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        The   Shuttle   piloted   by   Eli   Benjamin   struggled   towards   Jerusalem. 
  Michael  ben Levi  had asked him to call  for volunteers. If anyone  cared  to 
  challenge him in the future, he would tell them that he had been the first in 
  line!  He had left his militia  in  the hands of a capable  lieutenant, who was 
  breathlessly eager to prove his worth. It was a happy arrangement, Eli had no 
  reason   for   feeling   guilty   about   leaving   the   battlefield.   Another   dominating 
  factor was that he was acutely worried about the well-being of Leah and her 
  children.   He   didn't   waste   time   trying   to   work   out   the   psychological 
  implications  of Michael   entrusting  him  with  the  task of finding  someone to 
  undertake the hazardous journey across the Judaean high country. He was 
  almost certain that Michael had guessed that he would be the one to try to 
  get through.
        It   wasn't   the   activity   of   the   enemy   which   caused   him   the   greatest 
  concern. They had never attempted to interfere with the communication route 
  from Jerusalem to the forward lines around Esdraelon. It was assumed that 
  they   either   didn't   have   the   capability,   or   that   some   quirk   in   the   mental 
  processes of Georgi Malenski, caused him to disdain any attempt to cut the 
  aerial supply link. There was no reason to suppose that they would have a 
  change of heart or tactics on a night such as this was developing to be. 
          Flying  conditions were rugged, without any doubt, the worst that Eli 
  had ever experienced. The shuttle bucked around the sky like a skittish war 
  horse. He wrestled with the controls until he was white knuckled. There were 
  moments when he was forced to slow the vehicle to a crawl, because of a 
  ferocious rain storm. At other times, he had to seriously consider trying to find 
  a landing place on the darkened hilltops below, with a ninety percent chance 
  that he would end up as a fireball. He prayed that there would not be a return 
  of the fist sized hail which had wrought such havoc on the forces of Gog.
          Somehow,   he   brought   the   lurching   shuttle   through   the   sixty   odd 
  kilometres   separating   the   Vale   of   Esdraelon   from   Jerusalem.   When   he 
  crossed the last ridge before the Holy City, he could see that it was in total 
  darkness. His anxiety increased. Michael had ordered that the lights of the 
  city should be kept burning. It was a sign of surety, of confidence - and an 
  indication that the coming of Gog and his Horde would in no way disrupt the 
  peace   and   comfort   of   the   City   of   God.   The   fact   that   the   place   was   in 
  darkness, pointed to something being drastically wrong.
        He came in as low as he dared over the darkened streets. The Temple 
  Mount was a dark hump to one side, it too, was in total darkness, as were the 
  suburbs crouched around its base. Leah's small villa was beyond Moriah. He 
  strained his eyes into the garish light of the comet illuminated sky, trying to 
  see the open space close to the house. It was there that he would attempt a 
  landing. He hovered above the dwelling, it too was totally dark. He strained 
  his   eyes   into   the   dark   well   of   vacant   ground,   to   ensure   himself   that   he 
  wouldn't set down on something already occupying it.
          There was no sign of life from the house, as he came to a halt. Eli's 
  uneasiness   increased   -   for   one   wild   moment,   he   wondered   if   Gog   had 



