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          Grigor Suskov was not the first to meet the putative Gog face to face, 
  but he was the first to return from the encounter relatively unscathed. Even in 
  his   self-imposed,   conservative   isolation,   Suskov   could   no   longer   deny  the 
  events   which   were   taking   place   around   the   Administration   Centre   on   the 
  Yenesei. Communications had been difficult for some time, but they had been 
  maintained until the avalanche of refugees from the north had swept down on 
  Alexei  Kharkov's  headquarters.  From that  moment, there  had  not  been  so 
  much as an official whisper of what had happened, or what they could expect 
  to occur next.
        In   his   role   as   one   of   Alexei's   'governors',   Grigor   was   not   without 
  resources. He was a man who made up his mind slowly, but when he finally 
  did so, he emerged from the agony of indecision, quite clear about his course 
  of action. 
        After some days of silence from the Yenesei, he sent out small teams 
  of his best men to scout the ground on the other side of the Urals. They were 
  given strict orders to keep a low profile and avoid provocation.
        They make contact with the forerunners of the migrants much earlier 
  than Grigor had anticipated. His own delay in forming a plan of action had 
  provided them with the time to sweep westward towards the mountain barrier, 
  crossing   the   broad   expanse   of   reclaimed   marshland   which   had   been   the 
  granary   of   Western   Siberia.   It   also   showed   the   speed   with   which   the 
  migration was taking place.
          Grigor was receiving constant enquiries from further to the west. The 
  Barenkov brothers and their cousin Feodor Chernienko, were urging him to 
  provide   information.   It   was   also   an   irritating   fact   that   the   Central   Area 
  Administrator, Michael ben Levi, was clamouring for enlightenment.
          When  his   scouting   parties  returned,   they all   had   the  same thing   to  
  report. There was a steady stream of refugees flowing westward. The small 
  communities   which   stood   in   their   path   were   being   swept   aside   and   their 
  storehouses emptied of supplies. This wasn't a disorganised rabble. A certain 
  degree of discipline prevailed and there was cohesion in their movements. 
        One of the scouting parties reported something else. Gog had a policy 
  when it came to dealing with communities. If they chose to offer resistance, 
  they were quickly brushed aside as if they were no more than flies causing 
  minor irritation and they were left with nothing except the smouldering ruins of 
  what   had   once   been   their   homes.   On   the   other   hand,   if   they   voluntarily 
  handed over the contents of their storehouses, they were dealt with fairly and 
  their communities spared from destruction. 
        It was information  to  be  digested  calmly,  a  matter to  be considered 
  without haste, but by the  time the  advancing  mass of people  had crossed 
  over into Grigor's stewardship, close to the eastern foothills of the Urals, he 
  had made up his mind on a course dictated by prudence. He sent out fresh 
  scouting groups to start negotiations with the advance guard of the migrants 
  and now he awaited his first meeting with Gog.
        The   terms   of   the   meeting   had   been   precisely   laid   down   by   Gog's 



  lieutenants. Suskov was careful to observe them to the letter. He knew his 
  actions   were   being   closely   monitored   by   those   who   cared   for   adjacent 
  stewardships. There was a great deal at stake for all of them. It wasn't only a 
  matter of how he and his communities would be handled. The negotiations 
  and subsequent agreement, would form the pattern for those who stood in the 
  path of the relentless movement into Europe. 
        The Pod carrying Grigor Suskov and four of his closest advisers, had 
  already been waiting at the venue for a half hour. The man they had assumed 
  to   be   Gog   was   taking   his   time.  Grigor   was   astute   enough   to   recognise   a 
  powerplay. It was good political tactics to keep a nervous negotiator waiting. 
  He   was   old   enough,   wise   enough   and   patient   enough   not   to   allow   his 
  emotions to show. The delay gave him additional time to think, to wonder if 
  he was really dealing  with the mysterious Gog who had filled  the thoughts 
  and   imaginations   of   men   for   nearly   three   thousand   years.   There   was   no 
  reason to think otherwise. Every prophecy became an actuality at one time or 
  the other and equally, the reality was not necessarily in accordance with what 
  man had imagined it to be.
