
  CHAPTER 14

        Carl   found   it   hard   to   form   words.   The   Firstling   waited   patiently, 

  eventually Carl stammered.

        "I never realised - never realised the degree of - of God's Love."

        "I repeat what I quoted to you before: It didn't enter into the heart of 

  man. Only half we could be told and only half of that, we could understand."

        "I wish I could have understood more - I wish I could have been more 

  accepting - more willing - "

          "Don't look back, Carl - already you have been told to look forward. 

  Exploring the reasons for your failure to attain the First Resurrection can alter 

  nothing that has passed. You, together with all of the citizens of the Kingdom, 

  are awaiting the fulfilment of wonderful promises. The Father will fulfil those 

  promises   but   there   has   to   be   a   corresponding   activity   from   you   and   the 

  others. 

          Although   the   Firstlings   have   been   given   the   ultimate   power   and 

  authority, it will not be used to create an earthly paradise. It will be necessary 

  for the citizens to sow as well as reap the harvests that will feed you in each 

  month of the year. There will be no miraculous provision of what is needed, 

  while you sit idle. 

        The Lord and his Firstlings will rule as Kingly Priests for a thousand 

  years but their primary task is to ensure that all men are taught of God. It will 

  be their task to ensure that man will be able to withstand Satan, when he is 

  released  for a while.  Their  priority will  be spiritual  and the citizens will  be 

  entrusted with caring for their own physical needs, just as Adam was given 

  charge of the Garden created by the Father."



        Carl found that he was hardly breathing, he rectified the situation with 

  a great intake of air.

        "So - they are not doing anything wrong?"

        He pointed to the distant, labouring submariners, who were clambering 

  over the hull of the Potolkin.

        "They are wisely using the resources available to them. What is better, 

  is that they are co-operating with each other and are trying to make comfort 

  for their fellow citizens. That is commendable, for no man works for himself in 

  the Kingdom of Peace. All must work for the next man, as well as for himself. 

  There must be no competition or selfish hoarding out of greed, while another 

  has not enough."

        Carl hesitated again.

          "When will you come to visit the people?"

          "When it is time to do so. I have told you many things and now you 

  must tell them. As well, you must not be a Jonah who avoids to do that which 

  he   must  -  talk  to  the  Councilman  and   his  companion.   I  have  given   you  a 

  helper, do not question who or why, but go into the shattered city and draw 

  out those who hide under the ruins."

        "I don't think they will believe me!"

        "I know they do not, why should it be easier for you  than it was for 

  Jeremiah? I know their  thoughts. You  will  be surprised  when they tell  you 

  some of their opinions. They will listen to you and they will learn to believe, 

  perhaps not from your words, but through their experiences. Remember, you 

  are not alone."

        "What must we do about food?"

        "Clear the ground and prepare the soil to the north of the town."

        "What shall we sow?"



        The Firstling smiled.

          "You will not sow on this occasion, but you will reap a harvest in thirty 

  days.  From that harvest,  you  will  reserve  seed and sow once more in  the 

  same   soil.   This   you   will   do   for   subsequent   months.   Each   time,   you   will 

  expand your crop into additional cleared ground and prepared soil. Give no 

  thought about the first seed - the Lord will do it!"

        Carl  blinked  and  his  companion  was gone.  He found  his  heart  was 

    hammering, as if he had been exercising strenuously. He waited until it had 

  quietened  down and then walked  back to the stump of the lighthouse. He 

  entered the lower room cautiously, not knowing what he might find inside, or 

  if anything might fall. He found it surprisingly clear of debris, as if someone 

  had   used   it   as   a   refuge.   It   wouldn't   be   surprising,   after   all,   it   was   close 

  enough to the city. He was glad that he didn't find any human remains.

        He sat for a while in the ruins and enjoyed the tranquillity. The Firstling 

  had given him a great deal to think about and he couldn't understand a lot of 

  what he had been told. Once again, it would come back to faith. It would rely 

  a lot on his powers of persuasion to convince the hard headed Peter Kharkov 

  that ground should be cleared and tilled and then to announce that there was 

  no seed and that they would have to just wait and see what would come up. 

  Peter   he   might convince,   but   he   was sure  to   get  a   hard   time from Alexei 

  Chernov.

        He kept remembering the emphasised words: 'You are not alone'. The 

  problem was, that he felt alone. He wasn't even sure that he would be able to 

  convince   Myra   Heston,   let   alone   anyone   else   who   had   only   atheistic 

  experience. Then there was Dar and the Councilman and Martha. The old 

  couple wanted to talk to him. It was something he had tried to avoid and the 

  Firstling   had   known   it   and   had   been   quick   to   reproach   him.   He   dawdled 



  around   in   the   ruins   of   the   lighthouse.   The   projected   interview   with   the 

    Councilman and Martha was still not something he welcomed.

