
  CHAPTER 2

          There had been a total stillness. The wind had dropped to nothing and 

  it had stopped snowing. The turbulent cloud had quietened, its writhing and 

  rolling giving way to a gentle movement.

          What   seemed   to   be   shafts   of   sunlight,   pierced   through   the   thick 

  envelope, and the cloud shrank from the probing roseate fingers, evaporating 

  at their touch. The watchers knew that it was more than the sun, the shafts 

  were multi-directional, flowing, stabbing, touching lightly on hilltops, the ruins 

  of trees, even upon the group of watchers.

        The air was very still but yet there was the sound of sighing, as if the 

  gentlest  of breezes had started  - but it was more than  sighing,  it  was the 

  breath of a melody which they thought they ought to know but it was unlike 

  anything else they had ever heard.

        And   then   they   saw  them,  a   great   movement  through   the   remaining 

  cloud,   a   radiance   so   incredible  that   their   eyes   flowed  with   tears   and  they 

  thought they could not bear the wonder of it. They saw the fulfilment of the 

  phrases they had read and never fully understood. Now was the reality.

        'And he was clothed with a vesture dipped in blood: and his name was 

  called The Word of God. And the armies which were in heaven followed him 

  upon white horses, clothed in fine linen, white and clean.'

          "Behold, he cometh with clouds; and every eye shall see him, and they 

  also which pierced him: and all kindreds of the earth shall wail because of 

  him. Even so, Amen."

        They fell back to their knees, their faces turned upward and they wept 



  and with the weeping, there was eased the deep agony they had endured 

  through the three and a half years of the time of the Dragon. It was as if their 

  own tears washed away the pain, privation and suffering. They were bathed 

  in light, it flowed over them like a caress, soothing, calming, a river of peace.

        Carl got to his feet again, knuckling away the tears from his eyes, His 

  knees trembled, as if he was rising from a bed of sickness. He wanted to see 

  everything, to miss nothing of the wonder that was taking place around the 

  group. The others had similar thoughts, they were rising too and turning to 

  each   other   within   their   family   groups.   Here   and   there,   those   who   had   no 

  family, stood alone - like himself.

        The air was becoming warm and the icy residues of the nuclear winter 

  were evaporating, retreating before the warmth. Ruined trees began to shed 

  ice crystals as a breeze stirred their lifeless branches. The ground underfoot 

  started to become wet as impacted snow and ice began to melt away, and 

  then a mist rose to their knees and then higher, shrouding everything  in a 

  cloud, forcing their eyes upward to where the dragon's breath retreated from 

  pulsing   shafts   and   rays   of   multi-hued   light   that   pursued   it   until   it   was 

  vanquished.

        "As with the breath, so with the Dragon."

        The   voice   came   from   out   of   the   mist   in   front   of   him.   Carl   stood 

  transfixed, paralysed by the sight of three figures emerging from it. They were 

  as   he   had   remembered   them   and   he   sobbed   aloud,   without   shame.   He 

  reached out to them and then stopped helplessly. He had no right, the gulf 

  was impossible to cross.

          "You may touch us, Carl - just as the Apostles could touch Jesus after 

  His   Resurrection   -   but   beyond   that,   we   each   have   our   ways   to   follow.   It 

  cannot be as it was before, that has passed."



        He   found   himself   embraced   by   his   wife   and   children.   He   was 

  frightened to touch them, scared that they might be intangible, simply visions 

  who had emerged from the mist to haunt him, but they were solid, warm - 

  loving. They drew apart eventually. His voice was unsteady when finally he 

  was 

  able to speak.

        "I never knew that it could be like this. I thought the - Firstlings would 

  be so far removed from those who were left, that it would be impossible to 

  come close to them, let alone touch them."

        Mary smiled at him gently.

