
 GENESIS

INTRODUCTION

        ....And then, it was time that those things that had been written, must 

  be fulfilled and that Jesus Christ should return in the Third Coming. He would 

  return   together   with   His   Kingly   Priests,   to   establish   the   Thousand   Year 

  Kingdom of Peace on the shattered earth and in the realms of eternity.  

          There were only very few amongst those who had survived the terrible 

  period of destruction that had overtaken the earth, who even suspected let 

  alone had any expectation of such an event. It was a case of history repeated 

  itself. The great majority of those who remained, were in total ignorance of 

  what the destruction represented and what was yet to take place. 

          There   was  an   essential   difference   to   the   other   occasions   when   the 

  Lord had come to the earth. On this third occasion, the Lord was to return in 

  power and might to establish His Kingdom. 

        It had been different on the occasion of the First Coming, then He had 

  come to the earth as a helpless babe, who had to be protected from the evil 

  intentions of Herod. 

        On the occasion of His Second Coming, He had come as a thief in the 

  night to take to Himself those who had been prepared under the ministration 

  of the Apostles. 

        On this third occasion, He was to come as King of Kings and Lord of 

  Lords, to whom all knees would bow.



          Together with the Father and the Heavenly Host and from the ultimate 

  vantage point of the Throne of God and the Wedding Chamber, Jesus and 

  His Firstlings - His Bride, had viewed the events that had taken place during 

  the three and a half years that had elapsed since He had returned to collect 

  His Chosen Ones. 

        Many of the events so precisely described to the Apostle John in the 

  Book of Revelation, had taken place. The Vials of Wrath had been poured 

  out upon the earth and the second harvest of the vine, which ran red with 

  blood, had been gathered during the bleak period that had coincided with the 

  Marriage   Feast   in   heaven.   The   period   that   the   people   of   the   earth 

  experienced as the Time of Destruction

        Now, those days had been fulfilled and it was time to enter the next 

  phase of the Plan that had been formulated so far back into the eternity of the 

  past, that it could not be measured in human terms. A Plan that had been 

  devised when all that Was, was the Triunity of Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 

  When the first act of creation had not occurred, before even the angels were 

  called into being, to serve their God. 

        The Apostle John was given the vision of it: 

          'Then   I   saw   heaven   wide   open,   and   there   before   me  was   a   white 

  horse; and its rider's name was Faithful and True, for he is just in judgement 

  and   just   in   war.   His   eyes   flamed   like   fire,   and   on   his   head   were   many 

  diadems. Written upon him was a name known to none but himself, and he 

  was robed in a garment drenched in blood. He was called the Word of God, 

  and the armies of heaven followed him on white horses, clothed in fine linen, 

  clean and shining. From his mouth there went a sharp sword with which to smite the nations;   

for   he   shall   rule   them  with   an   iron   rod,   and   tread   the 

  winepress of the wrath and retribution of God the sovereign Lord. And on his 



  robe and on his thigh there was written the name: 'King of kings and Lord of 

  lords.'

        Then I saw an angel standing in the sun, and he cried aloud to all the 

  birds flying in mid-heaven: 'Come and gather for God's great supper, to eat 

  the flesh of kings and commanders and fighting men, the flesh of horses and 

  their riders, the flesh of all men, slave and free, great and small!' Then I saw 

  the beast and the kings of the earth and their armies mustered to do battle 

  with the Rider and his army. The beast was taken prisoner, and so was the 

  false prophet who had worked miracles in its presence and deluded those 

  who had received the mark of the beast and worshipped its image. The two of 

  them were thrown alive into the lake of fire with its sulphurous flames. The 

  rest were killed by the sword which went out of the Rider's mouth; and all the 

  birds gorged themselves on their flesh.

        Then I saw an angel  coming down from heaven with  the key of the 

  abyss and a great chain in his hands. He seized the dragon, that serpent of 

  old, the Devil or Satan, and chained him up for a thousand years; he threw 

  him into the abyss, shutting and sealing it over him, so that he might seduce 

  the nations no more till the thousand years were over. After that he must be 

  let loose for a short while.

        Then I saw thrones, and upon them sat those to whom judgement was 

  committed. I could see the souls of those who had been beheaded for the 

  sake   of   God's   word   and   their   testimony   to   Jesus,   those   who   had   not 

  worshipped the beast and its image or received its mark on forehead or hand. 

