honored to. But I’ ve got to check on the staff of the Vatican Mission fird. | want to
be sure no one plays hero for no good reason, make sure everyone getsto the shelters. Then I'll join
you.”

“I'll make sure they clear you through. Thanks.”

BC heads back to the Vatican Mission. He does send the stragglers he finds down to the shelter
levd, but then continues on his own way. Muffled booms followed by rough shaking continue
sporadicaly.

The section isjust about empty when BC gets back to hisroom. He locks the door. He reaches
over totheair vent in the wal and works hisfingers under the vent cover. He popsit off and pullsout his
CCU, the OPO standard-issue Covert Communications Unit, the small box that lets him stay in touch
with those back home. Timeto finally contact HQ, Vatican City, the actua Office of Papa Operations.
Heunfoldsthe CCU and it humsto life.

“Comeon.”

Something' swrong. Theingaink isn't sngpping on. The screen keepsflickering, lighting up and
going out, trying to connect and disconnecting.

BC triesaudio only, “Jove, Diana here, are we good? Keep sending tha...”

“Diana, thisis Jove, we are under attack, | repesat, we are under direct attack. Try again later,
Joveout.” The screen blanks out one last time. Another serious vibration shakes the room.

The UIN has hit some church targets but never Vatican City itself. | can't believe they're
hitting the old city! Do they know We iced McEntyre, or just suspect it? They had to have already
been ready to go with this assault before we took her out, though, if they' re here now. Thiscould
just be the UIN trying to expand the war.

The room’s com unit comes on.

“Father Campion?’

Shit! It's Edwards.

“Yes, Governor?”’

“Could you join me at the command center ASAP? Five minutes?’

“Sure. Just getting the last Sragglersinto the shelter. Beright there.”

Another boom and vibration toss BC to the floor. He gets up, dusts himself off and startsto head
out of hisrooms.

They're targeting this section! Good time to leave! I’ ve got to try the Vatican again, later,



though. Thisis new UIN behavior. New and different. That always bothers me.

Chapter Seven

Vatican City ishometo the newly unified Christian religion, The New catholic Church, small “c”
intentional. The current Pope, Peter the Second, oversees a church brought together only five years
earlier inthe Great Reunification of 2104. The unified NcC isdlied with the Earth-governing Universal
Trade Zone, though the dliance has never been made public, never formaly acknowledged.

Pope Peter enjoys power equal to the directors on the ruling council of the United Trade Zone. But now,
thanksto ther dliance with the UTZ and the power of the NcC, Vatican City isunder Sege by the
Universd Idamic Nation.

In the past, the UTZ had pressed the Chrigtian churchesto unite. They fdlt thiswould strengthen
the UTZ hold on Earth, asthe various Christian churchestraditionaly supported UTZ war efforts.
Chrigtians had been the targets of UIN terrorism many times. They generally supported the UTZ's
policies againgt the UIN. The UTZ directors caculated thet if the Christians united as one church it would
focusther efforts, and their support would strengthen and help sustain the UTZ. But they underestimated
the strength the unified church itsdlf would widld.

Asthe churches united, the UTZ found itself sharing power with the new church rather than having power
over it, anew equa voice among them... Especidly since the eevation of Peter the Second three years
edlier.

The old city has been home to Popes since the early days of the church. It was hometo arapid
procession of popes right after the recent unification. All died in office, five pontiffsin two years, until
Pope Peter came in (under murky circumstances...) and restored stability.

Pope Peter the Second isthe first black pope. His street preacher background brought real changeto the
church. He aso began the Office of Papal Operations, the OPO, and then turned it into hisown dlite
force of assassins and saboteurs.

At first the OPO just took care of Peter’ s church “business’, but soon Peter had the OPO taking
care of some of the UTZ’ sdirty work covertly aswell. Who would suspect a priest?

There' sno doubt the UIN has suspected the church to be directly involved in the fight against
them, but they possessed no proof. Now, perhaps, they do... leading to this current attack on Vatican
City.

Orbita fighting platforms belonging to the UIN drop fighter bombers down through the clouds,
which inturn drop their own payloads, fiery blossoms of orange, yellow and red thet rip into and through
the ancient structures of the Vatican.

The Vatican hasfew defenses. St. Peter’ swill be protected, thisis certain, but not much else.
UTZ forces have been requested, dispatched and are on the way ... smal comfort as another blast lifts
the floor and dropsit down again. Another ancient stone facade crumblesin the fighter-bomber
ondaught.

The OPO, the Pope’ s own men, are not equipped to handle such an assault. They are masters of
subterfuge, not such blatant violence asthis.

The sound of UTZ fightersarriving, and their ensuing blasts, sound like an army of avenging
angelsto Peter the Second. He' s been readying hisretreat to the Vatican Shelter, but hasresisted up to
this point. With the UTZ arriving, his First will not have an easy time convincing him to retreet into the
bowed s of the earth.

“The UTZ istrying to repd thislatest incursion by the UIN. The UIN are hitting many fronts at
once, even the Moon. The UTZ security forces have their hands full, but they’ ve managed to send afew
squadronsin defense of Vatican City. They’reariving just about now,” the First tells him.

“Yes, yeah, | hear them. About time. At least they’re here,” Peter says.



“WEe ve dready got report of heavy damage to some of the outer buildings. Our limited defense
net isworking, but can only disspate so much energy. It sworking overtime.”

“What' s happening on the Moon?’ the pope asks.

“Our man there has been in touch, but we cut it short because both here and there were under
attack. There wastoo great arisk of discovery, of them stumbling across our com.”

“Havethey been hit?’

“Sounded likeit, but he was dl right. And it looks like McEntyre is dead, and the Moon is
blaming the UIN. This new attack should only reinforce Luna s suspicions.”

“Campion does good work,” Peter notes.

The First chuckled.

“Yes, gr, yes he does. But then, he doesthe Lord’ swork...”

“Yes, he does, doesn't he, at that... You said the UIN is attacking on many fronts. Where else
besides here and the Moon?’

“New York, Vienna, London and Tokyo are dl reporting attacks. There have been reported
terrorist bombingsin Limaand Berlin. It's pretty widespread,” the Firgt tellshim.

“Any pattern yet?’

The ground shakes again, knocking both men sideways. The lights go out, and then come back
onagan.

“We' redill andyzing theinformation, Sr... Y our eminence, we should get out of here. This
attack will pass, but we're till in danger now. Let’ s get out of here.”

“No sense of adventure, First?’

“I'd liketo think of it asasense of sdlf-preservation, gr. Ingtinct, maybe.”

“Very well, let’ sgo. Order al gaff to the shelters. Let’ s get going, then.”

The First opensthe door for Peter, and then follows him out as they leave the office for the
shelter.

In the now-empty Pope' s office acom unit’sincoming dert light pulsesred.

Where are they?

BC had started for the door, had meant to go see Edwards, but decided at the last second to
double back to try the Vatican again. The CCU isjust sputtering, no connection.

“Jove, thisis Diana, are you there?’

“Campion? | thought you were dready on the way here?’ That's Edwards on theroom’'s
intercom, not the office back on earth.

Wrong answer .
Not the one he' s been waiting for.

What did Edwards hear over the com?

“Please report to Lunar Operationsimmediately. Edwards out.”

Shit.

BC'sCCU isn't working. He' s getting no response from the Vatican. Hetries sgnaling them one
moretime.
Something fee swrong, the air in the room shifts...
The door is open.

In the open doorway, looking at BC and the com unit, stands the L SC he' d knocked out earlier.
The cute one, Nita something.

She' srecording him! She has some kind of recording device focused on him and his com unit.

Shit again!

How long has she been there?!

BC divesat her. Sheturns and runs and BC hits the door asit closes behind her.

He gets up and tries to get out after her. The door won't open.

Great, she jammed it! | can get it open, but, damn, that’s getaway time.

BC pulls out his handlaser, blasts the lock, and the door opens. He races out into the hallway,
looks both ways.



Muted thuds and echoing explosions sound around him, but the LSC isn’t in sight. He runsto his|left, out
toward the perimeter of this section of Reagan Station.
She'll probably head out, instead of in to the city center. It offers more routesto take and get lost in...

She' sjust ducking around another corner when BC spots her. She's doubling back towards the
center, towards the main atrium.

Gotcha.

BC runs after her down along doping corridor towards the main dome, then to the left, around
the ared s environmental trestment center. She runs out into the main mall, into the atrium.

When he turnsthe corner into the dome BC tucks away his handlaser and triesto look like a
priest as he crosses through the crowd, moving as fast as he can without attracting undo attention, trying
to keep the LSC dwaysin sight.

She bumps and dodges her way through the dome, crowded with panicky residentstrying to figure out
where to go to escape the UIN assault. Her uniform makes her rapid trandgit through the mall look
naturd.

BOOM! BOOM-BAH-BOOM-DOOM!

Severa people scream, distraught, in blind panic, as distant blasts shake the foundation of the
station. BC looks around as he dodges through the crowd, hoping he doesn’t look too out of place
racing after her.

If they even notice me, maybe they’ll think it’s a church emergency. Last Rites or
something. Hey, that’ s kinda funny... I’ll give her last rites...

She' s ducking down one of the remote access tunnels!

BC triesto casualy edge up to the doorway to the access tunnel. He looks around.

Good. No one seems to be paying me too much attention. She could be right inside that
tunnel just waiting to blast me. Gotta be careful.

He sneaks a peek around the tunnel door’s edge. The LSC istill running, down the tunnel. BC
ducksinto the tunndl, pulls his handlaser back out and blasts a shot towards her fet.

“Hey! Stop!” BCydls.

She looks back once at BC, then runsfaster.

BC follows her down the tunndl. At an airlock the tunndl branches off from the main buildingsto
run independently acrossthe lunar surface.

Theairlock isclosing, shutting off the tunnd as BC getsthere. He manages to reverse the door function
and opens the door back up. Beforeit’s even fully open hejumps through. He stopsthe airlock from
cycling, opensthe door on the airlock’ s other side and runs on down the tunnel.

Thetunnd runs across the lunar surface to some outer buildings. The tunnd is shaped likea
hexagon, with the three top panels clear. BC can see the lunar surface on both sides and the stars above.
UIN shipsflash overhead, blocking out the stars as they approach and fire at the buildings, asheruns
adongthetunnd.

Looked like that last ship was over our section. They're targeting the Vatican holdings
here, too.

Theresheid

Another airlock closesin BC' sface. He can see the L SC through the closing door as she runson
ahead. Hetriesto remember the structurd diagrams he studied preparing for this assgnment.

These independent surface tunnels on the Moon have airlocks every hundred feet or so, as
a safety measure. Damned inconvenient measure...

BC reversesthe door function again.

This tunnel leads out towards the remote landing facility, if | remember right.

Where the hell is she going?
Thisrunning isn’'t normal Lunar Security behavior. Of course, neither isrecording mein my room.
She’ smore than LSC, probably a UIN spy! A cute little spy, but UIN all the same. Whereis she
going?

Another thought occursto BC as he turns a corner and runs aong the access tunnd.



| wonder if she’s the one who took my clothes? Gotta wonder why she was there in the
first place, now.

Thetunne continues on, out past the most distant launching aress. The curve of the tunnel
prevents BC from getting aclear shot at her.

What was her name? Nita Bendix? And | thought she was nice. Sure, BC, all spiesare nice.
It'stheir job. You're nice. On the outside.

The LSC reaches alarge juncture ahead, amgjor airlock. I1t'sasmall, sealable room joining their
tunnd with two other tunnels. She getsin and closesthe airlock, closing off BC. He catches up at the
airlock door and tries to reverse the door’ s function.

She' sjammed the controls. They’ re frozen. He can see her inside the airlock, working to open
one of the other doors. BC triesto force the door. It won't budge.

If I blast the door, the safety features might not let me get through. | could lose all the air in
this tunnel, too. Damn! Have to short it, somehow.

BC opens the maintenance panel next to the door and rewires the door lock.

Sill nothing.

He narrows and focuses the beam on his handlaser and usesit to do some quick and messy
soldering. The door hisses open.

BC gepsinto the airlock juncture. The door behind him dides back into place. The LSC s
aready gone, off through one of the two doorsin front of BC.

Yeah, but which one?

Likethe tunnels, the upper half of the airlock juncture istransparent. BC can see out through the
top part of the juncture into the two tunnels ahead.

The LSCisintheright tunnd, which leads even further out across the lunar surface. Thereé san
outbuilding ahead, nothing ese. The end of theline.

BC triesto open the door to the tunndl. She’ sjammed the door once more.

Naturally.

BC notices something else, out beyond the outbuilding, hovering just above the Moon's surface.

A UIN bomber! Shit! Right on top of us here! That can’'t be an accident!
Sheisway too hot! If she was only a humble LSC she would’ ve stopped, filed a report, and had
me brought in already. She's gotta be UIN. No way around it. Deep cover spy. The bomber
clinchesit.

The UIN bomber beginsfiring at the juncture and BC. BC seesabright blue flash.
BOOM!

That was right next to me! Shit. C’ mon door, open! Got to get to her. Hope she’ s not too
expendable to them. They won't fire on me, if I'mright there next to her.

BOOM!

Another one, damn close. C'mon door ... Nice!

The door hisses open. BC races through the door, turnsjust long enough to closeit behind him.
BOOM!
The UIN ship'sfire hitsthe juncture, throwing BC forward down onto the tunnel floor on hisface and
somach.
“Explosive boltsto detonate in five seconds,” A computer’ s voice says.

She'sturned the explosive bolts on! Fuck me!

They' Il blow this tunnel right off the juncture! Blow it wide open, too. Wonderful!

The LSC isgone. She escaped through the door at the tunnedl’ s end, into the outbuilding. BC gets
up and runs down to the door to the outbuilding. Another jammed door.

She jammed the door and set the explosive bolts on this end of the tunnel, too. Not real
creative, but certainly effective.

I will get through this door... How about a little help here, big guy?

BOOM! Then another BOOM and hissing as the UIN Bomber fires again and the explosive

boltsfire at the juncture end of the tunnel, and the tunnel starts detaching from the juncture.



| have to get through... through!

The door swingsinward into the outbuilding and BC dives through as the tunnd starts collgpsing
behind him. Another BOOM! throws him hard against the floor of the outbuilding.

It'sa storage bunker, along building with arow of windows on each of the long sides and doors
on the shorter ends.

BC strugglesto get up. Heleans on the door he fell through, trying to both closeit and stand up at the
sametime. The hatch clanksinto place.

Through the windows BC can see the UIN ship hovering just outside the storage bunker.

The motherfuckers are landing! ? What the...

Oh, precious. There she goes...

The LSC is suited up, standing outside the door at the other end of the storage bunker. He sees her
walk to the UIN ship. She getsin and the ship takes off, leveling blasts a the juncture, the tunnel, and the
storage bunker asit heads out.

BOOM! BA-DOOM! BOOM!

BC hitsthe ground, but the bunker remains intact.

“Air supply agpproaching minimal, dropping rapidly,” acomputer voiceinformshim.

“Damn, where are the controls...” BC istaking to himsdf, but the bunker’ s computer answers.

“The controls are located next to each doorway of this storage facility. Air supply isnearly
exhausted.”

BC runs down to the other door.

It'sjammed OPEN! What a bitch!

BC fightsto breathe as he tries to shut the airlock door. He can fed the air being ripped from his
lungs, the gtrain of trying to breathe greater and greater as he strugglesto close the door. Finally he
works the door closed, and the computer speaks at him again.

“The atmosphere of this bunker isno longer being released. Thereis, however, only five minutes
of breathable air for one person remaining in this bunker. Four minutes fifty-nine seconds, four-fifty eight,
four fifty-seven, four fifty-gx...”

“Computer off! Wait, computer...”

“Computer on. Four minutesfifty seconds...”

“Cease countdown!”

“Countdown has been hdted. The air supply continuesto run out, however.”

“Thanks. Thank you so much. Establish communicationswith Edwards, Marc.”

“Unable to comply. Communications from this location have been disabled.”

“Damn!”

“Air supply now at three minutes.”

“| ordered the countdown off.”

“The countdown continues silently for your safety. Also for your safety, you will beinformed of
the slent countdown a one-minute intervals.”

“Doesthat make any sense?’

No answer.

BC stops arguing with the computer and surveys the storage bunker’ s contents. Seven EVA
auits. BC checks each of them. They'redl ripped and damaged beyond easy repair. Every air unitis
emptied, gauges on red. The L SC planned ahead well.

BOOM!

BC' sthrown to the floor by another blast.

Damn UIN ship must be taking one last shot before they get out of range. Hope | live just
to spite them. Uh-oh, I’m not doing so good here...

BC triesto get up, falls back to the floor, face against the bottom of the bunker. He looks up,
out the window, looking for the UIN ship. Just as he starts to black out, he sees something else. A
different ship. It looks human, but not UIN or UTZ.

Huh? What' sthat? Am| hallucinating?



“Computer, contact that ship! S.0.S.!”

BC goes out. Out cold.

After atime, he dowly, groggily, beginsto wake up.

Where am |? On a ship. Looks like an LSC transport. How' d | get here?

“Wha?" BC triesto spesk but histongue feelsthree feet wide.

“Easy there, Padre. WEe' re getting you back to Reagan Station. Don’t know how you ended up
out here... you get lost during the raid? Don't answer, you' ve got aftervac syndrome going on, atouch of
it anyway. A lot of your surface capillaries burst... your tongue's gonna be swollen for afew days, and
you'll ook like one giant bruise for ahit, but you' re lucky we got to you when we did.”

BC ison board an LSC transport. Two LSC officers are sitting up in front of him at the controls.
The copilot turned back to talk to BC.

“Howthdidyoufinthme,” BC triesto ask. Damn tongue.

How did you find me? Why even look?

“We got acoded military aert to come get you,” the co-pilot tells him. “Thought it wasthe UTZ,
but I don’'t know. I’m not supposed to know, you know?’

The co-pilot laughs.
“Somebody up therelikes you, Father.”

Chapter Eight

BC islaying on acouch in the Cardind’ s office, basking in the warm glow of sympathy from The
Cardina and Governor Edwards, and obsessively wondering who could’ ve saved him.

| should be dead. That’s a sobering thought. But someone did save me. Maybe that last
ship. It had no markings. I’ ve never seen anything like it before. It could have just been a
hallucination, but then why am | still here? What'’ s he saying?

Edwards has been talking, “...and we' re all surprised she was able to maintain her cover for so
long. W€ re lucky you found her communicating with the UIN shipswhen you did. Y ou probably
stopped morekillings.”

BC motionsfor the styli and screen to write his response.

| can still spinit my way, aslong as| can write...

“Shewasvery niceto me,” BC writes, “I’d never had guessed shewasaUIN Agent.”

“She seemed to like you, Father Campion,” the Cardind offers, reading BC' s response.

“Shedid at that,” Edwards adds, “probably just looking for information.”

BC erases, writes and turns the screen so the others can read it, “ Ouch!”

“Y ou should rest, my boy,” the Cardina says. “Y ou found thekiller! It had to be her! Thewhole
attack was just to get her out of here!”

Jeesh, the Cardinal should work for the OPO... he'sdoing my job for me! Not that | can’'t
use the help just now.

“Too bad you couldn’t hold her. She did quite ajob onyou.”

BC holds his*“Ouch!” back up again.

Edwardslaughs. “1 value your help, Father Campion,” BC triesto protest, Edwards corrects
himsdlf, “1 mean, BC. But you shouldn’t have tried to chase her down yoursdlf. Y ou should have called in
Lunar Security.”

BC erases the screen, writes, “ She was LSC. Who could | trust?” and holdsit up.

“She was an exception, BC, not therule... Never mind. Y ou need some rest. Near vacuum is no
fun! All you canredly doisrest up and get better. Thanksfor trying to help.”

BC erases, writes, and holds up, “Y ou’ re welcome!”

“He Il befinewith somerest,” the Cardinal says. “Y our excellent medica staff worked on him for



hours. Now it’ stime for prayer, timeto let the Lord do Hiswork,”

“Yeah. Wdll, thanks again, BC. We d never have suspected the UIN had infiltrated our security
forces. It'sdisturbing. | don’t know how Governor McEntyre could have let this happen.”

BC erases his screen, writes, “ Remember what | told you. She might have known.”

Edwards shakeshis head, “I sill don't know about that, Father Campion. Thisal has happened
so fast, | don't know what to think. Plus, I’ ve got amoon to run now. I'm alittle overwhelmed. You'rea
littleinjured. Let’ stalk about thiswhen we can both talk some more, huh?’

BC nods. Edwards turns and leaves BC aone with the Cardinal .

“Y ou should get some rest, Father Campion. Stay here on the couch if you like. Y our rooms
were pretty badly hit. Stay herefor thetime being. I’ ll have someone look in on you. Y ou know, | don’t
think we' ve heard the end of this one, Father Campion.”

| know we haven't. Thisis only the beginning, Cardinal. Only the beginning.

Chapter Nine

BC liesin pain on the couch in the Cardina’ s study.

Stuck here for more than a week, now. This sucks.

The study isquiet. BC turned off the entertainment center afew minutes ago to listen to Lunar
Prime, to listen to the sounds of agtation dive: the bardly audible murmur of people passing outside the
study doors; the low-pitched hum of the environmenta systems keeping the air fresh and warm like
Vatican City on asunny spring day. And every o often, the entire place trembles and a humming, bass-y
buzz is added to the other more constant sounds as a ship passes overhead.

Lunar Prime itself is vastly more entertaining than the so-called entertainment center. All
the same crap, all the time. Stupid UTZ advertising, most of it. Buy this, buy this, and of course,
buy this.

BC garesat apainting of ablack Jesus, one of many varied portraits and interpretations of Jesus
Chrigt that hang on thewalls of the sudy.

Wonder where the Cardinal bought this stuff? That painting there's a hundred yearsold, if
| read the date right.

Next to the black Jesus on the wall, to the right, is an ancient Orthodox icon of ableached white
Jesus with pinched cheeks dressed like an eastern bishop. To itsleft hangs agory medievad oil painting of
Jesus on the cross, bleeding and writhing in agony.

Man, | can sympathize! Okay, | don’t have nails through my hands and feet, or a spear in
my side. | only feel asif nails had pierced my skin, every inch of it, all over! This sucks, but in all
fairness, | supposeit’snot asbad as a crucifixion... I'm still alive, anyway. Gotta be realistic. But
I’ ve never felt thiskind of pain before, and all over, too! | don’t think | have any part that doesn’t
hurt. My mouth still tastes metallic. And my tongue' s still swollen.

| did almost get killed out there.

| still don’t know how | survived. Not much has come back to me, not really, not even
after a week. But my surviving might have had something to do with that ship | saw.

That ship out there | didn’t recognize, hovering outside just before | passed out. It was
further off than the UIN ship, out beyond the limits of Lunar Prime. The UIN ship didn’t seemto
detect it. Probably too busy blowing me up to notice.

I’ ve checked through the station records and port authority logs to try to find some record
of the ship. Thereisno record of it. Nothing at all. It could have been a hallucination, except that
this hallucination may have saved my life. Whoever they were must have let someone know
something or | would be dead! The LSCs who picked me up got a call from someone. Maybe it
was them. But, then, why save me?



Man, | amtired of not being able to talk! Tired of writing everything | want to say down,
too. Thank you for all this, Miss Nita Bendix, wherever you are. Whoever you are. Thank you so
much. Lovely woman.

“How areyou, BC?’

Governor Edwards stands in the doorway to the Cardind’ s study.

BC grabs his stylus and screen and writes, “Fine,” and holdsit up for Edwardsto read as he
waksin.

“Great! They told me you were doing better. Told me you till couldn’t talk, but they did say you
should be up and about in the next day or two. Maybe even talking by then, too.”

BC nods.

“I just wanna gpologize again for, well, your being dmost killed by one of our people.”

BC writes, “Thanks. Again.”

“I'd liketo treat you to lunch when you're al better.”
BC triesto laugh, writing, “Wow, makes up for everything (sarcasm).”
Edwards amost seems hurt, “Hey look, Father, I'm just trying to...”
BC waveshisarms, writes, “JOKING!” and holdsit up. He shrugs, then writes, “Thank you. Next
week?’
“Sure. Next week’ll be good. | redlly just wanted to stop by and see how you were. | redly fed kind of
embarrassed. | feel bad that someone we trusted betrayed us, and you, too, obvioudy. We trusted
someone we shouldn't have.”
BC writes, “I'll survive,” shows Edwards, then writes, “I’'m till herel”

“Good! Next week for lunch, then... Get better, BC,” Edwards says, and |eaves.
BC shifts on the couch, trying to get comfortable, but everything is sore.

Ouch! Everything hurts. Can’'t even really laugh. God, | can’t wait until | can talk again!
Got to report in to the Vatican, too. | sent them a coded written report, but it’s short on detail.

I’ ve got to talk to them, explain things. I’ m sure they want some answers. | need to ask some
questions, too. I’ ve seen the news reports.

The Universad Idamic Nation’ s recent attacks on the Earth and the M oon were repelled with
some success, but according to news reports the V atican took a begting, hardest hit of dl the Earth
targets. And of the areas on the Moon that were hit, their section, the Vatican Mission, was hit the
hardest. BC' srooms were nearly wiped out.

They're now attacking the Vatican directly. The UIN has finally decided that the New
catholic Church is provably, beyond a doubt, in bed with the Universal Trade Zone. Well, duh. It's
been a long time coming. The OPO’ s been working with the UTZ for what, five, six years? | gotta
hope no one | know was injured in the attacks. Gotta find out more, check in with Pope Peter.
Wonder what the old man’s take on all thisis. We are definitely being targeted. Srange behavior
fromthe UIN these days.

| really don’t think these attacks were in response to the McEntyre Assassination. They
came too soon after. Their ships had to be on their way here well before | did the hit. Good
timing, though. Thanks to the proper spin, the public thinks they killed the governor. Beautiful!

The news reports on McEntyre' s nation have been decidedly positive for the UTZ and the
Vatican. NitaBendix has been cast asthe n, the betrayer.

She makes a great scapegoat, running just when it attracted the most suspicion and
blame.

The Cardind entersthe study.

“How are wetoday, Campion? Better?’

For the hundredth time, BC writes, “Fine” on his screen, and holds it up for the Cardind to see.

“Good, then, good! Better and better each day, en? We' ve got you in the daily prayers at Mass,
Father. There' s some good folks praying for you. | do have some bad news, though. The UIN has
attacked the Vatican again, earlier today! Pope Peter isfine, but they’ ve damaged more of the priceless
architecture of Vatican City. They're barbariang!”



Again?! Well, this one they might blame on me...

BC writes, “Anyone hurt?’

“Therewere afew casudties,” the Cardina pauses, thinking, “Oh yes, and the OPO called for
you! | told them you wereinjured, couldn’t speak. They’d like you to check in with them when you can
tak agan.”

Wow, if the OPO is contacting the Cardinal to get to me they must be desperate! This new
attack, probably. They must figure it’s Bendix getting back to the UIN with her “ proof” , exposing
us. I’ ve gotta talk to the home office, see where | stand, make my case.

“Did you hear me, Campion?’

BC nods.

“Did you know, the UIN is maintaining amedia blackout? They gtill haven't said word oneto
anybody about any of this. ‘Unusualy Silent’ the reports are dl saying. Bloody Mudims. Probably just
trying to ‘ cultivate mystery’. Keep quiet except for blowing usup.”

BC nods again. The Cardina seemsto enjoy the fact BC can’t answer back.

“Their ‘jihad’, hmmph, dl that hatred for us Chrigtians. Suppaosedly, they worship the same God
aswe do. They' re supposed to. But Allah doesn't sound like Our Father, if you know what | mean.”

BC dhrugs.

What can | say? Nothing, obvioudly.

“Y ou know Campion, | like these one sided conversations. Almost enjoy your silence! Ha, too
bad you'll betalking againin no time... I’'m kidding, of course, Campion!

“Laughter isthe best medicine, so they say! I'll check inagain later.”

Wonderful. Just ducky. Can’t wait...

Chapter Ten

Time passes dowly for BC. The next two days seem to take at least ayear to go by. All hecan
do iswatch video or gare a the walls, thered and gold, the pictures of Jesusfrom all theworld' sfaiths.
The Cardind’ sstudy isfine, but it’snot his style. Finaly, after two days, an LSC comesto the Cardinad’s
study with the news BC' srooms are ready. BC is up and able to walk short distances, and walks himsalf
back to his quarters.

The glare from the gold on the walls of that study was beginning to hurt my eyes and give
me headaches... Thank God I’ mfinally getting back into my own rooms. Can't talk right, yet. But
I’ ve till gotta try to get through to the Vatican.

BC opensthe door to his stateroom and gasps. His Covert Communications Unit isout in plain
sght, stting on hisfolded-out desk. It's sedled tight, looks like asmall chest.

The repair crews probably didn’t know what it was when they came across it. But seeing it
just sitting out there in the open made my heart jJump a beat.

He surveys the rooms, his surroundings. They’ ve done okay, though he can see severa spots
where panels were replaced and sed srgjoined. His bedroom is entirely new construction.

Would have been bad dreamsif I’ d been here when they hit. Good thing | got to go on that
wild goose chase. Right. Sure.

BC sweeps the room for bugs and sets ascrambler. He can't be sure there weren’t UIN agents
in the congtruction crew.

Never can be too paranoid in this business.

The room checks out clean. He opens up and switches on the CCU. The screen lights up with
the waiting pattern. He opens the voice channd, turnson the visud.

“Jove, thisis Diana, are you receiving?’

A face appears on the screen, an old black man wearing a white skullcap and robes. Pope Peter



the Second.

“Wél, hello, Diana, | waswaking by the recelver asyou signded in. Nice of you to findly cal.
Y ou know it’snot nice of you not to cal your father oncein awhile. Especidly your holy father.”

Holy shit! The old man himself!

“Hdllo, sir. Good to see you. | haven't been able to spesk, you see...”

“Yes, yes, heh, you sound like you' ve been drinking! Don't worry about it. | heard al about your
accident from the Cardind. Now... what’ sthe real story?’

BC tellshim about Nita Bendix recording him as he called in on his CCU, his chase after her, and
her escape on the UIN ship. He decides to keep the unknown ship to himself, for the time being. Peter
saysdlent, consdering, as BC spinshistade There salong slence after BC finishes. Then the pope
rebukeshim.

“They know you did the hit, Campion, they must, or they wouldn't be hitting us back.”

“With al due respect, gir, they were dready on their way to hit us, before | even did the hit. The
timing iswrong. One couldn’'t have triggered the other because they were already on their way to

“Isthat so? That may be true for that first attack, but, as you' ve probably heard by now, they’ve
hit usagain, just last night. By now there' sbeen certainly enough time for them to have digested the
information that woman must have brought to them. You' ve brought them down on usthistime!”

“I'm... 'msorry, gr. But it'snot my fault entirdly, Sr, You know thisis certainly aStuation that's
been brewing...”

Pope Peter cuts him off, “Did she get anything se?’

“Wadl, I’'mnot sure, Sir. She might have.”

“How 07’

“Well, when | was coming up from the access tunnels after doing the hit, | hit her with ahatch
door | was opening. | thought | hit her over the head and knocked her out, at thetime. | thought it was
just random coincidence, that she was in the wrong place a the wrong time when | kicked the hatchiin. It
wasthefirst time| had ever seen her. | wondered why a L unar Security Cop was there, figured she was
on rounds. Now, obvioudy, | can't be sure of any of that.”

“Thisisbad, BC my boy. They may have you. Y our entire mission could be compromised. Y our
cover could be blown entirely. | thought you were better than this.”

Holy Shit.

“Pope Peter, g, look, they haven't even said anything. They’ re maintaining mediaslence.
Wouldn't they have blown this open? If they had me on this, they’ d be broadcagting it loud and proud,
getting dl the mileage they could out of it. Their Slence saysthey don't have anything more than they’ ve
hed before, even if they’ re attacking us straight on. C'mon, sir, you know I’ m better than that. Father,
forgiveme”

“Don't get cute on me, boy, | won't haveit,” Peter snapsat BC.

“Sorry. Butit' snot right to pinthisal on me!”

“Of courseitisn't. But I” ve been wanting to blame somebody, and you' re eected. Plus, you've
been incommunicado, and that’ s been frustrating. | had to let you haveit.

“Tough love, my boy. Tough love,” the old man chucklesto himsdlf, then looks BC inthe eye
acrossthemiles.

“Look, your cover may well be blown, BC. They may just be waiting, holding on to the
information, holding on to any damaging evidence they have, waiting until the most damaging moment
possibletolet it out.”

“Then why not now, to judtify their attacks, to turn the tide in the war by making us out to be
murderers?’

“I don’'t know. We can’t know, can’t be sure. But they are hitting NcC targets. They’ve got to
know about Vtican involvement in UTZ war efforts, BC.”

“With dl due respect, Sr, who doesn't?’

Pope Peter lets out asmdl laugh. “ Some know we are involved... but most could never guessto



what extent. If you' ve opened us up, exposed us, the genera public most likely will not understand or
sympathize with our meansto achieving their ends.”

“S0, then... what now? Should | come back?’

“No! No, that would be suspect, too suspicious. What | want you to do right now is forget about
the OPO, just for the time being, and get under your cover, completely. For the time being, | want you to
be the best Public Relations flack the Moon has ever seen! 1ssue some pressreleases, follow the
Cardinal around every day, and accompany him to every event. Be the spin doctor you' re supposed to
bel”

“I guess| cando that, sir.”

“Youwill do that, Campion, those are your orders, make no mistake. In the meantime, I'll have
the office find you some low-key, low profile assgnments that keep you off the UIN radar. All they’ |l see
isthe public you, the flack-hack. We'll be in touch soon, Diana. Jove out.”

“DianaOut.”

Damn. Thisis gonna suck. Tough love, my ass. By Jove.

Chapter Eleven

Two weeks. Two Fucking Weeks!

BC has heard nothing from the OPO in two weeks.

In the two weeks, the Vatican’ s been hit one more time, another barrage asfierce asthelast two,
another UIN snesk attack. The Moon has not been hit again.

BC has done his PR flack job, standing loyaly by the Cardind’s sSide, issuing four pressreleases
in the two weeks, and generdly playing hisrole asthe Vatican PR Man.

He slaid low, not even taking the governor up on hislunch invite as of yet. And with the OPO
out of touch, BC'sonly been getting the UTZ approved version of events from the news reports.

The UIN continuesits media blackout. The media speculates on the motives behind the UIN attacks.
Most news reports attribute the new wave of UIN attacks, including the hits on the Vatican, to further
religious extremism on the part of the UIN. The andysts, warning against repeating the mistakes of the
past, say the UIN has gone beyond poalitics, bringing religion into the war.

But it salways been init, religion has. It'swhat it’s been all about. Well, religion and
money. Nothing changes. We're still savages, cavemen in nicer pelts, when you get right down to
it, no matter how much technology we use, no matter how far into space we go. Cavemen in
gpace. Heh, like that one. Clubbing each other over the head with our high tech clubs.

Ah, yet another fun-filled day of flackery...

As he entersthe Cardind’ s office he sees the Cardina iswaiting for him.

“Ah, Campion, good. Y ou're awanted man today, you know.”

Wanted? What the fuck?

“What?’

“Yes, you see, the Pope himsdlf has requested acall from you. And the Governor saysyou're
supposed to do lunch sometime, and he' d like to know if you can meet him today. Y ou’ re wanted by
some pretty fancy company, Campion.”

You bastard. Wanted, my ass. No need to scare me like that.

“Thank you, Sr. Would you excuse me?’

“Cetanly.”

“I’ll check back with you later, Cardinal.”

BC heads back to hisroomsto check in with the Vatican, his heart beating faster than normal.

Wanted! Jeesh, when he said that | felt my stomach flip. Didn’t think it was the good kind
of wanted. Getting too paranoid. Hope it doesn’t show.



Glad to hear the Vatican finally called. Through the Cardinal again. Must be to keep up
appearances. God, | hope there’'s a new assignment! And | guess | really should have lunch with
Edwards. He' s not so bad. | actually kind of like the guy.

Cardina M’ Bekke answers when BC powers up the CCU and contacts the Vatican. M’ Bekke
isanold friend of BC's, oneof hisfirst ingtructorsin the OPO.

“Campion! How are you? | heard you got banged up pretty good?’

“I’'m okay, M’ Bekke, I’ve had sometimeto hedl. Seemslikeyears...” BC plays up ayawn for
dramatic effect.

“Widll, this should cure your boredom. | have an assgnment for you.”

“Am | coming back to Earth?’

“No, we want to keep you in your current PR assgnment on the Moon for now. Thelesswaves
you make, the better. We still don’t know how much the UIN knows about you.”

“ S0, then... What? Another assgnment here on the Moon? Wouldn't that be just asrisky?’

“No, not on the Moon, or on Earth. We need you to travel from Lunato one of the old orbital
gtations. Used to belong to the Sultan of Brunel.”

“No kidding? Who'sit belong to now?’

“Nobody, redly. It's been officidly deserted for years. Placeis caled Fortune Station, built
amost ahundred years ago. We re sending complete info viacourier, dready on theway. Look for a
package tomorrow.”

“So, if nobody’ sthere, why are you sending me there? There are easier waysto get rid of me,
M’ Bekke!” BC laughs.

“BC, would we ever do something likethat to you?’ M’ Bekke saysin afalsay sweet tone, then
laughs, “Don’'t answer!”

“Hattery will get you nowhere...”

M’ Bekke stone darkens, “ The station’ s been taken over by a Neo-Chrigtian cult. They’ ve been
squatting the station for over five years”

“A cult, huh? What do you want meto do, evict them?Why now?’

“Wedon't carewho livesthere. But their leader has become athresat.”

“How 07’

“He sacharismatic former Cardinal whose followers are devoted to him. Hisradica
interpretation of the Bible marginaized him back in the ninetiesin the Roman Catholic Church, part of the
whole back to the roots thing ten years ago. Something in him snapped during the reunification and he
broke away from the church. He later gathered hisfollowers and left Earth for Fortune Station, after
Al-Sdlid declared Jhad on the Earth.”

“S0, they’ ve been therefive years?”’

“Judt over.”

“Guessthey’ | know the place pretty well by now. Arethere any plans, blueprints, anything?’

“Y eah, the courier hasthem.”

“So, you want meto take thisguy out?’

“Bagcdly. But, Campion...”

“Yeah?| don't like the sound of that ‘but’, M’ Bekke...”

“We ve dready sent two other operativesin. We haven't heard from them. It' s been amonth
gncethelast onewent in. They might still be aivein there, wejust don't know. The placeis pretty
isolated, high orbit, sealed up pretty tight. Hisfollowers are probably his best defense, and we don't
know how many of them he has up there with him. There’ salot of unknowns.”

“Soundslike. Y ou sureyou're not just trying to get rid of me? 'Y ou till haven't redly explained
why he’ sathreat. Good cover for tying up my looseend...”

“No. Wewant this man gone. We hear he' skilling hisfollowers. He' s probably killed our two
guys, too. We don't know where hisloyaltieslie, and the feding hereistha he may throw in with the
UIN, give them abase to work from in exchange for territory somewhere on Earth after the war. After
we'red| dead. If he' skilling hisfollowers|’d say he' s capable of anything.”



“Why do peoplefollow people who kill them in the name of God?’

“I don’'t know... but we certainly don’t want to get into adiscussion on the mordlity of killingin
the name of God now, do we, BC?”’

BC shakes hishead in agreement as M’ Bekke continues.

“We ve hired aship to take you to the station. The details are in the package. The pilot’ sagood
NcC man. Treat himwell.”

“Did this same guy bring the othersto the gtation, too?’

“No. The other operatives|eft from Earth. This pilot and his ship are based out of Lunar Prime.
Why?

“Jugt curious. And you say he' sa Chrigian?’

“There are some of us up there, Campion. Y ou should know! Y ou' re supposed to be ministering
to them!”

“Thanks, M’ Bekke, I'll try to remember that...”

“Be careful, BC. Don't blow your cover any worse than it’s dready been blown!”

“It' snot...

“Campion, please. Thisassgnment will help you to keep laying low.”

“Or get melaid low.”

“It’ snot you we want deed at the end of dl of this”

“That'sacomfort. What about just laid?’

“Funny. Watch for the package, Campion. Jove out.”

“Dianaout.”

Two weeks before the Vatican finally calls back. Finally. And thisis the best they can do?
Two weeks of being the Cardinal’ s lackey. Two weeks of being a good little PR flack. Two weeks
before they finally call back. Finally. Two weeks of waiting for my head to either implode or
explode. And thisis the best they can do? A wacked out cult leader on an old station out in the
middle of nowhere. What kind of threat is that? A threat to me when | wade into the vipers' nest
to try to choke the life out of the king snake, that’s what kind of threat it is. The Vatican doesn’t
want me dead, but I’m sure at this point they wouldn’t mind somebody doing them the favor of
my removal. Hope | can stay alive. Have to do some research of my own before that package
arrives.

BC'scontemplation is cut short by the buzz of hisintercom. A priority signa punchesthrough.

“Father Campion? BC? It'sMarc Edwards... you available?’

“Audio only, com on. Um, sure, governor. Just asecond.”

“How about that lunch? 1’ d like to keep my promise.”

Can't keep putting him off...

“Sure. Let me check the schedule to seeiif the Cardina needs me anywhere, okay? Hold on.”
BC takes adeep breath.

Shouldn’t snap at the governor. Not good.

“Sure, I’'m okay today. When do you want to meet?’

“Could we makeit soon? An early lunch? These days my scheduleisn't entirely under my own
control. I’ve got agppointmentsjammin’ me al afternoon. Why don’t you come on over and meet me at
my offices. We can head for this seafood place | know on thethird level of the atrium, looks out over the
centra poal, redlly nice. How about it?’

“Sure, Governor, I'll be there in about twenty minutes. I'm gtill moving alittle dow these days.”

“All right. Seeyou then.”

BC packs away the CCU. He checks his appearance in the mirror then heads out to meet the
governor. He crossesthe main mall of the atrium as he walks from the Vatican section to Governor Marc
Edwards s offices, taking in the smell of the fresh cut grass.

It almost smells like the outdoors here, almost like Earth. * Course, on Earth the gravity
makes the pine trees pointy cones. Here, they just shoot up, even all around. They look like big
green brushes. Weird looking things. At least they smell right.



A monitor inthe mall wall near the entrance to the Lunar Prime government center blaresanews
report as BC passes.

