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        It was towards noon on the same day, and Michael  sat alone in his 
  study, to which he had been banished as soon as the midwives had taken 
  command of the situation. They had been very firm, very polite, but he had 
  been bundled away from the Leah despite his protests. He was informed that 
  she   needed   no   distractions,   it   was   time   for   rest   and   not   for   idle   chatter. 
  Everything was proceeding as well as it should and he would be informed in 
  adequate time, when the birth was imminent.
        The implication was, that surely he had something better to do in the 
  present circumstances of crisis, than to sit by the side of his wife and hold her 
  hand. Michael looked at the sheaf of communiqués he had been handed an 
  hour earlier and realised he hadn't absorbed much of their contents. They all 
  seemed to tell him the same thing. In a great and tightening circle  around the 
  Judaean   highlands  and   Jerusalem, the   forces  of   Gog  were   moving   slowly 
  forward. They were carrying the battle to the defenders, in small patrols which 
  were probing their strength and their will.
        The  Syrian  and  Arabian   lines   were  being   forced   back  by  relentless 
  pressure. Michael's forces, strung out in a long, thin line, were retreating into 
  the mountains which protected the valley of the Jordan. Gubkin's patrols were 
  testing the strength of the defences below Mount Carmel and easing forward, 
  so that they occupied the lower ground. Only in the Vale of Esdraelon, was 
  there   no   significant   movement.   The   invaders   and   defenders   maintained   a 
  tense watchfulness. There was a flurry of activity around the small villa which 
  had   been   identified   as   Malenski's   headquarters.   The   early   arrival   and 
  departure   of   Gubkin   had   been   noted   and   reported.   Gog's   other   captains 
  came and went. Georgi was doing a great deal of talking, but there was little 
  action.
          Michael   put   the   communiqués   down   and   looked   at   the   door.   It 
  remained closed, his hand hovered over the control pad and retreated again. 
  He desperately wanted an update of what was happening to his own wife in 
  his own house, but he was better informed about the situation on the battle 
  fronts!  He knew he was acting like the typical  expectant father, but he felt 
  powerless to control his anxiety. He disciplined himself not to summon Luke 
  and not to send him like a petitioner to the door of the Leah's room.
        He reread another communiqué. This one was from Simon in Gazera. 
  He longed to talk to his old friend face to face, if only for a little moral support 
  - although, come to think of it, Simon would have been more likely to have 
  laughed in his face about his anxiety. The holo system was defunct. It was a 
  casualty   of   the   extreme   climatic   changes   and   neglected   maintenance, 
  coupled with failing  power supplies. Simon's message had been full  of the 
  description  of the  approaching  comet, which  he had seen from his shuttle 
  when trying  to visit  Ambrose Suosin. The  communiqué was laced  with  the 
  tension   Simon   was   experiencing   and   the   panic   which   was   growing   in   the 
  population.
          Michael felt his own impotence. He was unable to do nothing to help 
  the  men he had placed  in  charge  in  their  various stewardships.  If he was 



  truthful to himself, he had almost forgotten their existence. His preoccupation 
  had   been   with   the   movements   of   Malenski   and   his   forces   and   the 
  encroaching ring of the confederation he had formed to relentlessly surround 
  the Camp of the Saints.
        It was very quiet in the solitude of his office. It seemed lit with a greater 
  intensity. The halo of light from the approaching comet had grown, almost as 
  if it was keeping pace with the movement of the sun across the sky. Michael 
  corrected   himself.   The   comet  brought   it   home  that   it   was  the  Earth   which 
  moved in relation to the sun - and this also applied to the comet. The planet 
  was   slowly   turning   itself   to   face   the   visitor.   It   was   like   the   movement   of 
  scenery in a theatrical production.
          Michael wasn't sure if he fell into a daydream, or even if he fell asleep 
  and experienced a nightmare - or even if he had been shown a vision. The 
  reality of the office merged into something else - something vastly different. 