  These   came   to   life   again   and   reigned   with   Christ   for   a   thousand   years, 

  though the rest of the dead did not come to life until the thousand years were 

  over.   This   is   the   first   resurrection.   Happy   indeed,   and   one   of   God's   own 

  people,   is   the   man   who   shares   in   this   first   resurrection!   Upon   such   the 



  second death has no claim; but they shall be priests of God and of Christ, 

  and shall reign with him for a thousand years.'

 CHAPTER 1

        One group who had been locked into the events of the nuclear winter 

  and   who   were   imprisoned   in   the   sea   ice   of   Jacob's   Bay,   were   the submariners   

who   had   been   responsible   for   the   nuclear   destruction   of   the 

  Capital.  They represented  one category of those  who were  to  witness  the 

  establishment of the Kingdom.

          Serge Belin hugged his arms to his body and tried to pretend that he 

  wasn't cold. He grimaced within the helmet of his protection suit, if he was 

  being   truthful,   he   wasn't   cold,   he   was   freezing.   He   glared   out   across   the 

  frozen waste of Jacob's Bay to the distant shoreline. The blizzard had eased 

  for a few moments and that was a rare occurrence. He was supposed to be 

  on watch and most of the preceding hours had been spent staring into the 

  blinding flurries of snow, supposedly to warn of anyone foolhardy enough to 

  attempt an attack on a nuclear submarine with their bare hands. The same 

  idiots  would  have  had to  make their  way across the  bleak expanse of ice 

  covered water, from the shelter of the snow hummocks on the shoreline. If he 

  was being truthful, he wouldn't have seen anyone until they had jumped in 

  front of him.

        He reflected on the sanity of his captain, who still tried to maintain the 



  pretence  that they  were  a viable  military  unit engaged  in  hostilities  with  a 

  hypothetical enemy lurking on the land. Peter Kharkov was a good man but 

  he had no imagination. He was stolid and phlegmatic and had been picked 

  for   command   based   on   those   qualities.   Their   long   dead   superiors   had 

  calculated   that   he   wouldn't   have   too   many   mental   pictures   of   the 

    consequences, once he had sent the arsenal  of nuclear warheads on their 

  way to whatever target was programmed within them. Peter Kharkov could be 

  relied upon to instinctively obey commands without question.

          Serge Belin tried to visualise the city beyond the range of low hills that 

  hid it from his view. He had been there once since the flotilla had limped into 

  the  bay.  Then   there   had  been  seven   submarines,  one   severely  damaged. 

  Now  there   were   three,   including   the   one   that   had   been   repaired.   On   the 

  conning towers of the other two, he could see huddled figures performing the 

  same task as himself - watching for nothing!

        He turned  his thoughts  back to  the  visit  he  had  paid  to  the  city.  In 

  those days, Peter Kharkov had sent out patrols to test the strength of any 

  potential   opposition   but   it   had   soon   stopped   when   it   was   discovered   that 

  there   was   no   opposition   of   any   consequence   except   for   a   few   bands   of 

  scavenging survivors. Serge had commanded a band of ratings from the ship, 

  hoping   that   their   cumbersome   radiation   suits   would   keep   out   the   intense 

  residual  activity from their  own missiles. Readings had gone off the scale. 

  The city was a smouldering nightmare of broken buildings and in the centre, it 

  had flowed molten, into smooth, grotesque shapes. 

        The memory still haunted him and he tried not to think of what his own 

  home city would have looked like after a similar attack. The wanton stupidity 

  of   the   attack   and   counter   attack   still   appalled   him.  His   opinions   were   not 

  something to be discussed, it was better to keep such thoughts to oneself. 



  Even now, three and a half years after the event, there were still those in the 

  crew who would consider such thinking to be treason.

        He intensified his attention to one point on the shore. He thought he 

  had seen something, a movement. In recent months there had been a greater 

  need for vigilance, a new band had coalesced from the groups of refugees 

  and   scavengers.   Until   that   time,   they   had   contented   themselves   with 

  skirmishes   among   themselves,   trying   to   protect   territory   or   caches   of 

  supplies.   The   submariners   had   been   observers,   their   occasional   patrols 

  reporting   battles   where   the   participants   would   flee   with   the   coming   of   the 

  suited   men.  That   had   changed   recently,   a   patrol   had   been   surprised   and 

  attacked   by   a   well   laid   ambush   and   only   their   superior   fire   power   had 

  extricated them from a very nasty situation. 

