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"That was close," Bill murmured - then, with a slightly malicious smile.
"Watching you, I'd have thought you had been running from the law all your
life. - I think I was about to panic."
"That's the last thing we can afford to do," Carl responded grimly. "The
situation is fast developing along the lines we expected. The Dragon is in full
pursuit of the Woman. You can be sure that we're not the only ones that are
in this position. Something is happening very like this everywhere there are
former New Apostolics fleeing into the wilderness. Now, I think it's time we
had a council of war. Decisions have to be made. How shall we go on?
Eleven cars travelling together, are going to become a complete give-away.
I'm loath to split up - there's a certain safety in numbers. If someone breaks
down, we can all help to get them on the road again. We can't do that if we
decide to travel alone. It might be a case of going back for them, or leaving
them behind - What do you think?"
"You're the boss!"
"Who said I was?" Carl snapped angrily. "It's been assumed. Just
because I once held a priestly ministry, doesn't mean that I'm better equipped
to lead a group of people into some uncivilised place and provide all the
answers for our collective survival. A priest doesn't necessarily make a good
backwoodsman. I'm not sure I want the job, nor would I wish it on to anyone!"
"Perhaps that's why you're doing it! On the other hand, I couldn't think
of anyone better qualified to be the boss than a priest or some other ministry
holder. I didn't hear you wrong at the church. You did say that the Woman
would be sustained by God for three and a half years in the wilderness. It
seems to me to be an extension of your ministry to act as the leader for the
duration of what is after all, a Godly undertaking."
"Thanks for the vote of confidence," Carl answered without humour.
"That still hasn't answered my question - do we split up, or do we stay
together?"
Bill was silent.
"Well!'
"You can make the decision, Carl."
Priest Steinbecker led the convoy to the side of the road and took a
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small track leading to a wayside rest area, the other cars followed obediently.
Traffic on the Highway was increasing - although they could hear it, they
were cut off from its view. Carl looked into the enquiring faces of the other
drivers and passengers and gestured to them to gather round.
"I've called a halt because of the narrow shave we had at the
roadhouse," he began. "It's time to hold a council of war. I want your ideas -
don't leave all the decisions to me!"
He looked hopefully for some sign of initiative - they were all carefully
noncommittal.
"It's high time that we elected a leader for this trip,' He continued with
determination. "It shouldn't be assumed that it is me."
This time there was some response, a few people looked at each
other.
"I would like to call for nominations," Carl went on relentlessly.
"Before you do that, I think the matter should be discussed," Bill
interjected from behind him.



Carl turned to glower at him. Bill returned the look without a blink.
"It seems to be worrying our priest that he is a priest," Bill continued.
"He believes that he hasn't all the answers. I've already tried to tell him that
this expedition is a Godly venture. I've said that we're part of the Woman
Clothed with the Sun and that we are fleeing into the wilderness. I've tried to
make the point that we are still under the guidance of God. I can think of no
better way for Him to exercise His guidance, than through a man who is a
priest - well, that's all I have to say!"
"You did invite us to go along with you, Priest Carl,"
Br. Spender said quietly. "We chose to follow you."
There was considerable nodding of heads and some murmurs of
agreement. Carl sighed in exasperation.
"I do not believe myself to be the best equipped," he argued. "I'm a city
boy - some of you would have much more experience when it comes to living
rough."
"Then we'll help you, Priest Carl," Br. Spender said resolutely. "Won't
we everyone? You've got to be our leader. I guess we don't expect God to
speak from a burning bush - and I guess, we wouldn't expect you to make no
mistakes. Bill's said it all - you are a priest!"
They all stared at him as if he was the last of his breed - perhaps he
was! Carl looked from one to the other and saw that he couldn't escape from
the task. How much he was being made the scapegoat for a job that no one
else wanted, he couldn't be sure. He nodded reluctantly.
"You said it right when you said that you wouldn't look on me as
another Moses," he said slowly. "Moses was a man of God - chosen to lead
his people by God. I'm a failed priest - someone who couldn't even listen to
that which came from out of his own mouth!"
"Moses was also a murderer," Bill interjected quietly. "It didn't stop
God from using him as the best talent available."
Carl nodded soberly, he knew he was defeated. He had one final thing
to say on the subject.
