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        The day following the attack on the citadel and the sanctuary, was a 
  day of departures. The nuptial festivities were at an end. The temptation to 
  prolong them into days of recreation, had been dispelled by the events on the 
  Temple   Mount.   No   one   went   back   to   their   beds   after   the   return   from  the 
  scene of the sacrilege, but they all had dispersed, leaving Michael with his 
  new bride. She hardly dared to touch him. He sat rigidly in his chair, staring 
  out   into   the   hills   around   the   villa,   but   she   knew   he   didn't   see   the   dawn 
  touching them. He was reliving the vision of violation and despoliation of the 
  parklands below the altar of sacrifice. She urged him quietly.
          "You must turn your mind away from it, Michael. I does no good to go 
  over and over what has happened."
        She wondered if he heard her, until he answered softly.
        "I   am  supposed   to   stand   up   for   my  people,   Leah   -   I   couldn't   even 
  protect them from the sight of the focal point of our history being violated. By 
  this time, the word is circulating like the fire which raced up the hills of Zion 
  and Moriah. Gog's men planted their obscene standard at the very heart of 
  our territory. He has shown that he can walk in and out of our stronghold at 
  will. The Camp of the Saints is as vulnerable to him as any other point on the 
  surface of the earth. Michael, the great Prince, was powerless to prevent it. 
  How then will he prevent Gog from bringing his army to encircle the Camp of 
  the Saints? How will he win the battle against an invincible commander?"
          "Michael will not win the battle, my darling. God will see to it - and you 
  could not prevent what has happened. It was written as a prophesy and had 
  to be fulfilled. The 'abomination of desolation' had to be set up on Zion's hill 
  and   the   site   of   the   Temple   and   the   place   of   ancient   sacrifice   had   to   be 
  violated - it was God's will that it should happen!"
        He looked at her and managed a smile.
          "You understand that, Leah - and I understand it - although it doesn't 
  ease the pain - but how will the citizens of Jerusalem understand it?"
        "They will, or they will not. Perhaps, it is part of the great test which 
  shows who has confidence in God and His Son and His Firstlings - and those 
  who have a greater confidence in the power of Gog!"
        He reached over and drew her to him.
        "It hasn't been much of a marriage so far, has it, my darling?"
        Her response was muffled.
        "No - but I'm quite certain you'll make up for it!"  
        He held her out at arms length. She blushed but there was a glint of 
  mischief   in   her   eyes.   It   was   an   irresistible   combination   -   he   kissed   her 
  tenderly until she drew back.
          "Remember, I'm a mother with two children - and I think I hear them!"
  He sighed in mock exasperation and let her go to them. When he was 
  alone   again,   the   earlier   melancholy   returned.   The   vision   of   the   scene   of 
  debauchery still haunted him. One of the phrases of the prophesy concerning 
  the event came back to him:



       ' ... and do away with the regular offering.'

          There had not been a regular offering at the site of the ancient temple 
  since it had been destroyed by the forces of Titus - that is, not in the sense of 
  that laid down in the time of Solomon. Gog had not 'done away' with anything 
  tangible - but he had managed to render the site unclean in the biblical sense 
  and the mental offering which it represented was certainly eliminated.
        At   the   beginning   of   the   thousand   years,   someone   had   asked   the 
  question as to whether the Temple should be rebuilt in the centre of a new 
  city to be constructed on the devastated site of the old Jerusalem. It had been 
  pointed out that there was no need for a temple. God dwelt with His people 
  through the new order of the Kingdom of Peace. His Son and His Firstlings 
  were present amongst the citizens, and a new temple was unnecessary. His 
  worship   was   manifested   in   the   activities   of   the   Kingdom  and   the   spirit   of 
  sacrifice   lived   in   the   hearts   of   those   who   listened   to   the   teaching   of   the 
  Kingly-Priests.
        He was stirred out of his reverie by a polite clearing of the throat. He 
  looked up and met the unsteady gaze of Anatole Barenkov. Michael sensed 
  what was to come.
