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          Joshua   had   placed   the   Pod   into   a   shallow   glide   path.   The   ground 
  below   gained   in   definition.   The   great   hump   of   the   Rock   loomed   on   the 
  horizon   to   the   south.   It   was  unspectacular   when   seen   from  the   unfamiliar 
  aspect of the landward side. They crossed the rolling country of the Serrania 
  de   Ronda   and   described   a   wide,   lazy   sweep   across   the   estuary   of   the 
  Guadalete. The ancient ruins of Cadiz loomed ahead - and beyond that, was 
  the ocean. Joshua turned south along the old coastline. Their conversation 
  had lapsed since the last outburst from Marcus. He broke the silence.
        "Below us, you can see part of the great system of polders which have 
  been extended out into the Atlantic. We took advantage of the shallows along 
  the coast as far as the abyssal depths just before Azores-Gibralter ridge and 
  the great chasm in front of the Ampere seamount. This whole area comprises 
  a   series   of   dikes   enclosing   the   shallow   areas   of   the   old   seabed.   We've 
  utilised the deeper channels which run between them, to form the basis of the 
  drainage system. The whole works have been repeated on the African shore 
  and   together,   they   had   became   the   preamble   for   perhaps   the   greatest 
  engineering feat attempted by man."
          Marcus cleared his throat.
        "I was told the scope of the project was mind boggling."
          Joshua nodded and went on.
        "The   ancient   straits  of   Gibralter  was  quite   shallow  compared   to  the 
  abyssal depths of the ocean on the one hand and the deep Mediterranean 
  trough which followed the old Spanish coast, on the other. The build up of the 
  network of polders and dikes on the Atlantic coasts on each side of the actual 
  Straits,   gradually   closed   the   throat   of   the   Mediterranean   and   eventually 
  permitted the final plug to be built to close the gap. We had to ensure that the 
  main dam was stabilised, before we dared to try to lower the Mediterranean 
  level. The base of the main dam across the straits is over twenty kilometres 
  wide on the old sea floor of the inner side! It extends half that distance on the 
  ocean side."
          "Incredible!  - Where did you find that amount of material for the fill? 
  You would have had to level mountains!"
          "Sometimes, I think we did! It was like filling the bottomless pit!"
        The line of polders ended abruptly. Beyond the final, massive dike, the 
  ocean was white capped and turbulent. Joshua gestured to it.
        "Even  in  the  Kingdom of Peace, the  Atlantic  remains  unpredictable. 
  We have to keep a constant watch on the condition of the dikes."
          Marcus didn't answer, he couldn't. Joshua had altered course slightly 
  and now, they were facing the most breathtaking sight he had ever seen. 
        "The   main   wall   is   over   twenty   kilometres   wide   from   where   it   is 
  anchored   in  the   bedrock  of   two   continents.  That's  the   visible  portion.  The 
  anchors   themselves,   stretch   for   another   ten   kilometres   on   each   side.   The 
  dam  stands   a   hundred   and   fifty   meters   above   the   level   of   the   ocean.   Its 
  foundations are another ten kilometres into the floor of the old sea bed."
        They flew along it from the Iberian side to the African side. The sun 



  shimmered   on   the   wave   caps   of   a   surging   ocean.   Marcus   didn't   care   to 
  contemplate   what   would   happen   if   the   wall   ever   broke   and   the   waters 
  reclaimed   that   which   had   resulted   from   so   much   titanic   effort.   Joshua 
  sounded as if he was thinking aloud.
          "There are some who see this as a monument to man's pride and self 
  glorification - a modern day Tower of Babel, where we have tried to outmatch 
  the Creator. They forget that the action of the ocean against the dam, is also 
  a vital  power source which allows us to irrigate  the ancient deserts to the 
  south and turn them into one of the granaries of the world. Millions of our 
  fellow citizens are well  fed from that granary.  The Kingdom's population  is 
  ever increasing, despite the fact that we procreate at a much higher age than 
  in earlier epochs - each mouth must be filled. Projects such as this ensure 
  that no one ever goes hungry in the Kingdom of Peace and Plenty."