          Reluctantly, he left the lighthouse, driven back to the community by the 

  realisation that the sun was sinking and that the submariners had already left 

  the stranded Potolkin for the day. The beach was silent and he was alone on 

  the crest of the headland. He walked briskly, bathed in the hazy light of the 

  brightened sun. The change in the status of the sun was one of the answers 

  about which he needed to reassure himself. The Father had touched the sun 

  in such a way that it now shed seven times more light. According to human 

  science, that was an impossibility, the Earth should now be a shrivelled lump 

  of   rock,   reflecting   intense   heat   into   space.   The   Father   had   arranged   it 

  otherwise, just as He had arranged to break the icy grip of the nuclear winter 

  and to cause a resurgence of life in burnt stumps of trees and through ashen 

  ground. He would also arrange to germinate life where no physical seed had 

  been sown.

        He   almost   stumbled   and   checked   himself,   as   a   thought   struck   him. 

  Once a little Jewish girl had heard similar words: 'The power of the Highest 

  shall overshadow thee' and 'For with God nothing shall be impossible'. Carl 

  found he was holding his breath again, he breathed deeply and increased his 

  pace almost to a run. A wild exultation filled him and he shouted out into the 

  warm wind as he came to the junction on the ridge that overlooked the town.

        It was to his great relief that Carl was spared an immediate interview 

  with the Councilman and Martha. He found that he was expected to attend an 

  extraordinary   session   of   the   Town   Committee.   It   was   made   clear   that   he 

  came as a guest, for he represented no faction within the town. Throughout 

  the   meeting,   Carl   was   conscious   of   appraising   eyes.   Martha   particularly, 

  seemed unable to look in another direction. The Councilman drifted between 



  moments of alertness, when he would scan the gathering with sharp stabbing 

  glances, and then would drift back again into a kind of dull trance from which 

  it was impossible to get any response.

        The officers of the three submarines observed a cohesion. This was 

  Peter Kharkov's power base. Carl could see that the Committee was simply a 

  gesture. The real authority still  rested with the flotilla  commander. Dar was 

  the other factor. It was clear that he was outnumbered and from the ferocity of 

  his expression, clearly didn't enjoy the situation. Carl gave a mental sigh. The 

  Kingdom of Peace would  remain a concept until  the  basic urge  of men to 

  compete and dominate, was quelled. He longed  for the appearance of the 

  Firstling   -   then,   the   Kingdom   of   Peace   might   become   a   reality   in   this 

  community.

        He kept quiet as Peter Kharkov brought everybody up to date with the 

  events surrounding the beaching of the Potolkin and the subsequent removal 

  of some of her equipment.

          "There remains a great deal of work to strip out the  easily moveable 

  equipment. There are many things within the structure, which can be put to 

  good use in our community. Some of the equipment is extremely heavy and 

  will  require  a great deal of manual effort to remove from the hull.  In some 

  cases, the outer skin will need to be cut away, so that we can remove motors 

  and winches. There is also the matter of the nuclear pile - "

        Dar interrupted.

        "We want nothing to do with the nuclear pile - we want nothing to do 

  with   anything   nuclear!   Hasn't   enough   damage   been   done   with   nuclear 

  warheads? We want no more radiation damage!"

          Kharkov hesitated and gestured to his officers for silence. His voice 

  was persuasively soft when he answered.



        "I can understand your concerns, young man. It will be only with great 

  care that we interfere with the nuclear pile. We are all very cautious about 

  such things, but we are trained to manipulate the pile and to effect repairs 

  when necessary. What we must understand is, that it has a great potential to 

  provide us with power for the things we shall need to make our lives more 

  comfortable in the future. Without power, we cannot drive motors or winches - 

  and such things we will  need when we clear away the fallen buildings and 

  start to rebuild."           

        Dar remained unconvinced - ferociously stubborn.

          "Personally - I want nothing to do with nuclear power!"

          Kharkov nodded and turned to Carl.

          "And you, Comrade Carl - what are your thoughts?"

        Carl echoed the words of the Firstling.

          "You   must  put   to   use   the   resources   you   have,   for   the   good   of   the 

  community."

        Dar turned his anger towards someone he had thought of as an ally.

          "And if the resource is dangerous - and won't be for the good of the 

  community?"

        "In that case, the good points and the bad points have to be weighed 

  very carefully before a decision is made."

          "Which is why we hold these meetings, comrades!"

          Kharkov turned to Carl again.

          "You have something you wish to tell us - more perhaps, of the story 

  you told us yesterday."

        "No - not of that story. I wish to tell you of something that happened 

  today."

        He had their attention, he tried to avoid the gimlet eyes of Martha and 



  the awakening from his trance of the Councilman.

        "I have been told that you will soon receive a visit from your new ruler!"