        "It's time for me to go home, Michael. I'm so sorry that the festivities 
  have been cut short by last night's incident - but it isn't for that reason. The 
  latest   reports   from   the   Vistula   tell   me   that   there   isn't   much   left   of   my 
  stewardship and that if I hope to salvage any authority, I had better return. 
  Malenski  has spread his refugees into the remaining  areas - together with 
  armed escorts. Without a standing militia, there isn't much I can do - "
          Michael nodded, there had never been very much that Anatole could 
  do. Anatole took courage from the sign of agreement.
        "In fact, I have been reconsidering the situation and I believe that there 
  isn't very much I can still offer you - accept my best wishes for the future. I 
  have  nothing  left, you  see - and I've  always known that if I do not accept 
  Georgi   Malenski   as   my   joint   steward,   I   will   lose   everything.   I   have   no 
  alternative but to revert to the Administration of Alexei Kharkov!"
        The   last   phrase   was   accompanied   by   a   great   nervous   release   of 
  breath. Anatole's chest still heaved whilst he waited for a response. Michael 
  nodded again.
        "I'm   sorry   I   couldn't   offer   you   more   than   moral   support,   Anatole.   I 
  perfectly   understand   your   position.   I   ask   only   one   thing   of   you,   that   you 
  remember that your co-operation with the forces of Gog must never become 
  actual   support   -   otherwise   you   will   find   yourself   suffering   his   inevitable 
    condemnation and fate! Beware of the Second Death, for I believe that it is 
  manifested in Gog and his Horde! I thank you for your alliance - and I wish 
  you well." 
          Anatole  stammered his farewells  and escaped.  Michael  looked  after 
  him   and   wondered   how   long   it   would   be   before   Alexander   followed   his 
  brother's lead. He was left in peace for a further hour, then his solitude was 
  interrupted   by   another   visitor.   Michael   rose   to   his   feet,   this   was   one 
  encounter had not expected. Elena Malenski allowed him to escort her to a 
  chair and waited until he was positioned opposite her. 
        "I expect you are wondering why I would want to talk to you?"



        "It's always a pleasure to have your company, Elena."
        The response was a fleeting smile.
        "I think you  find  me a very prickly person to deal  with, Michael  ben 
  Levi, but you're too polite to say so!"
          Michael eased back in his chair.
          "And   why   do   you   think   I   would   find   you   a   prickly   person,   sister 
  Malenski?"
          "You've   just   answered   your   own   question   -   because   I'm   sister 
  Malenski!"
        He waited for more.
        "I know that I am an embarrassment wherever I happen to be."
        "Not so much an embarrassment - perhaps - an unknown quantity."
          "Thank you for being frank and acknowledging that I'm not just another 
  house guest!" 
          "You have been very welcome to share our festivity, Elena. I hope no 
  one has given you a reason to think otherwise."
        She shook her head.
          "Everyone   has   been   perfectly   well   mannered   -   perhaps,   they   have 
  even strained to be so perfectly agreeable."
          Michael tilted back his head and laughed.
          "Which way do you want it, Elena - dirty looks because you happen to 
  be the estranged wife of a political enemy - or to be accepted for what you 
  are - a woman who has asked for protection and who has been provided with 
  that help?"
          Elena flushed.
          "Perhaps I just want to find honesty so that I can plan for my future."
          Michael's smile faded.
        "I thought your future was secure. I am sure Feodor has no intention of 
  asking you to leave his protection."
        She was silent for a moment.
        "What if I thought it was no longer such a good idea to prevail upon his 
  kindness?" 
          Michael steepled his fingers.
        "Do you have a reason for thinking it isn't such a good idea to carry on 
  with the arrangement?"
        Once again, she flushed.