        "I can honestly say that I have never heard it suggested that this is a 
  modern   day   Tower   of   Babel.   Those   who   would   do   so,   would   be   very   ill 
  informed."
          Joshua turned the ship as they drew close to the African shore and 
  lifted it over the great wall.
        "As I said earlier, the wall is one hundred and fifty metres high. It is a 
  kilometre wide at the crest. The design is such that the height of the dam 
  could be increased if necessary."
          Marcus looked at him curiously.
        "Why would that be ever necessary? Surely, the objective was and is 
  to close off the old sea passage - and that you've done."
          Joshua's response was cryptic.
        "What would happen if the ocean level rose?"
          Marcus paused.
        "We would be faced with a situation no one has ever contemplated. 
  Why would the ocean level rise?"
        "It would rise if the ice caps melted. If that happened the estimated 
  increase in sea level would be about seventy metres. It could happen if the 
  sevenfold light of the sun caused a major climatic change."
        "In the last thousand years, there has never been an indications that it 
  could happen!"
        "True, but the provision is there if it should!"
          Marcus stared at the set jawline of his host.
          "Joshua - you are a strange and contradictory man! On the one hand, 
  you tell me that it is your firm belief that nothing is going to change in the 
  future. You insist that everything will continue as it has until now. You declare 
  that the Kingdom will  proceed along its predesigned course and all  will  be 
  well for ever. Now, you are saying that you are prepared to accept wild and 
  unsubstantiated suggestions that there is going to be a catastrophic, climatic 
  change!"
        A slow smile crept across Joshua's face.
        "Tell   me,   Marcus   -   What   do   you   think   will   happen   when   Satan   is 
  released? Do you believe that he will not meddle in the works which man has 
  accomplished   during   the   millennium?   Before   he   was   bound,   he   was   the 
  Prince of this World - that was what Jesus called him. If his powers are fully 
  restored,   so   that   he   can   tempt  man  and   seduce   him,  won't   his   powers   to 



  change   physical   conditions   also   be   restored?   Do   you   anticipate   that   the 
  twelve  harvests in the year  will  continue, when the other conditions of the 
  Kingdom are changed? 
        Will the sun still shine with a sevenfold light and the moon as did the 
  sun in olden times? Satan will be free to meddle in so much else, why would 
  he be prohibited from lashing this wall with the most titanic of storms? On the 
  day when Gog sweeps down on the Camp of the Saints, will it be a calm day, 
  or one of storms and violence?"
          Marcus whispered.
        "Are you trying to tell me that you've already made provision to handle 
  the release of Satan? You've made the wall higher, to allow for his activity?"
          Joshua shrugged.
        "Not knowing the extent of that activity, how could I - or anyone else, 
  for that matter - make preparations. This is the whole thrust of my argument, 
  Marcus. Joel and Asher try to tell us to prepare. I am trying to point out that 
  such preparation is worthless because what must come to pass, will come to 
  pass   -   and   no   preparations   or   lack   of   preparations   will   make   one   iota   of 
  difference to the outcome!"
        They had crossed the top of the wall to the landward side and then 
  swept downward. The great expanse of  masonry towered above them, falling 
  away to the steep slope of the landfill. It reminded Marcus of an ancient ruin 
  in   Asia.   It   had   been   a   vast   wall   which   had   followed   the   line   of   hills   for 
  hundreds   of   kilometres.   It   had   been   designed   to   keep   out   the   enemy. 
  Eventually, it had failed in its purpose. 
        This new great wall stood on the top of a man made hill. It too, was 
  designed to keep out an enemy - the salt waters of the ocean. He felt a flash 
  of   pessimism,   it   too   would   fail   when   Satan   was   released   to   perform   his 
  mischief.
          Joshua  brought  the  ship  lower  and  eventually  landed  in  a field.  He 
  rose from the pilot's seat in a silent invitation to go outside. Marcus followed 
  and stood, blinking up at the towering edifice. His heart started to pound. He 
  was   very   conscious   that   in   beyond   the   silent   expanse   of   outward   curving 
  masonry,   the   turbulent   ocean   was   exerting   titanic   pressures   against   the 
  barrier.   Towards   the   east,   the   land   was   undulating,   rich   and   bursting   in 
  fecundity. This close to the wall, it was left unproductive. A few cattle browsed 
  here and there.
