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The new Administrator of the Far East Sector found himself extremely

busy during the next few days. It was mainly a process of assimilating the

details of numerous projects Father Joel had initiated. The old man's capacity

for work had been astounding considering his advanced years. He had

insisted on keeping a close eye on everything which was taking place

throughout the vast area of his stewardship. He had built up an efficient staff

of assistants and Marcus soon found that they were determined to ensure 

that he was to be fully informed of every detail available before he attended

the meeting organised by Asher.

Marcus was kept so busy that he had no time to socialise. He was

barely conscious of the dwindling away of most the Clan who had attended

the committal of Father Joel. On the evening of the third day, he made a

determined effort to take a break. He ignored the supplicating looks of his

staff and the sheaves of documents they carried and announced that he was

giving himself a holiday.

He returned alone to the big house he had shared with Father Joel.

The last time he had been there, it had been crammed to the rafters with

visitors, now, he found it almost deserted, apart from the resident staff. He felt

a surge of thankfulness. It was quite literally, the first time he had been alone

since the moments on the headland, when he had waited for the arrival of

those who took care of Father Joel.

The sun had set, the moon was yet to rise and he sat in the darkness



of his room and gazed out through the window facing over the valley. The

glow of the city was on the other side of the house. The sky was a sheen of

stars. They drew him from his chair to walk out on to the parapet. He stared

up at them and surrendered himself to memories and the many times over the

centuries when he had shared the sight with others. Once, there had been

Judith and he still felt her absence in his life - now, Father Joel was gone and

there was another empty space in his heart.

He caught a movement out of the corner of his eye, but before he

turned, he knew who it was.

"I'm sorry if I startled you, Marcus."

"Don't be sorry, Leah. I was beginning to feel sorry for myself!"

"Being alone and looking at the stars, has that effect!"

There was an edge in her voice which made him look down at her. She

went on:

"Someone described them once as: 'The Eternal Stars'."

"A poetic soul - I know of others who delight in telling us that they are

great nuclear furnaces and how unforgiving they can be upon those who

venture too close."

"Our sun is a nuclear furnace - but it is also benevolent, it gives light

and heat and drives the engine of the Earth. Without it, we all would soon

die."

"In Genesis it says: 'God said, 'Let there be lights in the vault of

heaven to separate day from night, and let them serve for signs both for

festivals and for seasons and years. Let them also shine in the vault of

heaven to give light on earth.' So it was; God made two great lights, the

greater to govern the day and the lesser to govern the night; and with them

he made the stars. God put these lights in the vault of heaven to give light on



earth, to govern day and night, and to separate light from darkness; and God

saw that it was good. Evening came, and morning came, a fourth day."

She giggled in the darkness.

"Do you know many passages of scripture by heart?"

He laughed.

"Not many - not so many as I should, perhaps! For some reason, that

one stuck with me."

"So - What is our sun, a nuclear furnace - or an 'eternal star'?"

"It is a creation of God - and what was once created can be - uncreated!"

She shivered.

"You are cold! We should go inside."

"No - it isn't the cold - just a thought. I was reminded of a very earnest

discussion I was having with a group of young people in Jerusalem."

Marcus laughed.

"There is an opinion that some of the young people in Jerusalem think

too much for their own comfort!"

"You might be right! We were sitting out under the stars near a

community in the Judaean hills. Someone started to talk about the size of the

universe. It was really a prelude to the ongoing discussion about how

everything was going to end. For a while, the old arguments were thrashed

around - you know what I mean. On the one side, we had those who found it

hard to believe that God would destroy such a wonderful and complex

creation and on the other, there were those who were just as insistent that He

had the right to do what He pleased with His own handwork.

As usual, they were getting nowhere. It was all very good humoured -

and then, someone said something which really made us think. He knew his

subject, he is studying cosmology. He reminded us of the old concept of the



expanding universe and how comfortably it all fits back to the theory of the

Big Bang, which some say is the initial act of creation. He told us that what

we can see from the most distant objects of the universe, is in reality, what

occurred just a few micro-seconds after the moment of the Big Bang.

