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        Gubkin emerged from his tent and squinted his eyes against the keen, 
  cold wind which swept down from the mountains. He looked into it and tried to 
  visualise the city of Jerusalem, which was no more than forty kilometres to 
  the south east. He was nearer to the Camp of the Saints than was Georgi 
  Malenski.  He could  strike  into  the  Judaean  Hills  and  be on their  doorstep 
  within two hours - but that was not the way Georgi Malenski had called it. He 
  had disdained to bring the main force to the coastal strip which Gubkin now 
  occupied. Instead, he had followed the irresistible urge to place himself in the 
  comparatively   narrow   valley   of   Esdraelon,   where   he   was   menaced   to   the 
  north and the south, and to place himself at the mercy of the defenders.
        Gubkin snorted angrily, the Vale of Sharon would have been the better 
  choice.   It   stretched   along   the   coast   and   although   Michael   ben   Levi   could 
  have been counted on to defend every inch of the way to his capital, it would 
  have been the more viable option.
        It was just dawn, but there was something about the increasing light 
  which struck a chill  into him. It was nothing to do with the biting wind. The 
  quality of the light itself was pearly grey, unlike a normal sunrise. In this land, 
  where superstitions and spiritual expectations were paramount, there would 
  be some who would have described it as ominous. Gubkin cursed his own 
  susceptibility. There was already too much talk of omens and prophesies and  
  destiny. The rank and file of the army he commanded, was full of murmurings 
  and mutterings and talk of impossible odds and the inevitability of defeat and 
  in Gubkin's opinion, his own captains were not doing enough to counteract it, 
  and he had told them so during the briefing on the previous evening. 
          Privately, he had to agree with the thought that it all came back to the 
  attitude   of   their   Commander.   Instead   of   acting   like   the   leader   of   an 
    undefeated  army, who now faced  a limited defence  which  would  easily be 
  overcome, Georgi Malenski was acting like a man faced with impossible odds 
  and certain annihilation. 
        Gubkin had established his camp close to the ancient city of Joppa. 
  His progress along the coast from the Nile had been relatively unhindered. 
  He was quite certain that it was no reflection on the size or the metal of the 
  defending   force.   Michael   ben   Levi   had   elected   not   to   stand   against   him. 
  Gubkin had come to the conclusion that both of the opposing commanders 
  were   caught   up   in   the   same   sense   of   inevitability.   He   asked   himself   the 
  question he had once asked Malenski. Were they ensuring that they fulfilled 
  the prophesy because it stated that events HAD to happen in a certain way, 
  or were they trying to drive the prophesy to suit themselves, taking some sort 
  of perverse refuge in it?
        As the baleful light intensified, Gubkin came to a decision, he would 
  leave   his   capable   captains   to   watch   the   defenders   -   who   in   turn,   were 
  watching   them.   As   for   himself,   he   would   seek   an   interview   with   his 
  Commander in Chief and try to get a few answers. He glanced to the east 
  once more, the dawn light was really quite peculiar. It was as if the full moon 
  was rising together with the sun. It was not unlike the conditions in the almost 



  forgotten days of the Kingdom of Peace, when sometimes, the moon and the 
  sun were brilliantly shining at the same time - this light was different however, 
  and in any case, could not be attributed to the moon, which had set only a 
  few hours earlier.
          Within the hour, he was making a lone flight over the still waters of the 
  Eastern Basin. The sense of unreality, the almost spectral quality of the light 
  and the stillness of the atmosphere, was increasingly unsettling. He resolved 
  not to be absent for too long. He took a wide detour around the bulk of Mount 
  Carmel. It was the hinge point of one line of defenders which were strung out 
  between his army and that of Georgi Malenski in the valley beyond. He chose 
  to come in from the sea and in so doing, was confronted with a phenomenon. 
        To  one  side  of the rising  sun, was an aura  of light.  It's source  was 
  below the horizon, but whatever it was, it was sending out an arc of pearl 
  white   brilliance.   Gubkin's   shuttle   didn't   have   the   altitude   to   see   over   the 
  Galilean   mountains.   Their   crests   were   outlined   starkly   against   the   garish 
  glare. He landed in a hurry and made his way to the small villa Georgi had 
  commandeered as his headquarters. 
