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He left soon after, preferring to go back to his own empty house. He
needed to be alone to think and to plan the next move. The need to be apart
was mutual, if unspoken. No doubt, June wanted to talk to her husband and
Carl had no desire to be an eavesdropper on that conversation. He couldn't
help wondering how she would handle the problem. Bob Meredith was a hard
nosed, no nonsense type of man, who had barely covered his contempt for
the Apostolics with politeness, on the occasions when June had been paid a
visit by the brothers. Such visits had taken place early in the marriage. At that
time, some hopes had still been entertained that Bob might be won over. In
the end, June had asked that the visits should stop - the reactions from her
husband were becoming increasingly violent.
It was like entering a tomb, when he opened his front door. All too
often, the noise of the children had assailed Carl when he had returned from
work or from a visit. On so many occasions his tension had been such that he
had snapped out a command for silence, or had repulsed the onrush of two
small bodies when they had tried to climb upon his lap. In the end, they had
grown wary of him.
He remembered a conversation with Mary. She had told him that it
wouldn't be so very long before the children would be too old to climb on his
knee - it was a time that would never come back. She asked him as well, if he
had kind words only for others but not for his own family.
He had always been tired - carrying the extra burden of his
responsibilities and fighting his own devils at the same time. Well, the
tiredness had not decreased and his devils had finally gained the victory. His
wife was gone - and so were his children.
He searched through his desk and retrieved the address
‹list for the congregation. In a way, it was fortunate that there was only one
congregation in the city - it meant that he had the total membership in his
hand. Arnold Taylor had always insisted that it was kept up to date. Arnold
could never have guessed that it would be used for the purpose that Carl had
in mind.
It was a process of elimination. Firstly, he tried to contact those who
were the regular attenders and was not surprised to find that for the most
part, he was unsuccessful with his calls. It was to be expected that most
would have gone. He had a few surprises - those he would have thought
would have been sure candidates to be taken. They answered their phones
and some of them didn't even
realise that something had taken place. Others were still trying to come to
terms with the horror of the situation. It took a lot of time and nervous energy
to quieten them down - to try to get through the grief and despair. He was
exhausted by the time he came to the end of the list.
To those whom he had not seen in service for years, he simply said:
"It is essential that you attend a special meeting of the congregation
this evening at 7.00.p.m. - at the church. It concerns the Coming of the Lord.
If you still have any interest in this matter, you will be there - if you have not -
this will be the last time that you will be contacted by any administration
brother - I can guarantee it!"
There had been arguments - he had simply repeated himself. He left



enough unsaid to make them curious. If they were curious enough, they might
come. It was the last service he could perform for them. Many would attend
but some would choose otherwise - it would be their decision - and their
funeral.He glanced at the clock - it was 4.00.p.m. In three hours, the largest
congregation the church had held in many a year would be assembled. He
would have to talk to them and he would be without the driving force of the
Holy Spirit. At any other time, the thought would have petrified him, now the
only emotion he felt was an unnatural calmness. By rights, he should have
been pacing the floor, or screaming in grief and fear.
Didn't the scriptures have something to say about wailing and
gnashing of teeth and tearing garments in utter despair? He didn't have the
strength to do that and it would have required a lot of energy. He found it impossible to mourn his wife 
and children and most certainly, they were gone from him as surely as if they
were dead.
He made himself a snack, surprised that he could still experience
hunger. He wondered how many more meals there would be before the end
came. The stock of food in the house would last for a while, even supposing
the structure could survive the blast wave of the nuclear missiles - and that
wasn't likely.
It depended whether he would stay with the house and he wasn't sure
whether that was what he should do. If he did, he would have to face the
depredations of the fear frenzied survivors of the destruction of the city.
There would be no law and order to protect the weak and the helpless - only
the law of the strongest and the most ruthless. Survival of the fittest? He
pulled a face at the thought.
He made his decision - he wouldn't stay with the house, but that
begged the question of what he should do.
He wondered how things were elsewhere. The church was much
stronger numerically in other places. The Coming of the Lord would be that
much more visible. The sudden disappearance of hundreds, maybe
thousands of people, would be very obvious. It wouldn't be long before the
common tie of membership to a religious organisation, would be realised. It
would become a news worthy item.
