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They watched until it was dark and kept very still. When the flotilla had
come to a stop, there had been a pause and then the hatches on the conning
towers were opened and small figures appeared. Even in the dwindling light,
it was clear that they were scanning the surrounding country with binoculars.
June and David held their breath when it came to the attention the
submariners were paying to the shattered lighthouse. They had reason to be
nervous, for it was the only structure still standing that overlooked the bay
and could have proved a menace to the surfaced submarines.
"I hope they don't get over cautious and decide to blast it away as a
safety measure."
David's voice was a whisper but seemed loud enough to be heard
above the sound of the wind and waves. June gripped his arm and shook her
head to silence him.
It looked as if the officers had no intentions of landing a party of men
that night. Their reluctance was understandable. They would have no idea of
the strength of any resistance forces so close to the capital. They stopped
their scanning and some went below, leaving lookouts to watch the coast and
try to keep warm in the bitterly cold wind. June and David crawled away and
didn't stand until they were sure that they couldn't be seen from the bay. They
held a council of war. David, as usual, was for putting distance between
themselves and the newcomers. June was adamant that she wanted to
remain. She insisted:
"Don't you see, they will find the Councilman and his group and it will
mean that Darren will be free. I have to be here for him!"
David was equally insistent.
"If the Councilman is beaten - and he has a fair number of supporters
and those people down in the bay have only a few - then they will take
prisoners too and Darren will be just another boy in the whole group. You
wouldn't be able to get to him - "
"I have to try!"
David sighed in exasperation. June was as stubborn as he
remembered his own mother to be. He swallowed hard at the thought of her
and pushed memories away. There wasn't time for sentiment. He had to
make June see sense.
The argument was inconclusive, in the end they agreed to disagree,
leaving the decision for the morning. David would have liked to move off
under the cover of darkness but he had to admit that it wasn't a very practical
solution. He promised himself that he would insist that they would move off at
daybreak, in the hope that they could be well away before the submariners
came ashore.
It was bitterly cold and they tried to cover themselves with the few rags
they had been able to salvage from the debris. They had disdained to strip
the corpses before they had thrown them over the cliff and now they learned
to regret their squeamishness. David could hear June's teeth rattling across
the room. He made a decision, knowing that it would probably earn him a



rebuff at the very least and more than likely a slap across the face. He got up,
crossed the room carrying his rags, and lay down beside his cousin. He
explained.
"I have no intention of freezing because of conventions. If we share
body heat, we might survive."
If she was surprised, she didn't show it, nor did she reject the
ultimatum.
The commander of the submarine flotilla moved earlier than they had
anticipated, sending his men ashore before the obscured sun had risen. His
intention was to secure the high ground around the bay. He had been
unhappy with the potential hostility the heights could hide. In particular, he
was wary of the silent, broken down lighthouse that stood at the head of the
bay and the possibility that if he had to withdraw in a hurry, it could prove to
be a damaging vantage point for enemy forces. He wasn't sure how much
water he had under him and in any case, he could not submerge with the
damaged submarine unrepaired. It had been a miracle that it had regained
the surface after the air attack that had damaged it and that it had remained
afloat ever since.
It was these considerations and his decision that resulted in June and
David awakening from a fitful sleep, to see an automatic rifle muzzle nosing
at them from the gloom and the crouched figures of the small party of sailors,
supporting the one holding it. A command was barked in a foreign language
and when this was ignored, the threatening wave of the gun was an eloquent
translation. They scrambled to their feet and let the thin rags drop away.
June shivered in the darkness, the scraps of clothing she still wore did
little to keep out the thin, bitter wind. David was little better off, with only a
tattered shreds of his trousers left. She shivered again but this time it was
more with fear. The sailors looked dirty and hostile - barely accepting
authority from their commander. The gun was waved again and they obeyed
its indication to precede the group out into the half light and the snow flurries.
They didn't look back at the lighthouse.
They were taken to a small rubber boat and ferried out to one of the
submarines. There they were gestured to transfer to its wet, steel deck and
then down into the mouth of the conning tower hatch. It was a fanciful notion,
but it felt like being devoured by one of the mouths of the beast that had risen
from the sea. It was warm below but there was a sour smell, as if the air
hadn't been allowed to penetrate there for a long time.