He told us that it has taken thousands of millions of years for the

images of those moments to reach our eyes here on earth. We are actually

seeing history. We are seeing things which happened before our Earth and

the planets of the Solar System were put in their places. The governing factor

is the duration of the time it has taken for the images to reach us. Even the

image of those objects which are nearer, sometimes take thousands of years

to reach us. We all have some idea of the concept of light years, the amount

of time it takes for light to travel.

I don't want to go further into the argument which developed, but he

said one significant thing. If what we see is really what happened all those

thousands of millions of years ago, what really is happening at this precise

moment? We will never know, only our descendants in twelve thousand

million years time would know. He asked another question. Can anyone be

sure that the stars whose images we now see, are really still in existence?

The answer is - no! We see the image of what was - perhaps now, there is

nothing! We might be looking at an illusion!"

Marcus was silent for a while.

"A provocative thought, Leah. We might be looking at something which

isn't there. It reminds me of a passage in scripture. I think it's in Isaiah: 'All

the host of heaven shall crumble into nothing, and the heavens shall be rolled

up like a scroll, and the starry host fade away, as the leaf withers from the

vine and the ripening fruit from the fig tree; for the sword of the Lord appears

in heaven.' Who knows? Perhaps, the heavens are already being rolled up



like a scroll and the starry host fading away!"

He took her arm and led her into his darkened room. He passed his

hand over the light control. She looked at him solemnly and waited for him to

continue the conversation. He cleared his throat.

"I'm delighted to see that you haven't hurried back to Jerusalem, Leah.

I've been so busy over the last few days that I didn't have the chance to

farewell some of our distant cousins. I thought you might have gone back - I

suppose Asher will be very busy preparing for the conference."

She dropped her gaze and turned back to the window.

"I'm sure he and Michael will have everything in hand."

"Michael Ben Levi? I suppose you see a lot of him?"

There was a pause, then:

"I see very little of Michael - or of Asher, for that matter."

Marcus joined her at the window.

"You see little of Asher? I thought you were his assistant -

indispensable!"

She turned her head abruptly towards him.

"To be indispensable to Asher ben Jacobi, you have to be fully in his

confidence. That isn't the case."

Marcus drew in his breath.

"Ever since the episode with Joshua Aristides, I suppose?"

"You suppose correctly!"

He led her to a chair.

"Tell me."

For a moment, he thought she wouldn't - then, the floodgates opened.

"Asher once treated me like a daughter, Marcus. There was nothing he

wouldn't discuss with me - that was before I took the trip to Iberia. When I



came back, I told him everything. I told him about the meetings with Joshua,

which had been taking place over a number of years. I hid nothing! When I

finished, he was very quiet but he didn't seem angry, I could see that he was

a little hurt, but that was all and I really thought he had accepted that it was

all in the past. A bad experience from which I could learn.

I first started to notice a change when there were a few matters

mentioned which I knew nothing about. Just a word here and there, nothing

very significant. Then, my workload started to decrease gradually. Michael

became increasingly involved with Asher and, at the same time, I saw less

and less of him. As it stands at the moment, I doubt if Asher even realises

that I'm not in Jerusalem. I have virtually nothing to do with my time and if I'm

absent for a period and then return, Asher asks if I enjoyed myself, he's very

polite and quite friendly, but nothing more. The old familiarity has gone!"

Marcus ached to take her in his arms, she looked on the point of tears.

He resisted the impulse.

"Asher is a bone head! What does he think you've done? On the other

hand, what can be so secret in the Kingdom, that another Administrator has

to be considered as an enemy who employs spies? I thought this was

supposed to be a Kingdom of Peace - One Kingdom - One Lord!

"Don't excite yourself, Marcus!

"I have the right to be excited!"

"As you just said - this is the Kingdom of Peace!"

His look was almost ferocious. She met his gaze calmly. He felt his

annoyance evaporate. He laughed nervously and confessed.

"I don't think I've got so excited in years."

"You have to watch your blood pressure!"

He checked to see if she was laughing at him.



"I suppose you mean that an old man should take care of himself?"

"Don't put words in my mouth, Marcus! I see no reason for you to get

excited. I've got over the hurt and perhaps Asher has his point of view as

well."

