
21.

She was completely disoriented when she awoke in the unknown
surroundings. It took a few moments before she could remember the
sequence of events that had led her to the Martha and the Councilman. Her
head was spinning and she was nauseous, she had a moment of panic,
wondering if it was the first signs of radiation poisoning. It was always
possible but she tried not to accept it.
The room was different, she had gone into an exhausted sleep in what
had looked like an operating theatre, but now she was in another room, in
which were three other beds beside her own. She sat up on the side of the
bed and tried to stand, for some reason she was very weak. This together
with the nausea, made her suspect that they had somehow drugged her -
though for what reason, she couldn't guess. Perhaps the Councilman didn't
need to give reasons for anything he did.
Her watch was missing but nothing else. Panic rose again. Why had
they taken her watch? It had not been very valuable but it had still been
working after the traumatic time they had spent after the nuclear attack. It had
given the date as well as the time and now she had no way of knowing how
long she had been asleep. Not knowing the hour didn't trouble her so much
as not knowing the day, or the elapsed time from the actual day of the First
Resurrection.
Her head was spinning and it was hard to concentrate on why it should be so
important - but in the back of her mind she sensed that it was. Her first priority
was to find Darren and David. She corrected herself, her first priority was to
find out where she was in the complex and to what degree she
was restricted.
Standing proved to be difficult, her legs felt like jelly and she sat down
again on the side of the bed, willing strength into her reluctant limbs. She
looked around the room again. Three walls were composed of rough cast
cement, as if the builders had worked in a hurry and had had no time for fine
finishes. The fourth wall sported a door and an opaque window. June
contemplated it calmly. It was clear that it couldn't be a window to the outside,
unless she had been moved to the surface and that wasn't likely. The only
other use it could have would be for observation of those within her room.
She remembered that the operating theatre had had a similar window.
The probability that she was being observed didn't deter her from
trying her legs again and then walking very slowly to the door. She wasn't
surprised to find that it wouldn't open when she tried the handle - so she was
a prisoner. The window revealed nothing but a pearly opacity that didn't even
provide a reflection. She reached out and tapped the surface, it was some
sort of glass or plastic. She knocked louder, reasoning that it was one way of
attracting attention and letting any observers know that she was aware of
their presence. The effort went unrewarded and after a few moments staring
at the bland surface, she returned to her bed and sat down. The short
expedition had left her very weak.
They brought her food some time later. Martha bustled in beaming
happily, preceded by a yellow clad man bearing a tray.
"Good to see you looking so much better, my dear."
June stared at her and willed herself to ask a few questions.



"Why did you move me from the other room? Why did you drug me?
Why are you keeping me locked in here? What's the idea of keeping me
under observation? When can I see my son and David?"
"My, my, What a lot of questions - Now, you see my dear - we put you
in an emergency operating theatre and thought that you ought to be sedated
a little after the trauma of digging your way out of the tunnels - you took it
yourself, my dear - Remember? The drink you had before you slept?"
June nodded but didn't remember consuming anything. She let it pass
and waited.
"We needed the room for urgent treatment to someone who was
injured, so we moved you here. As for being locked in - that was simply so
that you didn't wander round in a confused state after the sedative and
perhaps hurt yourself. Your son and your cousin are well - so don't worry
about them - "
"But - I insist on seeing them!"
"Insist, my dear - perhaps you ought to talk to the Councilman about
that."
"When will that be?"
"As soon as you've eaten, my dear - he wants to talk to you again."
June had very little appetite and what little she had wasn't increased
by the silent observation of Martha and her escort. June concentrated on the
food, trying to devise a plan that would unite her with her son and David. It
was likely that Darren was quite safe, providing that David had was still with
him. She couldn't be sure of what the Councilman was attempting to do.
Perhaps her earlier thought that he didn't have to account to anyone
answered her own question. They were prisoners, but then so was everyone
else under the control of the Councilman, Martha and their yellow clad troops
She finished her food and pushed the platter away. It had been
tasteless but necessary to keep up her strength. The foul taste in her mouth
would not go away, even after she had eaten. The beverage was hot and that
revived her a
little but she couldn't have said what it was. She remembered one of Bob's
often repeated sayings, when he was trying to be charming to some of their
infrequent guests - 'Hot and wet' - that about summed it up.
"What now?"
She looked up at Martha and once again saw the mask of kindliness
slip. There was a shrewd calculation in her expression which was quickly
covered by the facade of motherly kindness. June rose to her feet and waited
expectantly, something told her that she had to take the initiative and force
the issue, otherwise she would never win free of the clutches of these people.
"You've eaten well my dear. Wouldn't you like to freshen up before you
see the Councilman?"
It was all solicitude and concern, as if she was an honoured guest and
not a prisoner - for surely that was what she was - she, Darren and David - all
three prisoners and separated. It was the separation that worried her most,
without being able to meet, it was going to be almost impossible to form a
plan to escape together. June played along and nodded.
They left her alone - at least, she couldn't see them anymore, which
wasn't to say that they weren't watching her from behind the opaque window.
It made her reluctant to remove any clothing. She managed as best she could
from the trickle of water that issued from a tap above a stainless steel sink.
The splash of cold water on her face helped to drive away the residual



