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        It took three days of negotiation before a meeting could be arranged 
  between the warring parties. Micah Perga withdrew his fleet from the coast 
  from which he had evacuated the survivors of his mauled army. He refused to 
  retreat further, although he was quite impotent to prevent the rabble under 
  the command of Pik Sedova from ravaging the storage facilities he had tried 
  to   defend.   For   his   part,   the   conqueror   made   sure   his   conquest   was 
  advertised. As each facility was looted, it was destroyed. Growing crops were 
  torched   and   the   smoke   of   their   ruin   was   clearly   visible   to   the   powerless 
    Administrator of North Africa.
        It took Luke Belin, on behalf of Michael  ben Levi, to track down the 
  elusive Georgi Malenski. It was no surprise to find that he was not far away 
  from the scene of his general's triumph. His response to the overtures for a  
  meeting between the protagonists, was cool. 
        "I see no reason why it is necessary for me to meet with a man who 
  had no right to interfere in the simple task of feeding hungry people."
          Luke's response was schooled by Michael.
          "Michael  ben Levi  and Joshua Aristides are  also  interested  to enter 
  into discussions with you - it seems to them to be an ideal opportunity to do 
  so."
        In  point  of  fact,  Joshua  had  been  less  than  enthusiastic  and  it  had 
  taken pressure from Michael to cause him to change his mind. Malenski had 
  given ground, but he ensured the meeting would be on his terms. It was out 
  of the question for him to travel to Jerusalem or some other point under the 
  control of the interested parties. He agreed to meet on neutral ground - and 
  so, on the morning of the fourth day, four men met in a villa on the slopes of 
  Vesuvius, with the smoking mountain behind them and the blue waters of the 
  Western Basin lapping the reclaimed lands off the ancient coast.
          Michael   had   been   the   first   to   arrive   in   the   meeting   room,   he   was 
  closely   followed   by   Joshua,   they   had   little   time   to   exchange   pleasantries 
  before   Micah   Perga   marched   in.   His   greeting   was   barely   civil.   Georgi 
  Malenski   kept   them   waiting   until   the   precise   moment   the   meeting   was 
  scheduled to begin. He slipped into the room alone, disdaining to have even 
  a secretary with him. Michael felt a twinge of disappointment, he would have 
  liked to have had the opportunity to get his first look at Pik Sedova.
          Micah   Perga   didn't   greet   his   enemy.   Diplomacy   demanded   that 
  Michael should step in before a free fight developed.
          "Thank you all for attending this meeting at such short notice."
          Micah Perga was typically brusque.
        "Let's cut the pleasantries shall we, and get on with it. I want to know 
  who has given Malenski the right to invade the territory of other stewardships 
  and pillage their storage facilities and murder their population!"
          Georgi Malenski eyed him steadily.
          "Hunger has given me the right to demand food for my people. As far 
  as I am aware, no citizen has been murdered unless they were the first to use 
  weapons against us! I ask you the question. What are you doing here so far 



  from your area of responsibility and involving yourself in matters which are 
  not your concern?"
          Joshua interjected softly.
        "The steady infiltration of your people has become the concern of all of 
  us, Georgi. You are not moving into empty lands, they have been settled for 
  many centuries. If you  are meeting resistance, it is no more than you  can 
  expect."
          Malenski turned his steady gaze to him.
        "In three years we appear to have come a long way from the concept 
  that all men shall share in the bounty provided by God. During the Kingdom 
  of Peace, when we were under the teaching of the Firstlings, it was always 
  said that the fruits of the field were for all - even if there was no contribution 
  in any way to the production of those fruits. It was said that we were to all 
  share   in   the   benevolence   of   the   Father,   who   alone   could   provide   the 
  harvest."
          There was a moment of silence. Micah returned to the attack.
          "You are placing this before us as your defence?"
        "No - I make no defence to you or to any others. I am stating the rule  
  under which we have prospered for a thousand years. I am saying that there 
  shall be none who shall starve or be in need. I am saying that we must not 
  return to the days which existed before the First Resurrection, when billions 
  starved   to   death   whilst   the   privileged   few  indulged   themselves   with   every 
  luxury!"
          Joshua interjected again.
          "Surely,   that   is   the   responsibility   of   the   Administrators,   Georgi.   We 
  have received a commission from the Firstlings, to distribute a fair share to 
  all."
        "On   the   journey   from   the   Lena,   I   lost   a   million   men,   women   and 
  children - my Administrator, Alexei Kharkov, could offer me nothing other than 
  the advice that I should spread the people around his stewardship, resettle 
  them and feed them from the resources we would find. This I have done!"