"A point of view is one thing, freezing out a - er - loyal assistant - is

another. The word still applies, if you have something against your brother,

seek him out! It would have been more honest for Asher to say openly what

was on his mind."

"It also still applies: 'Judge not, lest you are judged by the same

measure'!"

Marcus stared at her and then burst out laughing.

"Who's side are you on, Leah?"

"I think that is the question Asher has been asking."

They separated to make ready for dinner. Marcus allowed himself the

luxury of a prolonged bath. He realised how tired he was. There had been no

time to unwind after the flurry of activity which had started with his prolonged

tour around the provincial centres of the Far East Administration, a tour which

had abruptly terminated by his hasty return to Salem and the death of Father

Joel. After that, there had been Joel's committal and the subsequent haste to

prepare for Asher's conference. Marcus was almost asleep when he thought

over his conversation with Leah.

There was surely no point in her returning to Jerusalem. Her

relationship with Asher was now a formality, whether it was justified or not,

was not for him to say. Clearly, there was no place for her in Asher's

Administration - but - ! A sudden thought made him sit up abruptly, he

disregarded the sudden slopping of the bath water. But! - There was a place

for her in his Administration! His Administration! He had the right to appoint



whosoever he chose! Leah was eminently suitable, she had a vast

experience as Asher's assistant. It was an ideal choice - and it kept her near

him!

The last part, he hardly dared to whisper to himself. He wanted her

near him. He thought of the sudden urge to protect her, to take her in his

arms and shield her and he grinned, he could almost hear Father Joel's hoot

of glee and see him rubbing his hands together in satisfaction!

He dressed and groomed himself with particular care and surveyed the

result in a full length mirror. Once again, the memory of Father Joel crowded

in and his usual comments about young peacocks taking an inordinate

amount of time in the bathroom. Marcus mockingly saluted his image and felt

like a young man about to sally forth on his first conquest. He was the first to

enter the dining room. He looked quickly at the place settings and sighed in

satisfaction - there were two. The house had emptied of visitors, he would

have Leah to himself.

She arrived a few moments later, she had also taken particular care

with her preparations. Marcus drew a quick breath at the sight and hoped his

mouth hadn't gaped open. He felt even more like a mere stripling of one

hundred and fifty instead of a mature grandfather of six hundred and forty

five. He took her arm and escorted her to the table.

"That was very gallant, Marcus. I could have found my own way."

"It seemed warranted on this occasion."

"I was reminded a little, of our dinner in Iberia - "

"I'm sorry - I want nothing to remind you of that episode!"

She looked around the room.

"It's been such a long time since I was in this house. I've always loved

it - you can almost taste the history and see Carl and Ruth setting up their



home."

"Father Joel once said he was only a hundred when they came here -

just think, he lived here for eight hundred and eighty five years!"

"He was always part of this house, it almost was as old as him - and

now, you will live here, Marcus!"

He smiled at her across the table.

"It's a big house for one person, Leah."

"Father Joel managed to fill it with his presence - I'm sure you will do

the same."

"I'm no Father Joel."

She laughed.

"What shall they call you, I wonder - Father Marcus?"

He pulled a face.

"I know I'm an old grandfather - but I hope not - at least, not just yet!"

The table attendant approached to pour the wine. Leah turned to him.

"You tell us, brother - shall we call Marcus, Father Marcus from now

on."

A slow smile spread across his face.

"I think not, Cousin Leah - either Brother or Cousin - but not Father."

Marcus eyed her with mock severity, when the brother had gone.

"I suppose you realise that your question is going to be spread all over

Salem? If I hear someone call me Father Marcus, I'll know who is to blame!"

They kept the conversation deliberately light during the meal. When it

was finished, they relaxed in deep recliners and watched the thin slither of

the crescent moon rise from above the hills, like a scimitar. The flood of silver

light increased and the hills and valleys were transformed. Most of the stars

were eliminated by the brilliance. Marcus was reminded of their previous



conversation.

"Your student friends talked of the stars not being there, even though

their light remained. Tonight, they are still there but their light is swallowed up

by a greater brilliance."