heaviness from the drug they had given her. She thought about that again -
despite what Martha had said, she had not consumed anything to drink
before she had gone to sleep. She shrugged, it was old history and now she
had to negotiate for the future.
They left her to meditate for a long time, no doubt as a way of
emphasising that she had no bargaining power and that she was obliged to
do exactly as they wished. Eventually, Martha came again. June couldn't
judge the time span, the loss of her watch troubled her - once again, it
removed some of her abilities for free action.
"The Councilman will see you now, my dear."
It was made to sound like a great concession. June nodded and rose
slowly, she had sat quietly, conserving her strength for the confrontation. Her
legs were still very weak, almost as if she had been confined to bed for a long
time.
Martha led the way through a maze of twists and turns. It looked as if
she deliberately chose a route that would confuse her companion. June's
mind was very clear, it wasn't at all likely that the Command Post would be
constructed in such a complicated way. There would be no reason for it.
Speed in construction would have been of the essence and valuable time and
materials would not have been squandered in constructing a city.
June recognised the two guards at the Councilman's door. Again, it
was opened at a gesture from her elderly guide. June didn't have much time
to work out the degree of authority the woman possessed but it appeared to
be considerable. This time they didn't stay in the anteroom. Martha rapped
softly on the far door and entered without waiting for a response, she turned
in the doorway and gestured for June to follow. June complied slowly,
passing Martha in the open doorway. Beyond, the Councilman sat in regal
glory behind a large office desk.
A quick glance around the room told her that it wasn't fitted luxuriously,
just a few sticks of furniture - a couple of chairs and a cupboard, plus the big
desk and the tilt back chair in which sat her jailer, who was surveying her
steadily. The smile on his lips didn't delude her. There was no warmth in it
and it didn't reach to his eyes. She said nothing, contenting herself to
returning the gaze and schooling herself not to show how her heart was
beginning to
hammer.
"We meet again, June Meredith - I hope you are now rested and
refreshed."
It was more a comment than a question - a formality that had to be
cleared out of the way before more serious matters were discussed. June
nodded.
"Thank you - I feel much better."
They watched each other warily, each waiting for the next move. The
Councilman broke first.
"You are now ready to face the new future for which you have been
ordained. A wonderful future, the Woman - she who has the covering Hand of
God upon her in these troubled times."
"I think you have a completely distorted idea of what I am and how
God might be protecting me. I want to see my son and my cousin - and I want
to be together with them."
June wanted to bite out her tongue but it seemed to have a mind of its
own. Any resolutions to handle things softly and diplomatically had been