          Micah erupted.
        "Does   that   include   the   ravaging   of   the   Adriatic   polders?   Does   that 
  include the destruction of storage facilities after they have been looted, or the 
  torching of crops? I'm surprised you can't see the smoke from here!"
        "My people have not entered into any area which was not entrusted to 
  Alexei Kharkov by the Firstlings!"
          "Rubbish! What about the stewardships of the Barenkov brothers?"
        "I   intend  to   make  some  thing  clear   to  you  -   I  do   not   recognise   the 
  legality of the appropriation of the Barenkov lands into the responsibility of 
  the Central Administration - any more than I recognise the interference of the 
    Administrator of North Africa in the area of the Adriatic!"
        The silence was profound. Michael answered.
        "I responded to a request from the Barenkov brothers and from Feodor 
  Chernienko.   I   exercised   my   legitimate   right   as   a   joint   partner   in   mutual 
  ventures. Alexei Kharkov has been cut off from us for months - as you well 
  know."
          Joshua question was silky smooth.
        "Tell me, my dear brother Georgi - How is my cousin Alexei? I had in 



  mind to pay him a visit - do you foresee any difficulties?"
        "Alexei Kharkov is an old man whose health is not robust. The severe 
  conditions have taken their toll upon him. I am sure he will be delighted to 
  see his cousin from the west."
          Micah growled.
        "Let us get down to business."
        "I agreed to come here in order to do so."
          Michael took the initiative.
        "I think  we all  agree  that  we do not  wish  to  see a repetition  of the 
  carnage which has taken place during the past few days. This is a point in 
  history where we could enter into a cycle of attack and retaliation, into which 
  every Administration would eventually be drawn. The alternative is to stand 
  back and withdraw from such a course. 
        I suggest that we must agree to disagree over those things which have 
  already   taken   place   and   to   try   to   find   a   resolution   of   the   problem   of   the 
  Siberian and Scandian refugees by peaceful means. I agree with Georgi that 
  no   man   should   starve.   I   disagree   that   to   take   by   force   from   others,   is   a 
  legitimate solution. These are my proposals: 
        The   Administrators   must   allowed   to   fulfil   their   function   to   distribute 
  food and other resources. The infiltration of refugees into populated territory, 
  must be controlled by them. Above all, the raiding of stores must cease, as 
  must all  other aggressive  activities - no matter from what source, or under 
  whatever provocation."
          Georgi Malenski was silent. He looked from one to the other.
        "I think you are forgetting one other factor."
        They returned his gaze.
          "You   are   forgetting   Gog!   The   Administrators   cannot   control   Gog.   A 
  higher power controls his movements. Whatever is agreed today, will not be 
  binding on him. He will do what he is destined to do - and none shall stop 
  him!"
          Joshua answered softly.
          "Correct   me  if   I   am  wrong,   Georgi.   Gog   is   surely   not   with   us   here 
  today.   We   are   four   troubled   men,   meeting   to   discuss   the   regulation   of   a 
  movement   of   people   which   has   got   out   of   hand.   We   are   the   interested 
  parties. Surely, Gog has nothing to say in these discussions?"  
        He earned himself a penetrating gaze and a soft reply. 
        "If you say so, Joshua - Only remember this, we are living in the time 
  of Gog!"
          Michael turned to Micah.
        "What are your views on my suggestion, brother Perga?"
        The answer was grudging.
        "They have merit. Regulation is the answer - but we must be confident 
  that all parties will be bound by our agreement. I will ask you, Malenski: Can 
  you control the devils you have unleashed?"
          There was a long silence.
        "I have given no instruction to remain in the Adriatic basin. Our interest 
  was   in   the   stores   to   feed   our   people.   Having   obtained   those   stores,   our 
  interest in the area is at an end."
        "What about other areas?"



        "If you refer to the appropriated areas of the Asia Heartland, I  remain 
  in   dispute   with   the   Central   Administration.   I   am  told   that   our   people   have 
  been absorbed. I see no reason for further expansion."
        "What   about   relinquishing   the   territory   in   the   stewardship   of   the 
  Barenkovs?"
        "That will not be possible! As far as I am concerned, it remains under 
  the control of Alexei Kharkov until the transfer is formalised. Therefore, I am 
  not exceeding his instructions when I settled the refugees in those areas." 
          Joshua turned to Michael.
        "What do you say about that, Michael?"
          "Earlier, I said that we must agree to disagree over those things which 
  have   already   taken   place.   I   am   of   the   opinion   that   it   would   impose   an 
  additional hardship on the refugees to displace them for a second time. I will 
  insist   on   one   thing,   however.   No   citizen   must   be   disadvantaged   in   those 
  areas - and each of the Barenkov brothers must be allowed  to control  his 
  stewardship without hindrance."
