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        His mind was upon other things. He satisfied his curiosity to see how 
  Asher's   estate   looked   in   the   daylight,   and   decided   that   it   was   quite 
  impressive, especially so, with the location of the house on the top of a steep 
  rise which looked out on the valley leading  through the hills to Jerusalem. 
  The thought of Jerusalem spurred him into a decision. It was one thing to be 
  whisked around from place to place encased in a Pod and quite another to 
  get the feel of a city by walking its streets. 
        He   made   his   way   around   the   outside   of   the   house   to   where   the 
  communal Pods were parked. There was no one in attendance but he knew it 
  was   unnecessary   to   ask   permission   to   use   one.   Everything   within   the 
  Kingdom was held  in  common and by taking  an available  vehicle,  he was 
  confirming the right of anyone to reciprocate and take one from his door in far 
  away Salem.
        He was brought to attention by the Pod's onboard computer.
          "Good morning, Mr. Steinbecker what is your destination, please?"
        As   soon   as   he   had   entered   the   vehicle,   it   had   scanned   his   retina 
  patterns,   thus   he   was   identified   to   the   satisfaction   of   some   anonymous 
  computer somewhere. The thought crossed his mind. There wasn't much one 
  could hide in the Kingdom. The Lord and his Firstlings knew everything, and 
  the Administrators had seen to it that everything  was recorded. How then, 
  could a Gog grow and emerge without being detected?
          "Jerusalem, please."
        "Please elaborate - which locality?"
          "Mount Moriah!"
          "Mount Moriah is a reserved area."
        "I have clearance for reserved areas."
          "Clearance confirmed."
        The Pod eased away from the rank in which it was housed. Its power 
  unit   was   almost   silent   and   Marcus   relaxed   as   it   floated   gently   a   few  feet 
  above the ground. Acceleration was gradual and nothing like the impetuous 
  thrust he had experienced when being chauffeured by Leah. He felt a twinge 
  of regret, it would have been nice to have been accompanied by Leah, but no 
  doubt, she was absent on some business for Asher.
        The  onboard  computer increased  the  speed a little  and  injected the 
  Pod into the main stream of traffic heading towards Jerusalem. It was quite 
  busy, no doubt he was caught up in the flood of commuters heading to their 
  places of employment from their homes in the hills. In that respect, life was 
  not   all   that   much   different   from   a   thousand   years   earlier,   when,   by   all 
  accounts, a turbulent and aggressive society used to compete for a patch of 
  road and commit mayhem if they didn't get their way. He felt an increase in 
  uneasiness, if Father Joel and the others were right, they might well return to 
  those conditions.
        His ride was peaceful, the computer saw to that. He might be one of 
  many   using   the   road,   but   the   distance   between   the   Pods   was   carefully 
  regulated.   There   was  no   such   thing   as  a   traffic   accident   and   if   the   traffic 



  density   became   too   great,   alternative   routes   were   utilised.   Peace   and 
  tranquillity was maintained. 
          Peace and tranquillity!  Wonderful concepts! The citizens didn't know 
  anything different. There was no need for an adventurous spirit, or striving for 
    achievement. Everything was well ordered, controlled - made easy. Marcus 
  pulled himself up short. Was he complaining?
        The   Pod   was   close   to   the   point   where   they   had   stopped   on   the 
  previous day. This time, there was no earlier instruction to stop or to change 
  course. They topped the last rise before the city and this time, there was no 
  unseemly haste  to  make up for lost time. He had  a chance  to  admire the 
  scenery - but it was man made, sculptured scenery devised to replace that 
  which had been vaporised into incandescent dust by the hydrogen warheads 
  of a thousand years previously. There was no accurate record of the number 
  which had been used to wipe out the ancient city and the surrounding hills. 
  Those populating the land had been purged from it. With those far off events, 
  there had been lost forever, the places where Jesus had walked in his human 
  form, the Mount of Olives, the Garden of Gethsemane at its base, Golgotha, 
  Bethany. The very hills of Judaea had melted.
        The Pod had entered the city quite abruptly. The outer line of buildings 
  stood like a bastion, as if someone had said, early in the Thousand Years: 
  'This will be the border line, beyond this point, the city will not grow'. The city 
  had   been   kept   deliberately   small.   His   first   impression   of   it   as   being   just 
  another   minor   administrative   centre,   was   confirmed.   The   Pod   proceeded 
  through   long   avenues   which   laterally   flanked   the   twin   hills   of   Zion   and 
  Moriah. They came to a gate set in a high wall. The Pod slowed to a standstill 
  and waited for the gates to open, there was no sign of human intervention. 
          Marcus eyed the proceedings mutely. In all  probability there was no 
  one within kilometres of the place. Two computers communed together and 
  one   which   was   the   custodian   of   the   gate,   had   confirmed   that   Marcus 
    Steinbecker   was   a   fit   and   proper   person   to   enter   the   reserved   area.   He 
  suppressed a slight irritation that it was deemed necessary to have reserved 
  areas in the first place. He thought of the words in the Book of Revelation 
  about the New Jerusalem, the Holy City which had come down from Heaven 
  as the Bride.