He reached out and switched on the television. In the few minutes that
preceded the news, the screen was occupied with an inane game show. It
looked as if the contestants were trying to outdo themselves in greed and
stupidity. He watched them without passion. The show came to its climax and
was followed by commercials. The banner music of the news blared and was
followed by the announcer's face that glowed with encouragement.
The main item was reserved for the local football hero's leg injury.
After a few minutes, other domestic trivia took its turn. Eventually, there was a
brief item about an agreement in principal, between the United States on the
one hand and the Soviet Union on the other, to initial a treaty of nonaggression.
Their nations were pledged to peaceful coexistence and joint
programs for the reduction of arms and armies.
An expert in international affairs waxed lyrically, declaring the treaty to
be a milestone on the path leading away from the brink of a nuclear
holocaust.
The subject matter moved off to something else and finally
surrendered to the inevitable sport's roundup. There was no mention of large
scale disappearances.
Carl rubbed his eyes in weariness. Somebody was going to realise



soon - it could only be a matter of time - and when they did realise, all hell
would break loose - and that wasn't an exaggeration of terms. The Dragon of
Revelation was going to make war on the Woman and persecute the
Remnant of her Seed. He had told June - it was all there in the scriptures - it
was part of the total package.
There was later news on another station, he listened to that as well. It
was a better service but still there was no mention of the disappearance of a
great number of people. The initialling of the non-aggression treaty received
greater attention. World Leaders applauded the initiative and declared it to
be a new beginning - a reprieve for mankind.
Carl listened to their self-congratulations soberly. Nation would speak
peace unto nation and the cry would be - peace and safety - but they would
not find what they sought.
It would be stolen from them at the moment when they thought they had it in
their grasp.
He stabbed the off button of the set and tried to get his thoughts into a
state of coherence. June's parting words came back to him.
"Do you really believe that there will be little heaps of clothing
scattered all over the place and that people will actually vanish before the
eyes of those they work with, or live with?"
He hadn't found a ready answer for her. Scriptures recorded that the
First Resurrection would occur in the 'twinkling of an eye' - the time it takes
for the eye to change focus. It was recorded also, that the Lord would come
like a thief in the night - certainly, that had been Carl's experience and also
June's.
To answer June's question was not easy. Maybe the illustration given
so long before by Deacon Robinson, had been just for them, an indication
that the First Resurrection could be recognised by such signs. After all, if God
was capable of transforming the physical body into something immortal, He
could arrange for the removal of unwanted clothing and other effects.
The White Garment was the only dress the Firstlings needed and that
didn't have pockets. It was like the Lord's robe for which the soldiers cast lots,
it was without seam - complete. He was faced with another question. If
Deacon Robinson had been moved to give that illustration just for them, didn't
that mean that the Lord already knew that they were to be left to recognise
the signs? Was it already then apparent that their incomplete nature was
going to persist until the Day of the Lord? He had no answers and no one to
listen to his questions.
He decided against changing into his church suit, he wasn't going to
church to take part in a service. He was going to the building that once had
served as a church. The New Apostolic Church no longer existed - except as
a memory. The voice of the Bridegroom and the voice of the Bride were silent
in the land. He drove to the church building through the back streets, some
instinct instructing him that it was time to start hiding away. Time to become
unobtrusive.
The small carpark that had always proved sufficient for the needs of
those who attended the services, was packed - there was an overflow of
vehicles into the street. They were flanked along each curb. He hoped that no
one was blocking the access driveways of the neighbours. There had been
ruffled feathers to soothe down on more than one occasion in the past, when
one or the other had been thoughtless or uncaring. It was always easy to
earn a bad name - especially when people were looking for an excuse to give



you one.
He parked behind the string of cars and walked the last hundred
metres. There were no brethren straggling around outside - he was glad. He
could hear the murmur of voices inside the building. No doubt, the news was
being spread to the uninformed. He was thankful that there was no sign of
hysteria - although that might come later when the impact had had the
chance to hit home.
The side door to the brother's room opened to his touch. Inside, two of
the congregation's six deacons were waiting. They stared at him mutely, the
younger one looked close to tears. Carl glanced at the clock, it needed five
minutes to seven.
"Good evening, brothers."
It was the usual greeting. He clung on to that usualness for a moment
longer.
"Good evening, Priest Steinbecker."