“...nasfinaly spoken, today claiming that it has been attacking Vatican City along with UTZ and
Lunar holdings because it has proof the V atican has been collaborating with the UTZ in attacking the
UIN.”

Oh Shit.

BC stopsto watch the report.

“Most observers on Earth and the Moon are dismissing the UIN statements as attemptsto
deflect blame from the UIN themsdlvesin thewake of thekilling of Lunar Governor Meredith McEntyre.
Thisisthe UIN’ sfirst statement since their intengfied campaign againgt targets on the Earth and the
Moon began after the governor’ s desth two weeks ago. Thislatest round of finger pointing by the
Universa Idamic Nation rings rather hollow in light of their recent activities. In other news...”

That’ sit? No hard facts, no mention of me, or the OPO, just general statements of blame?
What do they know, then? What do they have?

BC kegpswalking. When he getsto Edwards s offices, his secretaries send BCright in.

“BC! How are you? How’ sthe tongue?’

Funny question. Guess he means well...

“I can tak again, thank you. How are you doing, Governor?’

“Cdl meMarc. I'm caling you BC, after dl.”

“Okay, Marc...”

“I found out something | thought you' d like to know. We did some digging on that * Nita Bendix'.
It was taken for granted she worked here, but she was never hired! It looks like she just showed up two
years ago. She was never officially cleared asa L unar Security Cop. She had forged credentidss, stolen
uniform: the whole spy dedl. Sheinfiltrated, and she fooled us. Welook and fed pretty stupid, here. I'm
sorry, BC.”

“Two years? And no one suspected athing?’

“She' s been on rosters and personnel charts. She was good. She camein right after McEntyre
was swornin, asfar aswe can pinpoint.”

“That’'ssome curioustiming.”

“I know. After everything you told me, that sorta stinks. I’ ve got some of my good people
looking into this. People| can trugt, you know? Hey, let’ s get out of here, whadya say?Y ou hungry?’

“Sure. Y ou said seafood?’

The Captain’s Table Restaurant on the main mall’ sthird floor overlooks the atrium, the central
pool and the pines. BC and Edwards sit a atable at the window. They speak of sports, recent movies,
BC' srecuperation and other small talk. Over the course of the meal, Edwards apologizes afew more
times, which BC eats up dong with his swordfish and sdad.

| like this guy. He'sreal. In away, I’'mworking him, working to build his confidence to my
advantage, but the affection is genuine. He'sa good man. I’ll try not to fuck him over. Hope they
don’'t ask meto.

Over coffee, Edwards asks, “BC, can | ask you afavor?’

“What isit?’

“Wéll... | could usethe help of someone with your insights and experience. | know there' s stuff
you can't tel me, thingswe can't discuss...”

BC startsto interrupt and protest. Edwards holds up his hand.

“No, let mefinish. | respect you, Father, and would appreciate anything you might be able to
share with me, information wise; | don’t expect to hear State secrets. But I'm hoping you can help me as
asort of unofficid advisor.”

Wow. | can’t believe I’ ve gotten to him this completely. They’ll be happy with this back
home. Can’t be over enthusiastic, though...

“I’m honored, Marc, | redly am. | just don’t think | can. The Bibleisn't too big on letting aman
serve two masters. I’ m not sure the Vatican would approve, to be honest with you.”



“| don’'t expect to be your ‘master’, BC. I'm looking for friendly advice and good counsd.”

“Thisisunexpected, Marc. But I’ d certainly liketo help you. Tdl you what. If the Vatican says
it sokay, I'll be glad to give you any advice | can. | cantell, al palitics asde, you' re agood man, Marc.
You'll beagreat governor. I'd liketo help you.”

“Wdl, now I’m honored, BC. Thanks. Thank you. It meansalot to me. I'm gtill trying to get a
handle on everything. Thisis not something | asked for.”

“That' swhy you'll probably do a better job than someone who would ask for it! A lot of times
the best |eaders are the ones who are thrust into grestness, or have grestness thrust upon them, when
they least expect it. Somebody famous said that. Y ou’ re doing fine. How’ sthat for counsdl?”

“Don't flatter me, BC, just advise me. But thanks.”

Now, I’ ve got to explain my going away.

“Marc, I’ve got to take care of some businessfor the Pope in the next few days. There are dways
gonnabetimes| haveto take off, and | can’t and won't be ableto tell you what I’m doing. Y ou haveto
understand that. The cost of my cooperation, | suppose. And coming up is one of thosetimes.”

“| understand that, | think. Whatever help you can offer, BC, you know | appreciateit.”

Edwards takes care of the check and standsto leave.

“Thanksfor lunch, Marc.”

“Thank you, BC. | gottarun, but I’ll bein touch. See you when you get back.”

Unofficial Advisor to the Governor of the Lunar Free State. That’ Il look good on the ol’
resume. Not bad! | hope I can trust him. He seemsto trust me. It doesn’t feel like a setup... We'll
See.

Back in hisrooms BC does alittle fredl ance research on Fortune Station. He checksin the
history files. The computer gives him generd background informetion.

“Many wealthy individuas began building orbita retregtsin the early teensto escape perceived
overpopulation on Earth. This* overpopulation” was mostly amarketing tool used to scare paranoid
wedthy individudsinto buying orbita getaways.

“At firgt, only the very wedlthy could afford to build, staff and maintain these luxury stations. Most rotated
to provide artificia gravity, usng systemsthat required smal crewsto maintain and run them. These
crews had to be fed and housed. The necessities of life had to be provided for on each station, for both
the crew and the inhabitants. All these people had to live, eat and breathe on the station, an expensive
proposition at the time given their level of technological advancement. In some cases, the crews were
shipped on and off a station between long shifts, but this dternative was a so costly.”

“Higory off.”

Too general.

“Anything on Fortune Station itsdlf?’

“One Entry. Brief Description.”

“Tel meabout it.”

“Fortune Station. Built in 2012 for the Sultan of Brunei. Abandoned by the sultan eight yearslater in
2020. Renovated and restored by STSC, LIC in 2028, absorbed by the United Trade Zonein 2031.
Used on and off until the end of 2062, when it was again |eft abandoned. 1ts high orbit and off-the-beaten
path location make it an unattractive target for future renovation and redevel opment. Fortune Station is
currently still abandoned. End of entry.”

Out of date entry, evidently. Might as well wait for the info package. My profile’s gonna
be low, all right. Very low. Place doesn’t sound like it would make for much of a base for the
UIN, but | guess any possible foothold has to be eliminated. Life remains interesting.

Marc Edwards really surprised me at lunch today. He could be just playing his own
game... | don’'t know. Maybe | can trust him... course, | never assume that.

Chapter Twelve



BC getsthe package for his assignment early the next day. He reads through it as he packs alight
travel kit: Fortune Station was built by the Sultan of Brunei in 2012. It'snow occupied by “The Light”
and hisfollowers. Like M’ Bekketold BC, this guy was so conservative hewas radica. Hisbrand of
Chrigtianity was akin to old communism, according to the OPO briefing. He and hisfollowerslive, the
cult dlaims, asthefirgt Chrigtians did, with common possessions and no hierarchy, asdefor the
preeminence of “TheLight.”

Just another utopian wet dream. His interpretation’s not that far from the truth, though,
fromwhat I’ ve heard. I’ ve always thought Jesus was a commie. Kind of liked himfor it.

When the Roman Catholic church findly joined in the Grest Ecumenical Reunification it drove the
Cardina out of the Church. He refused to acknowledge the New catholic Church, and retreated with his
followersto the Midwest of North America When he declared himsdlf “TheLight,” he claimed the NcC
was heretica, and declared that he himself wasthe only “true Light of Chrigt” Ieft in the world. The OPO
report describes hisfollowers as hardcore loyalss, loya to him personally. He sa*” charismetic, highly
persuasiveindividual,” according to the report.

The package has BC' stransportation details aswell. HE s chartering passage on alight freighter
equipped with asmall passenger section. The ship’scalled the Paadin IV, captained by one Adrian
Longeux, described in the package as “adevout follower of the Pope and the NcC.” There' sapicture of
the captain, identification for security purposes. BC sudies hisface.

Looks honest. Sure, don’t we all.

BC' s stateroom com buzzes; it's Edwards.

“Campion! | need to seeyou ASAP!”

“Um... sure, governor. It'sjust, well, I'm just getting ready to leave on that assgnment.”

“Thisis pretty important, Campion. I'd like you to get over herejust as soon asyou can.”

“Okay, sure. Sure. I'll beright over.”

He sounds pissed! Better get over there.

BC issent right in when he arrives at Edwards s offices.

“Comein, Campion,” Edwards say to BC, then he callsto the room’ s security unit, “lock and
secure thisroom. Thank you.”

BC can hear thewhirs and clicks around him asthe room is secured.

Woah, thisisweird. Maybe thisis his game. Take mein to his confidence and then get
weird on me. Let’s see how it plays...

“Precautions, Marc?’

“Precautions. I’ ve received some serious shit about you, BC. Serious shit.”

“Such as?’

“Such asyoukill people. Y ou're an assassin for the Vatican, not some high level PR guy!”

“That's crazy. Who made these allegations?’

“Danidl McEntyre provided me with a confidential dossier on you. UIN property, Top Secret.
Saysalot about you, how you were a.con man minister who was legitimized to do the Pope' sdirty
work. And it saysyou're an assassin! He saysit provesit was redly you who killed Meredith! How do
you answer that?’

“I say it'scrazy, Marc! | mean, consider the source! Thefirst time Daniel McEntyre met me, he
physicdly attacked me, even then trying to blame mefor hiswife sdeath! It’ sfiction, somekind of UIN
fabrication meant to discredit me.”

Holy shit... got to think fast...

“He sill trying to make people think | somehow had something to do with her death, so he
must have had hisfriendsin the UIN doctor up some records to make you suspect me. Think about it!

Y ou'vejust taken meinto your confidence. He seesthat as threatening! Y ou and | spokeinapublic
place about it. Word could have gotten back to McEntyre. Look at it! Right after wetak, he givesyou a
supposed dossier on me. What timing! And how could he get his hands on such athing, did you ask him



that?’

“He sad he couldn’'t tell me how hegot it. But it looks authentic! There are newspaper clippings
of politica killings, with reportstying you to severd of them: diplomats, reporters, and paliticians. They
wereal pro UIN, dl killed by *unseen assailants . There are even pictures of you at the scened! It pretty
damning evidence”

“It would be, if it wasredl. It'snot, Marc. Doctored photos and fake stories, it'sal part of their
game. Psychologica operations, covert warfare. They’ re obvioudy trying to make you stop trusting me.”

How do | play this?

“Marc, you know | am more than asimple priest and PR flack. Can | trust you to keep my
secretsif | tdl you more?’

“That depends on what you tell me,” Edwards says, then pauses. “1 want to believe you, BC, but
thisevidenceishard to ignore.”

“Marc, | work for the Popein alessthan overt capacity. McEntyre' s chalenged my credentials
asapriest before, and accused me of assassination before. | didn't deny then and | won'’t gpologize now
for thefact | became a priest through some less than traditional circumstances. | do the Lord’ swork,
make no mistake. | am not a cold blooded killer.”

Itisnot | who kill. I am only the instrument of the Lord, after all. Truth of a sort.

Edwardstakesit dl in and stares at BC, consdering. He sartsto say something, then stops. BC
can seethe questionsin hiseyes.

“We'reat war, Marc. Y ou've only had asmall taste of it here. We' ve been at war for years
back on Earth. On and off, terrorist attacks and bombings, raids and assaults. The UIN have been trying
to kill us, the Christians of Earth, for years! They’d like nothing better than to see me and every other
Christian dead! We ve been trying to not let them succeed at that. As Christians, wein the NcC are
targets. The Modems have aways lumped usin with the UTZ, no matter the fact that there are no officia
ties. We ve been 'accidentaly' hit by UIN attacks in the past, but now they’ re doing so openly. You've
seen the reports, they’ ve hit the Vatican itsalf twice in the last month! Thank God the UTZ cameto our
defense. The Vatican has no defense of its own. Except for the Office of Papal Operations.

“The Pope started the OPO to provide security for the church, for the NcC. Welook out for
theinterests of the New catholic Church. Essentidly, the OPO gathersinformation and relaysit back to
the home base. Information is power, and Pope Peter, with God' s guidance, we hope, wiglds that power
for peace. We don’'t want war, so wetry to protect ourselves by averting war. People like me, priests
who work for the OPO, we watch and we report. We' ve been called spies, but scouts would be a better
term, | think. The OPO watches.”

Edwardsisdill quiet, ligening to BC tell histde.

| can’'t read him. I’ve got to let himin a little so he'll trust me again...

“Some of that information helps bring us the protective power of the UTZ. The UTZ enjoysthe
mora support of the NcC, and they have cometo our aid, but we have no forma agreement. Aside from
their emergency assistance, we' re on our own. Asfor me? | was sent to the Moon to watch the
McEntyres”

Edwardsis surprised. “Redly?’

“Redlly. The Vatican's been kegping close tabs on both of them. They’ ve beenin close and
repeated contact with the UIN. Governor McEntyre had been trying to draw the Cardind in, making
officid overtures of friendship, but the actions of her and her husband spoke louder than her words. We
were pretty sure she wasn't being sincere with the Cardinal. Pope Peter sent me up hereto seeif | could
find out what they were up to. | didn’t think | was going to see her diein front of me!”

..and | didn’t...

“So you're aspy? For the Pope? But not akiller, huh? That' s ill alot, man.”

“Well. Now you know &l my secrets”

“I sncerely doubt that,” Edwards says and beginsto laugh, “but I’ ve heard enough. It redly
comes down to you versus Danid. Y ou, I’ ve only known for ashort time. I’ ve known him for acouple
of years, but | redly don't ‘know’ him that well. | knew Meredith better. | liked her. She was a good



woman. It's hard to believe she worked for the UIN, like you say. | think | trust you morethan | trust
him, but neither of you has me entirely convinced.”

“Look, Marc, the OPO knew both the M cEntyres were working with the UIN. But what if
Meredith had stopped? What if we were wrong, and her overtures toward the Cardina were for real? It
might explain why they killed her. Danid’ s probably still working with them! How did he get that fake
dosser, huh?’

“That'sagood question.”

“He'sgot to be UIN, Marc. Whilel’m gone, you should be careful. Keep him under close
watch. He' s poison. | don't know if you still want my advice, but | hopeyou'll takeit thistime.”

“I ill likeyou, BC, and still trust you on someleve. I'd dill like your advice. But trust isarare
commodity, | don't spread it around easily.”

“I don’'t blameyou. Neither do |. | usualy don’t trust anyone. But | like you, Marc, you' re my
kind of people, and | can trust you on somelevd, too, | think. So if you want my advice, you've got it.
I’ve got to get going. .. if we're okay. I’ vetold you dl | can about what I’ m doing here on the Moon.”

“Not exactly asmple priedt...

“Will you keep my secrets?’

“Sure. It saded.”

Edwards stands and extends his hand. BC |leans across the desk and shakesit.

A strong, solid handshake. Good sign.

“Open the officel” Edwards callsto the room'’ s security unit. The room whirsand clicks again,
and the office door pops open. “Give me acdl when you get back here, BC.”

“l will.”

BC leaves the office, heads back through the atrium and back to hisrooms. He noticeshe's
breething alittle heavy and hisheart isracing.

That was too close. McEntyre' s dead when | get back here. He' |l be trying to undermine
me the whole time I’'m gone, I'msure. | hope I’ ve convinced Edwards not to listen to him. Heis
poison!

Chapter Thirteen

BC goes back to packing for the trip and the job ahead. He reviews the space station plans and
maps out strategiesin his head as he checks the charge on his hand laser. He throwsin awrist-worn dart
thrower and asmall box of poison darts for good measure.

BC hidesthe CCU away in his rebuilt room, behind awall panel that used to be asmall closet
door. The closet remains, but BC has disguised the door to look like another innocent wall pandl.

This hit is a little more primitive than the hit on McEntyre. No killbots, nothing that
sophisticated. Might be just brute force, blunt trauma... have to play it by ear as| go. Ah, violence
isso not my style. Sill, thisisthe least political job I’ ve ever had to do. If this guy iskilling people
in the name of God, then he already plays by my rules. And under thoserules, | am God's
instrument of vengeance for those he's killed. | am the right hand of God, come to put the Light
Bearer back in his place. His nemesis come to punish his hubris... but now I’'m mixing my
mythologies.

BC packs an airhypo, air cartridges and tranks and toxins, and tucks the blueprints and plans
away aswell.

That should do it. Now it’s off to see the Wizard...

Hethrows in some clothes, zips up his cases, powers down his rooms, locks his door and heads
for the Reagan Station Spaceport to meet Captain Adrian Longeux and board the Paladin IV.

“Father Campion! Over herel”



BC recognizes Longeux from the security photo. He' skind of a squat man, heavy set, with gray
hair and the round face from the picture. HE' s dressed entirely in green, aone-piece jJumpsuit with
“Paladin IVV” stitched in gold above the breast pocket. He' s aso got abig gold crucifix hanging down
around his neck.

A man of God, to be sure.

BC meets him at the private gate the port directory said the Paladin IV would be docked at. As
BC approaches, Longeux reaches out for and eagerly shakes BC' s hand.

“It'san honor to meet you, Father! It'snot everyday | get ordersfrom the Vatican! I’ ve been
practicaly bursting at the seams, not being able to tell anyone and dl. Imagine that, best commission of
my life, and | can’t tell anybody! And you,” Longeux laughs, “you dready know, so I’'m not teling you
anything!” Helaughsagain, “Y ou ready to go?’

“Yes, yes| am, Mr. Longeux. It’sniceto meet you aswell.”

| like hislaugh. A little over friendly, but what the heck. Could be worse.

“They couldn’t tell me anything about thistrip, said you'd fill mein on the details”

“Yes. I'll do that once we set out. Can we board now?’

“Surel” Longeux turns and cycles the hatch behind him open. “ Right thisway, Father.”

Longeux reachesfor BC's cases, but BC stopshim.

“Thanks, Mr. Longeux, but I'm fine to carry these mysdlf. Y ou' ve got awhole ship to handle,
don’t worry about my luggage.”

“Wadll, we're pretty much al set, redly. I’ ve got clearance for usto take off in about an hour. The
Paadin’ sfueled and prepped for the flight. All we gottado is get on board and go!”

Longeux motions BC ahead of him through the hatch, then steps through himsdlf and closesthe
hatch behind him. They’ rein asmal airlock, another hatch just ahead. Longeux reaches around BC and
punches a codeinto the door panel in front of him.

The hatch opens on a passageway extending down to the ship. BC steps through into the
passageway. It's square and accordion shaped on the sides to expand and contract in the distance
between the outer wall of Lunar Prime and the hull of the ship, with acentral walkway and handholds
running down either sde.

Like being inside an accordion, complete with a handy walkway.

Longeux steps through behind BC, closes the hatch and punches another code into the door
pand on thisside. He motionsto BC to continue down to the ship. BC fedsthe gravity let go asthey
walk down the passageway. His stomach protests, but he manages to keep his breakfast down. He
fumblesalittlein thelow G, but Longeux reaches out and steadies him.

“It can be hard to adjust to the changing gravities, Father. | think you' Il find it better oncewe' re
on the ship. She’ sagood ship, Father. The Paladin's been fueled, and | just had the air recycling system
recharged, so it should be good and fresh. | don’'t have any cargo, nothing but yoursdlf, like the Vatican
asked. They paid mewell. I'm not complaning, Father, don’t get me wrong. Here we are, the Paladin
\v!”

Longeux sgueezes past BC to open the hatch to his ship, then steps asideto let BC enter. “Go
ahead into the airlock, Father. Welcome aboard!”

BC passes through the airlock and into the Paladin V. He enters a corridor open to both sides.
The Pdadin IV’ s colors gppear to be green and gold. A green carpet linesthe floor. Green and gold
gripes run adong about waist high on the gray wall in front of BC. And BC aso noticesthere' s definitely
more gravity than there was just outside the ship. BC takesit dl in as Longeux enters behind him, il
taking.

“Y ou know, Father, | go to massalot on the Moon and | don’'t remember ever seeing you
there”

“I work more behind the scenes, Mr. Longeux.”

“Wadll, | hopeyou don’'t mind me asking... if we re gonnabe traveling past Sunday, | was hoping
you might say aMassfor us, a least on Sunday. | know you' re more casud than, say, the Cardindl. |
like hismasses. But even if you could just do the New United Reform Liturgy, even... could you,



Father?”

“Sure. If wetrave past Sunday.”

“That' d be great, Father. Thank you! Arewe gonnatravel past Sunday?’

This should be interesting... never even been to a liturgy... suppose | can fake it. I’ ve gotta
wonder if the boys back home set me up with this guy on purpose. They're probably getting a
good chuckle right now at the thought of me saying a Mass. Ha ha fucking ha. Wonder if the
trip’ I even take that long.

“I don’'t honestly know, Mr. Longeux

“| used to be aRoman Cathalic, Father. Y ou don't strike me asthe Catholic type. | don’t mean
any offense, Father.”

“No, that’sokay, | wasn't. But, I’ m the Pope’ s man now.”

“Metoo, Father. And we dl follow Jesus, too.”

What do | say to that...

“Amen, Mr. Longeux.”

“Amen, Father. All right. I’ m going to warm up the engines, so I’'m heading thisway,” he nodsto
theright. “'Y ou head up that way,” he nodsto the left, “and you' Il come to your stateroom. First door on
theleft. It says‘one onthe door, but it’s actualy the only one. Can’t missit.” He turns and heads away
from BC.

| hate it when they say, “ Can’'t missit.” Usually means you will.

BC walks down the corridor until he comesto the hatch marked “one’.

Hmmph. Couldn’t missit. Let’s see what we' ve got for accommodations...

The stateroom is small but neat and well kept. It’sarectangular room, about ten feet deep and
fivefeet across, with the celling amost seven feet high. The green and gold theme continues, with green
carpet and green covers on the smdll, folded out bed. The walls are gray with gold and green piping
along the borders of each wall. Opposite the bed there’ sa small table folded out from thewall, and a
chair folded up from a square spot on the floor. BC aso notices a seam aong the four sides of the back
wall of the room.

That wall’s one big door. Probably opens on the cargo bay. And everything in here can be
folded away, so this can become just another cargo space, looks like. A cargo space with nicely
painted walls and carpet. Good use of space. | approve.

BC sttlesin, sitting down on the bed and collecting histhoughts as he listens to the thrum of the
engines growing increasingly louder and higher pitched.

Amen. Yeah, right. And | can say a mass, too, sure. What was | thinking? I’ ve never said a
massin my life! 1 only pray when my assis on the line, anyway. Course, then again, prayer might
be appropriatein this case...

Not much of a priest. Thisiswhat | get for once thinking it was an easy way to make some
cash. It was, for a while. Good cover for theillegal import/export business. Didn’t elaborate on
that for Edwards, thank you very much. But then the reunification, getting sucked into the OPO,
no choice, kill for Christ or else... Now it’s off to kill someone in the name of Christ who is himself
killing in the name of Christ. What a tangled fucking web...

Theintercom buzzes, interrupting hisreverie.

“Yegh?’

“Uh, Father, we're just about to leave. Thought you' d like to know we were getting underway . If
you' d like some company, | could come get you and show you the way to the common areaand the
bridge?’

“Thanks, Mr. Longeux, but | think I’ll stay in for now. I’ ve been very busy, and I’m enjoying the
quiet here.”

“Fine, Father. Haveit your way. But I’ [l need to get the details of our trip from you soon. I'll call
you when we're clear of the Moon.”

“Thanks”

BC hearsthe connection click off, and the sound of the engines changes again. The pitch drops,



and the thrumming becomes low and bassy and vibrates the floor, the bed, thewalls, everything.

They lurch dightly.

Must be pulling away from Reagan Sation.

BC fedsthefloor shift asthe ship setsout.

There are no windowsin his stateroom, but in hismind’ s eye BC imagines them pulling up and
away from the bunkers, buildings, domes and tunnels of Reagan Station.

Goodnight for now, Moon. Off to kill a killer. This one won't be easy, | know it already. |
can just feel it. It feelswrong, weird, greasy and dark. Not that any of them are really easy,
though, not really. | always think about them. Their faces all still come back to me. Not easy.
Nothing's simple, even if you're doing “ the Lord’ swork.”

But it swhat | do. And I’'m good at it.

And the Pope, the fucking POPE tells me what to do, tells me I’ m doing the Lord’ s work.
He should know, right? He' d be the one guy who should know, who has the authority to say, “ go,
do thisfor God,” right? Like M’ Bekke said, best not to think about it too hard or examine it too
closdly.

| will take this guy out efficiently, as quietly as possible, and, hopefully, without a trace of
evidence. Becauseit'swhat | do.

Mr. Longeux buzzes him again in aout an hour.

“Hello, Father. We're out past the Moon’ s basic scanner range. I'll need you to fill mein on our
trip. Reagan Station thinks we' re going to the Wentworth Station. Where are we going?’

“I'll tell you on the bridge, if that’s okay, Mr. Longeux.”

“Sure, Father. I’ll come get you. | made some dinner, so we can et after we set the course.”

Longeux is a the stateroom door in about aminute. He and BC head down the corridor to the
right, towards the front of the ship. They pass through three hatches, winding their way through atwisting
section of corridor past several closed hatches. Longeux findly leads BC through one that opens onto a
largeliving space.

A table and four chairs dominates the center of the room. The top of the table and the backs of
the chairs are green, piped in gold.

“Oh look, all color coordinated!” Nicelook, I guess. Better than red and gold! And there's
enough gray on the walls and ceilings to remind you you' re on a ship.

Gold and green stripes continue to run waist high around the four gray walls of the room. Also
around the edges of the room are two exercise machines, afood prep station, and asmall but gaudy
drine
Wow, thisguy’ s hardcore. | thought the conspicuous crucifix around the neck was alittle much. Wouldya
look at that shrine? I’ m sure the Cardinal would approve.

“Likemy shrine, Father?’

“I wasjugt thinking that the Cardina would approve.”

“Oh he does! Hedid, | mean. HE sseenit. | asked him to come on board when | finished it, so he could
blessit. He said he' d never seen afiner shrine on any ship, bigger or smaler, and he blessed it himsdlf.
I"'m kind of proud of it. Y ou don’t think it' s overdone, do you, Father?’

“The colors match your ship. The use of gold isquite triking.”

“That crucifix used to hang over the dtar of my town church back on Earth, back where | used
to go to mass growing up. UIN terrorists bombed the church and our town about four years ago. The
church burned down, but that crucifix was spared. It didn't melt, even in the middle of thefire. The
priestssad it wasamiracle”

“Redly.”

“I wasonly vigiting at thetime. | used to work at therectory asakid, | was even an Altar boy,
Father.” Longeux laughsto himsdlf ashe remembers. “At any rate, | wasvigting the priests when thefirst
bomb went off. | helped them best | could. We got the fire put down. That crucifix was preserved. But
then the group of terrorists came back. They had guns and Molotov cocktails. The priests asked meto
take the crucifix with me. They asked meto saveit and escape on my ship asthey delayed the terrorists.



“I could hear the shots as | ran to my ship. When | took off and saw the scene from above, it
looked like half the town was on fire. There was no one |eft to give the crucifix back to, so | set up this
dhrinewithit, inther honor.

“I hopeit brings me good luck... So, how do you like the gravity?’

“Huh?’

“Mogt shipsthissizedon’t have artificia G. | rigged up this system mysdif. It cost me some cargo
gpace but it' sworth it. Must be dl right if you didn’t even notice!”

BC bounces on his heds. “Nicejob. Everything going smoothly?’

“Absolutely. Let’s head up to the bridge and get going somewhere.”

Longeux leads BC to aladder in arecessed alcove across the room. There sahatch in the
seven-foot high celling in the acove. Longeux climbs the ladder, pushes up the hatch and climbs up
through. BC follows and finds himself in asmall cockpit- style bridge, two flight chairs directly in front of
him. There' s barely enough room to walk between them. Longeux squeezes through first and sits on the
left, motions BC in to theright chair. He too squeezes through and sits down.

An array of different switches and controls are spread out in front of him

| could probably figure this thing out. | betcha | could fly this baby. I’ ve flown similar ones
back on earth. The Santa Clara was a lot like this.

“We got off okay. Saw one of those flashers, but they stayed away, asusua.”

“Hashers?’

“Y eah. They’ re these ships we ve been seeing, that some of us have seen. They don't show up
on any of our scanners. Nobody I’ ve talked to who has seen one has been able to document it. They're
aways so fast, they’ re gone quick, like aflash in the corner of your eye. That’ swhy we call them
flashers, anyway.”

“I’ve never heard about this. How long hasthis, how long have these ships, these, um, flashers,
been around?”’

“WE ve been seeing them for about the last ten years or s0. I’ ve mostly heard about them from
other fredlance pilots, only seen *em acouple of times myself. Always gone before| could even try to get
areading on what they were. Same with that one earlier. Without documentation, we can’t prove
anything. If wefiled reportswe' d sound like liars or idiots or delusiond, unfit to pilot. So we keep them
to ourselves. Y ou wouldn't have heard about them, | suppose.”

“Y ou saw one tonight? What do they look like?’

“Hard to say. They'reredlly fast, you know?’

“Arethey diens?

Longeux laughs, “What, are you egging me on, trying to make me sound like I’ m crazy, Father?
No, | don’'t think so. They look sort of norma, human-ish, | guess. They look like advanced military
ships, but they don’t have any markings. Another good reason not to pry too hard, | don’'t want
anybody’ s military coming after me. I'm amaost sorry | mentioned them.”

“Don’'t be. | think I might have seen one of your ‘flashers mysdlf, Mr. Longeux. Right near the
surface of the Moon.”

“Redlly? Right on the Moon itsdf?”

“Wadll, hovering just over the surface of the Moon, anyway. | wasin an outlying building of the
gtation, losing consciousness after an, um, an air leak, an accident, and the area| wasin lost atmosphere.
Just before | passed out, | saw a ship hovering outside that looked human made, but not like any ship
that I’d ever seen. And it had no markings of any kind. Now, do | sound crazy?’

Longeux consders. “Nope. Sounds like aflasher, al right. Never heard of one getting that close
to the Moon, though. They do move pretty fast, don't they, Father?”

“Yeah. Sort of hard to tell. | was passing out, but it looked like it disappeared pretty quickly.”

“I’ve seen them around UIN ships, but they never seem to be together. And | don’t think they’re
UTZ because we would have heard something. Not officialy, mind you, but through channds. We would
have heard something.”

“Have you, or anyone you' ve heard from ever seen them attack?’



“Nah, they just hover around the edges. Flashers. The namefitsthem.”

“And you're surethey’re not dien?’

“They're not dlien. Don't talk nonsense, Father, not you, aman of the cloth...”

“Y ou ever seen anything dien, Mr. Longeux?’

“Nope. | don't believein them.”

“Redly?Youdon't believein diens? Even after seeing for yoursaf how vast spaceis?” BC looks
out the window at the deep plush carpet of stars. “How can you deny that there are other beings out
there somewhere? What about the ruins on Mars? The find on the Moon a hundred years ago the UN
covered up?’

“Nothing ever came out of those, or came back for them, for that matter. Don't tell meyou
believein diens, Father?’

“I don’t know for sure. But | don’t think we can say with certainty they don’t exist. How can you
travel across the grand expanse of space and not fed that out therein the limitless void there must be
others?1 don't think God' s cregtion isjust limited to planet Earth, Mr. Longeux.”

Laying it onalittlethick... but it’s histhing, he'll eat it up.

“I don't ether, Father. But where are they? Why aren’t they here now?’

“I don’'t know that, either. But | think they are out there. The evidence hasn't been strong, but
there has been some evidence of something ese out there. Maybe they’ re just waiting, watching us. How
long will it be before they show up? What if they have aready been here and gone? Are they peaceful or
hodtile...”

“Couldn’t be much more hogtile than we are oursalves, though, huh, Father?’

“No, | suppose not. Sometimes | wish aliens would show up and threaten us. Maybe the
externd threat from diens, or even just their very ‘ otherness’, would finaly wake up humankind to our
commondlity, our unity, and bring usdl together.”

“That sounds like an awful lot to ask of diens, if you ask me. Even Jesus couldn’t do it. Or hasn't
doneit, yet, | should say.”

“Wdll, we could use some help. Look at the mess we' ve made of things|eft to our own devices”

“WEe re pretty good at killing each other, aren’t we, Father?’

“Yeah, we are at that, aren’t we, Mr. Longeux.”

The pilot changes the subject. “I need our destination details right away, Father. Where arewe
going?”

“Fortune Station. Do you know it?’

“Readlly? Fortune Station? No one goes out there anymore. The UTZ shut it down twenty years
ago, gottabe. Too far up and out. It wasn't worth it. First launched as an old luxury station. I’ ve never
been there, but | know whereitis. I'll get usthere”

“Good. How long?’

“Let’'ssee... ah, probably about three days, regular drive. It's pretty far from where we are now,
but too close to use the Transpace drive. | don't know if it' s even available asatransit point for
Transpace, anyway, might betoo old. There. Courselaid in. We' re set. I'll set proximity alarms, but
otherwise we' ve got three days of quiet travel aheed, Father. Are you hungry?’

“Sure”

“I’ve got that dinner ready. Let’s head back down and eat.”

“Sure, Mr. Longeux, that sounds good!”

BC returnsto his stateroom after dinner to digest both the passable lasagna Mr. Longeux served
and the news about the “flashers.”

They could be aliens, despite what Mr. Longeux and the other pilots think. They move so
fast, how can you tell? There were ruins on Mars and the Moon. Something is out there, or was
out there. I wonder what they look like? How do they act? Are they hostile? Vastly superior to
us? Or just like us? That’ s a sobering thought. More of the same might be the wor st possible
scenario. How will we treat them, | wonder? We'll probably be hostile to them no matter what
they'relike.



It would be nice if an alien presence unifies the Earth, shows us humans that we are all
one. That’s pretty close to what Jesus was looking for, | think I’m even on His side on this one.

Chapter Fourteen

Sunday isthethird day of their trip. It's been quiet, no other traffic around, but BC wakeswith asmdl bit
of panic. He sgot none of the books ared, proper priest should have to read the liturgy Longeux wants
him to perform. He sgot no clue. Longeux has left him to himsalf mostly, but he' s expecting BC to
perform thisliturgy for him today.

It doesn’t look like we' re going to get there early. That was my only hope...

BC walks up to the common area. Longeux has thrown awhite sheet over the table and pushed
it over in front of his shrine. He' s cleared the chairs away to the side.

“I thought you could usethisas an dtar. It'snot consecrated or anything, but it' sfine by meif
you're okay with it.”

“Sure, sure, no, that’ sfine. I'm alittle embarrassed, though, Mr. Longeux. I’ ve cometo redizel
haven't brought any of my liturgical bookswith me.”

Longeux is surprised, but nonplused. 1’ ve got the liturgy we need stored on the ship’s computer.
Hold onjustasecand I'll print it out for you to use.” He walks over to awall-mounted screen, calls up
thetext, printsit out and bringsit to BC. “Here you go, Father. New United Reform Liturgy. | keep a
copy handy, sometimes say it for myself when I’ m traveling on Sundays.”

BC isn't even sure where to start. He takes the papers and stands behind the table in front of the
shrine. He smoothes the papers out on the makeshift dtar.

This should do... let’s see now...

Heraiseshisarmsand aloud alarm sounds.

What the...

“Proximity dert, Father. Hold on, Il be right back!”

Longeux runsto the ladder and disappears up into the bridge. BC follows, climbsup to see
what’ s going on. Longeux looks back at him from the pilot’s chair on the left, then 1ooks back to the
controls and shouts over his shoulder.

“WEe ve got company, Father. It saUIN scout. They aren't hailing us. We wouldn’t know they
were even there without the darm being set off. That’ snot normd, usudly they at least hail you. Not a
good sign! Looks like they’ re charging weapons! Hold on!”

BC isthrown forward, feds his ssomach legp up through his chest as Longeux attempts evasive
maneuvers. He' s on the deck in between the two flight chairs.

“Hold on, there, Father. We're only about four hours from Fortune Station. We re not on a
direct route, so he probably doesn’t know where we' re going. They shouldn’'t care who we are or why
we're here. But they'refiring!”

BC isthrown sidewaysinto the right side flight chair as he hears aboom and resounding clang a
the same ingtant.

“We rehit!” Longeux ydls, “Returning fire!”

BC pulls himsdlf up and holds on to the back of theright flight chair, watching Longeux scramble
to maneuver their ship around the UIN scout ship. Suddenly, the scout ship falsinto view, largein the
bridge viewport as Longeux brings his ship up behind it. Longeux flips switches and hits buttons on the
console as missiles and bright laser fire flashes away from the Paladin 1V towards the UIN scout. Bright
orange blossoms flame up from the scout ship, blinding BC momentarily.

“Wehit ‘em! Hold on.”

Longeux maneuversthe ship up and to theright of the scout. Asthe ship banks, BC isthrown
back and down through the hatch, flailing and faling dl the way down to the common room floor. HE's



al right, just shaken up. He gets up and dusts himself off, checking for broken bones.

Seemsfine. Head hurts... there’' s a goose egg. Ouch!

BC climbs back up the ladder and through the hatch into the bridge, where Longeux isworking
furioudy to keep his ship together and out of harm’ sway.

“They hit us again aswe banked. We ve lost somefuel. Father, why don't you get back down
to the common area. There' safixed seat you can strap yoursdlf into in an access areajust behind the
ghrine. There' sacomputer with aviewstation there, wired in to the bridge. We Il be able to talk but
you'll be safer than you are flapping around up here. Sedl the hatch as you go, huh? Go on!”

BC climbs back down and sedls the hatch. He goes over to the shrine and finds an access handle
behind the gilded crucifix. The shrineitsdlf is mounted to the door, and moves asde with the door asBC
opens the compartment.

Ancther muffled boom and BC suddenly finds himself on the celling of the small compartment.

The artificial G must have been hit! Shit. Which way is down? Damn... Oh, man, | don’t
want to be sick. Freefall, falling every which way all at once, loveit...

BC pushes off from the ceiling and grabs the top of the chair as he floats down. He pulls himsdlf
down into the chair, strgps himsdlf in and activates the computer. It swvings up into placein front of him.
He hears Longeux firing again, sees flashes on the viewstation, and hears Longeux from the speskersin
front of him.

“Wegot ‘em again, criticd hit, lookslike. They're going down! Shit, they’ ve till got fire
power...”

BCissurprised. He has't heard Longeux swear until now.

Wham!

The ship isrocked backwards, like agiant hand just reached out, stopped them, and pushed
them back. The screenin front of him goesto static. The lightsdim. Everything is strangely silent.

“Mr. Longeux?’ BC triesthe com unit in front of him. No response.

He unstraps himsdlf from the chair. Moving dowly and cautioudy in the zero G, he opensthe
access door and floats out into the main room.

The common area |ooks okay. Hard to tell in this dim emergency lighting. But we must
have taken a big hit. | don’t hear the engines. | hope that scout ship isn’t coming around to finish
the job! | gotta get back up to the bridge and check on Mr. Longeux.

BC works hisway hand over hand around the walls of the room until he getsto the recessed
alcove and the hatch to the bridge. He floats up the ladder to the hatch. It looks strange to BC.

It looks different. It s lower, bulging down. Shit indeed, Mr. Longeux.

The small screen next to the door clears up from dtatic to a salf-test screen.

The ship’s systems must have taken a jolt. Maybe they’ |l come back on-line now. Wonder
if I can get this hatch open...

BC struggles with the hatch, trying to get the handle to budge, to get it to move. It sstuck. BC
keepstrying to forceit. He' s thinking about going back to the stateroom for his handlaser when the
screen next to the door beeps.

BC reads the screen: “Emergency: Door Sealed--Zero Atmosphere On Bridge.”

Shit indeed, Mr. Longeux. At least there are no more booms, so far. Hopefully, Longeux
disabled the scout ship before they got him.

BC hearsthe Pdadin IV’ s engines sputter back to life.

They don’t sound good. And there' s no way we're still going in the right direction... Can't
get back on the bridge... | wonder if there’s any other way to fly this thing.

BC floats down out of the acove and hand over hands hisway back around to the chair in the
compartment behind the shrine. He straps himsalf back in.

The computer has come back to life. He begins searching out how the ship’s systems are controlled,
trying to get control of the ship from the console he’ son.

After about fifteen minutes, BC findsaway to transfer ship’s controlsto histermina. He checks
the engines, damaged but working. He checksthe fud.



Just about gone, that’s bad.

He manages to set course corrections and points the ship toward Fortune Station. As more ship
systems come back on, hetriesto take alook around the ship. The main viewscreen cameras mounted
front of the bridge are gone. He searches for other externa viewers and finds one mounted on the top of
the ship. He can see front and forward, but can’'t see any of the ship itsalf to see what externa damage
has been done. The engines are even beginning to sound norma again, but BC worries about how little
fud remainsto feed them.

Got to save some fuel to maneuver in when | get to the station, so | can dock. Have to
figure out how much to use for thrust. Shot in the dark... no scanners, can’t see much of anything
visually, either. Just gotta guess. Hope that’s a good guess.

BC saves about aquarter of hisremaining fuel for maneuvering when he getsto the sation, then
pours what’ sleft into along sustained burst, sending the ship in the genera direction of Fortune Station.

With the ship’ sartificial gravity disabled, theforce of the thrust pushes BC flat back in his seet.
He hangs on and watches the screen in front of him.

| don’t think 1’1l be riding back to the Moon on this thing... just get me there, that’s all |
ask. | hope that scout ship didn’t get to call any of hisfriends...

After dmost four uneasy hours, Fortune Station finally loomsin the console screen.

Hello, Fortune Sation. Old looking. Man, this place looks primitive.

Fortune Station is about amile long, made up of two fat ring sections each about a quarter mile
across rotating in unison haf amile gpart, connected to each other by four mgjor wakways.

BC can’'t make out too many details. The station is mostly just adeep, unbroken, black silhouette
againg the stars.

Docking. How do | dock this thing? Wish there was an automatic “ docking” button. |’ve
got bring the ship in close and match the spin of the station, first. Place looks like a couple of
donuts with four styli poked through them. Big fat old rusty donuts. Plain, no glaze. The far donut
looks more lit up, so I'll line up on this closer, darker one. May be able to sneak in, we'll see.

