
 CHAPTER 10

        Carl Steinbecker and his group walked long into the afternoon and into 

  the   evening,   before   setting   up   camp.  A  few  stunted,   blackened   and   dead 

  branches provided fuel for a fire. They shared their rations and watched the 

  sun sink into the west, casting the Ranges they had left into silhouette. They 

  had come a long way and they would reach Clancy's on the next day. Carl 

  wondered what awaited them.

          There was a wonderful symbol of hope granted to them before the light 

  finally   faded.   One   of   the   children   took   Carl   by  the   hand   and   showed   him 

  something   half   hidden   behind   a   shattered   stump.   It   was   a   single   desert 

  bloom,  it   looked   so   fragile   that   he   didn't   dare   touch   it.   He   looked   at   it   in 

  wonder and held the child's hand. 

        It was late  in the afternoon  of the following  day when they came to 

  Clancy's store. Carl could not help but marvel at the change in attitude in the 

  group. On earlier occasions, the effort required to drag themselves from one 

  place   to   another   during   their   flight   into   the   wilderness,   had   been 

    accompanied by a good deal of resentment and complaint. On this occasion, 

  they   looked   as   fresh   as   when   they   had   started   out   from   their   overnight 

  campsite   -   and   that   was   over   twenty   miles   back   along   the   track.   The 

  floodwaters   that   had   worried   Bert   Harris   so   much,   hadn't   proved   any 

  obstacle. The road had sometimes been flanked by large lagoons but it had 

  never been covered.

        They approached the homestead cum store and found that it hadn't 

  fared   so   well   under   the   onslaught   of   the   turbulent   storms  of   the   previous 

  three and a half years. It was to be expected but it dampened their spirits 



  momentarily. Carl inspected the ruins and then looked out at the surrounding 

  countryside.   He   wondered   what   was   supposed   to   happen   next.   They   had 

  been told to go back the way they had come for a while, and this they had 

  done.   From   this   point,   he   had   no   idea   of   what   was   expected   of   them. 

  Originally, they had arrived by air, by the 'wings' that had been provided to 

  the  Woman. The   strip  upon  which  the  plane  had  touched  down, was now 

  partially covered by an expanse of water. To be lifted off again by air didn't 

  look   to   be   a   viable   proposition.   Bill   Pascoe   had   joined   him   in   his 

  contemplation. He made a breezy suggestion.

          "Perhaps   we   are   expected   to   become   farmers   -   there's   plenty   of 

  equipment in the store - ploughs, harrows - you name it, all sorts of stuff."

        "I didn't know that farming was one of your many talents - What do you 

  propose to use for seed?"

        "There's plenty of that too - a bit scattered, but it's there."

        "I admire your confidence but it could be damaged by the radiation."

        "If the radiation in the cloud and in the ground was neutralised, I guess 

  a few seeds wouldn't have been overlooked."

        In the face of such confidence, Carl said nothing more. He wondered if 

  Bill's suggestion, was a summation of  what was intended. Nothing had been 

  said about farming the desert but the point had been made that crops could 

  be produced every month of the year. Michael had told them that there was 

  no   more   than   thirty   days   supply   of   rations.   If   anything   was   left   in   the 

  wreckage of the store, it could be added to that amount, but in the end, they 

  would need something to keep the community alive.

          There   were   no   immediate   answers,   perhaps   something   else   was 

  indicated. The second day was coming to a close and they prepared to camp 

  out under the stars again. He ate silently, listening to all the discussion and 



  plans they were making and felt himself apart from them. For the first time in 

  three  and  a  half  years,  he  experienced  the  loosening  of the  ties  that  had 

  bound them in the mutual urgency of preservation. It was in those moments 

  that he knew that he was going to leave them. He wasn't sure when or how.

