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        The onset of winter came with a savage ferocity. Freezing winds and 
  blizzards swept down from the polar regions and quickly engulfed the fertile 
  plains   of   southern   Russia   and   beyond.   Mountain   ranges   became   virtually 
  impassable. This,  as much as any activity of the  part  of Malenski,  slowed 
  down   the   impetus   of   the   thrusts   engineered   by   Feodor   Chernienko   and 
  Alexander Barenkov. For his part, Malenski  succeeded only in  annihilating 
  the   forces   of   his   turncoat   Scandian   captains   and   their   new   allies.   It   took 
  longer   than   expected,   but   the   victory   was   complete.   For   all   intents   and 
  purposes,   in   the   lands   conquered   by   Gog,     the   Scandian   threat   was 
  terminated. 
        The winter also came to the aid of a sorely pressed Joshua Aristides. 
  The barbarian, lawless and pitiless forces which threatened him, were unable 
  to cross the Pyrenees and he was able to draw breath before he would be 
  obliged   to   face   an   inevitable     renewed   onslaught   in   the   spring.   The 
    communication links with his ally,  Michael, in Jerusalem, were almost non-
  existent and the looming threat of the Malenski forces on either side of the 
  Eastern Basin of the Great Sea, made direct contact an unacceptable risk. 
  Joshua   realised   quite   early,   that   each   of   the   old   allies   was   alone,   being 
  forced   apart   by   the   overwhelming   Satanic   forces   which   were   relentlessly 
  moving to the ultimate conclusion of Armageddon.
        The wintry conditions impeded the restoration of the lands which had 
  suffered   Gubkin's   invasion.   The   populations   of   Edom,  Moab   and   Ammon, 
  moved   back   down   from   their   places   of   refuge   in   the   hills   to   a   scene   of 
    despoliation. Ruined crop lands, uprooted orchards and vineyards, in some 
  places, the work of centuries was ravaged as if it had never existed. Michael 
  moved   amongst   them  and   was   sometimes  away  for   days   at   a   time.  Leah 
  knew it was inevitable, it was  ingrained within his nature to see himself as a 
  part of their sorrow and despair. He had become the Michael who 'stood up 
  for his people'. She tried to accept it, but it became harder, especially as she 
  advanced into the months of her pregnancy. 
        In no way was Michael neglectful of her, he was loving and solicitous - 
  but he was absent for so long and so often, that she spent long hours with 
  nothing much to do but to brood over the inevitable return of the vast Horde 
  which Gog now commanded. From the regular communiqués, she was well 
  aware of the growth in the numbers of those who followed him. It left her a 
  little amazed, it was beyond her comprehension how people could be so deaf 
  and blind to the words of teaching they had received during a thousand years 
  at   the   feet   of   Jesus   and   His   Firstlings.   It   was   surely   one   thing   to   be 
  overwhelmed   by   superior   forces   and   be   obligated   to   pay   lip   service   to   a 
  conqueror - it was quite another, to willingly join the vast throng who actively 
  supported his cause.
        She had never fully understood before, how it would be possible for 
  Armageddon to be the  ultimate battle  between  good and evil.  It had been 
  hard to grasp that the forces of Satan would stand against the forces which 
  had remained loyal to their God. It was the eternal conflict and it would be the 



  final   resolution   in  which  Satan   would  be   defeated  and  cast  down  into   the 
  abyss.   At   some   time   after   the   winter   there   would   be   a   spiritual   battle 
  conducted in many different realms and in many different places on the earth. 
        In some cases, not even physical forces would be involved, it would be 
  a purely spiritual  conflict - but on the Plain of Esdraelon, it would have its 
  physical manifestation - and possibly in other places too, where men who had 
  kept   faith   with   their   God   would   stand   against   the   forces   whose   god   was 
  Satan. One thing she understood in her heart, when Gog pitched his pavilion 
  between the sea and the Camp of the Saints, Michael would have to play his 
  part!
