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        It was three  more days  before  Gog's Horde started  to pour into  the 
  Plain of Esdraelon. The confident approach of the huge transporters and their 
  flanking shuttles, and the unhesitating  descent to the rich croplands of the 
  valley   between   Carmel   and   Megiddo   on   the   one   hand   and   the   Galilean 
  Highlands on the other, displayed either contempt or a supreme confidence. 
  Michael had hurried there as soon as he received the word of the despatch of 
  the armada from Anatolia and Greece. He went to the forward base on Mount 
  Carmel and watched as his troops on the hillsides obeyed their instructions to 
  catch   and   reflect   the   rays   of   the   rising   sun.   It   was   certain   that   they   had 
  captured the attention of the captains on the approaching craft, but it didn't 
  slacken the pace of the invasion. Vessel after vessel thundered from the sky 
  and   soon   the   valley   was   filled   with   the   army   which   disgorged   from   their 
  bellies.
        In   one   respect,   Michael's   strategy   appeared   to   work.   The   invaders 
  busied   themselves   in   occupying   the   valley   floor.   A  number  of   huge   camp 
  sites were established, but there was no attempt to try their steel against the 
  defenders   watching   from   the   hills.   Michael   moved   to   the   great   rock   of 
  Megiddo, which had given its name to the battle which was yet to be fought. 
  Once, it had been a great city, which had commanded the best pass from the 
  Great Sea and onwards north to Galilee and Damascus. It had always been a 
  point of great strategic importance.   This occasion would be different, they 
  faced impossible odds. Michael fought down the thought. He was not dealing 
  with impossible odds, because, on this occasion, it was the Lord God who 
  was supreme and He would provide the defence.
        The   small   towns   and   villages   in   the   valley   had   been   hastily 
  abandoned. He was quite sure that those in the fields had not returned to 
  their  homes for  their  goods,  and  those  who  had  slept  on  the  roof  of their 
  houses, had not gone down for their clothing - they had fled to the hills and 
  abandoned everything. 
        Late in the day, he watched a lone shuttle come in low from the sea. It 
  landed close to one of the abandoned villages. He felt his pulse quicken, Gog 
  had  arrived   for  his   appointment  with   his   destiny.   Michael   was  certain  that 
  there would be no attack that night. Malenski would not be hurried, he too, 
  would know that it was not quite the right time. Michael returned to the haven 
  of his home in the Judaean Hills. Communiqués awaited him. Gubkin was on 
  the move, as had been predicted - and the forces to the north and east were 
  exerting   pressure   on   the   defenders.   Gog   was   tightening   his   steel   noose, 
  forcing the condition where the Camp of the Saints would be encompassed 
  around and inviting the retaliation of Godly wrath.
          Michael was worried about Leah. She was very close to her time. She 
  had   tried   to   make   light   of   the   situation,   but   he   could   see   that   she   felt 
  desperately vulnerable. 
        "I won't be long now, Michael - the midwives tell me to except our child 
  at any time. Sometimes I wonder if I ought not to send them all away. They 
  walk   around   with   long   faces   and   whisper   behind   their   hands,   they're   so 



    determined to tell me nothing about what is going on that they even tried to 
  stop me from going into the Communication Centre. I soon put an end to that 
  nonsense! I must know what's happening, Michael - not to know, would drive 
  me insane."
        "I'm sure they mean well - they don't want you distracted - or upset - 
  and neither do I!"
        "It would upset me much more not to know what's happening. When 
  it's time for me to concentrate on my job - then I'll do as they say - but until 
  then, I have every intention of carrying on as usual."
        "You're a very determined woman, Leah ben Levi!"
        "I've heard that before! Now, tell me what's been happening."
        "Georgi has arrived! He's in the little village close to the city of Sarid - 
  right in the centre of the plain. His Horde is encamped all around him and 
  they've   taken   over   the   floor   of   the   valley.   The   early   flood   seems  to   have 
  eased down. Now, the transporters are bringing in supplies. They look as if 
  their intention is to stay for some time."
        "Man proposes - God disposes!"
        "That's the spirit! - Georgi is displaying a peculiar mixture of fatalism 
  and military strategy. It's a conflict between Gog, who is predestined to be 
  stopped in his tracks - and military opportunism and confidence, which tells 
  him that it won't take much to sweep away our resistance and complete his 
  grand plan of conquest."
        "Georgi was always a complex man."
        "I would give a great deal to have a face to face talk with him right 
  now!"
          "Don't  you  dare  even  think of it,  Michael!  Don't even  consider  it  - I 
  promise you, I'll have the baby right now, if you do!"
          Michael grinned and sighed.
        "As I said - a very determined woman - I promise you, I won't be led 
  into doing anything rash."