Their escorts had been clad in radiation suits but those who took them
in charge looked typical of any sailor in any navy. Once again they were
directed in the foreign language and then propelled impatiently to a small
cabin. The man who sat across the small table looked pale with exhaustion.
The horror of what he had been forced to do with the nuclear missiles he had
unleashed, lingered in his eyes and expression. Once again, they listened to
the unintelligible tongue. He sighed and shook his head and then tried again.
This time they understood.
"You will tell me who you are and why you were hiding in a prohibited
area."
His mastery of their tongue was quite good. David responded.
"I am David Johnstone and this is my - wife - June - we are not in a



prohibited area - we are refugees from the city."
The captain contemplated him silently. David tried to return his stare
and finally looked away.
"If you come from the city - why are you not dead?"
June spoke up.
"We hid underground for a few days, in the tunnels around one of the
stations. We have nursed many people who died - but we have not been
affected by the radiation."
The answer was met with another long stare. June did not look away
and finally, the captain dropped his gaze for a moment.
"I find it hard to understand why you are not dying from radiation - I
think you lie - you have been protected for longer than you suggest. I want
the truth!"
"We have told you the truth - but if you want more - I will tell you
more!"
David grabbed her arm.
"Be quiet!"
The captain leaned forward across the table.
"You will be quiet or I will have you shot - she will
speak."
June drew in her breath.
"There is a group hiding in the tunnels. they are armed and they are
keeping others as captives. my son is one of them - "
The captain looked from one to another.
"He is your son too?"
June answered.
"He is my son by another husband."
The captain sat motionless for a while.
"I am curious to know why you are not injured from the radiation.
Perhaps it has yet to affect you. Our instruments tell us that it is of a very high
intensity this close to the city - you should be very sick. It interests me how
you survive, so we will watch you and our doctor will take blood from you and
perhaps do other tests - Ah! Do not be alarmed, we are not barbarians, no
matter what you have been told. No harm will come to you if you cooperate."
They were taken to a small steel cell which had one cot slung between
two bulkheads. There was one chair and a small table. That was the sum
total of the furnishings.
"Do you think he will go after the Councilman?"
David's response was bitter.
"Why not? You handed him the information on a platter. Doesn't it
occur to you that you've committed treason?"
June's response was low and contemptuous.
"Treason against what or whom? The Councilman declared war on me
when he stole my son!"
"And hundreds might die in the fight that's likely to develop!"
"My son comes before hundreds!"
Someone came for them and they were taken to a small medical
centre. Here at least, the smell was antiseptic. The orderly sounded as if he
was reading from a phrase book.



"You will please extend the arm."
David was hesitant and then responded when he saw June's militant
thrust of a clenched fist. The orderly blinked and approached warily, as if he
expected a right cross. The blood samples were taken, they were told to
provide a urine specimen, with little privacy in which to do so and then they
were returned to their cell.
"That wasn't so bad."
David tried to sound confident.
"I wonder if they're attacking yet."
"I need a bath - and a shave - and some food."
"The Councilman didn't have all that many men - it was all an illusion,
marching them back and forth in those corridors. It looked like an army but it
wouldn't have been more than a couple of dozen - "
David sat warily on the edge of the swaying cot and left June to take
the chair.
"Why did you tell him I was your wife?"
David hesitated - he wondered himself. Their proximity during the
previous night had been a matter of logic, rather than passion.
"I suppose, for much the same reason that Abram called Sarai his
sister when they were in the land of the Pharaoh. I thought it might offer
greater protection - and keep us together."
She looked at him for a moment and then nodded her head in private
agreement with herself.
"That was very gallant of you David - but then, I know you don't like to
be all alone and fend for yourself!"
He flushed angrily.
"You seem to enjoy belittling me, June. I was trying to act in our best
interests, despite what you think of me."
She nodded again and said nothing more. Her mind was on the dark
tunnels through which they had journeyed and on the party of submariners
who were penetrating into the domain of the Councilman - and then she
thought of Darren and prayed that her desperate betrayal of the Councilman
would bring her son back to her.