          "You   are   a   shrewd   man,  Michael.   You   must  realise   how  things   are 
  developing with Feodor - if not, ask Leah - or any of the others. Feodor is 
  becoming - too attached to me! I can see it happening and it's something I 
  have resisted. I have never encouraged him - in fact, I've done everything I 
  can think of to discourage him, but it is so obvious!  I can't stay with him. I 
  must move on. The other factor is Piotr - he has become so fond of Feodor - 
  They are like father and son. I can't have that, Michael. Georgi Malenski is 
  Piotr's father - that can never  change  and I pray so hard  to our God  that  
  somehow, in some way I can't see, a change will take place and we will wake 
  up from this nightmare and that Georgi will go back to being the man he was, 
  so that I can take home his son and be a wife to him!"
        She was crying, Michael wasn't sure how he could comfort her. Leah 
  rescued him. She took one look at the weeping woman, issued a silent but 



  accusative   glare   at   her   husband   and   took   Elena   from   the   room.   Michael 
  stared after them and wondered how he had suddenly become the villain. He 
  looked  out into  the  garden. Anatole  and Alexander was pacing  one of the 
  paths   together,   their   conversation   was   very   emphatic.   Michael   shook   his 
  head, everything  was happening at once - and the day was no more than 
  three hours old!
        He ate a solitary breakfast, served by a sombre house servant who 
  appeared to have caught the general aura of tension. He made quick work of 
  the light meal and then attended to some urgent dispatches brought to him by 
  Luke. His secretary had a cheerful face. Michael was compelled to comment 
  on it.
        "It's good to see that someone still remembers how to smile!"
          Luke looked a little uncertain and the smile faded. Michael raised his 
  eyes to the ceiling.
        "I   wasn't   complaining   about   your   broad   grin,   Luke!   I   was   offering 
  praise and thanksgiving! What do you have for me?"
        "A   sheaf   of   congratulations   from   some   of   the   more   distant   of   your 
  stewards - particularly from Simon in Salem. It makes interesting reading."
          "Since when has congratulations produced anything other than a warm 
  glow?"
          "You're in a cheerful mood this morning."
          "You might recall - despite the general confusion - I am now a married 
  man and have the right to appear cheerful  first thing in the morning!  What 
  does Simon have to say?"
        "I'll skip the private bit - which I suggest is for your eyes only and not 
  those of your wife!  It appears that the Clan Steinbecker is walking  around 
  with their noses so high in the air with general  disapproval, that they're  in 
  imminent danger of falling over their own feet! It would seem that you have 
  earned   their   collective   disapproval   for   taking   the   Widow   Steinbecker   in 
  marriage!"
          Michael took the communiqué from him and read it in its entirety. He 
  read the personal preamble with a broad grin which gradually faded as he 
  took in the rest.
          "You  know, Luke.   If  I  didn't   know better,  I  would   have  almost been 
  ready to blame last night's events on some Steinbecker hothead - but I think 
  we have pinpointed the real culprit."
        "I think so too. That brings us to another point which I hesitate to bring 
  up today of all days, but a decision must be made before long."
          "You mean I can't delay deciding what I will do with Kurt Weber and 
  Deborah and David Steinbecker."
          Luke nodded.
          "You're right, it isn't a good day to bring it up - but then, no day is a 
  good day when it comes to this sort of thing. What do you think I should do, 
  Luke? We have no judicial infrastructure. We have no judges, prosecutors, 
  defence counsel. We have no jails and jailers. We have no executioners, if it 
  should come to that. All of these things have been left in the hands of the 
  Kingly-Priests - because we were living under a time of Peace and Mercy and 
  there   was   never   a   need   to   exercise   judgement.   Now,   we've   moved   on   to 
  another era and we have  need to do something with  those who break the 



  rules of our society and above all, those who break the laws based upon the 
  Commandment of God. So - What are we to do - I'm open to suggestions?"
        "We will all soon be judged by the Great Judge."
          Michael gestured impatiently.
        "I know that! I once spoke to Leah about it, she told me in no uncertain 
  terms that I should remember not to judge others, for by the measure that I 
  judge, so would I be judged. It's a sobering  thought, isn't it? On the other 
  hand,   I   can't   allow   the   wrongdoers   to   go   unpunished,   that   would   invite 
  anarchy throughout what is left of the areas under our Administration."
