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They were stunned into silence, trying to make out the details of the
scene of devastation below them. There had been ten transporters on the
ground. They were now tossed around and broken in wild disarray. Some
were upended, others had lost their wings, yet others were burning. Carl's
knees caved under him, he was utterly spent. He had tried and now, there
was nothing more that he could do - they were finished.
They faced another danger - a noise at first and then a vision of a
surging, tumbling mass of humanity who were running, falling, crawling up the
slope after them. They were being pushed by the same wind that had carried
the Apostolics along. In a matter of seconds they would be swamped in a
flood of clawing, tearing bodies .... A Flood! .... Carl got to his feet and faced
them - ... 'And the dragon spewed forth from out of his mouth a great flood to
sweep away the woman' ... He braced himself against the wind and waited -
suddenly, he wasn't afraid.
The distant city had suffered the impact of three multi-megaton
hydrogen warheads, carried by missiles launched from a submarine far out in
the ocean depths. Carl wasn't to know that and it would not have interested
him at that moment. There was something else he did not know and that was
that the effect of the three massive detonations on the city, was not only to be
measured by the utter devastation, the fires, the horrifying loss of life, or the
great billowing cloud of radiation and dust, it was also to be measured by the
tearing apart of the rock upon which the city had been built. Within the rock
were inherent weaknesses and tensions, unsuspected by those who had first
planted the city on that site. With the sudden distortion of the bedrock
brought about by the fiery hammer blows of the three nuclear detonations,
several things happened. There was a sudden flow of molten rock
immediately under the detonation points. Solid rock turned to liquid in an
instant. There was the equivalent of a tidal wave in the surrounding crust.
There was a rippling out of that seismic activity. Something had to give - and
it did.
'... But the earth came to her rescue and opened its mouth and
swallowed the river which the dragon spewed from his mouth ...'
Carl was thrown down from his single, defiant, symbolic stand. The
chain reaction within the strata of the earth reached them, first a little tremble
and then a little more but still not enough to stop the howling horde of frantic
human beings who were almost upon them. It was then that the earth
convulsed and opened its mouth. Carl didn't see what happened, like the rest
he clung to the heaving earth and screamed in terror. There was a tumult and
an upheaval, choking dust, cries and screams - and then - silence. Even the
wind eased down to a whisper - as if the world was hushed, to marvel at the
wonder that had been performed.
The New Apostolics looked back to where the flood of humanity had
been. No more than ten feet from where they knelt, the ground was in a
tumult. The field they had crossed was now split into great chasms, gaping
wide across its surface. On the crown of the hill where they were, the ground
was intact. The Woman remained but their panic frenzied pursuers were no
longer to be seen. Carl clutched at his stomach like a man in agony and there
burst out of him a sound that was indescribable. It wasn't exaltation, it wasn't



wonderment, it wasn't horror, it wasn't thankfulness - perhaps it was
something of them all - it might have been utter awe and godfear.
"Who or what are you people?" Roy's voice grated out - He was
demanding an answer.
He stood staring down at Carl with an expression that was a mixture of
fascinated horror and reverence. Carl tried to speak - he couldn't - words
refused to come. He shook his head in impotence.
"We are still God's own - " John Prentice managed to whisper.
Carl's eyes flooded with tears, they trickled down his face unchecked.
He wept and nodded agreement at the same time. Aaron had spoken - Moses
had pleaded that he was a slow-tongued man and he had been given Aaron
his brother, as a helper when his own tongue was stopped.
"That may be," Roy responded harshly. "But there isn't anything left
down there to take you out of here."
He pointed to the devastated airfield, still littered with the aftermath of
the strong wind. It was strange that the earth's movement hadn't touched it.
The strip was still usable with care. Carl gasped for words.
"We go on - "
Roy stared at him, looked about to argue and then thought better of it.
"You must do as you please - you can see the way - I'm going back - "
"Don't be a fool, man - come with us!"
"I'm going back - this is my home - my land, though it doesn't amount
to much. There's the cattle and the horses - when they get sick, they'll need
someone to put them out of their misery - and then - there's Henry. He
wouldn't manage on his own - "
They stood staring at each other for a long moment, divided by their
responsibilities.
"God go with you," John said quietly.
“And He with you," the farmer answered gruffly.