        Long after the camp was quiet and they had settled  down to sleep, 

  Carl lay awake staring up at the stars. The air was warm and a soft breeze 

  sent  the  sparks  flying  from the  dying  fire.  He  had  no  feeling  of tiredness, 

  although the walk on the previous day should have sapped his strength. He 

  had to admit that he felt stronger than at any other time of his life. It was as if 

  the   strength   of   his   youth   had   been   restored   and   then   an   extra   measure 

  placed on top. He reminded himself that he was nearly forty years old and 

  that a few stresses and strains had started to show - a certain slowing down 

  that he hadn't liked to admit, even to himself. He thought of the new future 

  and wondered how it was going to be when he got older and would live to the 

  high age the Kingly-Priest had indicated in his quotation from Isaiah.

          Eventually he slept, although it only seemed for moments and then he 

  woke again into the soft light that comes before the true dawn. The camp was 

  already stirring, as if something had awakened them all at about the same 

  time - and then, by the fire that had blazed into new life, sat the stranger of 

  the previous day.

          "Peace be unto you."

          Quietly they gathered round, none daring to approach too closely. The 

  Firstling  stretched  out his hand to one of the smaller children, who took it 

  without hesitation. Soon another came and then another, until he was almost 

  swamped with small bodies.

          "You see - they know they have nothing to fear. 'Except ye become as 

  little children - '. I have the Firstling's care and the Firstling's love for you. You 



  have no need to hesitate or to hold back."

          Again they were embraced by a steady gaze that seemed to reach into 

  the depths of their souls.

        "I have listened to your plans and I understand your concerns. You will 

  sow and you will reap but not yet, for I will use you all as seeds of another 

  kind and scatter you. The Lord Jesus once sent his disciples out two by two, 

  to proclaim the Gospel of the Kingdom. Because of your origins and because 

  you were Sealed with the Holy Spirit, I will send you out as leavening to the 

    communities who will share your spiritual wealth. I will send you as a family 

  here and another there and two will walk together if they do not have families. 

  Now, share a last meal together and let there be no sorrow in your parting."

        They   did   as   they   were   told,   sitting   around   the   fire   in   the   front   of 

  Clancy's   store.   After   they   had   eaten,   there   was   a   general   circulation. 

  Farewells  were said  to  all,  for their  Firstling  had not told  them who would 

  accompany whom, when the parting came. They had been told not to be sad 

  and this was a little harder to obey, for despite the trials of being confined 

  together for such a long time and the tensions that had sometimes arisen, on 

  the whole, their relationships had been cordial. Carl had been the one who 

  had provided the cohesion and he was singled out for particular attention.

          When they were finished with their farewells, the Firstling told them to 

  share the rations according to their needs, they were to take nothing else. 

  They stood in front of him not knowing what to expect.           

        "I have already separated the one who was once your Apostle. I took 

  him away without you knowing it. He was set down in another place. This will 

  be your experience. My responsibility encompasses this land that was once 

  your nation and as well, other lands that were other nations and also, other 

  realms. I have many tasks and I will not always be with you as I am now but I 



  will visit you and guide you. As   the   days   pass,   you   will   find   that   the 

  conditions   of   the   Kingdom   will   come   to   pass.   The   sun   will   intensify   in 

  brightness and when the phase of the moon is full, it will be as bright as the 

  sun was in earlier  times. I have already told  you  that the contamination of 

  radiation has been removed from the atmosphere and the soil, instead both 

  have been enriched and the soil made fertile, so fertile that the crops will be 

  harvested in each month of the year.

        You will not all become farmers, for the ruined cities will be rebuilt and 

  new cities created and some of you will be the builders. Some of the talents 

  and   skills  you   had   in   former times,  will  be   used  for  many  purposes.  Your 

  labour will be rewarding and the results of your labour will be for the benefit 

  of all.  You will  be blessed with peace, outwardly and inwardly.  Now, go in 

  peace!"

