
 CHAPTER 15

        Dar was waiting impatiently in the moonlight. He watched them emerge 

  from the beach, deep in conversation. In his own heart, he found it hard to 

  understand   why  he   had   chosen   to   go   with   Carl   Steinbecker   into   this   self 

  imposed exile. He could only assume that it was an association of ideas. He 

  had   never   known   Priest   Steinbecker   very   intimately.   He   had   always   been 

  Uncle Carl, but his father had made sure that there had never been any close 

  contact. 

        Bob Meredith had not wanted his son to be contaminated by ideas that 

  didn't meet with his approval. On occasions, June, his mother had spoken of 

  him but that had been infrequent. When it came to it, the reason why he had 

  decided to go with him, had to do with that evening of the Day of the First 

  resurrection,   when   June   had   stared   so   beseechingly   for   help   to   the 

    beleaguered priest - and Carl had been powerless to prevent Bob Meredith 

  from dragging them both away from the sanctuary he represented.

        It was Peter Kharkov's turn to watch the pair go off into the moonlight. 

  He felt a tug of regret. He told himself not to be a fool. The moonlight was 

  playing tricks with his heart. Dar was not the son he remembered, nor could 

  he ever be. It didn't matter what he tried to tell himself as he turned away, he 

  felt as if he had suffered a personal loss.

        Carl and his companion left the town in silence and made their way up 

  the incline to the junction leading to the lighthouse. Carl stopped and looked 

  back.



        "Are you  sure you've  made the right choice, Dar? I know there isn't 

  much to  offer  in  Pringle's  Head but there  is  less at the  lighthouse.  Just a 

  lower room with a ceiling and perhaps another above it. There's no water and 

  we will have to go back to the town for our rations. There are no facilities for 

  toilet or personal hygiene."

        Dar dropped his pack with a grunt.

          "That's getting heavy. The lighthouse can't be any worse than the town 

  - there are no facilities there either. That's one of the reasons why I wanted to 

  get away.  Unless they're  very careful,  they'll  all  get sick. No!  I'm with  you 

  Uncle Carl - if you'll have me!"

        "It's on your own head!"

        They turned off and followed the path in the moonlight. The thin sliver 

  of the new moon was dazzling in it brilliance, it was as bright as a full moon. 

  Carl murmured.

          "Moreover the light of the moon shall be as the light of the sun."

        "Is that how it will be?"

          "When the moon is full, it will be as bright as the day used to be. Even 

  now, it's bright enough to show us the way and that's just as well, I wouldn't 

  like to walk this path in the dark!"

        The ocean was shimmering silver to both sides of the headland and 

  the   land   detail   was   hidden   in   black   contrast,   featureless.   The   lighthouse 

  loomed as a dark shape at the end of the pathway. At another time, it might 

  have suggested hidden dangers - but this was the Kingdom of Peace and 

  there was no reason to fear the unknown. 

        "I  was thinking   - Won't   Sr. Heston   be  upset   when  she   finds   you've 

    abandoned her?"                          

          "You think a lot, don't you, young Dar? No - I see no reason why she 



  should be upset. We haven't put miles between us - it takes ten minutes to 

  walk out here. Let's just say that I've selected a piece of choice real estate. 

  Sr. Heston will know where to find us - and if it comes to that, she didn't tell 

  me where she was going today. I thought she might have tagged along with 

  the wrecking party but she hadn't, so I could hardly consult her, could I?"

        They   entered   the   dark   cavern   of   the   ground   floor   room   of   the 

  lighthouse. There was one shaft of brilliant silver light that penetrated through 

  the open door and lit the centre of the floor. They each chose a dark corner 

  and dropped their packs. Carl stepped outside again and the boy followed 

  him.

        The   sky was  so   bright  that  many of   the  fainter  stars   couldn't  shine 

  through. The thin crescent moon was like the incandescent curve of a sabre 

  suspended in blackness. It was breathlessly beautiful. Carl sighed with the 

  sheer pleasure of it.