        His pilot spoke softly.
        "A Pod is approaching from the north-east."
        His   voice   was   tense   and   reflected   the   general   atmosphere   in   the 
  cabin. Undoubtedly, this was a significant moment, their future comfort would 
  be dictated by the terms which were about to be dictated. Suskov was under 
  no   illusions,   this   was   not   a   negotiation   between   equals,   this   would   be   a 
  statement of requirements by their future overlord. 
        The   Pod   hovered   above   them,   no   doubt,   those   on   board   were 
  reassuring   themselves   that   it   was   not   an   ambush.   When   the   pilot   was 
  satisfied, he landed close to their ship. Its outer doors opened but no one left 
  the ship. There was a long delay. Suskov's pilot muttered quietly.
          "You are expected to go there."
          Grigor  nodded  and  made his  way to  the  open  door  of  his  ship.  He 
  stood framed in it for a moment, before descending to the uneven ground. He 
  waited for his advisors to join him  and then they began walking slowly in the 
  direction of the other vessel. Someone appeared in its doorway - a reception 
  committee of one. He gestured for them to follow him and disappeared inside 
  once more.
          Grigor Suskov was not surprised to see Georgi Malenski  sitting at a 
  table in the cabin. The 'governor' of one of Alexei's Arctic provinces stared at 
  his fellow 'governor'. Suskov returned the gaze silently. Malenski nodded in 
  acknowledgement.
          "Greetings, Grigor Suskov - I wondered how long it would be before 
  we met."
          "Greetings, Georgi Malenski - I too wondered when I would meet Gog!"
          Malenski's eyebrows rose a fraction.
        "That could be a dangerous assumption, brother Grigor. I do not claim 
  to be the fabled Gog. I might even construe it as an insult to be called by that 
  name. I put it to you that your scouts have found no evidence to suggest that 
  I am leading a bloodthirsty horde which is about to sweep down on a people 
  living in peace in unfenced cities. 
        On  the  contrary,  the people  who have  placed  themselves under my 



  protection  are farmers whose land has been frozen  into  permafrost. There 
  are also artisans whose industries have been blown apart by the blizzards 
  coming down from the  pole. They are  citizens  displaced  from their  homes 
  without hope of returning. They are women and children battling against cold, 
  hunger and disease. 
        Search to your heart's content but you will not find an organised army 
  with weapons of war. Our ploughshares have not been beaten into spears, 
  nor have our sickles been converted to swords. You may choose to call me 
  Gog, but I can't help what others want to call me."
        "What have you done with Alexei Kharkov?"
          Georgi eyed him steadily.
        "What do you think I've done with him, Grigor? I have treated him as I 
  have always treated him - with love and respect."
        "Is   it   respectful     to   overrun   his   headquarters   and   sever 
    communications?"
        "Once again, my dear brother, you are making assumptions about my 
  actions   -   and   my  motives.   Where   else   would   you   expect   me  to   take   my 
  displaced   population?   Alexei   is   too   old   and   frail   to   journey   around   his 
  Administration.   I  am  faced   with   a   major  crisis.  My people   have   to  be  fed. 
  Millions have already died in the trek to the south, some from starvation and 
  others from the effects of the climate change. Where else could I take them, 
  excepting to Alexei, who is the father of us all?"
          Grigor  faced   the   other  man's emotionless   question.   He   wondered  if 
  Georgi really believed the words which were coming out of his own mouth. He 
  ran his tongue across his lips, they felt suddenly dry.
        "What did our father Alexei have to tell you, brother Georgi, when you 
  arrived on his doorstep with your millions of followers?"
          "Only what you would expect, my dear brother. He advised me to seek 
  food where it was to be found. He ordered the storehouses along the Yenesei 
  and to the south to be opened. He told me to disperse the people so that they 
  had   a  chance  to   live   normally.   Our  problem  is,  that   as fast   as I  find   new 
  homes for the people, others join us and cry for food and shelter and so, we 
  are constantly on the move to satisfy our needs." 