        He hadn't seen Malenski since the morning when he had been placed 
  in charge of Egypt and North Africa. Gubkin realised that he wasn't quite sure 
  just how long  ago that had  been,  but it  was certainly  six months. He was 
  appalled  at the change in Malenski's  physical  appearance  - but there  was 
  something more. The eyes were more fixed and controlled. A smile hovered 
  around his lips, as if he was taking a grim joy in the preparations for his own 
  suicide.   Gubkin   wondered   why  he   was  compelled   to   think   in   those   terms. 
  Was it possible that the man who imagined himself to the Gog, was looking 
  forward for the nightmare to end? 
          Malenski walked towards him as one of his aides led Gubkin into the 
  bare room he was using. The visitor took in the surroundings, without taking 
  his eyes off his leader. The lack of comforts was typical, that much, at least 
  had not changed. It was the usual  disdain  of attachments to  property and 
  people. Georgi Malenski was still a man who preferred to walk alone.
          "Greetings,   Nicholai!   I   wondered   how   long   it   would   be   before   you 
  came to visit the scene of the last stand!"
        The hand grip was firm. The intense physical strength and dynamism 
  was   still   there.   Malenski's   eyes   held   his   steadily.   Gubkin   twitched   a 
  responsive smile.
        "It's good  to meet again, Georgi  - but - what's all  this talk  of a last 
  stand? Don't you realise we have an irresistible force."
        "An irresistible  force, you  say?  Perhaps, but we face  an immovable 
  object - and when the two come together, there can be only one outcome - 
    annihilation!!"
        Gubkin moved to the window, it faced the west. He turned to Malenski.
        "We have a morale problem, Georgi. There is a great deal too much 
  pessimistic talk amongst our rank and file.  They are filled  with  a sense of 
    foreboding.   It goes  something  to  the  effect that  having  now marched from 
  Egypt, they will never return - or for that matter, see the fields and forests of 
  their homeland. I've told my captains to tell them that our northward march 
  brings us closer to Russia and that we have a mere detour to settle the matter 
  of occupation of this area and that we've already got half of the country under 



  our control, with only the high ground remaining. I've told them, we're on a 
  winning streak and we have an invincible commander - everything is in our 
  favour! But still, the murmurings and mutterings continue - so please, Georgi 
  - don't talk of irresistible forces and immovable objects - and annihilation!"
          Malenski laughed softly.
          "Gubkin! I love you like a brother, you've never been shy to speak your 
  mind - and you have an unimaginative soul! You count the numbers and look 
  at your resources and you come to a logical conclusion and you won't allow 
  yourself to be swayed by prophesies and omens. Sometimes, I wish I was not 
  cursed with having spiritual antenna which tells me otherwise!"
        Gubkin eyed him with genuine affection. Georgi was a much younger 
  man, but his haggard  face had aged  him. It was obvious that he ate  very 
  sparingly and didn't look after himself physically. Gubkin had not doubt, that 
  under his shirt, his ribs would have stood out through the skin.
        "So, Georgi - When do we make our move? I thought you might have 
  given the signal today. You have all your men in position and your supplies in 
  place, haven't you? I'm in the same position. All that's needed is for me to 
  close the gap and for both of us to invest Carmel and then we can roll back 
  the defence on this side of your valley and perhaps isolate Megiddo - that will 
  be a tough nut to crack, it always has been!"
          Georgi's smile widened.
          "You have it all worked out, Nicholai! - but we have to wait for a while 
  to put your master plan in operation. Before we make our move, I want to 
  position   our   armies   in   the   east,   along   the   mountains   above   the   Jordan 
  valley."
        Gubkin   eyed   him  doubtfully.   The   response   was   too   quick,   too   well 
  rehearsed. Georgi had a secret agenda.
