
  49.

        Late   in   the   afternoon   of   the   following   day,   Michael   unexpectedly 
  organised the evacuation of the villa to Jerusalem. He avoided giving a direct 
  answer to the simple question: Why? He had left it as late as possible and 
  fussed around Leah and his son until she laughed in protest. 
        "I won't break in half, Michael and the baby is wrapped up in a cocoon 
  of   blankets.   The   other   children   think   it's   a   great   adventure.   So   you   can 
  concentrate   on   whatever   deep   laid   plan   you've   devised,   which   makes   it 
  imperative for us to abandon our home."
          "We're not abandoning our home, Leah - but I have a good reason."
          "Which you refuse to tell anyone! I've asked Luke and he doesn't know 
  - and he also tells me that we're under no threat from any direction and that 
  nothing has changed!"
          "Luke talks too much!"
          "And you talk too little! Do you have any idea of the upheaval you're 
  causing? It's no small thing to move an entire household of people at three 
  hours notice!"
        "I'll remember that next time and make it four hours!"
        Before he joined her in the Shuttle which would take them to the city, 
  he glanced once again at the approaching comet. It was now quite high in the 
  sky and had assumed a fearsome aspect. Behind the hard, white ball of the 
  nucleus   and   its   glaring   halo,   was   an   immense   spume   of   trailing   material, 
  which stretched far beyond the south-eastern horizon. The light was garishly 
  white,   bathing   the   entire   landscape   in   a   peculiar   colourless   contrast.   The 
  spectrum had vanished, everything was a shade of grey. Leah followed his 
  gaze and murmured.  
        "It won't get dark tonight - almost like it was when the moon was full 
  during the years of the Kingdom - "
        "That   light   was   beautiful,   silvery,   ethereal   -   this   thing   illuminates   a 
  nightmare!"
        He sat down beside her and nodded to the pilot to take them the short 
  distance to the city.
        "I can't understand why we didn't use the large Pod - one extra, very 
  small little person wouldn't have caused overcrowding."
          Michael made his voice as light as possible.
        "Didn't   I   tell   you?   The   Pod   System  has   finally   given   up   the   ghost. 
  There's   so   much   disruption   to   the   network   that   the   computer   has   finally 
    abandoned any attempts to route traffic - it became downright dangerous to 
  use it. We had a number of accidents - with Pods crashing into each other, so 
  I decided to suspend operations."
          "Another casualty of Gog and his mindless Horde. I've seen some of 
  the reports. It would appear that they smash anything they don't understand, 
  or which they resent. I imagine they see it as some sort of justifiable revenge 
  on society." 
        "The   mob  has   always   been   mindless,   Leah   -   but   you're   right,   their 
  instinctive   reaction   on   those   who   still   have   comfort,   is   to   make  sure   they 



  destroy it."
        They   had   lifted   above   the   hills   between   the   villa   and   Jerusalem. 
  Behind them, the white wasteland of the Salt Sea, was a harsh, shimmering 
  plain which hurt the eyes. There was no traffic rising from the Terminus, Leah 
  looked at her husband in question.
        "I've also suspended Suborbiter flights until the comet and its trail of 
  debris has passed. Saul tells me, it's in line with a global decision."
        Leah digested the information.
        "So we really are cut off from all outside help."
        He looked sideways at her.
        "I'm surprised you had hopes of someone coming to our assistance - 
  Joshua for instance! I'm afraid that he's fighting a losing battle in Iberia. The 
  Scandians have crossed the Pyrenees and he's fighting them every metre of 
  the way southward."
        She shook her head.
        "What a mess - poor Joshua - "
          "Poor   everyone!   Every   report   we   receive   tells   the   same   story. 
  Uprisings, pillage, rape, massacres - "
        "The final battle, Michael."
        "The next few days will see an end of it!"
        She looked at his profile so close to her. His jaw was set in a grim line 
  and quite suddenly, she felt a chill of apprehension.
        She was surprised when the pilot set them down close to her small 
  house.   It   could   hardly   be   described   as   being   near   to   the   Administration 
  Centre.   She   hadn't   been   home   since   the   death   of   Elena.   She   felt   the 
  poignancy of it, as she stepped out of the shuttle, carrying her new-born child  
  in   her   arms.   She   was   relieved   of   the   burden   by   an   insistent   nurse   and 
  Michael   took   her   by   the   arm  and   escorted   her   inside.   The   other   children 
  trooped in excitedly - all excepting Piotr, who suddenly looked lost and alone. 
  Leah noticed it and checked Michael. She stooped down and took the boy in 
  her arms. 
          "You were happy here, Piotr - do you remember - and we're going to 
  be happy again. I hoped you would help me to get everyone into the right 
  rooms. Can you do that?"
        The boy brightened up and nodded. Leah let Michael escort her firmly 
  to her bedroom and didn't protest when he sat her on the bed. She smiled 
  wearily.
        "I'm not arguing with you, Michael."
        "It would be about the first time!"
        "That was uncalled for! I can't think where everyone is going to fit in 
  this little place."
          "You always said we had too much room in the hills."
        "Are you going to tell me why we've uprooted ourselves? I feel like a 
  refugee. There hasn't been a break through in our defences has there?"
        He shook his head.
        "Well - what then!?"
        "I can see you aren't going to give me any peace until I tell you."
          "Correct!"
          "Very well  - I'm expecting some sort of disturbance when the comet 