Roy turned on his heel and started to pick his way down the
devastated slope, avoiding the chasms in the earth. Not caring to look in at
the remains of those who had pursued them. They watched him until he was
out of sight - he didn't look back to them. Resolutely, he stared ahead of him
as if he was frightened of his own resolve - or the weakening of it and
perhaps, wondering if anything had survived to draw him back to his farm.
"We leave so many behind who have helped us - one way or the
other," Helen Prentice said quietly. "I wonder what will become of him?"
"He'll try to follow his usual routine on the farm," her husband
answered. "He'll carry on until he can't pretend that things are normal
anymore. It won't be long - perhaps days, maybe hours - it will depend on the
wind. Sooner or later, the intensity of fallout will increase and the animals will
get sick and then he will shoot them to put them out of their misery. It might
happen that he or Henry will get sick first - who knows? Which ever way it
happens, they'll put their house in order and probably end their own lives
before the radiation poisoning gets too bad - "
The group was silent, looking at the great red cloud over the city. It
flickered with the light of uncontrollable fires. The edge of it was spreading
outward - it would never be contained. It would spew its lethal cargo over the
rich farmlands and orchards and the earth and the waters would become
poisoned. The effect would not remain localised. It would be multiplied a
thousand times over, across the face of the earth.
"Where could there be a place that one could hide from that?" Bill



Pascoe murmured.
"Let's go down to the airstrip - " someone suggested.
Carl nodded and started to move down the slope towards the
perimeter of the airfield. He looked again at the flickering cloud. It was only
his fantasy perhaps, but it was assuming a shape - bulky, yet reptilian. Its
contours discernible and identifiable. A fiery dragon curled above the site of
the stricken city, its tail close to its head in a grotesque embrace. It pulsated
and writhed as the fierce internal currents sought to balance each other. Its
head was pointed towards them. The priest quickened his pace, they had to
escape from its breath - the deadly cloud of radiation.
Far away under the devastated city, June Meredith could hardly
breath, she had buried her face in a shawl as soon as the ground started to
shudder beneath them. At first, she had thought that some maniac had
started the trains running once more and that one was hurtling through the
darkened tunnels towards them. As the earth quaked under them and clouds
of debris and dust were shaken loose from the walls and roof of the tunnel,
she knew that the insanity of man had prevailed and that their city had been
attacked.
For the best part that remained of the day in which they had sought
refuge and for the subsequent time, the little group had been in darkness.
The bright lights of the station had been switched to emergency power, when
those who ran the power stations had abandoned their posts to flee to safety.
The emergency power had not lasted long, it had slowly died to a glimmer
and then they had been in darkness. At first, some of those better equipped,
had flashed torches or had lit lanterns, but then prudence had prevailed and
these had been switched off to conserve them.
June had been glad when it had happened, she preferred the
darkness to the expressions she could see on the faces of the strangers who
were around them. It would not be long before the small treasure of food and
clothing they had brought with them, would become the target for those who
had made no such provision.
The Merediths and David had found a recess in the wall of the main
tunnel, no doubt it served as some sort of storage or maintenance area. It
was big enough for them but that was all. June saw it as a provision of God.
Her husband complained about the dark, the smell and the dirt and then
became silent. Darren was quiet too, huddled close to his mother in
circumstances he could hardly comprehend. David had squeezed her hand in
encouragement as the lights faded but otherwise kept his own counsel. This
was the way they had waited, uncertain whether they would survive a nuclear
explosion. Waiting on the decision of a small number of men, no matter of
whatever political creed, who would decided that humanity had to commit
suicide.
Apart from the choking dust and the screams of those who had
panicked, their shelter had remained secure, even though best part of the city
above them had been devastated. Just before the explosion, someone had
been trying to pick up one of the city radio stations on their transistor, sombre
music had echoed though the blackness, adding to the tension. Just before
the detonation, a newsreader had been explaining that ultimatums had been
exchanged between the super-powers, insisting that the other drew back from
the inevitable disaster of a global nuclear exchange. The newscaster had
been cut off in mid-sentence. In another time, he might have earned a medal
for staying at his post until the end. On this occasion, his obituary was a



screech of vaporised metal, relayed to some transmitting dish away from the
centre of the devastation, before it in turn was vaporised seconds later.
They clung to each other in the darkness. Bob was cursing softly, not
even aware of why he was doing it. Darren was sobbing. In the darkness,
June couldn't find David, she had a moment of panic.
"Are we all all right?" he asked softly in the darkness. "Let's keep our
heads, perhaps the worst is over."