          "Every   day   you   delay,   gives   the   defenders   the   opportunity   to  
  consolidate and to bring up reinforcements. They will get our measure - we 
  have always struck before, when the enemy was off balance."
          Malenski nodded.
        "I'm aware of that, Nicholai - but we must do this my way. I have my 
  reasons for wanting the armies in the perfect position before we strike our 
  combined blow."
        Gubkin   didn't   argue,   he   wandered   to   the   window   again.   Malenski 
  followed the move with his eyes.
          "You seem very interested in the scenery, Nicholai."
        Gubkin peered out, there was no evidence of the strange glow in the 
  sky - but then, he was facing in the wrong direction.
        "I saw something strange when I turned to come in to land. Haven't 
  you seen the light in the sky?"
          Malenski's   smile   faded,   the   intensity   which   replaced   it   was   almost 
  frightening.
        "Light? What light?"
        "I'm surprised none of your people have mentioned it - a light in the 
  east - Come outside, you might see it - or perhaps, it's my imagination!"
          Malenski followed him from the room and the outer entrance to the villa 
  and   then   along   the   outside   to   where   they   could   see   the   east.   Gubkin 
  breathed a little  easier, he had wondered if the rising sun would mask the 



  strange glow - if anything, it was greater. Malenski stared at it silently for a 
  long time. The pearl  white glow had intensified so that the normal sunlight 
  was somehow adulterated by it. Malenski's voice was harsh.
        "What is it?"
        Gubkin shrugged.
        "I don't know, there's nothing to be seen. I wasn't high enough to see 
  over the eastern ranges - I suppose - I suppose, it isn't some problem with 
  our people moving in through the hills on the over side of the Jordan? Are 
  they having any trouble?"
          Malenski shook his head.
        "The   last   reports   indicate   nothing   unusual.   Resistance   is   light.   We 
  can't bring  the defending  army to battle.  We're  meeting the usual  guerrilla 
  tactics - hit  and run  - nothing  more than  nuisance  raids to slow us down. 
  Nothing which could account for what we can see. To create a glow of those 
    proportions, it would have to be a massive fire - but it doesn't look like the 
  flames of a fire - and there's no smoke."
          Malenski   summoned   his   aides.   They   could   add   nothing   to   his 
  suppositions.   He   felt   the   familiar   surge   of   adrenaline,   the   rising   sense   of 
  inevitability.  He would soon be confronted  with the immovable  object. This 
  was the start of the final phase. Factors beyond his control and beyond the 
  control of Michael ben Levi, were about to be introduced into the equation. 
  He sensed that Michael was waiting just as much as he was himself. Gubkin 
  had asked the direct question, the same question that was being asked by his 
  captains, but not expressed in words. When would he order the attack which 
  would   move   his   men   out   of   the   Vale   of   Esdraelon?   He   had   evaded   the 
  answer, but he knew it - he would never order the movement of his men. Gog 
  and his Horde were where they had to meet their end and they would remain 
  until the ordained moment was realised.
        The Command post on Carmel, was very conscious of being the kernel 
  within  the two arms of a pincer. The massive army which Georgi  Malenski 
  had   landed,   occupied   the   valley   to   the   north.   The   density   of   men   and 
  materials made it impossible to estimate its size, but it was certainly vastly 
  greater   than   that   of   the   defenders.   Behind   them,   the   advancing   forces 
  commanded by Gubkin,  had come to  a halt. Carmel stood  in  their  path. It 
  commanded the only access that Jerusalem and the Judaean Hills had to the 
  coast of the Great Sea. It was only a matter of time before a combined attack 
  would   be   launched.   The   urgency   of   the   situation   was   impressed   upon 
  Michael ben Levi - he was told bluntly by his captains, either take decisive 
  action by launching an attack - or expect to find himself totally encircled - but 
  the order to attack the invading forces was not forthcoming. 