        'But nothing unclean shall enter, nor anyone whose ways are false or 
  foul, but only those enscribed in the Lamb's roll of the living'.
        He wondered if Gog walked in the streets of this Jerusalem. If so, then 
  Joel's assessment of his current condition would have to be true. At this time, 
  Gog was not 'unclean', 'false' or 'foul'. He tried to shake himself free of his 
  thoughts of foreboding. It would have been different if he had had someone to 
  talk to - someone like Leah!
        The Pod topped the ridge of one of the two adjoining summits.
        "We have reached the destination of Mount Moriah."
        The information was quite unnecessary but it was part of the service. 
  He looked around, he was quite alone. The city lay below him and he could 
  look   over   it   towards   the   distant   Judaean   hills.   He   was   overwhelmed   by  a 
  sense of history. If an observer had lived six times his age and had looked 
  out   over   the  changing   scene,   he   would   have   witnessed   many  momentous 
  events. 



          Moriah   had   been   mentioned   first   in   the   book   of   Genesis,   when 
  Abraham was told: 'Take your son Isaac, your only son, whom you love, and 
  go to the land of Moriah. There you will offer him as a sacrifice on one of the 
  hills   which  I  will  show  you.'   Abraham  knew the   place,   already thirty  years 
  earlier, he had taken the spoils of the battle against the five kings to this spot. 
  On that occasion, Melchizedek king of Salem had brought food and wine. He 
  was a priest of God Most High, and he pronounced a blessing on Abram. In 
  turn, Abram gave him a tithe of all the booty he had taken in battle.
        The Lord God had appeared to David the king on this site and David 
  had purchased the threshing floor of Ornam the Jebusite, with the intention to 
  build the house of the Lord, but it had been left to Solomon to construct the 
  glory   of   the   first   temple.   In   Pre-Destruction   times,   there   had   remained   an 
  ancient rock altar. It had been holy to the Moslems as well,  and they had 
  constructed the great edifice of the Dome of the Rock to cover it.
        Seventy years after the destruction of the first temple, a second had 
  been   built   by   Zerubabel,   probably   without   ornamentation   and   it   was 
  considered nothing in the eyes of those who had seen the glory of the first 
  temple.
        The third temple was begun by Herod some twenty years before the 
  birth of Jesus and was incomplete during his lifetime and only finished in AD 
  64, six years before it was destroyed  during  the siege which ended in the 
  destruction   of   Jerusalem.   The   so-called   Wailing   Wall   was   all   that   had 
  remained   -   and   even   that   had   been   finally   destroyed   during   the   terrible 
  firestorm   which   had   visited   the   modern   city   at   the   time   of   the   Great 
  Destruction.
          Marcus wandered around the ancient site. There was no mark to show 
  that   momentous   events   had   taken   place   there.   It   was   a   bleak   place   in 
  comparison to the lushness around the city. Trees and other vegetation had 
  been planted sparingly. The soft wind played tricks with his hearing, almost 
  he   could   imagine   voices,   whispers   from   the   past.   Solitary   voices   which 
  sometimes increased, as if he heard the distant echoes of a crowd. He pulled 
  himself   together   -   Now,   he   was   hearing   voices!   He   could   imagine   Joel's 
  reaction if he was ever careless enough to tell him!
        He returned to the Pod. He felt a little disappointed - deflated. It might 
  have been different if there had been someone else with him.
          "Return to the city centre."
        The   Pod   gathered   speed   and   left   the   hilltop   of   sacrifice   behind, 
  emerging from the gate and back into the mainstream of the city. The day 
  was half gone and so far, he had accomplished nothing. He asked himself 
  what  he   thought   he   was  supposed   to   accomplish   and   couldn't   arrive   at  a 
  satisfactory answer. The Pod was slowing to a standstill in one of the parking 
  areas close to the central plaza. The parking arrangements were in the hands 
  of   traffic   computers   and   he   had   no   choice   but   to   accept   its   dictates.   It 
  mattered very little. He supposed he ought to find something to eat but he 
  had no other plans. He alighted from the Pod and walked through lines of 
  others towards an entrance leading to a concourse. He stopped abruptly.
        He had been trained not to believe  in coincidences, but the random 
  allocation of a parking place at just the right moment and in the right place, so 
  that   he   could   view   the   event   taking   place   a   few   paces   distant,   almost 



  qualified for one. He watched a couple emerging from another Pod. One was 
  Leah   and   that   wasn't   necessarily   surprising,   since   she   was   absent   from 
  Asher's house and there was nothing to forbid her from visiting Jerusalem if 
  she so desired. It was the other of the pair which caused his mouth to sag 
  open in astonishment. 
          Joshua   Aristides   was   escorting   Leah,   with   every   evidence   of 
  solicitation. Helping her from the Pod and taking her arm to walk her to the 
  concourse entrance. Leah's face was animated and they appeared to be in 
  the middle of some deep and contentious discussion, which was interspersed 
  with a great deal of gesticulation  and laughter. There could be no mistake 
  that   they   were   on   familiar   terms   and   that   this   was   no   formal   business 
  meeting. 