          "There must surely come a time when this movement must stop - "
          "Only   when   there   is   no   one   else   who   is   hungry   or   without   shelter, 
  brother Grigor!"
          Grigor stared at him, the returned gaze was relentless. There could be 
  no   doubt   that   the   trauma   of   the   previous   three   years   had   disturbed   him 
  mentally.
          "And now you move westward."
        "That is correct,  brother  Grigor.  We  move to the  west. The  north  is 
  totally inhospitable, the south has impenetrable mountains - the east cannot 
  provide the degree of relief that we need - my good friend, Ambrose Suosin, 
  has problems of his own and I have no desire to encroach upon the Far East 
  Administration, we must handle our own problems within the Heartland - and 
  so, it must be to the west, away from the bleak Siberian plains, into the more 
  gentle European country!"
          Grigor cleared his throat.
        "I am pleased to hear that you have no intentions of capitalising on the 



  situation in East Asia."
          Georgi remained watchful.
          "Other than a mutual problem with the climate and refugees, I know of 
  no other situation."
          Grigor drew breath, he would have liked to leave him in ignorance but 
  it was already too late.
        "I thought you would have been made aware of the death of Marcus 
    Steinbecker!"
          Georgi didn't relax his gaze.
        "I have been out of communication for some time. I'm sorry to hear of 
  his death. I met him once, he impressed me with his wisdom."
        "He died in a suborbiter accident on his way to attend the committal of 
  Asher ben Jacobi."
          Georgi nodded slowly.
        "The death of Asher ben Jacobi is also news to me. So, we have lost 
  two important Administrators within a very short period of time - it is a great 
  loss."
        "But one which suits your purposes, perhaps."
        "I   hope   you   are   not   being   unwise   enough   to   suggest   that   I   am 
  responsible in any way?"
          Grigor's bravery evaporated rapidly.
        "I am suggesting nothing, in any case, a new Administrator has been 
  nominated to care for both areas."
        "It is the prerogative of a Kingly-Priest to do so."
        "I   am   sure   we   are   both   aware   of   that   fact,   brother   Georgi.   Alexei 
  Kharkov remains our Administrator until a Firstling declares otherwise."
        "I do not require to be reminded of that fact, brother Grigor."
        In the face of the steady stare, Grigor changed the subject.
          "You  have  mentioned  your  intention  of moving  westward  across the 
  Urals - what about those who have already settled in that country?"
          Georgi eyed him without blinking.
          "Surely, you do not suggest that some should live in settled comfort, 
  whilst  others starve?  Do you  want to  see a repetition  of similar conditions 
  which were allowed to arise before the Great Destruction  of one thousand 
  years ago? In fact, it was a contributing factor to the three and a half years of 
  the   nuclear   winter.   Those   who   had   nothing   were   starved   and   abused   by 
  those   who   had   plenty.   Surely,   you   are   not   suggesting   a   return   to   those 
  conditions,   brother   Grigor?   Such   an   attitude   would   mean   that   we   have 
  learned   nothing   during   the   thousand   years   of   the   Kingdom   -   and   just   as 
  surely,   such   am  attitude   would   produce   once   again   a   time  of   turmoil   and 
  destruction!" 
          Grigor cleared his throat once more.
          "Those who have remembered what they have been taught, will agree 
  that we must find room and food for all."
          Georgi nodded slowly in approval.
        "I thought you were a reasonable man, Grigor. That is the reason why I 
  consented to talk to you. I am sure that we are capable of agreeing on the 
  future like reasonable men and because you are a reasonable man, you will 
  share what you have with us! We will follow the words of Scripture: 'Where a 



  man has been given much, much will  be expected of him; and the more a 
  man has had entrusted to him the more he will be required to repay'. 
        "What do you demand of us, Georgi Malenski?"