  passes."
          "Disturbance!   What   sort   of   disturbance?   I   thought   it   was  practically 
  passed - it's right above us and it looks as if Saul's pessimistic suggestion 
  that it was going to hit, isn't about to happen."
          "You are forgetting what he had to say about the tail - it won't pass for 
  several days."
          "You still didn't say what sort of disturbance."
        "It depends on what hits us - and Saul insists that the Earth is going to 
  pass right through the tail!
        "Why is Jerusalem safer than the villa?"
          Michael hesitated then he shrugged.
        "If you must know - the Book of Zechariah!"
        "Not another prophesy, Michael!"
        "Have they ever let us down?"
        She shook her head. He crossed to a computer outlet and entered the 
  co-ordinates. They waited until the text was scrolled on to the screen. 

        "On   that   day   his   feet   will   stand   on   the   Mount   of   Olives,   which   is 
  opposite Jerusalem to the east, and the mountains shall be cleft in two by an 
  immense   valley   running   east   and   west;   half   the   mountain   shall   move 
  northwards   and   half   southwards.   The   valley   between   the   hills   shall   be 
  blocked, for the new valley between them shall reach as far as Asal. Blocked 
  it shall be as it was blocked in the time of Uzziah king of Judah, and the Lord 
  my God will appear with all the holy ones. On that day there shall be neither 
  heat nor cold nor frost. It shall be all one day, whose coming is known only to 
  the Lord, without distinction of day or night, and at evening-time there shall 
  be light. 

        She stared at it without comprehension.
        "I don't understand, Michael - who does it refer to - whose feet?"
          "This text talks of a great earthquake which took place in the time of 
  Uzziah - he was the leper king of Israel - You ask who it is who will stand with 
  his   feet   on   the   Mount   of   Olives   -   can   there   be   any  doubt   that   it   is   some 
  heavenly being, who will come to our aid when the city is surrounded by our 
  enemies? The effect of him bracing his feet on the Mount of Olives, will be 
  the same as an earthquake. I'll show you something else - It's from the fourth 
  book of Ezra."
        He entered new co-ordinates. Once again, the text was scrolled on the 
  screen.

          'Behold a terrible vision, and appearance thereof from the east. The 
  nations of the dragon and the Arabs shall come out with many chariots, and 
  shall be carried as the wind upon earth, and all they which hear them shall 
  fear and tremble. Also the Carmanians raging in wrath shall go forth as the 
  wild boars of the wood, and with great power shall they come, and join battle 
  with them, and shall waste a portion of the land of the Assyrians. And after 
  them  shall  the   dragon  have   the  upper  hand   and,   remembering   their   birth, 
  shall turn, and form a powerful alliance, to persecute them. Then these shall 
  be frightened and silenced by their might, and shall flee. And from the land of 



  the Assyrians shall  the enemy besiege them, and consume some of them, 
  and in their host shall be fear and dread, and strife among their kings.

          Behold, clouds come from the east and from the north unto the south, 
  and they are very horrible to look upon, full of wrath and storm. And they shall 
  collide   and   smite   against   each   other,   a   great   multitude   of   stars   upon   the 
  earth, and blood from the sword shall  reach unto the belly,  and dung from 
  men unto the camel's hump.

        In short, great fear and trembling shall be on earth, and they that shall 
  see the wrath shall be alarmed and terrified. And then shall there come great 
  rainstorms  from  the   south,   and   from  the   north,   and   another   part   from  the 
  west. And the east winds shall gain the upper hand and encompass it and 
  also the cloud which his wrath hath raised up; and the stars shall be stirred to 
  cause fear towards the east and the west. And there shall  arise great and 
  thick clouds full of wrath, and also a star, that they terrify all the earth and 
  them that dwell therein. And they shall pour out over every high and eminent 
  place a horrible star, fire, and hail, and flying swords, and many waters, that 
  all the fields and rivers shall be flooded from the multitude of the waters. And 
  they shall break down the cities and walls, and mountains and hills, trees of 
  the wood, and grass of the field' 