          "You didn't think it through, Carl. Remember how it was described in 

  the   Gospel   of   John   after   Jesus  had   resurrected?   He   came  to   them  many 

  times during  those  forty days  and  on  some occasions  shared  a meal with 

  them. Just as it was then, today Jesus and the Resurrected ones have no 

  need of food or drink or any human requirements. To the first Apostles, He 

  appeared to eat with them and was in human form so that they could touch 

  Him. When He Ascended, He had another form, one where He showed that 

  He could rise from the earth, not governed by the force of gravity. So it is with 

  the Firstlings, for He was the forerunner of many brethren. We are here in 

  this form, to show ourselves to you and give you His peace. To apply a salve 

  to your spirit. It will be for a few moments only, for there is so much work for 

  us to do, so that Satan is bound and his kingdoms removed and so that the 

  Kingdom of Peace can be established on this shattered earth."

        Carl was silent for a moment, then he whispered.

        "Why did I fail, Mary?"

        "The Father and the Son looked into your heart, just as They looked 

  into the hearts of all of us who were Born of the Spirit. The answer to your 



  question  is   to   be   found   in   what  They  saw.  Carl,  you  must  leave   the  past 

  behind you from this time onward, for the Kingdom of Peace will have great 

  need of those who will help the Kingly-Priests. We have all been assigned 

  our tasks during the Wedding Feast and we will need those who will help the 

  Kingly and Priestly rule. You and those who were once New Apostolic, will 

  have need to move on from self-reproach and asking why you were not taken. 

  It   will   do   no  good   to   continually   knock at  a   door  that   is   now permanently 

  closed.   A   thousand   years   lays   ahead   in   which   the   earth   will   become   a 

  paradise. 

          Remember also, that Jesus told us all to fear the Second Death. For 

  those who became the Firstlings, that fear has been removed but for those 

  who were left, it is still a profound warning, for the Thousand Years will pass 

  and then will come the Judgement. 

          From time to time, we may come again to you Carl but now we must be 

  about our commission."         

        Carl sat and watched them walk back to be swallowed in the mist. He

  stared into the swirling vapour, long after they had vanished. Bill Pascoe led 

  the group towards him. Carl looked up and wondered what else they wanted 

  from him. Bill acted as the spokesman.

        "We want to thank you for all you did for us, Carl."

        Carl held up his hand to interrupt the flow.

        "I did nothing - "

        It was his turn to be interrupted, this time by Sr. Heston.

          "You led  us, you  fought our doubts, you  bullied  us, you  fed us with 

  hope - are you still putting yourself down, Carl?"

        "I want no thanks - "

        "Want it or not want it - you've got it!"



        They each took his hand in turn and he looked into their eyes and saw 

  the sincerity. His emotions flowed over and he wept openly and they with him. 

  Then they went away, leaving only Bill towering over him.

        "What happens now, Carl?"

        Carl got his voice under control.

          "Satan will  be bound and his kingdom's subdued, then the Lord will 

  establish His Kingdom of Peace."

        "The mist is thinning out - "

        "It will clear soon, when the melted ice and snow has flowed away."

        "Do   we   stay   here   -   or   go   back   into   the   Complex,   or   go   down   the 

  mountain - What do we do?"

        "Wait until we are told, I suppose."

        Bill stirred uneasily.

          "You   know,   Carl   -   we   haven't   seen   any   sign   of   the   Firstlings 

  themselves - apart from them descending, that is. Are we supposed to make 

  the decisions, or do we wait for them."

        Carl stared at him.

          "You didn't see Mary and the children?"

        Bill looked wary.

        "I   saw   nothing   except   you   sitting   on   the   rock   and   staring   into   the 

  distance - Are you trying to tell me that you saw your family?"

        Carl held his gaze.

        "Mary came to me, together with Paul and Caroline - don't tell me you 

  didn't see them!"

        Bill's answer was doggedly defensive.

        "I saw nothing - except you and a faraway look."

        "They were here and now they've gone again - they had work to do - 



  but they said they would be back."

          "When?"

        "How should I know, Bill? Kingly-Priests don't have to account to us for 

  their movements! To answer your question, let's wait and see what the next 

  few hours bring, you can't expect everything to snap into place, even when 

    establishing the Kingdom of Peace, there have to be priorities!"