BC firesthrusters and orients the ship, facing the darker “donut” . He gets the ship spinning with
the station, rotating dowly as they approach the donut “hole.” There are two corridors crisscrossing the
actual hole with adocking accessin the middlie. BC can seeit on the screen in front of him asthe ship
approaches. The station looks still in front of him, the stars spinning around them.

This camera is supposedly mounted above the docking hatch, so thisis good. Ew... don’'t
look at the stars, look at the station, not at the stars...

Dizzying.
The Pdadin IV isadmost next to the station when he seesin the view screen that the hatch he' sbeen
aming for isblown.

Usdless. Shit! If | remember the plans for this place there are hatches out toward the rim
of the donut on this side, have to try to find one and dock. The rotation is gonna make that tricky.

Heuseswhat little fuel he has left, firing maneuvering thrustersto line up with another hatch, il
on this side of the donut, but down towards the edge, where there’ safeding of gravity created by the
dtation’ srotation. He starts to move the ship in towards the hatch, trying to keep “down” down as
rotation induced gravity beginsto exert its pull on the ship.

| better line the ship up right or I’'ll be walking across the walls or the ceiling...

Red lights suddenly come on. The ship’s computer warns, “Collison Alert. Collison Alert.
CdligonAlert...”

“I know, | hear you, | know!”

BC getsthe Paadin IV to stop just short of impact. He can see the station’ s hatch looming large.
Hefiresdirectiona rocketsto bring the ship in dower, dower...

A loud, piercing, metal on metal screech echoes off the ship’swalls.

Ouch! Not even close. Gotta back off, try again. Almost no fuel. How many triesdo | get?
Let’sfind out.

It takestwo triesand alot of scraping and bumping, but BC finally getsthe Paladin IV to dock



with Fortune Station.
Not the most graceful entrance. So much for sneaking in. Hope | didn’t wake anybody

up...

Chapter Fifteen

BC gathers his supplies together, some food supplements, his hand laser, the sation plans, the
wrist-worn dart launcher and the tranq darts. He straps on his weaponry and puts everything elseinto a
smdll belt pack. He heads through the corridors of the Paadin IV for the airlock and Fortune Station. BC
takes aminute and figures out the docking controls at the hatch. He managesto get adocking collar in
place, linking the ship to the space station, creating an airlock.

Theairlock pressurizes. BC opensthe hatch of the Paladin IV and getsinto the airlock, the door to
Fortune Station now directly in front of him. He checks a screen built into the docking collar wall for
atmospheric information on the other side of the door ahead. If dl the eectronics still work, hel'll be able
to tell from hereif there’ sair indde the station.

Beniceif there'sair to breathe, huh?

All the controlslook okay. He straps on a breather mask.

Hello, Fortune Sation. Let’s open you up.

BC activatesthe outer door of Fortune Station and steps through into another airlock.

Doesn't ook so old on the inside. Must be renovations done more recently. Still like forty
years ago. Recently. Huh. Everything’ srelative.

He closes the outer door behind him, turns and reads one of the screensin the airlock wall to
figure out how to open the inner door. After afew smple commands the door opens with agasp. BC lifts
up the breather to take hisfirst breath of sation air.

Yuck! Well, at least thereisair... Eww. Smells like tombstones, cemeteries, death, old
laundry, gym socks...

BC snapsthe breather quickly back into place on hisface. He steps through the airlock door into
the old station and seals the door shut behind him.

It'scold. HE sin amost total darkness.

Thereissomefaint light. Two frost and dust covered viewportsin the same wall asthe airlock
letinalittle light. I’ sthe docking lights from the Pdadin IV, shining in from outside the Sation.

BC gteps over to the viewports. Hoisting his shirt cuff up over the hed of his hand he wipes off a
viewport, wiping away frost and dust so he can look through to see the ship outside. He managesto clear
away enough to see, soaking his shirt cuff with muddy, icy dust in the process.

What he seesisnot good. Thefront of the Paladin IV on the upper left Sde, where Captain
Longeux and the bridge used to be, isjust gone.

Looks like someone took a big, burning bite out of it. Poor Mr. Longeux, chewed up by the
black teeth of the UIN. Not fair at all, really, the whole life and death thing. He was a good,
God-Fearing Catholic man, gone in an instant. Doesn’t matter who you are or what you do, you
can be gone in an instant.

Now me, | bring justice into the equation, really. Thanks to me, the evil onesreally do feel
the wrath of God. Maybe | balance it out... just a little. Maybe.

BC turns away from the window. He sets his handlaser on abroad, unfocussed dispersal beam
and lights up his surroundings. This part of the gation gtill |ooks abandoned. He' sin adusty corridor.
There' sadoor just ahead on theright.

BC dipsquietly through the door into what looks like acommon area, with tables and chairs
pushed off to one side and stacked on top of each other. There are worn and ripped tapestries on the
walls, faded and worn carpet on the floor, amix of dulled reds and golds and muted purples.



There sacontrol pand onthewall. BC triesit. Nothing happens.

Thought we might get some light, at least. No such luck.

BC turnsoff hislight. He beginsto quiet himsdf, dow hisbreathing, so he can listen for the
sounds of the gtation, the hum of itsinhabitants and its machines.

| may be able to hear themif | stay quiet, at least get some sense of where they are. Man,
its pitch black dark... hope my eyes adjust. Seeif | can see any light leaking in from anywhere.

BC waits and listens, and lets his eyes adjust to the darkness. Even as his eyes adjust he doesn’'t
see much of anything. But he does pick up on the sound of humming equipment, coming from somewhere
on the other side of the common areahe'sin.

There is some sound, the hum of machines at work, some sign of life. No real light, though,
not here.

He gives up and flips his hand laser back on, on the wide dispersa beam.

Guessthey aren’t using this area, yet. Looks like nobody’ s been in here for years. Well,
they aren't fixing up what they aren’t using, makes sense. Plenty of room here.

Well then, there’'s something | don’t get. With room to expand, why do they kill off
followers... that doesn’t make sense! Scapegoats? Rebels among the faithful ? Hope they aren’t
eating each other... Cannibalism would make this really ugly. Hope they’ re well supplied. | hadn’t
thought of that as a possible outcome. Taking eating the body of Christ a bit too literally...

BC makes hisway across the room to where the humming isloudest. Thetwin meta doorsinthe
wall there are sedled shut. BC puts his ear up to the doors.

Definitely where the humming’ s coming from. They must have gotten as far as the other
side of these doors, then stopped and sealed off the rest of this side of the station. They' ve sealed
off this side and beyond, for how far | can’t tell. They might be using the area on the other side of
these doors. Timeto invite myselfin.

BC adjusts the beam on the handlaser down, focusing it into aknife-length, high intensity cutting
tool. He runs the beam adong the sed's on the door, burning hisway through across the top, left to right,
then down the right outside edge, aong the bottom of the right door then up the center to the top. The
edges of the door glow white as he cuts, and then cool to orange, then red, and then finally dim and cool
down.

He uses the handle on the door to pull it toward him. It' s till warm asheleansit on him. He
lowersit dowly, quietly to the floor. With the door open he can hear an darm echoing in the distance on
the other side.

Shit. Wonder if that’s my welcome. Hope not. But it is. Gotta be.

BC inspectsthe doorframe.

No sign of booby traps. Let’'s see...

BC finds aseat cushion and throwsiit through the door. Nothing. BC leans through the hatch and
looks around.

There'slight on this side, looks like old emergency lighting. Area looks just as deserted as
where | just came from, but more cluttered. A lot of stuff piled up just in front of me here. Must be
a storage area. That damned alarmis still going off.

BC checks hisweapons, adjusts the beam of the hand laser so it will work as ablaster, and
edges through the door. He can't get far. A pile of furnitureisin hisway.

He sat the end of along, wide corridor that curves down and away from him, blocked by stacks
of old beds, storage bins, lockers and shelves. The corridor extends past the point a which the ceiling
seems to meet the floor of the corridor asit bends with the curve of the station down and out of BC's
sght.

Betcha there are doors up beyond the curve. Thisis one of the main corridors for thisring
section.

BC makes hisway through the stacked and stored furniture. More ripped and faded tapestries
hang on the walls. Worn and tattered carpet amost coversthe floor.

The further down the corridor | go, there’sless and less dust and more stored furniture.



Thisarea’s seen people more recently than the common area. The emergency lights alone make it
seem mor e inhabited, more used, but it’s still obviously not a main part of their habitation here.

All this color and fabric... What a weird place. | guessif you're a sultan you can decorate
the place however you please. Purple, red, gold, blue... interesting taste.

That alarmis still going off. That can’t be good. Wonder how long until | get company?

BC moves beds, bureaus, shelves and storage bins and works hisway down the corridor. The
density of the storage items getslighter the further he goes, the going easier.

This has to be the main corridor of this donut, thisring of the station. They can’'t use this
donut much if they’ ve loaded this main corridor with old furniture and stuff.

What' s that?

Not a sound but the absence of a sound. The alarm has stopped.

BC stops and ducks behind a stack of empty storage bins and waits. He doesn’t have to wait
long.

Two large, bearded men carrying metal pipes appear from down the corridor. One' s aredhead,
hislong hair tied loosdly back. The other’ s olive skinned with long black hair hanging limply straight
down, vaguely Mediterranean. Both wear smple robes and sandals. They ook around and approach
BC'spogtion.

Nice look... what’ s the style called, Retro-Jerusalem Rioter circa New Testament? This cult
must be wacked. Looks like they take this back to the bible stuff a bit too literally. Sorry, guys.
Gonna have to help ya meet your maker...

BC adjusts his handlaser. He setsthe hair trigger. When he squeezesthetrigger just dightly it'll
shineaguide beam so hecanam.

Tight beam. Hot focus, pinpoint. Highly destructive on contact with, say, flesh and bone. |
don’t think they can see me. Looks like Red is going to pass mefirst. I'll let him get by, nail his
little buddy with the beam, then hit him as he turns around.

The redhead turns back to his buddy. They stop.

“Areyou sureit wasthis section?’

“Y eah. Mogt of the sensors on this side don't work, but something definitely hit the outside and
attached. He saysthere’ sanother one on board to kill Him.”

They definitely use a capital “ H” when they talk about Him... Gotta be “ The Light.”

“Quiet,” Red shushes, then whispers, “If he' sanywhere, he's up ahead in the unused area.”

“I hate the unused area. Is't it sealed of f?”

“Would that stop adetermined killer? Wouldn't stop me,” Red says, chuckling under his bregth.

C mon, keep moving, guys...

“Let’'skeep going,” Red says, and he walks past BC' s hiding place.

BC whips up the handlaser, guide beam on. He pumps the trigger as the beam crossesthe
second man' sleft eye.

Theman’shead jerks back. Hisfeet fly out from under him. His hands reach up to grab at his
head as hefalsflat on his back to the carpet. He hits hard, dead as he hits, parts of the back of his head,
blood, and burnt bits of brain splattering out across the corridor floor behind him.

It takes | of about a second.

Red swings around as he hears hisfriend hit the floor. He can’'t see BC. As Red starts back to
hisfallen friend, he crosses BC' s guide beam. BC pumps the trigger when the beam hits the center of
Red's back. The superheated interior of Red’ s ribcage explodes out in front of him as hefalls, seared
muscle, bone and vitd tissue soraying thewall, the floor and the body of the first kill.

He landsface down at the feet of hisfdlen friend.

Messy. Sorry, guys.

BC searchesthe bodies for somekind of i.d., some sort of signifier the cult might use for
security. There' snothing on either man, not even atattoo, at least asfar as BC can see. All the men have
on them are their robes, sandals and meta pipes.

How can you have a back to basics, back to the bible, retro cult on a space station,



anyway? Seems kinda anachronistic to me. I’ll have to find out the secret fromthis*“ Light” guy
before | kill him.

BC makes hisway past the men down the corridor and to the doors they came through. He
ducks cautioudy through the doors, handlaser at ready. No one’' s on the other side. The corridor
continues on out of sight around the curve of the station.

Sill looks deserted. Not as much furniture here. They're till not using much on this side of
the station for anything but storage. They must live over on the other whesl.

There should be another set of doors| can't see yet, till beyond the curve, a sort of
terminus for this corridor and one of the connecting corridors leading over to the other wheel.
There are four of them | could see from the outside and on the plans. Nothing hereis very well
marked, though. I’'m not quite sure where | am.

Those two back there must have friends around here somewnhere, too.

They could be just around the curve, too.

And no more furniture means no more cover, unfortunately.

BC edges along thewall of the corridor until another set of doors does appear, heavier airlock
doors at the end of the corridor. There' sglassin the airlock doors, a sure sign of the sultan’ s wealth back
inthe early days of station construction.

Luxury! Guess the sultan liked to splurge. Shit!

There' saslhouette in the window. Another cult member. BC stops and watches.

He' s not even looking in here. Hope that means he'll wait. | wanna erase some evidence
back there.

BC scrambles back the way he came. He gets back to the bodies on the floor of the last
corridor.

| want to drag themto an airlock, but all thisfurniture... well, it's not pretty but | know
what I’ ve got to do.

BC getsasmal storage locker and setsit down next to the bodies. He sets hishand laser ona
broad swath dice setting. The laser’ s heat cauterizes as he uses the handlaser like ablade to cut through
each man’storso and limbs.

Like a hot knife through butter, as mother used to say. Grim imagery, but quick work all
the same. Easier to transport. Sice and dice, neat as you please. God help your humble servant...

BC spendsfive minutes cutting up the bodies. After he' s done he starts tossing the piecesinto the
gtorage locker. Hefillsthe locker and dragsit through the common area back to the airlock where the
Pdadin is docked. He works as quickly as he can, trying not to think about what he’ s doing, trying not to
get blood dl over himself. He opensthe airlock and pilesin the pieces, then goes back with the locker
again and getswhat' sleft. It takes fill athird trip to get dl of the partsfindly piled into the airlock. He
keeps as quiet as he can as he commits this gruesome task, watching and listening for themen’'s
slhouetted friend, waiting for him to come from down the corridor, to see him a hiswork. But he
doesn’t appear.

BC getsinto the airlock with the gore and cyclesthe lock through. The outer door opens on the
Pdadin IV’ sdocking collar. BC heavesthe parts through into the collar. He sets the emergency
explosive bolts on the docking collar.

I’[l blow the bolts and cast off the Paladin IV. The men’ s body parts should float away
with the ship. Some might cling to the side of the station, caught up in the spin, but most will
hopefully float away. Rest in pieces... oh my God, | can’t believe | just thought that. I’mturning
into some kind of cheap horror movie freak. I’ mjust trying to hide evidence. Collateral damage,
they used to call it, right. Self defense, too. They had pipes, your honor-...

He rechecks the bolts. He goes back into the station through the airlock, and closesit behind
him. The boltsfirejust asthe door clicksinto place.

BC watches out the viewport as the Paladin and what’ sleft of the men float away, then heads
back towards the heavier hatches, back through the common room and down the corridor past the
remnants of histwo attacker/victims, to check on the cult member kegping watch. As he nearsthe heavy



doors he seesthe cultist looking through the window, right a him.

Shit! | hope he didn’'t see me! He had to...

BC presses himsdlf up againgt theright wall next to the doors, just out of the window’ sline of
sight. He waits. There' s no sound. He wantsto look, but doesn’t want the other guy to be staring back,
seeing him.

BC waits another minute and then risks a peek. The guy isgone.

Gone? Shit, what, gone for reinforcements? Not a good sign that he's gone.

There' snoise on the other side of the hatches. The unmistakable sound of acycling airlock. BC
races back aong the corridor and ducks into ahiding place. In seconds he hears voices getting louder.
From his hiding place he can see down the corridor, seesfivelong-haired bearded men in robes carrying
short lengths of meta pipe approaching.

Interesting. Weapon of choice here, | guess. Oh, fuck...

The cabinet BC' s been leaning againgt collgpses forward, faling into the corridor directly in front
of thefive. BC falswith it flat onto hisface. Helooks up just in timeto see alength of meta pipe coming
down, and then sees nothing else.

Chapter Sixteen

“Ah. It lookslike our vistor is awakening. That was quite ablow you struck, Thomas.”

Wha? Ow, ow, ow, ow, fuckin ow! My head hurts bad. Who' s talking? Head feels swollen.
I’d feel for a bump, but I think my hands and feet are tied. Hog-tied with rough cords, lying on the
floor, somewhere on the station. Probably in the other wheel.

God, my head’ s been rung like a bell! Thank you, Thomas. Gonna try to pretend I’ m still
out, seeif they buy it. Keep still, keep my eyes closed. Probably can’'t see anything with my face
mashed against the floor like this, anyway.

“Do you know something, our uninvited guest? | know you. | know who you are. The last two
they sent weren't known to me, but you, you | know! Y ou’ ve made quite the name for yoursdlf in certain
circles, Bernard Campion!” The voice stresses the syllables of hisname. “Y ou can open your eyes, now.
| can seeyou're awake.”

BC openshiseyes.

He sinfront of adais. Sitting on alarge throne on the daisis an older man with long gray hair
and afull mustache and beard, dressed in simple brown and beige robes. BC knows him from the photos
in his package.

| see” The Light.” Ouch! He'sgot theright look for this, | guess, very biblical. More old
testament, though. Who was that guy... Moses. Yeah. More like Moses.

A man and awoman st on small chairs on each sde of the throne of The Light. Theman at his
right hand, the woman on the left. They’re dso dressed in robes, the man in brown, and the womanin
purple. They’re both glaring at BC. BC can fed the eyes of other people in the room beyond hissight, a
crowd watching behind his back.

The Light smilesdown a BC from histhrone.

“Hello, Campion,” The Light says, disgust pdpablein hisvoice, “I refuseto cal you ‘ Father'. |
know what kind of scumyou redly are.” The smile disgppears. “Y ou first drew my attention years ago as
aperfect example of everything going wrong with the church. Did you know that? | followed your
so-called career, early on.

“Y ou are the embodiment, the very incarnation, of everything that made me leave the church! Did
you know that? | actually cited you, you by name, when | declared my intention to separate. Y ou are
heresy, Mr. Campion, in flesh and blood right here in front of me. Heresy! Peoplelikeyou arejust a
symptom of the grester rot a the heart of what' sleft of the church. I’ sal compromised. Now this” The



Light spreads his arms out and looks around the room, “thisis atrue church you' ve wandered into,
Campion. Men like you do not belong here. Y ou' re certainly not apriest in our eyes here. But then,
you're no ‘Father’ at al, are you, Campion?’

Lecture over? Fine. | will say nothing.

“Trying for the strong, silent type, en?”’

Nothing.

“Brothers Joseph and Matthew went looking for you, Campion, and never returned. We can't
find them now. We did find bloodstains, evidence of astruggle. And of course, we found you. But no
sign of them. And no sign of your ship either. Did you put them on your ship and cast it off? Or did you
just space them?

“What have you done with my brothers, Campion? Where are my lost sheep? Y ou know | won't
rest until I’ ve found them. Or do you? Do you even know your scripture? Do you have any clue what
I’'m referring to, ‘ Father’ 7’ The Light spits the word out.

BC remains slent. He keeps hiseyeslocked on The Light.

Fuck you. Maybe if | think it hard enough you'll hear it. Fuck You!

The Light startslosing his patience.

“Y ou are Bernard Campion, are you not?’ heyelsat BC. He springs up off the throne and
descends the daisto walk around the bound BC.

“Of courseyou are! You are‘BC' aren’'t you?’

BC saresup at The Light as he paces around him, maintaining eye contact while The Light isin
eyesght.

Let my eyes talk. They say Fuck you, too, you fucking nut. | will say nothing. Got to find a
way out of this, but | won’t give this guy a word of satisfaction. That’s funny, using the Jesus
defense on a guy with a messiah complex...

“| suppose you think you' re being like our Lord, saying nothing. How dare you! God punishes
fdsepride!”

BC getschills.

That wasweird... well, if you can read my mind, FUCK YOU!

“I don't like your attitude, Campion. | can read your face, your eyes. Y ou communicate even
though you don’t say anything. Y ou think you' re better than we are, don’t you? We're *freaks,
‘weirdoes, some strange cult! How dare you judge us! Y ou'’ re not better than we are. Y ou kill people! |
know! | know you' re hereto kill me, too. | knew that before | even knew it was you, as soon asaship
docked. Whoever had come had come uninvited. No one comes here to visit, except you ns.’

The Light stopswalking in front of BC, locked eye to eye with him. He leans down close and
whispers, “The other two before you tried to kill me, too, but they came to seethe error of their ways.
They came to understand the purity of our design. Y ou could too, Campion. | didn’t kill them. | haven’t
killed anyone. If they told you the same stories they told the others, and they told us, you' ve been lied to.
No one' s been killed here. No assassins, none of my followers, not even me. | aim to keep it that way.
Although | never mind killing assassins, actudly. That'sjugt, well, justice.”

The Light gets back up and addresses both BC and the rest of the room.

“Thisisthetrue church, Campion. We strive for red truth here. We actudly follow the true
teachings of Jesus Chrigt, not like the namby-pamby watered down pabulum that passesfor ‘ Chrigtianity’
today! That supposed ‘church’ that employs such asyou, Campion.” He straightens up and speaksin a
loud voice.

“Y ou stand for everything we' ve left behind in today’ s so-called church. Y ou are heresy
incarnate! Y ou have the nerve, the audacity to come here, to invade my home. Y ou masquerade...”

The Light leans over him again and tears the priestly collar off histhroat, “ ...asapriest! Who do
you think you are? Huh? Who do you think you are?’

BC doesn’t answer. Not out loud, anyway.

Who am I? For you, for today? | am the vengeance of the Lord, come to bring you that
much closer to the God you claimto worship. I’m your express trip to heaven, you arrogant fuck.



Asif BC has spoken out loud, The Light glares angrily down at him.

“Get him out of my sight! He sckensme. Throw him in one of the empty roomsfor now.”

Two men grab BC by hisarms and drag him out of the throne room. He' sdragged down along
corridor toasmall closet. They throw him on the floor, close and lock the door. He has just enough
roomto lieflat out on the floor. He lies there bound hand and foot in the dark.

WEell, at least I'm not dead. Not yet.

BC triesto keep track of time, but it gets harder asthe hours go by. At least 24 hours go by, as
far asBC canfigure, asheliesin the closet. When the door findly opens, The Light sandsin the
doorframe. Lights come on in the closet celling as The Light walksinto the closet carrying atray.

Nicetrick of the light. Yuck, bad pun. Punishment. Too easy. Gotta be careful. I’ m getting
punchy.

“Campion, areyou al right?1’ ve cometo ask your forgiveness.” The Light’ stone of voice and
body language has completely changed. “I now understand you' ve been sent to me as atest, achallenge
from God. And so far | havefailed that challenge. * If you love those who love you, what credit can you
expect? Even sinnerslove those who love them. And if you do good to those who do good to you, what
credit can you expect? For even snners do that much... Instead, love your enemies and do good to
them.” Luke six, thirty-two through thirty-five, mostly. In case you want to look it up later.

“Anyway, I’ ve cometo ask you to enjoy thisfood, to break bread with me. I’ ve brought my
Bible, too, if you'rewilling to pray with me. The New Jerusdlem Bible, my favorite trandation. Trandated
into English from the French. It' sa poetic trand ation.

“Will you egt with me, Campion?’

| will not answer. This guy isway out there. He's unstable, clearly believes his own shit.
That means he' s capable of anything. Well so am|.

“Will you pray with me?’

Five minutes go by in silence. The Light sitsand waitsfor BC to answer, then finally spesks
himsdlf.

“You test me. Fine. | love you, Campion, did you know that? As Jesuslovesyou, sodo|. You
are the most despicable creature | have ever encountered. Did you know that? Yes, | give you that
digtinction. The greatest test of unconditiona love | have ever faced. But | accept the challenge.”

Oh, thisis so all about you...

“I will leave you be, for now. | leave you the food, the bread, and the book, my Bible. I'll leave
thelightson. | will have one of my brothers come in and loose your bonds enough for you to eat and to
read. They’ll take you to the bathroom, too.

“I"d hep you mysdlf, but of course, then you could kill me. Jesus says| must love you, but |
don’'t haveto trust you blindly.” The Light chuckles, “ God respectsintelligence.”

The Light giveshim along look, asif trying to seeinsde him. He breaks his stare, turns, and
walks quickly out the door, leaving the light on as the door clicks shut behind him.

Two of The Light’ sfollowers show up ashort time after he' sgone. Without untying him, they lift
him to hisfeet and shuffle him down the corridor to asmall bathroom. They alow him to go in donewith
hisleft hand free, hisright ill tied by along rope to the binds around hisankle.

It' sawkward, but BC makesit work. He can hardly turn around in the tiny bathroom space, but
he manages and stsfor somelong anticipated relief.

After he sdonethey tie hisleft hand to hisright behind hisback and lead him to his closet. When
he' sinside, one man stands guard at the door while the other unties both hands so he can eat and,
presumably, read the Bible. They leave him done and lock the door.

What incredible hospitality! And so many entertainment options!

BC picksup the Bible, looks at it for afew seconds, and dropsit back on the floor next to the
tray. Thereisfood on thetray, and BC hasn't eaten. He' shungry, so he eats; achunk of bread, adice
of cheese, some sort of grain patty, and awater pack. It’ sfilling enough.

After awhile the two men return. They try to tie his hands again, but BC ressts. One of the men
grabsthetray and raisesit in the air above BC' s head, threstening to strike. BC relents. They tie his



hands, alittle looser than they were before. Then they turn off the light and leave him done again in the
dark.

BC fedssrange. Groggy.

Somach’s kinda queasy. They may have put something in the food. Damn, | should have
known... all that talk about love and meanwhile they’re... uh oh. Try to hold on... Drugging me up,
that’ s consistent with cult brainwashing techniques. Wow, hard to focus... losing my grip, my
senses merging together somehow, memory, smell, feeling, emotions, all cascading, crashing
together, mental noise, no filters no way to separate all of ithappens all atonce...

When he comesto his senses, BC can't be sure how much time has gone by. He'saone, on the
floor, in the dark.

For how long? Probably six, seven hours... | don’t know. Could be two days. More. No
way to know when they start dosing you. Why don’t they just kill me?

The men come back, walk him to the bathroom and feed him. Then they leave him doneinthe
littleroom. Thelight stayson. He'sgot nothing elseto do, o heleafsthrough the Bible,

Blah blah blah. Irrelevant ancient mumbo jumbo. Wonder where | find the part about
drugging your prisoners?

BC flipsthe pages of the massive book, waiting for... something. Anything out of the ordinary.
Any sign that they’ ve dosed him again.

Hmm. Nothing.

Hefdlsadeep. Hisguards wake him up.

“Lunch!”

Lunch? Already? That doesn’t seem right. Too soon.

They bring him to the bathroom again, and afterwards give him atuna sandwich and some water.
They leave him. He edts.

No psychedelic breakfast... let’ s see how electric lunch is. Hmm. Good tuna.

After about an hour, BC fedls his scomach twitch.

Uh oh.

Hisgut denches. His stomach fedslikeit' sflipping over indde.

Oh no... can't stop...

“Huaugrlahun!” BC dropsto his hands and knees, vomit erupting up out of him. Theré sno
holding it in. “Huaurgurgh!” Puke spews from his mouth like atunasmoothie splattering on thefloor.

Oh my god, this does not feel right...

He senses more than sees the door open, and a bucket is thrown in front of him as he beginsto
throw up again. “Hunh!” BC heaves.

There s nothing left inside! Jesus!

BC triesto St up on hisknees. Another gut-wrenching heave rips through him and he coughs out
bitter yellow bileinto the bucket. When it fedslikeit' s over, he sits back up on hiskneesagain. Two
guards are standing in the doorway. The one on the right has another bucket and a mop. The guard on
the left gepstoward him offering him awater packet.

| don’'t know if it’ll stay down, but it’s gotta taste better than this...

Hedrinksit down quickly.

Nope.

His stomach turns over. He hurls most of what he just drank back up into the bucket.

But it feels better than the bile...

“Badtuna” the guard who gave him the water says. BC just looks at him.

Fuck you.

The other guard movesinto the room and starts mopping up the vomit. The smedll is pungent,
amog overpowering, like asteaming pile of rotting fish and vinegar. BC feds his somach clench, but it
eases. He sitsback up. The guard with the mop looks at him.

“C’'mon!” Hethrusts the mop handle into BC' s hands. * Clean up your mess!”

Fuck you. Ah, what the fuck.



BC begins mopping up the floor.

I’ ve gotta stay here, might as well.

He cleans up best he can. When he' s done, the guard takes the mop back from him, and the
other guard motionsfor BC to follow him out the door. BC complies, shuffling into the corridor. They
lead him to the bathroom again, only thistime the guard hasagun.

What, lead pipes now going out of fashion? Wait... Isthat my gun?

“WEe re going to untie you, but | warn you, try anything and | will shoot you,” the guard says,
pointing the weapon at BC. He nods to the other guard, who bends down and begins untying BC.

Tempting, but no. Foolish.

The guard with the gun holds out abundle, tossing it to BC when his hands are untied.

“Clean clothes. Go ahead inside the bathroom, get cleaned up and changed. Y ou haveten
minutes. Any longer, | comein after you, and | will shoot you. Go ahead.”

Cool, my very own robe! Fuck. Might as well.

BC cleans up and changes, getstied back up and escorted back to his closet. Someone’ s come
while he was in the bathroom and finished cleaning the room. It’ s better than it was, but it till reeks of
sour, rotten fish.

Did they do that to me on purpose? Hard to tell. Wonder if I' [l be able to eat when dinner
comes?

BC waitsfor dinner. And waits. It seems|like hours go by.

How long hasit been? | thought it’d be an hour or two at most.

He pacesthe length of the closet afew hundred times. Bored, BC picks up the Bible again.

| could read it, | suppose. Might help keep me sane, keep me focused.

BC findshe can't redlly focus on reading.

Ah, whatever. Can't concentrate. I'll try later.

Hestsand waits.

Thisisridiculous. | don’t even feel nauseous anymore. Where are they?

After another couple of hours, aguard opensthe door.

“Here syour dinner.” Heleaves atray like the one the night before and leavesBC to
contemplate whether or not it's dosed. And whether histime senseis off.

Wasit really that long a time? If | was talking I’ d have asked him what kept him! The
guard acted normal enough, not asif he was late. Damn, I’m hungry, though. Gotta eat this crap
even if it islaced with some kind of holy bug juice.

Hewaits again after egting to seeif thereisany strangeness.

Hmm. Nope. Nothing. | don’t think so. I...

BC drifts off and deeps soundly.

They serve him breskfast, lunch and dinner, over the next couple of days. Each time he eats he
has to wonder if they dose him. They do dose him the second night, and BC findsit hard to focus the day
after at dl. Hetriesto clear histhoughts.

The intervals of time between my ‘meals don’t seemregular. They lengthen and contract.
They may be trying to fuck up my sense of time. Timeisfluid, changing, unfixed and uncertain.
How long have | been here, really?

They leavethelight onin hiscloset and give him day, turn it off for night accordingly, but BC is
growing sure theintervals aren’t consstent.

Neither are theintervals between the times they wake him up, take him to the bathroom, and
feed him. Sometimesit seems like only hours between his feedings and bathroom runs, sometimesit
seemslike aday or two.

It might be four days, | don’t know. They’re definitely fucking with my time sense. | don’t
think they' re giving me real “ nights’ and “ days.” And the food. I’ ve tripped out at least a couple
times. However long it’s been... | haven’t seen The Light again.

Findly, The Light returns. It fedslike aweek later to BC, but he can’t be sure.

“Mr. Campion! Will you talk to meyet? Hdllo?’



No.

BC saysnothing. After five minutes of slence The Light proclaims, “Very wel, then. I’'m having
you cleaned up and brought to dinner with us tonight, whether you' Il spesk to usor not. I ve beenfailing
my Lord with you. | haven’t had you a my table! We'll see you there tonight.”

Chapter Seventeen

BC finds himself cleaned up and sitting at dinner with The Light that night. He' s strapped to his chair
around the waist and around each leg, hisleft arm strapped down and hisright |eft free so he can est.

The warmest hospitality from my gracious hosts...

The food smells good. BC decidesto eat. They share the same common serving dishes, so if he's
getting anything funny in thefood, they dl are.

“Hope the food isgood, Mr. Campion!” The Light says.

BC stops edting. He puts down hisfork and just Sitsthere, staring back at The Light.

“Don’'t stop on my account! Go ahead, enjoy it!”

BC remains ill. The odorsfrom the food in front of him, the baked fish and the summer squash,
rise up and assault his senses, torturing him, testing his resolve, but he doesn'’t take another bite. He
daresa TheLight.

Fuck you.

BC doesn’t move. The others continue their meal. BC endures the torture of the smell of the
melting butter on the squash wafting over to him, the way thefish flakes off the plate onto the fork of the
woman next to him, the way she smiles and closes her eyes after eating thefish, savoring itstaste as she
chews, chews, and swallows.

At the end of the medl he' sled back to his clost, after The Light tells him, “maybe some day
you'll eat with us, Campion. Y ou just weren't ready. WEe || have something brought to you later.”

Later, asheeatsdonein hiscloset, The Light’ s voice suddenly booms out from a hidden
Speaker.

“I’'m glad to seeyou'refindly eeting, Mr. Campion. | do not wish you harm. | wishyou'd
renounce your intent to kill me. If you pray for it, Mr. Campion, if you really mean it, God will grant you
hisforgiveness. Y ou can confess and be healed and join us. Think about it, won’t you Mr. Campion?’

BC freezes. He stops esting, backs away from the food and curls up in the corner.

The Light must be watching me on some hidden camera, talking to me on a speaker
somewhere out of sight. | don’t know where the camera is, but | will perform for no one. Fuck
them for watching me. How long have they been watching me? No doubt this whole time. | should
have known, | guess | assumed, but Fuck it! Fuck The Light! This bites. Why not just kill me now?
Maybe | have to confess first. That could beit, or part of it. Confess so | can die pure, right? No
thanks. But maybe | can use a confession angle to my advantage...

The Light speaks again, over the spesker, “Ah. I'm sorry Mr. Campion, | should not have
disturbed you. Do not deprive yoursaf on my account.”

BC doesn't move.

“| don’'t want to keep you as a prisoner if | don’t haveto, Mr. Campion. But you are here to kill
me, and that redlly leaves me no choice. | will turn off the camera, now, though, and soon I'll stop talking
and switch off the com to thisroom entirely. Y ou' Il have your privacy back. Y ou will befreeto do as
you like. We will talk again soon, Mr. Campion.”

BC gtsin slence. After awhile he decidesto finish egting. The lights go out and hefals adeep.
He dreams of being chased, of being chased, of being chased, again and again. He wakes up when the
light come back on.

Morning? | just don’'t know. Less sure each time.



They bring him breakfast and a fresh robe. He eats, then changes, then sitsand waits.

How much time hasreally passed? Isit really a week? Feelslikeit. Maybe. I'mtrying to
maintain my focus, but it’s hard. | just don’t know. These guys are experienced at brainwashing.
I’m sure they teach that in Basic Cult 101, right? Lots of experience.

After atime, about “midday”, aman BC hasn't seen before enters his closet. He ssmall,
rounded, balding, robed like the others. He picks up The Light’ s Bible, and speaks after the door closes
behind him.

“Hello, Mr. Campion. My nameis Sylvester Kim. | am an assstant to The Light. Asheremains
your primary target, he' s asked me to come here to hear your confession. Are you ready to confess?’

BCignoreshim.

“I am here to take your confession, to offer you forgiveness and penance and absolution of your
sns, should you so desire. To welcome you into our family, should you confess and be reborn with usin
Jesus. Y ou can beforgiven, Mr. Campion, if you'll only renounce before God your misson to kill The
Light.”

Why not? I’ m stuck right now. This could be the way out. Then again, this could be just
setting me up to be killed with a pure heart. It might be okay to help me on my way to heaven
after my soul’ s been cleansed. I'll bet that’ s what they did to the other two before me.

“My... ahem, excuse me,” BC clears histhroat. He hasn't spoken for days. “My nameisBernard
Campion. | am apriest, duly ordained by his holiness Pope Peter the Second, New catholic Church. |
am an agent of the Pope, amember of the Office of Papal Operations, sent to investigate the man you
cdl ‘TheLight, for hisholiness. | am then to report back on conditions here. | am not hereto kill The
Light. | entered covertly to try to observe the Situation here without detection. Inthis| failed. | have
nothing to confess. Plus, if | confess, you'll kill me, right? So, no. .”

“I see. S0, then, you won't renounce al intent to kill The Light? Won't you ask the Lord to
forgive you for conspiring to kill HisHoly Servant on Earth?’

“I never planned to kill him. | never meant any harm. Y ou misunderstand my mission here. If it
makes you happy, sure, yes, | renounce al violence towards The Light. | never meant any.”

| liesowell, so easily. Let’s seeif he believes...

“Do you confessthese ins?”’

“Toyou? Or to everybody ligening in?’

“No oneisligening in. We arein the private sanctity of your confessiona.”

This place isjust about as roomy as those boxes, all right.

“Sure. | confess. Now, you kill me, right?’

“No, I have no wish to harm you, Mr. Campion. So, you confessto?’

“To having amed to deceive, S0 sorry.”

“Observetheforms, please.”

“What forms?’

“Y ou may not have these rulesin your lax new church, but we do. We begin, ‘ Bless me, Father,
for I have sinned. It has been, well, however long since my last confession and thesearemy sins.””

“So, you're a Father, then?’

“Yes. TheLight himsdf ordained me.”

“But he' sdiscredited. You'reno priest.”

“Under our rules, neither areyou.”

“So, then, arewe even?’

“I don't think s0.”

“No?’

“| don’t think you' re ready to confess, either.” Sylvester Kim turns and leavesthe closet. BCis
|eft doneagain.

The hidden speaker cracklesto life.

“Mr. Campion, Father Kim saysyou aren’t redly ready to confessyour sins. I’ m disappointed.”

The Light. Hello fuckhead.



BC doesn’'t answer. After amoment of silence The Light speaks again.

“Very well. Stay sllent, Mr. Campion.

“Y ou have my Bible. Have you even looked at it? That copy has beenin my family for years. |
giveit to you to read and reflect on, Mr. Campion, so you may meditate on the Word of God. Let me
recommend thefirst letter of John to you, for now. God is Love, Mr. Campion. If you do not know love,
you do not know God. What God do you serve, Mr. Campion?’

Arrogant Bastard.

The Light does not spesk again. They leave BC adone with the Bible for hours. No one comes
with food. No onelooksin on him, and the lights stay on.

| bet they're watching, though. | can almost fedl it. Where is that camera?

Eventualy, out of pure boredom, BC picks up the book.

At least it’s something. Something to read.

Heturnsto the First Letter of John, Chapter Six, and reads,

“Anyonewho says, ‘| love God' and hates his brother isaliar, snce whoever does not love the
brother whom he can see cannot love God, whom he has not seen.”

Nice words, anyway. Charming sentiment. Too bad no church seemsto follow them. His
specialness The Light doesn’t seem to heed them either, since he' s killed two men before me
already. And how many of his own followers?

BC isleft donewith the light on for along time, so he keepsreading. It's something to do. He
only used the Bible before to passthe“ seminary” course he took to become aminister, so he could set
up hisown “nonprofit” church.

Didn't really read it then, just found the answers | needed and copied them out of it.
Didn't really care what it had to say. It was a meansto end. Well, nothing elseto do...

BC reads. His days continue to passin ragged fashion, with some meals dosed, and some days
lasting God knows how long. But BC keeps reading, and begins to appreciate the Bible as a collection of
writings. He has nothing el se to do with his*days’ ashe dtsin hisbox, prisoner of The Light and his
followers, so he reads nonstop. Another week, maybe more, seemsto go by. Asthetime passes, he
finds himself reading al of the gospels, the Acts of the Apostles and their letters and the letters of Paul.

Never actually sat down and read the thing like a book before. Funny. Most of what Jesus
says, no one actually does, not anymore. This commune in space they have here might just be
closer to what He was describing back then. Are they subtly brainwashing me here or what?
Gotta remember, The Light really isa vicious fuck...

Chapter Eighteen

The Cardina sighs. His secretary, buzzing him with apriority cal, hasinterrupted his afternoon
nap. Again.

The Cardina has been receiving cals from Governor Marc Edwards. The cdls started when
Campion had been gone over two weeks. The governor asks each time if Campion hasreturned, and
day after day the Cardind’ sanswer isthe same:

“No, no, he' s till away on the Pope sbusiness, I'm afraid.”

And each day the governor says something like, “it’' s getting to bealong time...”

The Cardind’ sanswer isusudly something like, “ There sredly no telling how long it will take,”
to which Governor Edwards normally replies, “well, it's been two weeks,” then it’s “three weeks,” then
“four.”

When Edwards says, “ It s been over amonth,” and asks, as he often does, “aren’t you
worried?’ the Cardind findly admits, “wdll, yes... alittle”

This surprisesthe governor, and worries him.



“You'refindly worried, now?’

“Well, the Pope cdlled asking me if he was back. That makes me start to worry.”

“He madeit sound like it was only going to be about aweek when heleft. He couldn't tell me
what was up.”

“Hmmph. Y ou know morethan | do.”

“What can we do?”’

“I don't know. | don't redlly think we can do much of anything, except wait, and pray for him.”

“I"m not catholic, Cardind.”

“Then do whatever it isthat you do do, Governor. I'll be praying for him. Good day.”

Marc Edwards sgns off. He doesn't like the Cardinal, never has, and couldn’t see why
Governor McEntyre was chumming up to the guy back when. The Cardina doesn’t even get worried
about Campion, one of hisown men, until after amonth goes by. Edwardswondersif BC iseven il
alive, wonders where he is out there as he looks out over the surface of the moon, past the rising Earth,
into the deep carpet of stars.

BCisdill divein hisclosgt, hiscdl, killing time by reading the Bible. They leave hisbindings
looser now, so he can exercise alittle. He tries to keep some semblance of training going.

When he getsfood, he eats.

He' sdecided he can’t worry about what they’ re putting in the food. BC is sure they are drugging him,
but not every meal. And he knows he needs to eat to keep up his health, his strength and his energy, so
he eats what they give him and hopes his brain doesn’t end up too freshly scrubbed.

Sometimes they turn off the light, so he deeps. He can't really tell how long he degps when he does. He
knows sometimesthe lights are on for longer than afull day, sometimes shorter. HE s not sure how much
time has redlly passed. There are no clocksin hiscdl or aong the route they walk him down to get to the
bathrooms. There’sno way to tell what time of day or night it is, or how many days have gone by.