        "Even if Georgi has similar thoughts and tries to initiate a meeting?"
        "I can assure you, it isn't in the scheme of things for Michael to have 
  communion with Gog - "
        "That didn't answer my question, Michael - what if Jonathan wants to 
  talk to David!?"
        He didn't have to answer, she could read it in his eyes. For the first 
  time, she felt real fear and uncertainty. She bit her tongue, it wasn't the time 
  to   become  a   clinging   wife   who   would   use   the   impending   birth   as   a   lever 
  against her husband. She prayed in her heart that the situation would never 
  arise.
         Michael glanced at the chronometer, she followed his eyes.
        "Are you expecting another report?"
        "No - just a couple of visitors - "
        "At this hour!"
        "You can go to bed - it might be the best for you."
        "Not unless you want to keep your meeting confidential."
        "Not   in   the   least!   -   In   fact,   you   might   be   interested   in   both   of   my 
  guests. One is Captain Eli - and the other, is his brother, Saul."  
        He laughed at the flash of protest in her eyes.



        "I'm only teasing  you,  Leah!  I think  you  might be  very interested  in 
  what Saul has to tell us."
        He couldn't be drawn to tell her more. They waited together in front of 
  the fire and both of their thoughts were on the vast camps of the invaders 
  who   occupied   the   place   of   destiny.   Promptly   on   the   hour,   the   outer   door 
  control   sounded   and   they   heard   their   visitors   being   admitted.   They   were 
  ushered into the darkened room. Michael gestured to the lighting control and 
  raised the lux level. He rose to greet them, Leah remained in her chair, the 
  privilege of her condition.
          "Captain Eli, greetings - "
          "Greetings, Administrator - this is my brother Saul."
        Eli's eyes looked beyond Michael towards Leah.
          "Greetings, sister ben Levi."
          "Greetings, Captain Benjamin - it's good to meet you again. Greetings, 
  brother Benjamin."
        "I'd nearly forgotten! You've met my wife before, Eli!"
        Leah intervened, her voice very even.
          "Briefly   -   the   last   occasion,   was   when   I   strayed   to   where   I   was 
  supposed not to be - it wasn't really my fault -  my husband neglected to tell 
  me!"
          Michael grinned.
        "I shall have to speak very severely to your husband!"
          There   was   general   polite   laughter   and   the   guests   were   ushered   to 
  chairs. Eli set the agenda.
          "Administrator, I thought you  ought to talk with  Saul. I mentioned to 
  you   some   of   the   things   he's   been   telling   me   and   I   thought   it   might   be 
  significant."
          Saul intervened for the first time, he seemed a little embarrassed by all 
  the attention.
        "My   observations   have   been   recorded,   Administrator.   I'm   sure   they 
  would   have   been   brought   to   your   attention   if   they   had   been   considered 
  important."
        "Not everything gets brought to my attention, brother Saul. Why don't 
  you tell me about your observations?"
          "Perhaps I should explain the duties to which I have been assigned in 
  the   Transit   system.   I   am   attached   to   the   technical   advisors   who   are 
  responsible for the Suborbiter transporters, planning their various trajectories, 
  and their integrity."
          Michael   glanced   quickly   at   Leah,   she   had   gone   a   little   pale.   Saul 
  caught the glance, he looked mortified.
        "I am so sorry, sister Leah - I had overlooked the tragic incident - "
        Leah stopped him.
        "It's  quite  all  right,  brother  Saul. It  was just the  technical  terms you 
  used, I last heard them in the report of the investigation - "
          "Would you like to go to bed, my dear?"
        "No, Michael, I would like to stay. It's just my condition - please excuse 
  me."
          Saul hurried on.
        "A  parameter   of   my  duties   is   to   determine   a   clear   passage   for   our 



  carriers. There is still a considerable amount of space junk left over from the 
  decades prior to the First Resurrection and the Great Destruction. There's a 
  substantial amount which still circles our planet and occasionally drops out of 
  orbit. I'm sure you have received reports from time to time?"
          There was a chorus of nods.
          "Another   factor   for   which   we   must   look,   is   the   incidence   of   natural 
  material. By this, I mean meteorite fragments or asteroids of indeterminate 
  size, which are always crossing the orbital path of the Earth."
        Leah leaned forward.
          "Where do these fragments originate, brother Saul."
        "They   come   from   various   sources,   some   are   cyclic   -   so-called 
  meteorite   showers,   which   usually   follow   the   path   of   comets   which   were 
  previously plotted and subsequently vanished. There is a theory that these 
  showers are the debris of such comets which have disintegrated. Apart from 
  these,   there   are   other   sources,   some   coming   from   far   beyond   the   outer 
  extremity of the Solar System. There is a vast reservoir of cometary material 
  in  a spatial  area  called  the Oort Clouds, which  is a considerable  distance 
  beyond the boundaries of the Solar System. From there also, comets tend to 
  return to our vicinity at regular intervals."