        The first adjustment came quicker than they thought, for even as they 

  were talking, the main entrance to the Complex - the one they had used three 

  and   a   half   years   earlier,   when   they   had   fled   from   the   Dragon's   breath   - 

  disgorged  a mass of excited  people  - the  other part of the  original  group, 

  those who had elected to stay within the safety of the inner redoubt. They ran 

  to greet those who had followed Carl. The Major and his Sergeant were at the 

  rear.   Paul   the   airman,   hurried   over   to   Carl   and   Bill.   The   greeting   was

  awkward.

        "I'm sorry I doubted you Carl - and because I did, I missed something 

  I'll never see repeated."

        Carl nodded in agreement.

        "It was wonderful and still is - What happened to change your minds."

        "I don't think I shall ever know. When you left, the Major was furious - 

  I've  never  seem him so  angry.  He  switched  on  all  the  defence  systems. I 

  prayed that you didn't get cold feet and try to come back, for if you had, you 

  would have been fried in laser and sonic beams. The Major adopted a kind of 

  war footing, as if he expected to be invaded by hordes of hostiles - whoever 

  they might have been after this space of time.

        We were all herded into the inner area and he told us in no uncertain 

  terms what he thought about you and the others. He said you were selfish, 

  apart from being insane and fanatics. He told us that we were in real trouble, 



  that supplies were low and that we could look forward to a very hard time in 

  confined quarters. Some of the brothers started to argue - in particular, Bert 

  Harris - and he was cut down to size pretty savagely.  Allen, the sergeant, 

  started to ask a few questions and then I got into the act. 

        This all made for a fairly tense situation and then, about a half hour 

  ago, the Major suddenly went glassy-eyed and stared into space and when 

  he snapped out of his trance, he switched off the defences, opened the inner 

  door, then broke the seals on the outer door we closed three and a half years 

  ago - and here we are - if you want to know what changed his mind, you'd 

  better ask him!"

        "I don't really have to ask, the same thing will be happening all over 

  the planet, wherever little kingdoms have been established - for every knee 

  has to bow to the Lord of Lords and the King of Kings. 

        The influences Satan had implanted into the minds of men, great and 

  small,   will   be   removed   and   with   that   removal,   the   power   that   he   had 

  exercised, will be gone. The Chains that would bind him in the Abyss, will be 

  the acts of faith and trust in God, that had been brought by those who had 

  become the Firstlings  - and perhaps even, the acts of faith  that had been 

  brought by those who had been left behind, like ourselves, during the time of 

  the Dragon and the Beast."

        Carl   looked  across  to Michael  the  Major.  That  title  would  no longer 

  apply, no more armies except those heavenly ones that followed the King of 

  Kings   and   they   had   no   need   of   military   ranks.   Michael   Rushton   looked   a 

  bemused man, he leaned against a rock wall and stared at the swirling mist 

  and the receding traces of the nuclear winter. He was apart from the rest, 

  even his faithful Sergeant had deserted him. Carl walked slowly over to him. 

  Michael   didn't   move   his   head,   instead   he   directed   his   eye   to   glare   at   his 



  coadministrator.

        "So you were right, Steinbecker."

        It was a statement of fact, not a question.

        Carl nodded.

        "The Lord was right."

        "Have it your way."

        "It will have to be your way from now on, Michael."

        "What if I don't choose to make it my way, Steinbecker?"

        Carl   leaned   against   the   cliff   face   and   stared   in   the   same   general 

  direction.

        "I hope you will change your mind in the next thousand years and in 

  the face of the evidence you will be shown."

        "Shown - by whom - you?" 

        "Shown by the same power that made you change your mind and close 

  down the defences and come out here."

          Michael was silent then:

        "I still don't know why I did it - "

        "But your decision was right, wasn't it? The Kingdom of Peace is being 

  established."

          "Perhaps this is an aberration and the cloud will come back, perhaps 

  it's only a temporary change and we'll all be scorched by radiation and dead 

  within hours!"

        "If you really think that, why did you change your mind?"

        He didn't answer. Carl waited for a while then:

        "It will take you some time to come to terms with what has happened. 

  The old order has gone, Michael - prepare for a paradise!"