        As  the   winter   months  crept   by,   it   became  obvious   that   Feodor   and 
  Alexander were losing the battle. Malenski was still able to move his forces 
  around and confront the poorly armed rebels. The Cossack horsemen were at 
  a total disadvantage in the icy weather and the numbers against them were 
  always superior. It was only a matter of time before the Balkans were cleared 
  and Alexander's stewardship was overwhelmed. Feodor fought a desperate 
  rearguard  battle  against  impossible  odds and  was eventually  cleared  from 
  southern  Russia  and  driven  down into  the  Caucasus Mountains. There  he 
  was isolated by another strong force which moved in from the east and cut off 
  his line of retreat into the Anatolian plateau.
          There was also news of other threats. Michael had come home, cold 
  and exhausted. Leah had had to force food into him and now he lay back in a 
  recliner before a roaring fire. Yet another communiqué had been brought to 
  him. He had read it and then laid back and closed his eyes. She took it from 
  his fingers.
        'Top   priority   to   Michael   ben   Levi:   Hostile   forces   have   effected   an 
  airborne   landing   between   the   Tigris   and   Euphrates   rivers   and   are   driving 
  north to link with enemy units south of the Caucasus. Another landing has 
  been effected south of the Caspian Depression. We have insufficient forces 
  to hold their advance.' 
          Michael had opened his eyes.
        "It will be soon, Leah. We must expect a ring of steel around us - what 
  does it say in Ezekiel? Something to the effect: 'At that time a thought will 
  enter your head and you will plan evil. You will say, 'I will attack a land of 
  open   villages,   I   will   fall   upon   a   people   living   quiet   and   undisturbed, 
  undefended   by   walls,   with   neither   gates   nor   bars'.   They   will   come   from  
  Persia, Ethiopia and Libya, from Gomer and Beth-Togarmah and from the far 
  recesses of the north. Gog will set up his pavilion between the sea and the 
  holy hill - "
        Leah interrupted firmly.
        " - and he will meet his end with no one to help him!"
          Michael drew her close to him and she leaned against his chest and 
  rested her head against his. She whispered:
          "You can't carry the burden alone, Michael! Nor should you even try - 
  this   isn't   your   battle   -   for   that   matter   it   isn't   Gog's   either!   You're   both 
  instruments -   the  real   battle  is   between   our   Father   and   Satan   -  as  it   has 
  always been! You and Georgi are only puny little men caught up in an eternal 
  conflict. It's enough for you, personally, to show that you are faithful to our 
  God, no more is asked of anyone else. It's the only requirement! We must all 



  remain faithful to God and not despair. He's made it so clear - He will send 
  fire from heaven. He will vanquish the forces Satan will have assembled for 
  the final battle. Your commission is to stand up for your people, to encourage 
  them, to give them heart, to do the things you've been doing over the past 
  few weeks in Edom and Moab and Ammon. Don't despair over the Persian 
  provinces - or any others which might fall to Gog - it has to be, it can't be 
  avoided - they, as well as us, must be put to the test!"
        He craned his head to look into her eyes and managed a smile. He 
  kissed her forehead and whispered.
        "Did  anyone   ever   tell   you   that   you   are   a   very  wise   lady,  Lean   ben 
  Levi?"
        "If I was all that wise, I wouldn't spend most of my day worrying about 
  you and wondering what you're doing - or if you're getting into any mischief!"
        He kissed her again.
          "That's exactly what I do most of the time - worry about you - and if you 
  - and junior - are getting into any mischief."
        "I'm glad you mentioned junior - his or her presence tends to prevent 
  me indulging in wild adventures!"
        They lay together in mutual comfort for a few moments, the warmth of 
  the fire soaked into them.
        "The   fire   feels   good   -   reports   from   the   Far   East   tell   of   extreme 
  conditions again. It's bitterly cold in Siberia, Ambrose is calling for more help, 
  but there isn't much I can do for him."
        "I miss Ambrose!"
        He looked down at her.
        "Do   you   know,   that's   the   first   time   I've   ever   heard   you   mention 
  Ambrose or anyone else from the Far East, since you came to Jerusalem!"
