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Chapter One

The Moon, our bright orb of light in
the night sky. On clear nights, you can
once again see distant sunlight glint oft
Lunar Prime’s main dome on the Moon’s
surface.

There are clear skies on Earth again,
now, through which to see the bright and
full moon. And a new dome covers the
atrium of the moon’s main city, once
again reflecting the sunlight. A haze of
smoke, debris and dust filled the
atmosphere after the United Islamic
Nation’s surprise attacks on Christmas
Day, almost three months ago. The Earth
suffered nearly two months of
worldwide, unnatural clouds and sooty



rain. The constant rain dampened the
spirits of those on the ground struggling
to rebuild their cities.

The people of Lunar Prime struggled
to rebuild the settlements on the Moon as
well. The original dome and a great deal
more of Lunar Prime had been reduced
to rubble by the UIN attack. The attack:
Surprise gave the attacking UIN fleet an
advantage it lacked in technology. Most
UIN ships lack Transpace drives.

Transpace drives allow United Trade
Zone ships to travel in a flash between
Earth and Mars. The UTZ

uses this tech to their commercial and
military advantage. It had given them an
edge 1n their ongoing war with the UIN.

However; unknown to the UTZ, the



UIN had managed to acquire a few
Transpace drives, through theft and the
black market. The UIN equipped their
largest ships with those drives. Those
large ships then became carriers for
smaller craft. But most of the UIN fleet
relied on the old mag lev propulsion
system for travel from Mars to Earth and
back.

For their Christmas raids, the UIN
used their carriers to ferry fighter-
bombers into Earth orbit. Other UIN
ships used the old mag-lev highway to
travel from Mars to Earth orbit, leaving
early to meet up with the carriers.

UIN forces massed and then attacked,
splitting off to hit targets on Earth, in
orbit, and on the moon. The UIN threw



everything they had into the attacks:
missiles, small asteroids, and lasers.
Everything. The UIN ships did heavy
damage to their targets before UTZ ships
could engage and destroy them. The
surprised UTZ forces retaliated, pushed
the UIN fleet back and finally repelled
the attacks, but the damage was done.
Besides punishing Lunar Prime, the
UIN hit many major cities on Earth: Los
Angeles, Bangkok, Hong Kong, Ankara,
Moscow, Pretoria, Rome and the
Vatican, London, New York, Santiago,
and more. They wiped out two of the
orbiting stations used by the UTZ as
staging platforms, and completely
destroyed the private station of Ishmael
Takayama, a UTZ CEO Council



member. Two and a half months have
now passed. The full moon again lights
up the night. The sky is once again clear.
The Earth has proven resilient once
again, cleansing the pollution of war
from her skies. Her people have proven
resilient as well.

Everyone left alive has been
rebuilding: in the cities on Earth, on the
stations 1n orbit, and at Lunar Prime on
the moon.

Survivors on the moon faced many
challenges: rebuilding airtight tunnels
and structures, conserving resources,
finding ways to replenish supplies, just
keeping themselves alive over the last
two and a half months was in itself a
challenge.



The Lunar Prime government directed
the rebuilding. Work on the dome was
its own separate project, the top priority.
After the dome, the first major priority
was spaceport reconstruction. They
rebuilt ship berths as fast as they could,
so supply ships could land, dock and
unload. After the spaceport came the
city’s infrastructure: living quarters,
kitchens, and entertainment spaces for
the residents and workers doing the hard
work and heavy lifting. Rebuilding the
living spaces helped life on Lunar Prime
slowly get back to “normal”.

Some of the construction on Lunar
Prime has gone beyond simple
rebuilding. New defensive batteries
have been built at strategic points around



the city. Anti-ship guns and missile
emplacements now blossom like deadly
gray flowers, rising up from the network
of tunnels, domes and buildings that
make up the unconventional city of Lunar
Prime.

The Vatican Mission at Lunar Prime
1s now a small fortress, with its own
artillery emplacement and defensive
batteries, reinforced walls and security
airlocks.

The original Vatican Mission on
Lunar Prime was a prime target in the
UIN Christmas Raids. Its buildings were
leveled; church personnel present at the
time were slaughtered. The new Vatican
Mission looks like it could stand up to
pretty much anything thrown at it, more



fortress than mission.

Reconstruction continues underneath
the new main dome of Lunar Prime. The
government rebuilt the dome’s main
structure, replaced the dome itself, and
cleared away debris. But the government
also monopolized the corps of
contractors and workmen available on
the moon during the first two months of
rebuilding.

In the last two weeks, more and more
workers and craftsmen have been freed
up to work on other projects. In the last
two weeks, some of the merchants who
owned and operated the businesses that
once circled the atrium on the three
floors under the dome have returned.
They’ve begun to rebuild and reopen



their stores, restaurants, bars and other
businesses. There’s construction
activity, attempts to get back to normal.
Two restaurants are open with limited
menus. One of the clothing stores has
managed to restock and reopen. The
picture remains incomplete. Some
storefronts remain dark. But rebuilding
continues. In the center of the atrium,
new vegetation has been planted, just
starting to grow. The great old trees that
looked like “giant green scrub brushes”
are gone, lost to space when the dome
was breached in the attacks, along with
the rest of the vegetation that flourished
in and around the atrium’s central pool.
The government has planted new trees
and bushes, trying again. Scrawny



saplings now quiver where the trunks of
the old trees once sank their roots.

It’s Saint Patrick’s Day 2110. The
leader of the reconstruction, Marc
Edwards, the Governor of Lunar Prime,
has declared the day a holiday for
everyone involved in the rebuilding
effort... and there are at least four bars
open on the Moon in which to celebrate!

BC smiles and sips his pint of dark
ale as he sits by himself at McGrady’s,
an “Irish Pub” that opens out onto the
atrium under the main dome of Lunar
Prime.

McGrady’s was one of the first bars
rebuilt out of the wreckage after the
Christmas War, one of the first
commercial establishments to again



make a go of it. The bar opened shortly
after the main dome was repressurized,
about a month ago.

Its good to be celebrating
something, even if its just Saint
Patricks Day... And what a perfect
place to be today... I wonder if the
proprietor s really Irish? Or if he even
knows anyone named McGrady... Not
that anyone really cares right now!

BC’s table 1s near the back wall of the
pub, a perfect vantage point for people
watching. The bar is crowded. He can
see the relief in folks’ faces, sees
flashing signs of hope, even happiness,
in the eyes of the people in the crowd of
drinking revelers.

Everyone needs this! We’ve all been



working so hard to rebuild over the last
couple of months. So much destroyed...
so many dead... so much changed now,
forever... I miss The Cardinal, I miss
Swan. She was annoying... but that
doesn t mean she deserved to die. Man,
two months. Two months can go by
before you know it, when you're busy.
When all of your time is occupied,
there's never enough of it. And it's gone
before you know it. That and every year
seems to go by faster as I get older ...
Huh. I don't think anybody here is
Irish, never mind catholic, heh! Funny
thing, guess everybodys Irish on Saint
Patrick’s Day. Even on the moon...
“Ambassador? You ready for another
one?” A young guy in his twenties



wearing a yarmulke nearly bumps into
BC’s chair as he offers to buy him a
beer.

Who's he? Lets see, Simon
something, maybe? Can’t be sure...

“What? No, no thanks, not yet, but
thank you!”

BC smiles as he begs off the offer.

“Happy Saint Patrick’s Day, Father!”
the man says as he bumps his way back
into the crowd, presumably heading for
the bar.

Yup, everybody s Irish today. Happy
Saint Patrick’s Day, indeed. Happy
Day Off... finally. Stroke of genius on
Edwards’ part. Universal day of rest
and  relaxation  well  deserved.
Governor'’s decree.



Hmmm.... speaking of Edwards... He
should be here soon. Poor guy could
probably use a drink. He needs to let
off some steam. I'm sure he regrets
calling for a new election, now. He
thought he’d have their support after
all this...

It’s as if he wanted to be legit, to be
really elected governor. Ilronic... and
crazy. Crazier still, he’s proven he can
do the job. Just look around!

We've done okay rebuilding this city
in space. The main dome was open and
functional faster than I thought would
be possible. We're okay... so long as
this ceasefire holds. We haven't done
too badly.

Amazing what you can accomplish



when you set your body and mind to
something. There's more to do, sure.
But look at what we've done! The crews
who helped me rebuild the Vatican
mission worked endless hours and
made it come together incredibly fast...

Simon, that’s that guy’s name! [
remember now! It was Simon! He was
the head of the electricians, 1
remember ... “Workin’  for  the
ambassador”... that was him! He
always said that when he saw me
coming. Simon wanted to buy the
“Ambassador” a beer! Nice...

Some ambassador ...

Ambassador by default.

“Campion? You still alive? Good.
Anyone else? No? Okay, then, you're



the ambassador. Rebuild the mission;
let us know how it goes. Bye, now.”

Or something like that.

Suddenly, Pope Linus makes me
ambassador. Then he leaves me on my
own. No word yet, to this very day.

Although... it has been nice to be
able to build the Vatican Mission to my
own specs. No one from the Vatican to
tell me what to do... I just do it!

Edwards has helped a lot. The
mission is more fortified than it used to
be. There's a hell of a lot more security
now. We should be able to withstand
attacks, maybe defend ourselves. 1
hope. Sure, theres a ceasefire now, but
how long can that last? Probably just
until each side builds enough new ships



to do it all over again.

So much destroyed. So many killed.
So much changed. Hell, 1’ msaying
Mass on Sunday these days... said
Mass this morning. For the "Holy
Day." And here I am drinking with the
good folks of Lunar Prime this
afternoon. The governor's stopping by
later... I've become pretty respectable
for a former assassin!

I don't know for sure about the
"former" part. That's my assumption.
But Peter's dead. The OPO was his
baby. I don't know if “Linus” is aware
of all of our nefarious activities...

I’'m not sure [ really care to continue
with them, anyway. I used to be able to
do my job because the people who died



deserved to die. Lately, a lot of people
who don’t deserve to die are dying...
all around me!

That ain’t right.

I'm beginning to think it all started
with Meredith McEntyre.

Somehow, she didn’t deserve to die.

Now we’re all paying for it.

But it’s not my fault!

That was an assignment!

But, somehow... everything since
then has gone wrong.

BC drains his pint glass.

Guess I could use another pint.. . no
real hurry, though. The bar looks pretty
crowded at the moment.

BC looks away from the bar, past the
crowd, out through the pub’s windows



into the atrium. The main dome is
brightly lit, brighter than it used to be.

The old trees used to take the harsh
angles off the light and cast shadows,
but they're all gone, now.

The new growth is just beginning to
blossom and thrive. The new saplings
don’t yet cast the shadows the old
growth once did.

I can't believe they had the atrium
open a month ago. Just a month and a
half, that’s it! That’s how long it took
them to rebuild. That’s determination!

“I can’t believe it’s already March!”
Governor Marc Edwards says, pulling
up a chair at the table across from BC.

“I didn’t see you come in,” BC says.
“March is already half gone. You’ve



gotta catch up, Marc!” he says, giving
Edwards a hard time.

The governor gives him a humorously
cold stare. BC laughs. He raises his
empty glass to the governor.

“Good holiday!”

“Thanks. It was one of my aides’
ideas, but it seemed like a good one,” he
admits, smiling. He looks tired, but
happy.

“I like it. People need something to
help them relax. Step back from the
work,” BC says, looking around the
barroom.

“Yeah. It’s good to have an excuse to
take a day off. We have got a lot done,”
Edwards concedes. He notices BC’s
empty pint glass, “You need another



one?”’

Guess I look parched...

“Sure,” BC agrees.

Edwards gets up and heads for the
bar. BC watches people part around the
governor, as they realize he’s among
them.

People slap him on the back, shake his
hand, and clear the way to the bar for
him. “I guess rank has its privileges.
Remember to vote, huh,” Edwards says
to the laughing crowd around him as they
move en masse to the bar.

Nice to see smiles on people’s faces.
There’s been so much death.
Everyone’s been grim, but determined.
To rebuild. To carry on. Not to give up.
Try to remember to forgive ourselves



for still being alive when so many we
know are dead... Don't let the enemy
win, let’s rebuild again, like a mantra
these last two months. Thats part of
why Edwards called for an election...
to keep us real and honest.

The governor returns with two pints.

“Nice to see some smiles on faces for
a change, huh, BC?” Edwards asks. He
hands BC his glass.

“Certainly 1s, Marc. Good job putting
them there,” BC congratulates him.

“I can’t take all the credit,” Edwards
demurs, shaking his head.

“Why not take some!” BC suggests.
He raises his glass for a toast. “Cheers!
Here’s to rebuilding Lunar Prime!” BC
proposes. Edwards raises his pint.



“To  rebuilding Lunar  Prime,”
Edwards agrees.

“Amen!” BC says, and he clinks his
glass into Edwards’. They sip from their
pints.

“So. You hear anything new?”
Edwards asks.

“Nothing,” BC shakes his head. “The
OPO may be O-V-E-R.”

“Where does that leave you?”

“I don’t know. Ambassador to Lunar
Prime, I guess. I'm here, I’ve got the
title. I’ve tried to act like one,” BC tells
him.

“Do these new guys... does this ‘Pope
Linus’ know you?”” Edwards asks him.

“Kinda. I guess so. I mean, they made
me ambassador...” BC shrugs.



“Yeah, because you were here,”
Edwards says needling him. Then he
gets more serious. “And I supported it!”
Edwards says with some force.