        At least one of Bill's questions had been answered, supplies were still 



  to be had in the store within the Complex. Carl looked around for the obvious 

  person to take command. The former Apostle was nowhere to be seen, so 

  Carl headed for Sr. Heston who was with a group of sisters.

        "Have you seen Apostle Carter, Sr. Heston?"

        "He doesn't need me to be the nursemaid any longer." 

        Carl looked at her sharply, the establishment of the Kingdom of Peace 

  had had no apparent effect on her abrupt tongue. She flushed a little under 

  his look and went on rather defensively:

          "You saw for yourself, he doesn't need me to lead him around."

        It looked as if Michael Rushton had abdicated his task of administering 

  supplies. He remained standing against the side of the cliff, staring out into 

  the thinning mist.

        No one showed any desire to return   within the Complex longer than 

  was necessary. It was hardly surprising, three and a half years of enforced 

  confinement had turned the place from a sanctuary into a prison and now, it 

  seemed to be an ominous place. They were glad to be back in the increasing 

  sunshine, even if the ground was still moist and the mist still lingered.

          Rather   reluctantly,   some   of   the   brothers   went   in   and   returned   with 

  some of the rations. They shared out the food and waited expectantly for Carl 

  to ask for a blessing. He hedged around, it was the Apostle's task now but he 

  wasn't to be seen.

        "If I had no authority during the last three and a half years, I have even 

  less now," he objected.

        Ellen Prentice spoke up.

        "We   have   a   great   debt   of   thankfulness   Carl,   it   isn't   only   seeking   a 

  blessing for the food. Be our spokesman."

          Again Carl hesitated.



        "I believe it is true that prayer will not come to an end, even though it 

  says in scripture that in this day, God will answer and provide before we even 

  ask, but as you say, we have a great debt of thankfulness to express. We no 

  longer have a need to ask Our Father to remove the Curse of the Earth from 

  the food, for that Curse has already been lifted, No longer will  the ground 

  bring forth weeds and briars and no longer will man have to wrestle for his 

  sustenance with the sweat of his brow. The Kingdom of Peace will surpass

  even that which was given to Adam and Eve in the Garden before the Fall. At 

  this moment, we are still not able to see how wonderful it will be, but soon we 

  will look out on to the Earth as Noah once did, when he left the Ark with his 

  family after the Flood."

        It was good to see the tears of joy flowing without shame. It was good 

  to see the Peace of the Risen Ones penetrating their hearts. Carl looked up 

  into the clear blue of the sky, which so recently had seen the vision of the 

  Third  Coming, and wondered for a moment, where the Firstlings were and 

  what they were doing and then he turned his face back to the little flock he 

  had led and knelt with folded hands on the moist earth.

          "Dear Heavenly Father, it is hard to find the words by which we can 

  offer our thanks for the wonderful blessing you have visited upon us. In this 

  day we have seen how true have been your promises and how wise we were 

  to trust implicitly in  that which  you  foretold  through your  servants over the 

  ages.

          Particularly, you preserved us during the days of destruction, when the 

  Kingdom of the Beast prevailed on the Earth and so much damage was done 

  to  your  wonderful  creation.  Man  abused  that  which  was entrusted  into  his 

  hands and the commission to tend the earth and care for it was so wantonly 

  disregarded.  We   thank   you   for   your   loving   kindness   in  preserving  us  and 



  giving to us men who did not understand your ways but who, nevertheless, 

  acted as servants of your purpose. Now we have emerged from the haven 

  you  provided  for us and  we have  the seen that which  the  prophets of old 

  foretold and would have loved to have seen.

        We know that they would have viewed these events from the vantage 

  point of eternity,  whilst we have seen your glorious saints return and have 

  seen already the influence they have brought to bear on the conditions here. 

  We know that greater and more wonderful things are yet to come from their 

  activity and we rejoice that we are a part of your Kingdom of Peace.

          Dear Father, please accept our thanks also, for the provision of food 

  and   we   thank   you   for   the   loving   hands   you   have   given   that   prepared   it. 