"If you want to liken me to Moses - let no one liken himself to Korah!"
They discussed the plan of action for Mandeville. It was agree that
they were too conspicuous bunched as they were in a convoy - especially in
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a town. It was decided that they would split up and meet again at the
Mandeville church premises. The deadline for the meeting was set for
11.00.a.m. In the intervening time, some would build up their supplies, while
others would try to realise on whatever funds were accessible to them. Carl
explained that there would be difficulties with certain types of accounts. It was
decided that they would concentrate on those which would attract the least
attention and the least questions.
The solidarity of the acceptance of the situation humbled him. There
was no argument over the private ownership of resources. In earlier times
they had never melded together as a coherent group - now, when it was too
late for the First Resurrection, the force of circumstances was creating that
unity. He felt obliged to warn them, however.
"Remember this always - I haven't asked you to donate anything for
the common good - if that is the right expression to use. If you choose to pool
your resources and funds - that's fine. Some have nothing, some have a little
and others have more than they need. You have the opportunity to provide



for one another - but - let no one hold his contribution over someone else's
head - either now or at any time in the future. We will not become debtors to
each other. We will remain debtors to the Grace of God and His Loving
Kindness. I want you to remember the story in the Acts of the Apostles, where
Sapphira and Ananias volunteered to give their all to the Lord and then held
back a portion - you will remember that there were dramatic and deadly
consequences!"
They left the rest area at five minute intervals, Carl's final warning had
been for them to approach the rendezvous at the church with extreme
caution. They could expect anything. Carl's was the solitary last car to await
the passing of five minutes. It was nine thirty when he moved off.
In the silent five minutes while they waited, Carl assessed his
passenger. Bill was unmarried, in his mid twenties and had been employed in
the sort of job that had involved a lot of travelling around the country. He had
never been settled enough to attend the services on a regular basis. If he had
made the effort, he would have made an excellent administration brother. In
the conversation earlier, he had demonstrated a few tactical skills which Carl
had never suspected him of having.
"Well, my friend - you certainly manoeuvred me into the hot seat.
Bill grinned slowly
"You were already in the hot seat, Carl - All I did, was to formalise the
situation. There has to be a leader - someone has to make the final decisions
- whether they're right or wrong - You can't run this sort of expedition on a
committee basis."
Carl started the engine and said nothing. The car rolled back on to the
Highway. There was one more low crest before the gentle sweep downhill to
the town.
"Where to - after Mandeville?"
Carl was contemplating the road.
"I don't know - "
The town was situated where the Highway to the north west crossed
the mud flats of the Mandeville River estuary and before the river broadened
out into an area of marshland on its way to the distant ocean. The town was a
meeting place for three major roads. Highway Five originated in the city they
had left and then continued beyond Mandeville to the industrial areas of the
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mid north west. Then there was Highway Eighteen which followed an arrow
straight route to the south west, connecting eventually with the rich farmlands
of the southern peninsular. In that area, there were market towns, some
approaching the dimensions of small cities.
The third route - Highway Twenty, was the main cross country route to
the north east. If they took that route, they could expect a great deal more
traffic at first but it would have the advantage of bypassing most of the major
centres. It followed the original tracks of the first inhabitants of their country,
who had entered over six hundred years earlier from the distant mountain
barrier that separated their landmass from the remainder of the continent. It
passed through some of the wildest and most desolate scenery in the
country. It seemed the most likely option.
They entered the outskirts of the town - it was a quiet and sleepy
place, typical of country towns of its size. They followed the main road for
about three kilometres and then obeyed the sign that indicated the Town



Centre."
This is the first time I've seen this place on a weekday" Carl
commented. "On odd occasions, I've been schedule here on a Sunday -
usually, when Priest McBride was on holiday - "
"Have you any idea where the brethren live?"
Carl shook his head.
"I never had reason to find out."
"Then - how do you expect to find out if anyone is - is like us?"
"I haven't thought about it - Look, there's one of the places I need to
visit."
He pointed to a bank branch and then steered the car into a parking
space. They went in different directions. Carl glanced at a clock through the
window of a store, it was nearly 10.00.a.m. Between him and the bank was an
electrical store. There was a battery of T.V. sets, all tuned to the same
station. The children's show was coming to an end. He stopped dead as the
anguish surged up in him. It was like a physical blow. His children had once
watched that particular program - he wondered if they still had done so
recently. He was shocked to realise that he did not know - somehow, he had
lost track of what had interested them. It didn't seem possible that he could
have grown so apart from them.