“And, again, I thank you,” BC says.
He takes another sip from his pint of ale.
“The last thing they said to me was,
‘Congratulations, you’re the acting
ambassador from the Vatican to Lunar
Prime. Rebuild the embassy, keep us
informed, send back the bodies, thank
you ever so much.” I send in my reports,
but I never hear anything back. No new
mission, no retaliation, no regrouping,
nothing,”

BC shakes his head.

“You’ve done a good job. The
Vatican Mission looks good,” Edwards



says, trying to encourage BC.

“Thanks. It’s its own little fortress
now,” BC laughs.

He changes the subject to what he
really wants to talk to Edwards about.
“So... how’s your campaign coming?”

“I don’t know. He’s made it close.
Polls say he could win,” Edwards says,
his eyes casting down, studying the
tabletop as if studying poll numbers.

“He’s a nutcase, Marc! And you’ve
led the reconstruction!” BC says,
throwing up his hands. A few heads turn
towards their table. BC draws himself
in, picks up his pint and takes a sip.
Heads turn back away.

BC leans in towards Edwards across
the table. He whispers, “I can’t believe



'79

anyone 1s supporting the psycho

“He’s built a lot of support with his
neutrality campaign,” Edwards says in a
low voice.

“Like you’re not fair and neutral,” BC
says with a touch of sarcasm. He leans
back. Edwards shakes his head.

“I’m not, BC, and you know it. And
they know it,” Edwards says, a sweep of
his right arm indicating the general
populace of Lunar Prime. “I’d like to be
neutral. We tried to be but... the UIN
attacked us, plain and simple!”

Edwards eyes grow wider, his voice
louder, as he relives the attacks in his
mind. “I don’t want Lunar Prime to be
neutral... but for some stupid reason they
still expect us to be!”



Edwards notices people are leaning
in, trying to listen. He calms himself
down and takes a sip of his ale. BC is
still angry. “I hate the way he’s twisting
the truth, making it sound like you caused
the UIN to attack Lunar Prime by allying
with the UTZ! He’s twisting the whole
timetable!” BC insists. “And he’s using
me as a symbol of the UTZ’s influence.
If not in public, then in private. I've
heard it back from people I trust,” BC
tells Edwards. “I hate to say it, but ’'m a
liability to you, Marc... at least my
friendship and counsel are.”

“I’ve heard all that stuff, too,”
Edwards admits. “He never mentions
you publicly, but he talks about my

‘UTZ advisors’ in every speech he



makes. And we are UTZ allies now.”

“Your alliance with the UTZ
shouldn’t hurt you,” BC insists again,
shaking his head.

“But i1t does, at least politically,”
Edwards says with a frown. “For all
intents and purposes, we are neutral,
even though we’re now allied with the
UTZ. The UTZ recognized our neutrality
back in January when we signed the
Lunar Free Zone Declaration,
recognizing the right of the moon to
remain neutral as we agreed to work
more closely with the UTZ.” Edwards
shakes his head. “He’s stirred people
up, says the declaration isn’t worth the
paper it’s printed on! He’s good with the
spin. ’mnot.”



Edwards downs the rest of his pint.
“Guess I’m thirsty this afternoon. Do you
know what he said this morning? He
said DI’ve made Lunar Prime a
‘Provincial Capitol’ for the UTZ!”

“The only thing you’ve made Lunar
Prime is whole again,” BC reassures
him. “You’ve rebuilt the place!

They won’t forget that.” BC stops,
sips his ale again. “How many days is it
until the election?” he asks Edwards,
although he already knows the answer.

“Another week. Next Tuesday,”
Edwards answers. He tips his pint up
and drains his glass.

“Well, then, here’s to good luck,” BC
says, raising his glass. Edwards looks at

his empty glass.



“Whoops! Guess I need a refill to
drink to that! Be right back!” Edwards
gets up to go after another beer. BC sips
more of his.

These people are insane if they elect
Daniel McEntyre governor over Marc
Edwards... fucking ungrateful bastards!
How could they work so hard with
Marc to rebuild this place, only to turn
it over to that asshole?

“Hey Father, how are ya? Happy
Saint Patty’s Day, padre!” A heavy set
older man deposits another pint of beer
in front of BC.

Damn... who? Stanzione! That’s it...

“Why Mr. Stanzione! Thank you!
Happy Saint Patrick’s Day to you, too!”
BC greets his beery benefactor.



“How you likin’ the new quarters,
Father?” Stanzione asks him.

“Just fine, Mr. Stanzione. Your men
do good work!” BC smiles.

“Only the best for you, Father. Glad
you’re happy! Nice mass today, too.”

“Thank you, Mr. Stanzione,” BC says.

“Call me Frank, Father,” Stanzione
says to BC.

“Then thank you, Frank. And thanks
for the beer, too,” BC says, still smiling.

“You’re more than welcome, Father!
Governor,” Stanzione says, as Edwards
returns to the table.

“Hey  Frank!” Edwards greets
Stanzione with a handshake, “Happy
Saint Patrick’s Day!”

“Happy  Saint  Patrick’s  Day,



'37

Governor!” Stanzione says.

“Stanzione!” someone yells. More
voices join in, “Hey Stanzione!” calling
Stanzione back to the bar.

“Gotta go! Gentlemen,” he says with a
small bow. He turns and melts back into
the crowd at the bar.

“Good  contractor, that Frank
Stanzione,” Edwards says. “Does good
work with those fakewood interiors.”

“Yeah, he handled our interiors at the
embassy... You, uh, changing the
subject?” BC prods him.

“Yeah, I’d rather not think about it for
now, you know?” Edwards says, rolling
his eyes. “If you don’t mind...”

“I understand,” BC tells him, “I don’t
mind. Today, we drink!” BC toasts with



his new brew. “To a punchy politician
and a plastered priest!”

“I resemble that remark... I’'1l drink to
that!” Edwards tilts back his glass and
downs a good gulp. BC

tries to match him, does an adequate
job, draining about half of his pint.
Ahhh... cold, though... my teeth hurt!

What'’s this?

Somehow, another round has
appeared upon their table. Edwards lets
out a laugh as he sees the two new pints
that have miraculously appeared on the
table.

“Leprechauns?” Edwards asks, and
giggles.

Edwards? Giggling? He must be
getting drunk!



BC fakes an Irish accent, “Sure an’
begorra, it’s the wee folk. We call ‘em
that ‘cause they bring us beer, and the
beer makes us wee...”

Edwards, laughing, does his own bad
Irish accent, “I’ll drink ta that!” and
drink they do. Many more pints
appear... and disappear. BC and
Edwards stay until the bartender tells the
crowd they don’t have to go home, but
they can’t stay at McGrady’s ‘cause
they’re closing. They leave with the rest
of the well-oiled crowd, each going oft
on their own drunken way.

BC only knows he made it back to his
quarters because he wakes up there in
the morning. Ouch. Ouch ouch ouch.
Hangovers suck... shit... what can 1



take? At least its not as bad as those
other headaches... hangover’s almost
nothing compared to those fuckers...
ouch ouch okay, so hangovers suck,
too, don’t want you to feel neglected...
I'm worrying about neglecting a
headache, I must be hung-over ...

BC gets up out of bed. His
surroundings are blurry. He’s a little
dizzy. The new place does look nice.
Stanzione and his crew make fakewood
look like real wood. The walls of his
stateroom are covered in a nice dark
grain, making his stateroom look like a
room in a log cabin back on earth. 44,
the warmth of wood. It’s strange how it
looks so organic while it hides our
state-of-the-art defense system. It



really is everything I was hoping for
when [ designed it. Makes me proud, in
a way... I may have been bragging
about that at some point last night...
wonder if that was wise...

Ouch ouch ouch... seems like a fuzzy
bad dream... I wonder how many other
good Catholics are hurting this
morning after Saint Patrick’s? I bet
I’'m not the only one... and it’s probably
not just Catholics... I bet everyone who
wished they were Irish yesterday
wishes today that they were only
dreaming of drinking like Irishmen...



Chapter Two

BC finds himself wishing the next
week was just a bad dream, wishing he
could just wake up and have it all just go
away.

Daniel McEntyre is the star of BC’s
nightmare. McEntyre’s poll numbers are
rising along with the number of veiled
attacks by McEntyre on BC’s influence
on Edwards.

BC ducks the media, merely
answering, “No comment,” when they
ask him to answer McEntyre’s
allegations. He can pretend McEntyre
isn’t talking about him as long as
McEntyre doesn’t mention BC

by name.



Two days before the -election,
McEntyre finally begins attacking BC by
name in public. It’s all over the news as
BC wakes up.

“We need a governor who isn’t tied to
the UTZ!” McEntyre’s face shouts off the
screen as BC ftries to eat breakfast.
McEntyre’s a guest on “Lunar Prime
Today”. BC has it on in the background
while he’s getting ready to face the day.
Suddenly it seems McEntyre’s speaking
right to him.

“There are influences on our current
Governor. Unhealthy influences, like his
advisor Bernard Campion!”

BC drops his spoon into his cereal
bowl with an audible plop and jingle.
His jaw drops open as McEntyre’s



tirade continues.

“This fake isn’t even really a priest!”
McEntyre shouts. “He’s an agent for the
OPO! That’s the Office of Papal
Operations... They’re assassins for the
Vatican! They kill people for the NcC
and the UTZ!”

McEntyre shakes his fist in the air for
emphasis. “He kills people, for Christ’s
sake!”

“So, you allege that this ‘Bernard
Campion’ isn’t a priest but an agent and
that he,” the news anchor pauses to
double check, “is somehow manipulating
Governor Edwards to get his and this
‘OPO’s, or the UTZ’s, way?”

“I could ‘allege’ a lot more!”
McEntyre says, but waves the thought



away. “Anyone who knows me knows
how I feel about Campion.”

McEntyre looks right into the camera.
“I know what you did, Campion! I know
you...” McEntyre stops himself. “I know
what you did!” he says, as he calms
himself down and sits back in his seat.
His interviewer comes back on after a
brief awkward pause.

“Well. Daniel McEntyre is certainly a
passionate man! That’s all the time we
have for now, I want to thank our gue...”
Click. BC turns off the viewer.

That sonofabitch...

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. BC’s
communicator beeps with a waiting
message.

“BC here, what’s up...”



“Father Campion, this is ‘Lunar Prime
Today’, do you...”

“No comment!” BC cuts the
connection.

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

“Father Campion, this is ‘News...””

“No comment!” BC snarls, cutting
them off. “Communicator off!” BC
commands.

“You have 24 calls queued up and
waiting...” the unit informs him.

Great. This is just fucking great.
More reason to hate the man! The
guy’s giving me a reason to come out of
my semi retirement! Gotta respond
somehow... not a deadly response,
can’t do that... yet.

BC addresses his com unit. “Answer



all calls with the following message.
Begin recording: Hello. This is Father
Bernard Campion, the Ambassador for
the Holy See, Vatican City, and his
holiness Pope Linus the Second. I’'m not
available right now. And I will not be
responding to any ridiculous allegations
made by any politician who uses the
news media to sully the reputations of
others for their own personal political
gain. Thank you. End recording.”

“Recording ended. Message sent,” the
unit says.

“Keep using that announcement to
answer all incoming messages until I tell
you to change it,” BC orders the unit.

“Answering incoming signals with the
recorded message  until  further



instructions,” the unit informs BC. Beep.
Beep. Beep. Beep.

I thought I told that thing to... oh,
it’s the door. Oh no...

“Who i1s 1t?!” BC calls out.

The door speaker crackles.

“Father Campion? This is ‘Lunar
Prime News Service’, we just want to
ask you a few questions about Daniel
McEntyre’s allegations today that you
are a...”

“No comment!” BC shouts. “Door
lock secure! No interruptions! Do not
disturb!”

Goddamn him!

BC paces across his stateroom.

“Com unit! Get me Governor Marc
Edwards,” BC barks.



“Governor’s  office,” a  young
sounding male voice, not Edwards,
answers.

“Governor Edwards, please. It’s
Bernard Campion and it’s kind of
important I speak to him immediately.”

“Yeah, I can see why,” the guy
answers back.

Jeesh, a comedian... who is this kid?
[ don’t remember him.

“Yeah, okay, please, just put me
through to Edwards, okay?” BC tries
asking nicely.

“He’s in a meeting right now.”

“This 1s an emergency!” BC stifles the
urge to crawl through the com unit and
strangle the kid. He tries to keep his
voice even toned. “I think the governor



might want to talk to me right now.”

“He’s talking to my dad ‘right now’.
They’re busy. I’ll give him the message
you called.”

“Your dad? Who 1is this?” BC
demands.

“I don’t have to tell you,” the kid
teases BC. BC scowls.

“Visual on!” BC commands. He can
now see the young teen sitting at the
governor’s reception desk.

“Capture and ID!” BC orders.

“Visual off! Com off,” the boy yells.
The viewer blinks as the picture
disappears and sound clicks off.

“Subject i1s a minor,” BC’s com unit
tells him. “Justin Spear. Only child. Son
of Julius Spears and Margaret “Maggie”



Spears. Maggie Spears deceased,
December 25, 2109.”

Mother died in the Christmas
attacks. Don't know the mother or the
father...

Heh... I do like these new security
features!

“Identify  Julius  Spears?” BC
commands the com unit.

