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June made no response, waiting for what was to follow.
"I thought I recognised you, my dear. I am right? It was you that was
with the rest of your church group on the television two nights ago? It was
you who was dragged away by your husband? I thought it was when I saw
you and the boy. Not much escapes old Martha's eyes!"
Her smile increased, it wasn't an encouraging sight. June
remembered an old old expression that had remained with her from
somewhere. 'The smile on the face of the tiger'. Martha went on.
"You're quite safe with us, my dear - you and your son - and your
brother."
The inflection of knowingness made June respond angrily.
"He is my brother and my first cousin, to be totally accurate, Martha -
not my lover!"
"Of course my dear - no one would suggest otherwise."
It was all sweet reasonableness and light - and more than a little
nauseating.
"After we are sure that there are no more unfortunate people trapped
nearby, we will all move to a more secure place."
"You are assuming that we will want to stay with you."
Martha's smile faded a little, her face became concerned.
"But where else could you go my dear? It isn't safe to blunder around
in these ruins and then, you might find your way to the outside and that would
be disastrous. You would all die very quickly, the whole city is in flames, that
is, what is left after the first blasts. Most of the buildings in the centre of the
city are totally destroyed. The enemy were very accurate. Radiation levels
are extremely high and death would follow exposure within a few hours -
Where else could you go - it would be much better if you stayed with us."
For an elderly lady, Martha had an extremely good technical
knowledge of what conditions were like outside.
"And how are we going to survive down here, without food and water?"
Martha's smile beamed forth again.
"A sensible question, my dear. Why, we must put ourselves in the
hands of those who can provide for us. Not all of the tunnels are destroyed,
there is still a way to a place where the Civil Defence Authority has a shelter -
and supplies."
"And how can you be sure that this CDA shelter isn't bursting to
overcrowding already, or that we would be welcome if we made our way
there?"
"It's a matter of faith, my dear. I am sure that we will be cared for by
God. After all, isn't that what your priest was telling us on the interview - that
those who remained behind, should seek shelter and that he and his group
were especially cared for by God. You were separated forcibly from that
group by your husband but that doesn't separate you from the special
measures God has reserved for that group. I am sure we will be cared for if
we remain with you - You are our passport, that is why we can't allow you to
put yourselves in any danger. We will protect you!"
While she had been talking, the hundred or more followers had
gathered around. David and Darren had been retrieved from where they had



wandered and had been thrust through to the front of the semi circle of
listeners. June looked into David's face and received a sulky glare back, he
‹was still trying to soothe down ruffled feathers. Darren looked frightened, as
if he comprehended more than they expected.
She switched her gaze to the silent onlookers. Martha looked on with
shrewd eyes. June nodded as if she was in agreement.
"I can guarantee nothing. God does not respond to my bidding, or to
the bidding of one of his servants - My brother and cousin is - was - a
deacon."
Martha let out an appreciative sigh.
"With two of you, how can we be denied! You will be escorted at all
times, so that you don't get into any danger."
June was curious.
"I find it hard to understand, Martha - do you command these people?"
The old lady smiled again.
"I think I told you, my dear - we found many of these poor people
trapped in the rubble. Some of us were sent out from the CDA shelter to look
for survivors. I can't wait to get you back to the Councilman, to introduce you
to him - "
"The Councilman?"
"The Councilman has charge of a CDA Command centre, into which
we retreated when we realised that the nuclear attack was imminent - it was
part of a predefined plan."
"And this Command Centre is secure from radiation and has
supplies?"
"Correct, my dear. So you see, you are and will be cared for. Now I
must finish off our search in this area - "
She took some of the crowd that had gathered and marched off to the
far end of the ticket hall. June looked around with fresh interest. It hadn't
registered before but there were lanterns strung all around the large space.
Clearly, this Martha had access to supplies and equipment. David propelled
Darren to his mother's side and angrily confronted her.
"What was the big idea of announcing me as a deacon,"
he murmured angrily.
June smiled sweetly.
"Keep your voice down, David. You can take some of the responsibility
for a change. We can't be quite sure of what is happening and a lot depends
on what we find when we are confronted with this Councilman she's talking
about. Whoever he is, he has authority over life and death - ours as well as
anyone else's. It doesn't do any harm to capitalise on the fact that they think
we're something special - "
"Until the whole thing gets out of hand," he retorted. "Wait until they
start asking us to perform miracles or something. I say we ought to try to cut
free and make our own way - "
"Look around you - do you think we would have a chance of getting
through this crowd? We might have to run later, but quite frankly, I'm
exhausted and cold and I couldn't run if my life depended on it."
"Perhaps it does - "
"You've changed your tune from a few minutes ago - then Martha was
a sweet old lady."
He didn't have the chance to continue the conversation. Martha
returned.