          "Here, we're in the shadow of the dam. When noon has passed, the 
  shadow increases rapidly. Occasionally, some of the salt water splashes over 
  from the other side. We use this area for maintenance."
          Marcus looked apprehensive.
        "Does the dam leak?"
          "Constantly, that's why we have pumps!"
        He laughed and led the way back to the Pod.
        "I see that our dam makes you nervous - I'll make a confession - me 
  too! Let's go and find some golden sunshine."
        He   quickly   took   the   Pod   up   above   the   shadow  of   the   wall.   Marcus 
  looked   out   to   the   west,   over   the   ocean.   Great   cumulous   clouds   were 
  gathering.  The  sun was shining  directly on to them. They looked  innocent 
  enough, like great ships drifting across the sky, but they carried the hidden 



  menace   of   storms   and   bad   weather.   Joshua   turned   the   ship   towards   the 
  south. A hundred kilometres away, on the horizon, the great massive of the 
  Atlas ranges stood across their path. They had moved away from the basin of 
  the   Great   Sea   and   over   a   shoreline   which   was   thick   and   green   with 
  vegetation.
          "North   Africa   doesn't   only   produce   wheat,   Marcus.   Incidentally,   we 
  haven't eaten - help yourself."
        Well   within   the   hour,   they   had   crossed   the   Atlas   ranges   and   were 
  coasting down the southern side towards an ocean of yellow. It was the only 
  way Marcus could describe it - an ocean stretching from the Atlantic coast 
  towards   the   infinity   of   the   horizon,   covering     the   desert   as   far   as   ancient 
  Egypt - and beyond, into the area that Asher administered. Thin ribbons of 
  arrow straight channels ran for kilometres, each carrying a precious trickle of 
  vital water for irrigation. 
        The   climate   had   been   changed,   it   was   a   by-product   of   the 
  establishment of the Kingdom of Peace. Marcus shivered involuntarily when 
  he   remembered   Joshua's   suggestion   that   Satan   would   change   it   all   back 
  again. Once more the places which  had been made fertile,  would become 
  deserts and  mankind  would  be  faced  with  starvation  and  misery.  Surely a 
  recipe for disaster - a recipe for a Gog to rise and seize his opportunity.
        They followed the fecund monotony of the wheat belt for nearly two 
  hours, for the most part, it was a silent journey. Joshua was content to leave it 
  that way and Marcus felt comfortable in the silence. Joshua broke it abruptly.
        "I want you to know, Marcus. I am not the enemy of Joel or Asher. We 
  are fellow Administrators in the service of Our Lord and his Firstlings. Our 
  primary concern is to ensure that the physical well being of the citizens of the 
  Kingdom  is   kept   at   the   optimum.  I   find   it   hard   to   understand   the   sudden 
  urgency attached to a set of prophecies which have always been a part of our 
  knowledge. We have always known that Satan is to be released at the end of 
  a thousand years  and that this will  be followed  by a period  of unrest. We 
  have always known that there will be an aftermath to the Kingdom, a period 
  between   its   end   and   the   moment   when   the   physical   creation   will   be 
  terminated. We have always known that there will be a final judgement of all 
  those who have ever lived. 
        I find it hard to understand why men like Joel and Asher have suddenly 
  felt the need to take measures to prepare for something which many believe 
  to be inevitable. I repeat my question: How is it possible to prepare for such 
  an event? If it is to happen, how can anything we do affect the outcome?"  
          Marcus stirred from staring out of the window at the monotonous sea 
  of gold.
        "I   don't   know  the   answers,   Joshua.   I   only   know  that   both   Joel   and 
  Asher consider themselves men with a mission. They see their mission as 
  being to prepare the people for the onslaught of Gog and his Horde and to 
  somehow alleviate the suffering which is bound to follow."