Three weeks? Four, maybe? | don’t know anymore. It’s been a long time since I’ ve been
brought anywhere else but the bathroom. Even a long time since I’ ve seen The Light.

BC gtsin hiscedl and looks down at the Bible. He' s read the book, knows it much better, now.
It' s helped him keep hiswits as he' sbided histimein the closet, given him something to do. HE s had the
chanceto think alot, to question... everything. His entire existence.

It's hard to maintain my vengeance of the Lord pose after reading this stuff for real. It's
not even in the New Testament. That’s Old Testament. Seems to me the vengeance stuff is what
Jesus was trying to eliminate, trying to change. Now it’s all wrong. Goddammit, why did | let
them get me thinking about this shit? | gotta get out of this place.

Onenight as hetriesto fal adeep, BC fedsthe room ped away from him, thewadls collapse. He
seesavast ocean spread out around him. He floats alone upon the sea.

God damned drugs. They’ ve dosed me again. | feel clearer thistime, though, but separate
from myself, floating on the water. | am detached. Isthis really some drug? This doesn’t feel like
the drugs they’ ve been dosing me with. Hallucination from hunger, or isolation? It feels strangely
good, right somehow.

Everything seems so simple. It's all so obvious from this height, laid out in front of me.
Options, potentials, possible repercussions. It seems| can grasp each of thementirely, in all their
complexity. If only each of us could see with such clarity. We'd all get along. It’s so obvious! We
just need to love. The more we love, the more we live after the body is left behind. That’s what
Jesus did, that’s what I’ m getting from all this reading. Everybody gets him wrong, everyone
ignores the inconvenient parts of the book.

| see so much, yet my eyes are closed. Thisocean isin my mind, thisisonly my cell, I'mon
the floor curled in the fetal position with my eyes scrunched closed.

WELL, THEN, OPEN YOUR EYES

What?

YOU HEARD ME. OPEN YOUR EYES

Oh, thisis great. Now I’ ve got audible hallucinations happening. Must be good drugs



they re feeding me. I’m not hearing anything. It’ s just inside my head.

MAYBE. MAYBE NOT. | CAN LIVE WITH THAT. OPEN YOUR EYES

I’m not hearing anything! Lalalalala...

C'MON, CUT IT OUT. OPEN YOUR EYES.

BC openshiseyes. Thereisalight around him. Heisin the center of the ocean, done on the
surface of the sea.

Yet somehow | can still see the lines of the cell, like two pictures superimposed, one over
the other. And, wait, there's someone out there, on the water, walking this way. It [ooks like The
Light!

YOU SEE ME ASHIM? NOT QUITE. THE OTHER IMAGERY WORKS, WALKING ON
WATER AND ALL. THAT SHAPPENED BEFORE. IT'SFUNNY HOW THE MIND WORKS
HOW IT PROCESSES THISKIND OF EXTRASENSORY INPUT. IT SALL ABOUT FRAMES OF
REFERENCE, REALLY. HOW DO YOU PERCEIVE THE UNPERCEIVABLE? BUT | AM NOT
THAT MAN. SEE ME ASSOMEONE ELSE. HE ISFLAWED, ASARE YOU. HE AT LEAST
TRIES THOUGH.

Man, I'mtripping hard.

THAT SONE WAY TO LOOK AT IT.

and you offer?

ANOTHER WAY. TO LOOK AT IT. YOU’ VE OPENED A DOORWAY. YOU' VE LET ME
IN. WHATEVER CHEMICALS ARE INVOLVED HAVE ONLY SERVED ASTHE KEYSTO OPEN
PASSAGEWAYSINS DE YOU, TO OPEN YOU TO THE POSSBILITIES, AND TO ME. YOU
UNLOCKED THE DOOR. | MERELY WALKED THROUGH.

Okay, sure, whatever. I’m talking to myself.

THAT SONE WAY TO LOOK AT IT.

and now I’ m repeating myself.

IT"SFOR EFFECT.

So, what, you' re supposed to be who, Jesus?

IF THAT WORKSFOR YOU. IT SA REASONABLE METAPHOR. YEAH, JESUS BUT
NOT ASPORTRAYED BY YOUR CHURCH, ASYOU’ RE BEGINNING TO SEE. | DON'T
RECOGNIZE THAT JESUSAT ALL.

Brainwashing is a wonderful thing. So, you're not really The Light, you're Jesus, and I'm
not really tripping, I’m having some sort of visitation, right. Now you’ |l tell me the benefits of the
cult’sdental plan and why | should sign up after you’ ve given my head a good scrubbing, right?

NO. I’'M JUST HERE. YOU OPENED THE DOOR...

...yeah, | know, you just walked through it. | heard you the first time.

MAYBE I'M YOUR CONSCIENCE? OF COURSE, YOU WOULDN' T RECOGNIZE ME
THEN, EITHER, NOW, WOULD YOU?

Funny.

LET STALK ABOUT YOUR CONSCIENCE.

Why?

DO YOU HAVE ONE?

| don’t know. | don’t know if | do. Actually, | don’t think too much about it at all, really.
Do 1? You tell me.

MAYBE AN UNDERDEVELOPED ONE. HARD FOR ME TO SAY.

I’ ve been serving a cause; hell, I’ ve been working for you if you' re Jesus.

OH, HAVE YOU, NOW?

Well, yeah. | serve the Pope.

AND THAT HELPSME HOW?

He' syour guy, isn't he?

SAYSWHO?

Says him. He does everything in your name.



YES HE DOES AND | FIND IT QUITE ANNOYING. FROM HIM, AND FROM
EVERYONE ELSE WHO KEEPS CLAIMING TO DO THINGSFOR ME, IN MY NAME. IF I'M
GOD, DO YOU THINK | NEED PEOPLE DOING STUFF FORME? IF I'M GOD, ‘THY WILL
BE DONE,” YOU KNOW, IT' SDONE! NAH, HE' SJUST ONE MORE SHMUCK ABUSING MY
NAME. I’'M THINKING OF CHANGING MY NAME, YOU KNOW? MAYBE TO SOMETHING
LIKE TED.

We beseech thee, Aimighty Ted?

‘JESUS ISJUST WAY TOO USED AND ABUSED. SO MANY HAVE KILLED FOR SO
LONG IN MY NAME. YOU DO THE SAME.

So sorry. Guess I’ m apologizing to myself. The psychs would have a field day with this
dream.

Well, then, what about The Light? Isn’t he guilty, too?

SURE. WE'RE ALL GUILTY.

He'skilled in your name as well.

HE' SKILLED MORE IN SELF DEFENSE THAN IN MY NAME. YOU’ VE GOT BAD
INFORMATION.

Or at least | want myself to think | do.

THAT SRIGHT, THISISJUST A HALLUCINATION. YOU’ RE TALKING TO
YOURSELF, TELLING YOURSELF WHAT YOU WANT TO HEAR. WHY DO YOU DENY ME?

Because you aren’t real. You're me, a figment of my imagination enhanced and animated
by whatever it is they’ ve been spiking my food with.

ARE YOU SO SURE OF THAT? WHY AM | STILL HERE?

Go away, then. Thiswill just be a fading memory in the morning.

YOU THINK SO? DO YOU BELIEVE, BC? WHAT DO YOU BELIEVE IN? DO YOU
BELIEVE IN ME?

| believein me. That'sall | can believein. | can’t waste my time and energy believing in
anyone else.

HOW SAD.

Sad? Not really. Practical. Realistic.

IT"SSAD. YOU DEPRIVE YOURSELF OF SO MUCH.

I’m not missing anything. Well, | miss not being in this place.

WHAT ABOUT LOVE?

Love? I've been in love. I” ve been with plenty of women. But whenever | trusted one, she
usually fucked me over. If that's love, I'll pass.

THAT SNOT WHAT | MEAN. YOU KNOW IT. THAT SNOT LOVE.

Yeah, but, you see, | thought it was at the time, each time. At least, | think | thought | was
in love. Another woman, one | didn’t even know that well or even get to fuck, just fucked me over
and left me for dead after trying to kill me. She was cute. | had seen her around, thought she was
interested. She was, but not in a good way. Love? Forget about it.

| CAN'T. IT SKINDA MY WHOLE DEAL, THE WHOLE LOVE THING. YOU HAVEN' T
EVEN COME REMOTELY CLOSE TO LOVE, TO REAL LOVE, OR TO ME, FOR THAT
MATTER. YOU USED MY NAME TO SMUGGLE AND PROFITEER, THEN TO KILL. YOU
KILL, YOU SAY, IN MY NAME, BUT MY NAME ISLOVE. YOU CAN'T DO THESE THINGSIN
THE NAME OF LOVE.

Sorry. Didn’t mean to piss you off.

YOU DIDN'T. YOU CAN'T, THOUGH SOME HAVE TRIED. | DON'T GET PISSED, |
JUST GET DISAPPOINTED. AND SOME HAVE SORELY TRIED MY PATIENCE, MUCH AS
YOU DO NOW. YOU DISAPPOINT ME, BC. YOU’ RE A PUPPET WHO SERVESA
PRETENDER. HE PULLS YOUR STRINGS HOW DOESIT FEEL TO BE SUCH A GOOD
PUPPET? OR ARE YOU A PUPPY? OBEYING YOUR ORDERS OBEYING YOUR MASTER. HE
HAS YOU WELL HOUSE TRAINED, WELL LEASHED, PUPPY.



If you're Jesus, I’ ve doneit for You.

NEITHER OF USBELIEVES THAT FOR A SECOND. YOU’ VE DONE IT FOR YOU AND
ONLY YOU, BC. SAD, AS| SAID. LOOK WHERE YOU ARE NOW, ALONE, DRUGGED, ON
THE FLOOR OF A CELL ON A DESERTED SPACE STATION RUN BY A CULT, SUFFERING
FROM SOME HOLY DELUSON OR VISON OR HALLUCINATION, ON THE EDGE OF
INSANITY. NO ONE KNOWS OR CARES THAT YOU’ RE MISSING. OH, SURE, YOUR
EMPLOYERSWILL CARE IF YOU DON' T GET THE JOB DONE, IF YOU DON'T KILL THE
LIGHT, BUT THEN THEY LL DENY THEY KNEW YOU WERE HERE, AND SEND SOMEONE
ELSE TO FINISH THE JOB. THEY DON' T CARE ABOUT YOU. YOU HAVE NO FRIENDS NO
FAMILY. NO ONE LOVES YOU. NO ONE MISSES YOU. SAD.

Harsh. Maybe even close to the truth. But | don’t need anybody else, you see? | don’t
answer to anyone else but me. | don’t want anyone to miss me, care about me, or to go and get
themselves killed trying to help me. You'reright. Thisis my situation, asit is. As| want it to be.

ARE YOU TRYING TO CONVINCE YOURSELF OR ME? AND YOU’ VE ALMOST MADE
A FRIEND OF GOVERNOR EDWARDS HAVEN'T YOU?

Part of the job.

RIGHT. COLD. BUT IF ALL THAT STRUE, WHY HAVE YOU OPENED YOURSELF TO
ME?

| didn’t. You'rejust here. | don’t know why.

YOU’ VE BEEN READING MY WORDS THE DRUGSOPEN YOU TO THE PLACE
INSIDE YOURSELF WHERE TIME AND SPACE CEASE TO EXIST. YOU FOUND ME THERE.
HERE, ON YOUR OCEAN. YOU CALLED TO ME ACROSS THE SURFACE OF YOUR SEA,
AND | CAME TO YOU. | AM HERE BECAUSE I'M ALWAYSHERE. I'M YOU. I'M A PART OF A
GREATER WHOLE, AND SO ARE YOU. I’'M HERE BECAUSE | FOUND MY WAY HERE, HOW
TO BE HERE, | ALWAYSDO. IT SSMPLE, REALLY. YOU JUST HAVE TO LOVE, MITHOUT
RESERVATIONS WITHOUT CONDITIONS

That’s not simple.

NOT FOR YOU. | KNOW. I'M SORRY FOR YOU. WHEN YOU LOVE THAT
COMPLETELY, THAT WELL, YOU FIND YOURSELF IN TOUCH WITH THAT GREATER
WHOLE, ALL THAT IS ALL | AM, ALL YOU ARE AND CAN BE. AND WHEN YOUR BODY
DIES YOU FIND YOU CAN STILL LOVE AND EVEN FORGIVE THOSE WHO KILL YOU. FOR
YOU DO NOT DIE, HAVING BECOME PART OF ALL THAT IS PART OF THE GREATER
WHOLE, BEFORE YOUR BODY PASSED AWAY. WHEN YOU' VE ALREADY GONE BEYOND
THE BOUNDS OF TIME AND SPACE THROUGH COMPLETE LOVE, THOUGH YOUR FLESH
HASBEEN THE FOCUS FOR YOUR LIVING AND LOVING ENERGY, YOU’'VE FOUND THE
WAY TO REMAIN ASTHE FLESH DECAYS

S0, because you loved so well yourself, your energy remains? You're immortal ?

NOT SO MUCH IMMORTAL ASJUST ALWAYS. BECAUSE | LOVE, | AM. AS| AM
WITH YOU NOW | ALSO WALK THE SHORESOF GALILEE, | VIST SAUL, | AM ALWAYS AT
ONCE.

You rose from the dead?

PART OF ME NEVER DIED. | JUST BECAME... SOMETHING MORE. A DIFFERENT
SORT OF PRESENCE. MY FIRST FOLLOWERSFELT IT WHEN THEY FINALLY BEGAN TO
GATHER BACK TOGETHER AFTER | WASKILLED, AND BEGAN TO REALIZE | WASNOT
GONE, BUT STILL WITH THEM. THEY PROCLAIMED, “ DEATH CANNOT CONTAIN HIM,”
AND THISISTHE BEST DESCRIPTION OF IT. | AM NOT CONTAINED.

I’msurprised my brain can make all this shit up. It sounds almost plausible. Good drugs.

HAVE IT YOURWAY, BC. BUT AT LEAST CONS DER SERVING LOVE, NOT HATE.
STOP KILLING. CAN YOU STOP?

No. If | stop, they kill me. No retirement except the final kind, I’'m afraid. It'stherules. |
didn’t exactly choose this line of work, it chose me.



YOU STARTED DOWN THE PATH YOURSELF. YOU MADE THE RULES YOU CAN
CHANGE THE RULES YOU HAVE THE SEED OF GREAT THINGSWITHIN YOU, BERNARD
CAMPION. LOVE WILL HELP IT GROW.

The bright light dims, and BC is once again done in the middle of his sea. He notices he can see
thewalls of his cell superimposed upon theimage of the ocean. Thelines of the room dowly become
more distinct. BC blinks and the room comes sharply into focus asthe lights flicker on and the door
opens.

Damn! Sammed back into reality. If you can call thisreality. What the fuck was that?

Two of hisguards enter. They motion to BC, gesturing for him to follow them out and down the
corridor. BC thinks over his dream as he shuffles down the hal.

That felt real inaway | can’'t put my finger on. | don’t feel all groggy now. | don’t feel all
dosed. ‘ Course, there’s probably so much in my system now I’m used to it. Ah, the bathroom.

They let him shower. He sees himsdlf in the mirror and laughs. His hair and beard have grown out
wildly.

Every inch the mad ancient prophet! Look at you! Just like them, now. Repent! The End is
Near!

“Hey, hurry up. The Light iswaiting for you.”

Finally, his majesty is granting me an audience...

BC isled back to the throne room, hisfirst time back therein at least a couple weeks. The Light
gtsinthethrone, on theraised dais.

“Hello again, Mr. Campion. We ve not spoken in sometime. Then again, ‘we' haven't spoken at
al, redly, have we? 1’ vetaked, and | know for the most part you' ve listened, but you' ve never said
anything. That might be consdered rude, Mr. Campion.”

BC keepssilent.

“Very wel, Mr. Campion. You did talk to Father Kim awhile back, so we know you have a
voice. You dmost confessed. Why won't you talk to me?’

What the fuck...

“What...” BC hasto clear histhroat. He hasn’'t spoken in along while now. “What about?’

“You're hereto kill me. They’ ve sent you to kill me, haven't they?’

“Why do you keep saying that?’

“I can seeitin your eyes. Theway you' relooking at me, right now. Theway you don’t ook at
me. Y ou're not as confident as you used to be, asyou'd like to be. The truth bleeds out.”

“If I didn’t think you' d have mekilled, I'd tell you to go fuck yourself, long and hard.”

“Why so defensive, Mr. Campion? | must have hit anerve. Y ou pretend to be apriest, but such
language...” The Light tskstsksat him.

“l amapriest.”

“Oh, redlly, and | suppose you do the Lord’ swork? Y ou're just ahumble missionary hereto
save us heretics, hmm?’

“| do the Lord swork, just asyou do.”

“What Lord? Who do you worship, Mr. Campion?No Lord | know! They probably tell you
this” The Light makesagun with hisfingersand pointsit a his head, then jerksaway fromit asif he's
being shot, "isthe Lord swork... do they? Did they tell you God,” The Light stood up, “would want me
gone?Did they?Isit The Lord’ sWill that | be removed? Y ou' rejust hereto help me get closer to Him,
then, aren’t you? Aren't you!”

“Whatever. Whatever you say.”

“Yes, itiswhatever | say around here! Thisismy home, our home, Mr. Campion! Wearea
family, acommunity inthe Lord! We are the body of Chrigt, Mr. Campion! Y ou’ ve been reading the
Book, | know you have.”

Damn. He has been watching me. Or having me watched. I’m a fucking lab rat.

The Light questions him, “Haven’t you seen the hypocrisy of your so-called church for what it is
now?’



“| see hypocrites everywhere | turn, your highness. Y our mgjesty...”

“Don't cdl methat!”

“You'reasbad asthey are...”

“Am 1?How dareyou...”

“Why not? Y ou' ve killed people in the name of God asameansto your ends. You'vekilled your
own people and mine, too. Y ou killed the two who came before me. Then lied to me about it.”

“Sdf defense, | assureyou.”

“What, no turn the other cheek?’

“And have it blown off? Hard to turn the other cheek when your head’ s been blown off, isn't it?
No, thank you.”

“That' snot in the Book. Some conviction you' ve got there. Impressve.”

“Impudent. | liked you better sllent.”

BC shutsup. TheLight waits. A long silence. Then, The Light speaks again.

“They did order you to kill me, didn’t they?”

“Why do you keep saying that?’

“Y ou arrive unannounced, you sneak in, you kill my brothers, you' re armed to the teeth when we
capture you trespassing...”

“...asweforgive those who trespass against us?’ BC interjects.

“Shut up!” The Light yells. Then he gets quiet, intense. “I know who you are, | know you and
your type, Campion. Someone like you takes life far too easily. And there’ s no other reason for you to
come here but for you to take mine. | will defend myself againgt you, too. | must, you see. So many times
the light has shonein thisworld, only to be brutaly snuffed out by the fearful and the ignorant. So many
great religious leaderslogt. I’ m trying not to let that happen to me.” The Light isred in the face, flushed,
and he gtarts coughing adry, raspy cough. Kim, at The Light' sright hand, leansin concerned, but The
Light brushes him back with a sweep of hishand.

When The Light stops coughing, BC says, “ So, you see yoursdlf as another Martin Luther King,
or Ghandi or maybe even Jesus, huh?’

The Light clears histhroat. “Mock me at your peril, Campion. There are many here. They follow
my word. They see my Light. ‘Long as| am inthisworld, | am the Light of thisworld,” Mr. Campion.
Do not mock me. Itisnot only my anger you stir up, but al of ours.”

“So spesketh the Light?”

“Do not mock me! Y ou do not yet know the pure righteous anger of God, Campion!”

“And you're the oneto bring it down on my sorry ass, isthat it?’

TheLight just glares at him, stays dlent. The Reverend Kim joinsin onthe sareaswel. BC
stares back at the both of them.

What the fuck.

“Why haven't you killed me dready? Are you keeping me divefor your amusement?’

“No. You do not anuse me.”

“Thenwhy?’

“I can’'t kill you. Not outright. It'snot my way.”

“What isyour way?’

“Y ou must be confessed, given achance to recant your ways.”

“Oh. | see. And then you kill me, right?”

“No. If you truly confess, redlly change your ways, if you' re honest and completely repentant,
we' d accept you as one of us.”

“You' d teke me asafollower?’

“If I redly believed you' d changed. Y ou’ d need to do some serious convincing. But as | believe
that Jesusismy savior and my Lord, so | also believe that no man is beyond redemption,” The Light fixes
his stare squarely on BC, " not even you, Campion. Even though | know you for the scum you are, | dso
know Jesus sat down at table with your kind. If He believed those as foul asyou can still be redeemed,
then so |, too, must believe. No man, no woman is beyond redemption in Jesus. Y ou sill have achance



to redeem yoursdlf.”

“You'd give methat chance? How do | redeem mysdf?’

Maybe thistime | can work the confession. My only chance of ever getting out of this...

“Do you think you' re cgpable of that degree of change, Campion? Do you redly haveit in you?’

“I don’t know. But your offer surprisssme. And | have been reading the Bible. What you say is
true. Our church isflawed. We don't follow Jesus s teachings as we should. And maybe thisismy
chanceto save mysdlf, to save what’ sleft of my soul, if you really mean what you' re saying. | accept
your offer.”

“It'snot redly my offer...” The Light looks up to Heaven, “but, good, I'm glad | can surprise
you. We do try to follow Christ’s example. He was fond of second chances, even third and fourth. So,
will you confess, then?

“Towhat? Towho? To you? Right here, now?’

“If you'reready. Y ou can confessto us dl, before the community, asthey did back in the earliest
days. Confess before the community, the body of Christ, and be absolved!” The Light draws up next to
BC and places his hands on his head.

Here goes... Hope they buy this...

“Bless me, Father, for | have sinned. It has been too long since my last confession. These are my
ans. | have plotted and tried to kill your servant. | havekilled your sheep. Please, | beg your forgiveness,
OhLord.”

The crowd around them erupts in arumble of murmurs and whispers. The Light’ sfollowers grow
angry a hearing BC' s blatant statement of offenses stated in so matter-of fact afashion. Kimraiseshis
ams, quietsthe crowd, and stillsthe murmuring.

The Light speaks, “ The Lord hears your sins and forgives them. Y ou are absolved of your ans...”

Phew...

“...and now you must serve your penance. Guards!”

Two of the robed and bearded men spring up a The Light’s bark and grab BC by either arm.
They begin dragging him out of the room.

“Hey! What are you doing? Y ou said you wouldn’t kill me!” BC yells. The men stop dragging
him asThe Light replies.

“Y ou must atone for your sins, Mr. Campion! Y ou can say you confess, you can start to free
your soul from torment, but confession isnot aget out of jail free card! Y ou must show you are truly
sorry for your sins by voluntarily taking on any penance we giveto you.

“I give you your penance, Campion. Y our penance is another week in your chamber. Y ou shall
read the New Testament and contempl ate trying to become more Chrigt like. Y ou may have aready
begun to save your soul tonight, Mr. Campion! Y ou may have just saved your lifeaswdll. | was quite
ready to have you killed as we began talking today, so consder thisavast improvement. Until next time!
Goodnight,” The Light says.

The guards again start to drag him out of the room. BC strugglesto get hisfeet back under him,
and hdf walks, haf sumbles hisway back to his cell between histwo escorts. He “voluntarily” goes
back insde, stsdown, and listens asthey close and lock the door once again. He picks up the Bible,
flipping it open to the Gospel according to Mark, chapter one.

Penance! Shit. Well, | think he actually bought it. We'll see... I’'msurethey’ll be
watching me to see how diligent my penance is. Better give them a good show.

Chapter Nineteen

BC isblinded by the light as the door to his closet opens. He' s been awake, Sitting cross-legged
inthe dark, serving his* penance’, thinking of different ways of killing The Light. He squints, trying to see



whoitis
It'stoo short to be The Light.

“I don't believe you. | don't believe your confession.”

Ah, Mr. Kim. Welcome...

“Why not, Father Kim? 1’ ve seen the error of my ways. I’ ve spent thislast month actualy
reading this damn thing,” BC nods at the Bible, thinks again, “poor choice of words, sorry. But | did read
it. The New Testament especiadly, just as He asked. We hereredly are closer to the ided s of the
community as Jesus proposed it, as you read about it in Actsand in The Letters. | waswrong.”

“Y ou werefull of shit, ill are. | seeright through you.”

“You know, Mr. Kim...” BC gets up and stands looking down on Kim.

“Father. Please.”

“Father Kim, sorry. Y ou don't strike me as being too much like the rest here, either. Y ou'refull
of afar amount of shit yoursdlf, aren’t you? Aren't you!”

Kim has something in hisright hand. BC seeshim roll afinger over it and the door closes behind
him. Kim holds up his hand to show BC asmall black plastic cube.

“Room controls. Lights, speakers, mics, cameras, lock, al controlled by this nifty little device.
One cube for each room in this section, the old sultan’ slittle prison. Or maybe his bordello, hard to tell.
At any rate, thisisthe one for this room. The sultan designed these controls to be both portable and
persond, so he could carry them and use them asfavors. If he gave you the cube he was giving you back
your privacy. This cube controls everything in thisroom, and can shut off the mics, the cameras, the
whole survelllance system. But just for thisroom.

“With the door closed and with thisin my hand, we are alone. No one can listen in on us. And so
| say again... | seeright through you, Campion, even if He doesn't. | ill see the murder in your eyes.

Y ou aren't hiding anything. Y ou don’t even know what day it is, do you?’

BC knows he doesn't.

Nope.

“You're nearly broken, Campion.”

“Bullshit. And why should | believe you about that thing,” BC says, pointing at the small black
plastic room control cube. “Y ou' rejust trying to set me up, trying to makeit look like | don’t regret my
past offenses. Y ou'retrying to show them | really haven't confessed in my heart, so they’ll kill me. Well it
won't work!”

“Jesus, Campion, will you quit playing for the cameras? They’ re off! 'Y ou can quit your act for
the time being. This controls any accessto thisroom, and it’sal off. See?’

Kim tosses the cube at BC.

Thewriting issmall, but legible. Controls for the camera, the mics, thelight, the lock... just as
Kimsaid. And dl turned off.

“Here,” Kim says, grabbing it back quickly. “1’m locking the door, that'sal. | want to talk to you
about something.”

“What, do you have a hidden tape recorder? Isthat it?’

“You are paranoid!”

“Wadll...” BClooksKim inthe eye, then looks around at the close walls of the room. “What'd
you expect?’

“Look, Campion, cdm down. Bottom line hereis, | want your help.”

“Y ou want my help?How can | help you? And why the fuck should |7’

“You don't know. Y ou' ve been in here thiswhole time. Those of uswho spend our timewith
The Light, we' ve been seeing him... change. Sometimes He' snot himself. Not like He used to be. HE's
been sick. He has mood swings, sudden shiftsin his attitudes and behavior. It's been happening alot
lately. Your arrival seemsto have driven him over the edge.

“Y ou’ ve seen him, the way he' s been with you. He was going to kill you after you first woke up
today, that was his plan. Then hefdt, | don’t know, sorry or something, because he knows too well who
you are. Do you know He' s done nothing but talk about you thiswholetime you' ve been in here? He's



spent hours watching you on the monitors, talking to us about your killings, the mockery of your riseto
the priesthood. He' s obsessed with you. He told me he wantsto kill you but he can't,” Kim says,
disgusted. “ God won't let Him, He says. He saysyou' reatest. Histest. | think He thinksyou're hisfind
test before He dies, and if HefailsHewon't end up at God' s side.”

“ S0, because He' s not Himself, He may want to believe me... but you wish | was dead. What,
you want meto kill mysdlf?Isthat how I can help you?’

“No. | want you to hdp mekill Him.”

Holy Shit, indeed! Out of left fucking field!

“What?’

Kim can't speek a first. Helookslike he can't believe he' sjust said what he just said. “1 want
you to help me remove Him. There. Now do you believe me?” Kim holds up the black cube, “I'd never
say something like that unless | was sure no one could hear us.”

“I can't believe you just said that. You want to kill Him?’

“I don’'t want to. | haveto. Y ou know what he said about religious |eaders dying young? Maybe
they haveto. Maybe it opsworking after awhile. Y ou do it for too long you begin to think of yoursdlf
as above everyone else, specid, being tested personally by God, eh? Then you' re no longer the great
religious leader. Seewhat | mean?’

“Not quite”

“Look, Campion, so far I'm the only onewho sees The Light declining likethis. If He can go out
now in ablaze of Holy Glory, he'll be amartyr and hislegend will be preserved, everything he built here
will be preserved.

“Butif | let Hisdecline continue, let Him visibly deteriorate in front of everyone, we'll loseit dl, thewhole
thing. The dream will die with Him, because He stoo tied into it!

“We need to set Him free, to set the dream free from him, the way it was set free when Jesus died. He,
too, shdl rise, just as Christ did. We'll make sure of it.”

“You keep saying ‘we'...”

“I need your help.”

“But why me? And how? My base of power ain’t what it used to be.”

“There s another reason you should help me. Do you fed clearer headed lately?’

“What do you mean?’

“| stopped the drugs they were feeding you about aweek ago. They were keeping you pretty
high. | need you clear headed and clean for thisto work. And | thought you might appreciateit.”

Now THAT' Sinteresting, considering that last hallucination... Is he lying? What is he up
to? What is he setting me up for?”

BC asks, “For what to work? Y ou' re not being too clear.”

“I haveaplan.”

God save me from the plans of short, overly ambitious, bald men.

“Of course. A plan. Wonderful.”

“The Light has been speaking of you as histest from God, as| said. Now, He' s speaking of you
as atest He has passed.

“I'm here, officialy, anyway, to ask you to eat with ustonight. Y ou are His great conversion, you see. A
brilliant accomplishment of the True Will of God and the Glory of His Son, Jesus Christ. And He seems
to redly believethisl | have... encouraged this. | know you still want Him deed, but I’ ve said nothing of
thekind to Him. To Him, | speak well of you. Very well. Extremey Well,” Kim says, and dmost chokes,
“itdisgussme.”

“I till don't know why you want my help. Or how | can help.”

“Y ou are the center of His universe right now. He stands at the center of our world, and so, then,
do you, for now. This places you where | can useyou.”

“Use me how?’

This should be good...

“What do you see when you look at me, Campion? | know. Short, bald, ambitious... am | right?’



That hitsit just about right...

“Sure”

“What you don't seeisacharismatic leader. I’'m just not the type. Don’t look it, can’'t act it. |
know it, and | can live with that. But this place, this group needs a charismatic leader to keep it together.
| think you could pull it off.”

“What?1’m not charismatic! I’'m no celebrity. I’ ve never even been big on public spesking... ”

“Y ou underestimate yourself, Campion. | want you to be the leader | can’t be, Campion.

“Don’'t misunderstand me, you won't redlly bein charge,” Kim laughs, “Hal 'Y ou wouldn’t want to be,
trust me. You'll be the figurehead, while | run the place. Asyou may have guessed, | aready run the
place, while The Light' sfollowersbask in Hisradiance. | can't let that Light sputter out. If HE squickly
extinguished, legends can be born, but if he rots on the throne we are doomed. | must act to guarantee
our very survival. When we take out The Light, someone hasto step in and fill the void. That can be
you.”

“Not me. Noway. Who'd bdieveit?’

“They will. We Il make them believeit. Trust me, The Light himsdlf has dready built you up into
something larger than life: Hisnemesis, Histest, His great new success!

“I'll help you get in even closer with The Light, close enough so Hetrusts you. If you can act the
part of the newly converted fanatic, | can convince The Light you’ ve come a the ordained timeto follow
him. In Hiseyes, I’ ll make you the son He never had. We' || make your choice as His successor
inevitable. Then, when the timeisright, we' Il make sure you' re in a Situation where no one can suspect
you of anything, and I’ [l administer apoison | found among your thingswhich | bdievewill kill Him asif
from aheart attack. Y ou'll then resist my attempts to elevate you, thereby ensuring your success asthe
rest demand you lead us.”

“That’ syour plan? Thisisfucking crazy. Y ou know that don't you?’

We don’'t have a fucking snowball’ s chance in hell of making this work.

“No, it redly isn't. Thiswill work. | have afew otherswho will support me as| support you. I've
just been waiting for the right time, the right ally to make thiswork. Y ou'reit. There sonly one problem.”

“Hereit comes. | knew it, there' salwaysaprob...”

“We have to do thisin the next two weeks.”

“Two weeks? Two fucking weeks!”

Oh my God this guy really isfucking crazy. They all are here. Two weeks?

“ Maybe two months, maybe, but two... Y ou are crazy. No way. And why? Why would you do
this, make me the boss?”’

“Because | can't be, likel said. The otherswon’t follow me. But they will follow you. And, on
top of that, you have alife to go back to off this Sation.

“Y ou see, Campion, I'm not asking you to stay here. Just the opposite. I’m asking you to go. Go
back to your life. Leave usaone here. You'll be The Light in absentia, spreading the word to the rest of
the world. So you'll need someone to run the station in your place while you're gone.”

“You.”

“Me. | can’'t bethe‘leader’ of thisgroup. But | can lead them. | do now, redlly. | keep this place
running, Campion. Do you think He has any idea how to maintain a space station?’

“I don't...”

“Not aclue, | assure you. He doesn’'t have to. He has me, why should He? With you, I'll have
your reflected power and your stature as afigurehead to use as | seefit. If | need you to come back for
somereason, I'll get in touch and you can return. | can't see you having to come back here too often. It
will be a perfect arrangement.

“We had better be going. But think about this as we eat. Watch His behavior. You'll seewhat |
mean. For dl hisanger and fear of you, Campion, He has a grudging admiration for you. He admires
your scrappiness, Hetold me so, in private.”

Thereisapounding on the door. The Light yells on the other Side.

“Kim! Areyou okay?’



Kim turns around and opens the door.

“I'mfine, gar.”

“The control for theroom ismissing!”

“I haveit. Here,” Kim givesit to Him. “I used it to turn on hislights.”

“Y ou locked the door, too. | thought Campion here might have gotten you, somehow. | want to
believe you' ve changed, Mr. Campion, but | till have my doubts, it seems. Well, let’ sforget about it and
head for the table, huh?It’ stimeto eat!”

Dinner isagain at the big table BC it at before. .. only thistime he’ snot tied down! They even
st him down closer to The Light at the table, at The Light’ s request. Another plentiful medl is sporead out
before him.

“I can't believe thefood! It's so good.”

“The Lord provides, Campion. We have hydroponic gardens that Father Kim managesto keep
running. We get alot of our vegetables that way. And there’ sasupply ship that comes each quarter. We
gtill have friends on Earth. They make sure we stay fed, keep usdive up here. Y ou just missed the last
ship, came just before you arrived. Next one comes in about two weeks.”

Ah... that explains Kim's deadline. But, shit! I’ ve been here almost three months! They had
to have kept me doped up for a while. They ve seriously fucked with my time sense. Well, I’'mon
that ship when it leaves here. That's my plan. But first | eat!

Thistimeat The Light' stable, BC lets himself enjoy the medl, even overindulging a bit. Stuffed to
the gillson hisfirg full med inweeks, he' samost faling adegp when The Light beginsto talk to him after
dinner.

“Kim tellsme you want to remain in that tiny room even after your penance.”

| do? He does? Sure...

“Yeah. | figureit reminds me of where I’ ve been, where | come from, and what | need to aspire
to. I'mused toit, too, | guess.”

“You don't haveto stay there, but | admire your ethic, Campion. Y ou surprise me. You have
moredisciplinethan | thought.” The Light laughs. “Maybe there' s hope for you yet!”

“Um, thanks”

“You've come along way dready, Mr. Campion. And you' ve till got aspine.”

“What?’

“I can seeit. You' ve dtill got backbone, Campion. So many of these sheep are just that. Sheep!
They can't think for themsalves anymore. Followers. They dwayswill be. Y ou're not likethem, are
you?’

“I'mnot?1’d liketo think I’m not... but | was following the Pope' s orders...”

“Y es, but you stopped. Y ou did not do what was obvioudly wrong. Y ou confessed, recanted.

Y ou’ ve seen the error of your ways, asthey say. Y et, thereis till stedl in you, Campion. I’ ve decided
something, right here and now. | think you could be one of my priests.”

Where' d that come from? One of Kinm's seeds springing to life?

“I can seeyou' re surprised. Good! Father Kim pointed out how far you' ve progressed, and how
much more priestly you are now than when you arrived pretending to BE apriest! Just your attitude
about your room reminds me of amonk and his cell. Y ou could be apriest, Campion.”

“I thought | wasone.”

“Ah, but now, you can be aredl one. One of mine! Do you want to be?’

“Yes, I'dlikethat. If you'll have me.”

Kim must have been working on Him. Thisistoo easy. It could all be a setup. But The
Light seemsto be for real in Hisunreality.

“We shall have you ordained next Sunday! | know it’s soon, but | see no reason to delay. Never
know how much time we have l&ft, do we, any of us, eh? Y ou' Il have some studying to do first, but we'll
grant that your former statusin the NcC givesyou aleg up, how’ sthat?’

“That' sfine. Thank you, Sr.”

“Y es, you're coming aong just fine, Campion. Just fine. Father Kim will ingtruct you thisweek in



what you' Il need for Sunday. Yes, let’sdo that. Thistest... Hmm, well, excuse me. | forgot... I'm, uh, I’'m
going to bed now. It s been quite aday! Seeep well, Campion. Welcometo The Body of Christ!” The
Light says, spreading his arms as He stands, encompassing the table, the people, the entire room with his
gesture. Then Heturns and leaves.

Grand exit. Guy likes hisdrama. Glad | can play arole. Didn't know | was gonna be one
of the stars, though....

Kim comesto hisroom early the next day.

“You'll have to come with me for breakfast. Now that you' re no longer a prisoner you no longer
get room service, either.”

“I'll take the trade off, thank you very much. So, where do we go for breakfagt?’

“Follow me”

Over the course of hisfirst week free, Kim shows BC around the sation. They are only using this
toroid, as Kim cdlsit. The other toroid isfor current storage and future expansion. BC learnswhere the
gdley is, thethrone room, The Light’s quarters, the main dining room, and everything srelaion to his
room and the bathrooms. He learns hisway around.

Hisdaily sessonswith Kim prep him to say theright thingsto The Light at dinner each night, to
strengthen the growing bond The Light fedswith BC. Father Kim aso coaches him on what to say on
Sunday. Hisordination.

I’ ve never really been ordained. Not like this. My first ordination came in the mail! My
second was a sort of ecumenical group thing. Maybe third time's the charm. Or maybe I'll finally
be damned for good. How much of this crap can | pretend to really believe? At least there’'s not
much chance of lightning striking me down on a space station...

The rest of the week and Sunday go by fast. The ordination itsdf isaritudigtic, kned, stand, sit,
lie prone, chant sort of blur as BC recites hislines, plays his part, and accepts a sash around his neck
symbolizing the Church as The Light declares, “Welcometo The Body of Christ, Father Bernard
Campion!”

Therest of Hisfollowers crowd in around BC, laying their hands on him, welcoming him.

Thisis so fucked up. | hope you know what you're doing, Kim.

After the ceremony comes another lavish dinner. The med is sumptuous, even though BC heard
Kim complain earlier that their supplies were dwindling and the supply ship couldn’t come soon enough.
Throughout dinner BC keeps up his happy front, whileinside feding hollow and phony.

Something has changed. | used to be able to play these kind of games without feeling
anything. Why should | feel bad about deceiving these people now?

When he gets up from the table after dinner, one of the younger women approaches him. She haslong
brown hair, and eastern, dmost dfin features; large dmond eyes, a petite nose, asmall, red blossom of
lips. When she speaks her voice sounds warm and fluid, flowing and kind.

“Father?’

“y e

“Do you have anyone to share your bed with you?’

“Ah, no.Nol don't.”

“I could join you, to help you celebrate your new onenesswith us, if you'd like.”

“I"dlike, but I can’t. Not tonight. | need to meditate on today, my sister. Thank you for your love
offering, my dear.”

Thewoman smileswisdly at him, “ Perhaps some other time, Father.”

“Perhaps. Goodnight... what was your name, Sster?’

“Ruth, Father. Goodnight.” She turns and walks away, turned down but not rejected. She looks
back at him once before she leaves the room entirely.

So that' show it is here. Membership hasits privileges! | could get used to this. Maybe |
won't leave. But then Kim would probably kill me himself!

The Light approaches from across the room.

“Father, I’m surprised you pass up Ruth’scharmd!” The Light upbraids him with alaugh, “I



should tell you, she doesn't offer them up often or to just anyone. Y ou’re alucky man! One shouldn’t
refuse one of God' sgiftswhen it isso fredy offered...”

“I need to think tonight, to takethisal in. I’'m sort of overwhelmed right now.”

“I see. Wdll, haveit your way, Campion. Father Campion! Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Sr.”

“Oh, and one morething,” The Light says, reaching into his pocket, “ herel” He hands BC the
little black plastic control cube for hisroom. “1t might even change your decision about Ruth. No one will
be watching you now. That’syours. Seep well.”

BC looks at the cube. “Thank you.”

TheLight smilesat him, then he turns and leaves the room, leaving BC by himsdlf inthedining
room. BC pockets the cube, leaves the dining hall, and finds hisway back to hisroom.

My closet. Home Sweet Home. Kim must have gotten The Light to give me that cube.
That’s why he wanted me to stay in this closet. So he and | could meet and talk without anyone
eavesdropping. Stuck in this cell. Just another week or so. Three months! Wonder if anyone misses
me?

“Governor Edwards?’

“Yes, Cadind?’

“Y es, governor, well, the, um, The Pope has asked me to convey hisregrets, but he can't...”

“Look, Cardinal, no offense, but the man is ducking my cals! I’ ve gone through the proper
channels, made the proper requests... It' s been over amonth since | made the request! I’ m the head of
Lunar Free State, Goddammit! Sorry, Cardind.”

“Apology accepted. Governor Edwards, you' ve got to understand, HisHoly Father isavery
busy man...”

“Good-bye, Cardind. Y ou tell hisroya holinessto look me up when he gets afree moment or
two, won't you?’

Edwards daps off the com, scowling.

“Betchathey’ ve dready written BC off,” he saysto himsdf. “Maybe | should, too.”

BC wakeswith hisarms around Ruth.
Oh yeah.
She' d been persistent. After her third night asking, BC gavein.

She was wonderful!