          There was another long silence. Joshua asked quietly.
        "Are we all in agreement."
          There was no affirmation other than grudging nods - but neither was 
  there a negative response. Michael stood.
        "I will arrange to have a document prepared and entered into record. 
  Let us signify our acceptance before we disperse." 
        At best, it was an armed truce. Michael was under no illusions that the 
  peace would fall apart under the first stress. He returned to his suite at the 
  villa,   knowing   that   the   other   three   participants   had   done   the   same.   He 
  wondered   who   would   be   the   first   to   visit   him.  Almost   on   queue,   his   door 
  control   intoned   the   presence   of   a   visitor.   He   activated   the   control   and 
  admitted Joshua.
        "That was a thorny session, Michael!"
        "I expected nothing more or less. In the circumstances, it was the best 
  we could do."
        "Like Georgi, I believe that all we've done is bought some time. What 
  does it say in Daniel? 'Then one will return home with a long baggage train, 
  and with anger in his heart against the Holy Covenant; he will work his will 
  and return to his own land.'"
          Michael grinned.
        "I see that you've been doing your homework. Now, we must await the 
  'appointed time' for the next phase in the saga to unfold. Satisfy my curiosity. 
  Is it really your intention to try to visit Alexei?"
          Joshua hesitated.
        "I must admit, it was just a little  window dressing to try to get some 
  information from the tight lipped Georgi. I have very little excuse for a visit - 
  unless it would be to pay my respects to an ailing cousin I hardly know."
        "I'm sure the other Administrators would be interested know how the 
  land lies."
          Joshua sounded gloomy.
        "The ground is frozen solid from all accounts! Are you suggesting that 
  I go?"
        "It might serve a useful purpose - other than enquiring after his health. 



  It would settle the question of whether he's alive or dead! It would also test 
  the  good will  of our friend  Georgi.  It would  verify what we have  been  told 
  about the disposal of the refugees."
          Joshua smiled.
          "You could make the trip yourself - you are nearer!"
          "He's not my cousin!"
          Joshua roared with laughter.
        "We understand each other, Michael - It so happens I think it would be 
  better if you remain in Jerusalem. For better or worse, you are emerging as 
  the Prince of the Covenant and we need you to keep your eye on Gog!"
          Michael murmured.
          "You HAVE been doing your scriptural homework!"
        "It was something I learned from Leah - By the way, how is she?"
          Michael suppressed a grin, the question was artificially casual.
        "I presume that you heard about her abduction?"
          Joshua nodded.
        "A   nasty   business   -   and   dear   cousin   Rebecca   killed   Marcus!   An 
  incredible sequence of events. I hope Leah has recovered from her ordeal."
          Michael hesitated.
        "Not fully  - I think  it  will  take  time - physically,  she seems fine,  but 
  mentally, the whole affair has left its mark."
          Joshua looked concerned.
        "If there is anything I can do? - "
          "Perhaps, you could visit her on your journey to or from Alexei."  
          Joshua shook his head and laughed.
          "You're a persistent man, Michael ben Levi! - I'll think about it!"
          About two hours after Joshua left, there was another request for entry. 
  Michael   touched   the   control   and   was   surprised   to   find   that   his   heart   was 
  beginning   to   thump   in   anticipation.   He   wasn't   disappointed,   he   had   been 
  almost   certain   that   Georgi   Malenski   would   not   be   able   to   resist   the 
  opportunity to meet him again.
          "Greetings, Georgi."
          Malenski  nodded  and  entered  the  room. Michael  closed  and sealed 
  the entrance after him.
          "You expected me to pay you a visit?"
          Michael nodded.
          "Why?"
        "I'm surprised you have to ask that."
          "Normally, enemies do not meet each other."
          "Then, we are not enemies - otherwise, you would not be here!"
        "That sounds childishly simple. You are not a simple man - nor are you 
  childish. Our destiny is to be enemies."
        "I told you last time - I will never call you Gog unless you call yourself 
  Gog - or until you start to act like Gog - Do you remember that?"
          Georgi nodded.
        "I remember - It would seem that you are the only one left who is not 
  convinced that I am the monster from the north who will sweep down upon 
  Israel!"
        "Have you convinced yourself, Georgi?"



        "Am I not acting like Gog? Doesn't the battle we have just waged with 
  Micah Perga prove to you that I am Gog?"
          Michael sat on the corner of a table and swung his leg. Georgi looked 
  exhausted   to   the   point   of   collapse.   He   had   sagged   back   into   the   chair 
  Michael had offered.