“Spears, Julius,” the com unit begins.
“Born July 13, 2061. Earth. United
States sector of Universal Trade Zone.
Graduated with honors, Jersey City
Polytechnic Institute for Media, May
2082. Employed by MediAdvisors of
Lunar Prime.”

“MediAdvisors?” BC queries.

“Advertising agency,” the com unit



informs him.

MediAdvisors? I don't know them.
Marc must have brought them in to
help on the campaign. I'll have to tell
him the guy’s kid is a brat...

“Com unit, get me Marc Edwards,
please,” BC asks.

“Governor’s off... oh, you again,” the
kid answers, then cuts off the com. Why
you little prick...

BC hears something rattle. The sound
comes again. It’s a rattle, coming from
somewhere near the door to his
stateroom. And again. BC places the
sound.

It’s the glasses up on my shelf up
next to the door, shaking together...
someone must be hammering the



outside door pretty hard! That’s
beyond knocking!

“Com unit, get me security.”

“LSC. This is Security,” a woman
answers.

“Yes, this is Father Bernard Campion,
the Vatican Ambassador,” BC tells her.
The glasses rattle again, louder this time.
“There are people right now trying to
break down the door to my stateroom, I
was hoping you could send some
officers over to stop them from doing
that.”

“They’re trying to break into your
stateroom? Right now?” the officer asks
him. Rattle.

“Right now,” BC says.

“Yeah. I can see them on our security



viewer. Looks like a few media teams.
We’ll clear them away for now, but you
know them, they just keep coming back,”
she tells BC.

“I know,” BC says with a sigh.

“Sorry,” she says. “We’ll call back
when it’s all clear, Father.”

“Thank you,” BC says, and cuts the
com.

Should I bother... what the fuck?

“Com unit, get me Marc Edwards,
please,” BC asks again.

“Governor’s Office. Oh. Why do you
keep calling?” Justin Spears asks him.
“Good buh...” he’s cut off as a voice
echoes in the background over the com
unit, shouting, “Justin! What are you
doing?”



“Visual on!” BC commands in time to
see an older man who looks like the boy
come into the picture.

“Who are you?” the man who must be
Julius Spears asks BC over the com unit.

“I'm Father Bernard Campion, Mr.
Spears. Would you please put the
governor on?” BC asks. The man’s brow
furrows.

“He’s not taking calls right now,
Father,” Spears says tersely. “I’ll pass
your message along. Good Day.”

The com cuts off.

What a prick! Like father, like son, |
guess! What the fuck is going on?

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beeep.

I thought I turned that off?

“What?!” BC yells out.



“Take it easy, BC. It’s me, Edwards.”

“How did you do that? Get through
past my message, [ mean?”

“Oh. Some kind of Governmental
override, I guess. I just told the com to
get me through to you. Sorry about
Spears. Ad guys. You know how they
are.”

“Yeah, his kid’s a real charmer, too.
He cut me off, twice before,” BC tells
him. “What are you doing, talking to him
about the campaign?” BC asks Edwards.

“Yeah. 1 obviously need the help,”
Edwards explains.

“Spears was a political consultant
before branching out into commercial
advertising. When 1 found out he was
here on Lunar Prime, I thought I’d talk to



him, see if he could offer me any
advice.”

“Could he?”

“Sort of. But I’'m not listening to some
of his advice, or I wouldn’t be talking to
you, ” Edwards laughs.

“What? Has it come down to you not
being able to talk to me? Because of
McEntyre?”” BC asks.

“Yeah. He’s turned you into a ‘hot
potato’, Spears said. Told me I shouldn’t
go anywhere near you or be seen talking
to you,” Edwards tells BC.

“That’s probably good advice,” BC
admits. “Thanks for ignoring it.”

“You’re welcome. But I do need you
to lay low, and I can’t be seen talking to
you. Not until this election is over,”



Edwards breaks the news to BC. “I’'m
sorry, BC. You do what you have to, but
I’m going to have to show everyone you
aren’t somehow pulling my strings, you
know?”

“It’s stupid, I know, but it’s true.
Spears has it right,” BC admits with
regret. “I’'m just going to make a
statement, and then try to ride this out
and ‘lay low’ for you, like you say,” BC
assures him. “I’ve been told to lay low
by the best of them, trust me. I’ve got
lots of practice,” BC says wryly.

“You know, Marc, I’ve gotta say one
more time, you could always bring up
the charge that he cheated on Meredith
with that girl back on Earth...” BC
suggests, already knowing the answer.



“No way!” Edwards protests. “I
know, I know, you keep telling me I
should, but I don’t want to go negative!
Besides... how ‘come I’ve gotta remind
you one more time that you’re a priest?
You shouldn’t be sharing her information
in the first place! I’'m just... I don’t
wanna go there. End of story, okay?”

“Okay. I just had to try one last time
before I go incommunicado,” BC says.

“Thanks for understanding,” Edwards
says earnestly.

“You're welcome,” BC tells him.
“Good luck, Marc. Com unit off.”

Well, fuck. This isn't looking good.
Edwards is getting desperate. Hubh.
Getting? He already stinks of
desperation! McEntyre acts like he can



smell Edwards’ fear like a dog. And
Edwards won’t go on the attack...

BC’s life the next day and a half
becomes a continuous game of cat and
mouse with the news media: They keep
trying to get him to comment on
McEntyre’s allegations; he keeps
dodging them. It accomplishes what
McEntyre obviously hoped it would: a
sideshow is created that distracts people
from the real issues over the weekend
before Election Day.

BC leaves his quarters to vote first
thing Monday morning, Election Day. He
pushes past the perching media people
and walks to the polls with a parade of
them trailing behind. McEntyre set us up
to lose, but good. If we had ignored him



and continued to meet and strategize
on the election, McEntyre would’ve
been able to point and say, “There!
See! They are collaborating! Edwards
is in the pocket of the UTZ!” We don't
meet and he says, “See! They obviously
have something to hide! They’re not
meeting because of what [ said!
They 're pretending that Campion isn't
an advisor to Edwards! Campion'’s
dodging the media! That proves what I
said!

Blah blah blah blah blah...

I've got a bad feeling about this...

“No media past this point!”

An LSC Officer barks at BC’s
entourage as BC approaches the polls.
“You all know that,” the man with the



badge admonishes BC’s following. “No
media within one hundred meters of any
polling place, that’s the law!”

“Thank you, officer,” BC says to the
LSC. The man grunts back at him

Personable. Nice fucking guy. Least
he keeps them at bay ...

BC signs in, heads for the curtained
voting booth, and casts his vote for
Edwards. He draws back the curtain of
the voting booth and looks around the
polling place, looking for an exit
different from the way he came in. He
sees one, off across the other side of the
room.

Time to escape my entourage...

BC ducks out the side door. He looks
around. The media hounds seem to be



unaware of this exit from the polling
place. None of them are in sight.

BC jogs down the corridor towards
the main dome. He makes his way over
to McGrady’s Pub. Edwards is using the
pub as his election headquarters for the
day today and, hopefully, for his victory
celebration tonight.

I might as well show up there now,
and hide out in the corner. Try to hide
in plain sight...

BC finds the pub nearly empty. He
waits after he gets inside, listening for
the door to open again behind him and
the media to swarm.

There’s silence.

BC smiles.

“Hey. You okay?” the bartender calls



over.

“Im okay,” BC says, looking back
over his shoulder.

BC stands there for a moment, still
waiting for the media hounds to follow
his trail into McGrady’s. Still nothing.

BC is still smiling.

“You expecting someone?” the
bartender asks him.

“Oh, I hope not,” BC says.

“Uh huh,” the bartender grunts, “Well,
so far so good, huh? “

BC laughs. “So far...”

“BC!” Edwards calls over from a
table in the center of the pub. Julius
Spears and his son are sitting there with
him, along with two of Edward’s aides.
BC walks over.



“I’m not sure it’s a good idea for you
to be here,” Spears says to BC as he
reaches the table.

“Tough,” BC says, dismissing the man
with a word. He turns away from Spears
and toward Edwards.

“Marc, I just voted and lost the media
that were trailing me. Mind if I hide out
here in a corner somewhere and read, or
knit, or something?”

Edwards laughs. “Thanks!” He
smiles. “That’s the first laugh, hell, first
time I’ve even smiled today,”

Edwards says. Then his face falls
back into a frown.

“It’s bad, BC. The poll we did late
last night was horrible. McEntyre’s
gonna win, and he’s probably gonna win



big.”

“You never know,” BC cautions
Edwards, tries to raise his spirits.
“Maybe when people get in the booth to
vote, and see both names, they’ll go, ‘oh
yeah, Daniel McEntyre, he’s that
asshole’ and realize they’ve gotta vote
for you. See? It’s simple.”

“Damn, never realized you were such
an optimist, BC,” Edwards says. He
laughs ironically. Julius Spears gets up
from the table. “Come on, son, we’re
leaving,” he says to the boy. As the kid
gets up, Spears turns to Edwards. “I’'m
not staying where my advice is clearly
being ignored. Good luck, Governor.”

“Thanks, Julius. I know you tried to
help. Good luck with the agency.”



“Right. Thank you,” Spears replies.
He and his son leave the pub.

“Have a seat, BC, looks like we’ve
got the room,” Edwards jokes half-
heartedly.

“Actually, Marc, I wasn’t kidding
about hiding in the corner,” BC says.

“Really?”

“Really. The media have been
merciless!”

“Like you’re telling me anything,”
Edwards says with a chuckle. “Well, go
ahead, hide away.”

“Thanks for understanding, Marc,”
BC says. “Hey, bartender,” he calls
over. “Could I get a pint and an order of
fish and chips?”

“You got it!”” he replies.



“I’ll be over here, over in the corner,”
BC tells him.

BC ponders the pub and milks his ale,
playing with his food for hours. More
Edwards’s supporters arrive as the day
goes on. By evening, the pub is full, but
the mood 1s subdued, and the crowd
oddly quiet, anticipating doom. By the
time the media figure out that BC is in
McGrady’s, he’s not the story anymore.
The polls are closed, and Marc Edwards
is the story.

Edwards loses the election, and the
Governorship of Lunar Prime, to Daniel
McEntyre. = Edwards  makes  the
announcement to the crowd in
McGrady’s.

“Well, everybody, it’s happened,”



Edwards says with a crooked smile.
“Daniel McEntyre has won the race for
Governor of Lunar Prime. And I have
lost.”

Edwards pauses, struggles a little to
keep his composure. He looks up and
continues.

“I want to thank all of you for all your
support. You’ve all been great! We’ve
got a lot to be proud of!

We all worked together to rebuild
Lunar Prime...we did it! They can’t take
that away, no matter what! I promise to
work with Daniel McEntyre and his
people as we begin the transition to a
new administration.”

Edwards looks around the room.

“And I’d like to ask you all to be



gracious and do the same. I know you
will. Remember, we have work to do,
until the inauguration. Let’s keep the
place running well and do our best to
see that all these changes go through
smoothly. Thanks again, everybody.
Thank you.”

Edwards finishes with a sigh and
steps back with his head down. One of
his aides guides him over to a table to sit
down as the crowd begins dispersing.

March 24th, a day that will live in
infamy...

Well. Wonder how the new Governor
McEntyre will like the new Vatican
Mission? I’ll be sure to invite him over
sometime soon for tea and crumpets...

BC decides to head home to the



Vatican Mission. He stops over to say
goodbye to Edwards before he leaves.

“Man, the people are morons, Marc.
Pure and simple, they’re idiots.
McEntyre’s a...”

Edwards cuts him off. “He’s the
governor now, BC,” Edwards says as he
shakes his head, as if saying it makes it
more real, more painful. “Or he will be,
soon enough. You’ve gotta let bygones
be bygones with him, BC, or he’ll evict
you from your own mission!”

“He can’t do that!” BC protests.

“Sure he can, BC... I'm just saying...
be careful, man. We’re at war; he can
say it’s for Lunar Prime’s self-defense.”
Edwards shakes his head again. He
hardly looks up when he talks. “You’ve



gotta play nice with him now, BC, I'm
just trying to warn you for your own
good.”

“Well, thanks for that, Marc,” BC
says, “I do appreciate it. And I do know
that ’ve gotta try to get along with the
guy. You're right. That doesn’t make it
any easier. And it doesn’t make me
forget who he is... and who his friends
are! This isn’t going to be fun.”

“So sorry to ruin your fun,” Edwards
says bitterly.

BC frowns at his friend’s bitter
barking. ““Yeah. Guess it’s time to go.
Sorry again about the election, Marc. I’ll
see you tomorrow.”

“Sure. Thanks.” Edwards mumbles.
He looks down and contemplates the



tabletop as BC turns and leaves the pub.

The inauguration of Daniel McEntyre
as Governor of Lunar Prime is
scheduled for six weeks later, Monday,
May 5th. When he gets back to his
quarters, BC has all his calendars fill the
date in, in solid black.

Black Monday, indeed. Worst of all,
I'’ll be forced to attend the damn thing!



Chapter Three

BC tries to visit Marc Edwards
several times in April. Edwards claims
to be too busy working on the transition
to meet with him, but BC can hear the
defeat in his voice over the com. BC
finally gives up on calling and stops by
the governor’s offices the weekend
before the inauguration.

“Marc?” BC says as he knocks and
enters the office.

The room is dark, lit only by the sun
and starlight reflecting off the Moon’s
surface outside the panoramic windows.

“BC?” BC hears Edwards ask softly
out of the darkness. As BC’s eyes adjust,
he sees that Edwards is sitting in the



chair behind the desk, the chair turned
around so Edwards can stare off into
space.