        He turned to her and watched the expressions come and go on her 
  face.
        "I didn't show you that to frighten you, my darling!"
        He knelt by the bed and kissed her hand.
        "I'm   frightened   for   the   children,   Michael,   not   for   myself   -   how   can 
  anyone survive?" 
        "I   moved   us   here   so   that   we   can   survive.   Jerusalem   will   be   safe, 
  despite an earthquake which will split the Mount of Olives in two. We can't be 
  sure about the villa - in any case, the access to the east from the city might 
  be cut. Of one thing I am absolutely sure. Jerusalem will remain and it will 
  stand clear and visible when everything else has been thrown down, because 
  it is a symbol of the Camp of the Saints!" 
        On the Plain of Esdraelon, Gog watched the comet's progress from the 
  horizon. It fascinated him, he was unable to remain within the seclusion of the 
  room he had made his Command Post. Even during the previous night, as 
  soon as he had dismissed his captains, he had taken his bedroll and laid it 
  out under the stars he could no longer see. The light of the comet's halo was 
  so   bright,   it   swamped   the   lesser   lights   and   even   the   rising   moon   was 
  somehow   submerged   in   its   relentless,   lurid   glare.   He   surmised,   that   in 
  daylight, it might even challenge the light of the sun.
        That was how he saw it - a challenge. From his vantage  point, the 
  comet's track would be right over his head and its tail would follow. It was 
  coming directly for him and his army - a challenge to Gog and his Horde. His 
  lips   twisted   into   a   mirthless   grin   when   he   remembered   how   subdued   his 
  captains had become when, at long last, he had declared himself to be the 
  one   whose   name   they   had   whispered   even   when   he   was   crossing   the 
  freezing plains of Siberia. The grin faded - they had crept away from him and 



  he had read the fear in their eyes. They were frightened of him! Frightened of 
  where he might lead them! Frightened that he would consign them to the hell 
  he had earned for himself!
        He glared at the comet with rising fury, oblivious of the stares of his 
  captains who kept a respectful distance from the maniac who dared to see 
  himself as the master of the world. Gog knew that he wasn't insane, he wasn't 
  a   raving   imbecile   who   would   take   rash   action.   Everything   would   be   well 
  planned and co-ordinated - such precision, after all, was his trade mark. The 
  characteristic   by  which   he   was  known.   They   did   not   need   to   fear   that   he 
  would lead them into some untenable position. He was quite confident that he 
  had the numbers and the strength to sweep aside Michael ben Levi and his 
  puny   little   army  of   half   trained   farmers,   and   take   the   prize   of   all   prizes   - 
  Jerusalem!
        If he had hesitated to think of doing so in the past, he no longer had 
  any   reservations.   If   he   had   thought   of   waiting   for   whatever   disaster   was 
  supposed to overwhelm him on the Plain of Esdraelon - he waited no longer - 
  and neither did  he fear this nebulous threat which  was completely without 
  substance. The comet enraged him! He raised his fist to it! He would make 
  his move before it could unleash what it brought with it. He would turn it into a 
  sign of his triumph. It would blaze in the sky above Jerusalem and be the 
  indication of his mastery and the final overthrow of the Kingdom which had 
  lasted a mere thousand years - His - Gog's - would last for ever!
          There were more rational moments, when his thoughts became calmer 
  and   then,   the   earlier   fear   and   awe   returned.   He   would   look   around   him 
  nervously. Knowing that the mountains on each side of the plain, were filled 
  with   silent   watchers,   who   waited   to   see   what   Gog   would   do.   In   those 
  moments,   he   hated   these   lower   lands   -   this   Plain   of   Esdraelon   with   the 
  looming   heights   of   Megiddo   constantly   reminding   him  of   the   name   of   the 
  battle he would fight against Michael the great Prince, who would stand up for 
  his people - The Battle of Armageddon, surely the most famous of battles - 
  famous even before it was fought. A voice whispered in his mind - 'and one 
  whose result is known!' 
        Late in the afternoon, he called his captains to him - even Gubkin who 
  waited   on   the   far   side   of   Carmel   and   those   who   waited   in   the   mountains 
  beyond the Jordan valley. The sun had nearly set over the Great Sea, before 
  they could all assemble. He looked at them, one after the other and knew that 
  his pronouncement had circulated with the speed of a wild fire. Once again, 
  he read fear, curiosity - even satisfaction that he had come out into the open 
  at last. He remembered the Scandians, who had once stood with these men - 
  and   wondered   what   they   would   have   made   of   it   -   and   Sedova   -   his   face 
  hardened into a mask of hatred.
          "You know why we have come together, brother captains - we are not 
  here to exchange social niceties - but I promise you a great party when we 
  finally put our feet under Michael ben Levi's table! Tomorrow, we make our 
  move - tonight, we make our final plans."
        Gubkin gestured with his hand. Gog stared at him impatiently.
        "Well,   Gubkin?   What   problems   do   you   foresee   so   early   in   our 
  briefing?"
        The tone was heavy with sarcasm. Gubkin blinked and hastily adjusted 