          Georgi leaned back in his chair.
        "I   can   demand   nothing,   brother   Grigor.   Instead,   I   appeal   to   your 
  compassion for a starving people. I am confident that you will make demands 
  upon yourself  - and what more or less could  they be, than  that you  share 
  what you   have?   You  will   be  moved  to   show  us  a  gesture  of  good  will   by 
  opening your storehouses. In return, we will protect you from marauders who 
  would   seek   to   steal   what   you   have!   I   will   station   a   garrison   at   your 
    headquarters for this purpose. We will protect you and ensure that there are 
  none   who   would   try   to   encourage   unrest.   We   will   punish   those   who   are 
  greedy and who think only of their own comfort. 
        In   addition,   because   you   are   a   prudent   and   reasonable   man,  I   will 
  value your contribution to the common good. I will make a place for you on 
  my council of advisors. Our purpose will be to maintain discipline. We must 
  avoid the excesses of a mindless mob. When you are under my protection, 
  you will never need to fear! Now - I would like to hear if you have alternative 
    suggestions."
          Grigor glanced out of the corner of his eye at his silent advisers. They 
  avoided the look and remained dumb. He knew he was defeated. There could 
  be no suggestion of rejection or rebellion. It would be a pointless gesture to 
  resist, knowing that to do so would mean being stripped of everything they 
  possessed and perhaps, to lose their lives. To accept would mean an uneasy 
  existence, but they could expect to hold on to something. On the other hand, 
  there was no support visible  from any ally strong enough to withstand  the 
  demands - no viable alternative offer. Grigor nodded.
        "I   have   no   alternative   suggestions,   brother   Georgi.   Your   terms   are 
  generous."
          Georgi nodded slowly and smiled.
        "I   am  so   happy   to   see   your   enthusiasm  and   wholehearted   support, 
  brother Grigor. Now, I suggest that you return to your headquarters and await 
  our   advance   party.   You   will   have   much   to   prepare   during   the   next   three 
  days!"
          Georgi  Malenski  watched  them troop  back to  their  own ship. Grigor 
  Suskov would require a degree of surveillance. His fellow 'governor' was not 
  an imaginative man, but it was always possible that a spark of rebellion could 
  be kindled - and if it was, the man who was being called Gog, would need to 
  act quickly. 
          Grigor and his party returned to their ship in silence. This was the way 
  it   would   have   to   be   in   the   future.   Discussions   would   be   conducted   in 
  whispers, for fear that they would be reported to Gog. There was no longer a 
  doubt in Grigor's mind that Georgi Malenski was the man. It was knowledge 
  calculated to render him impotent. They had been told repeatedly that no one 
  could stand against Gog. He was an irresistible force leading a numberless 
  Horde, who would sweep all before them.
        The pilot lifted their Pod into the sky and at the same time, the other, 
  which  carried  Gog,  headed  back at high  speed  towards  the  east.  Grigor's 
  pilot turned to the west and the broad, windswept plain was empty. It would 



  not remain so for long, soon it would be crawling with the great movement of 
  men, women and children seeking a new beginning. The tragedy was that no 
  one   should   have   denied   them   the   right   to   do   so,   but   like   so   many   past 
  generations, those who possessed the land would try to turn back the tide 
  and would be swept aside by the momentum of its irresistible force.
        If ever it was a time for decisive action it was then. Grigor Suskov was 
  not a man capable of acting decisively. Events were moving too fast for him. 
  When he returned to his headquarters on the deceptively calm western side 
  of the Urals, he was confronted by an additional, unexpected problem - in the 
  form of an uninvited  visitor.  Feodor Chernienko  was waiting  for him at the 
  landing pad. Grigor slowly exited his Pod and was met with a cordial greeting.
          "Greetings, brother Grigor. I am happy to see that you have returned 
  safely."
          Grigor nodded brusquely. He felt a surge of annoyance, the initiative 
  was being wrestled from him by this upstart, jaunty Cossack who was young 
  enough to be his son!.
