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          Elena   Malenski   felt   her   tension   ease,   when   the   Pod   piloted   by  her 

  husband   was   sighted   returning   from   the   west.   Earlier,   Georgi   had   been 

  uncommunicative when she had attempted to probe the reasons for his solo 

  flight. Being uncommunicative was becoming the pattern between them. She 

  trod carefully, acknowledging the almost intolerable tension under which her 

  husband laboured. She knew she should not appear too anxious. Her instinct 

  was to wait  for him at the fabric  door of their  tent. In earlier  times, it  was 

  something  she would  have  done  as a matter of course  - and it  had  been 

  something he would have enjoyed - a subject for teasing. 

        In  these  days,  even  that  innocent  expression  of her love  had  to  be 

  curtailed.   She   was   expected   to   show   a   serene   face   to   the   thousands   of 

  desperate people who surrounded them. She had to show that she had the 

  utmost confidence in Georgi's invincibility. To wait anxiously in the entrance 

  to  their  tent,  might have  portrayed  uncertainty,  apprehension  and  her own 

  secret lack of trust in their leader.

        For the same reason, she had to restrain their son. Their child would 

  have liked to run to his father. In former times, it would have been natural and 

  Georgi would have swung him up into the air and they would have laughed 

  and shouted and then, they would have come to her together.

        Now,   it   was   different.   The   changing   climate   had   seen   to   that.   The 

  successive failure of their crops along the Arctic shores, had contributed. The 

  sheets of ice which covered the sea lanes which had once been an arterial 

  route between the west and the east, had added their influence. Instead of 



  the balmy conditions of the Kingdom of Peace, they were confronted with an  

  ice desert across which the freezing winds from the pole blew in a persistent 

  blizzard.

        She   had   watched   her   husband   crushed   down   from   his   natural 

  exuberance to a bitter, determined - fanatical  man, whose very nature had 

  been   frozen   like   the   ground   beneath   their   feet.   She   had   seen   his   futile 

  attempts to keep the population supplied with food from the storehouses and 

  had watched his despair as every resource dried up. Eventually, they were 

  faced with the inevitable decision to abandon all for which they had laboured 

  over the centuries and to strike west and south into the centre of Siberia. It 

  had been a forlorn, last hope that there would be something left to feed the 

  desperate millions.

        Piotr   moved   restlessly   within   her   restraining   arms.  He   was   tall   and 

  handsome, like  his father.  Dark and  restless,  the  very qualities  which  had 

  attracted her to Georgi  in the first place. He was just seven years old, but 

  already some of the carefree innocence had gone, along with their security 

  and comfort. Personally, she didn't resent the hard existence. She saw the 

  sense   of   Georgi's   argument   that   the   leader   could   not   be   seen   to   live   in 

  comfort whilst his followers lived in privation. It was one of the characteristics 

  which  bound his followers to  him. Elena  accepted  the  primitive  conditions, 

  and the constant movement to the west - searching for an elusive something. 

  She was sorry for the boy, but then, she was sorry for all those other mothers 

  whose children had died in the relentless cold and in hunger. 

        She looked up as the tent door was moved aside. Georgi stooped to 

  enter and then allowed the flap to drop back behind him. She released Piotr 

  to go to his father. Georgi looked down at the boy and hugged him silently. 

  The earlier exuberance of greeting was missing, it had been lost somewhere 



  back   along   the   thousands   of   kilometres   they   had   already   travelled.   She 

  joined them and kissed her husband silently on the cheek.

        "I'm glad you made it back before dark."

        "The fires would have guided me."

        "It concerns me when you go alone, Georgi."

          "Nothing can happen to me - I will fulfil my destiny."