  arranged a diversion, knowing that Michael would be facing him at Esdraelon 
  - and had sent some of his forces to capture Michael's wife and children - and 
  to recover his own son. It would not be beyond the realm of possibility. 
        A tiny glimmer of light floated against the darkness of the house wall. 
  Soon, it was submerged in the comet glare, to be replaced by a solitary, dark 
  figure,   which   stumbled   towards   him.   Eli   placed   his   hand   on   his   sheathed 
  sword, ready for any treachery. He dropped it away, when he saw that it was 
  a   women.  She   held   the   light   higher   as   she   came  into   the   shadow  of   the 
  shuttle.
        "I am Captain Eli Benjamin, sister - with a message from Michael for 
  Leah."
        The  light  wavered  and  the  figure  appeared  to  stumble.  Eli  steadied 
  her, he could see that she was one of the elderly house servants, whom he 
  recognised from his visit to the villa in the hills. She whispered.
        "Leah will be so pleased! We are very frightened, Captain Benjamin - 
  we thought the house was going to fall and the ground is still shaking."
        As confirmation, there was another tremble from beneath their feet. Eli 
  steadied himself and the woman against the side of the shuttle.
        "So I  can  see!  Where  are  all  the  men, you  shouldn't  be  wandering 
  around in these conditions!"
        "They've all gone to the east of the city - a great chasm has opened up 
  through the Mount of Olives - or so they say. A great valley, no one can be 
  sure how far it stretches. The power links have been broken. The whole city 
  is in darkness, nothing works any more."
        The old woman was becoming talkative with her returning confidence.  
  Eli interrupted her gently.
          "Perhaps,   we   had   better   go   to   the   house   -   they   might   be   worried 
  something   has   happened   to   you   -   and   I   rather   think   we're   going   to   have 
  another deluge of rain!"
        The clouds were rolling in, great, billowing and turbulent. Eli had never 
  seen anything like them in the two hundred and twenty years he had lived. 
  They   made   the   house   with   a   few   seconds   to   spare,   before   the   heavens 
  opened and lashing rain obscured the shape of the shuttle. He helped the old 
  woman to close the door against the gathering wind.
          "Whew! That's wild!"
        He took the lamp and held it high. They were in the small foyer from 
  which the other rooms of the house led. Leah appeared in a doorway, she 
  carried her infant son. She eyed him steadily.
        "Eli!"
        "I'm   sorry   if   you   thought   it   was   Michael   -   greetings,   Leah.   I   hope 
  everything is well here?"
        She nodded without a smile.
        "As well  as can be expected. We  have  no power and no means of 
  communication. We have no idea of what's happening beyond the house!"
          "Michael asked me to try to get through, to assure you that he's safe 
  and  well  - and  to  be certain  that  you  were  safe.  He knew the  earthquake 
  would be centred on the Mount of Olives, you see."
        She nodded again.
        "Yes, he knew that - you say, he asked you to try to reach us?"



        Eli grinned a little.
        "He asked me to find a volunteer - shall we say, I didn't see the need 
  to look very far! I also wanted to be sure that you were all right."
        "As you can see, I am! Thank you for showing such an interest."
        Eli eyed her warily. There was something about her attitude which told 
  him that she was very disturbed. She held  the  child  as if she and it were 
  alone against the world. He tried another tack.
        "I hope the baby is well? Michael is very proud of his son - what is his 
  name, by the way?"
        It was a mistake which he couldn't rectify.
          "Michael hasn't yet named our son - perhaps he will, if and when he 
  returns!"
          "There can be no doubt that he will return, Leah. You must be quite 
  sure of that! - Michael will come back to you and his family."
        Leah didn't drop her gaze, but tears began to flow unchecked.
          "You   were   with   him   when   he   left,   Eli.   Can   you   answer   me   one 
  question? Why did he leave without saying goodbye to me? He must have 
  known   that   we   might   never   meet   again.   Was   his   mind   so   taken   up   with 
  thoughts of Gog and the battle, that he couldn't bring himself to kiss me and 
  our child?"
        Eli shuffled uneasily.
        "I believe  Michael  loves you  so much that he thought it best to slip 
  away whilst you slept. He knew he would come back to you - and his thoughts 
  were full of you and his new son, especially when we saw the disaster which 
  has overtaken Georgi Malenski and his armies. He wanted someone to come 
  to you to make sure you were all right and to reassure you that he was well 
  and safe - doesn't that tell you something, Leah?" 
        The child gave a little wail and Leah bent her head over it. Eli couldn't 
  read tell whether his words had had the desired effect. She looked up and 
  there wasn't much to be read from her expression.
        "You'd  better come inside,  Eli  - you  look exhausted. Tell  me what's 
  happened at Armageddon."
        He followed her into the room and in the flickering light of primitive oil 
  lamps, he told her the story of the storm and the deluge of hail. She shook 
  her head in wonderment.
        "We had no hail here - heavy rain, certainly - but no hail. It must be 
  random squalls."
        He shook his head.
        "I'm sure it isn't random, Leah - the best description I can give to it is 
  that it's - directed! A precise and selected downpour upon the heads of Gog 
  and his Horde. Already, the conditions in the valley are almost indescribable - 
  filth and mud and bloody, horribly injured men, screaming in pain with no one 
  to help them. In the middle of it all, Georgi Malenski stands and stares with 
  eyes that see something others can't see - and yet, not one hailstone touched 
  him - I believe that he's being reserved for what is still to come!"
        She dropped her eyes.
          "And you say, that Michael is safe and well?"
        He leaned forward in his chair.
        "I say that he loves you and is so proud to have a son - and that he will 