“I sure am gonna miss this view,”
Edwards says wistfully.

“Working hard on the transition, huh?”
BC ribs him.

“Well, that’s all pretty much done,
now,” Edwards sighs. “Everything
should be ready for Monday... did you
get your invitation, BC?”

“Yeah, surprise, huh?” BC jokes half-
heartedly.

“No, they had to invite you to
represent the Pope,” Edwards replies,
his sense of humor seemingly gone.

“No, I know, Marc, no getting out of
it. For either of us...” BC says into an



awkward silence. Neither of them says
another word for almost a minute. BC
breaks the silence.

“How’s the reconstruction going?”
BC says, changing the topic.

“Okay,” Edwards says, but he sounds
distracted. “I guess.”

Jeesh, he is just Mister Excitement! |
wonder how long he's been doing this,
just sitting in here staring out the
window?  Seems  to  me  the
reconstruction’s slowing down a bit.
Maybe that’s because Edwards has lost
his motivation...

“Are you okay?” BC asks Edwards.

“Yeah,” he sighs, “Y’know, good as |
can be, considering.”

“Considering,” BC agrees.



“What about you?” Edwards asks BC,
brightening a bit. “You keeping out of
trouble? I haven’t heard any reports,
but...” he leaves the sentence hanging.

“...I haven't really been reading any
reports, either.” I can hear what you're
saying, even though you're not saying
it, Marc. Defeat can be a hard and
bitter pill to swallow. I’'ve been there
before...

“No, me? I’'m good,” BC assures him.
“Incredibly uncomfortable at times, but
good,” BC tells him.

“I’m a little unsure of my status under
the coming new regime, but I'm not
stupid. If I’ve gotta work with the guy,
I’ve gotta work with him.”

“I never said you were stupid, BC,”



Marc says.

“Thanks,” BC says a little
sarcastically. “What about you? What
are you going to do? Stay here?”

“l don’t know,” Edwards says,
sounding depressed. “Guess [ better
figure that out quickly, huh?”

“What? You’ve got until, what,
Monday morning! Plenty of time,” BC
jokes.

“I better get to work then, huh?”
Edwards says. BC can hear the
dismissal in his voice.

“So... see you Monday?”” BC asks.

“Yeah,” Edwards says, sounding
distracted. BC ducks out of the darkened
office, closing the door behind him.

Poor guy... he sounds devastated.



And rightfully so, I guess...

Black Monday arrives. Many guests
have been invited: UTZ CEOs, Pope
Linus for the NcC, even UIN leaders.
Travel, however, 1s still a tricky
business, post war. Most invited guests
not in close proximity, on the Moon or in
close orbit, will not be attending, their
invitations really only signs of honor and
esteem from the new regime.

BC is compelled to attend by a
communiqué from the Curia, from
Vatican City, informing him that he
would of course be attending the
inaugural festivities in the Pope’s
absence. Compelled to attend the
swearing in of a man I hate, who 1
know to be a UIN sympathizer and



supporter... almost makes me miss
Pope Peter, the old bastard... I don't
think the OPO would have had me
attend this guy’s inauguration... unless
it was to turn it into his funeral... ah,
thinking pleasant thoughts to pass the
weary time away ...

BC gets ready with an eye on the
clock.

10 AM... I will not be late for this
sordid affair... No reason to give
McEntyre any ammo to use against me.
Any more ammo... There’s some real
excitement in the air. The strange sense
of limbo that has hung over this place
since the election seems to have finally
come to a head and broken open today.
McEntyres inauguration should at



least serve as some sort of closure. BC
arrives, on time, and is told to stand with
the other religious representatives for
the ceremonies. At about 10:15, after the
crowd has been seated and fidgeting for
fifteen minutes, the lights in the
auditorium finally go down.

A piped-in fanfare begins, and golden
light fades up, illuminating the hall. At
an appropriate point in the music, the
crescendo of a fanfare, the auditorium’s
back doors open with a flash of light,
and marching shadows appear.

The light continues to rise, and BC
watches McEntyre walk by in a
procession of Lunar Government
officials.

Look at that shit. All puffed up and



proud, makes me sick. Guess I can't hit
him, now. Be brought up on big
charges! The moon may no longer be
home for me anymore, with him in
charge.

No more friends in high places... no
more backup on earth... Shit. Whats
next? Keeping quiet and laying low?

BC smiles and behaves himself
throughout the ceremonies. He has to
stay at the reception afterwards just long
enough to be respectful. BC manages to
avoid McEntyre at the reception almost
entirely, until he is forced to face the
man and play diplomat for a brief stint.

BC is led before McEntyre as the
Pope’s representative. McEntyre scowls
briefly, but plays nice through the



diplomatic niceties. BC offers the
Pope’s official regards on McEntyre’s
election. McEntyre thanks him curtly,
dismissing him.

Dick. Congratulations, asshole.

BC moves aside for the next official
representative come to offer
congratulations, and then ducks back into
the crowd. BC mills around the
reception for a short time longer. As
soon as he figures it’s safe, he ducks out
and heads back to the Vatican Mission.

Hate those things, unless [I'm
working. Then its more of a game.
Well, 1 was working today. Not the
same thing, not “working” working. 1
merely wanted to kill McEntyre; [
wasn't there to actually do the job.



There’s a difference. Well, gotta file
another report that no one will ever
acknowledge...

BC retreats to the Vatican Mission.
He files a report on the day’s events. He
starts to call Edwards, but thinks better
of it.

He probably wants to be alone...
gotta find another window to stare out
of, after all... that’s not really fair. The
people here... I don't get it. The guy
helps put the place back together, but
they listen to Daniel fucking McEntyre
because he'’s more charismatic, slicker,
sharper, or something... I can only
hope the guy leaves me alone. Well,
that and I hope he doesn’t open the
Moon wide open to the UIN...



Chapter Four

McEntyre’s first major action as
governor 1s his new Lunar Neutrality
Declaration. It’s announced in mid-May,
to be signed in early June.

Lunar Prime Governor Daniel
McEntyre’s declaration sets out in no
uncertain terms the independence and
neutrality of the moon:

“The free citizens in residence on the
Moon, the people of Lunar Prime and its
associated colonies, declare themselves
to be free and independent of all
authority save the democratic authority
vested by them in the duly,
democratically elected government of
the Moon.



“We declare the Moon neutral in this
current conflict. We do not believe that
faith should divide people, or be the
cause for war. The current conflict is
faulty in its causes and can only be
fruitless in its outcome.

“The Moon shall not be used as a
staging area for battles. The Moon is not
answerable to either side in this conflict.
We recognize the United Trade Zone and
the Universal Islamic Nation for what
they are and the power they wield, but
they do not wield that power over us.
We welcome a diplomatic presence
from both organizations, but both sides
must recognize and respect the sovereign
rights and laws of the local Lunar Prime
Government.



“The government of the Moon favors
no faith, no creed, above any other. All
are welcome on the Moon, as long as
mutual respect is accorded to the
members of other faiths.

“This Lunar Neutrality Declaration
also warns the sides in this current
conflict not to test the resolve or the
neutrality of the Moon. Any infraction,
any violation of the rules, rights and
laws of the local Lunar Prime
Government, or of this Declaration, will
be met with swift and measured
retribution. Do not mistake our love of
peace for weakness.

“The Moon stands alone, neutral, and
free.

“Signed and Acknowledged on this



8th Day of June, 2110:

“Daniel McEntyre, Governor

” Amanda Erskine, Lieutenant
Governor

“Yari Sayannaya, Council Majority
Leader

“Saul Rabinowicz, Council Minority
Leader”

McEntyre declares the signing day a
lunar holiday.

BC declares June 8th a dark day.

The Declaration sounds good, but I
dont trust McEntyre to enforce it
equally. Hes way too cozy with the
UIN. 1'd like to be an optimist, but... 1
know better. At worst? This gives the
UIN the open door to the Moon they
want. At best, the signing ceremony is



another fucking event I’ve got to attend
for the Pope, another chance for
McEntyre to parade around like a
fucking peacock.

At least I’'ve been able to avoid
McEntyre in the meantime. I think he's
been avoiding me, too. And at least he
didn’t single out the Vatican Mission in
the Declaration. It sounds like they’ll
leave us alone... depends on what
they’ll interpret as an ‘infraction’ or
Violation’ of their rules. The whole
‘Declaration’ is ambiguous enough to
be dangerous. I don't know... I've got a
bad feeling about this.

BC begins the day by saying mass, as
it’s a Sunday. Over the last half a year
he’s actually gotten good at it. It’s given



him something to do while rebuilding the
place, and waiting for word from the
Vatican. BC greets the parishioners after
Mass at the back door of the chapel
inside the Vatican Mission. He shakes
hands and makes small talk. A man he
doesn’t recognize shakes his hand and
shifts a small cylinder into BC’s palm.
BC palms and pockets it. The man ducks
away quickly, before BC can stop him.

Can't stop him without making a big
ol’ scene... hope this isn't a bomb or a
corrosive of some kind. I don't think it
is... actually, it feels like an OPO
message cylinder! Have to check it out
later.

BC keeps working the rest of the
milling congregation, shaking hands and



making small talk as he wonders what
he’s just been passed. His mind isn’t on
the conversations. He tries to hurry
things along best he can without seeming
rude. After the last of his parishioners
leaves, BC heads back to his office,
playing with the cylinder in his pocket as
he walks.

Funny... T know I said something to
each of those people back there, I just
couldn’t tell you what 7 said...

Back in his office, he takes the CCU
from its hiding place and sets it on his
desk. He pulls out the cylinder.

Hmmm... Looks okay. Booby traps?

He looks it over.

Looks legit... just like the old days!

BC opens the cylinder. A small sliver



of crystal slides out.

Everything seems kosher...

BC slides the crystal into place in the
unit. A brief text message appears on the
screen:

“Pope Peter killed by faction who
installed Linus. Not killed in UIN attack.
M’Bekke.”

Thats it? Wonder if its real, if
M’Bekke is alive. Wonder if it’s true?
All I know about Linus is what I see on
the news, for Chrissake! I've seen him
touring the ruins around Vatican City,
talking about Peace. Looks like a pope,
acts like a pope. Talks Peace.
Everybodys talking peace. Wonder if
that can be believed, either?

I really think we’ve just temporarily



run out of weapons... for now. Each
side threw all it had at the other in the
last battles. Maybe we’ve run out of
ammo, too. Maybe we’ve run out of
people!

Such incredible losses on both sides!

But is this peace or is this stalemate,
this current cease-fire? And what was
the war for?

Ultimately, nothing, neither side
gained or lost ground in any
meaningful way. Maybe I've been set
free!

Maybe this message also says the
OPO is over. No more yoke around my
neck... I hope M’Bekke is alive; he
one of the good ones. Even if the
message does come from him, I'm still



not sure I’'m inclined to believe him.

“Father BC?”” His secretary interrupts.
She’s old and old fashioned, and while
she’ll call him “BC”, she refuses to
NOT call him “Father.”

“Yes, Lisa?”

“It’s nearly time for the signing
ceremony. You're supposed to be there
before 10:30.”

“Thank you, Lisa.”

Oh joy, oh bliss. Well, at least it will
be over with.

The moon is crawling with guests. 1
saw that bastard Wentworth walking
around. Guess hes leading the UTZ
delegation. Its funny. What a
difference a half a month makes! There
are some actual guests arriving! Not



that Pope Linus would come... he’d
rather have endure the pain, heh!

This signing ceremony kinda reminds
me of that first peace conference; back
when [ first came to the Moon. First
time since then that we’ve had so many
guests. Even the UIN sent actual
leaders. 1 saw Ibn Al-Salid and his
delegation arrive just yesterday. BC
puts away the CCU for later, when he
gets back from the ceremony. He doesn't
want to go, but he has to, duty and all.
As a persona non grata with the
McEntyre administration, he'll behave
himself; play the role of the quiet
diplomat.

BC dresses in a formal purple suit and
collar, and checks his appearance in the



mirror. Good to go. The very measure
of a modern Vatican Ambassador...

Once outside his rooms, BC sets the
silent alarms on his quarters. He presses
his hand against the hidden security
panel in the wall next to the door.

There are a lot of people on the
moon right now, and, no doubt a lot
who'd like to get inside and take a look
at the new Vatican Mission. Best not to
give them too easy an opportunity to do
that.

BC ponders his security measures as
he makes his way to the signing
ceremony. Once in the auditorium, he’s
sent to an assigned place in the crowd.
He can’t help chuckling to himself. /'m
further back from the podium this time!



McEntyre sends subtle messages... fine
by me. Just get the fucking thing over
with... Oh man, can he look smugger?
Makes me want to delicately wipe the
smile off his face with my fist...

BC zones out and lets the ceremony go
by in a blur. He tries not to pay too much
attention. He knows they sign the
Declaration; he stands and applauds
with the crowd.

Then he files out with the rest of the
attendees for the mandatory after-
reception. Well, gotta attend this, at
least for a little while. I don't want to
deal with any of these assholes, really.
There’s Wentworth... looking at me,
coming this way! Shit. BC tries to avoid
him, manages to duck out a side door.



Strategic exit. Hes the last guy [
want to talk to. Especially after the
news I got about Fiza. Fiza’s name was
listed among the recently deceased on a
report from Wentworth Station a couple
months ago.