        "I can assure you, it won't happen again! I have no desire to go there, 
  if that's what you're thinking!"
        "I plead complete innocence! The thought never crossed my mind - in 
  any case, I don't think it would be very advisable, do you?"
        "It isn't an option, Michael.  The Far East and Salem and everything 
  which happened there, is like a fantasy. So much has happened in such a 
  short time. It's like a memory from another life!"
        "In a way it was - one which will never return."
        "I wouldn't want it to!"
        They subsided again. Leah watched the flames flaring into the flue.
          "Has anything been heard of Gideon and Deborah?" 
          "Nothing - apart from the report that they were last seen heading out 
  over the Eastern Basin, north from Egypt."
          "There's no report of them landing in Greece or further north?"
          "Nothing - I could make enquiries if you like - or you could, you know 
  how to use the facilities - we still have a few agents left in the Balkans - even 
  after the blood bath Georgi ordered!"
        He felt her shudder.
        "I will never understand how a man can change so much to order the 
  slaughter of women and children - that isn't the man I knew."
          Michael nodded grimly.
        "He sensed the change was coming, Leah - that's why he left Piotr with 



  us. I'm convinced that he didn't want the boy to see the change, or the sort of 
  man he would become."
          "Piotr is such a gentle child, John and Leah worship  him and he never 
  runs out of patience with them."
        "His mother was a gentle creature."
          "Don't believe it, Michael! Remember, I got to know her very well - she 
  was a fighter. Under that gentle exterior, she had steel! If she had been soft, 
  she   would   never   have   left   Georgi   in   the   first   place.   She   knew   what   she 
  wanted for her son - and it wasn't what she saw happening."
        "I often think, if she had lived, things might have gone differently with 
  Georgi."
        "Well, she didn't live - and that must have been part of the master plan 
  as well!"
        That evening was one of the last evenings they could spend together 
  for many months. Michael was on the move almost constantly, trying to match 
  every   new   threat   which   was   brought   against   the   boundaries   of   his 
  Administration. Slowly, but surely, the ring of steel closed around the fairest 
  of all lands. First of all, Persia fell with surprising ease, followed by the lands 
  which had once been called Mesopotamia. Thereafter, there was a thrust into 
  the   Arabian   peninsular,   which   had   the   effect   of   cutting   them  off   from  the 
  primary remaining source of power.
        Feodor   still   held   out   in   a   tiny   pocket   of   land   in   the   Caucasus.   Of 
  Alexander, there was no news and slowly they were obliged to accept that he 
  might have fallen in some remote area, under the onslaught of a relentless 
  enemy.   Anatolia   was   lost   and   then   came   a   period   of   quiet,   it   was   the 
  proverbial lull before the storm. Gog seemed in no hurry to pitch his pavilion 
  between the sea and the holy hill.
        The   winter   passed   and   new   growth   burst   out   of   the   trees   and   the 
  ground.   Those   who   tilled   the   land,   sowed   their   seed,   knowing   the 
    improbability of the harvest. The peaceful fields would become the scene of 
  conflict - it was especially so in the Vale of Esdraelon. Michael watched the 
  efforts of the farmers. In the proverbial sense, they bent their backs to tend to 
  the soil with no regard to that which was happening around them, or of that 
  which was sure to come.
        He  remembered  ancient  history  lessons,   as a   child   in   the   house   of 
  Asher ben  Jacobi,  where  he had  been  shown precious relics  of a  bygone 
  age. They were records of wars and conquerors of the past. He particularly 
  recalled one of them. It showed and old man toiling in the field - and behind 
  him was a skirmish between armed men. The farmer hadn't bothered to lift his 
  head. 
        It would not be like that on the Day of Armageddon, on that day, the 
  whole world would lift their heads and watch - and see the power of their God 
  manifested in the rain of fire which would descend from out of heaven.
          Michael had returned from his survey and for once, was able to spend 
  some time with his wife. She was well advanced in her pregnancy, it could 
  only be a matter of a week or two, before their child was born. The phrase 
  which he had read so many times in the past, returned unbidden to his mind: 
  'Alas for the woman with child in those days, and for those who have children 
  at the breast!'. He resolutely pushed the thought away, confident that his God 



  would make provision. 