  come back to you when this is all over!"
        She looked up and held his eyes. There was no doubt that this boy 
  was hopelessly in love with her! It wasn't vanity which caused that deduction, 
  just a certainty which she couldn't deny. Michael had displayed an incredible 
  wisdom in sending Eli to her as his champion. Eli had done little else since 
  his   arrival,   but   to   declare   to   her   the   undoubted   love   of   her   husband,   his 
  devotion  and the surety of his return. A little  smile played  around her lips. 
  Michael was a consummate politician!
        "What will you do now, Eli."
        The young man came out of his trance.
        "I must try to  re-establish  communications with  the  battle  captains  - 
  and from here to Megiddo."
        "That is Michael's Command Post?"
        He nodded. 
        "He can oversee the entire plain from there."
        They   were   interrupted.   The   elderly   house   servant   had   returned   in 
  some agitation.
          "Excuse me, sister Leah - but I think you should see - the sky is very 
  strange over the eastern hills!"
        They followed her to the rear of the house and into a small courtyard 
  which opened to a garden which sloped away down the side of the hill. The 
  old woman pointed to the dark silhouette of the hilltops. Asher's old home lay 
  in that direction. Above the featureless crest of blackness and even despite 
  the  brilliant  glare  of the  comet, the  sky was streaked  with  fire  trails.  They 
  crossed back and forth, dying away, to be renewed by an increasing number 
  of bursts. Eli murmured.
        "It's a meteor shower - but I've never seen one of such intensity!"
        As they watched, it increased in magnitude. The whole sky was alight 
  with debris trails as the tiny specks of material burned up in the outer layers 
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  of the atmosphere. It was when some failed to complete their evaporation into 
  gas, that Eli was galvanised into action. He herded the household members 
  who had joined them, back into the shelter of the villa.
          "Quickly! You must all go down into the wine cellar - immediately! No 
  arguments, please! It isn't safe to stay above ground - trust me - do as I say!"
        They obeyed, cowed into submission by the urgency on his face. In the 
  cellar,   they   faced   each   other,   their   faces   frightened   and   drawn   in   the 
  flickering light of the oil lamps. He explained.
        "That is no ordinary meteor storm, Leah. Remember what my brother 
  told you? He said that the tail of the comet would be composed of smaller or 
  larger pieces of debris - by the look of what we've just seen, there are some 
  large pieces - and perhaps there are even larger ones to come!"
        Leah whispered:



        'I will bring him to judgement with pestilence and bloodshed; I will pour 
  down teaming rain,  hailstones hard  as rock,  and fire  and  brimstone, upon 
  him, upon his squadrons, upon the whole concourse of peoples with him ... '