BC gares a her. Her long brown hair drapes down the middle of her back. He thinks of those
amond colored eyes, sharp and penetrating. He breathes her scent in asthey lie entangled together. She
smdlsof cinnamon and vanilla
Pounding on his door shatters hisreverie. Kim opens the door and stands there, eyes wide.

“Fether,” Ruth says.

“Daughter,” Kimreplies.

“Daughter? What, for real, daughter?’ BC stammers. Kim nods. Ruth kisses BC on the cheek,
wraps hersdlf in her clothes and runs out past Kim. He comesin closing the door behind him.

“Itisdone.”

“Done?’

“I did not think you'’ d refuse my daughter so many times. Sheisagood daughter.”

“Ruth isyour daughter? Y ou didn't tell me that. What is done?’
“The Light. While my daughter gave you your dibi, | did the deed. Heis dead. Come, quickly, we ve got
tojointhe others.” Kim opensthe door and speaksin adeliberately loud voice. “Mary found him this
morning. It lookslike His heart.”

Kim leads BC to the throne room. When BC enters, he sees the throne has been removed. Inits
placeisthe dinner table, cleared, draped with ablack cloth, the body of The Light lying in state upon it.
Followers are spread around the body, lying face down on the floor, crying, and lamenting the loss of



TheLight.

My job isdone! Remote killing. | can’t believe Kimdid it!

Kim gestures for him to approach the body. BC does, knedling down before the table.

Suddenly, The Light sitsup! Bolt upright, eyes wide open. His mouth opens, but no sound comes
out. He moves hismouth, asif to try to speak, but till there’s no sound.

Hefallsback upon thetable, hisarmsfdl to the sdesand hisright hand hits BC full in theface, asBC
pulls back away from the table.
BC fdlstothe side, trying to catch himsdf as he crashes from hiskneding position to the floor.

Theroomisfull of gagps and murmurs. Father Kim gets up from beside BC and looks down at
himin feigned amazemen.

“A dsign! The Light'slast breasth and he blesses Father Campion! What could it mean?’

BC looks up in true amazement at Kim. The crowd isaready pointing at him, talking about him,
as he gets back up on hisknees.

“TheLight blessed him!”

“Blessed by thelight!”

“Father Campion ischosen by The Light!”

That was Ruth.

Daddy’ slittle girl does her work well. She didn’t seemto be doing it for Daddy last night,
though. At least, | thought it was all for real. Never trust a woman, BC, you know better than
that!

She seeshim looking at her and amiles.

Well, that’sreal. Sweet girl. | like her. Won't trust her. Not too sure about the family...

Kim isaddressing the crowd. “I believe we have just seen something miraculous! The Light was
aready gone, his body lying dead upon the table, when suddenly he rises as Father Campion approached
him! He has anointed for usaNew Light!”

Oh, man, he’ sreaching! Thisistoo much, too soon...

Gasps and murmurs again fill the crowd.

It sclear not Al are buying what Father Kimissdlling.

“He snot one of usl” somebody shouts.

Kimturnsto thevoice. “The Light himself accepted him, heard his confession, took himin and
anointed him priest! What more does he need to do to become one of us? Will you turn away from The
Light so soon after He sleft us. Thisisfortuitous The Light must have known something! He didn't kill
Father Campion, but took him in. He took him on as atest, a project. He groomed him! Father
Campion'sarriva, converson and hisjoining usas The Light leaves usis God' s Will a work!”

BC knows what he hasto do.

“Father Kim, I’'m sorry, thisis very flattering, but | can’t accept what you' re saying. There sno
way I’'m aNew Light. These people need someone like you to lead them.”

Kim restsahand on his shoulder. “The Lord putsus dl in theright place a the right time, Father.
Who are we to question His plan? Y ou are here, now, because we need you to be here! You are The
New Light!”

“I don't know, Father Kim, thisisall so sudden, so overwhelming. | can’t think the Lord means
for meto bethe New Light...”

“I can help you, Father Campion. The signs are clear to me. Does anyone else seewhat | see?’

“| seal”

There are more answers from the people.

“Yes, Father Kim, | see. Heisblessed by The Light!”

“Therearesgns. Heisthe New Light!”

“The Light Blessed him from beyond the grave.”

“| see. Heisthe New Light!”

Thisistoo bizarre...

BC getsto hisfeet onthe dais, in front of the table on which liesthe body of The Light. He looks



out over the crowd. Kimison hisleft, egging on thefollowers, “The New Light!” Kim proclaims,
opening hisarmsto BC, presenting him. “The New Light!” Ruth says, as shelooks up a him from the
crowd, asmirk curling up the corners of her mouth.

| like that mouth. Maybe I'll just ook at those lips for a while. Need to focus on something
right now. Thisissurreal. What am | supposed to do now?

Ruth nudges two women, one on each side of her, and the three approach BC. They kned at his
feet. More of the congregation risesto join him on the dais. Hands begin to reach out for him, to touch
him. Hefeds Ruth’ s arm snake around him, and the arm of one of her friends on the other side, asthey
kned beside him. More of the crowd gets up, gathering around him, touching him. Kim issmiling a him.
Findly, he smilesback a Kim.

You bastard. Memo to self: remind me never to fuck with him. His daughter, yes, him, no.
Yeah, I’'m The Light, all right. Let’ s see...

“I will try to serve you well, my bothersand sisters. | don’t know that | can be what you want me
tobe”

“You dready are,” someone he doesn’'t know says. He can fed their love like apapable thing as
it pours off them.

| feel dirty. Could you have picked someone more unworthy? Thisis nice, but so wrong...

Even hisjagged, hardened cynicism beginsto melt asthey continueto gaze a him with full
attention.

What can | say?

“I can't tell you dl how much | lovedl of you, right now. You'redl incredible!”

Not lies. Just not the truth they think they heard.

“It doesn’'t matter what you' Il have me do. | can't thank you enough for even just letting mebe a
part of you. Thank you.”

One of thewomen looking up a him smilesand says, “Y ou do shine brightly, Father Campion.
Y ou do, whether you know it or not.”

Chapter Twenty

BC manages to disentangle himsdf from the middle of the love-in and looks around for Kim, who has
somehow managed to disappear. BC sees Kim' sbad dome flash around a corner in front of him over
towards Kim’'srooms. He follows and knocks on the door to Kim’sroom.

“Comein, Campion.”

The door opens. BC enters. Father Kim isinsde taking off his outer robe. BC waits until the
door closes behind him to speak.

“Y ou poured it on pretty thick back there, didn’t you?’

“Y ou weren't helping your cause much. Y our protests weren't even dl that convincing! |
wouldn’t have believed you, ‘oh, no, don’t pick me.’ | had to provide the drama. These people are used
toit!”

“How’ d you get the body to sit up like that? And his hand to hit me? Felt morelike adap than a
blessng, though.”

“I didn’t do anything. That just happened. | thought I’d useit, improvise.”

BC getsaserious chill and shakesit off.

“Spooky, isn't it, Campion?’

“That wasweird. | felt better when | thought you had doneit.”

“| thought he was long dead. | used the dropdead so it would look like a heart attack. He was

aready cold.”
“Wow. That's even freakier... So. What now, then?’



“The supply ship arrivesin two days, we got their confirmation this morning. They’ re en route.
They’ll take you back to the Moon when they return, and I’ [l take care of things here, aswe agreed.”

“Trying to get rid of me so soon? Don't you want to bask in the New Light?”

“Look, we agreed. | help you, you help me. | can run this place alot more effectively with you as
an absentee Holy Father.”

“I'mglad [ fit your plan. Mine wasn't working so well.”

“Y ou were theright man at the right time, Father. Most of what | said wastrue, just enhanced,”
Kim says. “ The two before you were dower, not as sharp. | couldn’t use them. Look, there’ s one more
thing you haveto do.. Y ou haveto officiate a The Light’ sfunera before you leave. Do you have any
cluewhat to do?’

“No.”

“More lessons, then. We' ll hold the Funeral Mass at 10 am tomorrow. That gives us plenty of
time to teach you the Catholic Funerd Mass.”

“Can’'twait.”

BC fedsasfilled in and informed as he can be when he prepares to say the mass the next
morning. Kim has been grilling him on what to do when, what comesfirg, next, last. They’ ve been going
over just what BC hasto know since the early morning hours.

“Y ou have to win them over with this. There are still many doubts, despite my assurances and the
loveyou fdt last night. Y our sermon is of vital importance. Do not fater,” Kimtels him asthey prepare
for the service the next morning.

“Gotcha”

The mass goes asit should, smoothly, up to the sermon. BC gets his chance to addressthe
congregation. He walks across the dais to the podium, clears histhroat, looks out across The Light's
followers, and then begins.

“I came among you as an outsider, and till, you took mein. | came among you asasinner, and
gtill, you took mein. | came among you as akiller, and still, you took mein. Where | sowed hatred, you
reaped love. How did you do it? How did you save awretched soul like mine?| can only say, | have
seen TheLight! The Light,” BC gestures at the open casket before him, * showed me so much, showed
me the error of my ways, and showed metheinfinite patience, and theinfinite love...” BC pausesfor
effect “...of God Himsdlf, of our Lord Jesus. He taught mewhat it wasto truly follow our Lord.”

If I had a shovel, I’ d shovel in the morning...

“My only regret isthat | could not spend more timewith Him! If | had only seen my error, the
fault in my ways, sooner! He had so much yet to teach. | have so much yet to learn. We dl are left now
without The Light to shine and lead the way, and we could get lost. | know Father Kim thinks1’m The
New Light, but | don't know... I'll try to shine. | tdll you thereislight within each of us, the Light of
Chrigt, and it’ sthere for each of usto find. We need to shine for each other. We need to shinefor
ourselves. We need to see that the Light is not dead, no! The Light isdive, indde of each and every one
of usl Wejust gottalet it shine. We need to help each other shine now, especidly, for it will seem dark
now that we havelost The Light.

“| spent deep prayerful timewith The Light, time amost out of time. | can amost be there with
Him againright now, if | alow mysdlf. Hisloveisdill there, | can il fed it, red and strong. He loved so
deeply, and so well, that His love continues to be with us, even though His body has ceased to bregthe.

“God islove, and this The Light has shown us. Thisiswhat Heilluminated. He showed usthe
sheer power of lovein our livesisunlimited, for it isthe power of God. How purdly can you love? How
well, how strongly? Thiswas His challenge. He often quoted to me the First Letter of John, ‘God is
Love, Campion!’ trying to teach me what truly following what Jesus taught really meant. The words of
Firgt John offer usapowerful challenge. We must love each other here and now, in thislife, or we are not
living as Jesusintended. Wefind our eternd lifein thislove! Thisisthe essence of the message. The Light
loved usadl sowell, so purdly, so truly, that heiswith us still whenever wethink of Himinlove! Think of
The Light! Remember HisLove! Canyou fed it? Do you fed Him? Heiswith usill, | assure you, with
usnow! And We must not forget Him!”



BC bows his head, looking down at the body in the casket.

“Father Kim has called me The New Light, but, truly, none can replace Him. If | have been
chosento follow Him, | can only hopeit is The Light himsalf choosing our next step, our further path. For
| fed cdledto adifferent path. | fed called to spread the news, the love of The Light, to the rest of the
world! The Light cameto you, to us, to draw us together, to make us the strong mustard seed, the kernel
about to explode into abundant life! 1 must now take the message back into the world.

“I will not be staying among you, but shining the Light unto the world to bring the message of The
Light to thosewho till Iabor onin error as| did, those who still exist in darkness!”

The crowd is shocked, surprised. Murmurs and gasps are followed by whispering. BC can hear
and sense thelr unease.

Alrighty, Kim, let’ s hope this works...

“Father Kim will lead in my stead while | am not here. We dl know he can keep ustogether,
even as| am apart from you. | will not be able to come back often, | fear, for | fear to draw attention to
us here, to thetrue cradle of our faith, until we are sure the world isready for us. Make no mistake, my
brothers and sigters, thisis our Eden. We have not left the garden! And yet, The Light leads me on to the
greater path. | just dare not lead those who would ruin this place back hereto hurt you, my new family,
thisbody of Chrigt! Thiscommunity built by The Light! Wewill continue to shinein His never-ending
lovel

“Wewill missyou, our Light, but we can see You shineon.”

BC beams at the crowd. Father Kim looks pleased. The crowd sounds uplifted, happy.

| think they like me. Now for the rest of this mass thing.

Therest of the funera mass cruisesby for BC. The tough part isover. He sglad to get it done,
get thewhole thing over with.

Glad to get off that altar. It’ s still not my element.

Father Kim comes up, “Y ou handled yoursdlf well. Those were true words you spoke, whether
you spoke them in truth or not.”

“Thanks, | think.”

BC waks among the people and around Fortune Station after the mass, killing time before the
supply ship arrives. The ship only docks for an hour, so onceit’s here he' s on hisway home. Helooks at
hiscell onelast time, traces his path to the bathroom, and walks one full circle around the donut.

Kimfindshimin hiswanderings.

“The shipishere. I'll walk you to the dock. Come on. Y ou'll be back on the Moon in about two days,
probably.”
Kim looks at the ground, then up a BC.

“Y ou’ ve changed, haven't you? Y ou' re different than when you arrived. | can seeit. Weredly
did get to you in spite of yoursdlf, didn’t we?’

“Youthink s0?7’

Let him have hisillusions. He did my job for me, after all...

“Yes, | do. | canseeitinyour eyes. Or maybe... I’ ve become too much like you,” Kim says,
pausing, “Now that I’ vekilled... you don't seem so evil. We dl do what we haveto do.”

“Isthat s0?’

“Here' sthe dock.”

The ship isunloading. BC seesthe captain directing the cargo off and walks up to him. Kim introduces
BC to Captain Engaway.

“Y ou're going back with us, then, eh?” Engaway saysto BC as he shakes his hand.

“That’ sthe plan.”

“Weleavein ahdf hour, no later. | recommend getting on board now. Thereisacabin ready for
you.”

“Thanks, | will.”

“Through the hatch on the left Side, then right as you get indgde. Find a crewman and ask for the
guest stateroom. They’ll tell you whereto go.”



“Thanks”

My departure’ s a lot less eventful than my arrival, that’s for sure.

“Good bye, Father Kim. | leave the placein your capable hands, right whereit’s always been.”

“Thanks, Campion. Shine on brightly. Check in now and then to help keep it legit, okay?’

“Sure. Seeya,”

BC ducksin through the hatch and airlock into anicer ship than the Paladin was. The guest
stateroom isroomy, and complete with a bed, desk and nightstand, with an attached refresher. There's
even aviewport. BC sits and watches their departure out his stateroom window. He seesthe dark
slhouette of Fortune Station melt into the blanket of Sarsasthey pull awvay.

This ship isfaster than the Paladin, and Kim said they’ll take a more direct route to Luna.
Two days! Two daysand I'll be home. Funny to think of the moon as home. Used to be Rome.
Before that Boston, for a little while. And the Finch station. Lunar Prime feels more like home
than any of themdid. | don’t know why.

BC asksto usetheradio, but he' sinformed they’ re traveling silent. Got to keep Fortune Station
off the proverbia radar. He lies down in his stateroom and thinks about the last three months.

| might not be a great “ Light” for these people, but despite what | said to them, their last
one wasn'’t that great anyway either. So much hatred masquerading as love, pretending to be
religion.

BC gets up and finds hisway to the ship’s common area to get something to eat. The Captainis
stting at atable playing solitaire. BC sits down at the table and asks the Captain how soon they’ll reach
the Moon. Helaughs.

“The Moon?We aren’t going to the Moon. We dways take off and land from Earth. Who told
you we were going to the Moon? We land in Panama, at the spaceport, in two days.”

Kim! That bastard.

They land in Panama. BC catches aquick connector to Vatican City. He' s been trying to contact
the home office since Captain Engaway began alowing communiceation the day before, but they won't
authorize or receive histransmissons.

Not a good sign.

BC checks out the news on his connecting flight. He' s been gone for three months. The war
hasn't intengified any. From what he can gather from the reports, no red territoria shifts have come
about. Everyone dill hastheir same holdings and principdities.

When he getsinto Vatican City hisID only getshim insdeto apoint. His appearanceisan issue. With his
wild hair and beard they don’t recognize him at first, but his 1D does check out. Findly, they usher him
into theinner sanctum of Pope Peter’ s Vatican to seethe Big Guy.

Peter standsin informal robesin asmal private sitting room in the Papa residence. Helooks BC
up and down as BC standsin front of him, looking like something out of the New Testament.

“Y ou flew over from Panamalooking like that? Well, | don’t suppose anyone would recognize
you. And you decided you had to grace us with a personal appearance, how nice, BC.” Peter switches
from fal se gppreciation to a scathing condemnation, “1 thought | told you not to come here?”

“Good to see you too,” BC mumbles.

“It's il good to see you, my boy. we have been worried about you, BC! Y ou know we
couldn’t send anybody after you, of course. We hoped you' d find your way out again. Y ou were gone a
long timethistime.”

“Comforting.”

“Stll. Y ou shouldn't have come here. Y ou know we have to be extra careful in your case, BC.
Y ou’ ve been off the radar, but we sill have those same worries, about you, about your vulnerabilities,
your cover. Y ou could be blackmailed. They know you now, who you are, what you' ve done. Y ou've
become our wesk link, BC.”

“Havel?Havel redly?’

How much does he really believe this? How much do | believe it? If that woman really
blew my cover, then why hasn’t it been blown? | mean, like, wide open? C'mon...



“Well, you do seem to be. Many would look at you as such. Though, now, to look at you,
hmmph, well, doubt if they’ d even recognize you.”

“If you' d accepted my communication | wouldn’t have had to come herein thefirst place. Look,
| know you have your concerns. We al know what happened on the moon, and | know you think I'm
now aliability to the organization. Let me show you otherwise. Look at the facts. The UIN hastried to
tie usto McEntyre' s assassination. They havefailed! They have nothing on me. They’ ve mentioned
nothing! I’ve come through the crisisl I’ ve done more than that. I’ ve laid the foundation for a productive
relationship for uswith the new Lunar Governor, Marc Edwards.”

“Yes, | know about that. Y ou know, he' s been caling me about you. A very persistent man. We
told him you were okay. Seems you have connected with him. Very good.”

“I turned those cultists on that station around for us, too. The Light isdead and gone, and I,” BC
sayswith aflourish, “am The New Light! Those people worship me! I’ ve proven my vaue, here,
dearly!”

“Y ou have, you have, BC. Fortune Station has been secured, eh? The Light, dead? Excellent.

Y ou are avauable agent, an asset to the Vatican and atrue soldier for Christ.”

“S0... what now?’

“Y ou go back to the moon. Spend a couple weeks here fird, recuperate, get ashave and a
haircut... please. Enjoy Italy for awhile, but then go back. We don’t know how secure your cover is.
Keep cultivating the PR position and flack for the Cardinal. Cultivate your relationship with Edwards, get
him solid on our Side. Develop the Situation.

“Most of al, maintain alow profile, and see what happens. Keep laying low for now. In the meantime,
I"ll try to think of wayswe can strengthen your cover.”

“Gredt.”

Wonderful...

“Marino! Show Campion to some temporary quarters, would you? Good-bye for now, BC.
WEe |l spesk again before you go back to the moon. Thank you. And good work, again, on Fortune.”

“Um, yeah. Thanks”

Chapter Twenty-One

| love Vatican City and S. Peter’s Square in the morning. | never get over the way you
can feel the history, the grandeur and great age of the buildings. History seems to resonate from
the ancient architecture, the old stones, like you could reach out and touch it, maybe get
transported back through time...

BC gtson thewindowsill of his borrowed gpartment in the Vatican. From his perch he surveys
the mishmash of ancient and modern that makes up Rome and Vatican City. As helooks out the window
at the external world of Rome, he contempl ates the nooks and crannies of theinterior Vatican City
grounds.

The Belvedere Gardens are beautiful, perfect place to sip an espresso and contemplate the
day. Ya know, that sounds like a plan... Funny, used to seem like time stood still here. Guess that
changed when the attacks started. Now time has caught up with a vengeance. The old police
residence is badly damaged. There was some damage to S. Peter’s and the square. Even the
gardens suffered. Nothing' s untouched. Everything seems more fragile now, somehow.

BC watches tourists pass by on the street below.

There are fewer pilgrims out here, I'mtold, fewer every day since the attacks began
hitting Vatican City.

At least they’re rebuilding. Hoping it’s not in vain, that it won't just get knocked down
again by the UIN. They’ ve done some repair work, but there are still so many places where the



bombs hit, the lasers burned, still a lot of black marks on the landscape not yet healed. Ancient
stones on top of each other for centuries have been knocked down leaving gaps in the old walls
like missing teeth from a smile. Although | don’t know why you’ d be smiling if you were missing
that many teeth...

| wonder what bothers the Curia more, the damage to the ancient buildings or the drop in
cash flow from the tourist trade? They' Il probably sell tickets to tour the ruins after things calm
down to make some money back, cover their losses.

That’swhat I'd do, come to think of it.

BC wanders by the commissary and picks up an espresso, intending to make hisway over to the
Belvedere Gardensfor his contemplated stroll. He brings the cup up to inhae the strong aroma of the
coffee, fed sthe warmth of the glass on hisfingers and pams as he bregthesin the aroma.

Mmmm. Certainly one of this place’' s best features...

“Campion!”

Fuck.

BC throws back the espresso like a shot and turnsto face...

...Marino. Must already be time. Shit, thought | had a while longer before the meeting. One
last tongue lashing from the Big Guy.

Cardind Marino stands with his handsfolded in front of him on the white bib of histraditiona
crimson robes, staring at BC. “He'll see you now. Please hurry, he sinamood.”

Wonderful.

“Righto.”

“He sin the public meeting room, third floor.”

“Thanks”

BC heads off to see The Pope. Ashewalks, histhoughts turn to the moon.

| can’t wait to get back to the Moon. This place is oppressive and boring.

| used to love it here. This was my home base.

Now, it seems stuffy, dead and lifeless. Boring. At least on the Moon | have something to
do. Not that they couldn’t find busy work for me here, if | was going to be here longer than just
these last three weeks.

There' s so much authority represented here, it makes me itch. Not my kind of place, for
sure. Thefood is great, and the espresso, but everything else... | don’'t know, I’d say it’stoo old,
but that’s not it, not entirely. Even in . Peter’s, even looking up at the ceiling of the Sistine, |
don’t feel the same sense of, | don’t know, “ holiness’ , | guess, that | felt on that stupid space
station. Hmm. How much of that is drug-related? They dosed me with a lot of funky
psychotropics. And made me their new messiah, kinda. Wild. And now, here | am, back in the
Vatican.

| wonder how ol’ Kimis doing a month into his Messiahship? Hope it’ s going smoothly for
the guy. I'd check in, but there’s no way for me to get through to him from here. I’ ve tried.
Communications office saysit’s a no go. Whatever that means. At least they let me talk to the
Moon.

Marc Edwards seems to be doing well. Turns out he’'sa real friend, kept calling the
Cardinal to ask where | was. Good to have a friend like that for a change.

BC islost in thought as he waks. He nods as he passes random functionariesin the halsashe
gets closer to the Pope' s meeting room. Some shoot him disgpproving, officious glances, some merely
ignore his passing.

It'sweird. Compared to Kim and even the crazy old Light himself, everyone here seems
like a businessman, not a holy man. They may be drugged up and crazy on Fortune Sation, but
they seem, | don’t know, morereal, more authentic... yeah, more holy, | guess.

Holier than the Big Guy, anyway. Gotta brace myself for the bitch out.

BC walksinto the antechamber of the Pontiff’s meeting hall. The Pope' s secretary, another
priest, looks up and nods at BC.



“Father Campion? Go right ahead in, he swaiting for you.”

Hewaves him by. BC opensthe heavy wooden door in front of him and walks into the papa
meeting room, where Pope Peter the Second awaits.

Heis seated in an ornately carved dark wooden throne; the stark white official robes of his office
contrast sharply with hisebony skin. Sharp, piercing brown eyeslight up hisface and size up BC.

“Bernard, good to see you!”

“Andyou, gr.”

Peter sares at BC, not saying anything.

BC shifts hisweight as he waits under the pontiff’ s gaze.

A minute? Five minutes? How long...

“| said we d talk again before you leave. Y ou have... questions?’ the old man finally asks him.

“Some”

“Y ou leave today, don’t you?’

“I’'m going back to the moon this afternoon.”

“And you want to know what’ s up, no doubt. | can understand that, er,” he pauses, his
eyebrows arch up, “that iswhat your questions are about, aren’t they?’

“Wadl, yeah. Am 1 inor out?’

“Youwouldn't be hereif you were out.”

BCqulps, “I see”

Pope Peter looks him squarein theeye, “Yes, | seeyou do. You're dtill in, for now.” He shiftsin
his chair, smoothes his robes, and looks back up a BC. “For now.”

“There haven't been any new revelations made by the UIN have there?’ BC protests. “1 found
no evidence of any exposure in my own investigating over the last two weeks here. Nothing in the news,
no new statements... was there something through secure channels?’

“No, nothing like that. They haven’t said anything more than they did origindly. But | believe
they’re holding on to theinformation,” Peter sayswith aheavy sgh.

“If they haveit...”

“Don’'t kid yoursdlf, you know they’ ve got something. She got you on cameracaling in here,
didn’'t she?’

“Yeah, | think so. She had it in front of her when | looked up.”

“Y our cover isblown, on someleve, unless she didn’t hit record or something foolish like that.
Areyou that lucky?’

“I'm dill here...” BC grins shegpighly.

“Right. For now,” Peter repeats. BC stops grinning.

Peter continues, “But know this. The knowledge they have of you, the evidence they have, isa
weapon they can use againg you. Againgt us. Againgt,” Peter looks around at the room, and beyond, “all
of us. The church, the UTZ, the Earth, the Moon. That’ s a powerful weapon. If | had aweapon like that,
| wouldn't useit until the time was just right, when it would do the most damage. | imaginethe UIN are
probably thinking the samething. They are being patient with their information ‘bomb’. And if nothing
else, the UIN has shown us throughout the years that they can be very, very patient.”

“So, what, then, I'm atime bomb?’

Pope Peter laughs, “Yes, | guessyou are, good anaogy. Huh, well, bad anaogy, too.” He stops
laughing and frowns

“S0... you want meto keep laying low? 1 can't get much lower than | just was.”

“Yes, | know. That was good!” Peter smiles, looks BC in the eye. * Y ou were off the radar
entirely! And you did the job where others had failed. And you left there in charge of the place! That was
very good!” Peter says.

BC triesto take the compliment.

“Wadll, kind of in charge,” BC says. “ There' sone of them, aFather Kim, who' sredly in charge.
I’'m afigurehead. | will have to go back there from time to time, though, to keep up appearances, keep
the place under our control.”



“Right,” Peter says. For amoment he seemsdidtracted. “Oh, yes,” he says, asif remembering
something, “While you' ve been recuperating here these last two weeks, I’ ve been thinking about what
we can do with you. I’ ve decided to assign someone to work with you.”

No fucking way!

“Work with me? 1 work alone. Period. | don’t want, | don’'t need apartner!” BC protests.

“Relax!” Peter admonishes him, “1 don’t mean a partner. But Cardina Andersen tellsmeyou're
not much of apriest...”

What the... | don’t need this shit again! Not from this guy!

BC dtartsto protest but Pope Peter just keeps talking.

“I’massgning you atrainer, of sorts. A tutor, to work with you on your presentation,” Peter
says.

Pope Peter draws close. BC can smdll sour garlic on hisbreath as heleansin.

“Y our cover hasto be complete, impenetrable,” he whispers. “Y ou snicker. You shouldn’t. You
need to be convincing asapriest or you fail.” He almost spits out the last word. He looks around, as if
looking for spiesin the shadowy corners of the room. “Y our cover won't hold up for asecond. You
need to work on plausibly presenting yourself asapriest!” Peter declares. He draws back away from
BC, looks down at hisdesk. “I’ve got someonein mind who'll be perfect. I ve dready assigned her.
She'll join you on the Moon in acouple of days.”

Thisis not good.

“I don’t know, gr...”

“Yes, you do know. Y ou know you' d better follow my orders. And thisisan order. Just in case
there was some confusion on your part. Thisis part of your job, Campion. She'll be reporting back to
my offices, too, so don’t think you can blow this off once you're out of here. | believeyou'll find the
Reverend Swan to be quite... well, persstent. Y es, quite persistent,” he chuckles,” she'll have you
whipped into shapein notime.”

“Wonderful.”

Can my life get any more annoying?

“Y ou can go now. Remember, keep your profile aslow as possible. Beaquiet little priestly PR
person for now, in the Cardind’ s shadow. Keep him out in front for us up there. And say amassoncein
awhile, for Christ’ssake,” Peter chucklesagain, “for Christ’s sake, heh. Love the pun,” he mumbles.

BC can fed Marino enter the room and move up behind him. BC bows to Pope Peter. Peter
extends hisright hand, ring thrust forward.

Aw, Jesus, this sucks.

BC leansforward and kisses the ring on the pope’ sfinger. Marino clears histhroat asBC
draightens.

“Y our holiness,” BC says, and nodsto Peter. He turns and is face to face with Marino.

“I can't go anywhere with thisonein my way,” BC saysin aloud voice.

“Fird, let him go, we' rethrough here,” Peter says. Marino, the First, kegps his eyeslocked on
BC' sashe stepsout of BC' sway. BC smiles his best fake amile.

“Thanks ever so much,” he saysto Marino, words dripping with sarcasm. Without glancing back
at Pope Peter he brushes past Marino, walks across the room, out the door, and down the hall.

No looking back.

Well, that was plain. Fuck up and you won't be here anymore. | certainly took “ here” to
mean “ alive” here. Lovely people I’ m messed up with.

“Campion! Where are you ssomping off to?’

M’ Bekke! Didn’'t even see him. Lost in thought. Haven't seen him since I’ ve been back.

“M’Bekke! How are you?’

“I amwdll, BC. | heard you did well on Fortune Station. Good job. Kept alow profile and took
out the objective. | must have taught you well.”

“Wel, wdl, wdl. Wdl, | wouldn't take any credit for my performance of lateif | wereyou,

M’ Bekke. My star ain't exactly risng around here right now.”



“Your situation is precarious. | pray for you, BC.”

“You'rekidding, right?’

“No. There are somethings| take serioudy. Despite gppearances otherwise. You' d do well to
remember that. And also remember | am your friend, as you have proven to be minein the past.”

“Thanks, M’ Bekke.” BC notices an avkward silence as he doesn't say anything else, neither
does M’ Bekke, but neither of them moves. Until M’ Bekke speaks.

“The new governor on the Moon appears to be your friend aswell. Hewas rather perastent in
his cals after you.”

“He sagood man, Governor Edwards. Not realy apoalitician at all.”

“Ishegay?’

What a question.

“I don't think so, M’ Bekke. Besides, you know I’'m not.”

“Y es, more sthe pity. That Edwardsis quite handsome.”

“Heissingle, M’Bekke. | don't know if he'sgay. If it ever comesup in conversation Il let him
know you're interested.”

“I only said he was persstent. | thought it was cute how he worried about you.”

“I don't know if he' syour type,” BC shrugs.

“Too bad, it' sbeen along time... Wdll, off with you then,” M’ Bekke gestures with hishands.
“Don’t you have aplaneto catch?’

“Y our concern istouching, M’ Bekke. My ship leaves soon.”

“It was good seeing you, BC. Remember, keep...”

“I know, alow profile. Gotchal Later, M’Bekke.” BC laughs and heads back to his gpartments.
He' s got about an hour before he leaves for the flight to the spaceport.

So much for the Belvedere Gardens, no time for quiet contemplation. Arrivederci, Roma...
Course, | don't have much to pack. It’ll be good to get outta here.

Chapter Twenty-Two

BC takes a short-hopper from Rome to Panama. In Panama he discovers his shuttle leaves for
Lunar Primein just over an hour.

Let'sseeif | can board the ship now, early. Be nice to settle in for the trip ahead.

His collar and credentias provide him with quick and easy accessto the ship well ahead of the
other passengers. He boards dmost immediately. The passenger cabin isempty. Most of the attendants
aren't even aboard yet. BC finds hisway to his seat, puts his carry ons away, and stretches out to grab
some deep before takeoff.

Nice. Sometimes | feel like someone really islooking out for me...

BC liesback on the reclining accel eration couch with his eyes closed, hovering on the edge of
deep.

The passenger cabin is mine alone for the next half an hour. Ahhh, the gift of blissful
slence...

BC isjarred awake as someone bouncesinto him. The passenger cabinisfull of people stowing
luggage, squeezing past each other inthe aide, and one of them hasjust plopped into the seat next to his,
bumping into and waking him up in the process.

Wonderful. Company.

A sckly sweset floral smell assaults hisnose,

What isthat? Roses dying in the sun? Is that perfume? My God! I’ m gonna gag.

“Hi there! | guesswe' re seat mates! I’'m Sharlena, Sharlena Swan. Reverend Swan, actudly. I'm
with the church. Ohlook, you are, too! Well, hello there Father!”



BC closes his eyes. He opens them back up. And focuses. Tall black woman, sky blue shirt with
aclericd callar, leaning forward, trying to push carry on luggage into a space too smdl for it under the
seet in front of her.

She's still there. Damn. I'd hoped | was hallucinating. That’s her, though, isn’t it? The one
assigned to “ whip meinto shape.” Thought she was supposed to come up in a couple days? Better
benice...

“Hi. | was, um, | was deeping. Sorry.”

“Oh, don't be sorry. Sorry | woke you up! I'm just really excited! I’ ve never been to the Moon
before; | could just die! I’ ve never even beenin space at dl. Isthisyour first time?’ thewords spill out in
arush.

“No.”

“Oh, good, so you'reaveteran! Y ou can tell me all about it when we' re on our way there,
Father... 7 Shefishesfor hisname.

“Actudly, if you'll forgive me, | was hoping to get some deep.”

She shuts up at this rebuke. BC closes hiseyes, but he can fed her energy shift from excited to
agitated as she quietly continuesto try to shove her bag beneath the segt in front of her and ready hersdlf
for takeoff. Her nonverbal grunts and grrs as she strains get louder, until she lets out an exasperated,
“oof.” BC opens his eyes again. One of the attendantsis standing in the aide next to Reverend Swan.

“Reverend? Ma am? We can stow that for you in back. It sredlly too large for that space.”

“But it smy bag!”

“It won't be safe there during the trip, ma am. Please?”’

“All right. Here,” she says, and hands the tote up to the attendant. The attendant strugglesto lift
and hold the bag, then turns and manages it back down the aide.

“Sorry,” Swan says when she sees he' sawake again. “ So, you' re going to the Moon, too?’

“Be pretty foolish of meto beonthisship if | wasn't, hun?’ BC shiftsin his sedt.

“So you'reawise guy, too, huh? I betchal know who you are. Y ou' re Father Bernard
Campion, aren't you?" She asks, looking him in the eye with an air of certainty and triumph.

“Who? No, sorry.” BC closes his eyes. Swan keepstalking.

“Redly?1 thought you might be. It d be a huge coincidence, but it could happen. I' m supposed
to work with another priest who' straveling up to the Moon, too. | wasn't even supposed to be on this
flight, but when | found out | could go early | jumped at the chance. Are you sure you' re not him?’

BC doesn't open hiseyes. “I'm sure.”

“Youwouldn't lie to another priest, would you, Father?’

BC mumbles anegative and pretendsto fal back adeep. A sharp pain lancesthrough his
temples. He stsup involuntarily.

“Areyou okay?’ She asks.

She sounds so far away... Woah, | don’t think so...

When BC comesto he's being smothered by Swan’ s sickly sweet perfume as shetriesto prop
him up. The attendant arrives with ahot towe for hisforehead.

“Y ou okay, Father?Y ou blacked out, started to dide down to thefloor,” Swan askswith
concern.

“Yeah, I'mfine. I’'m okay now. I... | get migraines,” BC says, pulling away from her
minigrations.

“Y eah, looks like you got awhopper,” she says as she settles back in her seat.

“I just need to deep,” BC says, closing hiseyes again. Thetowe feels good on hisforehead.

“Oh. Oh, sorry, Father. | didn’t mean to bother you. I’ll try to be quieter, so you can deep.”

Was that a hint of sarcasmin the reverend’ s voice? | wonder.

BC degps and the shuittle lifts off, carrying them to Lunar Prime. BC doesn't wake up until they
are just minutes from landing. The Reverend Swan, as good as her word, has been silent during the entire
eght hour flight.

At least she didn’t say anything to me that | could hear. What a dead seep! | must really



have been tired.

BC leans over to look out the viewport at the approaching moonscape. Reagan Station.
LunarPrime.

Almost looks like home. Been gone a while. Four months, plus.

BC watches the buildings, domes, passageways and bunkers of Reagan station grow closer.
Then something catches the corner of hiseye.

Fash!

It stherefor al of two seconds, but it’ sthere.

Was that a flasher? A flasher! Another one! Same type of ship. It didn’t look alien. But it
didn’t look like any human ship I’ ve ever seen, either. Damn!

BC feds his head split with sharp pain, like anice pick through his skull. He hasto close hiseyes,
fedls his consciousness swim then disappear. He only comes to when the Reverend Swan shakes him
awake.

“Father! We're here! We re on the Moon! Wake up! Head till bugging you? Maybeit’'sthe
cabin pressure. I'm sure I’ ll see you again Father, probably in church, huh? I’ m going now.”

“Goodbye,” BC says, groggily. Swan gives him a puzzled look, then turns to make her way
downtheade.

Got to get my shit together. Wonder if | did see that ship. Damn headaches. Where' d they
come from? Where' d that ship come from? Contrary to the testimony of the late Captain
Longeux, that one was awfully close to the Moon. What if they’ re actually locals? Got to be based
somewnhere. It looks like a Transpace ship, though, so it could be based anywhere between here
and Mars. Maybe in orbit. The Moon is a big place, too, though. Makes me wonder.

“Sr? Father? Areyou dl right?’

“What?" BC looks up. The attendant is standing in the aide next to hisrow.

“You'rethelast one on board. It' stimeto get off.”

“Right. Thanks”

Woah. Feeling kind of out of it. Got to wake the fuck up!

BC gets up, gets off the ship, makes hisway through the Lunar Prime spaceport and heads back
to hisroomsin the Vatican Misson.

Lunar Primeis bustling, people everywhere rushing to work, back home, on errands, socid calls.
Normal life continues for most people. BC does notice a couple of businesses are closed, shut up and
dark.

If I remember right, those were Moslem owned businesses. They’ ve no doubt left, since
their government is attacking us. Looks like there have been even more attacks. There's
construction everywhere. Maybe our section again, too. We' ve gotta do something to better
defend ourselves here. They' re gunning for us. You know, | really hopeit’s not my fault...

BC turns off the main concourse and walks down the smaller corridor that leads to the Vatican
Misson on the Moon. Everything' s shiny and bright, well lit.

Everything looks normal, but, | don’t know, it feels different, somehow. Probably just me.
I’mdifferent. | felt all right when | was at the Vatican, back on Earth. It’sjust since | got on that
ship this morning... Maybe | did get these headaches back at The Vatican but just don’t
remember? Is that possible?

What did they do to me out there on that crazy station? How many of those drugs they
laced my food with are still in my system? They checked me out back in Rome, but what if there’s
shit they missed? Too many questions. | don’t likeit.

There are too many messages waiting for him back in hisrooms. BC checks the most recent,
then stores the others away for the future. The two most recent messages are from the Cardina and
Marc Edwards.

“Hello, Campion,” The Cardind’s message begins. The Cardina sounds more somber than
usud. “Welcome back. I'll check in with you later today. There's... there s something | want to discuss
withyou.”



He doesn’'t sound like his usual bubbly self. Wonder what’ s up?

Edward’ smessageisnext. “BC! | hear you' re back today! Glad you're dive and well. | thought
you were gonna be gone a couple aweeks, not dmost haf ayear! Hope you're okay and dl. Cal me
when you' ve settled in. See you then.”

Thanks for caring, Marc.

BC' s conversation with M’ Bekke comes back to mind.

Nah. | don’t think he’ s gay... Does he have a girlfriend? Man, | need a girlfriend. A little
femal e companionship would be nice, and I’m not talking about the quality time I’ m going to have
to spend with the Reverend Swan.

BC looks around.

Funny, this place really does feel like home. Rome was okay. And | sure don’t miss my
little closet on Fortune Sation. It’s nice to come back here. I'll return my messages later...

He sinks down on his bed and falsfast adeep.

BC dreams no dreams. Just adeep, long night’ s deep. He still wakes up fedling hungover.

Did | go on a bender last night? | don’t remember ...

He checks his new messages. 34!

Thirty-four messages? Man, | just got back, who's calling me like this? Wait a sec, what’s
this?

The most current message is dated four days after the date he got back.

I’ ve been out cold for four days?

The Reverend Swan has been most persistent. At least ten of the messages are from her, both
voice and text.

Seems | missed a meeting yesterday. So sorry, Swan.

The Cardina and Edwards |eft severd each aswell. Edwards s most recent isfrom yesterday,
early. He actually sent amed tech to BC'sroom to check on his hedth.

“Hewent in on my orders, found you deeping. He said you' refine, but deep adeep,” Edwards
saysinthe message. “He said to let you rest, you must need it! I'll talk to you when you get up. Later.”

| should fedl better for having slept so long. Maybe | should see a doctor. If | get a spare
minute. Got some mad catching up to do.

BC'shead beginsto clear as he gets up, showers, cleans up and dressesfor the day. By thetime
he' s shaved hefedsfine. Helooks at himself in the mirror.

| look okay, | guess. My eyes |ook clear, not bloodshot, pupils normal, responsive... Just
my usual ugly self. Maybe older. | think the cult experience has aged me. No gray yet, that’ s good.
Maybe | just needed to catch up with myself. Process all the shit I’ ve been through. Hope there's
no permanent damage.

BC’sroom com goes off. Edwardsison theline.

“Hey, BC how areyou? | wasworried about you, man!”

“Y eah, guess | needed somerest, huh? I’ ve been through alot in these last couple months. I'm
okay, now.”

“Good, good. When you' ve got some time to spare in the next day or two look me up, okay?
It' [l be good to catch up with you. Plus, I’ ve got a couple of things | want to ask you about, get your
opinionon. Givemeadcdl, dl right?’

“Sure, Marc, | will. Gottafind out what the Cardina needs from mefirst, but oncel do I'll call
you. Thanksfor being afriend, Marc.”

Edwards sounds a little embarrassed, “Hey, BC, | don't have alot of friends, so | try to take
care of theones| do have, you know? Later.”