        She bit  her tongue  and didn't  answer. He was beginning  to believe 

  what others were whispering about him. He had a destiny, he had no option 

  but to do what he was doing. No one dared to say it to his face, but she had 

  heard the whispers - he was Gog! It was something she repudiated! Georgi 

  Malenski   -   the   Georgi   Malenski   she   had   learned   to   love,   whom  she   had 

  married, and to whom she had given a son - was not Gog!  Nothing would 

  ever   convince   her   otherwise!   But   -   increasingly,   it   sounded   as   if   Georgi 

  believed the groundswell murmur himself.

        "Do you know, Elena - Grigor Suskov called me Gog to my face! He 

  wasn't even subtle about it. By extension, this poor, starving mob of displaced 

  humanity camped around us, is my Horde!  Can you  think of nothing  more 

  laughable? Most of them are so weak, one breath of wind would blow them 

  over. I nearly exploded in the face of his arrogance. Grigor brought four of his 

  advisors with him - they didn't say a word from beginning to end, they just sat 

  and looked at me as if I was the devil himself! He had a pilot back in his ship 

  as well."

          "And, you were alone, Georgi! They could have done anything to you!"

          "You forget, Elena - as far as they are concerned, I am Gog! No one 

  can do anything to me! I used their fear - I turned their stupidity to my own  

  use. I told them that I was coming over the mountains into Europe and that in 

  three   days,   I   expected   their   storehouses   to   be   opened   for   us   -   Grigor 



  surrendered without a fight!"

        "Be careful,  Georgi  - If you  call  yourself  Gog, they will  treat you  as 

  Gog."  

          "You worry too much, my darling, Elena!"

        It was the first time he had used such an endearment in a very long 

  time.  She  looked   at  him  quickly.   He  was  spooning   the   thin   soup  she   had 

  placed before him. She continued to watch him in silence. He was so thin, his 

  face gaunt with strain. He looked much older than his three hundred and five 

  years. He looked up suddenly and caught her staring at him.

          "Marcus Steinbecker is dead - Grigor Suskov told me."

        "I didn't know him - "

        "The Administrator of the Far East - Ambrose Suosin's superior. I met 

  him six years ago - he was a good man - we talked together for a while - I 

  liked him. Asher ben Jacobi is dead as well. It would be interesting to know 

  who replaced them."

          "Perhaps, they weren't replaced - Couldn't Grigor Suskov tell you?"

        "They   would   have   been   replaced   by   someone   -   Grigor   suddenly 

  looked as if he wished he hadn't opened his mouth. I didn't press the point. I 

  suppose he wanted to keep Gog in the dark!"

          "You shouldn't joke about being called Gog, Georgi."

        "Joke!  What makes you  think I am joking? Tell  me, Elena, does the 

  thought of being married to the monster, Gog, fill you with horror? Will it be 

  so terrible to be known as the wife of Gog?"

        She sat on the rough bench beside him and put her arm around his 

  shoulders. She waited for a rebuff, but it wasn't forthcoming. She rested her 

  head on his shoulder and felt the tension in him. He felt like a spring waiting 

  to   snap.   Almost   reluctantly,   he   put   his   head   down   to   rest   on   hers.   She 



  whispered.

        "The only way I want to be known, is as the wife of Georgi Malenski. I 

  have never wanted anything else. I want people to know me as the mother of 

  his son. That's the extent of my ambition."

        She felt a momentary return of tension.

        "I   have   no   ambitions   to   be   Gog,   Elena.   I   told   Grigor   Suskov   that   I 

  couldn't help what others called me - I have no control over what anyone says 

  or  thinks.  But I'll  tell  you  what I told  him. I won't  rest  until  the  last  of our 

  people has a place to live and enough to eat. If that makes me Gog, then so 

  be it! I not ignorant of the Scriptures; Ezekiel says, 'I will turn you about, I will 

  put   hooks   in   your   jaws.   I   will   lead   you   out,   you   and   your   whole   army'.   It 

  sounds as if the man who is to be Gog, has no choice!"

        Piotr had fallen asleep against them. Georgi  picked him up and laid 

  him in his nest of bedding. He stared down at the sleeping boy for a moment 

  and then turned to look at his wife. It was an unspoken invitation  and one 

  which   had   not   been   forthcoming   for   so   many   months.   She   blew   out   the 

  guttering, smoky flame and took his hand in the darkness. 