  He was the  onlooker,  a witness  - but  he  was also  a  participant  -  or so  it 
  seemed. He couldn't  be sure, for  the  figure  he sometimes identified  to  be 
  himself,   at   other   times,   took   on   a   different   identity.   He   was   conscious   of 
  movement - of a great deal of motion by vast numbers. He was sometimes a 
  part of it - at other times, he stood aside and watched. He wasn't sure in his 
  own mind whether the motion was connected with men, or whether they were 
  spirits - or even if they were angels. 
        The whole scene was brilliantly illuminated, so much so, that his eyes 
  could hardly register what was taking place. Those who moved from place to 
  place, from right to left, or back and forth, across his vision, appeared and 
  disappeared into the intense light, to emerge again from another direction. He 
  saw   a   figure   he   recognised,   but   it   was   enlarged,   almost   gross,   a   grim 
  caricature of Georgi Malenski, and yet, it wasn't him - it embodied evil and the 
  features   were   distorted   into   a   satanic   grimace.   He   sensed   that   the   scene 
  represented the preparation for something. The actual event was close, but it 
  was not yet to happen - and then, he was back again in the reality of his 
  office, his eyes blinking to clear them of tears of protest at gazing into the 
  pearl grey outside glare.
        He shook his head to clear it. Whatever it was that he had witnessed, 
  remained clear in his mind. He had been shown something which he couldn't 
  comprehend.   His   hand   moved   automatically   over   the   control   pad.   Luke 
  appeared promptly, he shook his head as he entered and grinned ruefully.
        "I don't know where Leah recruited those women, Michael, but I wish 
  they were amongst our captains!  They frighten  the life  out of me - I don't 
  know what they would do to the enemy!"
          Michael forced a smile.
          "Gog and his Horde won't be frightened away, Luke - even if we had 
  an army of midwives! These reports are several hours old - is there still no 
  change?" 
          Luke shook his head.
        "I would have told you if there had been, Michael!"
        "I know that, Luke! I wasn't making a criticism. I am interested in what 
  our observers have to say about the morale in Gog's encampment. You can  
  learn a lot sometimes by watching the way men circulate - especially when 
  they're waiting for orders which never seem to come. Wouldn't you think, that 



  by now, some might be asking questions about why they have been planted 
  down in alien territory, surrounded on three sides by a ring of defenders on 
  higher ground, with the sea at their backs - and yet, their commander hasn't 
  given   the   order   to   advance   or   to   retreat.   He   is   sitting   there   waiting   for 
  something - and they don't know why he is waiting - I would have thought 
  there would be signs of restlessness."
          Luke   relaxed   and   perched   himself   on   the   corner   of   the   desk.   He 
  nodded.
          "You're right! Morale could be quite a big question mark and one which 
  Gog will have to address if he wants to keep control over that rabble."
        "His   captains   will   be   pressing   him   for   decisions   -   and   they   aren't 
  forthcoming. Captains being captains, they will  be tempted to take the law 
  into their own hands - Gog or no Gog! I'm sure they hold him in a great deal 
  of superstitious awe, but someone is going  to be a little  less awe stricken 
  than   the  next man and  is going  to  remember  that Georgi  is  not a military 
  genius, but a capable Administrator who has ideas above his station in life!"
        "What does this tell us, Michael?"
        "It tells us that we have to redouble our watchfulness, especially if we 
  face   trigger   happy   captains   trying   to   win   honour   and   glory   on   their   own 
  account. It also tells us that Georgi will be forced to make a move before he's 
  very much older!"
          Luke nodded thoughtfully.
        "A strange expression you used - trigger happy - "
        "An old fashioned idiom from before the time of the Great Destruction. 
  It referred to the fiendish weapons they had in those days, which ejected a 
  projectile   at   high   speed   and   with   explosive   results.   We   can   be   eternally 
  thankful that this was one of the branches of knowledge which was first of all 
  outlawed and then lost for ever during the Kingdom of Peace. Just imagine if 
  we were faced with such weapons today. Swords, spears, bows and arrows - 
  they're vicious enough. Be thankful we couldn't forge our ploughshares into 
  projectile launchers!"
