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        During the nuptial night, there was a commotion in the house. Michael 
  sat up and listened. It was lighter than it should have been. He slipped out of 
  the bed, hoping not to waken Leah and moved quickly to the window. It faced 
  out towards Jerusalem, It was from there that the glow in the sky originated. 
  Leah joined him at the window.
        "What is it?" 
        "I don't know - "
        The   door   chime  sounded,   that   in   itself   was   unusual,   if   anyone   had 
  wanted  to   contact   him, they  would   normally  have   used   the  communicator. 
  Michael opened the door cautiously. Luke Belin stood facing him, he was a 
  picture of abject apology.
        "I am so sorry to disturb you, Michael - but I think you should know - 
  Mount   Zion   and   Mount   Moriah   are   ablaze!   The   Temple   Mount   has   been 
  torched!"
          "Torched!"
          "There's a ring of fire right around the base of the reserved area inside 
  the wall. The trees and scrub have been deliberately fired - at the moment, 
  we have a team of citizens helping to control the flames!"
        Leah  and  Michael   dressed  quickly and  joined  Luke in   a Pod  at the 
  front of the house. The rest of the wedding guests had been roused and they 
  were crowding into other pods. Michael gestured Luke to get on his way, he 
  had no desire to waste time debating what might or might not have caused 
  the conflagration. Leah murmured softly.
        "The   parklands   at   the   base   must   be   on   fire   all   the   way   around.   I 
  suppose there's no possibility of it being an accident, Luke?"
        Their driver shook his head.
        "All reports indicate a sudden encirclement of fires, as if they had all 
  been lit  at the same time. If it had started  in one place  and spread, there 
  might be a case to be made for it to be an accident."
          Because it was the Administrator's Pod, they were given priority over 
  other traffic into the centre of Jerusalem - but it was obvious that most of the 
  population   were   converging   on   the   scene   of   the   blaze.   The   Pod   eased 
  through   a   huge   crowd   which   had   assembled   against   a   cordon   of   hastily 
  summoned militia.  Michael  looked  at them as they passed, they were well 
  behaved,   silent,   staring   at   the   roaring   flames   beyond   the   encircling   wall, 
  which kept this most holy of sites apart from the rest of Jerusalem. He knew 
  too well, that it was considered to be holy ground and he knew as surely, that 
  this was the work of Gog!
        They stepped  from  the  Pod and  moved to  the  command point. The 
  Militia Commander turned and saluted.
          "Captain Eli Benjamin, sir. We haven't got the flames under control yet, 
  I'm afraid - the water pressure up here is pretty bad."
          Michael said almost to himself.
        "The water supply is barely sufficient for a small village,  let alone a 



  city."  
        The   captain   looked   at   him   quickly   and   said   nothing.   Michael 
    elaborated.
        "That   was   the   assessment   of   an   engineer   from  over   one   thousand 
  years ago - before the Great Destruction. Nothing much has changed!"
        "No, sir - it hasn't! The fire is getting away from us, spreading up the 
  hillside. I can't understand it, I would have thought, with all the wet weather 
  we've had, it would be hard to take hold."
          Michael stared beyond the crown of the flames.
          "Give me your glasses, captain."
        The young officer took them from around his neck and handed them to 
  him. Michael focused them beyond the fire line, towards the crest of the hills. 
  He stared for a long moment. 
          "There are people on the summit!"
        The captain reclaimed his glasses.
        "Are you sure, sir - who would be on the summit at this time of night - 
  and who would be fool enough to stay up there with a fire all around them?"
        "A good question, brother Eli - perhaps, the people who started it in 
  the first place!"
        "I think I see them."
          "They're not easy to see because of the heat mirage from the fire, but 
  I'm sure there are people up there!"
          Luke interjected.
          "We've had a flood of reports about the increase of hooliganism in the 
  city, brother Michael."
          Michael nodded.
