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The whole area was walled, enclosing a large courtyard. The wings of
the villa filled the fourth side of the square. The whole structure had been
painted white, so white that it hurt the eyes in the direct sunlight. The
driveway from the arched entrance led to a central paved area, in the middle
of which was an ornamental fountain. The paved area ended against
overgrown lawns, which would provide plenty of camp sites. The occupants of
the other cars were emerging - the adults, stiff and out of temper, while the
children scampered around, eager to explore the new environment.
Carl watched Peter Attwell instruct the rest of the party as to the
whereabouts of wood for the fires. It was good to leave the organising to
someone else for once and it wouldn't do any harm to Peter to feel that he
was useful. Carl felt sudden exhaustion, he leaned against the side of the car
and let the sun's heat steal into his bones and capture him. The shock, the
reaction to the First Resurrection, swept over him for the first time - it wasn't
emotional, it was physical.
"I think you could do with some rest too," Bill suggested quietly.
Carl pulled himself together with a mighty effort.
"No! No, I'm all right - there are things to work out - plans to be made -
such as, where do we go after this? We need to keep our ears open to what's
happening out in the world. We might get clues as to when the destruction is
likely to start - "
"Others can do that - I can do that!" Bill insisted.
”What’s the matter with you? Do you think you're indispensable?"
"It would be nice if you would make up your mind," Carl murmured
wearily. "It was you who said that this trip couldn't be organised on a
committee basis!"
"Get some sense into your thick head and get some rest."
Carl shrugged his shoulders and took his bedroll to the grassed area.
Quite suddenly, the fountain erupted into life. The jet was quite high at first
and then, as someone adjusted the controls, it dropped down to a gentle
cascade. The lowest basin was soon full. Carl looked around for the worker of
that minor miracle and saw Peter Attwell emerging from an out building. A
grin of accomplishment split his face.
"That's the only water supply," he called out to whoever was
interested. "I guess they forgot to turn it off."
It was as well for them that it had been forgotten. Carl stretched out in
the shade of one of the old trees and tried to doze. At first, with the noise of
the children and the chatter of the adults, it was impossible but then sheer
exhaustion caught hold of him and he sank into a dreamless sleep.
They woke him about five. It took him a moment to recollect where he
was. The flood of despair and loss wasn't slow to return. Helen Prentice had
prepared some food for him, he was mildly surprised. Helen had never been -
what might be politely called - very close to the Steinbeckers. Carl, in one of
his most uncharitable moments, had considered Helen a social climber. She
always liked to be close to the senior administration when they visited,
basking in a kind of reflected glory. She had been extremely upset when John
hadn't been placed in the Priest ministry - Carl had been ordained instead.
Even though it had been many years before, the feeling of resentment had



never been far away from their relationship. In all fairness to John, he had
never demonstrated anything other than loyalty and acceptance of the
situation.
Carl thanked Helen gravely and accepted the plate of food. They were
waiting for him to pray for the customary blessing. He wondered if the
blessing would still be granted if he asked. Why would God still care what
they ate or whether they lived? The group were watching him - waiting, while
the food got cold while he hesitated. He looked at the
children, it would be unthinkable for them to eat unless the priest asked for a
blessing.
"Will you give thanks for the food?" John prompted softly.
Carl nodded briefly, it was time to start praying again. God was still
concerned for the Woman fleeing into the wilderness. It was only right and
proper that she should cling to whatever remained of her faith.
"I don't want to make this a long prayer. A few words can express all
that has to be said. I don't want this to become a service. I have often thought
that it was a pity that some brothers didn't learn that from the Chief Apostle.
Jesus once told the story of a woman who importuned a judge who
didn't want to listen to her. She persisted in pleading her case. Eventually, he
relented and took notice of her. We are another Woman whose Judge is
otherwise occupied with a Marriage Feast - at first, He might not listen to us
but it is our confidence that eventually He will. Yes, we will continue to pray to
the Father who has passed us by and taken others. We will present
ourselves before His Face, even though He might choose to turn away. We
will cling to the hem of His garment, even though it is a wedding garment
which we are not worthy to share. In the end, He will turn to us and listen - for
He is a God of Love!
Dear Father, look upon us and all those who are Thine. Bless us in our
extremity and dire trouble. Comfort and support us - lead us to the place you
have prepared for us. Protect us from the fallen Dragon, whom you have
thrown down to the earth. Now we ask you to bless the food we eat, that it
might give us the physical strength to continue - "
They ate their meal hurriedly, some standing - and there were no
arguments when it came to the time to leave the villa. Carl had half expected
that they might try to tell him that it was a good place and wilderness enough.
