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          'Then   rumours   from  the   east   and   north   will   alarm   him,   and   he   will  
  depart in a great rage to destroy and exterminate many.'"

          Malenski closed down the computer outlet, swivelled around his chair 
  and glared out into the bright sunlight which bounced off the white walls of 
  the   surrounding   buildings.   It   was   yet   another   confirmation   -   yet   another 
  indication that people like Ruri Karpov and Nicholai Gubkin, were no more 
  than wishful thinkers, who wanted to turn aside the course of events which 
  surely  had   to   take   place.  The   prophesies   WOULD   be  fulfilled!   In   his   own 
  mind, he no longer entertained the thought that he could be any other that 
  Gog. He would meet his end on the Plain of Esdraelon - but not now, despite 
  the latest reports from Gubkin.
        The invading force was very close to Jerusalem, close enough to make 
  a charge in force through the Judaean Hills and confront Michael ben Levi in 
  his lair - but that was not how it was destined to be. Malenski rocked back 
  and forth in his chair and saw nothing of the scenery outside the window. He 
  saw a garden and a new grave and a small boy whose hand he placed into 
  that of another man. Piotr was in Jerusalem, or more correctly, in the house in 
  the Judaean Hills, directly in the path of Gubkin's army. That is, if they were 
  allowed to make their attack on Jerusalem - but that was not how it was to be. 
  The books of prophesy said otherwise. Daniel and Ezekiel and Revelation all 
  pointed to Esdraelon, the valley which lay  beyond Jerusalem, between it and 
  the coast. He remembered the continuation of the text he had read:

        'He will pitch his royal pavilion between the sea and the holy hill, the 
  fairest of all hills; and he will meet his end with no one to help him.'

        He swung back to face the desk and the sheaf of communiqués which 
  had been placed there by the smoothly efficient Joseph Assad. He couldn't 
  describe how much he distrusted the man - he was a turncoat whose loyalties 
  went with wherever the wind was blowing. With the departure of Micah Perga, 
  he had switched allegiance to the advancing armies menacing Nile  City. It 
  had been he who had initiated the overtures which had permitted their entry 
  without a fight - and at the same time, had condemned the citizens to rape 
  and pillage at the hands of the ruthless Scandians.
        It was about Scandians that the reports had much to say. The wild men 
  of   the   north   were   pressing   hard   upon   Ruri's   forces.   Malenski   had   been 
  unable to send the promised reinforcements because of the activity of Feodor 
  Chernienko  and  Alexander  Barenkov  in  the  Balkans  and  southern  Russia. 
  Even the cautious Grigor Suskov was showing signs of restlessness, as well 
  as Anatole Barenkov, although he was seriously menaced by the Scandian 
  invasion.
          Something  had to be done - The  prophesy had been  right!  He had 
  received reports from the north and the east and they were something to be 