"I don't think we can do any more here. I think it's time to make our way
back to the Command post."
It wasn't a suggestion, more a command. They complied because
there wasn't anything else to be done. June's measure of bravery was
exhausted. She marvelled that she had
‹managed to bargain with the old lady as she had and that she had displayed
so much militancy with David. She was spent physically and mentally and
obediently followed after her cousin, who stalked ahead, still annoyed that he
had been the recipient of so much criticism.
Martha led the way to the distant end of the ticket hall. Her platoon of
helpers from the CDA centre became identified as those who retrieved and
carried the strung out lanterns. June glanced back, the ticket hall had
become as black as a tomb and in all likelihood, that was what it was - a tomb
for so many who had sought shelter there. Below them in the lower levels,
water filled passages sealed off any who might still be sheltering in air
pockets or dead end tunnels. If it hadn't been for David, that would have been
their lot - she, Darren and David, would have perished along with so many
others. She had a surge of remorse and wanted to reach out an touch the
taut, angry back of her cousin but she withdrew her hand. It wasn't the right
time and apologies would have to wait until later.
The way led downward, June had a moment of fear, it looked as if they
were returning to the danger of the rising waters, but it wasn't long before
they threaded their way along a platform and then down into the rail tunnel
that led to the next station. It was colder and wetter, the fluctuation between
higher and lower temperatures puzzled her and she would have liked to talk
to David, but he was showing his disapproval.
Once, they had to pause, for the ground trembled under them and
there were cries of alarm from some of the party as the tunnel roof showered
dust down on them. For one long moment, June wondered if a fourth atomic
weapon had been used on the city, but the trembling was nowhere near so
intense as before.
"Keep on," Martha ordered. "It's only the ground settling."
June eyed her as she marched briskly ahead - she gave the
impression of age and frailty but it was deceptive. If it came to physical
conflict, Martha would be a formidable opponent. June wondered why she
had thought of physical conflict. Would it come to that, she wondered, before
they found the place of safety God was going to provide - or had He already
provided for them among these people. She didn't know, bits and pieces of
the prophecy were missing. What had become of the 'Wings' with which the
Woman was to fly into
the Wilderness? Or was this the Wilderness and they had not recognised the
provision of 'Wings'?
The journey through the tunnel seemed interminable. Were they going
to exchange one station along the line for another? The group was silent
except for labouring breath. It wasn't easy to walk on the sleepers that
supported the twin rails. They were placed at distances that didn't suit the
normal walking stride and between them was a cavity to the floor of the rail
bed. In the early stages, some slipped between, to emerge with grazed shins.
They soon learned to measure the stride more accurately but it became
exhausting. David didn't help either of them and June was left to manage
Darren and one of the lanterns. It was to be expected that she dropped it,
smashing the bulb. She left it where it had fallen between the rails.