I might have to kill him on the spot.
And that would be so messy, so
undiplomatic ~ of me as  the
ambassador...

BC hurries away from the reception.
He heads back towards his office. He’s
just heading down the hall to his section
when two goons appear in front of him.
BC tries to look nonchalant.

“Hi guys! Afraid you missed mass this
morning...”

When all else fails...



BC turns and runs... right into the
chest of a third goon who's snuck up
behind him.

“Ooof!”

“Mr. Wentworth wants to see you,”
the goon says to BC.

Insistent Bastard...

“Unh...” 1s all BC manages to say, as
one of the first two goons catches up
behind him and clubs him hard on the
back of the head.

That hurts...

BC blacks out.



Chapter Five

BC comes to lying on a couch in what
looks like one of Lunar Prime’s finer
hotels. He rubs the back of his head,
feeling a goose egg.

Damn. Does that hurt!

BC turns his head from side to side,
trying to loosen his neck muscles. He
blinks, trying to get his vision to clear
and focus.

“He’s coming around. Good. 1
worried you’d hit him too hard,
Lawrence,” a dark and slippery voice
says. “Can you hear me, Campion? I told
you, you wouldn’t like me knowing who
you are! You’ve risen through the ranks
a bit since we last spoke, haven’t you?



Full ambassador! That’s impressive.
How is your head?”

Wentworth.

“Fuck you,” BC says.

“Is that any way to start our
conversation? Any way for a diplomat to
talk to the UTZ representative to this
ceremony today? What, are you having
another one of those headaches, padre?”
Wentworth jokes. BC rubs the back of
his head as he answers. “Funny. You
clubbed me. Is that any way to open a
dialogue with the Vatican Ambassador?”

“Touché,” Wentworth concedes,
“Perhaps not. But certain precautions
need to be taken when that Vatican
Ambassador 1s also an assassin! It
would have been easier if we could



have at least chatted at the reception,”
Wentworth assures him. “Yet you
avoided me. You have been avoiding
me.”

“I didn’t feel like making small talk
with a murderer,” BC says as he tries to
sit up on the couch.

“Murderer? Who? Fiza? She’s not
dead, just... gainfully employed. Making
herself useful, you could say. She’s still
on my station. She’s not dead.”

“That’s not what I hear,” BC says.

“Oh, yes. That. You probably heard
about the report. That’s what we do with
some of our more, uh, indentured,
servants on the station. She’s just
officially dead, notactually dead.
Makes the paperwork so much easier.



It’s just a formality, terms of her
employment,” Wentworth says
dismissively.

“Convenient for when you really do
kill her, then. If I can believe you,” BC
says. “I know you, Wentworth... I know
your type. You're the type of man who
can tell another man anything he wants to
hear, in order to get that other man to do
as you ask. You’ll tell me she’s not
dead, whether she is or not, if it makes
me open up to whatever it is you’ve
dragged me here for.” BC looks around
the room,

“Wherever ‘here’ is.”

“You’'re still on the Moon,”
Wentworth says. “We haven’t gone
anywhere. I need information from you,



cooperation. I don’t need you,” he says
with emphasis, “I need you for what you
know, and who you represent. I am doing
this in an official UTZ capacity, and so |
officially apologize for your
clubbing....”

“And kidnapping,” BC interjects.

“You are not tied down, Campion.
You can leave now, if you like,”
Wentworth says with a gesture towards
the door.

After that thwack, I don'’t know if I
can stand up without getting dizzy...
maybe not yet. Wonder if I got a
concussion from that love tap?

“But,” Wentworth continues, “Before
you go, a question. Why have we lost all
touch with the Vatican?”



“Maybe because you go around
clubbing their agents,” BC mumbles. He
rubs the back of his head.

“What do you mean, ‘lost all touch’?
I’ve seen the Pope on the news and
stuff.”

“Yes, and that’s all we’ve seen or
heard from this new Pope. We worked
closely with Pope Peter, as you know.
This new man doesn’t do us the courtesy
of returning our messages,” Wentworth
says with some indignation.

“How rude,” BC mocks him.

“Why won’t he get in touch with us?”
Wentworth says, losing patience.

“He won’t get in touch with
anybody!”  BC says, matching
Wentworth’s tone.



“What?”

“I haven’t heard anything myself, not
since he named me ambassador and told
me to rebuild the mission up here. It’s
been a whole lot of nothing since
January.”

“Nothing? I find that hard to believe.
You’re the ambassador; there must be
reports, communiqués...”

Wentworth is shaking his head.

“Nope. Afraid not. Oh, I send reports
back there, don’t get me wrong. I report
to them every week. But them to me? Not
so much.” BC’s tone is tinged with
sarcasm.

“But what about...” Wentworth looks
around, then walks over to whisper to
BC, “What about the OPO?”



Do I tell him about todays
communiqué? What if its a set up?
Nothing for now...

“The OPO is done,” BC whispers
back. "As far as I can tell. No word, no
nothing. I can only assume our mission
died with Pope Peter. The OPO ain’t
what it used to be.”

“This 1sn’t good,” Wentworth says as
he turns to pace back across the room.

“You’re telling me,” BC agrees. He
tries standing up.

Good, legs holding, I'm standing,
gonna walk outta here soon. Ew. Still
kind of dizzy. See if I can take a step or
wo...

“Are you leaving, Campion?”
Wentworth asks.



“Just stretching my legs and, you
know, flexing my head,” BC says,
massaging the back of his head.

“What do you do without the
Vatican’s direction?” Wentworth steers
back to his main question.

“Just keep going. Rebuild the mission,
say mass every Sunday, just be
ambassador, you know.”

“Hmmph,”  Wentworth  breathes,
clearly not satisfied. “That’s 1t? No
subterfuge?”’

“Subter wha? No, no OPO stuff at all,
if that’s what you mean.”

“That’s what I mean.”

“What would I do? Who would I do it
for? There’s no one directing me. I’'m
pretty much a free agent,”



BC says.

“Right,” Wentworth says. “Pretend
ambassador for an unreachable Pope.
That’s not what you call a position of
strength, now, is it?" Wentworth growls
a low chuckle. "How ‘free’ does that
really make you? Who’s got your back
now, Campion, eh?”

Bastard’s got a point. I could find
myself in his “employment” soon if I'm
not careful... I gotta get out of here...

“Food for thought, then, isn’t it?”
Wentworth gets almost playful. “And
maybe you’re wondering why I don’t
just take you out, hmm? Now that | see
your situation for what it 1s? Well,
maybe,” Wentworth draws close to BC,
looks him eye to eye, “Maybe we’re



really on the same side. Ever consider
that?”

“Nope, never crossed my mind,” BC
snaps back.

“We can help each other,” Wentworth
offers.

“I don’t know if I can take any more
of your kind of help,” BC says, and his
hand goes back to again massage the
spot where he was clubbed.

“You’ve made this unpleasantness
necessary, Campion. I would have
preferred we had started off better.”

“Yeah, sure... But, you know, it's
funny, 1 react unusually poorly when
friends of mine are forced into sexual
slavery, and/or killed. Guess that kind of
colored my reactions from that point



forward,” BC can’t help the sarcasm.
“After you reported her dead, I can’t say
my opinion of you improved.”

“I' told you, we have an
unconventional arrangement with many
of our employees where they are
reported dead...”

“Unconventional? 1 don’t know,
prostitution and slavery are pretty old
fashioned, nothing really

‘unconventional’ about that,” BC
interrupts.

“Fiza’s working at what she does
best. Working off her debt on her back.
You know Fiza, BC. You know she’s
trouble. She’s... less... trouble, now.
Everyone’s happy”

“Yeah, I’'m sure she’s ecstatic.”



“At least. And certainly sometimes
orgasmic, ¢h?" Wentworth smiles a
humorless smile. "But enough about the
slut.. We have official business to
discuss. Can’t you stay for a little while?
Hear me out, at the very least. Have a
seat, over here at the desk.” Wentworth
walks over next to the hotel desk,
motions BC to the chair in front of it.
“Im meeting you in an official UTZ
capacity. You have nothing to fear.”

“Other than getting clubbed over the
head?” BC protests.

“I’ve already apologized for that. And
as I’ve said, you forced the situation.”

“Right, this is all my fault,” BC can't
help but lapse back into sarcasm.

“Can we get beyond this petty shit and



talk about things of real importance?”
Wentworth asks BC as he sits down
behind the desk. BC still stands.

“Such as?”” he asks.

“Such as, who is this new Pope?
Where did he come from?” Wentworth
presses. Wow, he is genuinely
interested. How to play this fucker...
he’s a smart guy... gotta be vague.
Information is all I have, my only
currency with this bastard. I'm not
even sure what I know, now, after the
communiqué today. Can't just give it
away.

“He’s an old school Roman
Catholic,” BC tells Wentworth.
"Giuseppe something."

"I know that. That's public knowledge.



We've got the basic facts. But what's his
deal? What drives him?" Wentworth
probes.

"I wish I knew," BC admits, shaking
his head.

Wentworth gets back up and starts to
come back around the desk.

So he doesn't have to look up at me...
talk about in your face... Wentworth
faces BC from about a foot away.

"It doesn't do either of us any good if
you hold back what you know!" he
demands.

"I'm not sure that I know any more
than you already know. Pope Peter is
dead. Linus the Second 1s Pope. The
OPO has gotten quiet. The Vatican has
been quiet."



"They talked to you. You were
promoted, tasked with this mission."

"Sure, but since then, like I told you
before, I haven't heard anything. I'm
assuming I'm doing the right things,
because they never question any of my
reports," BC laughs.

"Why did they tell you to create such a
secure installation? What you've 'rebuilt’
is far beyond what was originally here,”
Wentworth insists. “Your new Vatican
Mission is heavily armored, and heavily
armed, bristling with hidden weaponry!
It's capable of sealing itself off and
running self-contained, independent from
Lunar Prime. It's a small fortress. Why
would they have you build something
like this?" Wentworth presses BC hard.



"Why do you care?" BC asks.

Can't let him get to me... How does
he know so much about my rebuild?
How does he know all that, yet not
know that its all been my little
project?

"Creating the kind of secure
installation you've been trying to build
attracts attention, Campion. My attention,
at the very least." Wentworth answers
BC's unspoken question. Must have
been written all over my face... What to
tell him...

"We'd been hit hard twice. We're a
target, so we took action to try to defend
ourselves, simple as that," BC offers.

He does not need to know they didn't
tell me how to rebuild...



"Simple as that?"

BC nods.

Wentworth smiles.

I do not like that smile. It's a cat-
that-ate-the-canary kind of smile...

"You did it on your own, didn't you,
Campion." Now Wentworth is nodding.
"Yes. A free agent needs a strong base,
eh? They just said rebuild. The rest is all
you, isn't it? So again, I ask you, who's
got your back, Campion? Who can help
you when you're not in your fortress?
Who can help you now?"

"Do you have a point?" BC half turns
to go. "I really should get going..."

"Please, where to? You could use
some new friends, Campion. So could
we. This could be a mutually beneficial



situation."

"You think so?"

"Why not? We'd be stronger together
than apart."

"You need me. That’s sweet," BC
laughs.

"You're still expendable, Campion,
don't forget that. We have other leads
and other agents working on this Vatican
problem. You're easily replaced."

Wonder if he knows M'Bekke? Could
they have gotten to him already? What
if that message really was a set up? Is
he checking now to see if their message
got through? If I'll cough it back up at
them? Am I completely paranoid?

"Don't get all warm and cuddly on me,
now, Wentworth," BC jokes. Wentworth



grins, but there is no joy in his grin.
"What'll it be?" he asks BC. "Will you
work with us?" What have I got to lose?
If I agree, I at least get out of here
alive today ...

"T'll work with you,” BC tells him.
“I’lIl maintain my independence, but I'll
be glad to work with you. We're on the
same side after all, right?" BC says. He
extends his right hand to Wentworth.
Wentworth shakes his hand.

"Right. Good. Pack your things, then.
You're coming for a visit. We leave in
four hours," Wentworth tells BC.

BC shakes his head.

"Now, wait just a min..."

"No questions, no protests. Please.
Four hours. There are others who would



like to speak with you. They're waiting
back on my station."

"I'see."

No, I don't see. Wait a...

"This is already starting to suck for
me. You know that don't you?" BC
cracks. Wentworth doesn't answer. He
just stares at BC.

"Okay, all right," BC finally breaks
the silence, "Where should I meet you?"

"Don't worry about that. I'll send
someone with you. He'll bring you to the
ship when the time comes."

"I bet he will. That is just so entirely
helpful of you,” BC says with sarcasm.
“Thank you so much," BC

lays it on thick.

Yes, I just bet he’ll bring me to you



when you want me. I have no doubt of
that. He'll be making sure of a lot of
things, I betcha.

"Bruno!" Wentworth yells. One of the
goons who had melted into the
woodwork steps out next to Wentworth
and BC. "Go with Campion here. He's
going to pack for our voyage. Bring him
to us at the ship in time for our departure
in exactly three hours and forty-five
minutes."

"Yeah, boss. I'mon it." Bruno grunts.

"Bruno, you gonna shake my dick for
me after [ pee?" BC prods. Bruno's brow
furrows.

“You don’t sound like no priest I ever
heard of,” Bruno says. He looks at BC
with death in his eyes, but then he looks



over at Wentworth. Wentworth motions
him to calm down.

"Bruno will wait outside your
residence as you get ready for our trip,"
he explains to BC. "He will not be
intrusive. Isn't that right, Bruno?"