        The light became stronger and it seemed to Carl that he heard voices 

  raised in apprehension before there was quietness. There was no impression 

  of  movement  but  when  he   cleared  his   eyes   from  the   tears   caused   by  the 

  brightness, he found himself standing on the slope of a rolling hillside. He 

  looked  down into a long valley between soft contoured hills  and in the far 

  distance was the blue of the ocean. Close by were the shattered stumps of 

  trees that once had clad the hill, now stark and blackened by the fires that 

  had swept through the area. Even then, he realised that there were signs of 

  resurging   life.   The   ground   had   a   tinge   of   green   and   the   broken   stumps 

  sprouted the first shoots that they had carried in three and a half years. He 

  whirled around at the sound of a familiar, if tremulous voice.

        "Well, that was a softer landing than the last one we shared together, 

  Carl Steinbecker!"

        He   had   to   admit,   if   he   had   been   give   the   choice   of   anyone   to 



  accompany him, the last one he would have chosen, would have been the 

  woman who stood in front of him. Myra Heston forced a nervous smile. Carl 

  found his voice.          

        "I   think   we'd   have   to   say   we   were   the   passengers   this   time,   Sr. 

  Heston."

        "I wonder if Philip the evangelist felt like this."

        "I wouldn't be surprised - as a method of getting from A to B, it takes 

  some beating."

          "And where do you think, is 'B'?"

        Carl looked down into the valley. Everything had changed so much, it 

  was almost impossible to pinpoint where they were.

          "Hard to say, there was country like this close to the city - but we could 

  be down in the Southwest - in what was the orchard country."

        "Are we going to stand here all day?"

        "Just trying to get my breath back! What's the great hurry?"

        "Put it down to inherited genes!"

        "I thought you might have a date down there!"

        They set off on a barely visible path that led down to the floor of the 

  valley. Fleetingly, Carl wondered why they hadn't been set down further along 

  the  track   if   that  was  the   ultimate  destination.   The   thought   passed   quickly, 

  before it had time to become critical. In fact, he could find nothing to criticise. 

  Life was good, the sun was bright, the air was warm, even if he did have a lot 

  of   mental   adjustment   to   do,   especially   with   regard   to   his   unexpected 

  companion. It was like being on the first day of a walking holiday, before the 

  muscles had had a chance to start complaining, or the feet to get sore.

        As  they  penetrated  through   what  had  once  been   the  tree   line,   Carl 

  took stock of what they possessed. On their backs were the packs they had 



  loaded with the shared stores. They had no change of clothing and what they 

  wore was in sad need of repair. The shoes on their feet would not last very 

  long, especially if they were expected to trek for any great distance. It didn't 

  worry him, he felt sublimely confident that everything would be provided at 

  the time when it would be needed.

        The path joined a road that was little more than an overgrown track full 

  of potholes and littered with the remains of broken trees that had been tossed 

  there by the storms of the nuclear winter. They picked their way through the 

  debris with care, continuing the downward direction. They came to what had 

  once been an intimate community of some five or six dwellings, it was now a 

  broken tumble of ruins. The roofs had been blown away and the walls had 

  fallen in. They stopped and looked at each other.

          "Clancy's   store   was   in   better   shape,"   she   commented   with   usual 

  bluntness.

          "We're here for a reason, the Firstlings don't make mistakes."

        "I  didn't  say  they  did   -  I  just said   that  Clancy's  place   was  in   better 

  shape."

        A brief exploration showed that the insides of the ruins had long since 

  been stripped of anything that might have been of value. Carl shook his head.

        "Let's go on - "

        They left the huddle of ruins behind them and followed the track down 

  to the lower part of the valley. Looking back, they could see that the place 

  where they had been set down had been close to the highest point. A ridge 

  blocked   the   opposite   direction   to   that   which   they   had   come.   In   the   other 

  direction - the way they were going - the valley broadened out a little, twisting 

  and turning between the flanking hills that rolled to a ridge line on each side. 

  At the widest and lowest part of the valley, where it broadened out and met 



  the ocean, they came to the outskirts of a sizeable community. The town was 

  shattered but it had been a large place in earlier days. They   explored 

  one of the buildings - it had been cleared of fallen rubble.