        The whole camp stirred with the coming of daylight. Georgi rose with 

  the   first   light,   easing   himself   away  from  the   sleeping   form  of  his   wife.   He 

  looked down at her for a moment and then across to his sleeping son. They 

  had   had   so   many   plans,   but   they   were   now   no   more   than   shattered 

  memories, broken like the blizzard-shattered home they had abandoned on  

  the Arctic shore. The future lay to the west, over the distant mountain range 

  he had glimpsed during his flight to meet with Grigor Suskov. 

        The Urals were a low mountain range, unlike those which formed such 

  an effective barrier to the south of Alexei Kharkov's Administration. The Urals 

  might have been low physically, but they formed a high psychological barrier. 



  Beyond them, the European plain stretched to the Atlantic - and to the south, 

  the rich lands along the Great Sea would provide plentifully for his starving 

  people. It was their Promised Land, the goal which was in the mind's eye of 

  the people who followed him in unconditional trust. Today, they would move 

  another day's march nearer and in two more days after that, they would cross 

  into Europe.

        He opened the tent flap and looked out into the bleak, monotony of the 

  drained marsh upon which they had established their camp. It had not been 

  the  best position,  the  water table  was  rising  again  and  the  surface  was a 

  slimy morass. The  days  when this  area  had been  a sea of golden  wheat, 

  were no more than a dream - but yet, that was the way it had been until three 

  years earlier. He marvelled again, how quickly the benefits of the Kingdom 

  were being swallowed up as if it had never existed.

          Some of his immediate neighbours hailed him. The breath came from 

  their  nostrils  like   steam.  They  stamped  around   in  the   mud,  trying   to  keep 

  warm. All around him, the tents were coming down. This stopping place had 

  been a temporary respite, they never remained more that a day or two in any 

  one place. This had been a little different, they had remained there for three 

  days - but they had had a reason, the contact which had been made with the 

  scouts sent out by Grigor Suskov. Georgi had moved cautiously, not knowing 

  what waited for them on the other side of the mountains. Now, he knew - a 

  compliant   Grigor   Suskov   awaited   them.   They   could   move   forward   with 

  renewed confidence.

          Some  of  the   men were   moving  towards  him.  They  were  his  closest 

  advisors. They were filthy with yellow mud, but looked cheerful enough. He 

  thought   back   of   the   smartly   dressed   men   who   had   visited   him   in   his 

    headquarters on the delta  of the Lena. Once again, the illusion  of fantasy 



  threatened to overwhelm him. It was an effort of will to accept that those days 

  had   once   existed.   One   thing   had   not   changed,   they   stood   waiting   in   a 

  semicircle around him, as they had done so often in the past - and for the 

  same reason - they were waiting for a briefing on his meeting of the previous 

  day. He stared at them in silence for a moment.

        "I met with Grigor Suskov yesterday. I told him that we will cross the 

  mountains in three days. He will open his storehouses for us."

          There was a hoot of approbation, which quickly subsided.

          "There's something else - He believes the same story that you have 

  been whispering amongst yourselves. He believes that I am Gog - I tell you 

  now - I deny it! I want you to jump on anyone you find spreading  such talk. - 

  There's   something   else,   he   told   me   that   his   northern   boundary   is   being 

  threatened  by an undisciplined  mob coming down from Scandia.  They are 

  foraging and pillaging everything they can lay their hands on. We had better 

  be ready for them."

        They looked at him solemnly, then one said.

          "How? How shall we be ready for them, Georgi?"

        He responded slowly.

        "We must be ready to defend ourselves, our women and our children,  

  and use any means to do so."

          "Including weapons?"

        The answer was even slower in coming.

          "Including weapons!"