          "Given time, I suppose the ways and means could be rediscovered."
          "Thankfully, we weren't given enough time - and I doubt if we ever will 
  be!"
        "I'll issue the instructions to double our watchfulness!" 
          "Don't   let   it   sound   like   a   criticism,  Luke   -   some  are   becoming   very 
  touchy!"
          Luke had the good grace to blush a little, as he left.
        The room was silent again. Michael was restless to the point of being 
  explosive. He sprang to his feet and marched to the window. The outside light 
  was   harsh,   sending   the   landscape   into   sharp   relief,   as   if   the   house   and 
  garden  was bathed  in  an  arc  light.  He  felt  as if  he  was under  inspection, 
  unable to hide even his thoughts. Quite suddenly,  he wondered where the 
  Firstlings   were.   It   was   the   return   of   a   thought   which   had   recurred   with 
  increasing frequency, as the circumstances had changed to bring Gog to his 
  doorstep.  
        He   acknowledged   the   fact   that   the   teaching   task   of   the   Kings   and 
  Priests was at an end. They had been commissioned to rule and reign with   
  Jesus Christ for a thousand  years,  that too, was at an end. Scripture  had 



  virtually  nothing  to say about their  activities  after the  end of the thousand 
  years. One thing was certain, they had not stepped down from the high status 
  to which they had been awarded for their faithfulness in following the Lamb 
  wither   so   ever   He   had   led   them.   They   remained   the   Lord's   Bride   for   all 
  Eternity - but their immediate task for the thousand years, had come to an 
  end.   The  questions   remained.  Where   were   they now?  What   part   did  they 
  have   to   play   in   the   events   which   were   soon   to   unfold   in   the   Vale   of 
  Esdraelon?
          Michael  would  have  given  a great deal  to have  felt  their  comforting 
  presence to support him in this, his greatest test - but perhaps, it would not 
  have been a test, if they had been there to offer their comfort and strength. 
  Perhaps, it was essential for him to perform his task alone. Only in that way, 
  would he prove himself before his Father. Spontaneously, he fell to his knees 
  and projected himself into the presence of the Father. No words came to his 
  lips or even into his thoughts, his petitions were beyond words. 
        He   felt   totally   alone,   there   was   no   sense   of   responding   warmth   to 
  acknowledge that he had been accepted as a petitioner. The questions came 
  into his mind before he could prevent them: 'Father have you abandoned me? 
  Will you leave me alone to face what is to come? I can't do it without you. All, 
  O Lord, art thou!'
        In those moments, he understood something of the feelings of another 
  petitioner, who had knelt in a garden not so very far away from the villa. He 
  had wrestled with Himself until the sweat had fallen like blood. The angels 
  had come eventually to minister unto Him. Like him too, Michael felt a sudden 
  support and the sure knowledge that he was not abandoned. 
          Shortly before sunset, two significant events took place. The first, was 
  that Leah gave birth  to Michael  ben Levi's son - and the second, was the 
    appearance of the comet, low over the south-eastern horizon. The news of 
  both   was   brought   to   Michael   by   Luke   Belin.   Michael's   priorities   were 
  automatic. He raced along the corridors leading  to Leah's room and thrust 
  open   the   door.   This   time,   he   wasn't   repelled   by  a   determined   phalanx  of 
  militant matrons, instead, they were wreathed in smiles and congratulations 
  and parted to reveal the radiant picture of a very tired but joyful Leah, who 
  held her new son to her breast.
          Michael stopped abruptly, just inside the door and the smiling ladies 
  trooped out and closed it behind them. He was mildly surprised to find that he 
  was shaking.
        Aren't you going to come and see what we've made, Michael?"
          Somehow, his legs responded and he moved to the bedside in a kind 
  of trance. Leah held the child out to him and automatically he took squirming 
  bundle.  Strange  noises  emitted  from the  exposed  end  of it and  he  looked 
  down into a small, red, contorted face, whose lips searched for nourishment. 