        Eli nodded grimly.
          "May our God have mercy upon those who are faithful to Him, that they 
  find shelter from the universal terror which He has summoned against Gog!"
        An   uneasy   truce   existed   between   the   two   men   who   shared   the 
  command post on the brow of Megiddo. Luke was still watchful, lest Michael 
  should take it into his head to make another attempt to go to the aid of Georgi 
  Malenski. For his part, Michael seemed to have abandoned the idea, being 
  content to put the table and chairs back into an upright position, from where 
  they   had   been   sent   crashing   to   the   floor   by   the   earthquake.   Periodically, 
  there were still aftershocks, but nothing as severe as the original quake.
          Luke kept one eye on him and with the other maintained a watch on 
  the   turmoil   taking   place   below   the   hill.   It   showed   no   signs   of   abating. 
  Ferocious skirmishes were taking place between the supposedly united army 
  which Malenski  had brought into the Fairest of all  Lands. The portion they 
  occupied could hardly qualify for that description. It was a sea of mud and 
  debris and if anything,  the water level  was rising.  Luke presumed that the 
  rivers which ran through the plain, together with the irrigation ditches which 
  had   been   cut   between   them,   were   now   swamped   with   rising   floodwaters 
  streaming down from the hills. He heard Michael stir and tensed warily.
          "What's happening down there, Luke."
        He looked round and found Michael standing two paces distant from 
  him. It was the first time he had showed any interest since recovering from 
  Luke's attack. Luke held out his glasses and stepped away from the window 
  slit   without   answering.   Michael   put   them  to   his   eyes   and   focused   on   the 
  solitary figure of Georgi Malenski, who still stood in a trance-like state in the 
  midst of the battling men. Luke said softly.
        "I wonder what he sees."
        "He sees a much greater battle - of that you can be sure. It's a battle 
  which   started   long   before   the   first   rainstorm   which   swept   over   us. 
  Armageddon is universal, it isn't confined to a small valley below Megiddo. It 
  is being waged in realms we can't even imagine, between combatants and 
  forces we couldn't describe. Angels are fighting with devils and Michael the 
  angel Prince fights the old Dragon, the serpent who first tempted Eve. Titanic  
  forces are locked  in  mortal  combat - and  there  can be only one outcome. 
  When the battle is finished, Satan and his angels will be cast into the lake of 
  fire, which is the Second Death!"
          Luke eyed him from across the room.
          "You sound as if you've seen it."
          Michael nodded, but he didn't take his eyes from the scene below.
        "How long, I wonder, will he be left to stand there. He reminds me of 
  historical pictures I have seen of men who are under sentence of death and 
  are waiting for the execution to be carried out. I can't see his face clearly, but 
  I get the impression that he is completely calm. I'm sure that he doesn't know 
  what's   happening   around   him.   He's   no   longer   conscious   of   this   world   - 
  perhaps he too, is looking at the great battle being waged in another place."