        "I   know,   I've   read   the   reports,   Luke.   Somehow  I   doubt   if   there's   a 
  connection. I find it hard to believe that some of our wild youngsters would 
  desecrate the Temple Mount. We might be wise to keep an open mind until 
  we have all the facts."
        It took some time before the fire was brought under control. As soon as 
  it was safe to pass through the blackened area, they joined a group of militia 
  to climb to the summit on foot. It was judged too dangerous to use the Pod 
  lines before they were checked out. Long before they reached the brow of 
  Mount Moriah,  Michael  could  see  that something  had been  altered  on the 
  summit. He opened his communicator and issued a brisk order.
        "I want no lights to be directed to the hilltop - and I want someone up 
  here, on the double, with power saws!"
        Leah looked into his grim face.
        "I   want   no   one   to   see   this,   Leah.   I   want   no   one   to   see   how   the 
  sanctuary and the citadel has been desecrated by the forces of Gog!"
        They had  reached  the  site  of the  desecration.  A tree  had  been  cut 
  down   from   further   down   the   slope   and   hauled   to   the   top,   close   to   the 
    commemoration stone which indicated the place of Abraham's willingness to 
  sacrifice Isaac. It had been erected into a hole and leaned at a crazy angle, 
  which was almost an additional obscenity. Leah whispered.
        "I don't understand, Michael - it's only a tree trunk."
        "A tree trunk of obscenity, Leah! This is a Baal - don't you understand 
  what that means?"



        She shook her head.
        "Apart from it being  the  name of an ancient god  worshipped  by the 
  tribes in this part of the world - no, I don't understand."
        "It   wasn't   only   worshipped   in   this   part   of   the   world.   It   has   its 
  counterpart in many other ancient cultures - and in each case, it served the 
  same   purpose.   Baal   the   male   expression   and   Ashtoreth   was   the   female. 
  Many sacrifices were made to this god and goddess. You are right, Baal is an 
  ancient god,  which serves the basest aspect of human nature - to be precise, 
  Baal was a fertility god. The tree trunk represents the symbol of male fertility - 
  it is a phallic symbol! I knew I could see figures up here when we couldn't get 
  through the ring of fire. I wouldn't like to describe what they were probably 
  doing! 
        In biblical times the prophets of Israel tried to keep the Israelites on a 
  godly path, but constantly, they had to fight the gods who were around them - 
  one of the most serious threats came from Baal and Ashtoreth. We can read  
  over and over again, that Baals were set up in high places and that the godly 
  kings and the prophets had them cut down and burnt. Then, there would be 
  backsliding   kings   who   allowed   their   people   to   erect   them   again.   Jezebel 
  worshipped Baal and put the prophets to death if they defied her.
        It  didn't  seem to  matter how much the  people  were  warned  against 
  worshipping   them,   they   seemed   to   have   a   fatal   attraction.   This   is   'the 
  abominable thing that causes desolate'. Now do you understand?"
        Leah whispered:

          'Armed forces dispatched by him will desecrate the sanctuary and the 
  citadel  and do away with the regular offering. And there will  be set up the 
  "abominable thing that causes desolation"

          Michael nodded, grim faced.
          "Exactly - and we can also consider it to be a personal message to us, 
  my darling. A message of contempt which says: 'Enjoy your new relationship 
  whilst you can, but remember, I am coming!'"
        Leah shook her head.
        "I can't believe that Georgi Malenski would do this."
          "Georgi Malenski might not - but Gog certainly would - and has!"
        A troop of men loomed out of the darkness, they carried power cutters. 
  Michael waited until they had gathered round him.
        "I want this thing cut down and the pieces carried back down to the 
  fire. I want every part of it burnt - every splinter, even the dust which comes 
  from the cutter. I want the soil around hole, dug out and I want the stump and 
  the soil around it carried down to the fire. Not the tiniest scrap must remain - 
  is that clearly understood? After you have finished, I want you to burn every 
  scrap of your clothing and I want you to be scrubbed clean before you leave 
  this holy hill. Eli Benjamin, I will hold you responsible to make sure that this is 
  done as I have directed!" 