          "Greetings, brother Feodor. I am most surprised to see you - of course, 
  you are more than welcome!"
        Feodor   grinned   amiably.   Grigor   was   living   up   to   his   stuff-shirt 
  reputation. He tried a little flattery.
        "I wanted to assure you of my support in your dealings with Gog. You 
  took the initiative to seek him out, the least the rest of us can do is stand with 
  you!"
          Grigor eyed him suspiciously.
          "You seem very certain that I've met with Gog."
        Feodor gestured casually.
        "I am sure you are the best judge as to whether you have actually met 
  the fabled leader from the far recesses of  the north!"
          Grigor proceeded with caution.
        "I have met someone who lays no claim to the name."
        "Isn't   that   to   be   expected?   Gog   is   not   yet   perfectly   positioned   to 
  assume overall control. He allows others to make the assumption."
        By this time, they had entered Grigor's complex. The reluctant host led 
  the way to his private office and gestured to a chair. Feodor maintained his 
  smile and accepted. 
        "I   hope   you   have   some   news   of   our   dear   Father   Alexei.   We've 
  experienced some difficulties with communications over the last few days."
        The answer was slow in coming.
        "I have been assured that he is safe and well."
        "That is very good to hear - I look forward to being able to visit him 
  soon - as I am sure you are!" 
          Grigor gazed into Feodor's disarming smile.
        "I had no plans to visit Father Alexei - the current situation demands 
  my attention here."
        "Ah, yes! The current situation. Tell me, brother Grigor, when can we 
  expect Gog and his Horde to appear on this side of the Urals?"
        The question came with the speed of a rapier. It left Grigor groping for 
  an appropriate answer.
        "I can't answer for the leader I have just met." 



        Feodor eyed him steadily, his smile had faded a little.
          "You persist in avoiding to call him by name. I wonder why? I am quite 
  sure I am not mistaken. There should be no doubt in your mind that you have 
  just met Gog."
        "He made the point that it is others who choose  to call  him by that 
  name. I still call him brother Georgi Malenski."
        Feodor nodded slowly.
        "That is your option, brother Grigor. No doubt, he presented you with a 
  choice which is not a choice. You were given no option other than to accept 
  his terms. Either you will cooperate with him and accommodate his demands, 
  or he will  sweep you  aside  as he has done  others and confiscate  all  you 
  have."
          Grigor stared at the young man.
          "You appear to be very well informed and provide the answers to your 
  own questions, brother Feodor."
        The younger man stood and walked to the closed window. Outside, the 
  terrain looked bleak and cold.
        "I hope you realise, brother Grigor, that there has to come a time when 
  someone stands up to him. Everyone who surrenders now, only postpones 
  the inevitable conflict. In the name of heaven, man! You may be quite certain 
  that we are dealing with Gog! We are confronting the leader of the host who 
  will   prove   whether   we   stand   with   God   or   whether   we   surrender   to   the 
  influence of Satan!"
          "Brave words! Brave words indeed, brother Feodor - but tell me how I 
  can resist millions who are poised to enter my stewardship?  You spoke of 
  options - alternatives which are neither. They will either come and consume 
  what we have like an uncontrollable fire, or they will pass through and leave 
  something for us. I think I should remind you of something else, young man. 
  To the north, my stewardship is threatened by a similar danger. 
          Coming down from the Russian Arctic, from Scandia and the reclaimed 
  lands, is another hungry mob. I have no resources to confront them. I have 
  been told by my scouting parties that they are totally pitiless. On the other 
  hand, Georgi Malenski has control over his millions. Perhaps, it is a case of 
  the devil you know being better than the devil you don't know!" 
        Feodor stared at him.
        "I would rather trust in the God I know than any devil, whether I know 
  him or not!"
          Grigor stood abruptly.
          "Then, that is where we differ, Feodor Chernienko. Perhaps, you will 
  sing  a different  tune when you  are confronted  with  an irresistible  force  on 
  your doorstep!"

                                    