  dealt  with  and  yes,  he  was building  a  great  rage  against  those  who were 
  dispossessing the refugees for the second time, from the lands to which they 
  had been allocated. The prophesy also indicated that he would depart and 
  deal with the situation and if that meant 'destruction' and 'extermination' - So 
  be it! 
        He   reflected   for   a   while   longer   -   those   in   the   'Fairest   of   all   Lands' 
  including   Edom,  Moab  and   Ammon  would   have   the   opportunity   to   recover 
  before Gog finally came to Esdraelon. He moved his hand over the control 
  pad and the obsequious Assad entered. Malenski gave his orders clearly and 
  precisely, staring directly into the eyes of the turncoat, watching for any sign 
  of the treachery which he knew waited in the man's soul. 
        Gubkin had fought his way to the irrigation works at the mouth of the 
  Jordan. The fresh waters of the river had not been allowed to spill into the 
  Salt   Sea   to   be   lost.   The   topography   of   the   region   had   been   altered 
  irrevocably, since the physical changes of a thousand years earlier. At that 
  time, the destruction of the nuclear sites of the political nation of Israel, had 
  changed the contours of the land. The result had been a final conversion of 
  the turgid waters of the Dead Sea into a salt pan. Where once fresh water 
  had flowed in from the river, extensive irrigation works had turned the Jordan 
  valley into an oasis. It now lay before him. Resistance was much stiffer and 
  he was obliged to fight every inch of the way across the flat lands to where 
  the mouth of the old river had once been.
        He contemplated the terrain  which would  be the scene of a pitched 
  battle  on the next day. They would take a lot of casualties. The defending 
  army had been well trained and now, if they allowed him to cross the Jordan, 
  they stood to lose a great deal. The sun was setting across the western line 
  of hills which protected Jerusalem. It was a lurid red and the hills no more 
  than   black,   featureless   silhouettes   against   the   fiery   sky.   Gubkin   shivered 
  despite himself, it was like an omen, a confirmation of his darkest thoughts of 
  what he knew had to come.
          When  he returned  to  his tent, he found  a communiqué from Georgi 
  Malenski. He read it and for a moment he stared at it without comprehension 
  and reread it carefully. He was surprised to find a surge of relief run along his 
  spine. It was like a reprieve from hell. He called his captains to him. They 
  were hardened men, men he could trust to obey without question. Malenski 
  had kept the Scandians back in Nile City, he hadn't explained his reasons but 
  Gubkin had been secretly pleased. He looked at the assembled men, they 
  were expecting a discussion on the battle plan for the next day.
          "Prepare your men, we are going home - Malenski wants us in a hurry, 
  he has problems with rebellions in Russia and the Balkans. My guess is, that 
  he's   going   to   leave   enough   men  to   garrison   Egypt   and   the   North   African 
  coast, but the bulk of us will be going back to Europe - with all the supplies 
  we've won!"
          There was an exchange of glances. One asked:
        "What about Jerusalem?"
          "Jerusalem can wait - Georgi hasn't finished with Michael ben Levi! It's 
  a   matter  of  priorities  -  the  Scandians  are   threatening   the   north  -  amongst 
  other problems!"
          Mention   of   the   Scandians   was   enough   to   settle   any  misgiving   they 



  might have had.
          "One other thing - Georgi's in a hurry!  We won't be fighting our way 
  back to Elat - he's sending a fleet of transporters - organise the evacuation 
  and a rearguard to cover us as we fall back and move to the south."
        Leah   had   closely   monitored   the   copies   of   communiqués   about   the 
  progress of the approaching invaders along the eastern side of the Salt Sea. 
  The communication office at the villa was open to her and she spent every 
  spare moment keeping abreast of what was happening. Michael spent very 
  few hours at the villa  and when he did return late into the night, it was to 
  snatch   a   few   hours   sleep   before   he   left   in   the   early   light   to   return   to  
  Jerusalem. She knew he was co-ordinating the resistance against Malenski's 
  men. It was surely one of the strangest of all anomalies that she was left to 
  care for Georgi's son, together with her own children  and all  the time, the 
  armies   under   the   orders   of   the   boy's   father   were   encroaching   upon   the 
  distance which separated them. 
        She watched the daily movement and could see that they intended to 
  outflank   the   northern   extremity  of   the   Salt   Sea   where   it   met  the   irrigation 
  works of the Jordan. From there, it was no more than a half hour journey by 
  Pod to the villa. Their home stood at the head of a short valley off the main 
  route   between   the   Salt   Sea  and  Jerusalem.  She  knew that  the   route   was 
  crowded with traffic, mostly supplies and militia making their way to block the 
  advance when it reached the Jordan. Michael was too tired to say a great 
  deal about what was happening and for her part, Leah held her questions in 
  check and allowed him as much sleep as he could get.
        The   Pod   Transit   System  was   becoming   unreliable.   Michael   did   find 
  time   to   warn   her   about   it.   The   power   supply   to   the   network   was   sadly 
  depleted. The advances made across the North African Administration, had 
  cut off the supply from the power grid in that area and that thrust a greater 
  reliance upon the other main source in the Arabian Peninsular. The demand 
  had outstripped supply and military usage had the obvious priority. Despite 
  the warnings, Leah elected to take a look at the situation for herself. She left 
  the children in the capable hands of one of the house servants and took the 
  road leading out towards the Salt Sea Terminal.
        The   System   inserted   her   in   to   the   stream   of   traffic,   mostly   larger 
  capacity Pods, crammed beyond normal capacity with militia. Young men with 
  eager faces, looking forward to proving their manhood against the hardened 
  enemy who had dared to encroach upon the soil of the fairest of all lands. 
  Leah   had   heard   the   rhetoric   before   and   felt   a   little   sickened   by   it.   She 
    understood the need for motivation, but she couldn't help wondering what the 
  words of consolation would sound like when someone had to tell mother, wife 
  or children that their brave warrior would not be returning.
        The System delivered her out of the main stream and brought her into 
  what she had imagined to be a deserted vantage point, one which she knew 
  commanded a wonderful view of the Salt Sea and the Hills of Moab beyond. 
  The lookout was swarming with militia personnel. One of the officers hurried 
  in her direction. 
          "This is a restricted area, sister!"
        The greeting was uncompromising and then the young officer looked a 
  little less truculent.  