        The blizzard returned with full force and he was denied the opportunity 

  to observe further. He cursed softly to himself - at least they wouldn't try to 

  cross the open ice with the wind howling enough to blow them off their feet. 

  The   ship   rocked   and   trembled   under   him   and   not   for   the   first   time,   he 

  wondered how long the hull could withstand the pressure of sea ice grinding 

  against thin plates. He tried to look at his watch through the rippling effect of 

  the his suit visor, he cursed again, there was still one hour before he was due 

  to be relieved.    

          Near the end of his watch, the captain joined him on the ice sheeted 

  metal of the conning tower. Belin stamped his feet to indicate that it would be 

  an act of mercy to allow him to go below early. He might have saved himself 

  the effort, Peter Kharkov didn't react to such blatant hints.

        "All quiet, Belin?"

        That was another thing - they had sailed together for five years before 

  they had been imprisoned by the ice in this hellhole of a bay but it had never 



  come down to first names between the officers. In their egalitarian society, 

  officers and men were supposed to fraternise and rank was supposed to be a 

  formality reserved for official occasions. All men were supposed to be equal, 

  even if some were more equal than others.

        "All quiet, captain. I thought I saw something earlier on the shore but 

  the blizzard put a stop to whatever it might have been."

        "Be sure to log it."

        Belin swore under his breath - Log what? A suspected movement of a 

  snow   hummock!   It   still   wasn't   quite   the   dawn,   and   in   any   case,   it   was 

  becoming harder to tell the difference between day and night. The cloud was 

  intensifying   instead   of   decreasing.   He   wondered   what   the   end   would   be. 

  There would have to come a time when the stores would run out and then 

  there would be nothing for it but to leave the submarines and go and forage 

  with  the  rest  of the  survivors  on the  land  and  when their  ammunition  was 

  exhausted, they would be no better off than anyone else.      

        Peter Kharkov made no concessions to his number one, he relieved 

  him   right   on   the   dot   of   the   hour   and   not   a   second   earlier.   It   was   such 

  discipline that kept the crew an efficient force, otherwise they would become 

  a slovenly pack of animals and it wouldn't be long before they would be at 

  each other's throats. He peered into the blinding snow and thought he saw 

  shapes where there were none. The blizzard was so intense at that moment, 

  that he couldn't even see the remaining ships of his flotilla. 

        He had lost count of the number of times he had wondered why he had 

  allowed the other four to return to sea. They had nowhere to go, no home 

  port   that   remained,   as   far   as   they   knew.   Their   instructions   had   been   to 

  maintain coded contact but this had stopped after a while, they were either at 

  the bottom of the ocean, or they had struck out on their own, looking for some 



  safe haven to wait out the time until the inevitable running out of supplies and 

  the following starvation. He thought grimly, if they were at the bottom of the 

  ocean, it would be the better end. He glanced at his watch, it needed a few 

  minutes to the dawn.

        Belin   went   through   the   tedious   procedure   of   decontamination.   The 

  recycled  detergents foamed over  his  suit, blinding  the  visor.  He wondered 

  how much potency there was left in the liquid. Everyone who returned from 

  the   surface   was  subjected   to   the   same  treatment  with   the   same,  recycled 

  fluid. It probably didn't matter much, they all knew, although it was never said, 

  that the radiation levels in the hull were extremely high and that by this time, 

  they were already damaged. Decontamination didn't matter anymore.  

        The cycle went through into the washing off stage and he waited a few 

  minutes, watching the residue flow away, before removing the helmet of his 

  suit.  He peeled  off  the  rest of it  and  left  it  hanging  with  the  others in  the 

  chamber, before stepping out into the inner world of the submarine. Most of 

  the crew were in their bunks, only a few who kept the inner watch in the radio 

  shack and control room were about. The keeping of the inner watch was a 

  farce. 

        The   radio   shack   was   occupied   by   Alexander   Feodorvitch,   who   was 

  draped over his chair, earphones around his neck instead of on his ears. He 

  had received his last message three years earlier, when the air wing who had 

  briefly occupied the airfield on the other side of the city, had pulled out at the 

  behest of some mysterious command no one else had heard. There had been 

  much conjecture that they had simply deserted and flown off somewhere to 

  set up trade on their own account. Serge peered in through the door and met 

  his   compatriot's   mocking   gaze   and   reasonable   imitation   of   the   captain's 

  voice.