The news bulletin flashed on to the screens. The town clock struck the
hour. The bell had a sonorous chime - it had always intruded into the services
in the distant church room, now the chimes interrupted what he was trying to
hear from the announcer. He heard most of it and guessed the rest - It was
starting!
The man was announcing the beginning of troubles.
"The news from the middle east continues to dominate world
headlines. The armies of the Jihad alliance are on the move, if reports from
Teheran can be accepted at face value. The Jihad forces are said to be no
more than one hundred kilometres from Damascus and are moving rapidly to
deploy against the Syrian capital. The forward units of the Israeli army are
said to be in readiness for an all out assault against the Jihad, should they
attempt to occupy the city."
There was an interruption to the newscast and the announcer took a
call from his producer on the desk phone. He replaced the receiver and
continued.
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"News just to hand indicates that the Unity Party government of Mrs.
Aleysha Ezernitz in Jerusalem, has been replaced by a military regime - I will
repeat that announcement. There has been a coup-de-etat in Israel. For the
first time since the formation of the State of Israel in 1947, a military
government has taken control. Preliminary reports indicate that the take over
was bloodless, although earlier, unconfirmed reports indicated that automatic
weapons were fired in the Knesset building. There is no information
concerning the whereabouts of Mrs. Ezernitz and her ministers. Unofficial
reports suggest that they are under house arrest. The President of the United
States has expressed his sincere desire that everything should be done to
ensure the safety of the Israeli Prime Minister - the first woman to hold that
office since the days of Golda Meier."
A few sheets of paper were slipped under the newscaster's nose from
some anonymous donor off camera.



"A further communiqué, just received, gives the name of the new
Israeli strong man - it is - Major General Dov Levinsky. Our foreign affairs
expert, John Becket, says that it is too early to predict the possible policies of
the new government. Nothing is known of General Levinsky, or his views on
the worsening situation on the Israeli northern border. The timing of the coup
would seem to indicate strong army dissatisfaction with the way Mrs. Ezernitz
has responded to the increasing threat to Israel's existence. One thing seems
certain, the new government will be inclined to a massive retaliatory action,
rather than relying on the tortuous and indecisive efforts of well meaning third
parties."
The newscast ended. Carl was relieved to see that the story of a group
of people, led by one, Carl Steinbecker, had been forced from the headlines.
Hotter news had replaced them - he hoped that it would remain that way, but
he doubted it. Someone would put two and two together and realise the
relationship between the impending destruction and those who had forecast
its coming.
The news would get worse and horrifying things would hold the
attention of people who would become more and more frightened. Eventually,
the array of television sets in the store, together with all the others in the
country, would become blank and useless screens - even supposing that
some survived the devastation. They would be blank, blind eyes staring out
into a destroyed world.
He walked the few paces to the bank and stood in line behind two
early customers. He was summoned to one of the teller's windows where he
faced a young lady and slipped his passbook under the grill. There was three
thousand dollars in the account - plus a little extra. He requested the
withdrawal of all but the few odd dollars.
"I'd like to keep the account open - for the next holiday - "
He forced a smile. The girl smiled politely in return and keyed the
details through the terminal. Carl concentrated hard to maintain the smile and
to stop his fists clenching in tension. If there was going to be any difficulties,
now would be the moment. It was conceivable that the account had been
frozen - but then, why should it be frozen and by whom? He had done nothing
criminal.
"How would you like the cash, sir?"
He broke down the amount into bills of various denominations. She
slipped the withdrawal form through the grill for his signature. He willed his
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hand to stop shaking - after all, he told himself, he wasn't perpetrating a fraud
- or robbing the bank - it was his own money.
His legs were weak as he walked away from the bank towards his next
call. He repeated the procedure twice and returned to the car with the result
of his and Mary's thrift. It was ten forty five and time to drive to the church. He
was relieved to find that he didn't have to wait for Bill Pascoe.