They listened to the rising hysteria of the crowded platforms and
tunnels. People were climbing over each other to flee further into the complex
of the underground system. It was hard to say why, perhaps it was just the
need to feel that they had some control over a set of circumstances that had
been decided for them by nuclear strategists.
"We must stay where we are - they're killing each other out there,"
David urged.
For once, Bob Meredith didn't argue but he had stopped cursing. They
cowered back in their tiny alcove of refuge and listened to the screams and
pleas beyond its entrance. The air was still thick with dust and even those
who consumed some of the battery power of their torches could only create
dull glowing spheres close to themselves. It was like a scene out of hell.
The second detonation came minutes after the first. This time, the
tunnel floor seemed to twist and writhe under them, the screams of terror now
gave way to screams of pain and anguish. Some of those on the platforms
had been crushed under falling masonry, the fascia skin of dressed stones
had collapsed under the shaking, there was no doubt that some were
seriously injured. June could hear the pleas for help - there were few that
responded.
It was whilst she was wondering why a city of the size of theirs needed
two nuclear missiles to destroy it, that the third and nearest device was
exploded. This time it was only the fact that they were sheltered in the three
sided niche in the tunnel wall that saved them. The roof of the main tunnel
gave way. The cries of the injured were horrifying to hear. June clasped her
hands over the ears of her son and for once he didn't wriggle free from his
mother's touch.
"There's water underfoot - and its rising," Bob shouted in the darkness.
"It's rising fast!"
So was the panic level in his voice. Bob had always prided himself on
being the self sufficient type who didn't need anybody's help and actively
discouraged it if it was offered. Clearly, he found himself out of his depth and
he wasn't liking the experience.
The water was rising fast, in all probability, arterial pipelines from the
city reservoirs had been shattered and it would not be long before the
underground system - or what was left of it - would be filled. Suddenly,
their secure haven from the destruction looked like becoming a death trap.
"We'd better get out fast - " Bob said. "Don't get separated June,
Darren - stay with me."
Taking care of his possessions, June thought bitterly. He didn't want to
be separated from his possessions. David wasn't included in the
conversation. It was then that she decided that whatever direction Bob would
take, she would take Darren in the other. There was nothing dramatic about
her decision, perhaps it had been coming for a long time, no matter how
much she had tried to keep up the pretence of a happy marriage. The
conversation with David, which now seemed so far distant in the past, flashed



through her mind.
'The First Resurrection will be the time when those who were Sealed
would be separated from those who are not. It will be a time when husband
will be separated from wife and children from parents...'
She clutched Darren more tightly, she wouldn't part with him, no matter
what the rules had to say. It was Bob's fault that he hadn't been Sealed and
not hers, surely there would be an exception in the circumstances.
It so happened that the choice to separate from her husband was
taken out of her hands. Bob had just entered the ruins of the main tunnel,
feeling his way along the wall towards the station platforms, when suddenly
there was a roar like thunder and a tidal wave of water suddenly spewed
down from the damaged roof, which had given way under its accumulative
pressure.
Bob screamed out as the torrent caught him and swept him towards
the platform area. David grabbed June, who clung to Darren and they braced
themselves within the alcove, trying desperately not to be sucked out into the
rushing water. It rose higher and higher and they had to hold Darren high
above them, to keep his head above the surface.
Their bodies became numb with cold and cramped so that they could hardly hold on to the boy but 
gradually the pressure eased, as the
accumulated water found its own level. It was still rising, fed from the ruptured
mains and it would continue to rise until the reservoirs depleted but they
couldn't wait for that, the tunnels would gradually fill. It was time to move out.
The shattered main tunnel was strangely silent, the babble of voices,
the shrieks and pleadings were stilled. They waded in darkness, David
leading, Darren between, June following, clinging to each other. They
stumbled and slipped and felt their way to the end of the platform and climbed
up. On the platform the water level was just around their knees, previously it
had been breast high. The first wave of water had been much higher and had
now ebbed. Whatever and whoever had been on the platform, had been
swept away. June realised quite suddenly, that Bob had been swept away
with the others. The decision to separate the Sealed from the rest had not
been hers. David murmured in the darkness.
'... And the dragon spewed forth from out of his mouth a great flood to
sweep away the woman. But the earth came to her rescue and opened its
mouth and swallowed the river which the dragon spewed from his mouth ... '
"Where's my dad? - "
June's voice was very controlled.