        "   ...   And   these   fragments   are   all   around   us,   brother   Saul?   Flying 
  around over our heads! Don't they ever fall to earth?"
        "Oh! Certainly, all the time - but I must emphasise that they are usually 
  microscopic and  cause  very little  damage and  most of the  time they pass 
  unnoticed.  We  have  all  seen    so-called  shooting  stars  -  these  are  minute 
  fragments which do not penetrate the atmosphere and burn up on contact - 
  hence the spectacular trail of sparks."
          Michael nodded.
        " ... But some come in larger sizes, brother Saul?"
          Saul nodded vigorously.
          "Very much so! We have recorded instances of very large fragments 
  reaching   the   surface,   these   cause   widespread   devastation.   Fortunately,   it 
  isn't a very frequent occurrence, but in the remote past, there was a much 
  greater   incidence   -   you   should   understand,   this   happened   long   before 
  recorded history, perhaps millions of years ago. We have only to look at the 
  impact craters on the surface of the Moon and of the planet Mars, to see how 
  both of those bodies have been showered with enormous fragments in times 
  past."
          Michael looked at him steadily.
        "Is it your belief that we are to be visited by another shower of these 
  massive fragments, brother Saul?"
        Their guest shifted nervously.
        "It is probably foolish to predict such a thing, brother Michael. There 
  have   been   several   near   misses   recorded   during   the   last   eleven   hundred 
  years.   Some   years   before   the   Destruction,   a   vast   crater   was   formed   in 
  Siberia, which devastated the surrounding area - fortunately, in those days, it 
  was a lightly populated region. Some years later, a fragment of an asteroid 
  passed between the moon and the earth without colliding. If it had collided, 
  there   would   have   been   a   disaster   which   would   have   made   the   Great 
  Destruction insignificant!. I must emphasise, the potential for such a disaster 



  is always present."
        "What's the size of these chucks of rock, Saul."
        "Eli - the one which I mentioned, was calculated to be no more than a 
  kilometre in its greatest diameter - its mass, plus its momentum, would have 
  been sufficient to cause cataclysmic devastation. It's impact would have set 
  off a chain reaction of earthquakes, on land and under the sea, in turn, vast 
  tidal surges would have washed over the land. Volcanoes would have been 
  activated. The maritime cities of the world would have been wiped out, with  
  appalling  loss of life. One scientist, at the time, put it this way: 'The  earth 
  would have reverberated like a bell'. There was always the possibility that it 
  might have been disturbed in its orbit, or tilted on its axis - the consequences 
  for the climate would have been unpredictable."
          There was a profound silence. Michael stretched his legs and stared at 
  the floor.
        "I'm sure you have a reason for telling us this, brother Saul."
        Saul   nodded   abruptly   and   stood   up.   It   was   obvious   that   he   was 
  extremely agitated.
        "Brother Michael, it is my belief that we are on the threshold of another 
  near miss!"
          Michael lifted his eyes.
          "Another near miss, Saul - or a strike!?"
          Saul met his eyes.
          "Hard to say! Could be either! It will be a near thing!"
          "Surely, such a - missile - should be easy to see? How is it that we 
  can't? Can you be certain that it's heading in our direction?"
        "I've seen it! I've calculated its trajectory!"
          "You've seen it - why not us?"
          "Because its coming in at an angle to the equatorial plane of the Earth. 
  In other words, its coming in on a slantwise course and is only visible in the 
  southern skies. I can assure you that it's causing a great deal of anxiety in 
  South America, South Africa and Australasia!"
          Michael nodded grimly.
        "With whom, regular communications are cut!"
        Leah intervened.
        "How is it that you've seen it?"
          Saul turned to her.
        "We  maintain contact with  the southern hemisphere  - its part of our 
  duties. They asked us for our opinion and so, I took a suborbiter flight and 
  tracked   its   path.   I   must  tell   you,   its   an   impressive   sight,   quite   visible.   My 
  assessment is that it is a comet which doesn't fit any regular orbital pattern - 
  a rogue, I suppose you could call it. I estimate the nucleus as being ten to 
  fifteen kilometres in diameter. As it nears the Sun, it's tail is building and can 
  be expected to become more than a hundred million kilometres in length. My 
  calculations indicate that it will pass very close to the Earth - enough to cause 
  a   great   deal   of   damage   -   already,   its   appearance   is   causing   widespread 
  panic in the southern continents. You can hardly tell day from night!" 