        "I remember an article in one of our publications where it was said that 

  at this time, God will present the earth in a far higher and beautiful state than 

  when He gave it to Adam. It said that the Lord Jesus would lift the curse from 

  the earth and fill it with blessing. And as I mentioned earlier, the moon will be 

  as bright as the sun of former times sun and the sun will shine seven times 

  brighter but not hotter. The farmers will reap their harvest every month of the 

  year and the fruits  will be much better and larger than before. In the article, 

  we were reminded of Canaan, the land of promise favoured by God. Through 

  His favour, it became so fruitful that it took two men to carry a single cluster of 

  grapes.   That,   Dar,   is   what   we   can   expect   and   we   can   already   see   how 

  beautiful it's going to become."

        Dar was silent for a moment, then:

        "I hope it does, Uncle Carl. I hope you are right -  but - "



        "But?"

        "It's taking a long time - There's still so much hardship and some of the 

  people   are   still   sick   from   the   effects   of   radiation.   You   spoke   about   God 

  presenting a wonderful new earth but there is still misery - "

          "And I suppose that you thought Our Father would wave His hand over 

  the earth and heal it and that everything would come right?

          "Something like that."

        "He could have, I suppose - but He hasn't chosen to do it that way. 

  The  Firstling  told  me that we are  expected  to do our part to  establish  the 

  Kingdom of Peace. It would be so easy if God would do everything, or if He 

  would tell his Firstlings to work miracles to put everything right. 

        I   suppose   you   could   say   that   it   would   have   been   better   if   He   had 

  worked miracles in the days of the Apostles and forced everyone to believe 

  and then none could have missed the First Resurrection. It would have been 

  so much easier, but is making things easy the right method to use? 

          Adam was given the completed Garden, perfect in every detail. He was 

  given the task to tend it, he had a very easy life. No weeds, no thorns, no 

  thistles - fruit for the picking. Perhaps it's better for man to have a challenge. 

        I accept that there is still suffering, I have to say I'm a little surprised 

  that it still exists, but I have to say also that the Firstlings are not forcing the 

  pace. - After all,  it took God six days to create everything  - I suppose He 

  could have waved His hand and done it in an instant. He chose not to - and 

  we have learned to accept His timetable!"

        It   was   time   for   sleeping.   Carl   lay   awake   for   a   long   time   under   his 

  blanket, thinking over the events of the day and the changing situation. He 

  found himself projecting his mind back to the events that had surrounded the 

  capture of June and David. It was hard to visualise that they had once lived in 



  this   room   and   even   harder   to   conceive   the   privations   they   must   have 

  suffered. 

        Peter Kharkov's story had been abbreviated, perhaps that was all he 

  knew - all he had been able to extract from unwilling captives. Clearly, the 

  fact that he believed he had sent them to their deaths weighed heavily. He 

  had seemed certain of the facts -  and he would have been in a position to be 

  certain,  with  access to his military structure. The plane  had been reported 

  destroyed and there was little hope that June and David could have survived.

        But there was a little hope that kept him wakeful and the sound of the 

  deep breathing of June's son from across the room seemed to reinforce it. 

  June and David had been Sealed with the Holy Spirit, they should have been 

  under a special protection, part of the Woman Clothed with the Sun, who was 

  promised that protection. 

        He wrestled for sleep that eluded him. There was one sure way to find 

  out. He wondered if it might be construed as trying to take a short cut if he 

  was to ask the Firstling. In the morning of the next day, they received a visit 

  from Myra Heston. It was something Carl had anticipated and he sensed that 

  it   was   not   going   to   be   an   easy   interview   when   he   watched   her   stride 

  purposefully from the town and then along the track leading to the end of the 

  headland. She came to a halt ten paces from where Carl stood waiting. There 

  was an awkward silence, which eventually Carl broke.