        "In so doing, they seem to be in contradiction to the very essence of 
  the passages in Ezekiel, which they are so fond of quoting. I see it another 
  way. If they initiate  measures as they have suggested, Gog will  not find a 
  people   living   in   peace   in   undefended   cities,   rather,   he   will   find   a   people 
  prepared   for   war.   The   passage   in   Ezekiel   tells   us   that   Gog   will   not   be 



  defeated by man, but by fire which will come down from God out of heaven. I 
  suggest that the very act of preparation is contrary to the scriptures which are 
  supposed to support its introduction!"
          Joshua   had   turned   the   ship   north   and   they   were   gaining   height   to 
  recross   the   Atlas   ranges.   Here,   the   mountains   were   much   nearer   the   old 
  coast of the drained Mediterranean.
        "The   Romans   and   the   men  of   Carthage   fought   battles   on   the   land 
  below us, Marcus - that was well before the birth of our Lord Jesus. Only fifty 
  or so years before the Destruction, the armies of those days were in conflict 
  over the same territory. A reminder to us of the futility of conflict."
          "You   are   suggesting   that   Gog   should   not   be   resisted?   We   should 
  avoid conflict, even if our homes are invaded, our women ravished and our 
  children murdered?"
        "A hard question, Marcus. I can only remark that there is a lot of advice 
  given in scripture. For instance: 'Stand still  and allow your God to fight for 
  you'. Jesus also said: 'If someone slaps you on the right cheek, turn and offer 
  him the left.' I repeat - Gog will be defeated by fire from heaven, not by the 
  activity of an opposing army!"
          Marcus shrugged wearily.
        "I can see that we will never come into agreement, Joshua. It's a great 
  pity, for I can assure you that Joel and Asher will not draw back from their 
  intentions to make some preparation!"
          Joshua looked at him sharply but said nothing more. They crossed the 
  old coast and veered round towards the north west. The polders gave way to 
  the new shore of the Western basin. They were flying almost directly into the 
  setting sun. The tinting of the forward windows automatically intensified. The 
  great orb of the sun was almost the only thing visible, the tinting blotting out 
  the rest of the view. The waters below were blood red and the approaching 
  hills   of   Iberia,   dark   and   forbidding   in   the   filtered   light.   Marcus   shivered 
  involuntarily, it looked like an omen of what was to come.
        He felt defeated, perhaps Joel had been right when he had predicted 
  that he would be like a lamb amongst wolves. The problem was, that he found 
  it hard to see Joshua as a wolf. He was a man as sincere in his point of view, 
  as Joel and Asher were in theirs. He was a man who refused to yield ground 
  if he felt he was right. Marcus had to admit to himself that he was wavering 
  between two strong convictions. Joshua Aristides might be right after all, his 
  arguments were very sound. Emotionally, Marcus was tied to Joel's view - it 
  was a family conviction, almost an inheritance of teaching, reaching back to 
  old Grandfather Carl, that Gog was the instrument of an evil  entity and as 
  such, had to be faced with every method of resistance available.
          "You are very quiet, my friend."
          Joshua sounded almost contrite.
        "I was thinking of Father Joel - and of Carl, my ancestor."
        "My   mother   tells   me   that   he   might   have   been   my  ancestor   too,   if 
    circumstances had been different!"
          Marcus looked at him sharply.
        "Yes, we might have been blood cousins, my friend."
          "That's a story I don't know."
        "An old story, something told by a mother to her daughter back in far 



  off Bethany. I have already mentioned to you that June Meredith knew Carl 
    Steinbecker in the time of the Apostles. It seems that once, when they were 
  very young, they shared interests and Carl was a little sweet on June! The 
  story goes that Bob Meredith came along and swept June off her feet and 
  poor   Carl   found   himself   the   loser.   One   has   to   wonder   what   might   have 
  happened if they had married."
          "Perhaps, they would have both been Firstlings."
        "Ah! You might be right - in which case, probably, neither of us would 
  exist!"
        "They both missed out on the First Resurrection  - even though Carl 
  was still active as a priest and June attended services very rarely."