        The  captain  looked  stunned  but he stammered acceptance. Michael 
  turned to Luke.
        "I want you to catch up with the group who has done this, I have no 
  doubt that are now heading back to the coast. I want the countryside roused 



  and I want those men!"
          Luke stammered.
        "Is that wise, Michael."
        "Do as I say! I will deal with these men, Luke - and Gog will learn that 
  he does not do as he pleases in the sanctuary and citadel of Jerusalem!" 
        Leah took his arm, he was rigid with tension.
        "Come away, Michael  - there's nothing more you can do here - and 
  Luke is right, keep your fingers away from these men, God will deal with them 
  in His own good time - He doesn't need you to deal out justice on His behalf!"
        She wasn't sure whether he heard her, but he allowed her to lead him 
  back down the darkened hill. At the base, their Pod stood ready to take them 
  back to Asher's villa. The air was acrid with the stench of burned trees and 
  undergrowth. Here and there, the fires flared and subsided, fanned by a fitful 
  breeze. Most of the crowd had dispersed, the excitement was at an end and 
  there was nothing more to see now that the worst of the fires had been put 
  out. A militia cordon still protected the controlled entrance to the summit road. 
          Michael looked back at the darkened hilltop, there was no sign of the 
  activity which he had ordered. It was an attempt to expunge the presence of 
  evil from the holy site. He felt as if he had been physically violated and no 
  matter how much he tried to tell himself that it was only a symbolic place, one 
  which   had   meant   a   great   deal   in   previous   times,   but   now,   was   only   a 
    commemoration site of what had once happened there, he still  felt as if he 
  had been dealt a physical blow.
        The night was nearly over and the first light of the dawn touched the 
  eastern   sky.   Luke   had   been   busy   on   the   Pod's   communicator.   By   now, 
  squads of men were scouring  the  countryside  between Jerusalem and the 
  polders along the Eastern Basin, trying  to intercept the perpetrators of the 
  evil. The heat and anger in Michael had ebbed away, he began to wonder 
  what he would do with Gog's men if any were captured. Leah had been right, 
  he   had   thrown   out   lurid   threats   under   the   stress   of   the   moment   and   the 
  summits of Zion and Moriah were an appropriate place for that sort of talk, 
  but when it came to physically dealing with the guilty men, he was now no 
  longer so sure. For some reason, he was reminded that he still had Deborah 
    Steinbecker and David locked away and that he still prevaricated about their 
  fate. A decision would have to be made about them before long.
        They returned to Asher's villa, it was ablaze with light. Their wedding 
  guests were waiting for them in the main reception room. All of them looked a 
  little sick and even Joshua could find nothing to say to the grim faced man 
  who had joined them. Elena Malenski stood rigidly by the side of her chair 
  and as always, the ever faithful Feodor was in attendance. Leah asked:
        "I take it that you have heard what happened?"
          Joshua offered cautiously.
        "We heard that the Temple Mount was set alight and that now, the fire 
  has been put out."
        Leah glanced at Michael, he seemed totally exhausted, it was almost 
  as if he was hardly aware of what was happening.
        "It was more than that, Joshua - the Temple Mount was desecrated by 
  - by an effigy - and we believe certain - rites were performed around it!"
        Feodor burst in.



        "What sort of rites?"
          Elena placed a hand on his arm.
        "I know what they are, Feodor."
        She eased down into a chair and winced in discomfort.
        "It was one of the reasons why I left Gorki."
          Michael looked up sharply. Elena went on.