          "Sister, ben Levi!  I didn't realise it was you. Captain Eli Benjamin at 
  your service."
        "I thought I recognised you, Captain Benjamin, we met at the incident 
  on the Temple Mount. I'm sorry to intrude in your restricted area. I wanted to 
  see the enemy. I had no idea -"
          "Please! Sister ben Levi - you are a special case!"
        The young man was actually blushing. Leah smiled, which seemed to 
  add to his confusion.
        "My   husband   must   have   forgotten   to   tell   me   that   this   area   was 
  restricted - he has a great deal on his mind - perhaps, he thought I could be 
  relied upon to use my common sense!"
        "I'm  afraid   there's   nothing   to   be   seen.   Gubkin   keeps   his   army  well  
  hidden.   They're   moving   through   the   wooded   slopes   above   the   fields.   Our 
  main force is on this side of the river - you can see them with the naked eye."
          "You   said   'Gubkin'   -   do   you   know   the   name   of   the   enemy 
  commander?"
        "Our   intelligence   reports   place   him  as  being   in   command.  Malenski 
  himself is placed in Nile City."
        "What do you know about this Gubkin?"
          "Very little, he's competent enough and he's kept his casualties down, 
  despite our attacks - but he's no Pik Sedova!"
        "I thought Pik Sedova was dead."
        The Captain eyed her sharply.
          "That's the rumour, sister ben Levi, but it hasn't been confirmed. I have 
  the   feeling   Sedova   will   pop   up   again   somewhere   and   give   us   all   a   nasty 
  surprise!"
          "You might be right, Captain Benjamin - I'd better get out of your way."
        "I think you might be forced to stay a while, sister ben Levi - the Pod 
  System has gone on the blink!"
        Leah eyed the Pod controls, the usual pulsing lights were dead. She 
  sighed and turned to him.
          "You're right - that being the case, do you think we could stop being so 
  formal - my name is Leah and you told me yours was Eli - unless, of course, it 
  would be bad for your men's morale to call you anything other than captain?"
        He grinned.
        "The men's morale is particularly high, it so happens!"
          "Then, Eli it is - Tell me, what will happen if you can't hold them at the 
  river?"
        His face became serious.
        "Our orders are to fight them every inch of the way through the hills, 
  Leah. Don't worry about your place. It will be defended - as will be Jerusalem! 
  Neither place will be allowed to fall into the hands of Gog!"  
          "You really believe we are dealing with Gog?"
        "No doubt under heaven, sister - er - Leah!"
        She stared out over the white salt pan. The hills beyond danced in the 
  heat haze. The armies of Gog were hidden in that mirage, but Gog was not 
  with them. Gog was in Egypt. She wondered, did he realise that it was not yet 
  his time? Did he remember that his son stood in the path of his army? Surely, 
  he would turn aside to protect the boy?