  Leah leaned back on the pillows and gave a tremulous laugh.
          "You look so awkward, my darling!  Well,  what do you  make of your 
  son?"
        It seemed that so much depended on the answer he was expected to 
  give. The normally articulate Administrator of the Central District - the mighty 
  Prince of the Covenant - groped for the right words.
          "He's - wonderful - a miracle!"



        He looked  at her quickly,  tears  of happiness  flowed  unchecked.  He  
  was crying too - he hadn't realised it until some of the drops wetted the child's 
  face. There were a few grunts of protest. He handed his son back and knelt 
  by the bed. He leaned over and kissed his wife gently and the child between 
  them wailed at the pressure being exerted on him. Michael jerked back.
        "Did I hurt him?"
        Leah shook her head.
          "He's tough - like his father - he's also hungry."
          Michael watched as if he had never seen the function before, as Leah 
  placed the child to the breast. He could think of no other occasion in his life, 
  when he had felt so happy - or so fulfilled. Leah watched him above the busy 
  head of their child. She was practically bursting with the welling up of love 
  and gratitude that she had pleased him so much. Michael looked like a child 
  who had been given a new and wonderful toy - a precious gift. She said a 
  silent   prayer   that   the   moments   of   wonder   they   were   sharing   would   never 
  come to an end. Even as she expressed the thought, she felt the surge of the 
  old   tensions   returning.   For   the   previous   twelve   hours,   she   had   been 
    concentrating on the one thing that mattered, bringing her child into the world 
  - but in that time, events had moved on. The world and its events had not 
  stopped.   Gog   and   his   Horde   still   threatened   the   Camp  of   the   Saints   and 
  Michael still had to contend with the implications.
          "What's happened, Michael - whilst I was busy?"
          "Don't worry yourself about that, my darling - just take care of our son!"
        "Can you see the comet yet?"
          "Luke tells me that we can."
          "You haven't looked!?"
        "I had something more interesting to do - paying a visit to my wife and 
  our new son!"
        "Tell me what it looks like."
          "Leah! It isn't important!"
          "Please, Michael! - Either that, or I'll get out of this bed and take a look 
  for myself!"
          "Don't you dare even to imagine doing it!"
          "You can see from here."
        "Did   I   ever   tell   you   that   you're   the   most  stubborn   woman  I've   ever 
  met?"
          "Practically every time we have a conversation! I sometimes wonder if 
  you lived a very sheltered life!"
        "All right! - All right! I'll look, if only to keep you quiet."
        "Is that any way to talk to a woman who's recovering from childbirth?"
          "Probably not - but then, I've lived a very sheltered life and I haven't 
  had   any   experience   of   dealing   with   stubborn   women   recovering   from 
  childbirth!"
        He walked over to the window and drew back the heavy curtains. The 
  room was flooded with the light of the setting sun, but more dominant, was 
  the lurid, pearl  grey light of the comet. He stared out at the south eastern 
  horizon  and was, for a moment, speechless. Leah looked at the grey light 
  sending the face of her husband into stark, severe lines and shivered. She 
  held her child more protectively and he grunted in protest.



        "It's just clear of the Mountains of Moab - just above the crest of the 
  range. I suppose we're seeing it head on. It's shedding a lot of light, like a 
  halo all around it and that's what we've been seeing - in the centre is a hard,  
  tiny disk. It looks so insignificant. It hardly seems possible that it could cause 
  as much damage as Saul suggested. It's quite awe inspiring - I think it will 
  begin to look terrifying when it draws nearer."
        Leah responded in a small voice.
        "We   know  what   it   is   -   and   it   sends   shivers   down   our   spines   -   just 
  imagine what it's doing for simple, superstitious men, living in the fields, with 
  nothing to protect them but thin canvas walls and roof. Think what it's doing 
  for Gog's Horde, who have been expecting some sort of visitation. I suspect 
  that Georgi and his captains will be having quite a lot of trouble keeping a lid 
  on the unrest."