  Continue to bless us and care for us, we ask this in the name of your Son, 

  Jesus. Amen."

        The mist was evaporating  as the ground warmed, in earlier times, it 

  would have been called an idyllic day. The sun was bright but it was not over 

  warm. They were surrounded by a forest of twisted and damaged trees but 

  they no longer seemed threatening. One of the sisters called across the open 

  circle.

          "Priest Carl, Craig's fever has gone and he isn't coughing anymore."

        It sounded a trivial thing but it had been a matter of real concern in the 

  last   days   in   the   Complex.   The   boy   had   maintained   a   high   fever   and   a 

  persistent   rasping   cough   that   had   defied   the   limited   medical   resources   at 

  their disposal. There had been a succession of crises and there had been a 

  point   when   they   thought   he   would   not   recover.   There   was   a   tone   of 

  wonderment in the sister's voice.

        "In the Kingdom of Peace, there is no suffering and pain, no illnesses - 

  how could it be different for Craig?"



          There was a chorus of confirmation from some of the other brothers 

  and sisters who found that their aches and pains had vanished. A great deal 

  of chatter where symptoms were compared - or more correctly,  the lack of 

  symptoms. Carl broke in.

        "We are going to find that many things will change, the pattern of our 

  lives will be completely different. Our old concepts of how things should be, 

  will  have to be totally rethought. The Father has plans for his Kingdom, in 

  scripture it tells us that it will be a paradise, even better than that which was 

  given   to   Adam  and   Eve.   We   will   see   that   even   the   physical   laws   will   be 

  adjusted to suit the requirements."

          Someone called out.

          "When will we see the Firstlings?"

        Bill looked steadily at Carl, who met his eye without wavering.

        "The   Firstlings,   the   Kingly-Priests   will   show  themselves   to   us   when 

  they see fit. They have their allotted tasks, the first major one being to bind 

  Satan for a thousand years, so that the Kingdom of Peace can exist. There is 

  much healing to be done upon those who have suffered in a greater way than 

  ourselves and yet, you've   already noticed how many of your ailments have 

  already been removed - doesn't this encourage you to believe that you have 

  already received attention from the Firstlings, even though you couldn't see 

  them? Greater things will come in due time and when it is time for them to 

  make an appearance, then you will see them and great will be your joy."

          There was silence for a while, then another sister asked timidly.

        "Will we see the Lord himself?"

        "In Revelation One, we can read that every eye shall see him. I have 

  no doubt that we shall see the Lord - perhaps we shall not see Him every 

  day, or even very often - but we shall see Him, for He will accompany His 



  Firstlings in the Kingly-Priestly task and will be the King of Kings. This is His 

  Kingdom and His people will rejoice in His presence among them. How could 

  it be different? For the Lord's task will be the same as that of His Firstlings, to 

  teach   all   men   that   have   ever   lived.   To   teach   the   true   gospel   and   the 

  wonderful things that His Father has performed in love for mankind."

        It was digested in silence. Carl felt a little  uneasy - was it really his 

  task   to   give   this   instruction?   Was   he   usurping   the   task   of   the   Kings   and 

  Priests?   Immediately,   his   soul   was   quietened,   his   questions   instantly 

  answered.

          "Priest Carl, what are we to do now - are we to stay here, or do we go 

  somewhere else?"

        "We stay until we are allotted a place in the Kingdom. It might even be 

  this place, or it might be the city we left. One of the Royal Priesthood will tell 

  us in due time. One thing I think we should now correct - You call me out of 

  habit, Priest Carl - during the last three and a half years, I have let you do 

  this,   even   though   I   pointed   out   so   many   times   that   I   no   longer   had   a 

  commission. It became a honorary title, to which I was not entitled. If that was 

  already true then, it is even more true now. There is only one group who may 

  be  called   'priest'  and  they  are   the  ones   we  saw return   following   the   High 

  Priest of our calling, Jesus - so please, remember I am Carl - I am not even 

  sure whether we should call ourselves brother and sister anymore, for that 

  was something that belonged to the past as well. It is yet another question we 

  must ask when we have the opportunity."