        The column of refugees were soon on the move again. Ahead, lay the 

  southern extremity of the Urals. When finally they had been driven out of their 

  Arctic home, seeking to escape from the encroaching ice, their direction had 

  been to the south. The massif of the Putorana Plateau had confronted them, 



  and   this   they   had   skirted.   Thereafter,   they   had   followed   the   Yenesei   due 

  south to Alexei Kharkov's headquarters. From that point, their direction had 

  been to the west. Along every kilometre of the way, they had been joined by a 

  steady stream of struggling humanity. 

          When they had reached Alexei Kharkov, he could do nothing for them. 

  His   immediate   storehouses   had   already   been   opened   and   exhausted.   His 

  advice had been to scatter the people and allow them to farm whatever land 

  they   chose.   It   had   been   a   course   of   action   easier   said   than   done.   The 

  infrastructure of Alexei's Administration was shattered. In the following days 

  many other communities, who had moved southward  from the inhospitable 

  northern regions, had merged with the larger group.

          There had been a steady flow of departures as well, they were those 

  who  had  opted   to   face   the   southern   Siberian   climate   and  try  to   scratch   a 

  living.   Some   were   too   old   and   or   weak   to   do   otherwise,   others   had   no 

  stomach for more seemingly endless trekking. These subtractions were more 

  than compensated by a steady flow of incomers from the northern regions. 

  Georgi couldn't be sure how many he was leading across the mountains into 

  Europe, perhaps he would never know. 

        The  column stretched   back across the  sodden   ground  as far as he 

  could   see.   It   was   a   column   at   least   ten   kilometres   wide   and   in   places,   it 

  bulged   out   to   a   width   approaching   twenty  kilometres.   They  ought   to   have 

  been  a  disorganised  rabble,  plundering  and   ravaging   whatever   they could 

  find - but they were not and the reason why they were not was, that they 

  believed they were led by Gog!

        He walked as did the rest of them, with their tent and bedding strapped 

  across his shoulders. Attached to this were the few pitiful possessions they 

  had salvaged - a cooking pot, a few eating utensils. He claimed no privileges 



  for   himself   or   for   his   family.   There   were   several   Pods   which   had   been 

  provided by Alexei. Each was laden to overflowing with heavier items for the 

  benefit   of   all.   They   were   so   laden,   they   were   almost   unmanageable.   The 

  pilots fought them every inch of the way and no one accused them a second 

  time, of having an easy ride.

          Some of his lieutenants had organised scouting parties. In the main, 

  their task was to find the most appropriate way for such a large group. They 

  were   on   the   watch   for   anything.   It   had   been   they   who   had   sighted   the 

  cautious   spies   Grigor   had   sent   out   -   and   it   had   been   they   who   had 

  surrounded one such group and had led them back to the main group.

          Georgi smiled grimly when he recalled the incident. He had never seen 

  such   fear   on   the   faces   of   any   men   when   he   confronted   them.  The   smile 

  drained away from his face. They had looked as if they had been confronted 

  with the devil himself! It had served his purpose to let them think so. He had 

 dealt   with   them  courteously   and   even   given   them  food   which   he   couldn't 

  afford. Then he had sent them back to their master. The outcome had been 

  the meeting with Grigor. 

          Elena plodded at his side, between them, Piotr maintained the place. 

  She looked down at her son. He had grown used to walking  and whereas 

  earlier, he had sometimes pleaded to be carried, of late, he was determinedly 

  independent.   She   looked   at   Georgi   and   watched   the   various   expressions 

  flicker across his face. Even when they walked so close together, they were 

  apart. His mind was always on other things. She hugged the memory of their 

  loving during the previous night to herself. That precious memory might be all 

  that she would have in the coming days. Her sense of foreboding increased. 

  When they crossed into Europe, it would be the signal for a change.