          "Ancient   history,   Marcus!   They   missed   the   priceless   instant   of 
  transfiguration  in the twinkling  of an eye - for what reason, we shall  never 
  know. All we can do is learn from their failure. Nothing should distract us from 
  preparing for the moment of the second and general resurrection. I make the 
  suggestion that this unknown enemy, Gog will  have scored the greatest of 
  victories on behalf of his master, Satan, if we join the ranks of those who will 
  become   distracted   from   the   important   task   of   remaining   faithful   to   the 
  teachings of Our Lord Jesus and His Firstlings - an often repeated teaching: 
  'But as for the cowardly,  the faithless, and the vile, murderers, fornicators, 
  sorcerers,   idolaters,   and   liars   of   every   kind,   their   lot   will   be   the   second 
  death'."
        The Sierra Nevada loomed on the horizon. Joshua sighed.
        "The hills of home."
        "It   has   been   a   very   informative   and   enjoyable   day,   Joshua   -   thank 
  you."
        "I thank you!  I rarely have the opportunity to show the dam and the 
  wheatlands to someone for the first time - or to have the sort of conversation 
  we have had."
        "I   think   Leah   would   have   enjoyed   both   the   sights   and   the 
    conversation."
          Joshua grinned slowly.
        "That was a particularly clumsy attempt at matchmaking! You should 
  take lessons from my mother, she's an artist!"
        "I didn't realise  that matchmaking was necessary.  I thought you  and 
  Leah had - an understanding."
        "Don't worry. I'll make it up to her."
        "I believe she plans to go back to Jerusalem within a day or so."
        The Pod rocked slightly, Joshua turned his head towards him.
        "Really! I thought she would stay longer - at least, until you left."
        "I must leave soon, too."
        "Nonsense! I have a lot more to show you - and we've hardly broken 
  the ice. I won't hear of you leaving - it took six months to get you here - and 
  now you talk of leaving!"
        They   crossed   the   old   coastline   and   headed   directly   towards   the 
  mountains. The ship was now much lower and the tinting on the windows was 
  decreasing. The terrain below looked almost normal. Kilometre after kilometre 
  of   cultivated   fields   stretched   to   the   flanks   of   the   higher   peaks.   Here   and 
  there, small communes nestled in the lush growth. It was an idyllic scene, one 



  of tranquillity and blessing. It was a reminder of how much they were blessed 
  in the Kingdom of Peace and of how often the blessing was taken for granted. 
  Joshua took up his thought.
        "A thousand years is a long time, even for people with a lifespan so 
  extended as ours. No one has known any situation different to our carefree 
  existence.   When   Gog   emerges,   his   coming   will   be   like   the   onset   of   an 
  uncontrollable fire. He will consume everything in his path."
          "And you still insist that nothing should be done to resist him? Nothing 
  should be done to slow him down, so that others can get out of his path?"
          Joshua nodded.
        "We all have the instinct of self preservation. Some will find a way of 
  escape - ""And those who do not?
          "Remember,   Marcus   -   Gog   is   just   an   episode   in   a   chain   of   events 
  which must happen - unless God changes His plans. Let us assume that He 
  doesn't.   Satan   will   be   released.   After   a   while,   Gog   and   his   Horde   will   be 
  prepared and will start their reign of terror. Our Father will put a stop to Gog 
  and his Horde - they will be utterly destroyed. Ezekiel tells us that the citizens 
  will not need firewood for seven years thereafter, they will gather the fallen 
  weapons   and   use   them   instead.   It   is   only   after   this,   that   whatever   must 
  happen to end the physical creation, will happen."
          "What's your point?"
        "My point is - even if millions die under the hand of Gog, it will mean 
  nothing more than an entry into the realms of the departed a little earlier than 
  those who will have to enter in as a result of the physical creation coming to 
  an end. There is no suggestion in scripture to support the premise that some 
  will be alive and come directly from this earth at the moment of the end of the 
  physical creation. All will first have to die  - and then they will come before the 
  Throne of Judgment!"
        "That sounds very cold blooded and analytical. You are saying that it 
  doesn't matter if anyone gets in the way of Gog and his Horde - we've all got 
  to die anyhow!"
          "Precisely, my dear Marcus - precisely!"