        "All quiet number one?"

          "Nothing happening out there - but I thought I saw something - "

        "A drifting snowflake, comrade, a drifting snowflake!"

        Belin   looked   at   him   suspiciously,   he   sounded   drunk,   but   then,   he 

  always sounded drunk - it was an affectation. A drink would be welcome, it 

  had been a long time since the last.

        "Cut out the wisecracks and get up here Belin!"

          Alexander teetered on his chair in shock and recovered his balance 

  quickly. The voice continued:

          "You should watch how you set your switches, Alexander Feodorvitch!"

        Belin   was  on   his  way back  to   the  decontamination  chamber.  A  few 

  eyebrows were raised at his haste. The Second Officer, Boris Arpov yelled as 

  he passed.

          "Where's the fire, comrade?"

        Belin slammed shut the hatch and started to wrestle himself into the 

  suit he had just vacated. He snapped on the helmet, made sure the inner 

  door was sealed and them broke the hatch to the outside. He climbed out 

  carefully,   there   was   no   second   chance   with   a   ripped   suit.   He   joined   the 

  captain, who was staring out at the shoreline.

          "Trouble, captain?"

        "I don't know, Serge - "

        Belin quietly registered the use of his given name, there had to be a 

  first time for everything. The captain went on:

        "The wind has dropped altogether and it has stopped snowing. Look, 

  you can see the hills over there."       

        He pointed in the direction of the devastated city.

        Belin   lifted   his   glasses   dutifully,   there   was   no   movement   on   the 



  shoreline but it was uncharacteristically still. No wind, no snow - it was the 

  first time it had happened since they had limped into the bay over three years 

  earlier. It was dawn and the light was growing, despite the heavy blanket of 

  surging cloud - even that looked quieter, as if the turbulence was dying away.

        "What do you think is happening?"

        "I don't know!"

          Shafts   of   light   started   to   stab   down   through   the   cloud.   Both   men 

  retreated to the shelter of the steel wall behind them.

        "The sun is trying to break through!"

          "That's not the sun, Serge, I don't know what it is. Look, the rays are 

  going in every direction! Look at the cloud!"

        Where the rays were lancing through the cloud cover, it was shrinking 

  away, evaporating, retreating. The two men watched in awe for a minute.

        "Get below! It's some sort of enemy attack! Sound General Quarters!"

        The captain  was barking  orders at Belin  and into the conning tower 

  microphone.   Serge   hesitated   and   stared   up   at   the   sky,   he   could   see 

  something but he couldn't make out what it was. It was something that stirred 

  a  memory but he couldn't  place  it.  The  captain   was probably  right,  it  was 

  some sort of attack from an enemy they hadn't detected in three and a half 

  years. As he scrambled through the hatch ahead of his captain, he wondered 

  what   sort   of   weapon   could   produce   such   an   effect   and   what   they   had   to 

  combat it.

          General Quarters had sounded for the first time in three years and it 

  had created a shocked, mad scramble to get themselves into some sort of 

  order before their captain cleared the decontamination chamber. Boris Arpov 

  cajoled, swore and threatened them into some sort of disciplined assembly 

  and  tried  to  reconcile  the  fact that the  submarine  and  its two companions 



  could be sunk before the decontamination process was finished and that he 

  was   supposed   to   be   in   command   in   the   absence   of   the   captain   and   the 

  Number One.

        The   problem   was   that   he   had   no   idea   of   what   had   prompted   the 

  sounding of General Quarters and therefore could hardly be expected to take 

  counter   measures.   He   felt   sure   that   no   matter   whether   he   did   nothing   or 

  something, he  was going  to  be the  subject of  some sharp   words from  his 

  captain.

        The  captain  barked  a series of questions as he entered  the  control 

  room.

        "How   much   water   have   we   got   under   us?   What   are   the   sonar 

  readings? Have we communication with Barenkov and Potolkin?"

          "Sixty three feet, captain."

        "I can hear the ice breaking up, nothing else, captain."

            "Communications established, captain."

          Kharkov tried to slow down, all this excitement after so long, couldn't 

  be good for his blood pressure. This was supposed to have been his last trip 

  before   honourable   retirement   -   General   Secretary   Kirov   had   pushed   the 

  button instead.