        Leah   looked   weary   when   she   greeted   him,   but   the   tiredness   was 
  quickly   masked   with   a   radiant   smile.   They   embraced   and   he   held   her 
  thickened body close to him. He felt a great surge of love and pride, which 
  helped to drive the anxiety out of him.
          "And - how are the two of you?"
        "The two of us are doing very well - with the exception that junior is as 
  restless as his father!"
          "One more stick to lay across my back! - Michael  ben Levi  gets the 
  blame for everything."
        "In this case, with good reason!"
          Luke  emerged from the  communications room, his face  was solemn 
  but it brightened up when he saw them together.
          "About time you decided to pay us a visit!"
        Leah smiled, the two men had become very close during the preceding 
  months and there was certainly no distance between them when it came to 
  speaking their minds. Any misgivings she might have entertained about Luke 
  in the early days, had, by this time, become well and truly dispelled. Michael 
  raised his eyes to the roof.
        "I think I might find another roost for the night!"
        "I'd better not find you in another nest!"
          Luke was solemn again.
        "You'd better take a look at this, Michael."
        He handed over the communiqué he had been holding. Michael took it 
  and read. The muscles in his jaw tightened, apart from that, his expression 
  didn't change.
          "Malenski is on the move!"
          Luke nodded.
          "We've had reports of a massive build up of transporters and shuttles 
  all   along   the   coast   of   Anatolia   and   Greece.   As   you   know,   the   Cyprian 
  peninsula has been under attack by strong forces for the last ten days. We've 
  been   forced   to   retreat   into   the   mountains.   It   doesn't   look   as   if   the   new 
    concentration has anything to do with clearing Cyprus. My analysis is that we 
  are the target!"
          Michael nodded slowly.
        "So, Gog is coming to Armageddon - at last!"
        Leah looked at him sharply. Michael sounded as if it gave him great 
    satisfaction.
        "We must make preparations, Michael!"
        "For what, Luke? To try to repel them when they land? The landing site 
  is no mystery, we know precisely where it will be! Georgi will come directly to 
  Esdraelon, he won't be diverted to the north and the south. He will send his 
  army - his Horde - to where the words of destiny indicate. He will be unable to 
  do  otherwise!  We   always   thought   the  hooks  in   his   jaws were  hunger   and 
  deprivation  - we were  wrong!  The  hooks in  his  jaws are  the  words of  the 
  prophets and the knowledge of his own destiny!"
        Leah murmured softly.
          "And the hooks in your jaws are the same, Michael!"
          Luke persisted.



        "Are we to do nothing, Michael!? You must make a show of some sort - 
  the   people   will   expect   it!   They're   looking   to   you   -   you   are   the   mystical 
  defender. If you  do nothing, you  might well  weaken the  trust they have  in 
  you."
        "We will do something, Luke. I want you to move our main force to line 
  the hilltops on both sides of the Plain. I want the shields polished until they 
  shine like glass! - and I want each man to be issued with two shields - "
          "Two!?"
          "Two shields! Instructed the captains, when the invading force comes 
  in to land, they are to turn their shields upward to catch the sun. The men are 
  to   be   spaced   out   so   that   they   look   as   if   they're   twice   the   number   - 
    understood?"
        "No! But it will be done - what do you want to do, dazzle the pilots so 
  that they crash? If so, I don't think it will work!"
        "I want to  give  the   landing  force  the  impression   that they're  heavily 
  outnumbered, if we can make them cautious, they will be discouraged from 
  venturing into the hills. I want to keep them on the plain until Gog arrives!"
          "And then?"
        "Then - it will be in the hands of God!"
          When they were alone at last, Leah was very quiet. Michael watched 
  the firelight flickering on her face. He said nothing. Eventually, she broke the 
  silence.
        "What do you think will happen?"
          "Malenski will land in force and establish a base camp, after that, it will 
  be anyone's guess."