        "He won't come this way, Eli - you can count on it! This Gubkin will turn 
  back, Gog will leave Egypt and go back whence he came. You can take my 
  word for it!"
        Eli  Benjamin's mouth went dry.  It was said with  such conviction.  He 
  couldn't quite make up his mind whether it was another prophesy - or wishful 
  thinking. The Pod System came back to life and Leah made her departure, 
  thanking him warmly for the time he had shared with her. He watched her go 
  and felt the confusion of entertaining impossible emotions. It was the product 
  of the tensions of the time - he was a little, but quite hopelessly, in love with 
  the wife of Michael ben Levi!  
        Their   meeting   had   taken   place   on   the   day   before   Nicholai   Gubkin 
  received his orders to evacuate. On that day, from his vantage point above 
  the valley of the Salt Sea, Eli Benjamin watched the stream of transporters 
  making   precarious   landings   along   the   eastern   fringe   of   the   salt   pan.   He,  
  together with all the other captains of the defending force, had received strict 
  orders   to   do   nothing   to   harass   the   departure   of   their   enemy.   Gubkin 
  completed his evacuation within two days and the lands of Edom, Moab and 
  Ammon were left to recover from the presence of the enemy.
        In Nile City, Gubkin and his army were plunged back into the orderly 
  chaos which marked the transportation of tens of thousands of men. It was 
  some time before he could find Georgi Malenski to report to him. As always, 
  the  man was moving  from one locality to  another. He seemed to have  an 
  instinct which placed him where he was needed most at a moment of crisis. It 
  was the secret of his organisational skills, but it made him a hard man to pin 
  down. Gubkin finally caught up with him at a huge camp in the delta, where 
  he   had   just   finished   conferring   with   some   of   his   captains.   He   looked   up 
  sharply as Gubkin entered the tent.
        "I'm glad you're back, Nicholai! There's a great deal to be done before 
  I leave for Gorki!"
        They were alone.
        "You are leaving Egypt, Georgi?"
          Malenski nodded curtly.
        "The situation is becoming critical in Russia and the Balkans - if we're 
  not quick, we will lose everything we've gained - and another enemy is the 
  winter,   it   has   come   early   and   its   driving   the   Scandians   down   from   their 
  strongholds   and   some  of   our   refugees   in   Siberia   are   on   the   move   again. 
  Suskov   is   unreliable   and   Chernienko   and   the   Barenkovs   are   making 
  nuisances of themselves. So, you see, my dear Nicholai, you will have the 
  easier task looking after things here. I will leave you as many men as I can 
  spare, but your task will be to hold the Libyan and Egyptian coast and the 
  Nile valley. I don't think you will have a great deal of trouble with the sparsely 
  populated   areas   in   the   Saharan   wheat   belt,   or   further   south   -   with   the 
  possible exception of the Tibetsi highlands."
        The   instructions   had   washed   over   the   startled   Gubkin   like   an 
  irresistible flow. He had been offered no opportunity to protest that he was 
  nothing   more   than   a   militia   commander,   who   possessed   none   of   the 
  administrative skills which had made Malenski famous - and successful.
          "Another thing, Nicholai - watch Joseph Assad, I wouldn't turn my back 
  on him at a hundred paces! Use him by all means, you will need to do so, he 