The Mandeville church building was situated in a suburb on the edge
of the small town. It ought to have been well placed for growth but it had been
hard going testifying to the cautious country people. In the city, the lack of
response would have been put down to sheer hedonism. Here in Mandeville,
it was more a case of extreme conservatism. The congregation had been
quite small, perhaps no more than thirty - although, at one time, it had been
greater. The church building was much smaller than its city counterpart but



like it, set amid the houses of a quiet street.
They parked the car one street away and continued on foot. He hoped
that the rest of the convoy had taken notice of his warning and had done the
same. There was no hint of trouble as they drew near to the building. No sign
of reporters, television crews - or the police. He let out his breath to relax the
tension. It really was beginning to look as if they were stale news, he prayed
that it was so but it wouldn't pay to relax caution. They joined the other men
of the party. Carl was pleased to see that they had left the women and
children in the town and had crowded into two cars.
"There's no one here, Carl," John Prentice informed him of the
obvious. "The church is locked and there's no sign that anyone has tried to
force entry."
Carl nodded.
"Some of the brethren know a few addresses of the local members,"
the deacon continued.
"That's good - I was hoping that we would be able to contact them. We
can all share the task of phoning around - it'll save time."
Henry Cruikshank broke in.
"Carl - we have to rest. Speaking for myself, I started work at six
yesterday morning and I haven't slept since. I know you want to put as much
distance as possible between us and the city, but we can't afford to have
people running off the road because of falling asleep at the wheel. The kids
need a break too."
"I understand what you're saying, Henry. I agree with you - but - the
Dragon is beginning to look our way - "
He wondered how long he dared to delay the flight. It was just eleven
hours since they had escaped from the city church. In that period, they had
travelled a mere one hundred and twenty four kilometres as the crow flies.
Admittedly, there had been stops and delays to allow the two parts of the
convoy to come together. They hadn't travelled fast. They had need the time
in Mandeville to realise on their assets. There was any number of reasons to
explain away the tardiness, but he had hoped that they would have been
much further - five hundred kilometres at the very east.
"Perhaps we could splash a little cash on a motel," Charlie Macfee
suggested.
Carl shook his head grimly.
"Motel's are very public places - it's essential that we keep a low
profile. Has anyone got any other ideas?"
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"I know a place that might suit - for camping that is," Peter Attwell said
after a moment. "It was one of those holiday resort places - now gone broke.
We wouldn't be able to get into the house but the outside facilities were still
quite good when I was there last - and it's an enclosed site."
"Sure to be some sort of caretaker," someone objected.
Peter shook his head.
"It was privately owned by some big insurance crowd in the city - you
remember, the one that went broke. I read somewhere that it was for sale but
there haven't been any takers. It's been derelict for two years."
"It sounds too good to be true," Carl murmured. "How far is it, Peter?"
"About ten kilometres out of the town, on the road going through the
hills - not the Highway - the other one."



"Won't a lot of people using the place attract attention?" John Prentice
questioned.
"Ingrid and I camped there a few months ago and we didn't see
anyone in four days," Peter replied. "We had the two kids with us too - and
they made plenty of noise! Eventually, I suppose someone might ask
questions - but we'd be very unlucky to be ordered off today."
Carl made the only possible decision.
"Even if we are ordered off - even if we do only get a few hours sleep,
it will be worth it. OK We'll give it a trial but it's on the clear understanding
that we have to move on when I say - we're still much too close to the city. It's
just as urgent to contact the local members. Let's make a deadline. Those
who want to join us must be here by seven this evening. We'll make a start by
phoning those we can and we'll tell them to contact the rest."
It was close to twelve thirty before they finished the
‹phone calls and were once again on the road. This time, Peter Attwell and
his family led the way. It was a little more than ten kilometres along a
secondary road that wound up into the hills skirting the estuary and then
down again to flatter land. The road became straight, flanked by pine
plantations, before emerging into farmland. At a bend in the road, a white
walled villa stood. Peter Attwell turned his car into the entrance arch without
hesitation and then through into a courtyard.
Carl parked beside him and slowly got out from behind the wheel. He
looked around for signs of life and possible protest - there was neither. At
one time the villa must have been an imposing country home for one of the
well-to-do of the city at the turn of the century. Thereafter, it had fallen on
hard times until it had been renovated by the now defunct insurance
company. Peter had been correct, the villa was firmly locked and shuttered
against the depredations of the local vandals but the outside facilities were
still usable.
 