Bruno grunts what might be a "Yes."

"Good enough, then,” Wentworth
says. “See you in four, Campion,"
Wentworth tells him. He crosses the
room and sits back down at the desk. BC
looks at Wentworth, then Bruno, then
shrugs, and heads out the door of the
hotel room. He doesn't bother to look
back to see if Bruno is following. That
is Bruno's problem. Well, isn't this fun?
Swimming with the sharks...

BC, with Bruno in tow behind him,



heads back to the Vatican Mission and
his quarters. Bruno, good to Wentworth's
word, does as instructed and stands
outside BC’s quarters as BC goes in and
gets ready for the trip.

"Don't get lost out here, Bruno," BC
says as he heads into his rooms. Bruno
grunts. "Gotcha," BC

answers.

Once 1nside, BC secures his rooms.

Must have done something right if
the security measures attracted the
notice of Wentworth and his bunch.
Wonder if he's got any back doors to
my system. He sounded... I don't know,
maybe he's just playing me. Guys like
him want you to think they know more
than they really do. Best be careful, he



may have a way in, at least into my info
flow on some level... jeesh, am I too
paranoid... Or do I have to be with
these guys?

After all, what kind of a way is that
to call a meeting? Club the
Ambassador? I don't know, anymore.
Goddamn it, everything's going to
hell...

I don't have much choice but to go
with Wentworth and his goons. Might
as well find out what he's pushing. The
Pope doesn't seem to be anyone's ally
right now. Maybe I can see Fiza, make
sure she's still in one piece... who
knows?

BC takes out the CCU with the crystal
from this morning still sitting in it. Al/



right, M'Bekke, let's see if it's really
you...

He runs one of the diagnostic
programs built into the CCU. The crystal
comes up clean. Authentic. Yeah... But...
That analysis is based on the old
protocols. Gotta do a more intensive
examination. Good start, though, good
start. Let's see if there are any DNA
traces. That would make it nice and
easy... Bingo.

BC uses the unit's analytical programs
to isolate two distinct DNA patterns.
Both test as true, not constructs. No false
patterns to fool with.

Two sets. Once should be the
courier, the other, if this is real,
M'Bekke's. Let's see... this one's



unknown. Could be the courier. No
worries yet. Let's look at this and...
Yup! M'Bekke! Good to see you, even a
microscopic mote of you. So it's real.
M'Bekke's still out there, somewhere.
Presumably not at the Vatican, not if
this is true.

BC reads the words of the message in
the upper part of the CCU's screen:

"Pope Peter killed by faction who
installed Linus. Not killed in UIN attack.
M'Bekke." Doesn't sound like we've got
a friend in the new pontiff. Better go
with Wentworth and explore my
options. Better pack wisely! Let's see...

Three and a half hours later, Bruno
rings the bell to the Vatican
Ambassador's quarters.



"Yes?" BC says on the intercom.

"We gotta go soon," Bruno grunts.

"Gotcha, big guy. I'll be right there."

BC has been packed for an hour. But
for the next twenty minutes he continues
his meditation. Maybe if I meditate 1
can avoid the headaches. Bruno can
wait. I'm sure he'll ring again when we
really need to go.

One minute later, Bruno rings again.

"Yes?" BC inquires pleasantly.

"Let's go! Now!" Bruno barks back.

"Coming," BC continues pleasantly.

BC 1s packed for a priest's travel
needs, not an assassin's. No weapons.
No ‘subterfuge’. I'm sure Wentworth
has many levels of security. And when
all else fails, big guys with clubs.



Primitive, yet effective. I'll be the holy
diplomat this trip. Play the role, right?

"Hello Bruno!" BC greets the goon
outside as he leaves his quarters. Bruno
grunts and turns to lead BC

to Wentworth's ship. BC presses his
hand against the security panel to seal up
his rooms. For what it's worth...

"Hey!" Bruno calls back. "Let's go!
You're already late!" BC walks up to
Bruno without saying a word.

"Here," Bruno says, "You go ahead. |
wantcha where I can seeya."

"Which way am I going?" BC asks
him.

"Left," Bruno barks, "here. Down to
the private bays." BC follows his
directions, walking just ahead of the



goon as they head to the ship.

After several other barks and turns,
they end up in a little used section of the
Lunar Prime Spaceport. Little used, but
amazingly intact. They rebuilt these
private bays with private funds. Built
them back up pretty fast, too.

BC laughs to himself.

Betcha Wentworth's bay is at least as
secure as the Vatican mission!

"Here!" Bruno says, indicating a
secure airlock door. Bruno presses his
hand against the door's panel and it
slides open. "Go ahead," he tells BC.

BC steps through the airlock door into
the airlock. Bruno follows, closing the
outer door behind him. He steps past BC
to put his palm against the inner door



ahead of them and it slides open,
revealing a luxurious reception area.
Wentworth's Station colors, gold, red
and black, are duplicated here: plush red
and gold walls, black marble floors, and
a clear glass ceiling open to the stars
obscured by just a hint of blue haze,
letting BC and others know a security
shield is in place.

Three other "Bruno's" are standing
against the wall opposite the airlock BC
walked in through. Another airlock door
stands open between two of the thugs,
apparently the airlock to Wentworth's
waiting ship, docked outside. They move
aside when BC and Bruno approach.
Bruno grunts and points to tell BC to go
ahead of him once again, into this second



airlock.

BC has a sudden panic attack.

What if they're just going to space
me, right here and now? No, why would
they get so elaborate?

So it'll look like an accident? Shit!

BC calms when Bruno steps into the
airlock as before, pushing past to palm
the panel in the door ahead of them as
the outer door closes behind. A quick
hiss and the door opens.

"Go!" Bruno says, and BC goes. He
steps onto the ship. BC looks up and
down the ship's empty corridor.

Hmm, black red and gold, how
original... well, at least he's consistent.

"Go ahead, up and to the right," Bruno
directs BC in his grunt-speak. BC heads



down the corridor. Bruno shows him to
a stateroom door.

"Press here," he says, indicating the
door panel. BC feels a brief tingle as the
door recognition systems id's his palm.
The door slides open on a relatively
posh stateroom with a king size bed.

"This is your room for the trip. Settle
in for takeoff. Mr. Wentworth will be
calling you after that."

"You make a great stewardess,
Bruno," BC chides him. Bruno ignores
him, turns and walks away down the
corridor. BC walks in and surveys his
stateroom.

Nice. A whole lot nicer than I'm used
to. Being a simple priest and all. The
stateroom door slides shut behind him.



BC turns and puts his palm against the
door panel, but nothing happens.

Locked. Figures. Well, nothing to do
now but enjoy the ride.

BC settles in for takeoff, which is
relatively smooth.

I suppose he can afford the best
pilots, right?

He lies on the bed as they make their
way.

It took Fiza and me two days to get
to Wentworth Station on a commercial
ship. I wonder how fast Wentworth
makes the trip?

The bed 1s comfortable, and BC
actually falls asleep soon after they
leave the moon's surface. Wentworth's
voice over an intercom wakes him up.



"Campion! We're almost at my station.
Prepare to disembark." Rude
awakening! Huh, looking at the clock,
its been about eight hours. Must be
Monday morning by now...

Damn... a headache? Aw, no, not
now...

BC massages his temples, rubs his
forehead, and presses his fingers against
his eyes, trying anything to stop the
headache from intensifying. Wentworth's
voice booms out again.

"Campion!"

That's not helping...

"Bruno will meet you outside your
stateroom in twenty minutes. Be ready!"
This sucks...

“Gotcha. I’ll be there,” BC says into



the com.

BC tries to freshen up. The stateroom
facilities are top notch, with a sink and
bath with running water. BC tries to hold
back his headache as he gets ready.

It's probably costing him a fortune
for me to wash my face right now.
Maybe I'll just let the water run, let the
reclamation system crank for a while.
Ouch, damn this thing!

BC scrunches his eyes closed as he
presses the balls of his fists against the
sides of his forehead. The headache
backs off a bit, and he sighs in relief.

The headache manages to remain at
bay as BC is lead by Bruno off the ship
and into Wentworth Station. The
surroundings are familiar, as Bruno



leads him back up to the dining room he
and Fiza had found themselves in almost
six months earlier, the dining room with
the large C-shaped semi circular table.
Although BC can't help but feel a small
sense of deja vu as he's lead into the
dining room, this time the crowd is very
different. No banquet this time, and
sterner faces have replaced sycophants.
Some of those faces are familiar to BC
from his first visit. But most of the faces
of those seated at the table this time are
familiar to BC from the news. These are
most of the CEO's that make up the UTZ
Council! BC

1s surprised.

All the CEOs are here!

Wentworth speaks. "Father Campion,



welcome. 1 trust you now understand
why we've been so secretive and
secure." He gestures to those gathered
around him at the table, "We are each
targets in our own right. Collectively,
we make an incredibly attractive target.
That is why no one knows of our
meetings until after they've occurred. We
gather together in person like this only
seldom, and only in time of great crisis
and need. This is such a time. Please,
sit," Wentworth says, and BC sees that a
chair to the right has been saved for him.

I'm sitting right next to Fujima!l
Cool. Japanese CEO. And there's
DeMag, next to him. Wow. This is
something! Rarefied air... Surprised I
can still breathe!



He keeps his composure and nods at
Fujima. Fyjima looks at him, and moves
his head nearly imperceptibly.

No deference, I get it, fine. None
expected, really.

"Father Campion?" An amplified
voice gets his attention. A gray haired
man opposite BC at the horseshoe
shaped table speaks up.

"I'm Klaus Folsom, head of Folsom
Industries and current chair of the UTZ
Council," he says. BC

marvels again at the hidden systems
that allow him to hear the man sitting
over ten yards away. BC

recognizes him from the news and the
dossiers he's seen. "Welcome to our
meeting. Thank you for accepting Mr.



Wentworth's invitation."

"Hmmph," BC says, trying not to
laugh.

Folsom turns. "Wentworth?" he asks
with arched eyebrow.

Wentworth merely shrugs.

Folsom nods, "I see. As always,
Richard's methods are nefarious, I'm
sure. But he has gotten you here, and you
seem none the worse for wear. Let me
thank you, then, for being here, perhaps
in spite of him," Folsom says, looking at
Wentworth, then back at BC.

"At any rate, we have business to
attend to. We, the UTZ Council, are
turning to you, as an acting Vatican
Ambassador, to help us restore relations
with the Holy See. Our usually stalwart



and reliable ally, the New catholic
Church, has become... ‘incommunicado’
of late," Folsom says, laying it all out in
the open.

"As I told Wentworth, I'm not sure
there's much I can do," BC tells Folsom,
across the gap. "I don't know if I can
help you. They're not talking to me much,
either."

"Yes, he told us that's what you'd
said," Folsom says, insinuating BC has
not told all. BC shakes his head.

"Look, I'm not lying to you, I have no
reason to. I've pretty much been on my
own since Pope Peter was killed. I've
kept the Vatican Mission on the Moon
operating. I've rebuilt the place from the
ground up, after the UIN beat the living



shit out of it last Christmas. But for all
intents and purposes, it's an independent
operation. After the attacks, the Vatican
put me in charge as Acting Ambassador
and told me to rebuild. And then they
went quiet."

BC pauses.

The silence echoes with the word
"quiet" as the sound of BC's voice is
relayed around the table and echoes
back off the chamber's distant walls.

BC continues. "My communications
have not been answered. I make reports,
I send them in, but I hear nothing back. I
don't know what else to tell you."

"Did you know," De Mag begins, and
then clears his throat. He sits just to
BC's right, on the other side of Fujima.



BC turns to see him speak.

"Did you know you're the only OPO
operative that we know to still be alive,
Father Campion?" What?! Really? Well,
they can't know about M'Bekke, then,
can they?

"There are a few others we suspect of
being OPO, but their membership has
never been confirmed. Probably why
they're still alive. But of the agents we
know, and we in this room, Campion,"
DeMag looks around at his fellow
CEOs. “We know many. You are the
only one still breathing. You're high
profile... but lucky? What 1s your
secret?"

What did he just say? That headache
is starting to come back on strong...



shit! Got to keep it at bay. Not now!

"Are you all right, Campion?"
Wentworth asks. "Headache? We all
know about your headaches. What a
terrible affliction for an assassin."

Shit!

"You didn't..." BC starts to ask.

"Nothing's been done to you,
Campion," Wentworth assures him.

"Nothing but club me over the head,"
BC says as he tries to will the headache
away. Folsom speaks up.

"Gentlemen?"

Ahhh... it's going away! Good!

"It's nothing. I'm fine," BC says, trying
to regain his composure.

"What happened to the OPO, Father
Campion?" Fujima asks from just beside



him. BC looks at him directly as he
answers. "I don't know, sir. Maybe it
died when Pope Peter died. I've heard
nothing. As I told you, I've been running
pretty much an independent operation the
last three months."

"Keeping up appearances?" Folsom
asks, drawing BC's attention.

"I suppose so," BC nods, "Finding
something to do, finding a way to move
on, to honor the dead by rebuilding, not
giving up, that sort of thing."

Folsom nods. "So you're independent,
now. Why not join us, come work for
us? Give up the charade," he says,
gesturing at BC's collar and clothes.

"You could do well in the UTZ
Security Force."



"Really," BC replies.

Don't want to sound too eager. Don't
really want to do it, either. Wonder
how serious they are? See if I can get
away with playing dumb...