        He saw the glances exchanged between the submariner officers.

        "I have spoken with our King and Priest!"

        "Glory to God, Hallelujah!"

        "Yes, yes, Councilman! We shall take that as read!"

        Peter sounded a little testy.

        "We are to understand that you have had some communication with 

  this - King?"

        He made it sound like a dirty word.

        "The old ways have gone, Peter. This King is nothing like those you 

  despised in previous days. Our King and Priest has spoken to me. I have a 

  message for you - for the committee and the people of the town. Clear the 

  ground to the north of the town and make it ready for sowing. We shall reap a 

  harvest in thirty days!"

          Alexei spluttered into anger.

        "We   have   only   your   word   that   this   arrangement   of   a   new   order   of 

  things exists! I place on record my protest! I reject this man and his stories! I 

  think our first supposition was correct. This is some trick of the enemy! I tell 

  you Peter Kharkov, you are being fooled by this man! Now, the Potolkin has 

  been sacrificed to this madness!"

        Carl felt the murmur of unrest circulate the table. He looked across to 

  Dar. The boy returned his look steadily. He was the only ally. Carl persisted 

  quietly.

        "If  that  is what you  believe    then  in  thirty days  our supplies  will  be 

  exhausted   and   we     will   go   back   to   starvation   -   As   for   your   accusations, 

  Captain Chernov. Can you tell me why this so-called wonderful weapon which 



  has been  produced  by your  enemies, has been used in  this corner of the 

  world? Can you tell me what technology is capable of such a massive climatic 

  change? Can you  tell  me how the earth, air and waters can be cleared of 

  radiation poisons in no more than seventy two hours? Can you tell me what 

  technology has altered the spectrum of the sun, so that we have an increase 

  in the intensity of light but have no raising of the temperature? Can you tell 

  me what means your enemy is employing to cause the burnt out stumps of 

  trees to start to sprout and the grass to grow through the ash? When you can 

  answer these questions, I think we can take seriously your suggestion that I 

  am party to some trickery on the part of a government you  consider to be 

  your enemy but who hasn't been seen or been active  for three and a half 

  years!"

          There was a heavy silence around the table. Carl stared from one to 

  the other, even taking on the relentless gaze of the old woman, who finally 

  yielded to his glare. He turned to the submarine captain.

          "Captain Kharkov, I have conveyed to you the words I have received 

  from the Firstling. If you follow his instructions, you will be blessed. Yes! I use 

  the word blessed!  A blessing is an increase. You will  receive your harvest 

  and you will reserve seed for a new sowing and increased production. Those 

  are the instructions, follow them and you  will  be blessed. Ignore them and 

  you will starve! I have one thing more to say. I will not remain in the town with 

  you. I think my presence makes you uneasy. In time, it will pass and we will 

  live in harmony. Until then, I will live out on the headland - "

        He   saw  Peter   stiffen   and   cast   a   quick   glance   at   Dar,   and   then   he 

  relaxed and nodded.

        "As you wish - but we are not enemies."

        "We are not enemies - I agree, but we must become friends before I 



  return."

        He left the meeting and was followed quickly by Dar.

          "Dar, I'm sorry, you  must speak to the Councilman and Martha. Tell 

  them that I will speak to them as soon as possible but in any case, it would be 

  better to ask any questions when the Firstling comes."

        "I'll tell them but my first interest is in something else, Uncle Carl - I 

  wondered if I could come with you - to the lighthouse, I mean?"

        "Why would you want to do that? - I'm not very good company these 

  days - ask Myra Heston!"

          "She won't be going with you?"

        "I haven't asked her - in any case, we're not sharing quarters."

          "You came together - isn't that what the Firstling arranged?"

        "So you believe there is a Firstling?"

        "If you say there is - I believe it!"

          "Thanks for the vote of confidence!"

          "You haven't answered my question - Can I go with you?"

          "And you haven't told me why you want to go."

        A thin sliver of a moon shed an intensified light on the broken streets. 

  Dar kicked aside a small rock.

        "My   people   are   merging   back   with   the   Councilman's   group.   Now 

  they're not under any duress, they're taking up old relationships with those 

  we left when we broke away. I can't blame them and the reason for being 

  separated has gone."         

        "Does that  apply  to the   girl  you  were  with?  I thought  she was your 

  mate."

          How quickly the change in terms slipped off his tongue. Dar's mate! It 

  sounded   like   an   arrangement   between   animals!   Another   rock   was   kicked 



  aside, this time, a little more emphatically.

        "We were tired of each other before we left the Bunker. Nothing came 

  of our union - no child I mean. I have no ties! There's one other thing - I want 

  nothing to do with playing around with the nuclear piles on the submarines!"

        They had reached Myra's quarters. 

          "You can come if you like - at least, the lighthouse has a roof!"