          Luke was standing in the entrance, it was a subconscious blocking of 
  Michael's means of going to Malenski's rescue. Michael  turned and smiled 
  gently.
          "You don't need to worry, my friend - I have no intention of going down 
  to him - that madness has passed!"
        "I'm very glad to hear it!"
        "I owe you a clout on the jaw!"
        "I'll try to remember when it counts!"
          Michael nodded and turned back to the window.
        "I wonder if Eli got through?"
        "I sincerely hope he did - take a look at what's happening!"
          Michael joined him at the door, which faced to the east. The sky was 
  alight with shooting stars, the traces gathered in intensity, until the light of the 
  comet was overwhelmed  by a tracery of fire  trails.  The  earth  shook again 
  under them and they braced against the creaking structure. Michael shouted.
          "You can take your pick! We either stay inside and risk the roof falling 
  on us - or we can stay out in what's coming - as for me, I'll risk the roof!"
        They retreated inside and stared at each other grimly.
        "Saul was right, the comet's tail is shedding debris across the earth. 
  The tremors we can feel are more than likely bigger pieces coming down on 
  the eastern mountains."
        The trembling increased. Luke muttered.
        "I hope Eli reached Jerusalem."
          "Amen to that - I pray that Leah and the children  are under cover - 
  together   with   those   who   don't   qualify   to   come   under   a   hail   of   fire   from 
  heaven!"
        Their ears were nearly deafened with shrill whistles, as small pieces of 
  meteorite   debris   screamed   to   earth.   Michael   chanced   a   look   through   the 
  window.  One  or   two  landed  very close,  but  the   building   wasn't  struck.  He 
  could see the white hot glow which had burrowed itself and fused into the 
  rocks of the hill.  There were other screams, this time, less shrill  - hoarse, 
  almost subhuman. The valley was glowing with a concentration of the flying, 
  white-hot projectiles. The fighting had stopped. He could see men running for 
  their lives. It was a scene out of hell. He realised that it was precisely that! 
  Hell was being visited on Gog and his Horde and the grim words of prophesy 
  were   being   fulfilled:   'I   will   summon  universal   terror   against   Gog,   saith   the 
  Lord God.'
          Michael   wanted   to   turn   aside   from  the   sickening   sight,   but   he   was 
  compelled to remain with his glasses trained on the horrifying scene. Georgi 
  Malenski stood in the midst of it all. Michael focused his glasses on his face. 
  Georgi's expression was like  that of a child  faced with a special  event, for 
  which he had waited with impatience. Michael felt the tears trickled down his 
  face. He looked so much like Piotr in that moment, as if he had recovered his 
  innocence and his sanity.  Until  that instant, not one of the fiery rocks had 
  touched him. They were increasing in number by the second, it could only be 
  a matter of time, before he joined the rest of his decimated army in death.
        The  fiery ball  which  terminated the  life  of Georgi  Malenski,  was the 
  size of a small boulder. Michael heard the scream of its coming long before it 
  hit  the   ground  and   started   to  roll  along.  It   left   a   long   fiery   trail  and   small 



  pieces shattered off with the impact. It glowed white hot and Georgi turned to 
  face it. He made no attempt to jump out of its path, or to run before it. He 
  stood there and waited. Michael had the impression, that at the last moment, 
  he turned his head and looked up the hillside to Michael's command post and 
  through the glasses, for a fleeting moment, their eyes met - but it could only 
  have been imagination. The ball of flame passed the place where Georgi had 
  stood and when it was gone, so had its target.
          Michael dropped the glasses and slumped down with his back to the 
  wall. He bowed his head and wept uncontrollably. Luke clenched his teeth in 
  a ferocious snarl and stood and watched him. There was nothing he could do.
        The firestorm continued for another hour and the Valley of Esdraelon 
  was   purged   of   Gog's   Horde.   It   was   nearly   morning   when   the   last   of   the 
  meteor shower had passed. Michael had risen to his feet. It was obvious that 
  he  was totally  spent. He looked  out into  the  scene of carnage  and  at the 
  gathering flocks of birds, which wheeled in great, lazy circles above the valley 
  of death. He murmured quietly.

          'Man, these are the words of the Lord God: Cry to every bird that flies 
  and   to   every   wild   beast:   Come,   assemble,   gather   from   every   side   to   my 
  sacrifice, the great sacrifice I am making for you on the mountains of Israel; 
  eat flesh  and drink blood, eat the  flesh  of warriors and drink the blood  of 
  princes of the earth; all these are your rams and sheep, he-goats and bulls, 
  and   buffaloes   of   Bashan.   You   shall   cram   yourselves   with   fat   and   drink 
  yourselves drunk on blood at the sacrifice which I am preparing for you. At 
  my  table   you   shall   eat   your   fill   of   horses   and   riders,   of   warriors   and   all 
  manner of fighting men. This is the very word of the Lord God.'

        The comet was setting in the north-west. On the next day and for many 
  days to come, it would still rise and be visible over the Fairest of all Lands, 
  but it would slowly continue its journey towards the sun and then return back 
  to  its origin  beyond  the  Solar  System. It  had  served  its  purpose.  It  was a 
  natural phenomenon which had served its Creator for a divine reason. 
          Above   the   devastated   Plain   of   Esdraelon,   Michael   acknowledged 
  wearily, that the last battle had been fought and now, all that remained was 
  the aftermath, the slow recovery - the cleansing of the land. A new era had 
  begun, one in which they would wait for the End of Time.

                                         