          "Someone lived here once."

        "They might still be close by - watching."

          There was sense in what she said. The advent of two strangers could 

  mean   trouble   for   an   occupant,   it   was   to   be   expected   that   they   would   be 

  cautious - if they existed.

        "They might have come and gone early in the destruction - they might 

  be dead, killed by the radiation."

          "This place has been cleared recently - "

        They pressed on into the town, picking their way through rubble that 

  had once been the upper parts of buildings. Carl had the impression of being 

  scrutinised by hidden watchers. He resisted the desire to whirl about to try to 

  catch a glimpse of them in the ruins. It was unnerving. Sr. Heston murmured:

        "I wish they would show themselves - "

        "Old habits die hard - it's the way they've survived for three and a half 

  years."

        The buildings, or what was left of them, began to take on a different 

  nature, instead of the small homes in the suburbs of the town, these were 

  larger, looking  like  the remains of business premises. They were near the 

  ocean, Carl sniffed the air appreciatively.

          "You do realise that we're completely cut off from the way we came?."

        She sounded apprehensive.

          "There isn't much point in going back is there?"

        Carl chose one of the buildings that looked less likely to tumble down 

  at a moment's notice and led the way to one of the ground floor rooms. He 



  placed   his   pack   on   the   floor   and   started   to   make   himself   at   home.   His 

  companion raised her eyebrows.

          "You don't intend to stay here?"

          "What's the objection? This is the Kingdom of Peace, if this place has 

  other occupants, they shouldn't have any hostile designs towards us - Apart 

  from that, it's a way of showing our intentions. For that matter, where else do 

  you think we ought to go?"

        "How would I know! I'm sorry, Carl - I find it hard not to be cautious, 

  I've lived too long among people whose only thought was to score a victory 

  over you."

        Carl   nodded,   he   realised   that   it   was   the   first   time   she   had   ever 

  addressed him by his first name.

          "You don't have to explain - it takes a bit of adjustment to realise that 

  Satan is bound and that the influences of evil  have  been bound with  him. 

  Let's trust in our Firstling, we wouldn't be placed in any danger."

        She walked around the broken walls and then, apparently satisfied, sat 

  down beside him.

        "I wonder what his name is - our Firstling, I mean."

        "If he wanted us to know, he would have told us. One thing is for sure, 

  he has received a new name at the moment of the First Resurrection, but it 

  might be another thing whether we are permitted to know it. Perhaps his new 

  name is only for use at the Throne of God."

        "Doesn't the Book of Revelation mention anything?"

        "It says very little about the Kingdom of Peace, most of the references 

  are in Isaiah and Ezekiel and some of the other prophets. Our Firstling told 

  us some of it the first time he came."

        She unbuckled her pack and opened it slowly, she was about to ask 



  some more questions when she looked up. Climbing over the broken wall at 

  one end of the room, were three men in some sort of military uniform. She got 

  slowly to her feet but Carl remained seated on the ground. One of the men 

  stepped forward and they could see that he wore faded flashes and insignia 

  that indicated his origin. They eyed each other warily.

          "Peace," said Carl. "Peace be unto you."

        The response was slow in coming but it was in their language.

        "We understand your words, we also wish for peace."

        Carl rose slowly and extended his hand.

        "I am Carl Steinbecker and this is Myra Heston."

        The leader hesitated and then extended is hand and shook each in 

  turn.

        "I am Peter Kharkov and he is Serge Belin and he is Boris Arpov. You 

  were observed entering our town."

        Carl made a mental note of 'our town'.

        "We are wanderers - do you have food? We offer you ours."

          "Thank you - we have rations."

        Carl   and Myra  sat and ate  silently,   each party assessing  the  other. 

  Peter Kharkov broke the silence.

        "I am finding it hard to understand what has happened. The physical 

  changes to the conditions are very obvious. We do not understand them but 

  there are many theories. I have no doubt you have your theories too. 