"He got caught in the water, Darren - "
"Yes - but where is he? - "
Her voice was very soft in the darkness.
"I don't know, Darren - we don't know - "
The boy didn't ask any more questions. June changed the subject.
"What do we do now, David?"
"Watch the water level, keep moving upward if we can."
"And if we can't?"
He didn't answer, he didn't have to.
"There might be others alive above us - "
"That might be a blessing - or it might not."
"I'm hungry!"
David's laugh was almost joyful.
"We have to be getting back to normal, if Darren's hungry."



"Nothing will ever be back to normal! - But we have to try to survive -
we've been led this far - "
"You believe we're under Godly guidance then?"
"It was you who quoted Chapter 12 just now!"
"So, we're led to this - we're up to our knees in water, which is rising
steadily - or perhaps you hadn't noticed. We can't see our hand in front of us.
We're soaked to the skin, we have no food and for all I know, we're sealed
into this complex by the fused masonry of what was once the station. We
might have no way of escape and if we don't starve, our air will run out
eventually - that's if we don't get a dose of radiation sickness from what will
seep through the roof from the surface - "
"Have you quite finished!"
Her voice was sharp with contempt in the darkness.
"We are alive - we have been preserved from the onslaught of the
destruction. We have been in danger from the rising panic and threats of the
crowd. We were nearly swept away with the rest of them and we were
preserved. We will find a way out of this place, whether its sealed off, as you
suggest, or not. If we can't get out above us, then it must mean that we are
not meant to get out that way - there will be another way, perhaps away from
the radiation you have suggested. God will lead us!"
David didn't respond, it was impossible to assess his reaction in the
utter blackness instead, his voice was almost impersonal - polite.
"We have to find some sort of light if we're to find our way out of here -
feel around but don't lose touch with each other - "
It was a grotesque search, groping into the water that was rising above
their knees by this time. Even if they found a torch by some miracle, it would
take a further miracle if it was to work after being saturated in the flood. June
was grimly aware that it must be a good deal worse for Darren and to give the
boy his due, he hadn't complained since asking the questions about his
father. The water was bitterly cold, numbing the flesh and making the bones
ache. It would only be a matter of time before it became too cold for them to
search any longer and gradually, they would slump down and wait for the
death they had cheated so far.
The search seemed interminable, they groped under stones and
contacted dead flesh. June had screamed out the first time, prompting a
sharp, concerned question from David. For a terrible moment she had
thought it might have been Bob, she controlled herself with a mighty effort
and forced herself to continue pushing her fingers into contact with stones
and sodden cloth - and sometimes, more flesh. She wondered if these water
logged corpses had been killed by the falling masonry or whether they had
drowned trapped and waiting for rescue. She forced the thoughts out of her
mind, this wasn't the time for being squeamish, that luxury, together with so
many other characteristics of pleasantness of civilised life, seemed aeons
into the past. Now the task was to survive, to endure with patience until they
found what they sought.
It was David who exultantly flicked the switch on a torch that had lived
up to the manufacturer's claim that it would light under water. The factory in
which it had been made was doubtless a molten ruin, or evaporated into
billions of dust particles. The manufacturer would never know of the success
of his promotional claims. It did not matter, what mattered was that they had
light and with light, they could find other similar treasures.
The small beam also revealed the extent of the disastrous damage



and how well they had been cared for while they blundered around in the
darkness. In several places stones were perched on others waiting for the
slightest touch to disrupt a delicate balance. The station level was two thirds
filled with black swirling water, which flowed further into the tunnels that
carried the lines to the next stations. It meant that there were lower stations
or sections of the underground railway that were systematically filling from
the steady source of broken water mains. When they filled, it would
eventually mean that the station within which they had sought sanctuary
would fill and so it would go on through the whole network.
Darren's face was pinched and white, his eyes glassy in the small
light. David lifted him above the water line to a shelf made from collapsed
roofing and then he and June searched for more torches. They found two
electric water proofed lanterns hoarded under the body of a middle aged
man. They took them without a second thought.
The water level seemed to be rising more quickly, it was time to find a
way higher through the ruins of the station. June tried to remember its
geography. It was hard, she had only the vaguest memories of the limited
number of times the family had used it. Excursions, if they happened at all,
had been by the family car. It wouldn't matter whether she could remember or
not, if the way to higher levels was blocked by fallen masonry, the geography
of the station would be of academic interest. They would wait to be drowned
in the rising waters.
 