He had already formulated his answer, rehearsing in his mind what he would
have to say - it didn't become necessary. They started to gather their
possessions as soon as they had finished eating.
It was so peaceful as they sat in their cars waiting for him to lead them
back to the town. He had to apply the rehearsed answers to himself. It was a
good place but it was still too close to the city. If the blast didn't get them, or
the fireball of a hydrogen bomb, then it would be a deadly cloud of radiation
which would spew up into the sky above them, blotting out the sun, moon and
stars with a lethal blanket. There were some scientists who spoke of a
nuclear winter, he didn't know if they were right - all he knew was that they
had to get further away.
He watched with regret, as the fountain suddenly faltered and fell away
to nothing, switched off at its source. At another time and in another place, it
could have served as a parable of the Fountain of Life - perhaps it could still
serve as a parable. The fountain no longer flowed for them - now, all that
remained were the droplets clinging to the vessel into which they had flowed.
How many droplets would continue to cling to him, before they dried out in



the heat of the Dragon's breath?
Carl drove through the arch and watched the still fountain disappear
from his rear vision mirror. The villa vanished and became an episode of the
past. They followed the road between the brooding flanks of the pine forests.
The sun had almost set and the plantations were dark and mysterious. His
car struggled up the gradient - it had been so easy when it had been a
descent. At the top the road described a wide curve that took it along the
edge of the estuary. It was the highest point and a noted lookout. The great,
red ball of the sun was directly in his eyes blinding him. He slowed down
instinctively, feeling for the road rather than seeing it. He was glad that there
was still a little time before the 7.00.p.m. deadline.
Beyond the estuary was the range of hills hiding the city they had left
behind. To one side of the range, the sun was touching the water where the
river mouth entered the ocean. The sea was turned into blood by its rays. It
was a sombre and sinister vision, symbolic of what was to come. Carl
shivered, the sky was like brass, as if a storm was about to explode upon
them.
"Visions of the end," Bill murmured.
Carl had almost forgotten he had a passenger - he nodded and
reached over to touch the button of the car radio. His timing was impeccable -
afterwards, he had to acknowledge that it had been a directive from outside
of himself.
"We repeat the grave news - The new military government of Israel,
headed by Major General Dov Levinsky, has initiated a nuclear strike against
the city of Teheran! There is no immediate news of damage or casualties but
experts say that both are sure to be considerable. Communications to the
Middle East capitals are totally disrupted and it is impossible to obtain a clear
picture of events. Israel had earlier issued an ultimatum to the leaders of the
Jihad Alliance, giving them a deadline of ten hours to halt their advance
against Damascus. When this ultimatum was ignored, Israel launched their
nuclear strike.
The Security Council of the United Nations has gone into emergency
session. Charges and counter charges are being traded by the
representatives of the Soviet Union and the United States. World leaders
have expressed their horror and outrage. Major General Levinsky has
declared himself to be completely unrepentant, stating that the nation of
Israel has been under constant threat from the forces of the Moslem
fundamentalists for the whole of its existence. He has announced the
despatch of not one but two missiles, which have been directed at targets of
strategic importance. We know where one has fallen and the consequences.
Our military experts tell us of another detonation in the atmosphere. They are
unable or unwilling to say where. This program will
be interrupted, as soon as we have updates on the situation.
Bill reached for the off button.
"Leave it on," Carl directed harshly. "We have to know the worst - "
"My God!" Bill's voice shook. "It's hard to believe that's it's really
happening."
"Didn't you expect a destruction?" Carl sounded genuinely surprised.
"Yes - I suppose."
"You suppose! If you only supposed, what made you come along?"
"You made grim sense, I guess - "
The radio music was interrupted once more.



"It has just been reported from New York that the emergency session
of the Security Council has broken up in total confusion, with the delegate of
the Soviet Union storming from the chamber, apparently white with rage - at
this time, no reason has been forthcoming from the Russians or from the
Americans as to why this outburst was triggered.
There is still no further update in news from the Middle East in the
aftermath of an Israeli nuclear strike against Teheran and another
unspecified target - we will interrupt this program further with news flashes as
information comes to hand."