          Michael had spent the remainder of the night occupied with meetings 
  with his senior advisors and the leaders of those communities who were still 
  free to make the journey to the villa. Saul Benjamin repeated his predictions 
  to each group and fielded the inevitable choruses of alarm. Each returned to 
  his area of responsibility, hardly comforted by the instruction that there was 
  little which could be done, but to try to seek as much cover as possible and 
  hope that the potential fallout from the passing of the comet would not be of 
  catastrophic   proportions.   When   the   last   group   had   left,   Michael   turned   to 
  Saul and shrugged wearily.



        "I thank you for your help, brother Saul. It was the best we could do 
  with the limited information we have. They couldn't be left in ignorance, but 
  there was very little we could tell them which was reassuring."
          "There used to be a saying: 'where ignorance is bliss, 'tis folly to be 
  wise'.   In   this   case,   I   think   the   folly   would   have   been   to   leave   them 
  unprepared."
        They returned to the reception room where they had left Leah and Eli 
  several   hours   earlier.   They   were   both   asleep   in   recliners   in   front   of   the 
  embers   of   the   fire.   The   room   was   cold.   Michael   shook   his   head   in 
    exasperation.
        "My wife is too determined for her own good, sometimes!"
        "My little brother is much the same!"
        Leah moaned in her sleep and moved her head in her sleep. Michael 
  put his arms around her and she woke up abruptly. Saul had moved to the 
  window, looking out into the darkness.
        "It will soon be dawn."
        "A time when attacks are launched and expected."
        Their voices had woken Eli, who looked as if he thought he was guilty 
  of dereliction of duty for daring to fall asleep. Michael addressed him in mock 
    seriousness.
        "Tell me, Eli - are your men ready for an attack?"
          "Probably more so than their captain, at the moment, brother Michael!" 
          Saul asked softly.
        "Tell me, Michael - do you expect an attack today?"
          Michael hesitated and then shook his head slowly.
          "There will be no attack - not today. I suggest, not until your comet has 
  passed - then we shall see."
        Eli   was   obviously   anxious   to   return   to   his   command.   Saul   politely 
  declined the offer of a bed. Michael and Leah watched their visitors depart. 
  The Pod's lights disappeared into the darkness. Michael put his arm around 
  his wife and led her back into the house. The morning air was very cold.
        "The   winter   bites   -   and   you   feel   frozen!   It   was   very   foolish   to   fall  
  asleep, with the fire dying down. Now, I think it's high time you went to bed."
          "And   what   about   you?   You   haven't   slept   for   twenty-four   hours   and 
  then,   it   was   only   for   two   or   three.   You   can't   fight   a   war   when   you're 
  exhausted."
        "So far, we haven't been asked to fight a war."
        "Not with swords and spears perhaps - but you're fighting your war in 
  another way - your's is a mental war, second guessing what Georgi or Gubkin 
  will do next. You must get some rest, Michael! - now!"
        He hesitated.
        "If only for a couple of hours - you must!"
        He nodded reluctantly.
        "All right - If I'd known you would be such a nagging wife, I might have 
  thought twice!"
        "It's nice to know you're having second thoughts, especially when I'm 
  about to about to make you a father!"
        He held her at arms length and eyed her critically.
        "Not right now, I hope! - I WILL have time for those two hours sleep?"



        "I'm guaranteeing nothing!"
        Their   bedroom  faced   to   the   east.   With   the   coming   of   the   dawn,   all 
  thoughts   of   sleep   were   banished.   As   the   sun   rose   above   the   hills   which 
  separated  them from the Salt Sea, it was accompanied by the halo  of the 
  approaching comet. They stood together in the window and watched the light 
  intensify. He felt her shiver and tightened his grip across her shoulders. She 
  whispered:
        "A star of ill omen!"
        "A horrible star - which will shower other stars down upon the earth. I 
  didn't quote all there was to be read in the fourth book of Ezra. There will be 
  other climatic disturbances and we can expect a great deal of destruction. I'm 
  very much afraid that the works we have built up during the Time of Peace, 
  will be broken down. When the comet has passed, we might find that there's 
  very little left!"
        "But, you do think it will pass, Michael - this isn't the actual End - The 
  End of Time?"