At the next station, Martha called a halt and waited for her labouring
troops to climb up to the platform. June read the name of the station, glazed
into the fascia tiles. JACOB'S BAY. The next station along the line from theirs
and the first of the northern beachside suburbs. It looked almost undamaged
by the nuclear attack, a few loosened tiles had fallen but that was all.
"CDA Command is behind this station - from now on, we are subject to
the authority of the Councilman, who has assumed responsibility according to
plans made to cover this sort of emergency. You must be very sure that you
do not contravene any of the rules that have been created and that you
comply with all instructions - I hope that is understood?"
David glanced back and glared at June. She returned his gaze stonily
and then concentrated on what Martha was saying.
"The centre is very overcrowded - there are provisions for all, but it is
necessary for men and the older boys to be accommodated separately from
the woman and younger children. We cannot accommodate family groups as
such, so this is where we have to divide into two groups. Men and boys ten
years and over on this side and the woman older girls and children, over
here."
For the first time there was restlessness in the party, some of the
women protested that they would not be separated from their husbands and
vice versa. Others looked as if they were making the decision to return into
the dark tunnel.
"I can assure you that you will die if you return there," Martha insisted.
"We can't allow you to take that sort of risk - "
The platform suddenly started to fill with a stream of yellow clad men in
full CDA gear, including the helmets of radiation suits. They brandished
automatic weapons, emphasising the point Martha was making.
"Please be co-operative," she called. "No one wishes you any harm
but we can't allow undisciplined bands of people to roam around at will. This
is a time of emergency and order must be maintained. You will now go to
where you are directed!"
June held tightly to Darren and glared defiantly at one of the yellow
clad troopers, who raised his automatic threateningly.
"I will not be separated from my son," she screamed.
David stepped between, trying to look reassuring.
"I'll look after him, June - don't worry - "
She loosened her hold on the boy and watched the Deacon and her
son join the other men - 'The Sealed will be separated from the unsealed' -
the phrase rang around in her brain. She pinned her hopes on David, he was
one of the Sealed, Darren wasn't totally gone while that relationship
persisted. One of the troopers was gesturing her to join the rest of the
women. Martha intervened.
"No - not her - she must see the Councilman."
The fight was gone out of her, June acknowledged that she was
desperately tired - she wasn't ready to match wits with whoever this
Councilman was, or to bargain for her future with someone who had the
ultimate authority. She followed after Martha, through a maze of passages
that started as the normal accesses to the station platform and then, after
entry through a locked door, took on a different nature.
The glazed, antiseptic look of the station gave way to rough cast
cement walls that looked as if they had been prepared in a hurry and where
any pretence of luxury had been discounted from the price. Occasionally,



there were yellow clad guards, each armed with an automatic rifle, stationed
at junctions in the tunnels. June paid little attention to the twists and turns,
she would never be able to find her way out again unaided. She refused to
consider it - she would go nowhere without Darren, so escape for herself was
out of the question.
They stood before heavy blast doors which were firmly shut in their
faces. Two guards responded to a gesture from Martha and slowly heaved
them open. Inside was a modestly furnished room, with a few metal chairs
lined against a wall and a vacant reception table and chair. Martha took the
place behind it and flicked a few switches on the internal exchange. June
suddenly realised that they had electricity and that the lanterns had been
switched off when they entered through the locked door from the station area.
"Councilman - this is Martha. I have someone here you should meet."
June wondered who was running the show - Martha or the mysterious
Councilman. They waited for a few minutes and then one of the doors swung
open and a man entered. June felt immediate disappointment, she had half
expected to see someone that she had known but this man was a perfect
stranger. He was a short man, middle aged and a little plump. The plumpness
was exaggerated by the boiler suit he wore. It bore the flashes and insignia of
the CDA and a number of chevrons that would have indicated his rank to the
‹initiated. The comparison to Winston Churchill ended there because he
wasn't smoking a cigar and he wore wire framed spectacles. June took an
immediate dislike to him. Martha sounded a little breathless as she made the
introductions.
"June - this is the Councilman - Councilman, you will remember the
interview in which we were so interested two nights ago - June was involved
with the group - she is New Apostolic!"
The Councilman did not seem to be to overawed by June's presence,
he contemplated her for a moment before stepping forward with extended
hand.
"It is a pleasure to meet one who was numbered to those who were
Chosen by God."
June nodded and took the hand. It was a flaccid handshake, June was
glad to reclaim her hand, she felt like wiping it clean on her dirty dress.
"I remember, I think - you were prevented from leaving with the others?
That was a great shame, I feel for you - but surely you could have followed
later - you would have known where they were to go?"
It was a question, he was fishing for information. The light started to
dawn, he wanted to find the sanctuary of the Woman. She thought quickly,
evading the question.
"I'm afraid events overtook us - my son and cousin."
The Councilman turned to Martha.
"You didn't mention that there were more of these special people - "
Martha looked flustered. Her voice assumed an urgency, as if she was
trying to provoke him to understand something he ought to know already.
"June is especially favoured by God, Councilman - the two young men
are settling in to their new quarters."
"I wasn't aware that I was especially favoured by God, Martha," June
objected - then wearily. "I wasn't considered worthy to partake on the First
Resurrection - I wasn't especially favoured - I was left, so was David - and my
son - we have to take our chance with the Woman Clothed with the Sun - "
The Councilman let out a shuddering breath and whispered.