The older one had answered - John Prentice. The other Deacon stared
wordlessly - David Johnstone. Three administration brothers left out of nine -
'And a third part of the stars of heaven shall be swept down by the tail of the
Dragon'.
They eyed each other covertly, avoiding direct glances. Carl took the
congregation leader's place at the head of the table. Their rector wouldn't be
using it anymore - nor the other assistant Priest - Jones.
"Do you want to pick a hymn?" John Prentice asked quietly.
Carl didn't answer immediately - then:
"I think not - but you can open the altar bible to Revelation 12."
The Deacon looked relieved to have something to take him away from
the room. Carl eyed the bowed head of the younger assistant.
"So - we are all that's left, David? How many are waiting out there?"
The answer came slowly, from far away.
"About a hundred - a few more maybe."
The congregation strength had been two hundred and fifty. It included
those who could only be described as names on the register. Most of them
had long before gone their own way - some were not even on Arnold Taylor's
address list.
Of the two hundred and fifty, perhaps sixty had been in the category of
the congregational hard core. They had attended regularly and had been the
backbone of the congregation. He assumed that most of them had been
taken. Eighty or ninety of the rest were the long lost. The remainder, the
hundred or more outside, were either like himself and the two deacons -
those who had attended physically but who had been distant spiritually, or
they were those whose earthly connections had been too strong to permit
then to be serious seekers after the goal. The reasons didn't matter and he
didn't propose to agonise over or judge why one or the other had remained
behind. The First Resurrection had not only separated the Wise from the
Foolish, it had levelled the Foolish into one category - the Failures!
John Prentice returned.
"It's time - "
Carl remained motionless for a moment - the brothers were waiting for
the customary prayer. If ever he needed a fervent connection with the Throne
of Grace, it was then. That vital connection! He stared at them - still they
didn't realise - there was no longer a channel. The Apostolate was dissolved.
Their house was left desolate.



"There will be no prayer - let's go!"
He spoke brusquely and rose decisively from his chair. They trailed
after him through the side door leading to the altar platform. Carl felt the
weight of more than a hundred pairs of eyes focused upon him. He looked at
the place behind the altar and his knees turned to jelly. The congregation had
stood as they had entered - just as they had always stood, when the Lord
entered in His servants. The Lord had not entered on this occasion - just
three burdened and powerless men. Carl forced himself to face the
congregation. His throat was dry and constricted and his voice came out as
thin as a parched reed.
"You will understand that I have not asked you to come together for a
service this evening. Instead, we shall regard this gathering as an emergency
meeting of the congregation - "
He paused but there was no inspiration - they waited.
"Please be seated - "
He waited for the shuffling to die down. A child started to wail and the
mother hurried out to the children's room. The veneer of normality remained,
it was only he who had altered the pattern. No hymn, no opening prayer - now
they were beginning to look like sheep - bewildered - shepherdess. He felt
emotion rising up, clawing at his throat and he forced it back - Not yet! - Not
until they finally understood.
"I will ask Deacon Prentice to read the twelfth chapter of the Book of
Revelation - he will use the altar bible - I will then read the same chapter from
a bible written in modern English. I will explain why, later."
John Prentice looked as if he had been betrayed. His eyes were full of
reproach as he took his place behind the altar. Carl didn't feel particularly
sympathetic. Why shouldn't he take some of the burden? At least, his wife
and children were still with him. They were sitting close to the front, tight
lipped and angry looking, no doubt offended that the Lord had dared to leave
them behind. So often, they had been offended in the past. A voice within him
from the same past, warned him not to judge lest he himself would be judged
by the same measure.
The Deacon had a good reading voice. He started hesitantly and then
gained confidence. There was utter silence when he came to the end of the
passage. Carl returned to the altar, carrying his personal copy of the modern
translation.
"I wish to make it quite clear before I start, that this bible will not
change the facts of our situation - I hope it will have the effect of bringing the
facts more clearly in words that have no obscure meanings. I propose to read
the same chapter. - "
"Next appeared a great portent in heaven, a woman robed with the
sun, beneath her feet the moon, and on her head a crown of twelve stars.
She was pregnant, and in the anguish of her labour she cried out to be
delivered.
The second portent appeared in heaven: a great red dragon with
seven heads and ten horns; on his heads were seven diadems, and with his
tail he swept down a third of the stars of the sky and flung them to the earth.