        "I believe that we're facing the time when Our Father will intervene and 
  send down fire from heaven. I believe we shall  see the destruction of Gog 
  and his Horde on the Plain of Esdraelon - we will see the physical expression 
  of a vast battle which will be conducted in every realm of eternity and in every 
  place where the souls of men are to be found upon this earth. Esdraelon will 
  be the focal point of the physical battle, but there will be other interventions in 
  the physical sense, upon those men who have thrown in their lot with Satan 
  and have rejected the Godly teachings of Jesus and His Firstlings,  for the 
  past thousand years. 
        This battle will coincide with the general sorting out of the sheep from 
  the goats - but whether this is the actual End of Time, for that answer we can 
  only wait and see."
        She shivered again.
          "And into this turmoil, I am going to bring forth a child - what right have 
  I to do that - especially after the Lord Jesus gave that specific warning!"
        "We were not to know the day or the hour, Leah!  Our Father hasn't 
  made us privy to the exact moment when He intends to put His plans into 
  effect. He didn't do so prior to the First Resurrection and I'm quite sure that 
  there were children being born then, right up to the very last moment. Our 
  brethren in  those distant days were taught to continue  their  lives as if the 
  Lord Jesus was not to return in the Second Coming, but, on the other hand, 
  to expect Him every day - and that was what they did. We  have to do the 
  same.  
          What was it that Father Joel used to say? Something he read from the 
  time   of   the   Second   Apostles,   I   think.   'If   I   knew   the   Lord   was   to   come 
  tomorrow, I would still plant a tree today!' Wise words, from a wise man. Our 
  lives   must   continue   until   our   Heavenly   Father   decides   that   we   have   had 
  enough time. The End of Time will come into effect when He is satisfied that 
  the very last possible instance of His mercy and long suffering has borne the 
  ultimate result. Then, will be the time to call us all into account, whether we 
  are still alive on the last day of all, or whether we wait in some realm of the 
  departed."
        They watched the increasing light of the comet following the sunrise. It 



  turned the golden light into something ominous. Leah shivered again.
          "You're cold - get into bed and cover yourself with the blankets."
          "You as well - you said you would sleep."
        "I can't sleep - not with that - thing - just out of sight, I have the fanciful 
  feeling that it's waiting to pounce on us!"  
        "Do you want to see it? Perhaps we could take a shuttle and fly high."
          "We!?"
          "You wouldn't expect me to stay behind?"
        "I wish you'd start behaving like a woman who's on the brink of giving 
  birth!"
        "I don't think I've ever met such an anxious father!"
        "Of course I'm anxious! Now tell me that you wished I was indifferent!"
          "You're an argumentative man!"
          "You're a stubborn woman - but I love you with such an intensity,  it 
  hurts!" 
        They lay in  each other's arms for a while,  looking  to  the increasing 
  light.
          "You didn't answer me, Michael - Would you like to see what it looks 
  like?"
        He shook his head.
        "I think I'm content to let it stay out of sight until it's ready to make an 
    appearance. I suspect, when it does come into view, that we won't be able to 
  wait until it's gone again and has taken its influence with it."
        "How soon do you think, before it has passed."
        "I asked Saul that. He couldn't say for certain. Much will  depend on 
  readings they will be taking as it approaches. From what he says, it's coming 
  in very fast. He told me that comets pick up speed as they near the Sun."
        "I can't understand why it wasn't spotted earlier."
        "I suppose, because we've grown used to not looking outward towards 
  the stars during the Time of Peace. We learned to look to the Earth and the 
  wonders which were being performed on it. The Kingdom was so wonderful, 
  that we had no hankering to visit other planets - in any case, we knew that 
  they were barren. Saul made the point, it was only when they were working 
  out the trajectories for the Suborbiter System, that someone noticed this fast 
  moving blip of light and started watching its progress."
        Leah   moved   uneasily   and   then,   after   a   moment  moved   again.   She  
  looked at Michael and forced a smile.
        "I don't know about the comet, but I think junior has just decided it's 
  time to make an appearance!"

 