They waited in moody silence for the next episode to unfold. After a
while, David went to the sliding door and opened it. He met the stare of the
sailor who had been assigned as sentry and retreated. There wasn't room to
move around.
"Sit down or lay down, David. You're making the place untidy."
He sat again on the swaying cot and reflected on their situation.
"I wonder what they're going to do with us."
"Nothing that hasn't been foreordained. - Will you listen to me, David. -
If I had had that conviction earlier on, I might have gone with the others on
the First Resurrection - "
"What's happening to us now isn't in the sequence Revelation gives it.
If we are part of the Woman, we wouldn't be imprisoned in the bowels of a
submarine."
"Very poetically put - but if we are not part of the Woman, why aren't
we dead or dying from radiation sickness? We've been exposed long
enough."



There was no clock in the cell - June had an almost desperate need to
know what the date and time was. She could only guess that there had been
eleven days since the first of the nuclear blasts. Eleven days and in that time
she had lost her husband and her son. The only connection she had with the
past was her cousin. She looked up at David and found his eyes on her, he
didn't look away. It made her feel uneasy suddenly.
They were brought again to the captain after a long time. She burst
into a direct question before he had the chance to speak.
"Have you got my son?"
The captain stared back at her without blinking.
"We have other priorities before we commit men to an attack which
might be a trap to draw us underground. We have only your word that this
Councilman exists. If he does, we shall deal with him in due course. - I have
not ordered you here to discuss military strategy. I have received the medical
reports concerning you. Our radiation scanners show that your skin is heavily
contaminated with radiation, which indicates that you have been exposed for
a long time. Your blood analysis shows that your white blood cells are in
normal proportion to the red cells and that you have no indications of
radiation sickness. The other specimens confirm this reading. You are
puzzling people and my command does not like puzzles, therefore I have
been ordered to transfer you to them for further tests and interrogation. You
would be advised to be co-operative. We have all suffered great personal
loses with the destruction of our homeland."
June glared at him white faced.
"I will cooperate with no one unless I have my son with me! As for your
homeland - look over the hills at my city, which I presume you to have
destroyed!"
The captain gestured to the guard without answering and they were
returned to their cell. They stared at each other in the dim light, looking as
desolated and hopeless as they felt. They took turns to use the cot, while the
other slumped in the chair. Sleep was a pretence, except for fitful dozing.
After a long time, food was brought to them. It wasn't very appetising but they
were hungry enough to eat anything put before them. Their waiter, one of the
crewmen, wore a ferocious scowl when he delivered it. It wasn't hard to see
how he felt about feeding the enemy.
"Whatever the future brings, I'll be glad to get off this ship - "
David nodded agreement, swallowing the tasteless oaten glue they
had been given and trying to extricate it from around his teeth by swilling
down the tepid, anonymous beverage that had accompanied it.
"The service leaves a lot to be desired - we ought to complain to the
chef - or the management."
"Please David, I can't stand your attempts at humour this morning."
"How do you know its morning?"
The interesting answer wasn't forthcoming. The door was slid open
and the same pantomime of gestures indicated that they had had long
enough for their meal and that they were expected to follow. They were
allowed a brief visit to the toilet facilities, which did not extend to a shower or
even to a wash.
The open air appeared more bitterly cold than it had been when they



had entered the submarine. They were no better clothed, the charity of their
hosts had not extended to handouts. Their teeth chattered as they surveyed
the snow squalls on the bay. The shoreline was almost hidden but they had
little time to admire the view, they were ordered by the gesture of the gun
barrel to drop down into a flat bottomed rubber boat, which moved smartly
away from the sleek hull of the submarine. On the way to the shore, they
passed the one that had been damaged. Repairs were nearly completed - the
captain would be able to take his flotilla to sea again.
The reference to 'Command' had puzzled David. That was where he
and June were to be taken. It implied that there was still a cohesive military
force in their part of the world. Someone had survived the general destruction
and was still a fighting force. It was possible that the submarine captain
would have reconnoitred the area around the bay and perhaps the city
beyond the hills. It might prove an attractive proposition for whoever was
giving the orders.