          "Good morning, Sr. Heston."

        The   apostle's  daughter   nodded  but   still   said  nothing.   Carl   could   do 

  nothing  but wait.  Eventually,  his visitor  appeared  to make up her mind on 

  tactics. She blurted out:

          "You   have   to   excuse   me  if   I'm   confused.   I   thought   we   were   given 

  instructions back at Clancy's place, that we were to be sent out two by two. 



  We were supposed to work together and be seed bearers. I think that was the 

  expression. I assumed that we were supposed to do things together under 

  the direction of the Firstling. I didn't realise that you intended to walk out on 

  that arrangement!"

        Carl blinked a little at the frontal attack.

        "I'm sorry to see that you think I have!"

        "Well - you're here and not down there where we set up camp. What 

  else am I to assume? - "

        "I   agree   with   you   part   of   the   way   -   I   did   feel   driven   to   find   other 

  accommodation - but I suggest, you  made that pretty clear during  our last 

  conversation - but I don't agree that it means I've walked out on you, or the 

  community or anyone else. I'm sorry if you're upset, Sr. Heston but I had to 

  make a decision and you were conspicuous by your absence yesterday. I had 

  no way of talking things over with you - The thought crossed my mind that 

  you might have walked out on me!"

        It was the visitor's turn to look embarrassed.

        "I had a look around the town.

        Carl's eyes widened.

        "That was very adventurous of you! You didn't tell   anyone you were 

  going?"

        "I didn't know I was expected to check in and check out!"

        Carl surveyed her silently. She was used to having her own way. Her 

  blush deepened under the scrutiny. 

          "You must do things as you see fit, you don't answer to me, but the 

  Firstling has his instructions and they are to go into the city to find survivors!"

        She returned to her earlier attack.

        "I  still  don't   see  what  advantage  you   can  gain   by  moving   out  here, 



  Carl." 

        Carl retold the story of his encounter with the Firstling. 

          "...And that was how it was. After that experience, it just struck me that 

  I   needed   breathing   space   -   and   I   think   the   towns   people   need   breathing 

  space from me too. Call it what you like. Myra, I can't see any reason why you 

  can't   shift   camp   out   here   to   the   lighthouse.   It's   up   to   you.   The   original 

  instructions we received from the Firstling, haven't changed! It seems to me 

  that   we  have   each   been   given   our  own  job to  do   and  we  can  expect  the 

  Firstlings will give us individual directions - sometimes by word and at other 

  times, by impulse."

        "I might take you up on the offer. I've some thinking to do. When do we 

  go to the city?"

          "There's no time like the present - "

        Dar had emerged from the lighthouse and joined them. 

        "I'd better come with you - you'll be like babes in the wood in that place 

  by   yourself!   Now,   don't   argue!   I've   lived   through   the   destruction   at   close 

  quarters - you've both been tucked away in some hideaway."

        Carl nodded reluctantly. Dar made sense.

        The   submariners   were   working   on   the   Potolkin,   as   they   passed   on 

  their   way   to   the   city.   They   paused   and   told   one   of   the   sailors   of   their 

  intention. There was no sign of Peter Kharkov or his officers. Dar pointed out 

  the old rail entrance to the underground system that had sheltered him and 

  his group and that of the Councilman, during the nuclear winter. Silently, they 

  continued until they topped the rise that shielded the shattered city from view. 

  There were no  adjectives to describe what they saw. The word that came to 

  Carl's mind was - horrifying. Myra murmured:

        "If man can unleash that sort of destruction, perhaps it's as well that 



  he's been wiped off the planet!"

          "You're  entitled  to your opinion, I suppose - but it's not one I agree 

  with!"

        "I've seen pictures of Hiroshima and Nagasaki and shots of the injuries 

  suffered by the population. I shudder to think what we'll find down there. It 

  won't matter what we've  seen  on film, nothing  can prepare  us for the  real 

  thing, They tell me that three hydrogen warheads hit this place." 