"What, would I get my own ship?
Make me a Captain or something?" BC
plays the chucklehead. Folsom chuckles,
"Not exactly."

"What then?"

"We want you to stay where you are.
Keep doing what you're doing, for now.
See what the Vatican does, watch the
Vatican through your special channels,
and then report back to us."

"You want me to be a double agent?"
BC asks them.

Wentworth leans forward and speaks,



"How can you be a double agent when
we're all on the same side?"

That kind of fuzzy logic is going to
bring my headache back. At least
they're buying the dumber version of
me that I'm selling, so far, we'll see...

"Interesting. Can I think about this?"
he asks Folsom, "Or will you have
Wentworth and his goons

'persuade’ me again?"

Folsom shakes his head. "Persuasion
only goes so far. You're of no use to us
as an agent if you're working against
your will. The rest of us don't
necessarily agree with Mr. Wentworth's
methods," he says, finishing with clear
disdain.

"You may not like my methods,"



Wentworth says to Folsom, "But you
always like my results."

"I like what works," Folsom agrees.
"Everybody uses everybody else, Father
Campion. Make no mistake. But it's
nothing personal, it's just business."

"Sad outlook you've got there," BC
says despite himself.

"You think so? I think it's realistic,"
Folsom tells him. "Think about it. We all
use each other. That's life. Varying
degrees of use and utility, Father. We
'like' each other only insofar as we are
useful to each other. Even lovers are
really only useful to each other, perhaps
in the most sublime of ways, but it is
still utility all the same. Mutual Utility.
The use to which you put a lover is to



make you feel good, to feel wanted, to
feel loved, whatever that means. So why
not agree to use each other?"

"Well, sure, maybe I'll work with
you... But I'm not going to fuck you, so
don't get any weird ideas," BC

jokes. The table erupts in a dull roar
of chuckling.

"Does that mean you're with us?"
Folsom asks him as the murmuring dies
down. Calling my bluff... why not play
through?

"Sure." I'll let you know if 1 hear
anything." BC looks around the table.
"Does that mean I can go home, now?"

"Home being where?" Folsom asks.

BC laughs, "You know, that's a very
good question. But these days I guess I



mean the Vatican Mission on the Moon. I
built the place, so I guess it feels like
home."

"Sure," Folsom tells him; "you can go.
We'll have Wentworth's people bring
you back."

"Yes, and then we can get on to the
next agenda item. How does it feel to be
just another agenda item, Campion?"
Wentworth pushes BC's buttons. Folsom
shuts him down.

"You're always so kind, Richard.
Please see that Father Campion is
returned safely to the Moon. Without
another bump on the head. If at all
possible. Thank you, Father Campion.
You are of more importance to us than
Richard lets on. You are... useful, at any



rate. For now."

"Great. So, how do we get in touch?
How would you like me to report to
you?" BC asks.

"Contact us through Wentworth. Let
him know we need to talk, and he'll
arrange a meeting, or whatever is
appropriate." Folsom  turns to
Wentworth, "Won't you, Richard?"
Wentworth nods to Folsom,
"Absolutely." He turns to BC, “T’ll have
Bruno see to it on your way out. We'll
give you one of our secure com units, for
emergency use only."

"Thanks," BC says, trying not to let
his sarcasm slip through. "So," BC looks
around, "I can go?"

"You can go," Folsom says.



"Bruno!" Wentworth bellows, aided
by the amplification. Bruno appears.
"Please escort Father Campion back to
the ship, and then back to his place on
the moon. We want to be sure he makes
the trip safe and sound... don't let a hair
on his head get mussed," Wentworth
says, with sarcasm of his own. BC gets
up, surveys his surroundings a final time,
then turns and walks away from the table
full of the most powerful people in the
world.

In the universe... maybe. At least in
OUR universe they are. But I think I
did okay, held my own... at least I
survived...

BC and Bruno make their way back
through the station corridors to



Wentworth’s waiting ship. looks around
as Bruno guides him.

Don't see any other people, really...
Where would Fiza be? Can I get free of
my buddy Bruno here long enough to
look around?

“Is there a place I can go to the
bathroom?” BC asks the goon.

“You can go back on the ship. We’re
almost there,” Bruno grunts.

Maybe I could make a break for it.

“Hey!” Bruno grunts at BC. “Slow
down!”

Somehow, that doesn’t seem like a
viable alternative...

BC walks on next to Wentworth’s
thug.

Not this time, then. But now that I



know you’re alive, Fiza... I'll what?
Rescue you? Come back for you next
time?

Bruno sticks by BC’s side all the way
to the airlock. He shuts the airlock door
behind BC as he boards the ship to leave
Wentworth Station.

Next time, then...



Chapter Six

The trip back to the Moon takes just
under eight hours. Relatively fast. BC
nods off in his stateroom during the trip,
coming to as Wentworth’s ship clunks
into its berth at the port at Lunar Prime.
Eight hours, again... Isn't that just like
the UTZ Council? Keeping the fastest
ships for themselves!

BC disembarks through Wentworth’s
private bay and makes his way through
the Lunar Prime spaceport. He finds a
porter unit to take his luggage back to the
Vatican Mission. As he passes queued
up outgoing passengers at one of the
public carriers counters, he spots Marc
Edwards in line. BC walks over to say



hello.

"Marc! How are you? What are you
doing here? Where are you off to?" BC
asks as he shakes his hand. Edwards
laughs, "Too many questions at once,
BC! I'm going away for a while. I don't
have that many responsibilities right
now, so I'm gonna go visit some family
back on Earth, take a break. Maybe do
the tourist thing and see a few sights. A
vacation! Imagine that!

“How are you doin'?"

"Don't ask." BC sighs, changes the
subject, "You know, Marc, I'm still
stunned people voted that terrorist into
office over you."

"I don't know, BC. Is it really that
surprising? They never really voted me



in in the first place, did they?”

Edwards sighs. “They got me by
default when Meredith died. Now,
they’ve got Daniel. Guess they like the
McEntyres," Edwards says, defeat
resounding in his voice.

Damn, the guy doesn't deserve this...

Edwards perks up, "Hey, I saw you
came in on that UTZ Yacht! Wentworth's
ship! Traveling with some pretty fancy
company, aren't you?"

Pretty slimy company, actually...

"Not really. He wanted to meet with
someone connected with the Vatican. I
guess these days, I'm the most
accessible. I'm convenient, acting
ambassador and all. But I couldn't tell
him anything he didn't already know."



Edwards’ turn at the counter comes.
He steps up and orders, "One to New
York. Thank you."

"That's Liner 95. It's leaving soon.
You only have two minutes!" the woman
behind the counter tells Edwards. "Gate
Seven, Mr. Edwards. You'll have to
hurry!" She clears his bags through and
pushes the ticket into his hand.

Edwards looks at BC, goes to shake
his hand, but then decides to give him a
hug. They pat each other on the back.

"Thanks, BC. Ya’ know, for stickin’
by me and all,” Edwards says, stepping
back. He shakes his head.

“Man, I appreciate everything you
did, your advice... Thank you, BC.”
Edwards smiles a half-hearted smile.



He lifts his carry-on bag. “Hey, I gotta
run!" He turns and runs for Gate Seven.
"I'll see you sometime!" he shouts at BC
over his shoulder.

BC picks up something in his tone.
"How long are you gone for?" BC shouts
back.

"I don't know. A while. I'll be in
touch. I gotta go!" he yells as he runs.

"Have a good time," BC says knowing
there's no way Edwards can still hear
him. But somehow he does, and turns to
wave. Then Edwards disappears into the
crowd heading for the departure gates.
BC turns and heads for the Vatican
Mission.

I hate to see that guy go. He was one
of the good ones. Maybe it's because he



didn't get elected into office. Somehow
that let him do a better job. Plus he was
a real friend... I don't have many true
friends.

Speaking of friends... I've got to find
M'Bekke. And then find something to
give the UTZ to string them along.

Purposes and missions, I like it!

It's good to have goals to
accomplish!

BC enters the main dome and takes in
the surroundings. The bareness is harsh:
the old trees gone forever, the old
growth dead and removed. But there are
new plantings around the central pool
and on the bridges. The new dome itself
is actually clearer than the original, yet
made of stronger material. The crowd



isn't quite as ‘bustling’ as it used to
be... still not as many people here.
Still, they are here, still running on
errands, hustling to work or whatever.
Each person a planet, spinning in its
own orbit, shuffling off to jobs, other
pressing destinations... Some with their
heads a swivel... Gotta be tourists...
Wandering aimlessly... ducking into
stores around the perimeter wall. And
then there are some people you'd
rather not see at all. McEntyre! And
he'’s looking this way. He's coming this
way! Aw, hell.

Daniel McEntyre walks over to BC..

"Campion," McEntyre says smugly.

"Governor McEntyre," BC answers,
with a nod.



The two stand face to face. They look
each other in the eye.

What does he want? A stare down?

A minute passes.

A minute is a very long time...

McEntyre finally breaks the silence.

"You keep some powerful company,
Campion."

"Me?" BC feigns innocence.

"It was hard to miss the ship you just
came in on,” McEntyre says, with a
touch of sarcasm. “You take a short
vacation after the signing ceremony?
Almost looks like you’re violating the
Declaration before the ink is even dry!
Are you working directly for the UTZ
now that your old masters are gone?"
What, is he trying to provoke me? Am I



that stupid? I might be. But there's too
much at stake...

"If I had any idea what you were
talking about, I have the feeling it would
make me angry. Are you trying to make
me angry? Why should the Governor of
Lunar Prime, the vast Moon colony,
lovely Luna, waste time trying to make
the Vatican Ambassador angry? Doesn’t
that violate your Declaration?” BC

challenges him in an even, measured
tone of voice.

"Play dumb. Fine. Have it your way,”
McEntyre says with a shake of his head
and a sneer. Fire flashes in his eyes.
“You don't fool me, Campion. I see right
through you! You had Edwards wrapped
around your little finger, but I know who



'"

you really are!" He lowers his voice,
"Murderer!" [ just want to hit him. What
can I say? I so just want to haul off and
let him have it! But I can't hit him now,
he's the fucking governor! They could,
and probably would, arrest me on the
spot. He would love that, love to have a
reason to put me away, or, better yet,
exile me from Lunar Prime. My hitting
him is exactly what he wants.

"You through?" BC asks.

"Through?" McEntyre asks
rhetorically. "I'm just getting started,
Campion! Things are different, now!

You'd better watch yourselfl"
McEntyre says with a wag of his finger.
1’d like to snap that finger right off...

"Right," BC says dismissively.



"Excuse me."

BC steps to the side, and walks on
past McEntyre.

He hears McEntyre yell at his back.

"Watch yourself, Campion! You better
watch yourself!"

Watch my ass, asshole. Eat my dust.
Eat shit and... Know what? Maybe the
time has come to find a way to
eliminate him. Just kill him and do the
world a favor. Pro bono. No charge for
this one, folks, it's free...

Maybe there’s a way to really take
him down... He has a checkered past.
There’s gotta be  something to
humiliate him with... that little Asian
girl he fooled around with and beat

up...



Edwards didn’t want to go negative
during the election, but the elections
over... and hes off to New York,
anyway, so why not? It’d be better to
render McEntyre ineffective and
powerless than kill him outright.

BC keeps walking, thinking, plotting
to himself as he leaves McEntyre
behind. When he reaches the Vatican
Mission he locks down the whole
facility, setting the mission to self-
contained mode. I've had enough of
people fucking with me in the last
twenty-four hours, thank you very
much. BC takes comfort in the
knowledge that thanks to his rebuild the
Vatican Mission can survive locked
down and self-sustained for over three



months.

If McEntyre wants me, let him try to
come get me... let him try! We’ll have a
siege! We won't go down easy. Besides,
with the war on hold, what kind of
backing will he get?

BC makes his way into his personal
rooms and plops down in his chair soon
as he gets inside. He rubs his temples.
He rubs his eyes with the balls of his
hands.

One of his headaches threatens to
come on, surging up behind his eyes like
a freight train rushing in. Oh man, this
sucks! Pressure behind the eyes. It
almost has a sound, a high pitched
whine, annoying; not a sound my ears
are hearing! It's sound in my head!



‘Least I'm tired enough to try to sleep
itaway...

BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP...

"Off!" BC shouts.

The alarm shuts off. BC stirs in the
chair.

"What the..."

The clock says he's been passed out
for almost ten hours.

Must have fallen asleep in the damn
chair! Doesn'’t even feel like I slept.
But my headache is gone! My neck
hurts, though, ow...

BEEP BEEP BEEP

"Off!"

That's not the alarm, thats the com



unit...

"What is 1t?" BC shouts.

"Father Campion?" Lisa his secretary
is on the com.

"Yes, Lisa?" BC asks in a more
normal tone of voice.

"Father, we're locked out! You locked
us out after you got back last night!" His
secretary scolds him over the com unit.

"Yes, 1 secured the Vatican Mission
before retiring last night,” BC admits.
“I'm sorry. I didn't realize you weren't at
home, Lisa..." BC says with a hint of
suggestiveness.

"Father BC! I was visiting some
friends!" She gasps over the com.

"I see," he says with broad humor as
he works the security controls. "There,



your ID should get you in, now," he tells
her.

She sounds indignant, but gracious.
"Thank you, Father."

The com goes off and BC gets up. He
stretches to work out the kinks from a
night spent sleeping sitting in the chair.

