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      Prologue

      
      I have seen the fall of worlds and the death of nations. From a place in the clouds I watched the colossal tidal wave sweep
            towards the coastline, swallowing the cities, drowning the multitudes.

      
      The day was calm at first, but I knew what was to be. The city by the sea was awakening, its roads choked with vehicles,
            its sidewalks full, the veins of its subways clotted with humanity.

      
      The last day was painful, for we had a congregation I had grown to love, peopled with Godly folk, warm-hearted and generous.
            It is hard to look down upon a sea of such faces and know that within a day they will be standing before their Maker.

      
      So I felt a great sadness as I walked across to the silver and blue craft that would carry us high towards the future. The
            sun was setting in glory as we waited for take-off. I buckled the seat-belt and took out my Bible. There was no solace to
            be found.

      
      Saul was sitting beside me, gazing from the window. ‘A beautiful evening, Deacon,’ he said.

      
      Indeed it was. But the winds of change were already stirring.

      
      We rose smoothly into the air, the pilot informing us that the weather was changing for the worse, but that we would reach
            the Bahamas before the storm. I knew this would not be so.

      
      Higher and higher we flew, and it was Saul who first saw the portent.

      
      ‘How strange,’ he said, tapping my arm. ‘The sun appears to be rising again.’

      
      ‘This is the last day, Saul,’ I told him. Glancing down I saw that he had unfastened his seat-belt. I told him to buckle
            it. He had just done so when the first of those terrible winds struck the plane, almost flipping it. Cups, books, trays, bags
            all flew into the air, and there were screams of terror from our fellow passengers.

      
      Saul’s eyes were squeezed shut in prayer, but I was calm. I leaned to my right and stared from the window. The great wave
            had lifted now, and was hurtling towards the coast.

      
      
      I thought of the people of the city. There were those who were even now merely observing what they saw to be a miracle, the
            setting sun rising again. They would smile perhaps, or clap their hands in wonder. Then their eyes would be drawn to the horizon.
            At first they would assume a low thundercloud was darkening the sky. But soon would come the terrible realisation that the
            sea had risen to meet the sky, and was bearing down upon them in a seething wall of death.

      
      I turned my eyes away. The plane juddered, then rose and fell, twisting and helpless against the awesome power of the winds.
            All of the passengers believed that death would soon follow. Except me. I knew.

      
      I took one last glance from the window. The city looked so small now, its mighty towers seemingly no longer than a child’s
            finger. Lights shone at the windows of the towers, cars still thronged the freeways.

      
      And then they were gone.

      
      Saul opened his eyes, and his terror was very great. ‘What is happening, Deacon?’

      
      ‘The end of the world, Saul.’

      
      ‘Are we to die?’

      
      ‘No. Not yet. Soon you will see what the Lord has planned for us.’

      
      Like a straw in a hurricane the plane hurtled through the sky.

      
      And then the colours came, vivid reds and purples washing over the fuselage, masking the windows. As if we had been swallowed
            by a rainbow. Then they were gone. Four seconds perhaps. Yet in those four seconds I alone knew that several hundred years
            had passed.

      
      ‘It has begun, Saul,’ I said.
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