        "All dive, I repeat dive, dive dive - Put her on the bottom Arpov - Up 

  periscope."

        "The Potolkin reports taking water, captain."

          Kharkov clamped his jaws shut. The jerry repairs wouldn't hold, that 

  was   why   he   hadn't   sent   the   Potolkin   to   sea   with   the   others.   He   peered 

  through the eyepieces of the periscope and did a three sixty degree sweep. 

  The shoreline was shrouded in fog, as was the surface of the bay, he could 

  see nothing.



          "Give me the Potolkin, Alex - "

          There   were   a   few  surprised   glances   exchanged.   Belin   tried   to   look 

  impassive. The old man was becoming human.

        "Alexei - what's your position - give me a status report."

          Kharkov grunted a few times as he listened. 

          "Listen,   Alexei,   try   to   pressure   seal   the   flooding   compartments.   If   it 

  gets too serious, surface, do you understand? What do you make of what's 

    happening?"

        He listened again.

        "We wait, Alexei - let's see what happens when the mist lifts."

        He repeated the conversation with the Barenkov, at least they weren't 

  leaking like a sieve. He turned to face his crew.

          "Comrades - something is happening out there. I don't know what it is, 

  all we can see is that the atmospheric conditions are altering. The blizzard 

  has stopped, the temperature is rising steadily. You can hear the ice breaking 

  up above us. The cloud cover is - evaporating - I think that is the word. It is 

  too   fast   to   be   a   natural   climatic   change,   for   this   reason   we   have   to   be 

  cautious. It could  be some weapon that has been perfected  by the enemy 

  during  the  past three  years,  we can't  be  sure.  It  wasn't  for  the  Potolkin,  I 

  would order us to sea. If the situation deteriorates, that might be a course I 

  shall have to take, leaving the Potolkin behind!" 

        The shock on the faces of those around him was very apparent. He 

  continued.

        "It takes something like this to jolt us out of our complacency! Most of 

  you  thought our war was over!  We  have  survived,  that we have  survived, 

  should indicate to us that some of the enemy may have survived as well. That 

  is all - "



        He did another three sixty degree sweep. The fog cover had flattened 

  down, so that with the maximum elevation of the scope, he could see above 

  it. It was like  looking  over a cloud. Above the mist, the sky was clear. He 

  stood  back from the  eyepieces and rubbed  his eyes,  they weren't used to 

  such brilliance. He looked again, there was no sign of hostility, the world out 

  there looked deceptively peaceful. He could see clearly the hill line between 

  themselves and the city they had destroyed. He tried to shut that thought out 

  of his mind, it had been a time of war and many things happened in wartime. 

  He had followed orders.

        The enveloping cloud of the past three and a half years had gone. The 

  nuclear winter was retreating - in the face of what, he wondered. Was this 

  natural, or was it indeed some last ditch weapon the enemy had developed? 

        "Take over, Serge - I will be in my cabin."

        Even that was a departure from standing orders - wasn't the captain 

  supposed   to   be   on   the   bridge   during   General   Quarters?   Everything   was 

  changing  and  he  couldn't  pin  down the  reason  -  even  his standards  were 

  changing.

        He squeezed in behind the desk and grimaced at his growing paunch. 

  Most of the  crew were  in  the  same condition,  there  wasn't  much room for 

  exercise, no matter how much it was encouraged. As a fighting machine, they 

  were in a very sad state of repair. He contemplated the new weapon. Some 

  sort of ray, perhaps. Some development of the laser that was able to change 

  weather patterns. It sounded too far fetched to be plausible - yet, something 

  was happening. How could you fight something like that?

          Someone rapped on the bulkhead outside of the curtained doorway.

        "Enter - "

        "From the Potolkin, captain - they have to surface."



          Kharkov   squeezed   out   from   behind   the   table   and   returned   to   the 

  control room.

        "Are things that bad, Alexei?"

        He listened to the report and nodded.

          "Surface - we will cover you."

        He   wondered   what   with   -   what   could   he   use   if   the   Potolkin   was 

  attacked with a ray? The missiles were gone, spent on their initial targets. He 

  had a few torpedoes and ammunition for the deck guns. While he waited for 

  the Potolkin to drag herself to the surface, he had a sudden longing for fresh 

  air - the stink of the recycled atmosphere had been with them for a long time 

  but   for   some   reason,   it   was   becoming   more   pungent,   perhaps   it   was   an 

  additional odour of tension.