        "What I did tell you was true enough - I no longer recognised Georgi 
  Malenski as the man I married. He was a godly man and I loved him - but he 
  has changed into a fanatic. He drives himself and he drives others beyond 
  the   point   of   mental   endurance.   I   didn't   want   my  son   to   be   raised   in   an 
    atmosphere of veneration of war and victories over peaceful  people whose 
  only   crime   was   to   try   to   protect   their   homes   and   lands   from   rapacious 
  savages! Nor did I want him to bow down to men like Pik Sedova. 
        I didn't want my child  to be born  into such an atmosphere - I didn't 
  want to be known as the wife of Gog, or my children, as the children of a 
  monster - but there was something else - something the women whispered 
  about and laughed about behind their hands. It took me some time to work 
  out what they were saying but eventually, I realised that there was some sort 
  of cultus celebrated in the fields around Gorki. They would go out at night  
  and come back filthy and laughing - and stinking! 
          Eventually,   one   of   the   women   preened   herself   in   front   of   me   and 
  mocked my innocence. She told me that they had gone back to the old ways - 
  she called them the exciting ways, when the blood ran free and they could 
  forget all their inhibitions. The excuse she made was that they were trying to 
  make the fields fertile, so that we all had enough to eat - but it was only an 
  excuse. It was then that I decided to flee to the south."
        The   silence   was   profound.   Feodor   looked   frankly   thunderstruck. 
  Michael stared hard at Elena and said nothing. There was still one more thing 
  she wanted to say.
        "I want you to know this, Michael ben Levi. I don't believe my husband 
  knew about what they were doing. - I see that you find that hard to believe, 
  but I am sure he had no idea. - Georgi is a dreamer - most of the time, he 
  lives in a world of his own, trying to resolve the impossible problems he has 
  been given. He is a man who walks apart, he would never demean himself to 
  join in such an activity - and he would never turn a blind eye to such filth. 
        It is my belief that Georgi would never have sent anyone to desecrate 
  the Temple Mount. He would never have  commemorated your Nuptials with 
  such an act of contempt. He holds you and Leah in very high regard. Georgi 
  would not have done this thing - there is only one who would have dared to 
  do so - "
          Michael murmured.
        "Pik Sedova."
          Elena   nodded.   She   leaned   back   and   closed   her   eyes   and   a   tear 
  trickled down her face.
          "Georgi may or may not be Gog - but Sedova most certainly is!"
        Pik Sedova was well satisfied with the excursion into enemy territory. 
  The project had been carried out with precision and there were no casualties. 
  The shuttles which had taken his men close to Jerusalem, had come in low 
  over the polders bordering the ancient coast of the Holiest of all Lands. They 



  had   been   undetected   in   the   general   traffic   which   flowed   back   and   forth 
  between the cities along  the shoreline.  The general  aura of festivity which 
  had   accompanied   the   nuptials   of   the   Administrator   and   his   bride,   had 
  provided the degree of laxity he had required for the element of surprise.
        His men had been tough fighters and well  able  to scramble up and 
  down the mountainsides in their progress through the Carpathians and the 
  Alpine chain. The wall  surrounding the sanctuary had been a contemptible 
  obstacle. They had fired the lower slopes after they had erected the effigy. 
  There had been time for a little 'exuberance' on the summit, before they had 
  quietly   slipped   away   through   a   small   gap   in   the   cordon   of   fire   and   had 
  returned to their shuttles. By the time Michael had woken up to the fact that 
  he had been invaded and had ordered out his militia to scour the countryside, 
  Sedova's men were already half way home across the expanse of the Eastern 
  Basin. All in all, it had been a most satisfactory exercise and one which had 
  bloodied the nose of his opponents. 
          Sedova received the enthusiastic reports and joined in the applause of 
  his captains. The episode had raised morale even higher than that which had 
  followed his string of victories in the Corinth Trough and to the east. He was 
  content   to   rest   his   men.   He   needed   time   to   consider   his   approach   when 
  confronted with the wrath of his commander. He had no doubt that he would 
  soon  be  faced  with  a  very angry Georgi  Malenski,  who would  be far  from  
  appreciating  the initiative of the raid on Jerusalem. 