thrown away by her blunt comments and the equally blunt demand that she
should be given access to her companions. The Councilman's eyes
narrowed. In the limited time he had had total power, he had grown used to
the idea that everyone else jumped to his instructions.
"You are the Woman and as such, you have no need of a son or a
cousin."
June's heart thudded in her throat.
"I don't understand you - Darren is my son and a mother has the right
to know what is happening to her child and I am concerned about David - isn't
that natural?"
She threw it out as a challenge. The man behind the desk stirred
restlessly, he was becoming irritated by the trivia but restrained his inclination
to order her back to her cell.
"What is natural today? You would be the first to realise that the old
order has passed away. You are a special case - the Woman who has a
special protection - you have no son and your cousin is not a consideration.
You are the Woman, who flees under a Godly protection into the wilderness
to be sustained for 1260 days!"
His voice had risen and was at a fanatical pitch. June gazed into his
staring eyes and knew that he was mad. He was mad with religious fervour
and with the determination to bend scriptures to suit his own ideas and
interpretations. Suddenly, she felt weak and vulnerable. What could she do
against a madman? She glanced across to Martha, who stood to one side of
the desk. She was gazing with rapture at the stocky, self-appointed prophet.
That summed it up! June tried desperately to remember neglected
scriptural teaching, didn't the Revelation say something about false
prophets? Perhaps she was getting as muddled as the sweating man
opposite her. He mopped his brow with a large, not too clean looking cloth
and then sat down in his big chair. She waited for the next pronouncements.
The Councilman contemplated her with a slight smile - it wasn't a pleasant
expression but June tried to suppress the fear that was rising within her - she
stared back resolutely.
"You are the Woman and in you we have our salvation!"
June concentrated hard, battling the after effects of the drug they had
given to her.
"No matter what you believe or say, Darren is my son - I am his mother
- can't you get that through your head?"
His smile faded a little, clearly he did not allow for such defiance in his
new order.
"Scripture is clear concerning the position of this son of yours. He is
the Remnant of your Seed and as such, must be prepared to meet the forces
of the great Dragon who has been pursuing you. Now the dragon is not able
to reach you, for you have reached sanctuary with us, but your son, together
with all others who are with him, must fight against the dragon. You have a
different destiny!"
June stared at him mutely, the words echoed around in her mind.
David had said something similar, it seemed such a long time ago that they
had sat at the kitchen table and had discussed separations and different
destinies for those who were Sealed and those who were not. Maybe this
false prophet was right but she wasn't going to accept the separation from her
son - no matter who decreed it.
"You are expecting me to cooperate with you and lead you to some



place where you believe I will be sustained for three and a half years? Very
well! If you want that co-operation, you will have to cooperate with me - I will
do nothing to help you unless I am united with my son and my cousin!"
It was a desperate gamble and one that was surely destined to
backfire - but she stared into the face of the Councilman resolutely. His placid
expression had evaporated, most definitely, he was not accustomed to having
his authority questioned, or to receiving what amounted to an ultimatum.
"You are in no position to make terms with me - "
"And you are in no position to refuse my terms - "
They glared at each other for what seemed to be a long time. Martha
intervened anxiously.
"We must not fight each other, my dears. June, the Councilman only
wants what is best. Darren and your cousin will be quite safe with us - "
"Until it suits you to interpret scriptures in such a way that you expel
them from this safe place so that they can fight the dragon - or whatever you
conceive to be the dragon!"
It was a shrewd comment and June felt a slight wonderment that she
had uttered it. She went on -
"There's one small factor I think you have overlooked. The Woman is
not one person - just as the manchild to whom she gave birth, was not one
person but a group of specially prepared souls who were transfigured in the
twinkling of an eye and taken up to God and His Throne. Those of the
congregation who remained could all be construed as the Woman Clothed
with the Son. They were not considered worthy to be taken. I accept God's
choice in that matter. Carl Steinbecker and the group with him are also part of
this Woman. I consider David and my son to be part of the Woman, therefore
Darren is not the remnant of my seed, he has as much right to sanctuary as
Carl Steinbecker and his group, David or myself - "
She knew she was stretching the truth. If the Councilman ever
discovered that Darren was not sealed, it would go badly for them all. Martha
answered in lieu of the Councilman, who seemed to be trying to digest what
she had said.
"And what does that make those who were not part of your church
organisation, my dear?"
It was softly asked but there was a hint of steel in the question.
"It makes you part of the Remnant of the Seed, who kept the
commandments of God after a fashion and who testified of Jesus."
The Councilman interrupted.
"We have never considered ourselves to be other than the Remnant of
the Seed."
"And I consider myself to be part of the Woman Clothed with the Sun,
together with the others who were left here. If you believe in the scriptures,
you will know that we have a different destiny."
She was aping the arguments put to her by David and yet, trying to
twist the rules to protect Darren. She went on relentlessly.
"There is no way that I will be allowed to bring you together with the
Woman in her sanctuary. You will not be sustained by God for three and a
half years in the wilderness. Your destiny is to fight with the dragon in his
many forms. It will not be long before you are confronted with his power!"
The voice could not have been hers. June stared into the eyes of the
Councilman. He looked frightened for a moment and then rallied, conscious
that he was losing his grip on the situation.