  has administrative skills, but watch him very closely - I will leave you some of 
  the   men  you   can   trust   -   mostly   your   own   captains.   You've   fought   a   hard 
  campaign   and   in   any   case,   your   men   need   resting.   I   will   be   taking   the 
  Scandians with me, every last one of them! We  will  see how they behave 
  when they're facing their own kind on the north European Plain!"
          Malenski stared into Gubkin's thunderstruck face and smiled slightly.
        "Never mind, my friend! You'll soon get used to the idea! You will call 
  on talents you never knew you had - and you will find them!"
          Events moved quickly,  Malenski  was in  a hurry,  he was also  grimly 
  determined to deal a crushing defeat on those who had dared to challenge 
  his authority. It was no longer a matter of establishing the hungry refugees, 
  who had depended on him to lead them through the wilderness. He was now 
  the conqueror of the lands upon which he had settled them. The retaliatory 
  raids of Chernienko and the Barenkovs had been nothing more than irritating 
  pinpricks   in   the   past,   now  they   were   assuming   the   greater   proportions   of 
  being   outright   rebellions   and   a   challenge   to   his   supremacy.   His   lines   of 
  supply and communications were being threatened and his intentions were to 
  inflict   a   savage   reprisal   on   those   who   dared   to   stand   in   the   path   of   his 
  ultimate destiny. Ruri   Karpov   in   Gorki,   was   the   most   threatened.   The 
  Scandians had started to roam at will through the lands to the north. On the 
  south,   he   was   being   pressured   by   the   mounted   Cossacks   led   by   Feodor 
  Chernienko. Grigor Suskov was in a similar position to the north, but he also 
  had to contend with an undisciplined surge from across the Urals, by those 
  who had abandoned the new lands upon which they had been settled. The 
  winter was upon them and if anything, the conditions were even worse than in 
  the previous years.
          Georgi Malenski landed back in Gorki with ten thousand men behind 
  him. For  the  most part,  they were  Scandians.  He had  yielded  to  Gubkin's 
  insistence and had a personal guard of a hundred picked men, whose task 
  was to ensure his safety. Gubkin had ranted and raved and had sworn at his 
  leader, before he had relented and permitted what he had mockingly termed 
  his 'Praetorian Guard'. In normal circumstances, there was a lot of sense in 
  Gubkin's insistence, but Malenski did not see himself as a normal case, he 
  was contemptuous of the perceived threat the Scandians posed. They could 
  not touch him - no more than Pik Sedova had been able to touch him! 
        The Scandians were sent straight into battle - against their own kind. 
  Malenski awaited the outcome quietly, it was not long in coming. Within ten 
  days, there had been a mass desertion. When the news was brought to him 
  by a clearly alarmed Ruri, he did nothing but sit back in his chair with eyes 
  closed and allow a slight smile to grow around his mouth. Ruri protested.
          "This is a disaster, Georgi! The threat to the north is now such that we 
  might find ourselves overrun within four days - if not earlier!  The deserters 
  know our strategies, Sedova taught them well, they know all our tricks and 
  ploys, they can outmanoeuvre us and even use our own tactics against us."
          Malenski opened his eyes and his smile widened, it was a rare sight 
  and more than a little unnerving.
          "You   worry   too   much,   my   friend!   At   the   same   time   as   I   sent   the 
  Scandians against their friends, I took the precaution of establishing a large 
  force of men we can rely upon, three hundred kilometres within the Scandian 



  territory.   They   are   equipped   with   shuttles   and   transporters.   Our   Scandian 
  friends will soon find themselves fighting a war on two fronts. The Scandians 
  have yet to become a cohesive force with their new allies. They will be no 
  match for a highly efficient army who have received orders to offer no mercy 
  and to take no prisoners!  When we have dealt with the Scandians, we will 
  turn   to   the   south   and   Feodor   will   then   find   himself   fighting   for   his   life   - 
  incidentally, the same rules will apply, no quarter and no mercy!"
        Ruri   nodded   slowly.   He   knew  he   had   lost   sight   of   the   man  Georgi 
  Malenski  had once been. He also knew that he and many others who had 
  known the earlier  man, would also be dealt with under the new rules - no 
  quarter and no mercy. Malenski had been giving him and his fellow advisors 
  the same warning. Malenski went on, as if he was unaware of the impact of 
  his statement.
          "Grigor   Suskov   has   already   received   the   assistance   he   needs   - 
  together with some efficient administrators. Sometimes, I wonder how he ever 
  managed   to   organise   his   stewardship   in   the   old   days   -   but   then,   he   was 
  always recognised as being an ultra-conservative!  To complete the picture, 
  some of my captains are now dealing with the coasts and the islands of the  

 Aegean. It seems they have  held  out against  Sedova's  original  thrust and 
  have enthusiastically supported Alexander Barenkov's push to the south and 
  west. They are now learning the error of such enthusiasm!"
        Ruri   excused   himself   and   Malenski   watched   his   troubled   assistant 
  make his exit. He was alone again, the house he had allocated for a new life 
  with Elena and Piotr was very silent. There was a chill about the place which 
  no amount of heating seemed to drive out. He had avoided the apartment in 
  which his wife and son had been housed, choosing  instead, a small, bare 
  room next to his office. He shunned the luxury which he knew some of his 
  advisors had sought. To have indulged in it would have been a betrayal of his 
  own instincts, which told him that Gog had no place amidst the comforts of 
  men. He was a man apart, he didn't seek the company of men - or of women. 
  A grim thought crossed his mind, it managed to provoke the twist of a smile. 
  He was the devil's monk!

 