"Perhaps, we can learn from it, Marcus. We can learn not to be afraid,

even if the heavens are rolled up like a scroll. There is a greater light upon

which we can rely."

"We can learn something else. Once the Kingdom of Peace is at an

end, men will start to fear. They will know that part of the prophecy has been

fulfilled. Satan will have been released and the effect of his presence will be

felt by the whole of mankind. They will know that there are other parts of the

prophecy yet to happen. They will know that a very few years remain and

then, the entire human race will cease to exist in a moment. I am very much

afraid that there will be a general panic, the consequences will be quite

horrifying. Man will look for a way of escape, but there is none, there is no

pathway to escape what will come."

"Perhaps, man will realise the impossibility of escape and surrender to

the inevitable and wait calmly."

"Historically, man's sense of self preservation has always been his

most powerful driving force. Over the millennia, fictional writers have

described what would happen if the world was threatened with destruction.

Their stories were usually on the lines that man would find another world and

start all over again.

If he was threatened by nuclear disaster, he would build shelters and

hide himself until the danger was over.

He has always had a way of escape. With the ending of the physical

creation, for the first time, there is no possibility to avoid what is to happen.



Man will be required to sit and wait and to accept the inevitable. It will be his

last great test. The ultimate test of his obedience!"

"You are really saying that the defeat of Gog and his Horde is not the

final battle!"

"Scripture does not suggest that Satan will be defeated with Gog.

Satan will still trouble the hearts and minds of mankind until the last moment

of existence. The Ezekiel references make it clear that there is a period after

the defeat of Gog. It talks of collecting weapons for firewood, for at least

seven years."

"These prophecies are filled with spiritual numbers, I wonder if we

should take them so literally?"

"The number seven, you mean? I suppose we can take them as

literally as talking about Gog and Magog, Gomer and Beth-Togarmah. They

all mean something. "

She laughed softly.

"Do you know what I've been doing with all my spare time, Marcus?

I've been searching the lists of the Administrator's helpers to find anyone

whose name even sounds like Gog."

"And you found no one."

"How do you know?"

"It wouldn't be that easy, Leah. I've come to the conclusion that Gog is

a symbol. He might even be a composite being. He might represent a state of

mind - his leadership and his ability to form a coalition against the camp of

the saints, might be a driving force - some kind of urgency."

"I don't understand you."

"Lust is an urgency, so is greed, or hunger, or thirst. I am trying to say

that there will be some common cause which will unite people - and maybe,



that common cause has been given the name - Gog!"

"If so, why emphasise Magog and describe him as the Prince of

Resh?"

He raised his hand to signify defeat.

"I don't know, Leah. I was just thinking aloud."

"I still believe that he is going to come from out of the north, from

Magog and form a mighty coalition against Jerusalem!"

"We were talking about symbols, Leah. Here are some more. Magog

and the north might signify the midnight hour and the midnight hour has

always signified the last hour, the last days. Perhaps our symbolic Gog will

come in the last days to make war against the symbolic camp of the saints,

the Holy Jerusalem of the Kingly-Priesthood, Perhaps, this coalition of evil

will be defeated by heavenly fire of a spiritual nature - that which we have

been taught by the activity of the Lord and His Kingly Priests!"

He watched her face in the silver light, she was absorbed in taking in

what he had said. She was also very beautiful. He broke the silence.

"When do you plan to go back to Jerusalem."

"Are you so eager to get rid of me?"

"Do you always answer a question with a question?"

"I'm sorry, Marcus. I hadn't given it much thought."

"Salem is still your home, Leah."

"I've been away for so many years - I hardly know anybody - and what

would I do with my time?"

"Perhaps a little more than looking up lists of Administrator's

assistants!"

"I shouldn't have told you that!"

"It's a terrible waste of your capabilities. I have a suggestion - there is



a vacancy in my Administration - you might like to consider it."

She leaned forward.

"It depends what it is, Marcus."

"I can describe it to you in detail - it's the assistant to the

Administrator! I was assistant to Father Joel - and now, I need an assistant. I

think you are eminently suited and have a wealth of experience."