        The sky was clear that night and the air much colder. The moon was 



  harshly defined. The fires were hardly enough to keep out the cold and drew 

  families to them, huddled together against the persistent wind which found its 

  way through the thickest clothing. For the most part, however, the clothing 

  was   thin   and   mudcaked   from  the   wet  earth.   The   camp  was   silent,   almost 

  brooding. With so many people gathered in so small an area, there ought to 

  have   been   the   sound   of   conversation   -   perhaps,   even   of   singing.   Georgi 

  watched   the   faces   of   his   lieutenants,   they   looked   uncomfortable   -   almost 

  evasive. 

        "What do you have to tell me. Is there something so hard to say?"

        It was a challenge which produced a restless movement but nothing 

  else. Georgi looked directly at one of them.

        "Come on, Ruri - You've always had something to complain about!"

        It   might   have   produced   a   chuckle   on   other   occasions,   but   not   that 

  night. Ruri looked up and held his gaze steadily.

          "Very well, Georgi - it's something you ought to know."

        "What ought I to know?"

          "You told us to organise our defences - in the event we should meet 

  some of the scavengers from Scandia."

          Elena looked sharply at her husband. Georgi nodded.

        "I did."

          "You told us to - think about weapons."

          Georgi nodded.

        "Go on."

        Ruri moistened his lips.

          "Some of them have weapons already - and they've used them!"

          There was a long silence.

        "How have they been used?"



        "They've been used against those who stood in the way. Even against 

  those who co-operated and opened the storehouses." 

          Georgi stared into the fire.

        "What else?"

        "They have been used within our group to get extra rations!"

        The rest of his lieutenants muttered between themselves. He waited 

  for the surge of anger to die down.

        "I suppose you can identify these men?"

        "I can identify the ones I know about. My guess is that there are plenty 

  more with weapons, but they're not advertising the fact."

        One of his other advisers interjected.

        "You have to do something about them, Georgi."

        "What do you suggest? - Hold a trial and cut off their hands!" 

        They stared at him, no one answered.

        "Do you think I should take steps to punish them?"

        The same man responded.

        "They've   attacked   our   own   people   -   You've   always   emphasised 

  discipline - you can't allow that!"

        "Tell   me   the   difference   between   attacking   those   who   have   put 

  themselves directly under our care and those who have agreed to open their 

  storehouses on the understanding that they will receive our protection."

        There was no answer.

        "Go and find some of the ones you know."

        Ruri got to his feet and disappeared into the darkness. It was some 

  time   before   he   returned   with   a   group   of   seven   men.  They   openly   carried 

  knives in their belts. The firelight flickered on the naked blades. Their leader 

  returned Georgi's gaze with a hint of defiance.



          "Greetings, Georgi Malenski."

          "Greetings - what are you called?"

        "The call me Pik Sedova."

          Georgi smiled slightly. The man was built like a mountain - it wasn't his 

  real name, of course.

        "I suppose you came across the ice from Novaja Zemla?"

        He was rewarded with a grudging nod.

        "You're a sharp man."

        "So are your weapons."

        "Yes, they're sharp - and we've learned to use them!"

        Once again, there was a challenge.

        "So - you weren't driven out only by the blizzards?

        The man grunted.

        "On Novaja Zemla there are always blizzards. You are right, if we can 

  cross the ice, so could others. We had to fight for our lives."

        "And now, you take what you want when you want it."

        The man spat into the fire.

        "If someone tries to take from my family, he deserves to be skewered!"

          Georgi nodded.

        "In three days, we will  be across the mountains. We  will  soon meet 

  others coming down from the north. They will also be interested in what we 

  have. We must be ready to defend ourselves. I want you to find all the others 

  who have  weapons. I want you  to  make more and I want you  to train  our 

  active men in their use - and mark this, Pik Sedova - I want no more fighting 

  in the camp. If there is - I will hold you personally responsible - understood?"

        Pik Sedova stared hard into the eyes of the seated man. He spat into 

  the fire again and nodded before turning away and leading his silent group 



  back into the darkness. Elena looked at her husband, he was staring into the 

  firelight. One after the other, his advisers stood and went away, leaving them 

  and their sleeping son alone.