"So - you are a prophet as well?"
June shook her head wearily.
"I am no prophet - I'm quoting to you what is contained in the twelfth
chapter of Revelation and the teaching I have been given by the Apostles of
Jesus."
The Councilman jerked his head back
"The apostles of Jesus?"
"The apostles of Jesus in our time, who were given the task of
preparing the Bride of Christ - otherwise the Manchild - the Bride who now
celebrates the Wedding Feast in Heaven and of whom Revelation says: 'Let
us be glad and rejoice, and give honour to him: for the marriage of the Lamb
is come, and his wife hath made herself ready'."
The Councilman jumped to his feet. June sat very still, she ought to
have been afraid but she wasn't. Quite suddenly she knew that he could not
harm her or her son or David her cousin. He had no power, she had the
power and the time would come when they all would walk away from this
demented little man. In the meantime she would wait in patience. The
Councilman screamed at Martha.
"Take her away! Take her out of my sight! She is not the one for whom
we await - put her with the other women!"
If Martha felt inclined to argue, she gave no sign of it. Instead she
pulled June to her feet, the finesse was gone and so was the kindly mother
type.
"You'll pay for upsetting the Councilman," she hissed angrily, as they
vacated the room. "He must not be upset, do you understand?"
"He will be a great deal more upset - and so will you, when you fall into
the Hands of the Living God and because of the way you have treated me
and my son and cousin!"
Martha's grip relaxed, she gestured to one of her two yellow clad
escort.
"Take her to the other women - "
June moved very slowly, her physical strength seemed to have ebbed
away. She wasn't unhappy to see the back of Martha. The escort led her
down a series of corridors that took her well away from the sanctum of the
Councilman. They came to another set of doors, flanked by two more of the
yellow clad figures.
"She's to go in with the other woman - "
The doors were swung aside and she was gestured to walk through.
Her escort didn't follow her into a large area that opened out beyond the
doors. Her coming didn't pass unnoticed and soon she found herself
surrounded by a mob of unkempt, dirty women, some with young children.
She became conscious of the smell of unwashed humanity and a barrage of
questions that were repeated with ever increasing insistence.
"Did you come from outside? Is it all destroyed? Is it safe to go out?
How come you've had special treatment?"
She did the only sensible thing, it had been a long time coming and
now she couldn't fight it off anymore - she fainted.
There was no way of telling how long she was unconscious. She took
her time to make it known that she was awake. She tried to work out where
she was, it took a little time to retrace the events of the previous hours. There
was someone nearby, she could hear them and smell them. She tried a
careful opening of one eye - just a slit. She was no longer in the big room she



had entered before she had fainted. This was a smaller chamber - or a
passage, she couldn't be sure. She moved her fingers a little and found that
she was laying on a heap of cloth.
"You can stop pretending you're asleep - "
The voice wasn't unkind - it was female and sounded old. She hoped it
wasn't another Martha.
"Can't blame you for being careful, they can be a nasty lot if they get
an idea into their heads."
June opened both eyes and found herself staring into the face of an
oldish woman, who was squatting close to the heap of rags upon which she
had been placed.
"That was the best move you could have made - slumping down like
that. Some of them thought you had radiation sickness and backed off - so
I've let them carry on thinking that's what was the matter - "
June found her voice, it was little more than a whisper.
"How long have I been asleep?"
The old woman shrugged.
"They've pinched all our watches - time doesn't matter much - but a
few hours I would guess. I'm Peg - who are you?"
June nodded acknowledgement.
"I'm June - June Meredith - "
"Family names don't count anymore - no families, you see - it isn't
allowed - that's what's making the women so tetchy. They don't know what's
happened to their husbands, lovers, brothers, sons - you name it!"
"I'm trying to find my son - and my cousin - "
"You and a thousand others, I would say!"
"A thousand?"
"Give or take a hundred or so - "
"Have you seen the men since you came here?"
The old lady shook her head.
"Not since that Martha woman split us up on the platform - "
June eased up to a sitting position. Her head was spinning.
"Then it's time we took matters into our own hands!"