        He   wondered   how   much   longer   he   was   going   to   tolerate   this 
  bureaucrat who tried to run his campaigns as if he was moving wheat quotas 
  from one  district  to  another.  Only one  thing  stood  in  the  way of removing 
  Georgi   Malenski   from   the   scene   and   that   was   the   undoubted   awe   and 
  mystique with which the bulk of his followers regarded him.
        Pik   Sedova   had   not   been   wrong   when   he   assessed   that   his 
    commander would be annoyed, but he could never have imagined the degree 
  of fury which was unleashed on the luckless Ruri when he brought the news 
  to Georgi, who had taken up residence in the Vistula headquarters of Anatole 
  Barenkov. The long awaited explosion of frustration and rage erupted. It was 
  fortunate that Ruri had two companions with him, for Malenski had taken him 
  by the throat and screamed into his face and would have choked him to death 
  if they hadn't forced him to let go. 
        As suddenly as his rage had erupted, it was spent. He sagged in the 
  restraining arms and stared mutely at the blackened face of his friend. Ruri 
  had   collapsed   to   the   floor   and   was   trying   to   suck   air   into   starved   lungs. 
  Georgi shrugged himself free and they let him go. He went down on his knees 
  and hauled the gasping man upright. He bowed his head and sobbed aloud. 
  Ruri reached out and took his shoulder. He managed a painful rasp.
        "It doesn't help to kill the messenger, Georgi!"
          Malenski nodded mutely and then managed to whisper.
        "But I will kill Pik Sedova!"
        The two companions took Ruri away and Georgi turned to stare blindly 
  out of the window. It would not be long before Anatole returned - that is, if he 
  had not decided to cut his losses and remain in Jerusalem or alternatively, 
  flee   to   his   brother   in   the   south   -   or   to   Feodor   Chernienko   in   the   east.   If 
  Anatole   did   return,   he   would   hear   at   first   hand   an   account   of   what   had 



  actually happened in Jerusalem. He turned back to the fire which was trying 
  to heat the cold room. He couldn't get warm and it seemed that as each day 
  passed, he became more and more cold, as if he was freezing from within. If 
  Elena had been with him, it would be have been different, but she was not 
  and   that   in   itself,   created   an   inner   chill.   He   was   a   lonely   man   and   his 
  followers knew it. More than once, there had been a hint that he should take 
  one of the women who were always more than ready to offer themselves to 
  the great leader - but he could not - if Elena was gone from him, there would 
  never be anyone else.
        He   thought   over   his   threat   to   kill   Pik   Sedova.   It   had   been   an 
  expression of outrage following on his attack on Ruri. It might have been a 
  wild statement, but it was no idle threat. He had known for some time that 
  eventually,  the time would come when Sedova would be more of a liability 
  than an asset. He knew also, that Sedova had his agenda. The time was fast 
  approaching when Georgi  Malenski  would prove to be a thorn in Sedova's 
  side. It might come down to who would strike first.
        The time was fast approaching when he would control the lands north 
  of the old Black Sea. Feodor would be swept aside, as he had swept aside 
  the feeble resistance of Anatole Barenkov and was in the process of doing 
  the same to his brother Alexander. Feodor would put up a fight, of that, he 
  was quite  sure. It was such a useless expenditure  of energy.  Couldn't  his 
  opponents realise that it was a matter of course that he should become the 
  Prince  of Rosh and Tubal  and  Meshech?  Nothing  could  stand  against the  
  inevitable, even Michael ben Levi would have to acknowledge it.
        He thought over the last conversation he had had with him. Michael 
  had said something to the effect:
        'I will never call you Gog, unless you start to act like Gog, or until you 
  call yourself Gog'
          Georgi stared into the fire, he whispered into the flames.
        "I am Gog and you are Michael! I do the works of Gog and you must 
  do the works of Michael!"
 