          Through the scope, he watched the Potolkin break the surface like a 

  sluggish whale. She looked out of trim and he realised that there was no way 

  that   she   could   ever   again   submerge.   The   repairs   had   been   done   to   the 

  conning   tower.   Three   and   a   half   year   earlier,   Alexei   had   been   a   little   too 

  eager to surface in pursuit of a sinking destroyer, who still had sting in her 

  tail. One shot had carried away half the conning tower, if the destroyer had 

  waited a few seconds more, the shot would  have  taken half the Potolkin's 

  officers as well.

          Kharkov waited until they broke the hatches. They were very quick, in 

  all likelihood, Alexei would have suited up while they were surfacing. The mist 

  still  hung in great patches to the surface of the water. He realised that the 

  temperature was rising, it would explain the mist and it would also explain the 

  melting away of the mist. He watched Alexei scanning the shoreline and then 

  out to sea.

          "Patch me through to him - ", he ordered.



        Alexei's voice crackled through the ship's speakers.

        "Peter, the ice is breaking up and the tide is shifting it past the hull. 

  The mist is clearing to landward, although it's still very thick out to sea. The 

  sky   is   nearly   clear.   The   last   of   the   cloud   is   evaporating   as   if   it   is   under 

  intense heat. The temperature has risen considerably - it is now about twenty 

  degrees. I know this is unbelievable  but the radiation  levels have dropped 

  below the scale - I don't trust this - I have sent for another counter."

          Kharkov stared into the expressionless face of Serge Belin.

        "That isn't possible - not this close to the city - we know what the levels 

  have been."

        Alexei's voice crackled on.

        "The radiation level drop is confirmed - I repeat, it is confirmed - it is 

  lower than acceptable counts!"

          Kharkov cleared his throat.

        "Take a third reading, Alexei - be careful, this must be some sort of a 

  trick!"

        They waited until the speaker's crackled again.

        "I   have   used   all   indicators,   they   give   the   same   reading   -   below 

  previously acceptable levels!"

        "Are there no signs of hostility?"

        "None   -   the   shore   is   clear   of   hostiles.   I   can   see   the   end   of   the 

  headland and the lighthouse - there is no sign of life."

        "Can you measure electro-magnetic radiation?"

          "There is no measurement through three sixty degrees."

          Kharkov   felt   the   crew  watching   him.  He   looked   at   Serge   Belin.   His 

  Number One was impassive. Peter Kharkov felt a flicker of irritation - surely 

  the man could show some emotion - even offer a suggestion. No - that was 



  not expected of a loyal First Officer. The Captain had to make the decisions, 

  right or wrong.

          "Surface -"

        He felt the pumps drive the water from the ballast tanks and the jolt as 

  the   Minsk   left   the   bottom.  He   steadied   himself   as   she   swayed   upward.   It 

  wasn't   only   the   Potolkin   that   manoeuvred   like   a   sluggish   whale.   All   three 

  ships were is sad need of an overhaul. He looked around and smelt the acrid 

  air again  and made a life  and death decision. He was a little  surprised  at 

  himself.

          "Break the hatches - forget the contamination suits!"

          There was a roar of a cheer and he smiled grimly. They wouldn't be 

  cheering if he had made the wrong decision, or if Alexei had been deceived 

  in some way.

        They scrambled out onto the decks and shouted across to each other 

  through  the  mist. It  was like  a  schoolboy's  holiday.  Small  floes  of  sea  ice 

  nudged against the hulls. The air was warm, the mist was clearing. Kharkov 

  breathed deeply and his eyes flooded with tears. It was like being given back 

  the   world   they   had   devastated.   Whatever   had   happened,   whoever   was 

  responsible, deserved a vote of thanks.

        It was then that he knew that they would not go back into the stinking 

  hulls   of   the   submarines,   except   to   strip   them   of   their   supplies.   The   land 

  beckoned, and so, just a few hours after that surprising  dawn, a flotilla  of 

  rubber rafts were propelled to the shoreline, where melting ice and snow was 

  clearing from the land. They left the three submarines sealed, it was a last act 

  of prudence.

        They walked away from the bay towards the ruins of a small township 

  on  the  other  side  of  the  headland  that  had  been  marked  on  the  maps as 
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