The convoy retraced the ten kilometres back to the town. The radio
program wasn't interrupted again until they had reached the outskirts of
Mandeville. This time, the tone of the announcer's voice was different.
Before, there had been an element of sensationalism, as if it was all some
great adventure story - now the voice was more apprehensive.
"We interrupt this program yet again, to bring you the latest update on
the nuclear crisis - a crisis that was initiated by the new military rulers of
Israel, who have launched two missiles armed with nuclear warheads against
the Jihad Alliance High Command. It is reported from a usually reliable
source that the city of Teheran, which has a population estimated in excess
of four and a quarter million, has been totally destroyed by the first use of a
nuclear weapon since the destruction of Hiroshima and Nagasaki at the end
of the second world war. - One moment please - "
The announcer broke off and there was a short delay before he
resumed, this time, the shock in his voice was unmistakable.
"A further bulletin, this time from Tass the official news agency of the
Soviet Union and broadcast by Radio Moscow to the Soviet people, has
announced that the second target of the twin Israeli launch of nuclear
missiles - was the oil terminal town of Baku - population in excess of four
million. Radio Moscow has announced the total destruction of the city and
massive casualties. The Soviet Leader, Marshall Kirov is expected to make
an announcement to the Russian nation within the hour. Radio Moscow has
cancelled all scheduled programs and is playing solemn, funereal music,
while they wait for a statement from their President.
Here is some preliminary biographical information concerning the two
destroyed cities. First, Baku. Baku is a city in the Azerbaijan SSR of the
USSR. It is one of the main economic and cultural centres of the Soviet
Union. It is situated on the western shore of the Caspian Sea, on the desert
like Apsheron Peninsula. It is the centre of the large Baku oil fields, which
include refineries and cracking plants.
The second destroyed city, Teheran, is the capital of Iran. It is situated
on a hill slope running south from the Elburz mountains. It is the seat of the
government of the state of Iran and the headquarters of the Jihad Alliance,
whose avowed intentions are to destroy the state of Israel and occupy
Jerusalem as a totally Moslem Holy City.
Earlier today, the civilian government of Mrs. Aleysha Ezernitz in
Jerusalem, was replaced in a bloodless coup by a military regime headed by
Major General Dov Levinsky. It was General Levinsky who authorised the use
of nuclear missiles against the Jihad Alliance, whose armies were advancing
swiftly towards Damascus. The Israeli High Command has repeatedly
declared that it would not stand idle if the former Syrian Capital was
threatened. Damascus is only one hundred kilometres from the northern
defence line Israel has established in Galilee.



The Israelis have been saying for a long time - This far and no farther -
General Levinsky has taken this proposition a gigantic step further, by
initiating the use of nuclear weapons.
Informed sources appear to have been taken by surprise, in that the
nuclear capabilities of the state of Israel had never been suspected. It is
known that a huge nuclear plant was established in the south of the country,
close to the mythical sites of the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah, which are
said by some scholars to have been destroyed by a nuclear attack from
space. Whatever might have happened in the distant past, modern telemetry
indicates that the Israeli missiles originated in this area. France has been a
partner with Israel in the development of the nuclear power plant in the area.
The government of France has categorically denied any knowledge of a
military capability at the site. We will bring you the statement of the Soviet
Leader, Marshall Kirov, as soon as it becomes available."
By this time, Carl had led the convoy to the town centre. Mandeville
was quiet - as usual. Some said that after dark and at weekends, the town
died. This evening wasn't any different. Perhaps the seriousness of the
situation hadn't sunk home yet - or maybe the population were watching the
end of television news bulletins and wondering what was going to happen
next. He was willing to wager that there would be many who viewed the news
from overseas as something that could never affect their lives. So many of his
fellow citizens lived in a kind of cocoon, quite sure that they could never be
disturbed by events happening in some other part of the world.
Carl responded to a sudden impulse to park his car in the vacant
space opposite the noisy town hall clock tower. The other drivers slipped into
the other vacant spaces. They got out, leaving their passengers to peer
anxiously at the small group of men.
"Did you hear the bulletins?" Carl asked them.
They nodded soberly.
"It looks as if things are going to become very unstable very quickly. I
propose that you take Highway Twenty and keep going - get away from the
town before the population gets into a panic. They will soon. I intend to go to
the church alone - no! don't argue! It's common sense. None of us are likely
to forget the problems we had getting away from the city. One car has a
better chance of getting away if the going gets rough. The more there are, the
more likely we would get trapped. You have your families to consider - I
haven't. Can one of you make room for Bill?"