“Campion?’ The Cardind’s com cutsin as Edwards signs off. “ Father Campion, are you there?’

“Yes, Cadind, I'm here”

“Y ou feding better?’

“Yes, dr, | am, thanksfor asking.”

“Good. Come see me at once.”



“Sure, | will gr, beright there.”

He sounds weird. Bossy for him, too. Tense and nervous.

BC get dressed in basic blacks, checks his collar in the mirror, then sets off to see the Cardindl.

The Cardind’ s secretary waves him in, “ Go ahead, Father, he' s expecting you.”

The Cardind rises behind hisdesk. “Ah, Father Campion, good to see you're ill in one piece.
Comein, sit down.” He sits back down. BC sits down across from the Cardina in achair in front of the
desk.

He sounds more normal than he did on the com. That’s good.

Silence ensues. BC and the Cardina sit across from each other. Neither saysaword. The
Cardina looks down at his empty desktop, asif sudying something BC can’'t see. BC just walts.

Preoccupied by something... Heisn’t even looking at me! What is up with this?

After along few minutes, the Cardinal looks up, looks BC in the eyes.

“I'vejust recently found out about your last ‘mission’, the one that kept you away so long.”

“What?’

“You'resurprised, | know. I’m not supposed to know thesethings,” the Cardina laughs
nervoudy. "Usudly | don't want to. But thistime| do. And | hear you, what, | don’t know, what do you
cdl itinyour line of work? What? Eliminated? Neutralized? Fixed? Took care of.. whatever. | hear
you' vekilled the onewho called himsdf The Light.”

Wow. Entirely unexpected!

“I can seeyou're surprised | know this. Well, I have my reasonsfor knowing. But isit true? Was
it you? Did you kill him?Wasthat your misson?’

“I redly don't know what to tdll you, Cardindl...”

“Hmm. Guessyou can't say, eh? Top secret or something like that?’

“Something like that.”

“Ishe dead?’

“Look, Cardind, | redly can't...”

“Heisdead, isn't he?| can seeit in your eyes, Campion.”

What can | say?

“Did you know he was an old friend of mine?‘The Light'?” The Cardind asks. He doesn't wait
for an answer, just goes on. “We werein seminary together, al those ages ago. Seemslike another life,
another world ago, now.”

“Redly?’

This| didn’t know. Small world. Small fucking universe.

“He was once agood man, Campion. A true man of God. Hetruly believed.”

“He bdlieved until theend, Cardina.”

The Cardind sngpsto full attention, eyesonfireat BC' stacit admission.

“Soyou didkill him!”

Whoa! Back, boy!

“No! | did not kill him! But heisdead. I'm sorry you' ve lost your friend.”

The Cardind camsdown. “I lost him along time ago, Campion. But you did go there, to his
gation? Tokill him?

What the hell...

“Yes, | did. Under orders. But | failed. They captured me, dosed me with God knows what
drugs, and tried to brainwash me. It was torture; they made meread the Bible all thetime,” BC chuckles,
trying to lighten the mood.

“I don't see the humor in any of this, Campion,” The Cardina says darkly.

“No, | seethat.” Jeesh. “Look, he meant well. But in the end, one of hisown peoplekilled him,
because they felt he had lost hisway. They used meto help them, and then they let me go. And set me
up as an absentee leader, afigurehead for them to work behind.”

“S0... did you get to know him before the end?’

“Pardon?’



“Did you get to know The Light?’

“Sort of

“Did you think he was agood man?’

“Honestly?”

“Honestly.”

“No.” BC shakeshishead. “1 don’t think anyone who sets himself up asagod, or God’'s sole
representative, isagood man. | think he was delusional. He might have meant well, started out good, but
he couldn’t see his own faults, see where he was going, what he was doing. Plus, he had them starve me,
drug me, keep mein the dark for extended periods, mess with my head... those aren’t the tactics of a
good man, Cardind.”

“Y et you have changed. And | think, maybe, for the better. | can seethat in your eyes, Father.
Maybe not brainwashed, but... he got to you, didn’t he?’

“Maybe. In someway.” BC admits grudgingly. “But | never bought his philosophies. | didwhat |
had to, to get out of there, but I’ m not born again or anything like that.”

“Wél, hewas never into the old ‘born again’ thing...” The Cardind protests.

“Y ou know what | mean. Born into hiswhole *back to the future’ dedl, wearing robes on a space
station, getting back to the first century from amile high in orbit. Somehow, | never could seethe early
Chrigiansliving like astronauts. Still, | did learn alot. | actudly read the Bible. Thereis somevdidity to
TheLight'sarguments that the church isn't what it was origindly intended to be, what Jesus wanted it to
be”

“He gtill taught that, en? And they wear robes?” The Cardind beginsto relax alittle. “Y ou have
been changed, Campion. Maybe more than you know. And | trust you when you say you didn’t kill him.
Youdidn't, right?’

“No, gr. | did not. | give you my word, for what it' sworth. It was one of hisown.”

“Thank you, Campion.”

BC fedslike the meeting isover, and getsup to leave.

| guess the Cardinal heard what he needed to hear ... but how the hell did he know all that?
He had to know someone either on the station or somehow affiliated with them.

“Campion?’

BC stops, answersthe Cardind. “Yes?’

“Will things get back to, well, more ‘norma’ now?’ Helooks up a BC with painin hiseyes. BC
feelsthe need to reassure him.

“Depending on how you define norma, Cardind, yeah, | think so. It' sredly up to the UIN, when
you think about it.”

“Warmongers! They hate us, you know that don’t you, Campion? It's them you should be
‘fixing'!” The Cardind spitsout.

“Of course”

Didn’'t mean to set him off...

“I'll check back with you later, Cardind. I ve got to go see the governor.”

“Very well, then, Campion.” The Cardina looks back down at his desk, again asif studying
something BC cannot see.

“Thank you, sr,” BC says, and turnsto go. He leavesthe Cardinad’ s study and heads back
towards his rooms.

Glad that’s over with! How could | know The Light and The Cardinal were old buds? And
how did he know what | was up to? Maybe my cover isblown...

BC turnsthe corner onto the corridor leading down to his rooms and groans. The Reverend
Sharlena Swan is standing directly in front of the doorway to his quarters. He triesto turn around before
she spots him, but she' sseeshim al the same.

She shouts after him, “ Father Campion!”

As he casudly waks away, she runs up after him.

“Oh no, Father, you' re not getting away from meagain! | know who you are now!”



She passes him and stands directly in front of him. A tall woman, she glaresa him eyeto eye.
“You know, it'snot niceto lieto afdlow priest, Father Bernard Campion!”

“Sorry about that. | try to travel incognito, part of the job. Y ou should ve known that.” BC
keeps up abraveface.

“Mysterious BS from BC, how gpropos. How OPO!” Swan laughs a her own wordplay.

“Doyou mind?” BC saysin aloud whisper, giving Swan asharp look.

We'rein a fucking public corridor, shut up about the OPO...

“Sorry, secret agent man,” she says, undeterred. 1’ ve been assigned to you by the Pope himsdlf,
and | have the Cardind’ s blessing to take up your time for training, and you’ ve dready lied to me and
avoided me. Y ou haven't returned any of my messages...”

“I’ve been out of it for the last couple days. Literaly. Blacked out for four days straight, you can
check the medicd recordsif you want.”

“Those headaches, like on the shuttle? That was no act, | could tell. You werein pain. | felt bad
for you... until | found out who you were and how you'd lied to me!”

“Jeesh, dl right, dready. Yeah, I'm alittle worse for wear after my last assignment. | needed
some down time to recuperate. But I'll work with you. The Popetold mel had to.”

“Y eah, hetold me to make you, ‘more priest, lessPR man’,” she laughs.

Did he now? The Bastard!

“Look, Father. I’'m not ahard person to get dong with. This doesn't have to be a painful
process. | teach priests and seminarians al the time, and no one has been killed or even maimed,” she
looks down her nose at him, “up until now. So let’s get started!”

“What, started maiming?’ BC shakes his head when she just glares back at him. “ A joke?
C'mon! Fine, we ll get started. Only not right now.”

“Y ou sound like Augustine.” She shakes her head, “Why not right now? No time like the
present!”

“Sure. Right. But, look, I’ ve got an gppointment with the governor right now, okay? I’ ve got
important business, church business, to attend to.”

“I’'m talking about important church business of yours, too.

Persistent.

“Yes, you are. Fine. Later on, we'll start. For now, you'll have to excuse me.”

BC turns and walks back to the door to his quarters. Swan follows behind him.

“Don'’t think you' ve escaped me, Father,” she says. “I have it on the highest authority. Y our holy
assismine, at least three hours aday!”

Damn, is that smoke coming out of her ears?

“I'll seeyou thisafternoon at three!” shetdlshim. She turns and storms off down the corridor.

Oh, I can seethisis gonna be fun.

BC opensthe doorsto his quarters, ducksinside and closes and locks them behind him.

Freeat last...

Hewakswithout stopping through his living room to his bedroom. He sits down on the bed and
rubs hisface with both hands. A lingering flicker of aheadacheislurking just beyond his attention,
glimmering like mirrors on the periphery of hissight, and somehow behind his eyes at the sametime.

Trying not to pay it any attention. Hoping it goes away. Svan didn’t help it any, that’s for
aure. It'salmost a little like vertigo. Or the remains of a bad hangover. It could be. A bad drug
hangover, from the psychedelic cocktails they fed me on Fortune Station. It could be. Even a
month later, though? | don’t know. Well, gotta call Marc.

“ Get me Governor Edwards,” BC calls out to the com. After ashort pause, the com dingshim
back to let him know Edwardsison theline.

“Edwards here.”

“Hey Marc. It'sBC. Still want to do some lunch?’

“Had we scheduled lunch?’ Edwardsis confused.

“Y ou were my excuse to get out of a couple meetings, so | was hoping...”



Edwardslaughs, “ That' sfine, it can be my excuse to get out of a couple things here, too. You
wannameet me herein about a half hour?’

“Sure, that sounds good. Half an hour.”

“Seeyou then.”

The com clicks off and BC stsin the sllence, rubbing his eyes, histemples, thinking.

Slenceisbliss. Damn Peter for sicking Svan on me. She's a piece of fucking work. Can't
stand her already. She seems more like the Cardinal’ s type of priest than Pope Peter’s. I'm
tempted to call and complain, but it’d do no good. No good at all.

I’d like to believe that maybe it’ s just massive stress causing these headaches. But deep
down | know it’s not ‘just stress'. It’s not like a concussion or a hangover, it's more... what?
Echoey, | guess. Things echo. And things shine, too, like the flicker and glimmer of mirrorsin the
corners of my eyes. The echo and the shine, just all too much all at once. And all | wanttodois
make it stop. Make it stop!

BC fedsthe shimmering ease. The echoing stops. He drops his hands, openshiseyesagain. He
blinks.

There. | think I'm okay. For now. Wish that worked every time.

Chapter Twenty-Three

An hour and ahaf later, BC and Marc Edwards are finishing lunch at one of the burger joints off the
main dome. BC fedsredlly good for thefirst timein months.

Happy, almost. Don’t want to think that too hard, might jinx it.

“Y ou were right about the CdiforniaBurger. The guacamolewasredly rich.”

“We just had a good avocado harvest from hydro. Report crossed my desk yesterday.
Sometimes being the governor can be an asset in waysyou' d never imagine,” Edwards sayswith alittle
chuckle. He finishes his own burger off with afina bite and a smile as he chews. BC fedls someone
gpproach from behind.

“Héello! Father Campion! What a coincidence!”

Swan! So much for happiness. Maybe | did jinx myself...

She walks around and smiles down at the governor and BC as she stands between them
tableside.

“Reverend Swan, how good to seeyou again. I’'m having lunch.”

“Lookslikeyou had lunch, Father. Was it good?’

Edwards clears histhroat, “BC — you going to introduce me?’

BC grudgingly remembers his manners, “ Sorry, Marc. Governor Marc Edwards, may | introduce
the Reverend Sharlena Swan.”

Edwards stands and shakes her hand, “ Reverend.”

“Governor. Niceto meet you. Y ou have anice city here”

“Thank you.”

“I lovethisdome! I’'m checking out the stores and restaurants. | have sometimeto kill beforel
meet with the Father here at three.”

BC groans. Edwards and Swan both [ook at him.

BC laughsanervouslaugh, “Did | say that out loud?’

Swan shakes her head. “Well, as| was saying before | was, um, interrupted, I’ m enjoying
exploring your city, governor. I'll be on my way, now.” Shelooksat BC, “It’'sgood to see everything
hereisjust as| wastold it would be,” She turns back to Edwards, “| wastold Lunar Prime s main dome
isbeautiful, and it is.” She nods, “ Governor Edwards. Father. See you shortly.” Sheturns and walks

avay.



“Sheseemsnice” Edwards says. “I don’'t seewhy you don't like her. You know,” helowershis
voice, “you could have been nicer.”

BC explodes, “Nicer! She was checking up on me!”

“What?’

“She was checking up on me! Checking up to seethat | was actually having lunch with you, with
the governor! Y ou heard her,” BC imitates her voice, adding some bitchiness, “’ just making sure
everything hereisjust as| wastold it would be!” ”

“ She was complementing the dome! And, anyway, why would she be checking up on you in the
first place? Is she your new boss?” Marc askshim.

“Hal Far fromit! But shewas assigned by the Popeto train mein some of my ‘priestly
shortcomings', so she has something on me. | have to spend three hours aday with her for the next
couple months, learning what I’ m supposed to aready know. She's supposed to teach me to be a better
priest.”

“So why check up on you?’

“Likel told youwhen | called you for lunch, you were my excuse.”

“To get away from her?’

“Her and the Cardind.”

Edwards amiles. “Y ou’ re funny sometime, BC. Why wouldn't she believe you were having lunch
with the governor?Isit that farfetched?’

“No. | don't think so. But | lied to her before.”

“When wasthat?’

“When | first met her. On the shuttle trip back here. She sat next to me. She asked meif | was
Father Bernard Campion. | said | wasn't so she'd leave me done.”

“S0... you got off to areal good start with her, huh?” Edwards says sarcagticaly.

“Uh, yesh.”

“Stll, she seemsokay, BC.” Edwards says sympatheticaly.

“You just don't know her yet,” BC ingsts, shaking his head.

“What do you cal afemae priest, anyway?’ Edwards asksinnocently.

BC jumps at the opening, “’ Reverend’ is acceptable, but | prefer ‘painintheass.”

“So, ‘Reverend’ Swan isgoing to teach you to be apriest, huh?’

“Notif | canhdpit.”

“Y ou sound like akid trying to ditch school, BC,” Edwards laughs. “How many ‘lessons have
you had sofar?’

“Noneyet. I’ ve been out cold the last four days, you know that. But | don’t think she believes
that entirely, either. Whoa...”

There' sthe head thing again... sharp pain. Almost a noise...

“BC?Youadl right, BC?" Marc asks.

“Man, | don’'t know. I’ ve been getting these headaches. Like | told you over lunch, they drugged
me up pretty good afew times on that ation. | think these headaches may be like the aftershock, the
aftereffects of the drugs. Thisredly sucks.” BC pinchesthe bridge of his nose and triesto think the pain
away again.

“Your eyesjust rolled back in your head. Like you were possessed or something. Not a pretty
ggnt”

“So sorry.” BCwinces. “But | think I’'m going to have to excuse mysdlf, Marc, and go lie down
for alittewhile”

“ Another headache coming on, huh?Y ou should go to the infirmary, get checked up on.”

“The doctors down at the Vatican poked and prodded me pretty thoroughly and found
absolutely nothing wrong with me. I'mredlly not that thrilled at the thought of going through it al over
agan.”

“Our doctors might find something they missed,” Edwards offers.

“Maybe,” BC says as he stands, alittle wobbly.



Just not right...

“I'll seeyou later, Marc. | gottago.”

BC waks off, trying hard not to ssumble as he goes.

Fed like I might throw up.

He managesto keep it together and keep his Cadlifornia burger down all the way back to his
quarters. The headache keegps trying to come on, insstent, refusing to yield. When hefindly stsdown on
his bed, his somach calms. The throbbing in his head eases somewhat.

Hope | didn’t look drunk walking back here. Svan would love to hear that, probably go
right into one of her reportsto Pope Peter. Damn, I’'mtired. | can’t believe after sleeping for four
daysthat I’'mtired again already. What the fuck is wrong with me? What did they do to me?

BC liesdown on his bed. He seesthe message light blinking, but ignoresit and drifts off into
dreamless deep.

Chapter Twenty-Four

BC wakes up with hisdoor alarm ringing repestedly .

RINGRINGRINGRINGRINGRINGRINGRINGRING...

My headache is gone but now there’ s a whole new one starting. Who the hell is so
annoying? | swear, if it's Svan I’'m gonna kill her!

“Whoisit!” BC cdlsout to the com.

A woman’ s voice comes back over the com, “BC, it' sablast from the past, man, it'sme, Fizal
Letmein!”

Fiza?

“C’mon BC, you gottaremember me! It'sFizal” shewhines.

Fizal What the... Where the fuck did she come from? What rock...

“Let mein, man, ¢ mon!” She'sgetting loud.

“Fiza?Isthat redly you? After dl these years?’

God save me fromold girlfriends... especially her!

“Surprised? Yeah, it sme! Hey, ¢ mon, fucking let mein aready, you shit!”

Forgot about the mouth. Good thing it'sas lovely asit isfoul... least it used to be. And she
was quite skilled with it as | recall, too. Might aswell let her in before the whole embassy hears
her.

“Comein, Fiza, comein and have asedt. I'll beright out.”

BC hearsthe door open in the next room. Fizacals out.

“BC7’

“I'll beright out,” he says, getting up and smoothing his clothes.

How long did | sleep that time? Only a couple hours. Past three, though. I’'ll hear it from

Hewaksout into theliving room and Fizais Stting on thetable.

Kept her figure. Damn, she still looks good. Looks like trouble, as always. Forgot how
short she was. Wearing her hair short and dark these days. Last time it was long and strawberry
blonde, for a little while, anyway. | liked that, took me hook line and sinker, whatever that means.

“Hdlo, FHza”

“Holy Shit! Look at you, afucking priest! No fucking way!”

“It' sbeenalongtime”

“You'veredly got them fooled, hun?Youbig liar! A priest. Nice costume! Good scam! Y ou
know, where I’ ve been, they’ d shoot you on sight dressed like that.”

“Okay, I'll bite, where have you been?’



Fizasmirks, “yeah, | remember, ‘you bite.” | likethat,” shelaughs. “A priest! Huh. No priestson

Mars”

“Mars! You vebeen on Mars,” BC sayswith disbelief.

“On Mars. With the Modems. Not my sceneat al! It sucked, completely.”

“You. You wereon Mars? Y ou expect meto believe this?’

“You don't forgive or forget, do you BC? Yes, | wason Mars. That’ swhy my hair isdark. | had
to dyeit to hide there, blend in. What?’

“You awayslied so easlly, Fiza. | forgive you, but | won't forget al the fucked up shit you did to
me back then. | promised mysdf along timeago | would never believe you again. The only thing about
you | cantrustisthat | cantrustyoutolie”

“Ouch. Forgivemefor | havesinned, Ohyeof littlefaith,” Fizasays, “Get it? Faith?” Shelaughs
at her ownjoke.

“Shut up,” BC says. He rubs his eyes and forehead with hisright hand.

“Y ou know, al of asudden you don't look so good, BC. You dl right?’

“I was until you showed up. Why are you here, anyway, Fiza? What do you want thistime?’

“Do | haveto want something? Maybe |’ m just vigiting an old friend.”

“Y ou dwayswant something.”

“Oh, can priestsfuck these days?’ Fizaaskswith awicked grin.

“That wasn't what | meant.”

She keeps grinning a him. “Oh no? Too bad. Y ou seg, it’slate, and | do need aplaceto crash,
just for tonight...”

Themind is strong, but the body isweak... | should be going to see Swvan...

Fizagets up off the table and walks over to BC. Shetugs at hiscollar.

“Doesthis come off? Oh lookie here, it doesindeed.” She pullsthe collar off and unsnapsthe
button behind it, then wraps her arms up around his neck, looking up in hiseyes as she drawsin close.
“How’ s about we get reacquainted, huh?’

She sartskissing him. BC can't stop kissing her back. All her betrayals melt away for now, dl
the bad memories, the time sheleft him for dead, the guys she dept around on him with, thefal shelet
him take when their grift went south... alot to melt away, but the mind can easily go blank when a
beautiful woman iswrapped around you.

The body isweak... well, that’ s hard enough. Oh yeah, she does like it when | bite like
this...

BC wakes up early the next morning, feds Fizadtill deeping beside him. He mentally berates
himself for forgetting al his Fizarules. Rule number one had to be ‘do not deep with Fiza.

WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU THINKING!! You let her in again, all these years later!
Don't you learn fucking anything? What the fuck were you thinking! She's fucking poison!

Fizadirs, turns over, and kisses his cheek. “Morning, handsome. Y ou ill got it, you know that
honey? That priest collar didn't fool Fiza, hon. Bless me Father for | have snned!”

“Shut up.”

Remember how much she always fucked up everything in the past? Let’ s not repeat the
same mistakes again and again, okay? Good, I’ mtalking to myself. She really does bring out the
best in me.

“So, thiswhole priest thing,” she says. “What isit, some con gone out of control 7’

“You could say that,” BC says.

“I did.” She amilesafake smile and bats her eyesat him.

Heignores her and goeson, “| figured religion would be agood cover for my import export
scam | was running on Linderstern Finch. Y ou remember that station, don’t you? That’ swhere you | eft
me the last time you fucked me over, remember? Remember leaving me for dead? The good old days! ?’
BC says, hisvoice dick with sarcasm, “ God, what was thet, ten years ago? Forgive meif I'm not
nogdgic.”

“Harsh. Y ou got any drugs here?’ Fiza starts rummaging around.



I’d grab her to stop her, but | know what will happen then. Not again. She turns anything
physical into, well, sex. She’ s very good at that sort of manipulation. And very good at that.

“No. Trust me, after what I’ ve been through the last couple months | don’t need anything elsein
my system.”

Shelooksat him, alittle puzzled, but plows ahead. “Y eah, BC, you know | remember
Linderstern Finch. But | don’t want to dredge that al up and rehash it over and over again, okay?’ She's
getting louder. “We both made mistakes. Were we young and tupid, and let’ sleaveit at that, okay?’
Her faceisred. She suddenly seems aware sheisamost shouting. She regains her composure, and asks
BC in her softer voice, “What did you do after Linderstern Finch?’

“It' salong gory...” BC shakes his head.

She can change emotions on a dime. That’ s fucked up.

“How about you tdll it over breakfast? she says.

“It' sso sad, the way you have to work everybody, get something out of them.”

Fizajumps up off the bed with the sheets wrapped around her and yells down at BC. “ Jesus
fucking Christ! Will you give me afucking break! Get over yoursdf! | just asked for some breakfast, not
the fucking Moon! | fucked your brains out last night, didn’t 1?1’ m not the only one who wants
something!”

“All right, cdm down, Fiza, cm down. Jesus, ook, | don’'t know what to think.”

Fizacdmsalittle, “I think you should make us some breakfast while | freshen up.” She ducks
into the bathroom and closes the door. BC gets up and waksinto the living room to muster up some
breskfast.

Hmm. Headache' s gone, anyway. One of them. The other’sin the shower ...

Hismessage light is till blinking. Six messages from Swan.

Déelete.

BC throws together some muffinsfor breskfast. After the refresher, Fizawaksinto theliving
room wearing only a sheet wrapped around her.

“Breskfast?’ she asks, looking down a the muffins on the table.

“Best | could do on short notice. Coffee?’

“Please. There€ sno coffee on Mars, did you know that?’

“ S0, you' re sticking with that story, huh?”

“I'll tell you dl about it sometime. But, come on, you told me you were gonnatell me how you
became afucking priest!”

“They made al the different denominations minister’ s priestsin the Greet reunification, five years

ago.

“Y eah, but how did you get to that point? Come on, juicy details!”

“Don't talk with your mouth full! Nice. Don't play with your food like that. Yeah, | get it, muffin
and muffin, funny.”

“Why don’t you est them both?’

The body isweak... the mind is pretty weak, too, when you get right down to it. Speaking
of getting right down to it...

BCisintherefresher ahdf hour later, beating himsalf up again.

| cannot keep doing this! Gotta be pheromones or something. Undeniable attraction.
Carnal desire, whatever you want to call it. Lets her wrap me right around her little fucking
finger. And I’'mnot 19 anymore. | should be over this sort of shit by now.

“Can | comein?’ Fizaydlsfrom outside.

BC opensthe door, stepsinto the bedroom. “I’ m just coming out.”

“Doyoumindif | useitagan?’ sheasks.

“Nah, go ahead.”

“Don’t think you got out of telling meyour story,” Fiza says, before she closes the refresher door
behind her.

BC getsdressed while she freshens up. He callsthe Cardinal.



“Good morning, Campion.”

“Good morning, Cardind.”

“Y ou missed your time with the Reverend Swan yesterday, Father Campion. She's quite upset
with you.”

“I' know, and I’'m sorry. | had every intention of being there, but I'm afraid I' m till getting these
terrible headaches. | took sick again just after lunch yesterday, and I'm afraid | won't be able to work
today, either. I’'m sorry, Cardinal.”

“Wdll, if you'resick, you'resick. I'll tell Reverend Swan. But you best get well soon, Father.
The Pope himsdf sent her up here just for you, my boy. Just for you.”

“I know. Bye.”

“Good-bye.”

“Who wasthat?’ Fiza asks as she walks, nude, out of the refresher and across the room.

“The Cardind. | wascdling in sck.”

“For me? How sweet!”

“Not just for you. For me, too. They want me to work with this woman priest. She's supposed to train
me to be a better priest, snce | became a priest by such dubious means.” BC saysthe last three words
with mock gravity.

“Did someone say doobies?’ Fizasaysand laughs.

“Dubious. And no, no doobies. | told you, no drugs. I’ m trying to get norma again.”

“Y ou're not normal now?’

Can't tell her what really went on...

“I"ve been sick, and on some medication. I’ m better now, but there are till some residua effects,
some headaches | get from timeto time. I’ m trying to let the remnants of those drugs pass out of my
system before pouring any new onesin.”

“I see. Sick, huh?” Her brow furrows and her mood suddenly darkens. “ Nothing fucking
contagious, better not beor I'll fucking...”

“Relax, nothing like that, you' refine, don't worry.”

“So let’ s get back in bed.”

“Fine, but | don’t think | can...”

“Shhh,” she says, putting her finger to hislips. Shetgpshisnose. “Tel me how you got into this
mess. How did my favorite young con man get conned into a priest’ s collar?’

They get back in under the covers and spoon up close to each other.

| don’'t know why I’m letting myself fall into this again. Into her. So she wants to know?

“Fine. Wdll, then, despite the fact you brought the UTZ goons down on us on Linderstern
Finch...”

“Sorry, okay? Get over it! Goon...”

“... 1 found away to escape their notice, stay alive and on the station, and keep the smuggling
operation going. | answered a classfied ad from the Holy Redemption Church of Jesus. | remember the
ad’ sheadline caught me, ‘ Get Nontaxable Status!” Anyway, they sent me ordination papers and tax
formsand for just fifty dollars| officialy became Brother Bernard Campion of the Holy Redemption
Church of Jesud!

“I recruited abunch of my friends as my church members, my congregation. | even got some
members of my family to join. Since my congregation was growing, The Holy Redemption Church of
Jesus raised me to Reverend status.”

“Hdldujah!” Fizasays, and nudges her head into his shoulder.

“I used our nontax status to cover my import/export dedls. Y ou' re gonnalike this part. With the
Reverend gatus| could easily arrange for travel visas for mysdlf, so | began to act asacourier for
severd ‘nontraditiond’ businessinterests operating on Lunar and Earth.”

“Organized crime?’

“More disorganized than anything. But they paid well. And the money | made running for them
paid my way after | got kicked off of Linderstern Finch.” BC shakes his head just thinking about it. “ That



happened ayear after my ‘ordination’. | lost my station job because they didn’t like the stuff | had going
ononthesde But it wasthe stuff on the Sde that was making methe real money.”

“Ain’'t that dwaysthe fucking way,” Fizasayswith alittle laugh. “Where did you go after you got
kicked off the ation? Were you homeless?’

“Not at dl. | had places set up on Luna, in orbit, and on Earth. The job on the station had amost
become unnecessary. But it helped explain my travel activity. After | lost the station job | couldn’t make
the same runs anymore. But | could till travel between my residences as the Reverend Campion of The
Holy Redemption Church of Jesus”

“Dol hear an amen?’

“Amen. Eventudly, even the Holy Redemption Church of Jesus got swept up in the Greet
Reunification of 2104. We were absorbed into the New catholic Church, and | was granted priestly
status. They welcomed me into the greater church and even assigned meto arectory on Earth, in
Boston.”

“They had no ideawhat you were al about?’

“Noideaat dl. At least not at first. Things were pretty chaotic in the church back in thosefirst
couple yearsright after the reunification.”

“Yeah, | remember that. Didn't alot of popesdig, like, right in afucking row?’

BC laughs. “Yeah, until Pope Peter got in. Peter the Second. Took alot of balls to take that
name”

“That was apretty big dedl too. Firgt black pope, right?’

“Y eah. And the first pope to come from a church other than the old Catholic Church. It was
bound to happen. The new church wastoo huge. It was amess. They had people like meinit! Peter, old
Leo, wdl, heé' salot likeme, like | was. It was easy for him to rise to the top. When chaos reigns, those
who will do anything in order to gain power gain that power pretty eesily. There are no checks, no
balances to stop them. Leo Benford isruthless. Herose redly quickly. And | did okay, too.”

“Thisisthe pope you' re taking about?’

“Y up. He came up from the streets of LA.. Brought in hisown ‘ security force' after hewasraised
to the papacy. They were dl gangsters.”

“The what-acy?”’

“Papacy. It swhat being the popeiscaled.”

“Oh”

“His security force got anew namerright after they joined him at the Vatican. He renamed them
the Office of Papal Operations.”

“The OPO? Oh my God, you're OPO!” She starts jumping up and down on the bed, asif BC
were some music star. She dmost squealswhen she says, “1 knew it! Holy shit! Do you kill people?
When did you become OPO?" She drops back down and snuggles back up close. BC feels her
trembling in excitement.

Cat’ s out of the proverbial bag. Might aswell...

“I was recruited into the OPO three years ago, in 2106. The OPO began digging up the dirt on
the priestswho came into the New catholic Church from fringe denominations like mine. Whenever they
found someone like me with acheckered past they’d usethat to ‘encourage’ usto join the OPO. It was
join or be brought up on al your old charges, for most of us. And then, you don’t leave the OPO. Once
you'rein, you'rein. You'reether in, or you're dead, plain asthat.”

“Rough job. That collar chafe, then?’

“Alittle”

“So, what do you do for them? Y ou kill people? Are you an assassin? How many people have
you killed?’ Her breath is hot on the back of hisear.

She can barely contain herself. She's almost turned on by this shit...

“I can't say. The OPO is supposed to beinvolved in public relations,” BC saysin mock
SEriousness.

“Y eah, like anyone believes that. Everyone knows the OPO islike the pope' s secret police.”



“Not me. I’'m asimple spin doctor.”

“Right. Last time | checked, they didn’t have to keep spin doctors on the job with death thredts.
Y ou' re as much aspin doctor asyou are apriest. It' sfunny, though, | never thought of you asan
noraspy.”

“Why not?’

“Y ou' re too much of an old school con man. Assassin, spy, that’ s too respectable. But, then,
look a you. Y ou, afucking priest! Good thing they don’t have that nasty ol’ celibacy thing anymore...”
Fiza disappears beneath the sheets and BC decides his storytelling is done as his mind goes €l sewhere.

Later, Fizatalks BC into going out for lunch.

“If anyone sees us, tdl them I’m an old friend who' sin visiting and | made you come out to lunch
eventhoughyou' resck. It sdl true, isn't it?’

“Sure”

BC mullstheir conversations over asthey walk through the main dome.

I’ ve already told her way too much. | could just kill her. But there’ s no holy justification
for that, though, no holy orders. | could justify it as necessary for covering my tracks, but then
they might kill me for getting sloppy.

Maybe | am... Getting sloppy.

Fizalooks around asthey wak, making a show of taking in the surroundings. “L ook at those
pinetrees! They look like fucking green toilet brushes!”

“Nice. Maybe watch your language out in public with apriest?” BC asks.

“Right,” she agrees, ignoring him. “Y ou know what | mean, the way they’ re so straight up like
that?’ Her attention shifts, “Let’s crossthe pond!” she shouts. She starts to run towards the central pool
and the nearest walkway. BC has to quicken his step to catch up.

“I didn’'t think I’ d find aplace like this here. So wet, and lush. So much nicer than Mars.”

“Still gicking to that story? | think it’syour turn to tell sometruth. | won't believe most of what
you tell me. Safer that way. But I’d love to hear your story so far.”

“Why won't you believe me.”

“Because you lie. And there haven’t been any non Modems on Marsin the last two years
becausethe UIN killed them dl!”

“Let’sgo st down somewhere. I'll tell you dl about it over lunch.”

“Fine. How about that place, the French one?’

“Nah, | hate French. Polynesan?’

“Sure”

They maketheir way to alittle Hawaiian themed Cafe just off the atrium. They Sit and look at
menus. After they order, Fizadefends hersdlf. “1t wasn't easy being on Mars. | had to hide. | dyed my
hair. | had to weer aveil!”

| could almost believe her.

“Right”

Their food arrives. They drop the discussion and divein to their lunch, both of them hungry. Their
glent feast continues until afamiliar voice calsfrom the atrium.

“BCl”

Edwards!

“Marc! How areyou?’ BC asks, standing up to shake Edwards s hand as he walks over to their
table.

“How areyou, BC? They said a your office that you were out sick today.” He looks Fizaup
and down and beginsto grin.

“I'm feding alittle better. And | have an old friend visiting. She demanded | come out to lunch.
Fiza, thisisMarc, Marc Edwards. He sin charge of thisplace.”

“What, the restaurant? 'Y ou know this pinegppleis...”

“No, Fiza, the Moon. Marc isthe governor of Lunar Prime!” BC laughs.

“Oh, fucking ay, | am so fucking embarrassed, I’ m sorry, governor. It'snice, | mean, it'san



honor to meet you,” she says, shaking Edwards s extended hand in between both of hers.

“It’ san honor to meet you too, MissFiza. Any friend of BC' sisafriend of mine.” Heeaseshis
hand out of hers.

Edwards catches BC' s eye and winks.

Oh great.

“Wadll, hey, | can't stay. I'll let you two get back to catching up. BC, give me acal when you get
achance, okay? Seeyou guyslater!” Edwards turns and walks quickly away.

“Heknowsyou're getting laid,” Fiza sayswith aknowing leer.

“What?' BC dmogt

“He shappy for you! You can seeit in hiseyes, he knows.”

“Please. Could you please keep your voice down?’

“What, worried about upholding your image?’

“Never mind. Tell me more about Mars.”

“It sucked. Dirt and sand. That’sfuckin' Mars. Dirt and fuckin’ sand, red sand, everywhere,
awaysinyour hair, in your makeup, inyour cra...”

“Hey, we'rein public, hun?’

“You Sarted it! Y ou asked me!”

“Right. Eat your lunch.”

“Make up your mind.”

“Okay. Eat your lunch.”

“Hne” Fzahuffs
She digsinto the Polynesian delight on her plate and shovelsit down in silence. Every so often shelooks
ups from eating to glare at BC until he looks up, meets her glare, and goes back to eating. She holds her
glaresfor ashort time longer, then goes back to eating, too.

“Why were you on Mars?’ BC askswhen shefinishes. Fizajust glares at him. He presseshis
point. “I find it awful hard to believe you' ve been on Mar...”

“I washiding. Thet'sit. Likel told you.”

“Who were you hiding from?’

“Itwas, | wasjust, | was hiding, okay? Look, can we drop this?’

“Dropwhat?’ The Reverend Swan has suddenly appeared tableside between BC and Fiza

Can this get any better?

“Reverend Swan. Hello,” BC sayswith little enthusiasm.

“Hello, Father Campion. Glad to see you're feding better. Who'syour little friend here, Father?’

“Thisisan old friend of mine, Reverend. She demanded that | come out to lunch even though |
told her how sick | am with these headaches |’ ve been getting. Anyway. Fiza, meet The Reverend Swan.
Reverend Swan, may | introduce you to my old friend, Fiza”

“Niceto meet you,” Fizasays.

“Andyou likewise, I'm sure,” says Swan, dismissvely.

Fizaand Swan warily size each other up asthey extend hands and shake. Swan turns from Fiza
to address BC.

“Fether, we have to start working on your rites and ritualstraining! Y our lessons await!”

“Y ou mean you camelooking for me?I’meating! I'mill! | haveavistor! Excuse me!”

“Looksto melike you re dmost done. Anyway, I’ ve arranged with the Cardind to free you up
from some of your public relations duties while you work with me. Hmm. | wastold you were sick today,
but you look fine to me. So guesswhat? We'll begininahalf an hour. I'll expect to see you in my office
then. Niceto meet you, Ms. Fiza.”

Swan turns and walks briskly away.

“Looks like you should be hiding, too, maybe, huh?" Fizasayswith alittle laugh.

“WEe |l talk more about your hiding on Marslater,” BC says, “Let’ s head back to my roomsfor
now. Y ou can wait for methere”

"Wait for you there? Why?1 wannaseethisplace! I'll play tourist while you play priest.”



“I thought you werein hiding?’

“Not here! At least, not yet, anyway!” shelaughs.

Half an hour later BC stsin front of Reverend Swan as she revs up her lecture,

“...things are looser now, true, and you are in the loosest branch of the NcC, but really, Father,
some decorum, please.” Shefinishesand glares at him from behind her desk.

“What?' BC asks?

“That little number you were brunching with earlier... not exactly discreet, Father Campion.” She
actudly “tsk, tks” at him.

“Now, look here, you're criticizing my friends, now?’
Who the fuck do you think you are, bitch?

“Y ou have an image to uphold, Fether, whether you likeit or not. And apost coital brunch with
somelittle floozy you' ve just boffed, both of you sitting there dl glowing... not theimage you should be
projecting, if you get my drift.”

I’d like to set you adrift in space right about now...

“Look, Swan, let’ sget thisstraight. | may haveto follow along with you on church stuff, but you
can keep your opinions of my private lifeto yourself, okay?’ BC says quietly, trying to keep histemper
checked.

Swan continues her attack, "I'm supposed to teach you to be a better priest. That's exactly what
I'm trying to do. Being a priest means more than saying some words at Sunday Mass. It'sawhole
lifetyle”

"That'sfine, but you weren't assigned by Pope Peter to train meinto anew lifestyle. You're here
to smply help me brush up on some of the finer points of the rites and rituals, suff I'm rusty on. That'sit.
I'll et you do that. But I'm not going to let you judge me!" BC dmost shouts.

Damn, don't need to get heated, she has no real power over me... Got to maintain
control...

Swan triesto assert herself, "What I'm to teach you isfor me to decide as your teacher. Our
interpretations of my assgnment seemto differ. You are...”

"Shut up, Swan.” BC sayslevely. "Stick to your masslessons, leave my private life done, and
well get dong fine. Stick your nose whereit doesn't belong and you'll be gone faster than you can say,
'return ticket to Earth, please.”

Swan just saresat him, mouth drawn tightly closed, eyesfull of fury.

Is that steam coming out of her ears?

BC stares back at her. Sheremains silent, so BC says, ™Y ou've been brought in to teach me,
Reverend Swan, but make no mistake, | outrank you. And athough you were brought in at the request of
my superiors, if | give the word, those same superiorswill send you back where you came from, red fast.
It'sup to you, Swan, redly. Y ou can makeit easy or hard on both of us. Y our choice. What'sit gonna
be?"

Swan stares at him, congdering.

Considering how to dissect me, by the look of it. You know, though, her eyes have quieted
alittle. And her face seems a little more relaxed. We'll see...

BC stares back. Their eyes stay locked until Swan breaks the contact and |ooks down at her
desk.

Eyesdill lowered, she says, "Very wdl. Haveit your way. But | will teach you how to be a
better priest. In my own way. Y ou're just going to have to deal with that, Father Campion. Shall we
begin over?'

BC relaxes. "Fine. Go ahead.”

Swan looks up at him, says, "Okay, Father. Well start by finding out what you do know. Tell me
what you know about the Sunday New United Reform Liturgy.”

Better.

"Let'ssee. It'snew, united and reformed, and it's said on Sundays, right?”

Attempted humor .



Swan scoffs, Y eah, right. Here, take this," she says, and hands him ared leather book about an
inch thick.

"What'sthis?' BC asks.

"That,” Swan says, the glare back in her eyes, "isthe book we use for the New United Reform
Sunday Liturgy. It hasdl theliturgieswe usein it, actualy. Areyou tdling me you've never seen this
book before?!

"Um, well, not that one, no," BC stammers out.

"| can seewe have alot to work on,” Swan says, "if you don't even recognize the book..."

"See, Swan, plenty of work for you to do without your prying into areas you don't belong in.
WEell dofine

Swan ignores the comment. "Turn to page 25," sheinstructs BC.

Three hours later, BC fedslike his head is going to explode.

"That'sal for today, Father," Swan findly says. "Thanksfor your time. Well seeyou here at ten
tomorrow morning for our next session.”

"Right. Tomorrow at Ten. See you then, Reverend Swan," BC says and amost legps up and runs
out of her office.

Too much information!

He rubs his temples as he walks back to hisrooms. No headache actudly appears. It givesBC
sometimeto think.

A lot of what Swan was just hammering into my skull was kinda familiar. A lot of the rites
we read through today are similar to what The Light's people use. Funny, though, Most of the
NcC stuff seems simplified, dumbed down.

'‘Course, | don't want Swan to know | know any of it. Keeps her out of my businessif she
figures she's got to cover everything.

| kept thinking about Kim's lessons. | liked him as a teacher better than Swvan, that's for
sure. Taught me just what | needed to know, not all this extra BS Swan seemsto think is
important.

BC opensthe door to hisroomsto see Fiza itting inside on the sofa.

"| thought you were going out exploring?' BC asks.

"I did. I thought you might want something to eat. They said you'd be done around now."

"They?Who said that?"