        The advent of the horrible star was a fascination for  Malenski. He had 
  realised   that   it's   appearance   was   imminent   and   had   stood   with   his   back 
  against the eastern facing wall of his villa, watching the south eastern sky, 
  where it seemed, the halo of light was at its most intense. He had stood there 
  for hours, well aware that his captains were watching and that the word of 
  what he was doing, was circulating through the camp like a wild fire. No one 
  came near him. He was now a figure to be dreaded rather than revered. His 
  followers were too frightened to take any action which might be construed as 
  defiance - or even to question. They waited with him - they didn't know for 
  what,   but   the   suggestions   and   propositions   of   what   the   future   might  hold, 
  were all pessimistic.
          When the comet had finally emerged from behind a peak in Moab and 
  stood clear in the darkening sky. Malenski stared at it with something akin to 
  hunger. His mouth stretched into a wide, humourless smile, which in reality 
  was little more than a snarl. He looked like an animal faced with an unknown 
  enemy and not knowing the appropriate response. It was quite true, he didn't 
  know the response suitable for this unexpected manifestation, but he knew 
  with a grim certainty that it would be an important factor in the events which 
  would take place under the shadow of Megiddo.
        His captains almost crept in the direction of the villa, some hours later. 
  He was still standing where he had been during the hours of the afternoon. 
  When   he  saw  them  approaching,   he  seemed to   jerk back  into   reality   and 
  turned, preceding them into the briefing room. They nodded a greeting and 
  shuffled into an untidy semicircle around him. He looked from one to the other 
  and there were few who chose to hold his gaze for more than a few seconds.
        "What have you to tell me, brother captains."
          There was a moment of awkward silence. One blurted out an answer 
  for them all.
        "The men are very uneasy - about the light in the sky, brother Georgi."
          Malenski looked at him and the tight smile returned.
        "From this point on, you  will  call  me the  name you  have  whispered 
  between yourselves. I am no longer Georgi Malenski - from this time onward, 
  I am the Lord Gog! Is that understood!?"
          There was a determined effort not to exchange glances. The one who 
  had acted as the spokesman nodded.
        "If you say so, my Lord Gog."



        "I do say so! Now tell me, why are the men so uneasy about the light in 
  the sky?"
        "They don't understand what it is - and we can't explain it to them."
        Gog waited for more, nothing was forthcoming.
          "You are educated men - I'm quite certain you have heard of comets. 
  The light in the sky is a comet. What is there about a comet to cause our men 
    uneasiness?"
          Another of the captains took courage.
          "Most of the men are superstitious fools - er - Lord Gog. They see it as 
  an omen - and they're frightened it means we will be defeated when we join 
  battle."
        Gog nodded sarcastically.
        "An omen! Tell me, have we ever been defeated? Answer this - are the 
  enemy stronger than us, or weaker? How can this comet change the course 
  of   a   battle,   when   we   have   a   stronger   army  and   have   more   tricks   up   our 
  sleeve than our friend Michael ben Levi and his rabble of ill trained militia!?
        His   captains   began   to   look   a   little   more   cheerful.   They   exchanged 
  glances. Another said.
          "Some  of  the   men  were  watching  you  looking  at   this   -  comet, Lord 
  Gog."
        Gog turned to him and the smile tightened to nothing.
        "It   is   my  responsibility   to   assess   everything   -   I   wanted   to   see   this 
  comet - to form my conclusions. I have done so - I have told you that we have 
  nothing to fear - you can go back to the frightened old women you call an 
  army and tell them that Gog has faced the comet and sees nothing to make 
  his knees turn to water. Tell them this as well. Tomorrow, we make our final 
  preparations. In the evening, we will form our battle plan - and in the following 
  dawn,   we   march   against   the   toy   soldiers   which   stand   between   us   and 
  Jerusalem!"

 