        Dar nodded grimly.

        "Yes, it was three, the earth rocked and heaved. I wondered why they 

  needed three to take out such a medium sized place."   

        "It might be a question to ask the captain."

        "It's like looking at a scene out of hell!

          Myra's voice was shaky. 

        In the nearer suburbs some buildings still stood. It was freakish, whole 

  buildings looked untouched, except for where the windows had been sucked 

  out by the blast, yet next to them, there would be a pile of dust which had 

  once been a structure. 

        In   the   distance,   they  could   see   skeletons   of  buildings   closer   to   the 

  middle of the city. Carl thought he recognised some of them but that was only 

  from a distance. When the trio got closer, the buildings were distorted out of 

  all recognition. 

        They   walked   on   towards   the   centre,   there   was   nothing   but   a   flat 

  monotony of scoured rubble and even that gave way to great sheets of stone 

  and building material that had fused into  rippled glass. 

          Incredibly, people started to come from out of some of those mounds 

  of rubble  - like animals out of their holes. It was impossible  to understand 

  how they've survived after all that time.



        The trio came to an abrupt halt as the survivors fell to their knees in 

  front of them, their hands clenched in supplication. Myra whispered:

        "My God! They think we are Firstlings! They've been visited already!" 

        They were shown children and adults who had been - touched. The 

  stories poured out - these people had been so disfigured and sick that they 

  were the next ones they expected to die - and the Firstlings touched them 

  and they were well again.

        The three silently listened for a while, then Carl held up his hand.

        "We are not the ones who visited you earlier - but we've been sent by 

  them.   They   want   you   to   leave   the   city   and   go   to   the   town   beyond   the 

  headland. There you will receive food and shelter."

        The spent the rest of the day moving through the city and the message 

  was the same to all they met - 'Go to the town beyond the headland, there 

  you will find food and shelter.' Carl wondered what thanks he could expect 

  from Peter Kharkov for his efforts - he suspected, precious little - But it was 

  the will of the Firstling. They returned to their quarters as it grew dark, but 

  each day, they carried the same message to the city.

        The greening of the Kingdom started within the first week. To Carl, it 

  seemed an appropriate description. The dull,   lifeless ground exploded into 

  lushness. The new life  was so vibrant that actual  plant growth was almost 

  visible. As each day dawned, it was clear how much increase there had been 

  in the resurgence of life  through ash covered ground and also, that it was 

  bursting out from the seemingly dead tree stumps that littered the hillsides. 

        The   days   remained   cloudless,   there   no   hint   of   the   return   of   the 

  menacing conditions of the nuclear winter.  With each new dawn there came 

  also a mist, so that from the vantage point of lighthouse, it was like looking 

  over a sea of cloud, shrouding the new community at Pringle's Head and the 



    surrounding countryside, with only the hill tops showing through. Out at sea, 

  it remained clear.

          There   was   one   morning,   during   the   first   week,   when   Carl   and   Dar 

  looked out over the cloud shrouded lowlands.

          "This   was   how   the   earth   must   have   appeared   to   Noah   before   the 

  Flood," Carl told his young companion. "There had been no rain within the 

  memory of man and a mist watered the ground in the morning. 

        In the time before the creation of Adam, something similar existed. It 

  says in scripture that God had not caused it to rain on the earth and there 

  was not a man to till the ground but there went up a mist from the earth and 

  watered the whole face of the ground."

          "And now they till the ground to the north of the town - at least, they're 

  trying to - "

        "In the next few days, they shall see the young shoots emerge from the 

  prepared ground and they will know that the Our Father has been active and 

  sown a seed they knew nothing about."