  his approach.
        "A preliminary point - my Lord Gog - our plans must take into account 
  that we will not have the element of surprise. Whatever we do, will be known 
  to the enemy before we have a chance to get our men moving."
        Gog stared at him relentlessly.
        "We do not need the element of surprise - Gog's army is invincible - 
  What   extra   proof   do   you   need,   Gubkin   -   we   are   here!?   We   do   not   need 
  darkness,   nor   do   we   need   to   move   in   before   the   dawn   -   the   element   of 
  surprise is for normal armies - You are Gog's Horde - you have the might and 
  the power to sweep away all that stands in your path!"
        One of the other captains was brave enough to venture.
        "We will take heavy casualties, Lord Gog."
        Gog's glare was ferocious.
          "Casualties! You talk of casualties? I tell you this - not one man will fall 
  - I guarantee it! The enemy will see us advance and they will run like scared 
  rabbits! They will throw down their weapons and throw aside their shields and 
  they will howl and scream in their mad fear. They won't stop running until they 
  find themselves back in Jerusalem and clinging on to the knees of Michael 
  ben Levi - and even there, they will not be safe, for Gog and his invincible 
  army will pursue them and slaughter them to the last man!"
        His captains looked one to the other.
          "You think I don't see your looks!? You dare to doubt me!?"
        Gubkin stepped forward.
        "Not so, Lord Gog - we are - er - moved by your stirring words - and 
  anxious to know your plans for tomorrow."
        Gog stared at him and his lip curled in contempt. Gubkin's gaze didn't 
  waver. Gog nodded.
        "We shall see, Gubkin! Very well - let us see what our brave soldiers 
  will face tomorrow."
        During the next four hours, they went through every detail of the plans 
  their Commander had constructed. At the end, even Gubkin had to concede 
  that   they   had   every   chance   of   success.   Georgi   Malenski   might   well   have 
  become mentally unbalanced, but his strategy was faultless. On the surface, 
  there  was no  reason  to  doubt  that  they would  be  in  Jerusalem within  two  
  days. The other captains also seemed satisfied. Gog dismissed them. For the 
  duration of the briefing, the manic responses had been carefully subdued. He 
  had   listened   to   suggestions   and   had   even   accepted   them  when   they   had 
  appeared warranted. He was like a different man to the one who had greeted 
  them.   Gubkin   lingered,   he   had   decided   to   take   a   gamble   that   the   more 
  reasonable   man   would   prevail   for   a   while   longer.   He   had   no   idea   why 
  Malenski was experiencing such drastic changes of personality, but he had a 
  sneaking feeling that it had a great deal to do with the advent of the comet.
          "There was something else, Nicholai?"
        The question was almost mild - and the use of the familiar name was 
  encouraging.
          "When   we   reach   Jerusalem   -   what   are   your   intentions   for   the 
  population?"
          Malenski eyed him steadily.
        "My intentions are that they shall be treated in no way different to any 



  other city which has resisted and has finally fallen to our forces."
        Gubkin hesitated.
        "Do you want a repeat of what happened in Nile City?"
          Malenski smiled slightly.
        "We have got rid of the wilder elements in our armies, Nicholai."
        "Not altogether, Georgi! We still have ruthless men who see it as their 
  right to rape and pillage."
        "So, what do you suggest I do on the eve of a critical battle, tell them 
  that   they  must  behave   themselves  and   that   they  can  expect  to  have   their 
  wrists slapped if they step out of line?"
        "Tell them that Gog wants the city untouched - it is his special place 
  and it must not be spoiled."
        A touch of the other man became visible in Malenski's face.
        "Why would Gog concern himself with Jerusalem in particular. Do you 
  imagine I will stay here once we've conquered it? Perhaps, the best thing will 
  be to bring Jerusalem down to size - Michael ben Levi once described it as a 
  small village, with a water supply to match - let it become a small village! I will 
  not elevate its importance by making it my capital - let it sink into oblivion!"
        Gubkin   considered   him  for   a   moment.  He   knew  he   had   to   be   very 
  careful.
          "Very   well,   Georgi.   I   will   give   the   orders   that   there   are   to   be   no 
  privileges, even if they capture Michael ben Levi and his family."
        He thought he had overstepped  the  mark. Malenski  looked  as if  he 
  was about to erupt into the raging tyrant he had been earlier.
        "What do I care about, Michael ben Levi - or his family - they can do 
  with them as they wish!"
        Gubkin licked his lips.
        "Does that include - Piotr?"
        The fire subsided out of Malenski's eyes, he sagged down into a chair, 
  buried his face in his hands, and wept.
 