          Something   has   happened   to   our   discipline,   even   to   our   minds.   In 

  former   days,   I   would   not   dream  of   telling   you   this,   I   should   expect   to   be 

  punished   for   doing   so,   but   we   are   from   a   flotilla   of   submarines   which   is 

  moored close to your capital. We  have been there since the time when   - 

  when we launched the missiles that destroyed your city,  we have carefully 



  maintained our integrity against radiation and enforced our security against 

    penetration by hostile forces."

        He  stopped   speaking   and  seemed to   be   having  a   great   struggle   to 

  admit what had happened.

          "Two days ago, when the conditions changed outside, I ordered the 

  opening of the hatches and evacuated the submarines. I instructed my men 

  to secure the ships and to leave  them unguarded. We  have occupied  this 

  town together with other groups who came from below the city. We have seen 

  the sky clear, we have seen the sun brighten. Our radiation  tabs show no 

  sign of danger - These are things we do not understand!"

          Again, there was a wrestling for the right words.

        "What is of great concern to me, is that we have no sense of danger, 

  we are  careless with  our weapons - our discipline  is crumbling. I have  no 

  impulse   to   take   precautions   or   to   exercise   my  training   as   a   commanding 

  officer   of   a   flotilla   of   submarines   in   the   service   of   my  country.   I   do   not 

    understand - "

        His   voice   was   almost  plaintive.   Carl   sighed   and   swallowed   the   last 

  morsel of his food.

          "Captain, - If you take us to your main party, I will try to explain."

        The captain lifted his eyes.

        "Am I to understand that you know the origin of the strange rays that 

  have cleared the ice and the fog? You can explain the absence of radiation, 

  the change in climate? You have an answer for this?"

        Carl nodded. He tried to explain what had happened. There had been 

  many times when he had testified of the New Apostolic faith in the past and 

  he found it no easier on this occasion. He was dealing with a trio who had no 

  concept of what he was trying to convey. When he had finished, three pairs 



  of eyes held him in total blankness. After a while the captain spoke.

          "You sound like a crazy man who has joined our party - he looks crazy 

  - you look sane. I thought, when I had the impulse to breech the submarine's 

  security, that I was going mad. Then I thought that it might be some weapon 

  that   the   enemy  was   using   and   that   was   controlling   our   minds.   I   tell   you 

  frankly, I am still not sure that my first impression was not correct - but I have 

  no desire to retaliate in the way that I should and that is again a source of 

  worry to me. We will talk over your words but we will wish to see the proof of 

  what you have said. We saw the change in the sky, the shafts of light and the 

  evaporation of the cloud and thought it to be some sort of radiation clearance 

  device developed by our enemy - as yet, you have told us nothing that alters 

  that opinion."

        Carl smiled and nodded.

          "Captain  - you  said  that you  were surprised  to find  yourself  able  to 

  speak our language - does that apply to the rest of your party?"

        The captain shuffled uncomfortably.

        "I learned to speak your language fairly well - but not as well as I can 

  now. Boris speaks your language well - Serge knows only a few words."

        Carl turned to the silent Serge.

        "Tell me, do you understand me?"

        "I understand you perfectly, as if you are talking to me in my mother 

  tongue."

        Carl turned back to the captain.

          "Your  enemy would  have  had  to  develop  an  exceptional  weapon  to 

  bring that change about, don't you think? One of the characteristics of the 

  Kingdom   of   Peace   is   that   all   such   barriers   -   language,   customs,   racial 

  distinctions,  feelings of enmity and strife  - will  be subdued. Just as it was 



  before the muddling of the languages at the Tower of Babel, so shall there be 

  only one tongue spoken during the days of the Kingdom - This is one of the 

  proofs you wanted." 

        The   three   submariners   sat   silently,   it   was   clear   that   they   wanted 

  privacy. Carl rose, Myra Followed his example.

        "With your permission, we will take a walk."

 