        "The areas left?"
          Michael nodded.
          "Anatole has formally severed his ties with us."
        "The fool!"
          Michael waved a quietening hand.
        "He who calls his brother a fool is a murderer!"
        "He is a fool! Does he think he will survive against Gog? As soon as 
  he has served  what little  purpose  he has, he will  be sucked dry and then 
  thrown aside without mercy."
        "It wouldn't be the first time that it has happened in the history of man - 
  it so happens, that I believe he has little other choice. I wished him well. After 
  all, if he can remain alive and at least a little independent, he still remains a 
  passive ally. What good would it do if he went back to the Vistula, breathing 
  fire   and   thunder   and   finding   himself   on   the   wrong   end   of   a   Scandian 
  assassin's sword?"
        "What about Alexander?"
        "I don't know, the pot is still boiling."
          "You haven't decided what to do about our criminals."
        "I've decided to think about it - it's too nice a day to pronounce death 
  sentences!"
          Joshua was in a particularly solemn mood when he made his farewells.
        "My dear friend, I'm sorry to leave you so soon - especially after the 
  events of last night. I have received  a communiqué from home. Maman is 
  very much weaker and reading between the lines, I think it is high time that I 
  made my way back. I somehow think this shall be the last time we shall meet 
  in the flesh!  Yes, Michael, I mean it. The northern frontier is under severe 
  threat from fresh bands of Scandians being pushed south by the winter. They 
  are flooding into the northern flatlands and soon will pour down into the rich 
  provinces north of the Pyrenees. I very much doubt if I can be of much use to 
  you in the future, I will have all my forces concentrated against them, to try to 
  hold what we have and to protect the Gibralter Dam - and you, I think, will 
  soon find yourself encircled by the confederation Gog will build against you. I 
  bid   you   farewell,   my   dear   friend!   I   am   so   happy   that   Leah   has   found 
  happiness with you and that I could witness your Nuptials. I must hurry back 
  to tell Maman all about it - and then, I think, it will be time to lay her to rest!"
          Michael   and   Leah   made   a   point   of   escorting   him   to   the   Salt   Sea 
  Terminal. He had been a wonderful friend, much more than a political  ally. 
  They watched the Shuttle depart and dwindle into the distance. In the Pod on 
  their way back to the villa, Michael murmured. 
        "I think he was right. This is the last time we shall meet him face to 



  face.   There   might   be   a   few   conferences   whilst   the   holo   system   holds 
  together, but I think it will be our only contact. The words of prophesy contain 
  no more references to the 'king of the west'. Joshua has served out his part 
  as far as we are concerned - now, he has to fight off the Scandians."
          There   was   another   prolonged   silence.   Michael   left   Leah   to   her 
  thoughts.   He   didn't   find   it   uncomfortable   to   know   that   they   probably 
  concerned Joshua - after all, there had been a history between them. Just 
  before they reached the villa, she broke the silence.
          "Elena wants to leave Feodor."
        "I know."
          "She wants to place herself and Piotr under your protection and live in 
  Jerusalem!"
        He glanced at her quickly.
        "How do you feel about that? What did you tell her?"
          Leah's voice was carefully neutral.
        "It sounds a sensible solution - given the circumstances with Feodor. I 
  told her that the decision was between you and her."
        They had reached the villa. Feodor was pacing up and down in front of 
  the main entrance. Michael muttered.
        "I think we'd better add Feodor to that equation."
        They   barely   had   a   chance   to   straighten   upright   before   Feodor 
  pounced.
          "Michael! What's this rubbish about asking Elena to stay in Jerusalem 
  - she's coming back to Kharkov with me!"
          "Quieten down, Feodor! In the first place, I haven't asked her to stay in 
  Jerusalem - and in the second, she is a free agent and neither you or I can 
  insist that she does anything!"
        Feodor stared at him.
          "You didn't ask her to stay?"