The dragon stood in front of the woman who was about to give birth, so that
when her child was born he might devour it.
She gave birth to a male child, who was destined to rule all nations
with an iron rod. But her child was snatched up to God and his throne; the
woman herself fled into the wilds, where she had a place prepared for her by



God, there to be sustained for twelve hundred and sixty days.
Then war broke out in heaven. Michael and his angels waged war
upon the dragon. The dragon and his angels fought, but they had not the
strength to win, and no foothold was left them in heaven. So the great dragon
was thrown down, that serpent of old that led the whole world astray, whose
name is Satan, or the Devil - thrown down to the earth, and his angels with
him.
Then I heard a voice in heaven proclaiming aloud: 'This is the hour of
victory for our God, the hour of his sovereignty and power, when his Christ
comes to his rightful rule! For the accuser of our brothers is overthrown, who
night and day accused them before our God. By the sacrifice of the Lamb
they have conquered him and by the testimony which they uttered; for they
did not hold their lives too dear to lay them down. Rejoice then, you heavens
and you that dwell in them! But woe to you, earth and sea, for the Devil has
come down to you in great fury, knowing that his time is short!'
When the dragon found that he had been thrown down to the earth, he
went in pursuit of the woman who had given birth to the male child. But the
woman was given two great eagle's wings, to fly to the place in the wilds
where for three years and a half she was to be sustained, out of the reach of
the serpent. From his mouth the serpent spewed forth a flood of water after
the woman to sweep her away with its spate. But the earth came to her
rescue and opened its mouth and swallowed the river which the dragon
spewed from his mouth. At this the dragon grew furious with the woman, and
went off to wage war with the rest of her offspring, that is, on those who keep
God's commandments and maintain their testimony of Jesus. He took his
stand on the seashore."
Carl continued to stare down at the bible long after he had finished.
The silence was complete at first and then the sobbing started. He was utterly
spent, he had no strength, he could do nothing for them - and yet, he had to
do something. He held up his hands to check the crying, he asked very softly:
"Is there anyone present who would question that the First
Resurrection has taken place? - If so, we would like to hear from them. We
don't want to hear a desperate wish that it hasn't happened, we want to hear
hard facts. - On the other hand - the evidence that it has happened seems
pretty conclusive. Has anyone anything to say - ?"
It was a last forlorn hope that he might have misread the signs. He
didn't really expect any arguments and there were none.
"I hope you understand why we are here," he went on. "The scriptures
speak for themselves. The Lord once read a word in Nazareth and said:
'Now, today, are the scriptures fulfilled in your ears.' He could say the same
to us this evening.
We have read from this chapter, which explains what we can expect to
happen in the immediate future. I'm quite certain that all of you understand
the story of the Woman Clothed with the Sun - and the male child that was
caught up into heaven and the throne of God. What we have to get through
our heads is the fact that this is now no longer a future event, it has already
happened - it is now history - our loved ones have gone and we cannot
follow. We are the ones left behind, those who didn't make the grade for one
reason or the other. We are the part of the Woman who has given birth and is
now threatened.
Reading the scriptures, we are left with one conclusion - it is
impossible for us to remain where we are. Satan has been cast down to the



earth and is already seeking out those who remain. The time of the
Destruction is upon us. This city, together with all those others that man has
so proudly constructed, is destined to be placed under those vials of wrath
described elsewhere in Revelation.
We can take a little heart - it isn't all bad news. The Woman has a
place prepared for her by God. It is somewhere away from the cities, in the
wilderness. I want to read what Jesus has to say about this time in
Matthew:24:15-22.
"So when you see "the abomination of desolation", of which the
prophet Daniel spoke, standing in the holy place, then those who are in
Judaea must take to the hills. If a man is on the roof, he must not come down
to fetch his goods from the house; if in the field, he must not turn back for his
coat. Alas for the woman with child in those days and for those who have
children at the breast! Pray that it may not be winter when you make your
escape, or Sabbath. It will be a time of great distress, there was never such a
time from the beginning of the world until now, and never will be again. If that
time of troubles were not cut short, no living thing could survive; but for the
sake of God's chosen it will be cut short'.
Carl closed the bible.
"I hope these words will emphasise the urgency of our present
situation - it is time for making decisions!"
 