        "I think the battle proves that Micah Perga is the 'King of the South' - 
  but then, Marcus Steinbecker always said that he was - but, the battle does 
  not prove that you are Gog, Georgi."
        The sunken eyes stared back into his.
          "Then, who is?"
          Michael held his gaze.
          "You are not the only one who has come from the distant places of the 
  north, Georgi - you have many Scandians in the army which fought Micah - 
  perhaps, Gog is to be found amongst them."
          Georgi smiled slightly.
        "Why don't you mention his name, Michael? - You think it could be Pik 
  Sedova!"
          Michael shrugged and turned away.
        "Why not? But, it could also be you - but when I listen to you trying to 
  justify what has happened, I hear a man who is trying to convince himself that 
  he is on the right course and who is trying to reconcile what has taken place 
  with his ideals of feeding the hungry and housing the dispossessed. I do not 
  hear Gog!"
        The silence was prolonged.
          "Thank you for a compassionate assessment."
          Michael   walked   across   to   the   window.   It   was   nearly   dark,   and   the  
  column of smoke from Vesuvius was highlighted in the setting sun.
          "You are like that mountain, Georgi. A hidden force lies deep within 
  you. If you are Gog, the force will erupt with irresistible power and will engulf 
  those around you  and we will  meet on the Plain of Esdraelon and fire will 
  heap on you from the sky and you will  be totally destroyed. If you are not 
  Gog, the inner force will emerge in some other way, but be warned, it will still 
  have the potential to be destructive to those who are close to you."
          Georgi rose to his feet slowly and joined him at the window.
          "You and me, we share a destiny, Michael. You are driven to be what 
  you must become - just as I am being forced into a path I do not want! Is 
  there any hope for either of us?"
        It sounded like a cry from the heart. On an impulse, Michael placed his 
  arm around  his shoulders.  Georgi  was as tense  as a drawn bow. Michael 
  tried to make his voice light.
        "If we share a destiny, perhaps it is that we shall be friends, no matter 
  what else is demanded of us. Perhaps, we are another David and Jonathan. 
  They were friends, but their paths often placed them in opposition because of 
  conflicting loyalties - "
          Georgi whispered.
          "And the end of Jonathan was to die on the field of battle together with 
  his father, Saul - both repudiated by their God!"
          Michael   dropped   his   arm   and   felt   suddenly   embarrassed.   It   hadn't 
  been his intention to show the depth of his emotions. It was a moment which 



  had passed and he felt that it would never again be repeated. He tried  to 
  change the subject.
        "How is your son - and your wife?"
        It   was   another   mistake   which   he   saw  as   soon   as   he   had   said   the 
  words. The guard came up again.
        "They are both well, thank you. Elena sends her regards."
        It was no more than a polite form. Michael was well aware that Georgi 
  had not been within two thousand kilometres of his wife before starting out to 
  the conference.
          "And Piotr? He must be your pride and joy!"
          Georgi permitted a little smile.
          "Every father is proud of his son. Piotr is a fine boy. Tell me, how is the 
  son of Marcus Steinbecker?"
          "Very well - he lives with his sister and mother in Jerusalem now."
          "And Leah? How is Leah?"
          Michael  hesitated, he wasn't sure how much Georgi knew about the 
  abduction.
          "She has recovered from her unfortunate experience."
          Georgi nodded.
        "It will take a long time before she is able to put aside the tragedy of 
  her husband's death."
        "The grieving process is slow."
          Georgi's face lit up into a rare, mischievous smile.
        "Be of good courage, my friend! The lady will one day come round to 
  your way of thinking!"
          Michael smiled and nodded.
        "I hope that is what we are, Georgi - friends! I hope we will remain as 
  we part today. Remember, if there ever should come a time that you have  
  need of me, you may be sure that I will respond!"
          Georgi shook his head slowly.
          "You   have   your   scriptures   reversed,   my   dear   Michael!   It   wasn't 
  Jonathan who had need of David, it was David who had need if Jonathan. Do 
  you   remember   the   incident   of   the   warning   arrows?   It   was   Jonathan   who 
  warned his friend to escape for his life!"
          "Between   us,   I   somehow   think   it   will   be   the   other   way   around   - 
  remember - you can count on me!"
          Afterwards, when he thought over the conversation, Michael wondered 
  whatever had possessed him to emphasise the point. It had never been his 
  intention  to declare an undying  friendship  with  Georgi  Malenski.  He asked 
  himself the pertinent question: How could it ever be possible for Michael to be 
  a friend of Gog? He could not come to an answer.