His passenger wanted to argue but Carl remained firm. He knew that
he had to visit the Mandeville church alone. If there was no trouble and the
local brethren were waiting, he could as well explain the situation alone, as
with forty four others. If the Mandeville brethren chose to join the group, he
could lead them to the rendezvous. If there was trouble and he was trapped,
it wouldn't matter all that much - it would be one man, not the entire party.
They agreed to meet before midnight, in a rest area fifteen kilometres
along Highway Twenty. He sent them on their way, watching the tail lights
disappear out of the town square. His radio was still drooling soft music when
he resumed his seat behind the wheel. He resisted the temptation to turn it
off. He drove slowly through the quiet streets towards the church. It was hard
to believe that the sleepy town, at the very least, would be severely damaged
in a nuclear blast centred on the city and that very soon afterwards, bands of
survivors would arrive to pillage and rape. He parked his car in a side street,
two blocks from the church and went the rest of the way on foot.



Every light in the church building and outside, was blazing. He stopped
at the corner - there was a great deal of activity. Either he had been
misinformed about the size of the Mandeville membership, or there were a lot
of outsiders present. Carl quietly joined the crowd of excited and chattering
people who were trying to force their way into the building. He was carried
along by the movement of the crowd. He doubted whether his feet were
touching the ground half of the time. He was devoutly thankful that he had the
foresight to keep the rest of the city group out of sight.
He was one of the last to squeeze into the church room. The place
was in a turmoil, with many weeping and praying loudly for deliverance.
Others were swearing and cursing the God who would dare to subject
humankind to the total destruction of a nuclear war. Someone at the front,
where the altar platform was, was bellowing through a bullhorn for order.
Gradually, the uproar subsided. The voice through the bullhorn told them that
they would now hear what the Soviet Leader had to say. Someone had
brought a transistor radio into the church - it was turned up to full volume.
Distorted though it was, there was no mistaking the message.
"Today, in an act of unparalleled barbarism, the United States, through
its lackey state Israel, has initiated a crime against the freedom loving people
of the Soviet Union. Over four million of our countrymen and comrades are
dead - millions more are mutilated. Many millions more will suffer the
consequences of radiation sickness.
I have to tell you that the government of the United States, conscience
stricken by their wanton action, have appealed to the government and the
peoples of the Soviet Union to maintain world peace and consider the
consequences of any retaliatory action against the aggressors. They are
telling us to ignore our four million dead! They are telling us to do nothing!
They are telling us to ignore another five million corpses, powdered into ash,
in the capital city of our neighbour, Iran.
Now, I will tell the government and the peoples of the United States,
what are our intentions! We issue this ultimatum: Unless the government of
the State of Israel surrenders to the forces of the Jihad Alliance within twenty
four hours from this time, the Soviet Union will ensure that Jerusalem will
never again initiate nuclear death upon her neighbours. We have already
despatched advisers to the Leaders of the Jihad Alliance Armies, who have
gratefully accepted our offers of assistance.
I will now give a solemn warning to all those governments who think
they shall intervene to render assistance to the Israeli state and people. The
Soviet Union will consider such actions to be an act of war, whether the
assistance comes from the greatest nations or the smallest. The Soviet Union
will answer firmly and with no restraint!
I have ordered full mobilisation of the Red Army, Navy and Airforce.
Until the State of Israel surrenders to the Jihad High Command, the Soviet
Union will remain in a state of war readiness. I warn again those who might
be tempted to intervene. We have suffered a nuclear attack upon one of our
‹cities and upon four million of our people. If you intervene, it can only be
considered as condoning this barbaric act. Any such action can be expected
to be treated as we intend to treat Israel!"
The voice of the Soviet Leader and his interpreter ceased. There was
a moment of silence in the church room and then a great outburst of fear and
anger. The man with the bullhorn worked hard to make himself heard.
"Listen to what I have to say," he roared. "I know a way out - "



It took some time before they could be quietened down enough to
listen. Carl had to reluctantly agree that he had a certain skill when it came to
manipulating the unruly mob. Carl had an unreal curiosity to hear what was
about to be said. One part of him screamed within his mind that he was in
acute danger and that he had been a fool to get himself into such a situation,
while another part wanted to hear in quiet detachment what was to follow. He
was hemmed in on all sides, the door was a remote escape route, choked
with excited latecomers.
There was no way but to listen.
 