        "Can   you   be   totally   sure   that   he   will   land   where   you   think?   We're 
  leaving ourselves wide open if he chooses another target."
        "I'm sure it will be through Esdraelon, his sense of destiny will prove to 
  be   irresistible.   On   the   other   hand,   it   is   the   most  logical   path   to   follow   to 
  connect with  his armies squeezing  us from the  north  and  east. The  valley 
  cuts nearly through to the Jordan. We  can also expect Gubkin  to move in 
  from the south - not along the eastern side of the Salt Sea this time, through 
  Moab, Edom and Ammon, but along the coast. In that way, Jerusalem will be 
  encircled and the stage will be set for a thrust down the valley of the Jordan, 
  to take us by the back door. I have tried to cover all the routes."
        "But - when it comes down to it, Michael, we simply haven't enough 
  men to hold them off."
        "I don't anticipate the need for us to do so, my darling."
        "The mystical fire from heaven?"
          "Perhaps, not so mystical as you might imagine!"
        She was all attention. He grinned at her.
          "There's something you haven't told me, Michael!"
          "You remember the captain who took such a shine to you?"
        She eyed him steadily. 
        "I wasn't aware that anyone 'took a shine to me' as you so crudely put 
  it!"
        "Oh! Come, Leah - you remember Eli Benjamin! The young fellow you 
  met on your secret trip to the lookout!"
        She glared at him in accusation.



          "Michael  ben Levi!  I believe  you're  jealous!  - and the poor man has 
  done nothing to earn it - neither have I!"
          "Quieten down! You'll  make the baby excited and he'll be kicking all 
  night!   If   I   was   jealous,   I   would   copy  David   the   King   and   send   him  in   the 
  forefront of the battle line - but I've done the opposite, he's one of my aides - 
  and that's how I know of his unrequited love for the lady of his dreams, who 
  will have nothing to do with him!"
        Leah subsided.
        "I'm very glad to hear it!"
        "To get back to the subject in question. Young Eli has a brother - Saul 
  - now, there's an imaginative  bit of naming - King Saul was of the tribe of 
  Benjamin, if I remember my biblical history correctly."
        "No doubt you do!"
          "This Saul Benjamin is very keen on astronomy. Eli tells me that he's 
  quite excited  about an approaching  comet. I know - we've  been visited  by 
  comets before, but this one is calculated to come very close to the Earth - just 
  how close, he hasn't been able to tell with any accuracy."
          "And   you   think   this   comet   is   going   to   provide   the   Godly   fire   from 
  heaven."
          "Stranger things have happened. The timetable is in God's hands and 
  he's quite able to adjust the transit of a comet to agree with it. I remember 
  someone telling me once that the miracle of the parting of the Red Sea in the 
  time of   Moses,   was  not  so   much  that  it  happened  -   because  it  had   been 
  known to  happen  at other times, when a strong  east wind arose  - but the 
  miracle was that it happened at precisely the right time for the transit of the 
  Children of Israel and then ceased to happen, so that the army of Pharaoh 
  was drowned in the flood of returning waters."
        "It's  an  interesting  theory,  but can  we really  place  all  our  trust  in  a 
  supposition."
        "I'll   quote   you   something   from   the   fourth   book   of   Ezra,   it   goes 
  something  like  this:  'And  they shall  pour out over  every high   and eminent 
  place a horrible star'. There's a lot more besides. Revelation also mentions 
  vials of wrath and one of them concerned a star which will fall to the earth. 
  There can be no doubt that the Time of the End will be a fearful time, but we 
  can also be confident that those to remain with their God shall receive His 
  protection."
          "When I read about these things, Michael, I sometimes wonder if the 
  cure might not be worse than the illness. If we are dealing with a star which 
  will send down fire from heaven, can we be sure that it won't only consume 
  Gog   and   his   Horde.   Won't   it   also   threaten   us   too   -   there   won't   be   much 
  separating us?"
        "What  little  there  is, will  be sufficient  - of that we can be sure, Our 
  Father will cover His own in the shelter of His hand!"

 