"The Cardind and his secretary. What?'

"Shit, Fiza, you've got to be more, | don't know, discreet, lessin people's faces!”

"Why BC, are you ashamed of me?' Fizaasks playfully, batting her eyelashes.

BC looks at her without answering.

Maybe | am. Can't tell her that. Won't go over well.

"No, that'snot it. It'sjust... my position right now isalittle dicey. They want meto become a
better priest, The Cardind wants me to study with Swan because he thinks I'm lazy, The Pope figures
Swan will help me strengthen my cover, which hethinksisaready blown! They'relooking to meto be
more, | don't know, priestly, I guess. And, unfortunately, you don't quite fit that image.”

Fizapouts.

"Aw, cmon, don't... look, you've worked scams with mein the past. Granted, that was along
time ago, but thisisthe samething, Fizal Work with me herel”

Stll pouting, she asks, "What do you want meto do?'

"Just lay low for now, okay? And don't talk to any church people!”

"Okay, okay, | can do that, just cam down, al right?" She goes from apout to aglarein asplit
second.

"l ancam!”

"Yeah, right. And I'manun.” She glaresa BC, shakes her head. “ Okay. Tdl you what. Y ou can
go out on your own and get something to eat by yoursdlf, okay? | don't like you much right now, so I'm
gonnago my own way for now, okay. I'm outta here." She gathers hersalf together to get ready to leave.



BC doesn't try to stop her. "All right. Be that way. Do you want to do dinner later?’

"Maybe. Maybe not. | don't know right now. Bye," she says, and heads out the door.

If the door swung shut instead of sliding, she'd have slammed it. But it wouldn't kill me if
she disappeared again for good. How did | get tangled up with her again so quickly? | guess you
forget all the bad shit over time. Maybe I've got that forgive and forget thing going for me.
Probably get me screwed, usually does, right?

Fizadoesn't show up for dinner. She doesn't return at dl that night. BC has mixed emotions when
he wakes up aone the next morning.

| can't be sureif I'm happy or sad. Funny. Wonder where sheis?

Chapter Twenty-Five

BC getsup and into hisday without asign of Fiza. He gets out of another excruciatingly painful
three hours with the Reverend Swan and heads back to hisroomsto find his com unit waiting with a
message from Edwards. He calls him back.

Maybe he wants to do a late lunch. Almost one-thirty...

"Hey, BC! Thanksfor caling meback," Edwards answers.

"Hi Marc. What'sup?'

"That friend of yours, Fiza?'

Uh oh.

"Yesh?'

"She'sin some big trouble, BC. How good afriend is she?"

"Huh. | ask mysdf that same question alot, Marc. Anytime she shows up. What's she done
now? | haven't seen her sincethistime yesterday."

"Probably because shesbeenin LSC custody.”

"Oh"

"She didn't do anything here on Lunar Prime. But the UTZ has aboatload of old warrants out
againg her. Some of them on redlly serious charges. We're talking extortion, grand larceny and even
murder, here, BC."

"Redlly? She's not amurderer. The other stuff, maybe. Even probably. But Fiza's no murderer.
And since when doesthe LSC do UTZ security work?'

"' She was shopping around the atrium. Her ID must have set off some darms somewherein the
UTZ and so they asked usto intervene on their behaf. We have some mutual cooperation and
extradition treatieswith the UTZ, BC, dways have. We enforce nonpoalitica laws... like larceny and
murder.”

"So what happensto her now?"

Edwards rubs his forehead.

"That'swhat |'ve gottafigure out. That'swhy | caled you. I've kept her off the UTZ radar snce we
picked her up. They think we're still looking for her. | can't keep up the tal tacticstoo long, though.
We ve ether got to turn her in or get her out of here. She dropped your name when the LSC picked her
up, so | found out and intervened, but it could get messy, know what | mean?

With her it’s always messy

"What was that?"

Did | say that out loud?

"Nothing. Just thinking out loud. She'sreally good at making messes.”

Edwards chuckles, "Good friend, huh? Or do you just deep together?!

"That obvious?'

"Sure. Y ou were both glowing when | saw you yesterday. I'm not stupid. Hey, | was happy for



ya, figured it'd been awhile.

"Oh, thanks," BC sayssarcadtically.

Shewas right. But this shit. It starts all over again, never fails.

"Hey, she'scute, I'll giveyou that. Hard to resst, 1'd guess," Edwards offers his sympathy.

They both laugh.

Edwards get serious again. "l can release her into your custody, BC, but you've got to get her off
the Moon. Understand?’

"l getit. I'll make arrangements.”

"Good. I'll have her brought to my office. Y ou can meet her here and then spirit her away. Can
you be ready to goin, say, three hours?’

"Yeah, I'll usemy magic powers," BC cracks. "No, redly, that should be enough time. I'll be
there. And Marc?'

"Whet?'

"Thanksfor looking out for her. She's not a bad woman. No matter what they say, | can't believe
she'samurderer. She' sjust... misguided. But, thanks, al the same.”

"Sure, BC, no problem. See you here soon.” Edwards clicks off.

She kept a low profile, all right...

Well, at least | know now why she was hiding. Extortion, larceny AND murder!? Good job,
Fiza. Even | might hide on Marsif | had to get away from all that shit.

BCdghs.

At least | have some friends in high places, aswell aslow...

When he enters the governor's offices three hours later, BC sees Fiza curled up on the corner of the
couch in Edward's reception area. Shelooks small, legs folded up againgt her, her arms encircling them
around her ankles, holding hersdlf together in atight little ball.

She sometimes looks so vulnerable...

Shelooks up when BC waksin.

"HedloFza"

"Don't say anything, okay, BC?' she saysin her quiet voice.

"l only sad hdllo. Hey, Marc.”

"Hey, BC. Well, heresheis. | told her what | told you. She can't stay here. | can say we never
found her. If they find out we did, I'll indst she was released in a case of mistaken identity... but either
way UTZ investigatorswill bein my face about it before too long. Y ou've got to get her off the Moon,"
Edwards says. Heturnsto Fiza, "I'm sorry you can't stay here. Isthere anyplace else you can go?'

"Not back to Mars, that'sfor sure," she says. Edwardsis clearly surprised. But she kegps going,
" just barely escaped with my lifefrom there thislast time.” She does't bother to explain, dthough she
seesthe confuson on Edwards sface. “ There might be one possibility,” she offers.

"What'sthat," both BC and Edwards ask dmost smultaneoudly.

"I can go to one of the old orbiting stations. It used to bein my family, agesago. A UTZ CEO
ownsit now, but my family has an ancestral claim and right of sanctuary there. It'snot ided, but it's
something.”

Sheis so full of shit! We'll talk about this.

Edwardsisrdieved. "Good!”

BC shakeshishead, “I don’t know. Y ou know, | haven't been able to arrange for a private ship
yet. Nothing' savailable right now.”

Edwards hasan idea. “ Sinceit's an orbiting station, | might be ableto line up asmall commercia
transport for you myself, no questions asked... BC, why don't you take her there?’

“Me?" BC asks.
“It'll makeit easier to cover our tracksin dl this. Well keep you under the UTZ radar... but | got to tell
you, going to the station of a UTZ CEO sounds like you' re walking right into the arms of the enemy.
Y ou'd better hope he honorsyour familia clams.™
"It'sdl I'vegot,” Fizasays, shrugging.



"All right, then. BC, she'syours. Y our custody. Why don’t you go back to your place for now,
BC. I'll have someone get in touch with you shortly about aship. Which gation?' he asks Fiza.

"Huh?' shesays.

"Which gation are you going to?"

"Oh. Wentworth Station.”

Edwardsisagain surprised. "Richard Wentworth's Station? Y ou sure?"

Fizanods, "Yeah."

"Okay, then. We'll get that taken care of in afew minutes. I'll seeyou later, BC. Good-bye, Miss
Fza"

BC thanks hisfriend, "Thanks again, Marc. For everything."

Fizachimesin, "Y eah, thank you, Marc, you're okay."

Edwards nods. "Thanks."

BC and Fiza head back to BC'srooms. Neither says athing. Once they're back inside the
rooms, BC turnson her.

"Okay. Time for sometruth. Tak to me. Why doesthe UTZ want you for murder? Extortion,
larceny, those | can see, but murder?!

"I didn't kill anyone, BC, honest! They'redl trumped up charges! | was running in some pretty
high-powered circlesin the UTZ acouple of years ago. | wasamistressto severd different UTZ
CEOs... Until one decided he wanted me dl to himsdlf. I went and lived with him on his station for over
ayear. We were happy, dthough hisfriends and family frowned on our whole affair. He didn't have a
wife anymore, so we weren't doing anything wrong. They just didn't like me. Said he was dumming, that |
wastrash.”

"Nice people, huh?'

"Y eah. But he was good to me, BC. He was warm, and even funny in hisown way. Hewasinto
kinky sex, but you know me, I'm flexible. I made him happy. We had alot of fun. Until onetime, inthe
middle of ... of everything, he has a heart attack and dies, right there in bed. Well, as you can probably
imagine, hisfamily rushed me out of there and off the station before he was even cold. All my credit,
everything he gave me, they wiped away as soon as he was dead. They sent me away on thefirst ship
they could."

" see”

"No, you don't. Not yet. Because, BC, he had promised to take care of me! He had it all drawn
up legdly, he showed me. He said he knew 1'd outlive him, and he knew his family would try to keep me
from hisfortunes, so he had his lawyers draft documents that protected asmall sharefor me. | saw it! |
didn't want alot, just enough to survive on. They tried to shut me out completely! Keep mefrom leaving
with anything of his. | managed to grab afew things of sentimenta value to me asthey were giving methe
bum'’s rush out of there. When hisfamily found out about it, they filed the charges. They clamed | bilked
him out of hismoney and then killed him. They started the UTZ's hunt for me. | never had achanceto
defend mysdf. That'sthe wholetruth of it, BC. | never killed anyone, you've got to believe me, and |
didn't take anything that wasn't aready coming to me!"

" s

| don't believe you, Fiza, but I'll play along. It'sjust easier. | hope you really do have an
"in", away to get on board this UTZ station, because it sounds to me like the last place you
should be going.

"Y ou 'see, huh? Does that mean you believe me?’

"It means| see”

"Cryptic."

"Hine"

Edwards finds them a ship that gets them off the Moon and off towards Wentworth Station later
that night.

BC hasto promise the Cardina hell be back in aweek, for Christmas.
The Cardinal even made a joke about it... "just be back in time. Christmasis one of those



times in the church year when those who don't usually come to church actually attend. You should
feel right at home!" A sense of humor. Who knew?

The smal commercid freighter carries severa passengers. BC and Fiza have acompact
stateroom to themselves, atiny space barely able to fit both of them lying down. Sitting up offersalittle
more room.

This has to be the smallest stateroom I've ever been in. Economy of space is one thing, but
thisisridiculous.

"Three days, huh? No Transpace point?' Fiza asks, as shefidgetsin her folded up bed, now a
chair.

"Nope," BC answers, "too close to Earth. Are you sure you want to go to this place?'

"I've got no choice. Thisismy last ditch effort.”

"I might know one other place. Fortune Station. Ever hear of it?"

"No. Should | have?'

"Not necessarily. It's old, supposed to be abandoned, but therésthisreligious cult that lives
there, and I'm their, um, leader.”

"What the fuck? Get out! Y ou arejust full of surprisest Why didn't you tell me before!™

"I don't know. | didn't think of it. Not exactly your kind of people.”

And I'm not sure | should inflict you on them...

"How s07'

"They'reredly religious. They bdievein what they're preaching, what they'reliving. Y ou wouldn't
likeit. Probably too rigid."

Fizadoesn't say anything. After she thinksfor aminute or two, she says, "l canfitininalot of
placesyou might not think | could. Like Mars, huh?"

"True. | dill don't believe you werethere.”

She punches himinthearm. "Y ou fuck! What do | haveto do! | wasthere! It sucked! What
more do you want?"

"Y ou want meto believe? Tell me more about it,” BC prods.

She somehow glares and pouts at the sametime.

Nearly irresistible...

"Comeon, Fiza" he pleads.

She plays coy for another moment or so, then tells BC, "Not that you believeaword | say..." she
pauses and glares at BC just alittle harder, "but people live miserably there. | told you before about the
sand, it getsin everything, fucks up al the airlocks and dl the other sedls. They're aways short on water,
too, and most of what water isthere goesinto the terraforming project.

"They'retrying to get the place to be more like Earth... but | don't think it'sworking. Most
people there don't think it'sworking. The equipment is old, cobbled together from what's | eft of the old
UTZ terraform factories and the busted up Japanese ingtallations. And the terraform factories are
hellholes, but most everyone hasto work there a sometime or another. The Ayatollah demands it! You
see,” she saysthelast inamocking tone.

"Everything on Marsisold. Surplus and leftovers from the old Jap base and the ripped up UTZ outpost.

They have recycling, water reclamation, that stuff, but none of it ssemsto work too well.” She scrunches
up her nose, asif she smdls something foul. “It never ssemsto get entirely clean, either, it dways seems

kind of grungy, no matter whereyou are.

"And the people are depressing. They're dl brainwashed into hating the UTZ, your church, and
anyone else they fed has beat on them. All they talk about is coming back to Earth, back to their stolen
Mecca, and how their hardships now will be rewarded by Allah in theend. Boring. But it keepsthemin
their place, keeps fueling the hate that drivesthe war. You canfed it," Fizasays, and shudders. "'l could
fed it." Shepullsupinto her fetal position, arms wrapped around her drawn up knees. "'So, do you
believe me, yet?'

"Soundstrue, I'll give you that. Who'd you rip the story from?”

"Argh!" Fizastands up. "If | could storm out and go somewhere | would! Y ou areimpossiblel™



"And you, my dear, lieat will dl too eadlly. I'll reserve judgment for now."

She sits back down and stews. BC stands, folds down his bed, and climbs on to catch some
deep.

"Y ou should try to deep some, too. Fiza," BC saysas heliesdown.

"What about the station you weretelling me about?’

"Never mind. It wasalie" BClies. "l madeit up.”

"Fuck you."

Fiza stands and tries to fold her chair back down into a bed, but with BC's bed aready down,
she has ho room to maneuver. She opens the stateroom door and steps out into the hall outside.

"Fold my bed down!" sheyellsinto BC. He sits up on his bed, reaches over to her chair and
foldsit down into place as abed. With both bedsin place, thereis no room to walk in the stateroom.
Fiza climbs through the door and up over onto her bed. She reaches back, shuts the stateroom door, and
findly flops down.

"Wannafuck?' sheasks,

"Why not? Nothing elseto do," BC answers.

About all we have in common now anyway. And what she does best, | suppose. | wonder if
her orgasms are lies, too? Know what? | don't care!

They kill acouple of dayswhilethe ship isen route to Wentworth Station. They hear periodic
announcements from the Captain over the PA system, but none that catch their attention until on the third
day they hear, "Father Bernard Campion to the purser's office, please. Father Bernard Campion. To the
purser's.”

BC freshens up and dressesin hisbasic black and collar, and heads to the public section of the
ship. A couple of querieslater and BC finds himsdlf at the purser's office. He knocks and enters.

"Hello?' BC asks an gpparently empty office.

"Hold on, beright there," avoice callsfrom an adjoining cabin. Then athin face capped by a
short shock of red hair emerges from around adoorway. "Y es?’

"| was paged?"

"Father Campion?"

"Yes. Areyou the Purser? Who am | supposed to... what's this about?"

"I'm the purser,” the man says, coming in to the room. He'sa dight man, smal frame, perfect for
ship crew. Hes wearing the ship's uniform, pale blue jumpsuit with red pin stripes. ™Y our docking request
at Wentworth Station has been refused,” hetdlls BC. "Wentworth station is a private station. Without
their okay, this ship can't dock there. They'verefused. Said thereis no such ancestral claim or right.
Sorry."

"Did you ask them nicely?" BC asks, dready knowing the answer.

"Look, Father, it'smy jobto..."

"Sorry. | wastrying to make ajoke, inject some humor into the Situation. Can | ask them
mysaf?"

"That'sthe next usud option, actualy.”

"How long do | haveto persuade them?'

"Well be in the gation's range for about a day, maybe 20 hours. After that we won't be ableto
dock and keep our schedule.”

"Okay, I'll beright back. | have to get somebody."

"Your lady friend?' the purser asks, then blushes.

"My what? How do you know..."

"From your, um, your docking request, you know?" The man sounds as sheepish as helooks.

What the fuck is up with this guy? Maybe saw Fiza and got the hots for her or something.
Sureisacting weird.

"Y eah. Sure. Look, I'm going to get her and come back so we can ask again. Okay?"

The purser nods. BC storms back to the stateroom and confronts Fiza.

"They won' let us dock! So much for your family connections.



"What?"

"The purser's call. Wentworth Station said no. We can't dock there! No such ancestral claim and
shit. What are you trying to pull here, Fiza? What have you gotten meinto thistime, huh?Y our family had
nothing to do with this place, did they?"

"Don't have aheart attack, BC. It'sjust amisunderstanding. | just need to talk to them mysdf,”
Fizasays, eyeswide.

"Good, because we get the chance to do that. That's why I'm back here so soon, | cameto get
you. Get dressed and let's go. Now."

"Okay, okay, don't get so pushy. Y ou are so ugly when you get like this, you know?" sherants.
She pulls on aone-piece black dress.

"l don't like being lied to. Constantly. It'sthisthing | have about, | don't know, honesty.

I nteresting concept. Y ou might try it sometime,” BC berates her.

"Jesus Chrigt, you must believe your own shit, ‘calise now you're preaching, too. Just shut up,
BC, and lead the way to wherever we gotta go to talk some senseinto thesefools,” Fizasays, an extra
dose of attitude thrown back at BC as she pushes past him out the door of the stateroom to wait outside
in the corridor. BC passes her and they both head to the purser's.

"Okay, Red," BC saysto the purser when they enter the office, "fire up the com unit, please.”

Thelittle redheaded man is Stting behind his desk. Two other crewmen flank him on either side.
All three men stare a Fiza, looking her up and down, obvioudy checking her out.

I'm usually not the jealous type, but these guys are way overboard.

"Excusemel" BC says, moving alittlein front of Fiza. She moves sdeways and steps up next to
him. Their eyes snap to him. "Did you even hear what | said?"

The redhead nods, "Y es, Father." The two other men go back to ogling Fiza.

Too much.

"Wentworth Station,” the com unit speaks. The screen stays dark, no video.

"Y es, Richard Wentworth, please," Fiza says before anyone el se can speak.

"Fizal" BC can't help blurting ouit.

"Whoiscdling?' thecom asks.

"Pleesetdl himit'sFzacdling?'

"A moment, please.”

A moment appears to be about five minutes. Then adeep, rich, resonant voice comes out of the
com.

"Eiza"

"Richard. Hdlo."

"They tdl meyou've cometo vist. | find thet hard to believe. Isit redly you?"

"It'sredlly me. Send video, okay?' Fizaasksthe purser.

"Sending video signd," the purser says, touching a control on his desk.

"I'm surprised you're here," Wentworth says. Hissigna remainsaudio only.

"l have nowhere dseto go.”

"Yes. | could see where that could betrue. Y ou've burned every bridge you've ever crossed,
haven't you? Y ou've burned thisone aswell, I'm afraid. | wouldn't say you're exactly welcome here,
ather.”

"I'd hate to have to sal my secretsto seek asylum somewhere else” Fizasayswith afdseair of
regret.

"Areyou trying to blackmail me, Fiza? | hope not. That would be dangerous. Even fatal. Be very
careful what you say. Try to be more subtle, if you can comprehend the concept.”

"Can we dock and talk about it?" Fiza asks Wentworth.

"Okay, you can stop here. But thereisaprice, and thistime you'll have to pay up, my dear.”

"Not the cops?' Fizaasks, darmed.

"No," Wentworth laughs, "not the cops. My price, not theirs. But | will grant you my protection
and asylum, for that price. Dock, and well talk abouit it, over dinner.”



BC nudgesFiza.

"Can my friend come over, too? He wants to check the place out, make sure I'm okay on your
dation. He's escorting me here.”

"That him? A priest? Not your usud crowd, Fiza."

The crewmen in the room start to snicker. Wentworth yells over the com, "Y ou men! Why are
you laughing?'

"Nothing, gr, it'sjust that what you said reminded us of something we were talking about earlier
that gave usagood laugh,” the little redheaded man says, leaning in towards the com.

"Redly. Then share that with us now, won't you?' Wentworth’' s voice demands.

The crewmen areslent.

"Well, I'mwaiting," Wentworth says over the com The silence continues.

"Well, if it'snot that funny,” Wentworth says, "shut the fuck up, okay? Wherewas |? Oh yes,
bring your holy friend over for dinner aswell. You'll be met at the ship dock when you arrive.
Good-bye," Wentworth signs off.

Fizaturnsto BC, excited. "See! We'rein! | told you we would be."

"That price he mentioned sounded pretty steep, Fiza. Do you know what he meant by that?' BC
asks, shaking his head.

I’ ve got a bad feeling about this...

"Not redly. | figure I'll haveto work for him or something.”

BC looks at the men, dill undressing Fizamentally.

| gotta say something.

"Do you guys mind?'

The crewmen look back and forth among themsalves, until the purser looks at him and speaks.

"Sorry. She'ssexy, huh?'

Fucking attitude, too. Little shit.

"Y ou guys need some shore leave, or a least cold showers. Giveit arest, huh?"

Hear what I’m not saying: | don't want to have to kill you...

"Sorry, Father," the purser says, accenting "Father" in astrange way. "WEéll dock in about an
hour. Well cdl you."

BC turns, grabs Fiza by the arm and propels them both out of the office.

"Someone jedlous?' she says asthey walk quickly back to their room.

"Hardly. But those guys were just rude. Shit, you just et it up anyway, don't you?' BC accuses

"It'sflattering. Sorry! Doesn't matter, well be off this ship soon. And on to Wentworth Station!™

"He didn't sound too excited to see you."

"No, heisn't. But | knew he gtill would, anyway," she says confidently.

"After you threstened him!” he protests. “Go ahead,” BC lets her enter the stateroom ahead of
him.

"Still agentleman, huh? Thanks. Hey, stop worrying, werein, man!™

"Right. Werein."

Whatever that means.

Chapter Twenty-Six

BC and Fiza cross a spacious wakway from their ship to Wentworth Station. BC marvels at the
opulence dready apparent.

This walkway and the airlocks are larger than most |'ve seen. The transparent top panels
let you see the whole station as you approach. Designed to stun and overwhelm, no doubt. Nice



digs. Nicer than Fortune Sation by a mile.

Fortune Station was one of the earliest built private orbita stations. Wentworth Station isanewer
construct, started around fifty years ago, BC figures, because the main cylinder of the station rotatesto
Cregte gravity.

It had to have been built before artificial gravity was feasible. Course, therest of it was
built afterwards, clearly.

Theairlock in front of them, their entranceway into Wentworth Station, leads into a stationary
section of the structure. The facade of this boxy part is constructed to look like an office building back on
earth, like one of the skyscrapersin New Y ork City. Artificid gravity reinforces the effect. The rotating
main cylinder Stson top of the boxy section.

"Lookslike abig camera, I've dwaysthought,” Fizasays. "Or abig metd dick. Just like Richard
himsdf. A big Dick," she gartsgiggling at her own joke. Shelooks at BC for areaction but heignores
her. She stopslaughing. "Fine. Belikethat."

They reach the airlock doors. Armed guards stand on both sides of the doors, dressed in agold,
red and black station uniform, avariation on the standard green uniforms of regular UTZ troops. The
guard on the right motions them to head in through the airlock. BC noticesthe guards have UTZ insgnia
on their uniforms aswell as Wentworth Station logos. After BC and Fizawalk past them, they fal in step
behind BC and Fiza

"No going back now, huh, BC?"' Fizaasks, trying to lighten the mood.

"Just play nice, and let'stry to get out of thisdive, 'kay?' BC doesn't hide his growing anger over
being played by Fizayet again.

Can't hide this headache I'm feeling come on now, either. Just hope it's not a bad one...
like before. Not now!

The airlock shushes shut behind their escorts. BC looks around a massive reception area.

Must be niceto be able to live like this, even out here. Place looks like a mansionin a
movie. All business outside, all pleasure inside. Nice.

"If you can efford it.”

"What?' Fizasays.

"Huh?' BC asks.

"| asked you first. What did you just say?"'

Did | say that out loud?

"Nothing. | wasjust gppreciating the lovely black marblefloor."

"Only the finest for Richard Wentworth, baby," Fiza sayswith sarcasm.

"Correct, Fiza," says an older man entering the reception area. He'sdressed in ared and gold
smoking jacket and dark pressed pants. His dippers et him approach BC and Fizawithout their hearing.
Hisdark hair isgray at the temples, set off in stark contrast to hislight caramel skin. Hisfeatures have the
sort of generic, too perfect look BC's dways noticed among those wealthy enough to have themsalves
cosmeticaly enhanced.

Gotta be Richard Wentworth. One of the wealthiest and most powerful men in the UTZ,
right here. Snce the OPO works with the UTZ hierarchy, | gotta figure he knows something about
our operation. Wonder if he'san ally?

"Hello Fiza. Hdllo, Father. Welcome to my home. Won't you come with me?' He asks, then
turns and walks across the room and down a corridor on the | &ft.

BC notices Wentworth never looks back to make sure BC and Fizaare coming.

Clearly a man who expects to be followed. Might as well...

They follow Wentworth along aseries of turnsand corridors, findly arriving a what lookslike an
elevator door. He presses a button in the wall to the right side of the doors and they open, revedling a
smad|l room with four charrs.

"Come, it down, and strap yourselvesin. We're going up into the main section. The eevator has
independent artificid g, so wewon't fed it rise, turn, and match the cylinder's rotation. Quite ingenious.
My father's top engineers designed it ages ago, still works. Go ahead, st down.”



Wentworth stsand buckleshimsdf in.

"The straps arejust a precaution. Just in case the g lets go or something else goes wrong. Here we go.”
Wentworth taps the controls built in to the arm of hischair. The doors close. The smal room has no
windows.

It feelslike an elevator. Aweird, big, sit down, strap in elevator. Can't be the only way up
there, too cumbersome for workers and anybody with any real business to take care of. Just the
luxurious way, 1'd bet. And escorted by the man himself. Red carpet treatment!

After aminute, the doors open again. A new corridor opens up in front of them, thisonewith a
plush red carpet running down the middle of ablack marblefloor.

Wentworth undoes his chair's straps and gets up first. BC and Fiza undo their seat belts and follow him
out.

"Y ou see? No sense of weirdness, vertigo or freefall! Just like an elevator ride! Now please wait
here" he says.

As BC watches Richard Wentworth waks awvay down the corridor. BC notices again he never
looks back.

Fiza says something under her bresth that BC can't make out.

"What?"

"Nothing. Just those stupid androids of Richard's. They dways creep me out.”

"That was an android?’

"Y ou thought that was him?' Fizagtartslaughing at BC. "Man, you do have delusions of
grandeur, don't you? Y ou think hed come see usin like that himself? | thought you'd been places,
Campion? Don' tell me you've never seen amechanica manservant?' Shelaughsagain.

"Never onethat good, evidently. And I've never met the real Wentworth," BC protests.

"You'l know it when you do. Trust me. He hasacertain, | don't know... charisma, | guess,” she
says, losing hersdf in her own thoughts and memories as shetrails off.

"Wonderful. Can't wait to meet the man.”

"Here come his guards. Should be soon, now."

Two guards lead them down the long corridor to alarge vaulted hdl. A huge semicircular table
dominates the center of theroom, agiant "C" laid flat. The guards motion for BC and Fizato enter the
mouth of the"C" and they walk into the center.

Ten wdl-dressed, evidently powerful people sit aong the outside edge of the table. Each has
attendants hovering behind them. It is pparently dinnertime, as each of the ten hasaplate of food in front
of them. A personal guard stands directly behind each diner’ s chair to watch their backs. Servants bring
food and drink to the table through the center of the“C”. Thereisacontinud flow of servers passng by
BC and Fizaon both sdes asthey stand in the center of thecircle.

No one speaksto them at fird.

Wow, hey, thisis great, watching a bunch of rich fucksfill their faces. These folks dredge
up all that hostility | thought I’d come to grips with. | hate ‘em just looking at ‘em. And | was
doing so well at not judging...

BC seesthe man who resembles the android Sitting directly in front of them, at the center of the
outside edge of the"C". Heisbusy eating some pinkish piece of mest, ripping chunks of it off themain
dab on his plate and chomping them down.

He doesn't bother to notice them standing there until after the meet is gone and he's downed a
glass of red wine. This takes about fifteen minutes. Then he looks up and speaks. His voice booms out,
amplified by some hidden method not readily apparent to BC.

"Fiza It redly isyou. Youvegot bals, girl. Sorry about the language, Father. If you redly area
priest. Y ou guys can fuck these days, huh?'

BC is caught off guard, no doubt Wentworth'sintent. "What?"

"Purser on that ship you came here on had a camera on your room. Y ou guys were the porno hit
of the voyage, evidently. Fiza doing what she does best, asaways. But | don't know you, Father. If you
areapries.”



"l am. Y ou Wentworth?"

"What do you think?
“Y ou two hungry?'

Before they can answer, Wentworth is motioning for two people seated at hisleft to move over.
They give Wentworth briefly indignant looks, and then dide their seats over. Wentworth motionsto
someone and chairs are brought for BC and Fiza.

“Come around! Come around and sit down.”
Wentworth gestures magnanimoudly with hisright arm. He nods. One of the servers escorts them over
and they are seated next to Wentworth, BC directly to Wentworth'sleft, Fiza next to BC on his|eft.
Clean plates are placed in front of each of them, and servers suddenly appear on the other side of the
table with an assortment of dishesto choose from. BC picks abroccoli and cheese dish, while Fizagrabs
her own pink dab of meat. BC then optsfor alight white wine while Fiza Sps a cabernet sauvignon.

This doesn't suck. Wonder if that meat is really beef? Broccoli must be grown on board.
Thisisgood! Haven't eaten like this since Rome. And look at the other guests! That news guy,
what's his name, from the UTZ network news. His date. Or maybe she's with that other guy. |
think he's a CEO, another board member. DeMar or something like that. That woman over next
to Fiza is Sabine something or other. A Pop singer on Wentworth's recording label. Must be a
lesbian, looks like that young little fawn next to her is her date. Too bad, the little one is yummy.

Should have known something was up when the purser and his buddies acted so weird.
How'd Wentworth know, though? Oh man, headache really coming on...

"So, Father, how do you know Fiza?' Wentworth istalking to him. BC triesto focus.

"We, um, we go back. A long way. | hadn't seen her in years, until she showed up afew days
ago." BC closes his eyes, trying to wish the headache away.

| do not need this headache shit right now...

"Areyou dl right, Father?' Wentworth asks.

BC openshiseyes. "I'mfine"

"Y ou don't look well," Wentworth says with some hint of concern.

"l have abad headache. That'sdl."

"And Fiza? How are you?' Wentworth smilesan unhedthy smile at Fiza

That sounded almost sarcastic. He certainly didn't mean that at all. And she's not
answering?

BC turnsand looks at Fiza, whose head islolling back and forth asif she's about to pass out.

"Wha?' she says, trying to open and keep open her eyes.

Too much wine? That's not like Fiza. What goes on here? Damn, my head!

"Whadyadotome?' Fizadurs. "lcantmovemyarms! ... unh,” she passes out, chin dropping to her
chest. The guard behind her chair pulls her back from the table. He waves a second guard over and they
lift Fiza, one on each sde, and drag her out between them.

Wentworth watches them then turnsto BC. "Miss Fiza appearsto betired. Well put her to bed.
Shell befine. Well give her ajob here when she wakes up, make her useful. Y ou can leave on the next
ship back to the Moon, Father. Y our work here is done.
“Father?'

What the fuck is going on here?!

"What..." isal BC gets out before he passes out, too.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

BC wakes up in the passenger/co-pilot seat of asmdl two-seater trangport ship cruising through
pace. He's strapped in. The pilot is about foot away, humming to himsalf as he runsthrough a



maintenance check on the main screen in front of him.

"Who the... where are we? Who the hell are you? Where are we going? What the fuck is going
on here!" BC explodes as he wakes up.

"So many questions... and such amouth, Padre.” The pilot is on the heavy Side, crewcut hair,
looks old military. He smilesat BC. "They said you weren't your norma priest. Horny. Heard you made
quite atape.”

BCjust staresat him.

I'd kill him but | don't know if | can fly this thing.

Hekeeps amiling a BC. "I work for Mr. Wentworth. He asked me to give you aride home.
That'swho | am and where we're going. Couple of your questions, anyways."

"Why did he drug me and Fiza? Whereis she?'

"From what they tell me, no one drugged you. Y ou complained of a headache and dropped.
Passed out right there at Mr. Wentworth'stable! Not too polite, Padre," he chuckles. "MissFiza, she
was sedated so she could get some rest before starting her new job for Mr. Wentworth. That's what I'm
told, anyways."

"l want to talk to Wentworth!" BC demands.

"Sure, I'll call him. He said you'd probably want to talk to him when you woke up, said held take
your cal. You're lucky, Padre, he doesn't do that for most people. Doesn't dways do it for me,
anyways. Hold on, I'll call him." The pilot gets Wentworth on the com.

Wentworth appears on the video screenin front of BC.

"Father. Good to see you again. Glad you've recovered from your migraine. When you had your
spell, | thought you'd want to return home as soon as possible. Drex was kind enough to do the honors.™
Wentworth smilesa BC over the com.

The pilot speaks up, "My pleasure, Mr. Wentworth."
BC interjects. "Wasit a‘spdl’ or did you drug me?'

"Y ou passed out, Father. | had nothing to do with it."

"Like Fizadid?You goingtotry to tell me she just ‘passed out' too?"

"No. She | had drugged. Guaranteed her cooperation. You | have no interest in whatsoever."

"Why did you drug Fiza? What has she doneto you?' BC protests.

"Quitealot, actudly. Most of which | certainly wouldn't discusswith apriest. Unless| wason
my deathbed, perhaps. If you even areapriest. Still aquestion in my mind. Especidly after seeing that
tape. Never trust a Purser, Father! Hey Drex, when you were Purser on the Wentworth commercial
liner, you ever secretly record people in their rooms having sex?!

Thepilot laughs, "All thetime, Mr. Wentworth, al the time. People make the funniest faces!
Everybody records passengers, it's common practice. At least around the crews I've been on, anyways.”

“Did you ever record me, then, Drex?’

“Oh, no g, | know that would have gotten mekilled, | bet. Or fired, anyways,” he says,
laughing.

Wentworth laughs, " Something to keep in mind in the future, eh, Father? So. Areyou redly a
priex?'

"I'm redly apriest. | work for the Vatican. Y ou can ask the Pope himsdlf.”

"Youthink | can't?| can cal your bluff right now, 'Father'. I've known Peter for years."

"So havel. | work for him personally.” BC givesthelast word more weight.

"You're one of hismen?You?Y ou mean OPO?'

"Don't know what you're talking about, Sir," BC sayswith emphasis.

Not on an open com channel!

" e

"What about Fiza?'

"Why?Issheof interest to the O... to your people?' Wentworth corrects himsdlf.

"She'snat, no. It'smore, um, persond.”

"I'm sorry, then, Father. Shelll be staying here, working for me. 1t would be best if you forgot all



about her.

“Sheisn't agood person, Father. She screws over alot of people, sometimes the wrong people. And she
owes alot of thewrong people alot of money. She owes me alot of money. I'm giving her the chanceto
work it off, al the while kegping anyone e se from coming after her. Shelll work for meto say dive."

"What kind of work?' BC asks.

Wentworth lets out alow chuckle, "Thereredly only onething Fizals any good &, asyou well
know, Father. Well put those skillsto work full time."

"Shewont..."

"Shewill! Because shedoesit or shedies, it's very smple, Father. Shelll be pumped full of drugs
to keep her happy. Best she can hopefor.”

What a fucking slimeball.

"Y ou're an evil man, Wentworth."

"Evil?1've been called worse. And 'evil' is such an outdated term, an outmoded notion, aquaint
superdtition from the past. Is sdif interest evil? Is pleasure evil? We dl serve oursalvesfirst, even you,
Father.

“Bvil isentirely relaive. It al depends on your perspective. The OPO perspective no doubt
alowsyou to do thingswith aclear conscience that others would labdl evil. In fact, you have no basisfor
cdling meevil givenwhat | know you do!"

"L ook, no talk of the O word. O-kay?"

"Ligten, you foal, thisis a secure channd, I'm not stupid! | know alot of you in the OPO are
killers. I know. I've given the orders. | know Peter, but | don't know you. Let metell you, Campion, this
isnot getting off on the right foot for you, see? Because I'm going to find out who you are. That will make
thingsworsefor you, if you continue to annoy me." A crud edge has entered Wentworth’ svoice.

"Now look here, I..." BC triesto protest. Wentworth continues, cutting BC off sharply.

"Y ou are going back to the moon. I'll find out who you are soon enough. After | do, you'll be no
trouble to me. No troubleto me at al, understand. Anyone | know, | can keep tabson. And | will. Don't
worry about Fiza, Father. Don't cross me over her. Sheisn't worth it! She's a user, she uses people. She
used me, she used you. Now I'll use her, and let severa othersin my employ use her aswel. Why don't
you just forget about her, Father? It'll befor the best. That'sthelast time | ask. This conversation isover.
Good-bye, Father. Drex, switch to secure mode.”

"Yes, dr." The pilot puts a headset on and switches off the main audio. BC's screen goes dark.
BC ligtens asthe pilot receivesingructions. All he hearson thisend arealot of "uh huh"sand "yup's.

Wonder if they're telling himto kill me. Pleasant thought.

"Right. Trangport out." The pilot takes off the headset and turns main audio back on. "We havea
dight problem, Padre," he saysto BC.

Hereit comes...

"The UIN is on the move, some kind of mgor ship movement. They have ahandful of shipson
thisflight path, so I'm going to detour out and around them. It's going to take uslonger to get there, but
well get there dive, anyways.”

"What about your ordersto kill me and dump the body?' BC jokes.

"What? Oh, you're joking. But that's not funny. Y ou'd be dead aready. And | wouldn't be talking
to you, not likethis, likewe are now. If | haveto kill you | don't want to know you," Drex says, shaking
his heed.

"I know what you mean.” BC says.

And | do. You are soright...

"Y eah, right. Sure you do. Thanksfor your sympathy, Padre, anyways."

You'd be surprised, big guy.

The pilot kegpstalking. "Y ou don't trust Mr. Wentworth, and that's okay. | don't always trust
him mysdlf, but he pays me very well, so | do as he says, anyways. He says take you back to the Moon.
So that's where we're going. Go back to deep if you want. Thisisgoing to take awhile." The pilot turns
to his control pand and getsto work adjusting their course. BC stares out the window at the impossibly



densefidld of gars.

So many far away suns. Space isn't really black, it'sall stars.

BC falsadeep, only to bejarred awake asif he'sfallen.

"Good Morning , Padre! Were under attack! UIN scout ships. I'm trying to fly us out of this,"
the pilot says. Y ou awake?"

"What?' BC triesto wake up fast.

"UIN scout ships, short range, firing a us. Probably means there's a cruiser nearby. At least one.
I'm trying to go where they can't.”

"Isthisship armed?' BC asks.

"Not redlly. It's supposed to be way too fast to need armament. There are defensive shidlds,
countermeasures, that sort of thing. But no missiles, no lasers. Woops, here they come again, hold on!”

The pilot hits something and the ship jumps up and out of theline of fire. BC is pressed down
hard into his seat by the g force asthey continue to leave the scout shipsin the dust. The pilot hitsthe
same control. Fast asit started, the transport decelerates, and BC can catch his breath again.

"Woah," BC manages.

"Y eah, wild ride, huh? Got us out of there, though. No sign of UIN cruisers either. Guess|
picked the right direction.”

"Good guess.™

"Not good enough! Shit, here they come again. Hold on!™

The ship is pushed sideways hard.

Feels like some giant just backhanded the ship across the galaxy.

"They hit us,” Drex says. He calls up specs and assesses damage on the screen in front of him.
Heaso cdlsup navigationd charts, switching back and forth as he figures out a course of action.

BC scansthe stars outside. He can just barely make out the glint of metal among the stars where
he knowsthe UIN shipsare. Other flashes are laser fire, maybe missileslaunching. Drex runsthe
calculations he needs for another speed burst.

"Hold on, herewe go," the pilot says, and he punches the control switch. The small transport
legps away from the fighting, safe for the moment until the dower ships can catch up.

"We can't keep this up, Father. We can't take more hits or missilefire, either. We need to find
someplace to hide. I've been looking at the charts, and there's an old abandoned station nearby where
we might get some cover. I'm dready heading for it."

Could it...

"What's the gtation's name?"

"I don't know. It's on the charts. Freedom or something.”

"Fortune?'

No way.

"Nah, | don't think it's... no, wait asec, hereitis. Yeah, it is Fortune. Y ou know it?"

"Y eah, pretty well. | spent sometimethere earlier thisyear. | know those people.”

"People? What people? | thought it was abandoned?”

"It was. But ardigious cult moved in and took it over afew years back."

"Oh. Thenthisisgonnabefun... Hey, that's strange.” The pilot isdrawn to his control screen.

"What?"

"I'm picking up UTZ ships, lots of them, dl around Fortune station.”

"UTZ ships?"

"Looks like they've seen us and the UIN scouts. I'm sending friend al the way, hopethey... Yup,
they've seen us and acknowledged friend. We're okay. They're sending a couple attack ships out to
chase off the UIN scouts.”

Two sireaks flash by them.

"Therethey go."

The pilot relaxes, smilesover a BC.

"Looks like we're going to be okay, Padre. We did get hit, though. The ship needs somerepairs, so let's



dock and do what we have to to get going again, quick. | promised to get you to the moon. | keep my
promises” hesays, amiling at BC, “Or at least | try to, anyways."

"Sure," BC says, distracted. All he can doisstare. UTZ ships surround fortune Station. Ten UTZ
battle cruisers, severa Trangpace transports. And the Sation is completdly lit up.

Not a good sign. Funny, | told them I'd come back, and here | am. Couldn't stay away. But
what the fuck is the UTZ doing here in force?

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Drex bringstheir transport in to dock with Fortune Station, right next to ahulking UTZ battle
cruiser. BC hearsthe airlock bolts lock into place, and their ship starts shaking.