          Marcus watched until  they entered the concourse entrance and then 
  waited a while before walking slowly after them. He chided himself, reminding 
  himself   that   any   relationship   that   Leah   had   with   any   other   person   was 
  absolutely none of his business. He couldn't think of Leah in any way other 
  than  that of a new acquaintance  - even  if  she was a distant cousin  many 
  times removed. Joel was to blame for planting romantic ideas in his head and 
  if he was honest with himself, he had no thoughts of changing his lifestyle to 
  suit Joel and his schemes.
        The fact remained that Leah appeared to be on very familiar terms with 
  another senior Administrator and one who had demonstrated himself to be at 
  odds   with   the   views   taken   by  Asher   and   Joel.   Marcus   acknowledged   that 
  Joshua appeared to be a very pleasant man and that he had shown nothing 
  but   friendly   overtures   during   their   brief   relationship.  Leah's   behaviour   was 
  strange to the point of being deception. In the company of others, she had 
  shown a reserve towards Joshua which was not in keeping with her private 
  attitude. Marcus reminded himself again, that it was none of his business, but 
  it left a few unanswered questions.
        He found a communal eating place and shared a meal with others. It 
  was freely given, for the bounty was from the Father. The conversation was 
  pleasant and inconsequential.  No one pried  into  his business and he was 
  reminded that he hadn't given the same courtesy to Leah and Joshua. He left 
  the eating place a little chastened and after wandering aimlessly around the 
  city for the remainder of the afternoon, found another Pod to return him to the 
  house of Asher ben Jacobi.
        The sun was already setting when he entered the main door. One of 
  the house servants enquired if he wanted refreshments, which he declined. 
  There was no sign of Asher or of Joel in the large reception room into which 
  Joshua Aristides had been ushered on the previous day. Marcus couldn't get 
  the thought of Joshua and Leah out of his mind. There was something about 
  the   meeting   which   he   couldn't   rationalise.   He   chided   himself   that   he   was 
  becoming   personally   involved   in   the   private   relationship   which   existed 
  between the two. It was none of his business - unless it was something other 
  than   a  purely  personal   relationship,   something   which  had   to   do  with  what 
  Asher and Joel believed to be future and which Joshua was resisting.
        If that was the case, then where did Leah fit into the picture? Marcus 
  refused to accept that Leah was acting as some sort of spy. In the Kingdom of 
  Peace,   such   a   concept   was   unacceptable.   Every   person's   thoughts   and 



  activities were an open book - a pure and peaceful book - and one which was 
  clearly readable  by the Lord and His Firstlings. There was no room in the 
  Kingdom of Peace for spies or intrigue. If Joel was to be believed, it was a 
  condition   which   would   only   arise   when   Satan   was   released.   Marcus 
  swallowed   hard.   What   if   Satan   was  already   released!?   He   repudiated   the 
  thought, Satan was still imprisoned and would remain so for at least another 
  five years.
        He decided to return to the suite he shared with Joel and was relieved 
  to find that the old man was absent. He needed time to get his thoughts into 
  order. In all of his six hundred and forty-three years, he had never been faced 
  with a problem such as this. Where did his duty lie? Should he tell Joel or 
  Asher of what he had seen, or should he respect the privacy of Leah and 
  Joshua? He was still undecided on his course of action when Joel returned.
        "Well, Marcus - I hope you enjoyed your day?"
        The   old   man   sounded   exuberant,   the   discussions   with   Asher   must 
  have gone well.
        "I had a look around Jerusalem and visited Mount Moriah - "
        "That would be enough to dampen the anyone's enthusiasm!"
        "I'm surprised to hear you say that. I thought you were interested in the 
  history of the place. I found myself imagining past events, Abraham and Isaac 
  and Melchizedek and what the three temples must have looked like."
          "Mount Moriah has that effect on people."
          "You sound as if you don't like the place?"
        "As you say - a good place to dwell on the past - but it doesn't do much 
  for the present or the future - what little remains of it."
          "That's the second time today that you've made that comment."
        "It happens to be very true - there isn't much future to come - so make 
  good use of the present."
          "That's always been the cry - they were saying much the same thing 
  before the Great Destruction."
        "So, now you're an authority on the Great Destruction? The difference 
  between then and today is that then, the spiritual opportunity to achieve the 
  standard of a Firstling  was running  out, in other words, the Time of Grace 
  when the Holy Spirit was active through the Apostles, was coming to an end. 
  However, it still meant that there was a promise of continuity - in other words, 
  a   future   for   some   as   Firstlings   and   for   those   who   did   not   achieve   the 
  standard, the opportunity to be a citizen of the Kingdom of Peace.
          Today time is running out in the physical sense as well as the spiritual. 
  We stand on the brink of the hour when Heaven and Earth will be removed 
  and we will all stand before the Judgement Throne. There is a vast difference 
  between the First and Second Resurrections."
        "Even then, there will still be a future."
        "Of course! A future with God for those who pass the last test - and 
  eternal separation from God, for those who do not."
        "So, there really is no difference, there is still a future."
        "Have it your way my boy. Have it your way. Now, tell me what is really 
  on your mind!" 