They had to jump into the choppy waves that were rolling in from the
bay. Looking back briefly, they could see nothing of the flotilla. Two armed
sailors walked behind them, gesturing to the direction they were to take. On
the road that flanked the beach, a small truck was waiting, there they were
handed over to two more guards, while the truck driver breathed on his
frozen, gloved hands and muttered gloomily. They were ordered to climb into
the back of the truck with the two new guards. The truck spluttered into life
and June and David and the two guards moodily surveyed each other.
The guards were differently dressed. David knew little about military
uniforms but he had a surge of almost choking emotion, when he realised that
the flashes on their shoulders almost certainly meant that they were airmen.
He breathed softly.
"The Woman is about to be given her wings!"
One of the guards uttered a sharp command and waved the gun.
Clearly, there was to be no conversation. June had got the message, her face
was flushed high on the cheekbones. David smiled amicably at the guards
and received a stony glare in response. He felt elated, he was ready to smile
at anyone - they were to be given wings and that meant they would flee into
the wilderness. All that had passed to that point had been a preparation - an
interlude.
The truck had not turned into the direction of the city, instead it
described a great circular route that avoided the worst of the radiation areas.
Like the sailors, these men were dressed in radiation suits, with great
windows in the helmet that gave them a clear field of vision. Even those suits
couldn't be expected to keep out all of the lethal atmosphere through which
they moved. It was small wonder that they regarded their current duty of
escorting two scantily clothed prisoners with something other than favour.
The airport had been on the other side of the city from Jacob's Bay. No
doubt, it was operational because it would have been removed from the main
blast area of the missiles. Clearly, there had been other arrivals as well as
the submarines. David's heart sank a little, perhaps the 'Command' the
captain had mentioned was there and perhaps his belief that they were to be
flown somewhere wouldn't materialise. He estimated that it took two hours to
drive in the great arc around the city. The roads were slippery and there was



little to be seem out of the tailgate of the truck.
The snow squalls had eased by the time they reached the field. The
truck gathered speed as if the driver wanted to get the whole process over
and done with. They were gestured out of the truck. David dropped down to
the ground under the flank of a small plane with military markings. He
steadied June who nearly slipped on the icy ground. His heart raced with
elation.
"I won't leave Darren!"
June screamed out suddenly and darted away from the group, their
guards were taken by surprise and then levelled their rifles at her. She
slipped before they could fire and then she was dragged to her feet and
forced back to the plane. They were bundled aboard roughly, their two
guards glaring ferociously. She lashed out at David with her fists and tongue.
"I will not leave Darren! Do something, you worthless coward."
He slapped her hard across the mouth. It made quite an impression on
the guards, who relaxed into loud, hollow laughter within their helmets. The
plane was moving out on to the runway.
"They're trigger happy, can't you see it? There's nothing you can do for
Darren, not because I do or do not do something, it's because God had
ordained that we shall be given wings! You can do nothing about what is
going to happen and neither can I. You were supposed to be so sure of
everything we believed - I was supposed to be the weak one! So, show a little
faith - if you know the meaning of the word!"
She screamed back at him
"Faith! - Is this supposed to be faith? I want my son - he's only twelve
years old - twelve years old!"
"Tell that to them - how many twelve year olds have been destroyed in
their families by a nuclear blast. Your son is still living - we gave him that - "
She quietened down and the two guards studied David long and hard.
He thought he detected a degree of respect for the way he had handled her,
but he didn't get any joy from it.
The plane had been airborne for about an hour, when it started to
dance around all over the sky. The two guards got excited and pointed
through the window, chattering to each other in voices made hollow by the
helmets, it was clear that they were apprehensive about something. The
plane banked and yawed and they were flung around from one end of the
fuselage to the other.
David yelled to June.
"It's probably a ground to air missile!"
One of the guards was pitched head first into a support and slumped
unconscious to the floor. His companion tried to revive him and when he
found that he couldn't, he cocked his gun in angry menace at his two
prisoners, as if they were guilty of something. David made a sympathetic
gesture, hoping it wasn't going to be the last he would make.
The pilot put the plane into a screaming nose dive, which had the
effect of throwing everything and everybody that was not tied down, towards
the nose. The guard went first, followed by David and June in close
succession. They were all stunned and breathless and then there was an ear
shattering explosion and utter darkness. 