        Dar sprinted away without another word. Carl watched him until he was 

  out of sight, down one of the side streets. He stooped and straightened up 

  inside   the   broken   recesses   he   had   briefly   shared   with   Myra.   She   wasn't 

  home. Carl felt mildly curious about where she had been all day - he wasn't 

  worried, she was a formidable lady and knew how to take care of herself and 

  this was, after all, the Kingdom of Peace. 

        Carl retrieved his bundle and emerged from the ruins, he found Peter 

  Kharkov waiting for him.

          "Perhaps we could walk a while, Carl Steinbecker."

        "As you wish, Peter."

        He followed the captain down to the beach. The tide was out. They 

  walked some way before the Kharkov spoke.

        "I have to tell you something about the boy."

        "Dar?"

        The   Captain   nodded   and   then   very   slowly,   as   if   picking   his   way 

  through a minefield, he told the story of June and David, their capture and his 

  hand in sending them on a flight that ended in disaster.

        "I   have   not   told   the   boy   -   I   was   waiting   my  time.   It   was   such   an 

  incredible  coincidence that he was the child she was urging me to rescue. 

  Now, I see that he has intentions of going with you. You will be going to the 

  place where we captured his mother and cousin. Do not misunderstand me, 



  there will be no traces of them there. I wanted you to be warned - that is all!"

        They had returned to the ramp that led into the town.

        "I   do   not   know   the   truth   of   your   story   of   Kings   and   Priests,   Carl 

  Steinbecker. If it is true, it will be wonderful." 

        They trudged on in silence for a while, the crunching of their feet in the 

  sand, making the only sound. The Captain went on.

        "Take little notice of my fellow captain. Alexei is a hard head and that 

  head is sore because today, he beached the ship he loved. He fought to keep 

  her afloat for three and a half years and he succeeded. There were times 

  when we thought he would lose the fight but he always recovered. Today, he 

  wrecked   the   ship   he   fought   to   save.   You   must   excuse   his   bitterness.   He 

  thinks   he   hates   me   and   he   disliked   what   he   had   to   do.   It   is   perhaps, 

    understandable?  Can you understand the conflicting  feelings he has about 

  what we have done?"

        "I think perhaps I can."

          "There is one thing that creates the greatest concern in a commander 

  of a ship. It  is  not the  fiercest  storm, for  a good  ship,  well  managed, can 

  survive most storms. It is not the fear of mutiny, a good captain and discipline 

  can control his men and even inspire loyalty. No, the greatest concern is not 

  the fiercest storm - or the fear of losing control of his crew - it is that he might 

  put his ship on the rocks, or on some hostile shore. It is the ultimate critique 

  of his ability as a seaman. To do so, demonstrates his failure as a navigator. 

        A submarine commander has a greater worry,  for he has to rely on 

  sonar when he is submerged, to pinpoint any obstacles in the ship's path. He 

  watches the  depth  indicators carefully.  It is almost like  navigating  in  three 

  dimensions - and he has to have an instinct - that is the vital something that 

  distinguishes him from others.



        In my thoughts, I was urging  them to hurry.  The old sailor's anxiety 

  about missing the tide, I suppose. I ordered the thing we all dread most - to 

  put a fine ship on the beach - and I was in a hurry to see her stranded like a 

  whale that waits to die in the hot sun.

          Alexei decided to go out with a bang - as you saw, Carl Steinbecker. I 

  would never have suspected that he has nursed a secret passion for all of his 

  years as a submarine commander - a passion to ram a ship high up on the 

  shore.

        I   explain   all   this   to   you,   because   he   has   a   theory   that   tries   to 

  rationalise what has happened. He thinks differently to the way he spoke this 

  evening.   He   secretly   thinks   that   we   have   been   invaded   by   visitors   from 

  space,   who   have   remarkable   powers   to   alter   the   climate   and   to   do   those 

  other things you mentioned - even to increasing the light of the sun! I think 

  you   will   understand,   for   an   atheist,   that   is   an   easier   proposition   than   to 

  believe that God has changed all of these things and that Heavenly Beings 

  are about to control our lives for a thousand years!"

        Carl nodded.

        "I   understand,   Peter.   It   is   an   argument   that   has   been   raised   many 

  times before the time of destruction. We would try to tell people of what was 

  to come and they would tell us the same story. For some reason, they found it 

  easier   to   accept.   I   can   remember   meeting   one   who   had   become   New 

  Apostolic many years earlier, he actually said that he could only believe in 

  the First Resurrection - the Coming of Jesus Christ, provided He came in a 

  Flying Saucer!

        So - yes, Peter, I do understand. This is one of the reasons why I want 

  to draw apart from you. You need time to adjust. When the Firstling has come 

  to you - and I assure you, he will come - it will be easier for you to accept 



  what I am telling you."