        The light of day intensified but it wasn't a harsh light, rather, it was a 

  golden radiance that highlighted the newly emerging lushness of green plants 

  and ground cover. When the blossoms appeared, the colours were intensified 

  to a brilliance they had never experienced before. The days were warm but 

  never  reached  extremes of temperature.  It was  comfortable  to  work in   the 

  fields,  or to take  leisure  time on  the  beaches or bathing  in  the  ocean.  All 

  reservations about residual radiation faded. The atmosphere, earth and the 

  waters were clean. Cleaner than they had been for a long time prior to the 

  devastation. 

          There  was a visible  decrease  in  the tensions that they had brought 

  with  them from the  time of destruction.  Pringle's  Head  became a  place  of 



  laughter. Ancient animosities evaporated, no one could find the energy for 

  anger or disputation. The community became a place of peace. Carl  knew 

  that it was as it should be but even so, he found it hard to subdue the thought 

  that there might be an eruption of anger - or some quarrelsome bombshell 

  which would shatter the fragile calm.

        At night, came the  phenomenon he had predicted. As the moon waxed 

  and waned through its phases, so its light varied. When the moon was full, it 

  was as if the daylight had continued. It was impossible to risk a direct look at 

  it. The night was dark only when the moon hadn't yet risen, or when it was in 

  the new phase. Even then, the eclipsed disk glowed with reflected earth light. 

  On   such   nights,   the   stars   were   at   their   most  brilliant,   seemingly   pressing 

  down on the darkened town and the lighthouse on the headland. It was so 

  beautiful that Carl and many others shortened their sleep, simply to enjoy the 

  radiant display.

        It was a wonderful vindication of what Carl had predicted, when, one 

  mist   shrouded   morning,   both   communities   found   that   their   prepared   fields 

  were lush with new strong growth. Growth that hadn't been evident on the 

  previous evening. They hastened to clear further ground but the miraculous 

  growth was not repeated. Peter Kharkov sought answers, Carl watched him 

  approach from the work party that was busy on the Potolkin.

          "Greetings, Carl Steinbecker."

          "Greetings, Peter Kharkov."

        The   submariner   did   not   plunge   immediately   into   the   reason   for   his 

  visit.

          "Where is young Dar?"

          "Bathing at the foot of the cliff, I would expect. He spends a lot of time 

  swimming."



        Peter nodded.

        "That is good. It gives me a change to talk to you privately."

        Carl waited.

          "You will remember our conversation about this place?"

        "It has been in my thoughts."

          "You haven't told Dar yet - about his mother and cousin?"

        "Not yet - "

        It was hard to determine whether the captain was relieved or not. Carl 

  changed the subject.

        "Have you problems with the Potolkin? I'm sure that you didn't climb all 

  this way to ask me that?"

        "No - The work on the Potolkin goes well. We have stripped out most 

  of the easily accessed items and now we are starting on some of the heavier 

  machinery and fittings which can still be hauled up through the hatches. In a 

  few days, it will be necessary to bring out the winches - that will be harder, we 

  will have to manhandle them. Finally, we will start to cut away the hull and the 

  superstructure. The sheet metal can be reforged."

        Carl murmured:

        "They shall  beat   their  swords  into   plowshares  and   their   spears  into 

    pruninghooks: Nation shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall they 

  learn war anymore."

          "You have lost me, comrade!"

        "I was quoting from the Book of Isaiah - "

        "Ah! It says these things there?"

        "It does - "

        The captain squinted across the water.

        "The sun is very bright today - Is this something to do with your new 



  Kingdom?"

        "Yes, I think so, Peter. It is part of the new arrangement that the sun 

  will become seven times brighter but not seven times hotter."

        "Hum!   That   sounds   an   interesting   proposition!   Tell   me.   If   the   sun 

  becomes   seven   times   brighter,   how  will   we   see   anything?   We   will   all   be 

  blinded, I think."

        "I'm sure that will be taken care of."

          "Perhaps your new king will issue sunglasses - Eh!"

          "Nothing as crude as that, I think, Peter."

 