"Such wonderful terms - we have read of these things in our small
group, but never did we think to meet with one who can be classed as the
Woman who gave birth to the Man Child - Martha was right! You are a very
special person and must be assisted to flee to the Wilderness place - "
June tried to protest, it was futile.
"But I am not the Woman - I can only be classed as part of her - I was
left behind, so was David - and Darren - The Woman is more than one
person!"
The Councilman nodded impatiently.
"I understand that - you are one who should be with the others - the
ones being led by the priest - what was his name - "
He flicked his fingers at Martha. She and June chorused together.
"Carl Steinbecker."
"Yes - Carl Steinbecker - a man who knew his destiny and who had
received directions from God to take the Woman into the Wilderness."
June doubted whether Carl would have recognised himself. The
Councilman continued.
"And you - June - You know the way too - you will take us to Sanctuary
- "
A phrase from scripture popped unbidden into June's thoughts. 'There
is a time to speak and time to be silent'. Now surely, was the time to be silent.
The Councilman didn't seem to notice.
"We are searchers after the truth - we have studied the bible diligently
and knew of the Coming of the Lord. We recognised no authority from man,
knowing that He would speak directly to us in the revelation of our thoughts.
We were only a  small group but still worthy of His consideration and for this
reason, I sought election to the local Council, so that I could be in a position
to help the fellow members of our group. Dear Martha has been a major
support. It fell to my portion - I am sure by the Will of God, that I was placed
in charge of the CDA - it has given me access to a place of safety - this place.
Our group entered here as soon as we saw that Israel was to be destroyed,
for the scriptures speak of such an event before the great and terrible day of
the Lord. So you see, we were prepared for the terrible devastation that has
been unleashed - the Wrath of God. I was sure that He would provide and he
has sent you!"
June wanted to protest but knew that she dared not - she tried to look
wise and nodded quietly, he took it to be agreement.
"Exaltation! Hallelujah! We have obeyed the Commandments of God
and have Testified of His Name. The Dragon has turned in his wrath upon us
to make war but we will prevail, for the Woman will find us a place of shelter.
Glory be to God!"
Martha joined the chorus, both seemed oblivious to the presence of
their supposed means of salvation from the wrath of the Dragon. June closed
her eyes and prayed as she had never done before. They were in a terrible
danger, she, Darren and David. These people were so unbalanced that the
reverence she was receiving would turn to hatred as soon as she or the
others put their foot wrong. She pleaded with God that He would cause her to
do the right thing at the right time and give her a wisdom she had never
previously possessed. She became aware that it was quiet. She opened her
eyes and found the two of them kneeling before her, gazing with awe at the
tears that trickled down her cheeks. They were tears of exhaustion, she
wondered how much more she could take and swayed in her seat. The



Councilman jumped to his feet and rounded on his unfortunate factotum.
"How could you be so blind, woman? Isn't it obvious that she is about
to collapse? Care for her! Care for her!"
He stormed into his inner sanctum, clearly caring for his honoured
guest was not part of the bargain. June had recovered her senses but
thought it politic to keep up the pretence. She needed to be alone, she had to
think and scheme and somehow rescue Darren and David from the separate
quarters they occupied. Then there was the question of keeping the
Councilman and his followers at arms length. She would have to stall until
she could find a way out of the predicament. Both he and Martha, could never
be allowed to suspect that she didn't know where Carl and the rest of the
Apostolics had gone.
Martha waved some strong smelling salts under her nose, causing
June to sit up spluttering. She wiped her eyes and offered profuse apologies
for passing out in the presence of the Councilman. Martha waved them aside,
fussing around like an old hen. She called for assistance and directed that
June was to be given a separate room for the time being, so that she could
rest and recuperate in peace.
June was led to a nearby cubical that looked as if it was equipped as
an emergency operating theatre. There was no play acting when she sat
down heavily on the trestle bed and put her head in her hands. She had won
a respite but they were on a knife edge. How long, she wondered, could they
survive?
She would have been even more concerned, if she could have seen
the shrewd eyed Martha scanning her through a two way mirror to one side of
the cubicle. Next to Martha stood the Councilman - they watched her every
move.
 
  