          Again,   there   was   a   moment   of   silence,   they   looked   from   one   to 
  another. Michael murmured:
        "'... a great multitude of stars upon the earth ... 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 ...' It goes on, the fourth book of Ezra is 
  very explicit!"
        Leah turned to Saul.
        "How close is it - when will it become visible to us?"
        "It is already well within the orbit of Mars, it is travelling very fast and it 
  is my belief that it will be visible to us, even in daylight, as soon as tomorrow!" 
        "What can be done about it, brother Saul." 
          "There is absolutely nothing that can be done to change its course! 
  There is very little that can be done to avoid the effect of its passing. The only 
  thing I suggest is to try to find a safe haven until it has passed."
        "You seem sure that it will pass."
        "I hope that it will do so, for if it hits the Earth, given its momentum and 
  size, it would most certainly be the end of us all!"
        Leah stared at him and absently touched her stomach.
        "I'm sorry, sister Leah."
          "You have no need to apologise, you're only giving us the facts."
          Michael looked through the window into the darkness. Consciously or 
  otherwise, he was facing the direction of the Plain of Esdraelon.
          "Perhaps the coming of Gog does herald  the End of Time, after all. 
  Perhaps, our interpretation of the scriptures isn't entirely accurate."
          There was another heavy silence. Leah asked a question.
        "What will be the effect if it doesn't hit us?"
          Saul resumed his seat.
        "It will very much depend how close it comes. I mentioned that the tail 
  of the comet is already a hundred million kilometres in length. It is formed by 
  the impact of radiation emissions from the sun upon the nucleus of the comet. 
  It is the effect of that the scientists call the Solar Wind. The nucleus is formed 
  of an accretion of solid material and ice. Part of this breaks away and streams 
  out behind, to form the tail. Much will depend on the size of the fragments 
  which have broken away from the nucleus. Sometimes, it is extremely fine 
  material, little more than dust, but of course, if the particles are larger - and 
  depending upon how large and how close the tail comes to the Earth - the 
  results could be quite catastrophic!" 
          Michael turned aside from the window and faced him.
          "Would the results be generalised or local?"
          Saul blinked.
        "I believe the results would be random, Administrator. We can't assess 
  the spread of material within the tail. It might be dust in one place and large, 
  asteroid sized pieces in another. There's always the chance that the comet 
  might break apart when it comes within the gravitational effect of the Earth - 
  in effect, it might shatter, the results would be quite unpredictable."
          Michael nodded.
          "Would you advise getting the population under cover?"
          "Definitely   -   to   be   exposed   would   invite   disaster.   Of   course,   if   the 
  comet scores a direct hit - !"
        He left the conclusion to their imagination.   



          Michael was galvanised into action. He touched the control  pad and 
  Luke soon responded.
          "Luke, call an emergency meeting of all captains - yes, ALL captains. I 
  want them all here within the hour! Rest assured, Gog will not attack tonight - 
  trust me!"
        He turned to Saul, as the startled Luke made his exit.
          "Brother Saul, I would appreciate your presence. I want you to tell our 
  captains what to expect - and I don't think I could do the subject justice. In the 
  meantime, I would welcome your suggestions for protective measures."
          Luke returned, he didn't have the chance to report.
        "The next task, Luke. I want a meeting of all the civic leaders of the 
  areas under our control. I know what the hour is - I don't care if you get them  
  out of their beds. I want them here in two hours - and take no arguments! I 
  know how persuasive you can be!"
        He grinned at his startled assistant.
        "I'm afraid there won't be much sleep for us tonight - except you, my 
  darling - YOU are going to bed!"
          "You might be able to bully the rest of the population, Michael ben Levi 
  - but I am staying right here! What sort  of rest do you think I would get?"
          Michael raised his eyes to the ceiling and grinned at Eli. The young 
  captain flickered a response. He looked as if he wasn't quite sure whose side 
  to take.
          "Perhaps you could use your undoubted powers of persuasion and try 
  to convince this stubborn woman to listen to her husband! Saul and I have 
  some planning to do!"
        Eli jerked to his feet and eyed the retreating backs of his brother and 
  his host, with a look akin to desperation. Leah said quietly.
        "Surely, it isn't such a difficult assignment, Captain Benjamin."
        The   luckless   captain   sat   down   abruptly   and   eyed   his   hostess 
  nervously.
        "I can assure you - I don't find it difficult at all - er - that is - "
        Leah threw back her head and laughed.
        "I'm   sorry,   Eli   -   I   didn't   intend   to   embarrass   you   -   but   don't   try   to 
  persuade me to go to my room, regardless of what Michael says. I can assure 
  you, it will be a lost cause. Instead, you can tell me what's happening on the 
  Plain of Esdraelon."

 