          Michael shook his head. Feodor wheeled about and bounded up the 
  steps   and   disappeared   into   the   house.   Michael   glanced   at   Leah   and 
  shrugged.   They   followed   the   ardent   swain   into   the   house.   Raised   voices 
  issued from the reception room.
        "I want you with me, Elena - damn it! I love you, I want to unite with 
  you and look after you and your children. There's no life for you with Georgi, 
  you must realise that!"
          Elena was quieter.
        "I realise that you have developed feelings for me, Feodor. It's for this 
  reason that I must leave your home and settle here in Jerusalem - if Michael 
  will allow it. I am Georgi's wife and Piotr is his son and this child is also his. 
  There is no place in my life for another man! I'm so sorry, Feodor. I should 
  never have come to you and when I saw what was happening, I should have 
  left then - much earlier."
        Feodor stared at her and then wheeled around once more. He glared 
  at Michael.
          "Refuse to allow her to stay!"
        "If I do that, she will go somewhere else - Nile City perhaps. I told you - 
  Elena   has   the   right   to   do   as   she   pleases.   I   have   no   reason   to   deny   her 
  request to live in Jerusalem." 



        Feodor went through several shades of colour.
        "The wife of Gog in Jerusalem - are you mad?"
          Michael stared at him grimly.
        "I  suggest  you're  forgetting  yourself!  If  Georgi  should  happen  to  be 
  Gog, you didn't find it difficult to look after his wife and son in Kharkov!" 
        Feodor stared from one to the other in turn, before wheeling about and 
  storming from the room. Michael slowly shook his head. He looked as if he 
  was in imminent danger of losing all three of his northern allies within one 
  day. Leah took care of the distressed Elena. He was left to his own devices 
  but not for long. Luke appeared with a communiqué clutched in his fist. He 
  handed   it   to   Michael   without   comment.   The   message   was   simple.   Miriam 
  Aristides   was   dead.   The   woman   who   had   been   the   daughter   of   a 
  contemporary of Carl Steinbecker before the Great Destruction, had passed 
  away peacefully, whilst her son was completing the journey homewards. The 
  description   of   the   nuptials   between   Michael   and   Leah,   would   never   be 
  related. 
        "I will word a message of condolence to Joshua - but I think it unwise 
  for Leah and me to attend the Committal. Joshua will understand, he told me 
  that we would never meet again in the flesh. Everything is coming to a head, 
  Luke. It will be a matter of weeks before a ring of steel is forged around us 
  and then we will gradually lose ground until  Gog and his Horde are at the 
  appointed place."
          Alexander Barenkov claimed his attention  for a brief farewell. It was 
  surprising   that   there   were   no   signs   of   a   breach   in   the   arrangements   of 
    stewardship.   He   was   full   of   plans   to   organise   guerrilla   forces   to   strike   at 
  Sedova and his armies in the Balkans. The success of previous forays had 
  been encouraging. He was a likeable fellow, totally different in temperament 
  to   his   defeatist   brother.   Michael   would   have   dearly   liked   to   have   offered 
  tangible help, but he had none to give. If only they had followed the urgings 
  of Joel and Asher in the last years of the Kingdom and had built up a strong 
  armed   force   to   cater   for   the   situations   which   had   arisen   -   but   the 
    Administrators had thought otherwise and the individual Administrators had 
  moved with extreme caution - it was a matter of too little too late.
        Feodor was the last to leave, he was barely civil, but the alliance with 
  his   stewardship   still   held.   It   was   very   clear   that   he   was   a   desperately 
  unhappy   man,   who   somehow   managed   to   blame   Michael   for   the   loss   of 
  Elena.   He   left,   looking   grimly   determined   to   do   something   reckless   and 
  Michael had the uneasy feeling that it would not be long in manifesting itself.
        The evening came and he was able to sit with his wife and her children 
  and watch the sun set over the Great Sea, knowing that beyond it, a brother 
  Administrator mourned his loss and that to the north, Gog and his Horde built 
  up their threat and encroached on the stewardship of men without hope who 
  were committed to fighting a desperate rearguard action.

    