This... ouch, damn, stiff neck.
Everything is stiff. I can't believe 1
could sleep so long in that position.

He freshens up until the com beeps
again.

Lisa, again...

"Yes, Lisa?"

"Father, some of the parishioners
want to know if you'll be saying a Mass
today." What is it, Holy Wednesday? 1
must be spoiling these people...



"What time is it now?"

"10:30."

"Fine, let them know I'll say mass an
hour from now, at 11:30."

"Good, I'm sure they’ll be pleased.
Mr. Fitzgerald has been leading daily
prayer meetings, but some people would
really like a daily mass.”

Some people meaning you and your
friends, I know, Lisa, I know...

"Yes, Lisa, I know, but ’'m away a lot
on Church business, so sometimes..." BC
trails off.

"Right,” Lisa says. ‘“Speaking of
church business, I have a communiqué
tagged for you from his Holiness, The
Pope. It arrived earlier today. You
know, if I hadn't been locked out, I'd



have been able to tell you about it
sooner,” she admonishes him.

Wow! Finally, a word from below!
I've waited this long...

"TI'll wait until after Mass to deal with
that, Lisa."

"Yes, Father." The com unit silences.

BC finishes getting dressed and heads
for the chapel to get ready for Mass. /
don't know how much longer I can keep
on doing this. Mass was kinda fun when
[ first said it, but now... I don't know...
the novelty's worn off. I certainly ain't
going to do it every fucking day! Damn.
How shallow is that?

Jim Fitzgerald is already in the
sacristy when BC arrives. He's a young
lay minister, gives out communion and



reads at Mass. BC had asked Jim to fill
in as best he could when BC wasn’t able
to be there. Fitzgerald’s dark
complexion and jet-black hair don't quite
match his Irish surname. He smiles a
little when he sees BC.

"Hello, Father BC. We've missed
you," he says. He comes over and shakes
BC's hand.

"Thank you, Jim," BC replies, "I was
away on Church Business, as usual. You
know how it is. Did you hold those
prayer meetings we talked about, while I
was away?"

"Well, sure, we did, but they're not
Mass, you know? I'm glad...
everybody'll be glad you're back here
for a Mass. That's all," he says.



"Why don't you become a priest,
Jim?" BC challenges him, "Have you
thought ever about it?" Jim looks down
at his feet as he answers.

"All the time, Father," he admuts. "I
just... I mean, I don't..." he stammers.
Poor guy sounds embarrassed. Hit a
nerve.

"Look," BC begins, trying to ease him
out of answering.

"I don't know," Jim cuts him off, "I
guess that I just don't think that I'm cut
out for it," he finishes.

"Why not? You seem called to it as
strongly as I am, maybe more," BC tells
the young man. A whole lot more, let's
face it.

"Really?" Jim asks, encouraged.



"Really," BC says, reassuring him.
"Do you think God would make you hear
His call if, like you said, you're not 'cut
out for it'?"

The young man shakes his head.

“I don’t know.”

"As long as you do what you do out of
love, I'm pretty sure God 1s behind you
one hundred percent," BC says.

Listen to me, trying to be wise...

"I just don't know," Jim says.

"I'm sure your serving Him would do
Him honor, Jim," BC tells him. "Why
don't you think about 1t?"

"I will, Father," Jim says.

"If you have any questions, just ask,"
BC says, magnanimously. Hopefully,
now, those questions won't be about me



and where ['ve been. Keep him thinking
of something else...

The rest of their preparation for Mass
passes in silence, each man lost in his
own thoughts. BC stays fairly lost
through the entire New Reform Liturgy,
right on through mingling with the good
folk of his congregation afterwards for
small talk and niceties. He does his part;
he plays his role, plies his priestly
persona to perfection, and then heads for
home.

Swan would be proud! Poor Swan.
Man, she didn't deserve to die. A bitch,
a royal pain in my ass, sure, but not
guilty enough of anything to be killed.
The Cardinal... okay, maybe. Nah, not
even him, not really. Heh. Gallows



humor.

BC finds himself chuckling under his
breath as he enters his office suite. His
fond thoughts of Swan are quickly swept
out of the way, however, when Lisa
appears with the Papal communiqué.

"Here it 1s," she says as she hands it
over. "What's so funny?"

"Nothing, really. I was just
remembering some old friends," BC tells
her.

"Whatever," she says, turns and
leaves BC by himself.

He takes the communiqué to his desk.

Sealed. Secure. Only readable in the
CCU, by the look of it. Good. Maybe all
is not lost. BC secures the room before
he turns the CCU on and pops the



contents of the cylinder in. It’s a voice
only transmission, a voice BC doesn’t
recognize.

"Father Campion. You've been doing
an excellent job as the Acting Vatican
Ambassador to Lunar Prime. Your
reports, while not always as timely as
we'd like, are, nonetheless, both
thorough and informative. Your tireless
efforts rebuilding the Vatican Mission on
the Moon have not gone unnoticed."
Okay. Voice only, huh? Is that the new
Pope? His Chief of Staff? Nice to be
appreciated...

"We know you must have many
questions..."

That's an understatement...

"..Your recent meeting with the



Executive Council of the Universal
Trade Zone has left us with many
questions to ask you, now, as well.

That was fast!

"The OPO still functions, although on
a more limited scale, for now. But we
are aware of what is going on. We still
observe and gather information. You
have been providing us with
information. You are not alone in this.

"What we do with that information
has, however, changed. Your 'other'
services have not been required.

“And now, in the last few days,
you’ve engaged in some very curious
behavior. We are puzzled by your visit
to Wentworth Station. We believe it is
time to go beyond simple reports.



"We believe it is time for a meeting
between you and me, Father. I've
arranged for passage for you to Rome
next Monday. A ship will be arriving
Sunday night with a Father Daycomb on
board. He'll sub for you. He’ll say the
Mass while you're gone, minister to your
people up there. Make sure your
congregation makes him feel welcome,
eh?

“We'll see you in Rome on Tuesday,
then. Pope Linus the Second, out." Well,
well, well, what do we have here? That
was Him, huh, the actual Pope? Guess
I'll find out more next week.



Chapter Seven

BC’s itinerary, provided by the
Vatican, has him boarding a church
transport ship for Rome early Monday
morning. He makes his way to the
docking bays bristling at being on
someone else’s schedule instead of his
own.

I’'ve gotten used to setting my own
timetable.

BC spots the man who looks to be his
temporary replacement, Father Dan
Daycomb, in the ship's Gate area, based
on the pictures sent up by the Vatican.
Daycomb looks to be an eager, young,
redheaded priest. He’s dressed in a
traditional priest’s collar. His wide



brown eyes take in the landing area of
the Lunar Prime as he walks through the
port.

That must be him. What are the odds
of anyone else wearing a collar coming
through here, anyway?

“Father Daycomb?” BC calls out,
stopping the man.

“Ambassador Campion?” the other
priest asks.

“BC, please,” Campion says,
extending his hand. “Dan? May I call
you Dan?”

The other man nods, grasps BC’s hand
and gives it a good solid shake.

“Well, Dan, please be kind to them,
eh?” BC asks.

“Oh, I will, Father Campion. I, uh, I



mean, [ will, BC.”

He's young! I bet he’s never even
worked in a Parish, never mind on the
fucking Moon!

“You’ll do fine, Father, I'm sure,” BC
reassures him. “By the way, there’s a
young man named Jim Fitzgerald here.
He hears the call, but he’s unsure.
You’re younger, you might relate to him
better than I can. See if you can convince
him to join our ranks while you’re here,
Father!” BC challenges Daycomb.

“I — uh, I will,” Daycomb answers,
uncertainly.

“He’ll be a help to you, no matter
what,” BC says, trying to inspire a little
confidence in the man.

“Anyway, [’ve got to catch my ship!



Good luck!” BC tells him.

“Th-thanks,” Daycomb manages to get
out.

“See you later!”

BC turns and heads over to his flight’s
docking bay.

Well, I wished him luck. What else
could I do? Heck, a lot of them here
will love having a 'real’

priest for a change. Okay... Rome,
here I come.

BC is booked on a public flight. He
finds the docking bay and makes his way
onto the ship. He looks around at the
other passengers, trying to see who they
are without making eye contact.

Pretty normal looking, I guess. No
risky types... Just everyday folk taking



a flight down to Earth.

He finds his seat and settles in for the
trip.

How long is this flight?

BC looks through his papers for his
itinerary as he sits waiting for the ship to
depart. Twenty Hours? A long time to
think.

Think about how it's come to this.

Strange, finding myself telling some
kid to become a priest! Didn't tell him 1
did it online way back when. That it
was all a cover for smuggling. What a
long, strange, bizarre trip, all right,

‘The Biography of BC’. I can see it
now: Born in the old USA, on Earth,
2080. Early life unremarkable. Classic
underachiever.



I wanted to be a pilot, driving ships
from the Moon to Mars on the Mag-
Loop highway... BC looks out the
window as they take off from Lunar
Prime. Melancholy memories well back
up into BC’s mind.

They said I didn't have the discipline
needed to study to become a pilot. So 1
gave it up... proving them right. Self-
fulfilling prophecy. Too bad. Ended up
drifting from job to job after I got out
of school. Finally ended up on
Linderstern Finch as a station-boy.
After getting rolled by Fiza, I stayed on
board. I answered the ad from the Holy
Redemption Church of Jesus. And so I
became a preacher! Well, sort of.

[ still remember the ad's headline,



“Get Nontaxable Status!” Heh. I got
my ordination papers and tax forms
and officially became Brother Bernard
Campion of the Holy Redemption
Church of Jesus.

Co-workers and friends were my
'‘church  members', my  so-called
'congregation’. I got my family to join,
too. That was weird. But that led the
Holy Redemption Church of Jesus to
raise me to full Reverend status.

The nontax status conveniently
covered several dubious import/export
deals. Plus, because I was a Reverend,
[ could use that status to act as a
courier for several (let's call them
“nontraditional ”) business interests
operating on Lunar and Earth.



2099 was a great year. I loved 2099/
I was 19, still on Finchs station, and
running my own gig on the side as the
Reverend Bernard Campion of the Holy
Redemption Church of Jesus. It was
sweet!

Of course it couldn't last.

Lost the station job the next year. |
kind of saw it coming. So, by that time,
lI'd all ready set up several other
residences: on the Moon, in orbit, and
on Earth. The actual job on Linderstern
Finch had actually become
unnecessary, but it did help explain my
travel activity. I was able to make the
church thing work for me for a while,
four or five years. But then the Holy
Redemption Church of Jesus and I got



swept up in the Great Reunification of
2104. The Holy Redemption Church of
Jesus was absorbed into the New
catholic Church. And they made me a
priest!

I remember those early days. I was
welcomed into the greater church and
assigned to a rectory on Earth, in the
Boston area. It was weird, but nice. The
other 'priests’ didn't know what to
make of me, but they tried to help me fit
in. I tried to keep my “side business”
running, but it got to be impossible. So
[ settled in and tried to blend.

That all changed a couple of years
later, when they recruited me into the
OPO. Only four years ago, but it feels
like a lifetime. They used classic



extortion. The OPO dug up the dirt on
my past and used it to ‘encourage’ my
'decision’ to join them. [Forced
cooperation. Cooperate or they use my
earlier activities against me, and I go
to jail for a long, long time. The OPO
trained me to be an assassin. For the
OPO. For the Pope. For the Vatican.
Course, my own shady background
prepared me well for my new life.

I actually kinda liked the OPO. My
kind of people ran the place; least 1
thought most of them were my kind of
people. They were usually pleased with
me and my work. I proved quite
effective in my job, all in the Name of
God, removing threats to the Pope and
the Church and the UTZ. And I even did



okay as a Vatican Spin Doctor and
Diplomat, defusing situations in the
media and explaining the Papal
position.

Now the new Pope wants to see me.
Wonder what the Papal Position will be
this time?

Don't feel like bending over... hope
it's not too painful a position!



Chapter Eight

BC lands in Rome. The city still
stands, but it suffered mightily in the UIN
attacks. It’s a Rome that has been
blasted, but it is a Rome trying to rebuild
as well.

The UIN were merciless in their
bombardment of The Vatican and its host
city. The ancient ruins of the West drew
no respect from a Muslim nation still
mourning the loss of Mecca. As BC
approaches St. Peter’s Square he notices
many of the grand old buildings of
Vatican City have been reduced to
rubble. Buildings standing since the
earliest days of Vatican City stand no
more. Seems like each time I come



back, there is less to come back to.

There 1s a new building just off the
square, the new Papal office building for
the new Pope. The building also houses
new, temporary Vatican lodgings. The
Domus Sanctae Marthae stands, but 1s
under reconstruction.

The new building... How could I miss
it? Right where they said it would be.
He walks across the square to the
building, a no-nonsense, boxy block of
metal and glass. It looks temporary...
none of the grandeur of the old place.
Strictly functional. Utilitarian. Well, at
least it'’s not Unitarian... is that a joke?
Trying to make myself less nervous by
telling myself bad jokes, that's healthy.

He makes his way inside the new



building.

Seems too metallic a place to see the
Pope. Needs more wood... even
Stanzione’s fakewood would help.

The building's lobby is buzzing with
activity, full of people coming and
going, presumably on papal business.

BC finds a central information kiosk.

Place looks like a  fucking
corporation, not a church...and here I
am, waltzing in to see the CEQO!

Everything's different.

At least they have real live people
working at this kiosk... what do I do,
just 