"Thewhole gation's shaking!" the pilot yells. "Must have just gotten hit! Guessthose UIN scouts
arepretty fasty.” A dull metdlic thud rings through their ship and the shaking intensifies. " Another hit!
They might have bigger friends nearby.” Drex unbuckles his safety harness and beginsto stand. “ Let's
head insde the station. Rather be in there than out here right now."

"Sounds good to me." BC gets up and heads for the lock behind the pilot.

Heturnsto BC. "Y ou said you know these people?’

"Yeah," BC says, but he' sno longer sure the people he knows will till be on the station. Or even
dill dive

Drex steps aside and opens his arms, gesturing for BC to go ahead.

"You go first, then, okay?"

Aw, Jeesh, way to show some fuckin' spine, man.

"Why not," BC agrees. He cyclesthem through the airlock. They enter Fortune Station and are
immediately flanked by two UTZ soldiers.

"|dentify yourselved"

Thisisall wrong.

"Hi, how are you? Can we comein? There's some bad guys shooting at us out there," BC says,
syrupy and swest.

| don't think these guys have a sense of humor. Don't think they liked the sarcasm...

"Who are you?' The soldier on BC'sright demands.

"Actudly, you know, thisisfunny, it redly is, but, technicdly? I'min charge of thisstation. So|
should ask, ‘who are you? and ‘what are you doing on my station? Y ou could be in some trouble here,
migter!” BC puffs himsdlf up best he can.

Thistakesthe grunt by surprise. It a least causes him to stop and think hisway through the
statement in an attempt at comprehension. He abandons the attempt and falls back to his defensive
default setting and angry demands.

"We're with Commander Urdru, Fourth Fleet, Third Division. Weve been hereamonth and I've
never seen you before, Father." Hetalks past BC, "Commander!”

A UTZ Heet Commander walks up from the | eft.

Commander Urdru, | presume.

"What? What's going on here? Who are these clowns?' he barks.

The soldier pointsat BC. "Sir, Thispriest says he'sin charge here. Asked uswhat we were doing
on his station. Lottanerve, Sir.”

Urdru looks him up and down, assesses him. Then he does the sameto the pilot. Findly, he
looksBC intheeye.

"Youredly think thisis Y OUR gtation? What, are you this'Light' we heard about? Y ou?" he
asksin amocking tone.

This one knows about The Light. Is that good or bad? I'm thinking bad.



BC triesto answer. "Actuadly, I'm the New Light..."

Urdru cuts him off, "l don't care! What's your name? Both of you!"

"Drex." Thepilot says.

"Bernard Campion," BC answers. Urdru smiles when he hears the name.

"Campion?| have heard of you!" Urdru says. "Y ou hel ped secure this place! One of the Pope's
men, am | right?' he asks.

Jesus! Isn't thisjarhead familiar with the concept of confidential ?

Urdru starts as he sees BC's glower and realizes his mistake. " Sorry, Father. | don't know what
you do or who you do it for, but you did agood job here," he says, trying to patch over hisfirst
Satement.

"l did?' BC asks. "Thanks, | guess. Where's Kim? Where are the people who were here?’

"Y ou mean those nutty cultists? We cleared out those squatters just after you secured the place,
sent them back to Earth. It was easy, we just moved in and took over. | remember they kept throwing
your name at us, saying you promised them they'd be'left alone’. They 'had your word!" they said. That
was agood one!

“It'sfunny, | thought &t first they were saying ‘champion’ until | found out what your name was, who you
were."

Yeah, I'm obviously no champion... But fuck this asshole.

"Who gave you your orders?' BC demands of Urdru.

"The UTZ Council, who e se? With Pope Peter's blessing. How could you not know?' Urdruis
perplexed.

"Guess|'m out of theloop. I've been on vacation,” BC quips. “So, the cultisisare al gone?

"Oh yeah, long gone. We've been using the station as a base for a couple weeks. It'sredly old,
though. Nothing works right. And so much of the place smdlslikeincense. Makesme gag.”

A dull metdlic thud rings out and the station starts shaking again. Someoneyelling onthe comin
his ear distracts Urdru.

"Sorry, Father. We got awhole bunch of UIN coming down on us. | think you guys brought
them in on your tails Thanks so much! | gottarun! Well talk after things cam down.” Urdru turnsand
runs back the way he came.

BC, Drex, and the two soldiersall look at each other. BC nodsto the pilot, "Let'sgo.” He heads
off in the direction Urdru went. The pilot follows. BC walks confidently ahead until they walk through
section doors that close behind them. Then heturns and triesto look through the glassto seeif the
soldiers arefollowing. They're not. They're back at their post.

Helooksat the pilot and smiles.

"Alwayslook like you're going where you're supposed to be going, doing what you're supposed to be
doing, and you can get away with dmost anything,” BC advises Drex, "especidly inthe military!”

BC gesturesfor Drex to follow him. “1 know my way around here alittle. We probably want to go this
way..."

BC leads them down a corridor to the right that opens on the cafeteriawhere The Light's dtar once
stood. It's gone now. The entire room has been turned into amilitary command center. Severa
technicians monitor the equipment that linesthe walls of the room. Urdru stands at a center console. Not
wanting to ded with him again just yet, BC leavesthe cafeteriafor aside corridor. The pilot followshim.
BC stops, and stops Drex.

"I've got to check on something,” BC tellshim. "I'll beright back. Y ou stay here. Ask around in there for
help fixing your ship,” BC says, nodding towards the cafeteria

BC gtartsto go, but the pilot stops him.

"Hold on asec,” Drex says, and a strong hand closes around BC's upper |eft arm before he can escape.
Drex holds BC in place. "Where are you going?"

"l just have to check on something... from before. I'll beright back, | promise. Y ou're my ride
home! Speaking of which, just go in there and ask them to help you with repairs. Throw around your
boss s name. Maybe it's good for something.”



"Not abad idea. Okay, just be sure to come meet me back here," he says.

BC waks away.

"Don't you leave without me!" he shouts back to Drex.

"l won't."

Why don't | believe he's sincere?

BC finds an old com station off the besten path.

Just what I’ ve been looking for. Got to seeif there's any kind of message left for me from
Kimor... there.

Kim'sface appears, bruised and bloodied on theright side.

"Hello, Bernard. I'm about to be forced out of here at gunpoint by your UTZ thugs. How nice.
Why did you lie? To me, to dl of us? Judas did no worse. Y ou are not alight of any kind! But you've
awaysknown that. You'reasham. A sham | thought | used, but you used medl aong. You used usall.
| should have known. Betrayer! Y ou serve no one but yoursdlf, do you? That is so sad. Do you even
know how to tdl thetruth? Thisismy fault, redly.”

The image goes dark. End of message.

Well, fuck me, Kim. | didn't know. I maybe should have known, should have expected
they'd do this. What can | say? Sorry?

BOOM!

A blast hits outside, close by BC's position. He's rocked to the floor by the concussion, hearsthe
hissing of escaping atmosphere.

Don't blow! Not yet!

Explosive decompression?
Where's the nearest sealable door? Back here...

BC finds hisway back towards the cafeteria, sealing doors behind him as he goes. He findsthe
pilot of histransport sanding idle in the room while soldiers scramble and Urdru barks out orders at
them.

"No repairs until after the baitle,” the pilot tellsBC. "Not even for Mr. Wentworth. Although they
did compliment me on the use of avery impressive name.”

"Did they now? Too bad. What now?' BC asks.

"Guessweéll havetorideit out,” Drex says. “Wewon't get anywherein my little shipwhilethisis
going on.
"Guessnot," BC agrees, reluctantly.

Don’'t know if old Fortune Sation can take much more of a beating. ‘Riding it out’ may
not be an option...

Echoing metallic booms get louder and louder. The station shakes with each one. BOOM.
BOOM. BA-BOOM.

Closer and closer. There's somereal firepower coming in on us. Got to be more than scout
ships at this point. And this place has no defenses! Unless these guys installed some since they've
been here. Doubtful. Probably just relying on the UTZ cruisers outside. If they're getting past
them, there's more out there than a couple of UIN Scout ships.

Urdru calls over the com. BC hears him echoing on the station's com system and yelling in his ear
at thesametime.

"Okay, people, that'sit. This place can't take any more! We're bugging out. Report to your ships,
we're heading out!" Urdru shouts. “Let’ sgo!”

BC and Drex are suddenly in the midst of aswirling seaof scrambling UTZ regulars.

"Not good,” BC saysto Drex.

The pilot nodsin agreement.

"We should find aship to adopt,” Drex says. "If wetry to leavein that little trangport under this
kind of heavy fire, we're dead. It looks like staying here ain’t an option anymore, either. Anyways. Better
to get aboard acruiser or aheavy transport if we can.” The pilot looksat BC to seeif he agreeswith the
idea

”



BC looks around the cafeteria. The techs are packing up and carting off their equipment with
surprising speed. Theroom isaready almost empty. He spots two guards leaving through a door nearby.

"Let'sfollow them," he says, nodding at the two and stepping in behind them. Drex falsinto step
beside BC.
They follow the two UTZ guards out of the cafeteria, down the main corridor, through aside corridor,
and out an airlock into atroop transport ship.
BC and Drex stop once they’ re inside the ship, watch the guards continue on their way.

Drex looks at BC with new admiration, “Hey, that worked, that was good,” he whispersto him
asthe ship’sairlock cycles shut behind them.

“Thanks, | think,” BC says, “but we' re not out of thisyet.”

Chapter Twenty-Nine

What a stench! Never realized these troop transports smelled so bad! Seems over crowded.
'‘Course, we're over crowding ourselves. But at |east we're off Fortune Station. Not so fortunate
for the cult. | shoulda known Peter wouldn't honor my promises. You know, | swear | saw
something about bearing fal se witness, somewhere...

BC and Drex are crammed in elbow to elbow with about thirty UTZ soldiersin the hold of the
UTZ transport ship. They had to find somewhere on the ship to stay for the trip, and this hold seemed as
good aplace as any. They haven't heard any sounds of battle since leaving Fortune Station.

Guess no one' s shooting at us, for now. Be nice if we're heading for the moon. Beggars
can't be choosers, though, huh?

Oh man, again?

BC keeps getting pushed into. He holds his ground, but aguy on hisright keepsleaning back into
him.

| hate this.

The trooper turns around, finally, and BC catches a hot blast of sour whiskey breath. HE's got an
amosgt empty bottlein hisright hand.

"Hey, sorry, man. Merry Fucking Christmas, huh? Fuckin' Modems, no respect &t all. Oh, wait,
you apriest? Oh shit, sorry Father. Didn't mean to swear in front of apriest. My mom would tan my hide
if sheheard | did that, even a my agel" Helaughshimsdf slly a his own drunken wit.

Christmas? Wow, almost forgot in all the craziness of the last few days. It's actually
Christmas already. Jeesh, the Cardinal will be pissed I'm not back there helping him. Hey, I'm
trying to get there. | suppose | better answer the drunk with the gun....

"They never forget, do they?” BC says. “They like to remind us by attacking on Christmas.
Probably should have seen it coming, huh?"

The guy'salittle confused.

"Huh?' hesays.

"The Christmas Massacre?' BC prods him.

Drex leans over, "BC don't waste your..."

The drunk getslouder, interrupting.

"Wait, | remember! Likein that movie, right? We starved 'em on Mars, back in the 70's. Then we came
inand hit ‘'em hard, took back our UTZ gationson Mars. A grest victory, right?'

"Don't think | saw that one." BC says.

Probably propaganda... Military training film for the UTZ?

"Might have been avictory for the UTZ," BC continues, "but for the Modemsit wasthe
Christmas Massacre. They thought it wastheir food transports returning after ayear of nothing. Anyone
who could get asuit on went to see the landing.



“They were surrounding the ships. The UTZ commanders on board those food transports kept their ships
closed up until amassive crowd had gathered around them. Then the doors opened. Instead of food, the
garving crowds found troopsfiring a them.”

"Yup," the drunken soldier agrees, then makes a gun with his hand, "fsssshhh, fssssh," he dursthe
sound of alaser. "Made quick work of ‘em. Glorious victory with few casualties.”

Pointless to argue with a drunk, especially one with a gun, let's remember. But | gotta say
something... damn.

“Not too glorious, mowing down the starving and the weak, women and children some of them,
huh?’ BC says. "Few casudties on our side. But we killed ten thousand people in amatter of hours.
Maybe five thousand in the first few minutes. So they don't forget. S dl | was saying."

The drunk startsto get belligerent, "What the fuck, Father, you on their sde? They're the ones
shooting at us out there, ‘ case you forgot!"

BC hasto laugh. "Not at al, cadm down, son. I'm just aman of peace, isdl."

Trying the paternal touch. Don't think | can sell it, though. Such BS BC...

"L ook, it'snot funny," the guy says. Before he can say more an announcement blares out over the
room's com.

"Attention. Attention. Bernard Campion to the bridge. Father Bernard Campion, report to the
bridge a once," ahumorless monotone intones.

BC turnsto go.

"Hey, that'syou? Y ou specia or something?" the guy asks, reaching for BC's departing shoulder.
BC turns back and grabs the guy's arm on a pressure point.

The drunk lets go of BC, drops the bottle from his other hand, and fallsto one knee.

"Ouch! Shit, man, that hurt. | wasjust asking? What kind of priest beats you up, anyway?"

Drex pipesin.

"Oh, I went to Jesuit schools. Trust me, | knew quite afew.” He pulls BC aside and strategically stands
between BC and the drunk getting back on hisfeet. He speakslow to BC, "What's up?"'

"l don't know. But | better go. They know I'm here, obvioudy."

"Obvioudy," Drex agrees. "Or they had every captain make the same announcement and now
they're waiting to see if and where you show up. It'swhat I’ d do, anyways."

"Good point.” BC hasto admit.

"I know how they think. | wasaUTZ grunt for abit. Anyways..."

"I'll be back," BC says.

"Okay," Drex shrugs.

Now... where's that confounded bridge?

BC findsthe door he came in through and traces hisway up towards what he thinksis the front
of the ship.

The bridge is near the front, usually, right?

BC spiesadoor with an armed guard in front of it.

That looks promising. Got to get close enough to read...

"Can | helpyou?' the guard challenges BC.

"Sure. They just paged me? Bernard Campion? I'm looking for the bridge.” He explains.

"You found it, see?" the guard moves aside so BC can read "BRIDGE" on the door in block
letters. "So you're Father Bernard Campion?”

"y e

He steps even further aside, nods toward the door. "Go ahead in."

"Thanks." BC looksfor but doesn't see door controls. He turns to the guard, nearly bumpsinto
him as the guard leans forward to press on asmall, unmarked pand in thewall next to the door.

"Sorry." BC gpologizes.

"Not aproblem. Thereyou go," the guard says. The door dides open.

BC gstepsthrough into alarge open room with alow ceiling.

BC can see out into degp space through windows that make up the upper half of the three walls



he'sfacing. The lower haves of dl threewalls are lined with consoles, manned by bridge personnel.
There'sabustle as people get up from their consoles, cross the room and consult with each other.

Compared to the Paladin, thisis palatial!

A large, freestanding console dominates the center of the room. Two sections surround achair in
their center. A well-groomed UTZ captain gets up out of the chair and approaches BC.

"Father Bernard Campion?' he asks.

v~

"Pleased to meet you." He extends hisright hand. "'I'm Taka'Y amano, Commander of Mission
Alphato Fortune Station. Welcome aboard my ship!” Y amano sayswith asmile.

“1 didn't know you'd be aboard, but there was amad scramble to get off that old heap, eh?”

"Yeah,” BC nods. He starts, “1 mean, | hope that's okay ?"

"Not aproblem,” he says. "l was briefed on dl aspects of Fortune Station before we came out
here. Guessyou did theinitia legwork for us, en?’

"Y ou could say that."

And, you did. Not quite how | would have put it...

"Good work! They never expected us! And with their old leader dead, and you astheir absentee
leader... that was astroke of pure genius, by the way, Father. Well, we just came in, herded them up,
sent 'em home and took over. Y ou made it too easy for us! Good work!"

He seems pretty happy about it. | feel like shit. | set the cult up and | didn't even know it.
Didn't even think about it. | used to be able to see this kind of thing before it happened. | used to
know how devious minds operated. | was one. | AM one, dammit. Just out of practice, maybe.

When BC doesn't answer, Y amano continues.

"I just found out you were on board and | wanted to meet you. We've been recalled to the Moon.
Thought you might liketo join us on the bridge for thetrip.”

Guess impressing this guy hasits privileges...

"Sure. | was heading to the Moon anyway. Or trying to when the UIN attacked and drove us out
here,” BC wonderswhy he's nervous.

Almost stammering! Get it together ...

“I want to go to the Moon,” BC tells him, assuredly.
"0Oo0, | don't know if you redlly want to go there right now. The attack on us out at Fortunewasaside
action. The UIN is hitting the Moon and Earth both pretty hard right now, and hitting some orbitals, too.
TheUTZ iscaling back dl ships, even those like us engaged in combat already. Not agood sign,”
Y amano cautions.

"They haven' attacked in awhile," BC thinks out loud.

"Y eah. Saving up to buy usdl anice Christmas Present. Merry Fucking Christmas. Oh, sorry,
Father."

"Don't be. Merry Fucking Christmasindeed, Captain Y amano," BC agrees.

Chapter Thirty

Captain Y amano seemsto enjoy having BC on the bridge. Whenever there salull in activity, he
explanswhat’sgoing onto BC.

"Theresdill fighting going on a Lunar Prime, that'swhereweregoing,” Yamano tdlshim.
“They're dill hitting some Earth targets, too: Sydney, Hong Kong, Manila. They've been dipping up and
down from orbit. They hit Moscow, Berlin, London, New York, LA, Tokyo, al the mgor cities. 'Death
swooping down from the skies;' | heard one guy call it." Yamano's brow furrows, "Thisis bad, Father, dl
out war. They have to have more Transpace ships than we thought. Shit. Look at that... we're coming up
on theMoon,” something catches hiseye, “hold on, Father! Grab a sedt... you can Sit over their by the



nav console. Strgpin, in caseweloe G."

Aninsgent, pinging darm sounds. Red emergency lights come on around the bridge.

BC boltsto the chair the captain indicated. Out the window ahead he can see the Moon, about
the size of someone's head at this distance.

Two smal explosionsflare up in the space around the Moon. BC can see angry black and
orange hot points glowing on the lunar surface, but not much else.

Hard to make out Lunar Prime. That can't be good.

Those small explosions. Weapons fire. Not just that, though. To seeit this far away, those
have to be ships exploding...

"Damn.” Yamano turnsto BC. “That one on the right was the DeGaull. | just hope that other one
was one of theirs" the captain says.

BC turnsin hischair to face the captain. "The heavy cruiser DeGaul ?!

"The former heavy cruiser, unfortunately. Thisisbad." The captain sopstaking as he sudiesthe
readouts around him, amask of concentration freezing his features with furrowed brow.

BC looks back out the front viewport. The moon has surged closer, looms larger than the limits
of theviewing area, horrid black smears glowing fierce orange-red, like open wounds, marring the
surface. BC sees something flash by, seesmetallic rain sparkling outside.

Must have been a missile. And countermeasures.

"Pull usup and away off the dliptic a hundred degrees. Now!" Y amano ydlls.

BC watches the moon drop out of sight in the viewports as their ship surgesup and ahead ina
burst of speed. BC fed sthe Gs pushing him down in his chair despitethe artificia gravity.

"Rear guns, | want answering fire on that missile launcher yesterday!" Y amano cals out. "Launch
more countermeasures, we haven't covered this postion.”

Shit... thisis bad. 1" ve never seen it this bad before. The moon looks like Hell.

"They’ re probably going to need you down on Lunar Prime, Father, or what' sleft of it. Lots of
last ritesto perform, I’'m afraid. I’ m getting reports of heavy casudties and wounded.”

“How bad isit?” BC hasto ask.

“They hit the main dome of Lunar Prime," Y amano says, "destroyed the central section.” The
captainislistening to some com source BC can't hear and relaying the information.

Helooksdirectly at BC. "They hit the Vatican section pretty hard, I'm afraid, Father. It's being
mentioned as one of the hardest hit areas.” Y amano triesto cheer him up. “Guess you're lucky you're
with us here, hun? Well, let'shope..." Yamano is cut off.

"Captain, we're being hailed by the King," an officer tells him. The captain nods back.

"Go ahead, King. Y amano on the Eisenhower, fresh back from Fortune. How can we help?”

"Niceto seeyou, Ike," the com sputters. The signal isjust barely holding together.

BC can hear explosionsin the background on the com.

"WEe re picking up aUIN flanking action around the dark side,” the com sputters. “Hey Ike, why
don’t you come on over and help us stop them from hitting our lin€'s blind side! Sending coordinates,
hope we see you soon, King out." Another background explosion is cut off as the message ends.

"Nav, hdm, get usover there. Tactical, | need some scansin that area. Bridge, kill the white light
in here, we're going dark side.”

Regular lighting blips off a the cgptain's command. Only the red dert lighting now lightsthe
bridge.

Cool. Just like the movies.

Except here we can die.

Maybe nothing like the movies, come to think of it.

BC watches the moon go from orb to crescent dl the while getting larger in the forward
viewport.

Goingin...

He sees extensive damage to sites on the surface of the dark Side asthey get closer. Hethinks
about what Y amano told him.



Man, did they hit us hard. The atrium of Lunar Prime. All those good restaurants and

bars... and our section...

| wanted to forget that, pretend | didn't hear it. God, | hope everybody got to safety in the
shelters. | have no idea how much advance warning they got. Merry Christmas from your friends
in the UIN. Happy Anniversary.

BOOM-ANG-THUD!

A blast shakes the bridge. The entire bridge crew snapsinto a spurt of precise activity asthey
take battle stationsin earnest.

"WEe ve got company!" someone shouts. "That wasahit!"

"Tell me something we both don't dready know, Chargon,” Y amano says, cool and sarcadtic.
"Damege?’

"Minima," an officer on BC'sright reports.

"Good. That'swhat | wanted to hear. Okay, you guys got one free shot, you don't get another
one,” the captain tellsthe enemy.

Heturnsto BC. “Hey there, Father, how you doin"? Ever ride a cruiser into battle before?"

BC musgtersagmile. "I'm, uh, I'm okay. Can't say as| have, captain.”

"Hrd timefor everything, huh?"

"Captain, weve got missleslocking on!" the guy BC now knowsis Chargon shouts.

Y amano turnsto face front.

"Return firel" he barks. ""Countermessures™

"Another one coming in from starboard, sir!" Chargon reports.

"I'monit, captain,” the guy on BC' sright tells Y amano. “ Starboard side batteriesfiring.”

"Good. Keep those missile away from us. No lasers yet? Funny. They may not have them on
every ship. Missiles are easier to mount, easier to come by, too,” Y amano says, thinking out loud.

BC watches the bridge crew in their ballet of battle.

It isalmost a dance, the way they work together to run the ship. They're the interactive
human brain for the cruiser's killing machine. Kill or be killed.

They closein on the UIN ship that fired on them. Asthe ship gets close enough for BC to see
some detall it eruptsinto an orange cloud of debris and quickly extinguishing flame from the nearly
invisblelaser firefrom their cruiser.

Another UIN ship suddenly appears from behind and to the left, bearing down on them. The
Eisenhower’ s lasers soon focus on the new intruder. It’ s obliterated in turn, only to be followed by a
third, right behind it. It, too, quickly disintegrates under laser fire from their cruiser.

"I've got afix on another two, maybe three of them,” the officer to BC'sright tellsthe captain
after they've taken out the third UIN vessd.

"Try to keep us between them and the moon. There are till civilians dive down there. Let's seeif
we can't keep more of our people from being killed.” The captain pauses, thinking. “Don't let us get too
closeto the surface. We need to be able to maneuver. If they get too closeto us, or head towards the
surface, dice‘emand dice‘em,” he orders.

"Captain, The King on the com!" Chargon says.

“Go ahead, King,” Y amano authorizes.

"Eisenhower, you are asight for sore eyes! Good to see you. Y ou're hot! Good shooting!” the
com sputters, stronger than the last time,

"Who elsewe got here, King?' Y amano asks.

"Well, we had the Kennedy, but they're gone, back for repairs. The UIN first wave took out the
Blair... down with dl hands, the poor bastards. But The Blair took out a huge UIN Transpace Transport
ship, one we hadn't see before, before she went down.

“The UIN used the big ship to ferry smaller ones herefrom Mars. If the Blair hadn't stopped them, they
woulda been ableto bring in more ships.”

"The Blair took it out, huh?" the captain asks the com.

"Y eah, but unfortunately not before it unloaded it's last batch of assault craft. We got another one



comingin!" thecom clicks off.

"We got it, captain. Coming up from the surface, didn't see that one on the scans! Incoming!”

BOOM-THUD-ANG

"I want that ship! Get somefire on that fucker!" Y amano yells. The UIN ship explodesin their
viewport.

BC watchesthe battle blur by. Their ship ishit, but not badly damaged as they mop up thefailed
UIN flanking action on the dark side.

After, Y amano bringsthe Eisenhower back around near Lunar Prime.

The UTZ line has been holding the main UIN advance at bay in the space around Lunar Prime.
As The Eisenhower approachesthe UTZ line, more UIN ships appear, probably the last of the UIN
flankers.

The I ke engages a couple of these straggling assault ships, but they’ re no match for the UTZ
Heavy Cruiser. The Eisenhower takes some damage, but deal's out more. Both ships are destroyed.

The Eisenhower, two other heavy cruisers, and several smaler support craft are dl that are left
of the UTZ forces by thetime the Ike arriveson theline. To BC, the battle seemsto be al but over, with
the exception of aUIN straggler here and there like the two The Eisenhower had taken out earlier. But
the bridge of The Ike remainstense and dert. The crew isusing every scanner at their disposal searching
for enemy ships. Eyes wide open. BC figuresthe sceneis the same on the bridges of the other cruisersas
well.

The King tried to follow them from the dark side, but ended up touching down for repairsat a
nearby outpost instead when their damage proved too extensive for them to continue. “ They’ll liveto fight
another day,” Y amano had quipped. BC heard him mention something about another cruiser coming
back from action on the dark side, too.

BC gtsin hischair and listens. He knowsthe battleisredly over when dl of a sudden everyone
seemsto smultaneoudy exhae abreath they didn’t know they were holding. No one says anything, but
it sbeen awhile ancethey’ ve seen an enemy ship, and dl of asudden everythingisAll Right. A relative
calm descends over the bridge.

| guess we won. There are more of us than them. But the cost seems incredibly high. What
isthe UIN doing?

The white lighting comes back on. BC redlizes Chargon isreciting alist of ship’sdamagesto
Captain Y amano and beginsto pay attention.

"...about seventy percent. It's okay, not grest, but okay. And the other one, well... it'll probably
blow up if we push it beyond minimd directiond firing. But well need it for that, because most of the
starboard sde directional engines are out. We suffered most of our hull breaches on the starboard side,
some explosive Dee, mostly confined to deck two."

"Casudties?' Y amano asks.

"Two," he'stold. "Endoway is gone, sucked right out of C corridor on deck two. LeClair was
killed when Engine Two flared.”

"Roger." Y amano massages hisbrow, closes his eyes.

"Orders, 9r?' the hedlmsman asks.

"Right." Y amano lowers his hands, opens hiseyes. "Take usin to Lunar Prime, Reagan Station.
Take usdown, Mr. Chargon.”

BC leansforward to see what he can of Lunar Prime out of the viewports as they approach.
What he sees makes him fed sick, sour and twisted in the pit of his ssomach. The entire stationisa
charred mess. Twisted meta beamsjut up out of melted piles of what were once walls, cellings, floors.
New craters mar the surface.

One of those cratersiswhere | used to live. | can only hope everyone made it to some kind
of shelter. But I'm not sure anywhere was safe from that blast, by the look of it. Might have been a
nuke! Would they dare?

Man, thisis the most destruction I've ever seen, maybe wor se than some of the Earth attacks back
when | was a kid. Thiswas major, an all out blitz.



"Therewerealot of casudties down there" Y amano saysat BC'ssde, Sartling him out of his
thoughts.

| never heard him approach... must be slipping.

Might be shock. Caught me daydreaming, or, what, day-nightmaring?

"Lookslikeit." BC says.

“I’'m sorry. | know you were based here. Maybe you were lucky to be with usinstead of here
when the attack came,” Y amano says. He looks out at the ruinswith BC.

"They threw everything they had at us, seemslike" Y amano ponders aoud.

"Looksthat way. Merry Christmas, huh?!

"They won't forget the massacre.” It's a statement.

"Not likely," BC agrees.

"Captain, were down. Into what's left, anyway. Were improvising an airlock using our
ship-to-ship facilities. Should be able to disembark in twenty minutes," the com says.

Chapter Thirty-One

BC thanks Captain Y amano and makes hisway off The Eisenhower and back onto Lunar Prime
through the makeshift airlock.

| can breathe, guess that means it works.

Thisis not the way | saw myself getting back here. | figured little trip to deposit Fiza, then
right back in time for Christmas, no worries. How wrong can a man be?

Lunar Prime's spaceport isin chaos. Armed UTZ guards movein patrols throughout the
confused crowd. LSCs are doing their best to move among the people, comforting them, telling them
where they can go to get help.

Most of those wandering through the spaceport seem alittle dazed, il in shock from theterrible,
shattering force of the attacks.

BC spots Governor Edwards in the crowd, doing his best to help the cause. He makes his way
up to Edwards, finds him staring off into space whileaUTZ officer reports. It takes over aminute for
Edwardsto turn, see BC, and register whom it is standing there. Then his eyes snap dert and brighten.

"BC!" Edwards says, surprised and smiling. Then hissmiledrops, his eyes darken and dim with
sadness.

BC triesfor comfort.

"Marc, | can't believethis, that they'd do this."

"l guess| know better what you've been talking about now, huh?' Edwards shakes his head.
"Why?Why did they... they never hit uslike this before. Were not on their side, but were not their
enemy. Why us?'

"I don't know, Marc. | just don't know. Why kill anybody this way? Deep and ancient hatreds. It
is Christmas, you know."

"I know. They'll never forget that. | don't think they should. But that wasn't even us! Not the
Lunar Free State! We didn't kill them. Why us? Why today?"

"Maybeit was us. The Vatican, | mean. Our fault. | saw the crater where the mission used to
be"

Marc Edwards lowers his head, then looks back up, eye to eye with BC. He clears his throat
and prepares to pass adong grim news.

"The Cardind isdead, BC. | helped identify him after thefirst wave of attacks. I'm sorry. The
Reverend Swan is gill missing, but presumed dead. The Vatican Mission was hit first, and hard.”

"Wasit anuke?"

"No. | think they wereflinging captured asteroids at us at first."



Damn, that’ s hardcore.
Oh, man, not now!

A headache comes on and overwhelms BC where he stands. Pain shoots through his skull. He
closes hiseyes, squeezesthe bridge of his nose between histhumb and right pointer.

A bad one! Gotta be the crazy stress.

"Y ou okay, BC?' Edwards asks, concerned.

"Yeah, | think, it'sjust alot, getting one of those headaches again." BC says, and looks around
for somewhere to sit. Quickly.

"Here, man, st down. Sit down," Edwards says, hel ping him to a chair and clearing off debris so
BC can plop down.

BC gits, head in his hands, as the headache grows. He rubs his temples but it doesn't help.

So much pain thistime! Shit! What sort of permanent damage did those cult drugs do to
my brain? Thisistheir revenge for my letting them down.

"BC?' Edwardsisleaning over him, worried.

"I'll be okay, just give measec.”

| hope I’ll be okay. They tell me again and again there are no tumors or growths but then
what aw fuck what ouch ow!

"Have you heard about the Earth attacks?' Edwards asks him.

BC triesto concentrate, lowers hisright hand from his head and opens hisright eyeto look at
Edwards. "Not in any detail. Have you heard any reports?’

"It was bad, BC. They may till be attacking. | haven't heard any recent updates. We were lucky
to get the smal defense group we did from the UTZ when we requested it. Most of the UTZ fleet was
defending Earth.”

"What have you heard?'

"They threw everything they had at us. And they had more than anybody knew. They've been
magjorly stockpiling on Mars. They did mgor damage to Sydney, London, New Y ork, Los Angeles,
Tokyo, Lima, and Vatican City." Edwards pauses as something else occursto him.

Heleansin alittle closer. "Pope Peter is dead, BC. It happened before the attacks. We got the news
right after you left with that woman Fiza. His death was confirmed thismorning. I'm sorry."

I'msorry... I'msorry... 'msorry...

Thewords echo in hisbrain. BC's head fedslikeit's about to explode, asif hisbrainis
expanding, trying to break out of the confines of his skull. He closes hiseye. The painisintense.

I'msorry... I'msorry... I'msorry... I'msorry... I'msorry...

The words keep echoing in BC's head. Then thefloor falsaway. BC keegpsfaling, faling,
dropping fadter, freefaling.

Everything is gone. The world falls away.

BC opens hiseyes. The world around him contracts down into asmal marble that shrinksinto a
pinpoint of light and then -pop- disappears.

Everyone is dead. The Cardinal. Svan. Who knows who else. M'Bekke? Marino?

BC doesn't redlize he's passed out until he comesto lying on his back on a couch.

In Edward's office. Still here, still intact.

Edwardsis gtting behind adesk across the room from BC and notices him stirring. He smiles
and gets up to come over.

"BC! You'reback!"

"Wheredid | go?'

"Youtel me! Youwent... | don't know. Catatonic or something.”

BC sits up and rubs his temples. The headache has passed.

| still feel like I'm hungover. | should have more fun if I'm going to end up suffering like
this. How long has it been?

“How long was| out for?’

"It'sbeen amost aday! Y ou were staring straight ahead, but you weren't seeing anything. You



wouldn't respond to anything. | had them bring you here so you weren't |ft Sitting Staring into spacein the
middle of the spaceport. Not that you were the only one shell shocked.”

"Thanks, Marc,” BC saysinamumble.

Sill groggy.

"How's your head?' Edwards asks, Stting down in anearby chair.

"Sokay," BC laughs, "least of my worries,

“Everyone | know and work with, and for, isdead. Where | lived and worked isgone. And I'm still here,
somehow.”

"Soam |, man. So am |. Hey, Doctor O'Ned saysit may have overwhelmed you, everything
hitting you a once, menta overload or something. Brought on your headache. Sounded like agood
explanationto me."

"l suppose.”

| gotta see another neurologist or someone about these headaches. That last was a doozy.

"They announced anew pope while you were out of it!" Edwards says, trying to cheer up BC.

"Whe?"

"Pope Linusl" Edwardstdls him. "They broadcast it about two hours ago.”

"Redly?Whoishe?'

"I told you, Linus. Areyou sureyou're okay?' Edwards sounds concerned.

"No, no, man, that's not what | mean." BC shakes his head, chuckles. "Popestake on asaint's
name when they become pope. 'Linus isn't hisrea name. So | wonder who heis."

"Oh, | getit," Edwards says, nodding. He gets up, walks back over to his desk and sits down.

BC'sfedling better, so he stands up.

No dizziness, good. Legs feel solid. Not jelly.

"Do you have areport, something | can read, look at?' BC asks.

Edwards stands up, motionsfor BC to come over.

"The story's till on my screen. Go ahead, take alook." He steps back and lets BC sit down to
read the news.

Linus the Second has been eevated to the Papacy after the convening of an emergency meeting
of the College of Cardinals. He was made pope on Christmas day.

He was pope before | even knew Peter was dead. And Giusseppe Fioreni is now Linus the
Second. Who the fuck is Giusseppe Fioreni? Where's the bio link? Oh there...

Fioreni was aleader in the old Roman Catholic Church until the time of the Great Reunification.
He was alead member of the Vatican team in the ecumenical councilsthat led to the reunification.

Sounds old school Catholic. Wonderful.

BC keepsreading. Fioreni was evidently a surprise choice, and from the sounds of the article one
of only acouple of candidates to come forward. Massive losses were suffered on Christmas Eve when
the UIN attacked Vatican City unannounced, thinning the ranks of those who would be pope. The
College of Cardindsisnow much smdler, evidently, having been gathered at the Vatican for the Papal
vote when the attacks commenced.

"Linusthe Second, huh?' BC mumbles.

"What wasthat?' Edwards asks from behind him.

"Nothing. Just trying to get used to the idea of anew boss."

"S0, do you know thisnew guy?' Edwards asks.

"Not at al. Never met theman. Heand | didn't runin the same circles. I'm sure helll befine,
though, if the cardinds chose him that quickly.”

"Gotta pick up the pieces and move on,” Edwards muses.

"Y eah, but the church never movesthat fast. It's funny. Funny peculiar, not funny haha
Especidly where Pope Peter died before the attacks.”

"Y eah, that part was never made too clear,” Edwards agrees. He walks around the desk, paces
across theroom.

BC changesthe subject. "Hey, | noticed something.”



"What'sthat?' Edwards turns and paces back.

"You'redill in charge here. There are no UIN soldiers herding usinto containment aress. Did we
win?'

"If you can call thiswinning. They threw everything they had at us, and we held them back. We
took abeating, were hurt, and alot of people are dead. But we are till here. We stopped them, BC.

“They lost alot of ships, wasted alot of lives on their Sde. Some of them got away, limped off,
but they accomplished nothing. Nothing has changed. Except theresalot of people dead who weren't
before. All of thisfor nothing. It's so fucking pointless, BC. Nothing's changed!" Edwards can't help but
get worked up.

BC looks down at the desk screen, flips to the item before the piece on the new pope. It'san
updated doc on the confirmed dead. Swan ison thelist. The Cardind, too.

"Nothing? Everything's changed, Marc." BC finds himsdf growing angry. "Asde from you, Marc,
most of the people | know are now dead. This makesit a persona war for me, now. | fed likethey're
waging war on me. They killed al these people| cared about and it got them nothing.”

It was never personal before. Just my job. Who do | work for now?

"Tdl you what, Marc. I'm going to give them something for their trouble, for al the trouble they
brought down on us. | don't know what or how yet, or where, when, any of that, but they've made me
their enemy! It snever fdt this persona to me before. When | figure out what 1'm going to do, you'll be
thefirst to know..."

The doorbell interrupts BC. It rings again quickly. Before Edwards can answer it, the door whips
open. Danid McEntyre burgtsin.

"Marc, thishas..." he sartsto say. He stopsin histracks when he sees BC sitting behind the desk where
he expected to see Edwards. His head whips back and forth as he looks for Edwards. When he spots
him he demands, pointing at BC, "What is he doing here?"

BC isup from behind the desk before his mind knows his body ismoving. All hisanger & the
UIN isconcentrating in hisright fist ashe pullsit back.

Fuck it.

BC letsasolid right fly. Hisfist connectsflat with McEntyre's jaw. McEntyre's head snaps back.
McEntyre sstumbles back, falsinto the closing door, then didesto the floor holding hisjaw. BC shakes
hishand.

Damn. That felt good. May have broken something...

"Sorry, Marc," BC gpologizes. He steps over McEntyre and into the doorway, then turnsto look
down & hisvictim.

"Don't even think of pressing any charges," BC tells McEntyre, "or I'll bring up your tackle you
laid on me back on the day you had your wife killed. Oh wait, no, that's right, | nated her,
right? Fuck you." BC turns back, walks out the door and down the corridor.

| have no idea where I'm going. There's no place left to go to. I'd like to get some air. But
what am | gonna do, go out for a walk? That doesn't work here. The only thing close was the
dome, and that's gone now, too.

The air tastes stale. Recyclers aren't what they used to be, must have been hit. The main
dome was a big part of the atmosphere system, come to think of it. Maybe we're running on old
back ups.

BC stops walking when he reaches an emergency airlock door. All the door panelsarelit up
bright red. There's no air on the other sde. BC can see through the doors ahead to awreck of a
corridor. The corridor extends a short way ahead, then is Smply flattened down and melted into spiky
modern art.

But its not art. Not some sculptor’ s nightmare made manifest. This used to be the way
through the main dome to the Vatican mission.

What's that?

BC hears footsteps behind him, turnsto see Edwards walking hisway.

"Didyaredly haveto do that? | don't have enough problems, you gotta make me some new



ones?' Edwardsis shaking his head, trying to look angry at BC but till grinning around the edges.

"Sorry, man, | seethat fuck, | seethe UIN. | just lost it. Hewasin striking distance. Thefirst
UIN thing to come within my gtriking distance. So | struck.”

"Fine. Did that get it out of your sysem?”

"Not redly," BC answers honestly.

"Too bad. Dont do it again.”

"What, to him? Why not? Who says?’

"l sys”

"Why not?'

"I've got no timeto deal with it and thetroubleit will cause!” Edwards actudly gets serious with
BC. “I've gottarebuild this place, and I've got no time for your petty squabbling with McEntyre. | need
him, believeit or not!” Edwards explainsto BC. “He's respected by those who don't respect me. | have
to work with him. And | need your help, too, so | can't have you two openly at each other'sthroats.”
Edwards smilesagain. ” So | hope you enjoyed that. Because THAT wasit. Y ou got me?”’

BC nods.

"Y ou gottarebuild, too, BC! Who elseis going to rebuild the Vatican Misson? Who dseisleft?!

"What? Me?'

"Y ou should put your energy into rebuilding the Vatican Misson,” hetellsBC.

BC sees Edwards has thought this through.

It seems Mr. Edwards has decided | need a purpose. Maybe he' sright.

“You aretheonly oneleft! Just start doing it, I'll back you up. Tell the new guy Pope Peter had
left you with ingtructionsto do it. Y ou're now the ranking Vatican NcC official on the Moon, so you need
to rebuild that mission. Take chargel" Edwardstriesto fire him up. It'snot working, but BC will play
aong.

"| liketheway you think, Marc. You areacrazy optimigt, | likethat."

"And you'rejust crazy, right? Help me rebuild the Moon, BC! It's something to work on, to care
about, something to do to defy those who'd tear us down. Do it for everyone who's gone now. Do it for
yourself, to give yourself something to do, some purpose, something to focus on as you rebuild yoursdlf.”

"Man, that was deep. Y ou practicing a speech or something?' BC laughs.

Edwards |ooks down for a second, then back at BC with ahint of agrin. "1 have been working
on alittle something. So, will you do it?"

"Do wheét, stop hitting McEntyre or help you rebuild?!

"How about both? They're the samething, redly, right? Will you?"

BC sghs. He extends a hand to Edwards, who grabsit in ahandshake as BC says, "Y eah. I'm with you."



